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I had been watching the clock all day. Charlie was due back on leave from Afghanistan, his flight should have touched down at RAF Brise Norton at 2pm. Brise Norton was only 22 miles away, and it was already 4:30; where was he?
+++
Charlie and I grew up in the service life. Dad was a Lt. Col. In an armoured infantry regiment. Our mother had passed away when I was 5 and Charlie was almost 3, so he barely remembered her. Virtually my whole life had been spent in boarding school, likewise Charlie, as dad was posted around the world, from one trouble-spot to another.
I only ever re-connected with Charlie during the summer and Christmas holidays, when we would spend the break with family friends, re-aquainting ourselves, and waiting for news of dad.
When the Iraq thing blew up, dad was posted to command an armoured infantry battalion, and was killed in action, stepping on a land-mine. That's the thing about the British Army; they don't sugar-coat bad news, they just told me baldly, probably assuming that I would somehow be proud that my dad, the highest-ranking British casualty of the whole stupid mess, had been shredded in the service of his country. I was 16 then, Charlie almost 14, and already determined to attend Sandhurst, to graduate as an officer in Her Majesty's Armed Forces, just like dad.
I tried to talk him out of it, I even went to see him at Wellington, the military boarding school, to try and make him see sense; I hated the army, it had destroyed our family, and now it was sucking-in my baby brother as well.
"Charlie, you'll be 21, an officer and a prime target if you gent sent out there, please don't do this!" I begged, "Please don't leave me alone, you're all I have left!"
But he had made-up his mind, and once he'd decided, on with it he went; just like dad. I knew, if this thing dragged on, he was going to end up dead; just like dad.
Charlie was accepted at Sandhurst at age 18, and spent the next 3 years training to be an officer and a gentleman, as well as a tactically-savvy, mission-driven killing machine, and I hated the thought of it.
He was a sweet boy, with dad's height and more, with shoulders to match, jet-black wavy hair and green eyes, shy and diffident, gentle, courteous and considerate; but even as his sister, I was forced to concede that he was almost ridiculously good looking. I took after mum, medium height, with long reddish-blonde hair and blue eyes. According to family friends, I also inherited her figure, small waist and 36B boobs, with a nice bum, even if I say so myself!
I was so angry with Charlie, angry and hurt that he'd refused to listen, that instead of going to university, he was going into jeopardy, because he wanted to. We had several long and bitter arguments, always ending with me in tears, and him looking shamefaced but stubborn.
"Charlie, this is idiocy, that place is a killing zone, don't you watch the news, don't you see the planes on TV every day, bringing the coffins back? The funeral cortege's going through the town? I Is that how you want to come home? That's how dad did, and his father, and his bloody father before him! Is that what you want? All the men in this family are dead soldiers, doesn't that ring any alarm bells? If you go there, it's only a matter of time before it's you, you bloody stupid arse! Can't you see that? Are you doing this for revenge, for dad? If he were here and heard this, he would give you such a slap for being so bloody stupid! This family needs you, I need you, will you for once in your life do something for me!?"
The only time I saw him cry, and I felt disgusted with myself, was when I told him, "If you do this, you'll get killed, not maybe, not possibly, it's a certainty, do you hear me? You'll be dead, so don't talk to me, you're a dead man, you just don't know it yet!" I stormed away from him, angry at myself for my comments, at him for being so pig-headed, and at the world, for trying to take him away. I looked back, and two big tears were on his cheeks, and to my shame, all I could think was, "Good, let him hurt, let him feel how I feel!"
All I wanted was my brother back, my little brother, all that was left of our family, and yet, instead of him being his usual, level-headed, rational self, here he was, off on a moronic bravado crusade, trying to prove something – or so I felt.
Charlie was my protector; even though he was younger than me, he felt like my older brother. One time, In Didcot, I was waiting outside a shop and I heard a voice say "Hey blondie, nice tits!" I coloured and looked away, but the boy who said it came to stand in front of me, staring at my chest, and reached out to touch them. Suddenly he was yanked backwards, as Charlie came up behind him and said, levelly, in his ear, "If you try and touch my sister again, I will ram my hand up your arse and rip out your tongue from the inside, got it? Good, now fuck off!"
As Charlie towered over him, he "fucked-off"!
Charlie hugged me as I sobbed in embarrassment and delayed fright, then put his arm around me to take me back to the bus. I stammered out my thanks, my face buried in his chest, but he brushed it off
"Only doing my job; he was right about one thing, though; they are nice tits!"
I gasped and snapped my head up to look at him, to see his eyes dancing with glee, and I smiled as well, the incident washing out of my mind.
On the way back to our holiday stay, I rolled Charlie's comment over in my mind; I had caught him sneaking peeks at me recently, when he thought I wasn't looking, and to be honest, I might even have stuck my breasts out just a little further, or wriggled my behind a little, just to tease him a little. I had put it down to his normal urges as a teenage boy, but now my mind went back to a conversation in the dormitory before the summer holiday.
We were gathered round before bedtime, talking about lots and nothing at all, when Lorna Boscombe started telling us about when she had caught her younger brother peeking at her in the shower.
"I tell you, it was just the most pervy thing! He's a skinny little twerp, reads too much, no friends, standing there at his little peephole, glopping-away on that laughable little knob of his; no kidding, his glasses are thicker than his knob! He got such a kick in the balls I guarantee he won't be doing that again for a while!"
We all collapsed in gales of horrified laughter; Lorna was the most uninhibited of all of us, but this was a new low, even for her!
She went on; "So, Lucy, have you caught Charlie peeping at you yet? No? Are you going to let him?" with a wicked smirk on her face.
I was caught off guard, and coloured. "N...No, he's always out when I shower, and the doors are frosted glass anyway, it's a completely closed cubicle where we're staying!"
Lorna still had that wicked look on her face. "Well, in that case, send him round to my place; he can ogle me in the shower all he wants!" Some of the other girls got a faraway look at that, and I coloured even higher, but still managed to ask her "What, Charlie?" This was my baby brother she was leering over!
Lorna giggled. "Lucy Manville, have you been in cold-storage all your life? Charlie is a complete fox, 100% prime rib, beef-cake supreme! Honestly, Lu, if you don't want to take a bite out of him, send him round to me and I will, he's fucking gorgeous! I promise you, I'll show him a thing or two, or three, even! I'll bet he's got a cock like a fucking cruise missile, someone should get that while it's still going; fuck, I wish it were me!" The other girls were nodding happily, while I sat there with my eyes open in shocked surprise. Charlie? Really?
After that I started actually looking at Charlie a little more closely. Lorna was right, with his tall muscular frame, curly jet-black hair, dimpled chin, clear pale skin, and eyes like emeralds, he really was fucking gorgeous! Some lucky girl was going to wet herself the day he asks he out, I thought to myself, with a surprised pang of jealousy hot on the heels of the thought.
Then this Sandhurst business started, and I stopped caring about him and girls, and started worrying about him for entirely different reasons. He was setting himself up to become a target, and he wouldn't listen.
The day he went off to Sandhurst, I was so beastly to him. He came to say goodbye, and I blew up again, all my fear, loss, hurt and anger flaring at him.
"If you expect me to congratulate you, you've come to the wrong place. The only soldiers in this family are dead ones, and you're hell-bent on joining them, so go, do this obscenity, just don't expect me to applaud from the sidelines!"
Charlie walked away with shocked hurt in his eyes, and that was the last time I spoke to him until he graduated 3 years later, passing out ready to be deployed to his new regiment.
I got the very occasional letter from him during his studies, and he would call, then hang-up, and I grew lonelier, wallowing in my guilt over the send-off I had given him, but already preparing to hear about his death on patrol in somewhere in Afghanistan, and dreading the day I heard it.
I attended his passing-out parade at Sandhurst, and he came up to me after, looking proud and handsome in his 2nd Lieutenant's uniform, but all I could remember was seeing that same look on dad's face when they marched through Netheravon, on their way to embarkation, and we'd never seen him again.
Charlie was over the moon; he'd been sent into The Blues and Royals, The Household Cavalry, part of the Royal guard division, and if this fucking war wasn't on, he'd be sitting on a black horse, in a silver breastplate and plumed helmet, escorting the Queen from Buckingham Palace, the most romantic soldiers the British Army has; instead, he was going to war.
Yet I couldn't let him just walk away. For 3 years I had been having increasingly overwrought, frightening, no, fucking horrifying, nightmares about finding his dead body mangled and bloody, terribly, mortally torn, his lovely green eyes nothing but dead marbles, and I would wake up screaming in a welter of fear, panic, self-loathing and guilt. I would try and call him, but he never responded to any of the messages I left, and I had despaired of ever seeing him again, until the invitation to attend the parade had arrived.
I took his arm, walking him towards the barracks. "Charlie," I began, "I need to tell you something. I want you to know that I'm here to send you off, not because I approve – you know how I feel about this - but because I love you, and I'm scared for you, so very scared. I promised dad that I would be a good big sister, this isn't what I meant by looking after you, and it wasn't what I wanted for you. This is the real world, a real war-zone you're going to, real guns, real snipers, and real bullets. You're a British officer now, a high-value target, a trophy scalp. Please, please promise me, no heroics? Just do what you have to, then come home safe, my perfect, only little brother, how can I live if I lose you? Don't leave me alone, please, Charlie-boy, please!" I was crying now, big frightened tears, nearly hysterical with fear – but still angry with him for going, and I think he saw it in my eyes, because his jaw set, in that old, stubborn way, before he replied.
"Lu, I promise you, I will do all I can to come back in one piece, that's the only promise I can make. I'm a soldier, an officer, and I have to do what I want the men to do, but I have to do it first, and do it better. I have to lead by example, from the front; that's how a Queen's officer commands."
I realised this was the best he could do, and, paradoxically feeling proud of the man he had become, I pulled him down to kiss his cheek and hug him, but he turned his head slightly and instead I kissed him full on the lips, as I hugged him hard, his arms going around me to hold me tight.
I let him go, and looked at him in wonder; he had done it purposely, and I asked him. "Why, Charlie?"
Charlie grinned lopsidedly. "If my last kiss before going to war was going to be from my beautiful blonde hottie sister, I thought it had better be a good one!"
The call to barracks sounded then, and I had to leave, so I watched my little brother until he was out of sight, fear and loss already churning inside me, together with the memory of that kiss. I drove home, stopping every few miles to have a good cry, and scream at the fucking army for taking him away. I was convinced I would never see him again.
Over the next 2 years, I spent my days working as a surprisingly successful Estate Agent, running my own Lettings business, evenings glued to the news channels, praying I wouldn't hear of casualties from his unit, dreading that I would, and my nights in a haze of complicated nightmares about Charlie, the arguments, blood, battles, green eyes, and that kiss. I resorted to medication to help me sleep, I lost weight, and still there seemed no end in sight.
Then, at last, I heard what I was praying for. Charlie had sent me his itinerary for his return to the UK on leave and asked if he could stay with me, rather than at the transit barracks at Tidworth. Of course I agreed, and took the day off work the day he was due back.
+++
Just when I had convinced myself that he'd changed his mind, that he thought I was still angry with him, that he was not coming back home after all, I heard the taxi draw up outside, and I was at the door before he was out of the car, then suddenly he was there, towering over me, hugging me in a bear hug and kissing the top of my head, me babbling and apologising and crying all at once. Eventually he let go, so I could breathe again, and held me at arms' length, looking me up and down. I looked him up, and then up some more; I had forgotten how tall he was, and now he seemed even taller, his hair shorter. Some of the baby roundness had gone from his face, to be replaced by new planes and angles, the boy's face changing, being replaced by the man he would become. His bone structure was now more apparent; my God, he had delicious cheekbones, but his eyes and smile were the same. I was so relieved; he was home, and, for now, safe. I pulled him down with my hands on each side of his face to kiss him full on the lips, and, on impulse, slipped my tongue in and gave him a quick lick.
His eyes widened, and he pulled me closer, holding me close for what seemed an eternity as I kissed him, softly, tenderly, all my love for this beautiful boy in my lips, his tongue flicking out to lick the tip of mine.
I broke away, suddenly realising what I had done, to see shocked puzzlement, laughter, and something else in his luminous green eyes. "Why are you late?" I asked, to cover my sudden confusion.
"I had to wait for my Dispersal Orders and sign for my kit, there was a queue. Wow Lu-Lu, if I knew you kissed like that I'd have chanced my arm years ago!" he exclaimed, pulling me closer to hug me again. I was still confused as to why I had done it, but, I had to agree with Lorna Boscombe all over again; he was fucking gorgeous!
Charlie looked closely at my face, into my eyes, to see tears, of happiness, in the corners. He reached up to cup my face with both slender hands, and pulled me close, kissing me again, softly, lovingly, his tongue snaking out to rub along my teeth as he tasted my mouth, and my arms slid around his neck to hold him close as I tasted his loving kiss, two years of fear finally over.
We broke by mutual consent, confused thoughts running through my mind, along with my growing appreciation of just how much man I was holding here. My love-life had been almost non-existent over the last few years, worry for Charlie predominating, so when I had had a sexual encounter, it was almost invariably with my best friend, a piece of Fantastic Plastic. Now I had my hands on a real live soldier-boy, and the thought excited me, my brother notwithstanding!
I turned to go in, Charlie picking up his duffel and following me in. Once inside, he sat down and took hold of my hand, pulling me to him, to once again kiss me like before, giving me no chance pull back, not that I would have; I wanted to do it, wrong or not; his kiss was exciting, sending a clean thrill through me, and I wanted it to continue;
I wanted to hold him close, and reassure myself that he was real, and safe, and unharmed.
Charlie pulled me even closer, until I was sitting astride him on the couch, our lips locked together as his tongue slid into my mouth. I wrapped my arms around his neck, holding my mouth to his, and his hands slid down to slide over my bum and start to knead and squeeze.
Pleasurable as it was, I had to break- off to look him in the eyes; those fabulous, deep, sea-green eyes!
"Charlie, what are we doing? You're my kid brother; I'm your big sister!"
"Lu-Lu, you're a stunner, a fab kisser, and I'm enjoying the feel of you so close to me!" he retorted.
I tried to apologise for initiating this, but Charlie silenced me with his mouth and tongue, his hands roaming over my buttocks again, squeezing the cheeks together, then sliding up to catch hold of my breasts, barely contained in my tiny bra. I tried, weakly, to make him stop, but I wanted him to continue, I had waited for him back for the last 2 years, so I was going to enjoy the nearness of him, any way I could!
"Charlie, please, let me go, I'm sorry, this is wrong, I didn't mean to heat you up like this, I'm your big sister, I should know better!" I protested too much. I liked this, it felt right, even though I knew it was wrong.
He slid his hands up under my skirt to cup my buttocks, raising an eyebrow as he encountered my thong, which I had worn on an impulse; normally I don't wear them, preferring more conventional panties.
"Lu, I don't care that you're my sister, neither should you. For now, can't I just be a returning soldier, come home to the only girl who loves and missed him?"
My heart, and any token resistance I was thinking of putting-up, melted when I saw the sincerity in his eyes. Charlie could never put one over on me, and I saw no hint of deception or wheedling now, just my lovely brother expressing his feelings for me. I dipped my head down to kiss him again, in acceptance of what he said, and recognition of the strong physical attraction here; he in turn pulled me closer by my buttocks, mashing my breasts against his rock-hard chest.
I had been growing aware of the growing hardness in his lap, and, knowing what it was, I slid my pussy against it, frigging myself and letting Charlie know that I was his, and that I would be available, if that was what he wanted; by the size of the lump in his Desert-pattern DPM trousers, he had grown in more ways than one, and right now, he was all I wanted, or needed, in a man.
As our kisses continued, Charlie slid his hands up under my top to squeeze and fondle my breasts; sliding his fingers under the cups he popped my bra off to leave my breasts and nipples in his hands, nipples that were rapidly erecting under his talented fingers, rubbing and slightly pinching them, rolling them between his fingers, and sliding his thumbs across them.
This was too much for me, and I pulled my light top off, followed by my bra, so Charlie could have better access. He gazed lovingly at my chest, "Blimey, Lu, I knew you had a nice pair, but this is a fucking amazing sight!"
With that, he pulled me closer to start sucking them, twirling my nipples with his tongue, first one, then the other, making the itch in my pussy intensify, making my need to scratch it more urgent.
I kissed Charlie on his lips and licked down his chin, finding an odd patch of hard, smooth skin under and around his chin. I rubbed my finger over it and looked enquiringly at him.
"It's from the chinstrap on the Mark 6, and the weapon-catch on the neck-piece of my body armour" he grinned, "we've all got it, mark of service in Helmand; anyone tells you he served in the infantry and doesn't have that, he's bull-shitting you to get your knickers off!" I grinned back, but I was once again dismayed that my little brother had been, and was going back to, somewhere that dangerous he had to wear body-armour so often it had marked his beautiful, sweet face permanently.



My vision blurred with tears, guilt at how I had spoken to him returning. "My own, sweet, baby brother, I was such a bitch, and I said such horrible, mean, hurtful things to you, I'm so sorry, you're over there risking your life, and I'm sitting here sulking, being angry with you. Please Darling Baby Brother, please forgive me, I'm so, so sorry!"
Charlie stroked my face, rubbing at my tears. "Don't cry, Lu-Lu, I had no mum to say those things, but I had you, and you said what a mother would have said, and I loved you for it; there's nothing to forgive, Lu, honestly!"
The war had grown him up, and now I realised he was a man grown, my naive, boyish big Little Brother gone forever now, burned away in a pointless war, and I cried my tears for him.
"How can I make it up to you, Charlie?" I asked him.
"Come with me!" was the response, as he led me upstairs, into my bedroom. I knew what he wanted, and I unzipped my short skirt and stepped out of it, to stand there in nothing but a tiny thong. Charlie towered over me as he moved to sit on the bed, undoing his Meindl desert boots. I helped him; I was in a hurry to get on with this, and I wanted to see what I had felt earlier.
Charlie slid off his DPM's and stood before me in his army-issue shorts. He went to pull them down, but I stopped him; this was mine!
I slid his shorts down, and Charlie's huge, and I mean huge, cock sprang into view; at least 9 inches, with probably a 4-inch girth, smooth and glossy, crowned with an angry purple plum-shaped head.
I gasped. "Oh my GOD Charlie, look at the size of this thing, it's a fucking hysterectomy waiting to happen!"
Charlie grinned, "It'll fit, no worries!" as he pulled me close, kissing me as he slid down my thong, and my hands were drawn to that monster cock; I had to hold it, rub it, lick and suck it!
I dropped to my knees between his legs, pulling that column of flesh towards me, and his eyes widened as he realised what I was going to do, then a smile like sunshine on a seascape broke over his face, and he reached out to begin fondling my breasts and nipples.
I licked over the tip, making him jump, before lapping and licking up and down, and around the purple glans, mentally adjusting to the size of this thing I was going to shove in my mouth!
At last, steeling myself, I slipped the head into my mouth, licking the tip, sucking, lapping and swirling my tongue over it. He tasted salty and fresh, just a hint of tangy sweat, and his own manly smell, all combining in a very exciting experience for me. I took hold of his hands and pushed them onto the bed; I didn't want him getting excited and grabbing my head to shove that thing down my throat, I wasn't built for that!
I kept up the suction and the lapping, now squeezing his cock with both hands, from the root to my lips, long strokes that he found exciting, judging by the bucking of his hips, alternating with gently squeezing his big balls to stimulate him further
The end came quickly, Charlie gave a groan and I felt his scrotum tighten as the head of his cock swelled, then pulsed as jet after jet of hot salty spunk shot into my mouth, forcing me to swallow as hard and fast as I could to keep up with the immense influx of sperm filling my mouth.
The cock in my mouth stopped jerking and twitching, no more ropes of sperm shooting out, and I released the head from my mouth, licking the tip to clean the last of the spunk from it.
Charlie's eyes were bright and glowing, his face and neck reddening from the release. "Holy fucking balls, where did you learn that...no don't tell me!" he gasped, pulling me up to kiss me and wipe a few errant drips of spunk from my chin. He now pulled me on to the bed to lie next to him, and grinned at me, saying "Your turn, Sis!"
He slid down the bed, parting my thighs to look directly into my waxed slit, moving closer to take a deep breath. "You smell delicious, Lu-Lu!" before moving in closer to kiss my naked vulva. His kisses were interspersed with little stabbing licks of his tongue, moistening me with his saliva, stimulating me and causing my own juices to flow. Now his tongue began a light swirling across my labia, teasing and touching, before boring in and backing off again. Charlie licked me from the hood of my clitoris to my anus, swirling his tongue in the little pucker, making my cry out with pleasure, then rasping the perineum, another pleasurable sensation, before returning to lap at my labia again, eventually licking and touching my clitoris, now out in the open and becoming more engorged as he took me higher, waves of pleasure emanating from it every time he licked or touched it.
He began licking almost exclusively at my clitoris now, making the sensitive bud chime through my entire body, and as I felt orgasm approach, he scraped his teeth lightly over it, starting my orgasm in earnest. As I gasped and shuddered in the throes, Charlie shoved his tongue as hard as he could into my anus, intensifying my orgasm, twisting my fingers in his hair as I screamed with the release.
Charlie lay there and watched me as I slowly recovered, touching me, stroking me, fondling my breasts, kissing the insides of my thighs, my stomach, holding and squeezing my bum-cheeks.
"Where the hell did you learn that, Charlie, really?" I asked him in wonder. Mischief and humour danced in his lovely eyes."Lorna Boscombe!"
I gasped, and giggled, saying to him, "When you were 14 or so, she said to me she wanted to show you a few things, I guess she was true to her word!"
Charlie looked a little sandbagged, and looked at me strangely. "Lu-Lu, I thought you knew; she used to come and see me every weekend I was free, we'd take a room at a local hotel, and we'd ...we..., you know, all weekend. I would have thought she'd tell you, or at least give you a hint; she's your best friend, isn't she?"
I was stunned at this, although, thinking about some of Lorna's escapades, probably entirely in character. Then again, thinking about how I had been when Charlie left, perhaps she'd been wise to keep her mouth shut. I resolved to call her as soon as possible, have a little chat, see if there was anything else she felt like telling me.....
While I was musing, Charlie had started kissing my breasts , my neck, my chin, my lips, his hands roaming over me as one hand slipped down to grope and squeeze my bum, a finger pressing and circling my anus and I could feel his cock firming up again, getting ready for more. Charlie moved his hand to my pussy, slipping a finger in and rotating it around to lubricate it, before trailing it back down to my anus. As I kissed and held him, he slowly slid his finger into my anus, a rare sensation for me, but very exciting for all that, with all its associations with forbidden and taboo acts. He frigged my anus gently as he kissed me and suckled on my nipples, and I took his now fully-recovered cock in one hand, rubbing it up and down, pumping it to get him hot for me, and gently slipping a finger across the tip, making him jump as I skimmed over the sensitive slit.
My labia were now fully spread from Charlie's touching and fingering me, and he was above me, that club of a penis at the entrance to my pussy. He looked down at me, I nodded ready, and he started to slide that gigantic meat-hammer into me, going slow to stretch me out. A few inches in, he stopped, and I tried to start him again, but he wanted to ask me something.
"Lu-Lu, are you protected?" Sweet boy, even at the height of our sexual misbehaviour, he thought of me!
"Go ahead Charlie-boy!" I said, using his baby name "I'm on the pill, have been since I was 15, you can fill me up as many times as you like!" I had remained on the pill, more in hope than expectation, I was far too worried about him to have time for boyfriends and the like, but even so I might have got lucky....
Charlie resumed, slowly sliding that enormous cock into my tight cunt, stretching me with unbelievable sensations as he penetrated deeper and deeper, until I felt the wiry hair at the base of his cock rub against my clitoris. He'd got it all in! I felt very pleased to be able to take something so big, and immensely proud that my baby brother had such a big cock to stick in me!
He began to pump, slowly at first, as I was still getting used to having this thing that felt like a pickaxe handle being shoved inside me, and as he pumped, he lowered down to his forearms, sliding his hands to my arse and squeezing and kneading my bum-cheeks as he pumped me. This was exciting him too much, and he stopped, rolling over, with me still plugged with his cock, to put me on top, his hands clamped tightly around my backside. As I began to move, he slid his finger back into my anus, and the feel of that finger pumping away inside my arse as I pumped on his cock was indescribable.
I rose up, leaning on his chest as I pumped and ground my pussy on that meat-club shoved up inside me, rubbing my clitoris on his rough pubic hair, the sensations from my pussy building into one continuous thrum of little pulses, forerunners of what was to come as I speeded up. Charlie was gasping, pumping to meet me, one hand clasping my buttock tightly, the other pumping a finger in time to my thrusts.
I came with a scream of pure, heartfelt release, making Charlie groan as my vaginal walls clamped down around his cock, tipping him over, to shoot his spunk far up inside my vagina, spurt after spurt across my cervix, his cock far up inside me. We finished together, Charlie's last spurts and twitches in time with my exhausted slump down onto him. I stretched out on top of him, and he smoothed his hands over me, from shoulder blades down my back to my bum-cheeks just quivering in his line of sight. He started kissing me and squeezing my bum again, while I held his head and kissed him as passionately as he kissed me. His cock inside me still felt iron hard, and I was hoping he wanted another go-round. I wasn't disappointed!
We rolled over so he was on top of me, his forearms under the small of my back, thrusting my breasts into his face, a fact he took full advantage of, sucking and biting gently on my nipples.
He began to move again, slowly and gently sliding his cock in and out, kissing my breasts and teasing my nipples, making delightful feelings swirl around in my pussy as I began that climb back up again. Charlie moved further up me, to get to my lips, and with his lips glued to mine, began pumping harder and harder, 'til he was jack-hammering his massive cock into me, and I was humping and pumping to meet his every thrust, another orgasm building, as shattering as the last one.
At last, just when I thought my heart would burst, my orgasm hit like a train, waves roared and swirled though me, and I almost blacked-out from the sudden overload. Charlie groaned and I felt a rush of hot semen burst into my womb, and another, and again, several spurts as he filled me up to the top!
I lay in his arms, completely sated, the best-fucked I had ever been in my life, and it was my little brother who'd managed it for me! We were lying on our sides, Charlie with his cock still buried in me up to his balls, watching me come down, touching my face, my breasts, stroking my bum, my back, pecking little kisses on my nose, lips, cheeks, smiling with those beautiful eyes, like a Turner seascape, shifting from grey-green to grass-green to deepest emerald, depending on his mood.
I smiled at him and touched his face, saying "That was just amazing, how did you manage it?" Charlie grinned. "I've been in the enforced company of a group of men for the last two years, no privacy, no quiet time, not even a tent of your own to toss-off in; I've had two years to build up a head of steam, and you just got the benefit!"
I giggled, marvelling that it should feel so natural to lie here, naked, with my brother buried in me to the hilt, full of his seed.
I touched his nose. "Now that the beast has been tamed, for a little while only, I hope, how about I do you some lunch?"
Charlie smiled, "I was wondering when you'd ask, Lu-Lu!"
I went to get up, but he halted me. "Hold up, Lu-Lu, I've been here before, like this, so just pass that pillow case please." I watched as he placed it under me, and slowly withdrew his still semi-rigid cock, and then I understood the reason for the pillowcase, as what looked like half a pint of spunk poured out of me and spilled onto the pillowcase.
"I discovered years ago that I come in bucket-loads, and the pillowcase or a towel is the only thing preventing someone having to sleep in a very sticky wet patch!"
I laughed at my brother's expression, but also felt proud that a man with a cock like that could get it hard for me,' standing up to clean myself as more man-juice trickled out of me.
I wiped myself off, and turned back to Charlie, who promptly grabbed me and pulled me close by my bum-cheeks, while sucking my nipple into his mouth. It felt sexy and depraved, and such fun to stand there as my hot brother groped and jiggled my bum while sucking my tits.
Charlie moaned "Oh Lu-Lu, if only you knew how many years I tossed-off at night dreaming of this! I've only ever been hot for you. Even my girlfriends at school and Sandhurst were strawberry blondes with big knockers because I was looking for someone like you. I can't believe my luck that a total babe like you would actually fuck me and like it! I used to dream of pulling your beautiful, firm bum cheeks apart and sliding my tongue in, eating your arse out before fucking you up the arse and filling you with spunk!"
Charlie started seriously groping my bum, using some of the sperm trickling out of my pussy to lubricate his fingers as he slid first one, then two, into my arsehole, making me feel very sexy.
"Charlie, what are you doing, I thought you were hungry!" I asked him, as he started pumping the fingers in and out of my bum opening and closing them as he did so, stretching the opening.
"I want you, first, Lu, all of you" he said around his mouthful of breast-flesh, s o I thought I would help him by flexing that wonderful cock of his; but it was already rearing up again! This boy is insatiable, I thought, two years of no nookie, I need to get this back in me. It was like an iron bar as his arousal climbed the longer he frigged and fingered my arse.
He continued to lubricate my bumhole, and then pulled me onto the bed again; face down, this time, with a pillow under my tummy, my legs spread and bum in the air. I felt him licking my anus again, probably leaving some spit to lubricate his cock, I thought, and then I felt his enormous cock pressing at my anus. He began to push in, slowly, by millimetres, and I could feel my ring trying to take him, so I pushed my ring out to relax it. Suddenly the huge fat head popped in, and he slid the rest of his meat in slowly.
I was gasping for breath; I had done anal before, and enjoyed it, but this was different; it felt like someone was shoving a rolling-pin into my arse! Charlie's cock was rigid, unbending, and completely inflexible, not like those I had experienced before, so I made him go slow, let me get used to it.
At last he was all in, and he began to withdraw, before sliding it in again and back out, in and out, it went on. Charlie was lying on my back, his hands under me, clasping and squeezing my breasts and nipples in time to his pumping, and the long strokes were having their effect on me as well. The whole situation was so unbearably sexy, my kid brother fucking me in the bum with his donkey-cock, buggering me so completely, that I was beginning to feel the flutters begin again, and when he started kissing my neck and shoulders, moaning "Lucy, Oh God Lucy, I love you so much, it was always only you, Lucy, say you'll always be mine, I love you..." My orgasm kicked off again. I felt my cervix convulse, and my anal tube tightened as I came, stars racing in front of my eyes as my whole body shook. Charlie shouted out "OH GOD...OOOHHH GOOODDD, SHIT...OH MY FUCKING CHRIST...OH FUCK!" as he pumped what felt like another half pint of spunk into my anus, the hot semen spraying around inside my bowel, feeling amazing, hot, depraved, wicked, wonderful!
We waited until the tremors had died away, before Charlie pulled out his semi-rigid cock from my anus, causing me to have another, mini-orgasm, ready with the pillow case as a gush of spunk ran out of my anus and down my bum.
"Lu-Lu, you were fucking terrific; your bumhole is like a glove, so tight and warm; I think I'm going to be pumping a lot of spunk up there over the next few days, I hope you're up for it!"
"Charlie, my darling, my own sweet Baby Boy, I would willingly let you fuck me in my arse, sodomize me, as often as you like. You were incredible!" I smiled at him.
As Charlie stood up, he looked at me and sat down next to me again, and pulled me up next to him, so I was facing him with his hands holding me upright by my buttocks,
"There's one thing we need to get straight between us, OK, Lu?" I nodded
""You're my girl now; no-one comes between us, OK? You'll always come first with me, because I love you."
I smiled at Charlie. "And you, Baby-boy, you're my man now, understand? No more big-tit blonde scrubbers – except me, that is!"
We sealed it with a kiss, and a grope of my arse and pussy, and then I pulled on an oversize T-shirt and panties, and went downstairs so I could make my brother, my man, his first meal back on friendly soil.
While I busied myself in the kitchen, searing a pack of Sirloin steaks I got in especially for him, he sat in front of the TV, flicking channels at random. I looked in on him 10 minutes later, and he was fast asleep, his face in repose looking more like the boy I had rejected. I felt a burst of pride in him that he had turned into such a fine man but also a knot in the pit of my stomach knowing that he was only back on leave – all too soon he was going back to that God-forsaken hell-hole.
Blinking back tears, I picked up the phone in the kitchen, and called Lorna.
"Hi Lu," she chirped at me, "What can I do for you?"
"Charlie's home on leave" I told her. "Oh, that's...nice" she faltered. "Did he say anything about...?"
"What, anything about you banging his brains out every weekend for 3 years, no, not a word!"
I grinned to myself, Lorna silent for a few seconds, then she blurted out "look, Lu, I was going to tell you, honest, I mean, he's so gorgeous, and all I wanted to do was take him for a test-drive, and it sort of went from there, and It's not like you were ever going to give him a workout, so I ...Uh...Lu, what's going on, why are you so quiet? OH MY GOD, You DID try him out, didn't you, don't deny it! Oh, you are such a slut, you're as bad as me, you tramp! Come on, come on, details, details, I want all the sordid little details!"
I laughed at the sound of relief in her voice, letting her know that I wasn't angry, and gave her chapter and verse of what had transpired when Charlie walked in the door.
I sighed. "All I know is that I am extremely gratified that his huge cock is dedicated to me, so I feel quite good about that! PS, thanks for showing him the ropes!
And what about you, how's your love life been since Charlie?"
Lorna laughed, that wicked tinkle I knew so well. "Weelll, you remember that weedy nerd of a brother of mine, the one I caught wanking over me?" I said I did, so she went on; "well he did a bit of growing, quite a lot of growing, actually, bulked up tremendously. I went to see him at Cambridge, and he's now a rowing blue, big, clear-skinned, muscular, tanned and polished, with a cock that would choke a donkey – I could hardly get it in my mouth!"
I should have been shocked, but, considering what I had just been doing with my own brother, I was just fascinated.



"So tell me, just what exactly have you been doing to your kid brother, Lorna, you fucking degenerate!?" I asked fully prepared for some shocks, knowing Lorna so well.
"Well Lu, it seems he likes to come on me, copiously so, so I suck him until he comes, then I let him blow it all over me. He also likes to fuck me up the arse, and there have been days where he's done my cunt and my arse 4 or 5 times each; that boy just spends his time squeezing my tits and spraying cock-juice, on me, in me, and all over me, and it tastes wonderful; no kidding, there've been times when I ended up looking like the Creature from the Spunk Lagoon after a session with him! He's become really handsome, and I get a real kick out of knowing when we go dancing that some tart is giving him a hard-on, but it's me he'll take back home to fuck senseless. His cock is fucking enormous, like Charlie's, and when he's champing at the bit I can hardly work him up into me! He's so fucking beautiful, I'm completely besotted with him, brother or no!
"You should meet him, we should double date. Maybe Charlie and Gerry would like to double-team one or both of us! Thinking about it, I'm feeling quite nostalgic about Charlie, thinking of him hammering that mega-cock of his into my arse has got me going now, so I think I'll Give Gerry a call, I'm going to need topping-off!"
I was shocked, but intrigued. Lorna was my oldest friend, and Charlie had been doing her for years, so it wasn't like he would be unfaithful to me, plus, having had one giant cock rammed into me, maybe I should try another, for comparison purposes. I would talk to Charlie about it later, after he'd fucked me some more!
By now, the steaks were done, so I finished the call and got lunch ready, medium-rare sirloin steak au jus, green beans and garden peas, garlic baked potatoes in cream sauce, and an apple-blackberry crumble, all Charlie's favourites.
Poor baby was still fast asleep, head back, smiling slightly, looking completely relaxed, and I debated whether to let him sleep, but as he had the beginnings of quite a nice bulge in his boxers, I thought I'd give him a quick treat before lunch.
I slid onto his lap, astride him, his hands immediately drifting to my bum-cheeks, and kissed him as long and as sexily as I could, rubbing his tongue with mine. He opened his eyes, smiling, and gathered me in closer, the bulge now getting more prominent, but I leaned away.
"No, baby-boy, Lunch is ready, that was just an appetizer!"
Charlie's eyes lit up, like two green cat's eyes on a dark night, sniffing and smiling his sweet, little-boy smile, "Lu, is that...?"
"Steak, Charlie, all your favourite trimmings, and dessert to follow, so get up, I want to have lunch with my handsome boy-soldier!"
We ate in the kitchen, the dining room was too large and formal for the two of us, the kitchen table was smaller, we could sit closer together, and it was homier.
Charlie wolfed down his steak, almost crying in pleasure. "Sis, this is amazing! Army food is OK, but always the same, and on patrol you eat the same thing for days on end. It's been 2 years since I had a steak; I love you more than ever!"
I watched him, fascinated, as he engulfed a 1lb slab of beef, I even gave him most of mine, it as was too much for me, and he was going to need his strength, I had plans for him!
He was equally in raptures over dessert, and commented about the mess food, telling me they covered everything in semi-transparent custard to disguise the taste, making me laugh out loud. No custard here, though, clotted cream only for my brother!
As he ate, he chatted about his life as a platoon leader, the job, Helmand, the US forces he worked alongside, training the local militia, all the minutiae without anything about what it was really like.
I also noticed how, as he spoke to me, his eyes kept flicking from my eyes, to my boobs, to the tops of my thighs, to his plate and back up again to my eyes, and when I went to the fridge to get him a beer, I could feel him staring at my barely covered bum.
When I sat down, I pulled my T-shirt tight about me, sat sideways on to him, and stuck my chest out, grinning at him while giving him something proper to stare at!
Charlie smiled, eyes sparkling, and said "Fucking hell, Lu-Lu, I meant it earlier, you have bloody fantastic tits!" The compliment made me blush, coming as it did from such a handsome boy.
Lunch over, he grabbed me and kissed me deeply, squeezing and fondling my arse as he ground his cock into me, one fire put out, and another leaping high.
I had had difficulty keeping still during lunch, the erotic effect of watching a gorgeous man feeling me up with his eyes while eating was making my pussy itch and shiver, and I wanted some dessert of my own.
We dropped back onto the couch, a huge softly-upholstered thing piled with large pillows that I sometimes slept on after watching a late night DVD, so there was lots of room for us to play!
Charlie pulled me astride him, once more bringing my pussy into contact with his rearing cock, allowing me to rub myself up and down, while he pulled my T-shirt over my head, to hold, squeeze and suck my breasts.
I wanted to get my hands on his cock again, I wanted to suck and lick that incredible spunk-pump of his, but I also wanted to lick his sculpted chest and bite his lip, and pull him down on me to hammer my cunt and arse with that superb cock!
Charlie was no less hot, grabbing my arse and sliding his hands into my panties to squeeze and rub my bum-cheeks, sliding his fingers in and out of my anus, and pulling my buttocks apart and squeezing them together again, making me hot, making me want him even more. All the time he kept sucking and nibbling my nipples, rasping his tongue over the tips, making the already sensitive flesh throb and burn, each pass of his tongue sending shivers of delight into me.
I wanted to touch him, so, sliding down off his lap onto the floor, I yanked his boxers off, the only thing he was wearing, allowing that giant knob of his to spring up straight in the air. Charlie turned to lie flat on the couch, pulling me up, and hooking a finger into the waistband of my panties, sliding them off to join his boxers. I went to climb between his legs, but he motioned me to straddle his chest, facing his lovely cock. I knew what he wanted, and I shuffled back and leaned forward, resting my elbows on his thighs as I slid my pussy towards his face, and my mouth over his rampant cock.
Charlie took hold of my bum cheeks, pulling them apart to stab and lap at my pussy, feeling his warm tongue on my vulva, the sensation of wet warmth thrilling and very erotic, making my pussy lips open for him, for him to probe even further with his tongue. He began lightly, gently rubbing my clitoris with the tip of his tongue, sending tiny jolts through me, the feelings of pleasure mounting up my spine, making my anus open and close, winking at him, and he responding by pushing his tongue in and rasping at the outer ring, giving me almost unbelievable sensations.
I licked and sucked on his cock for all I was worth, rubbing my tongue in the slit, making his hips buck and his thigh muscles tense (such lovely, HARD thigh muscles, too!), sucking the head as hard as I could at the same time, keeping my hands moving on his cock, pumping and squeezing as I suckled at him, urging him on.
Charlie had slid a finger into my anus, and now he pumped it in time with his lapping at my clitoris, turning up the temperature, making my pussy jump and flutter, until it was too much, and I came in a surge of pulses and waves rushing through me, but centred on my pussy. As I came, Charlie pushed his tongue deep into my anus, intensifying the pleasure, building me up for another surge of excitement as I shuddered and mewed, lips clamped tight around his cock-head. I sucked one last time, as hard as I could, and squeezed his testicles gently, one in each hand, simultaneously sliding the edge of my tongue through his slit. Charlie's cock twitched, a sinewy muscular throb, and spunk shot out of the swelling head, to splash into my mouth and down my throat in spurt after spurt, with me swallowing as fast as I could to keep up with the seminal fluid filling my mouth, all the while continuing to squeeze and milk his balls.
At last his heaving cock quieted, and the waves of pleasure rippling through me died away as I lay there, head resting on his groin, staring lovingly at his beautiful cock, my pussy still engorged and almost in his face, both of us in the post-coital glow, completely relaxed.
Eventually, Charlie raised his head and pulled my hips toward his mouth, lapping just once at my wide open pussy, making me shiver.
"Hello, big boy" I said, "are you starting something, or just trying to get my attention?"
"Darling Lu, I want to get you and your hot arse in bed with me, right now, I have unfinished business!" As he was talking, his cock began firming and twitching, awakening for another round. This boy was phenomenal!"
"Charlie, aren't you tired?" I asked him, and I heard the smile in his voice when he replied "Lu-Lu, if you think I can just lie here with your lovely fanny three inches from my face and do nothing about it, you're sadly mistaken. I told, you, two years with none, I'm making up for lost time with the hottest girl I've ever known!"
Two years, I mused, no pokey for two years, I'm surprised his balls aren't the size of space-hoppers by now! This man had come 5 times already today, and he was ready for more!
"What have they been feeding you in the army, you dirty little boy?" I asked him with a grin.
He replied "Lu-Lu, I don't know, but I think it's just worn off! What I do know is, though, right now I've got the hots for a strawberry blonde with big tits, and I do believe it's you!"
With that, his cock tensed and rose again, standing up and out. I definitely wanted that inside me again, I needed to feel that wonderful fullness again, and I wanted Charlie to come in me like before, spraying my insides with his baby-juice, lubing-up his cock so he could then shove it up my arse again.
I stood up, and Charlie levered his long frame up to stand over me, a good foot taller than me, his hands reaching out to cup my breasts and twirl my nipples. I backed into him, to trap his cock between my buttocks, and he gasped, his grasp on my breasts increasing as he pulled me into him, his warm breath on my face as he kissed and nuzzled me, making gently see-saw motions with his cock. I broke away from him, saying "Hold on a second," and went into the laundry room, returning with a pile of towels. I put them on the couch, and turned back to him. "Now, where were we?"
Charlie slid his hands over my tits again, and pulled me back against his cock, rubbing himself inside my bum-cleft before turning me around to kiss me, his cock lying between us like a hammer-handle, his hands holding my bum-cheeks, squeezing and pulling them apart, making my anus gape in a way that made me gasp in heat for this man.
I went to pull him down on top of me, for him to ram that thing up inside me, but Charlie shook his head. "Lu, there's something I've wanted to do all my life," pulling me to kneel on the couch, my elbows resting on the back. I felt him kneel between my open thighs, and his hands squeezing and caressing my bum-cheeks, lifting and separating, weighing and kneading them. "All my life I wanted to see you like this, your fabulous bum stuck out like this, ready to fuck me, now it's happening, I can't believe it, so I just want to enjoy the view." So for the next few minutes, while he kissed and nibbled my neck and shoulders, he rubbed and played with my arse, occasionally running a finger along my slit, where my juices were already running in anticipation.
At last, he slid his hands under me and clasped my breasts, licking the side of my neck, and placed his cock between my labia, slowly pushing forward.
Luckily, I was so worked-up by all the fondling and kissing, that my pussy was able to accommodate his wonderful, HUGE cock with just a few gasps from me.
Once in, he began slowly pumping me, never pounding; I would have split in half! He kept up this pumping action, all the while rubbing and squeezing my nipples, wonderful sensations churning in the middle of me, all my attention focussed on this lovely cock stretching my pussy so wonderfully. Charlie was busy kissing and licking my neck, whispering in my ears how hot I was, how much spunk he was going to pump into me, how he was going to fuck me like a rag doll, that I was his and he was going to keep me naked and well-fucked forever, making me love him, want him, need him even more. My pussy was on fire, the sensations flickering through me all starting there, and I could feel my moment approaching, but I wanted to feel Charlie to come first, so I leaned back against him, supporting myself with one hand on the back of his neck, and clamped my cunni muscles around his cock as hard as I could, gripping his pumping cock. "Oh GOD, LU, OH GOD, OH FUCK...OH FUCK OOOHHH" he groaned as his cock pulsed, swelling inside me, and jets of hot spunk shot into me like a river of lava, finally tipping me over the edge, my climax chiming with the feel of the spunk shooting far up into me.
I screamed again with the release, body shuddering in delight, Charlie moaning as he continued to pump, his hands on my breasts and his pumping cock exciting me even further, orgasm after orgasm rolling though me, until, at last, he slumped against me, softly whispering my name, telling me he loved me, that I was all he ever wanted, promising his heart forever.
I loved this boy so much, all I wanted to do was please him, and, as he raised his head to kiss me, I asked him if there was anything he'd forgotten. Immediately he smiled that long, slow, horny smile that only he could do, and started to pull his still rigid cock out of my pussy.
"Don't forget the towel!" I whispered, and he grinned, placing one of the towels under me as he slid his cock out, even that making a fresh mini-orgasm ripple and flutter through me. As his cock withdrew, a stream of spunk dripped out of me onto the towel. He wasn't lying; he really did come in bucketloads!
Charlie swabbed me clean with the towel and tossed it aside to take up position between my thighs again. I leaned forward, and rested my head on the couch-back, pulling my bum open with both hands to make my anus gape for him. He slid his cock into the entrance to my arse, and once again clasped-hold of my breasts, pulling himself tight to me as, with a lot less resistance, he slid his cock into my anus, as far up as he could go. My eyes popped out, but the sensation was so incredible, all I could do was gasp rapidly to try and get used to this monstrous thing shoved up my arse, buggering me rigid, as he began pumping, holding me for purchase, while I reached back and held his sides, pulling myself back onto him.
Charlie pulled us away from the back of the couch, and I fell forward onto all fours, my hindquarters in the air, and this seemed to spur him on; if anything, his cock seemed to grow even thicker, and his breathing came in gasps, all the while saying "Oh my God, your arse is so lovely and tight, oh God, look at that arse, I want to keep you forever, I want your arse forever, OH God!"
I was feeling that feeling again; the hotness of the situation, the sensation shooting out of my pussy and arse and into my body, the thought of this gorgeous man wanting me, was enough to send me over all over again, and as orgasm claimed me, I clenched my anus down on his hammering cock as all my other senses closed down, my orgasm humming and rippling through me, the sensations multiplied for Charlie, causing him to call out loud, "OH GOD, AGAIN, OH GOD, OH GOD!" as he pumped a great spraying spurt of semen all over the insides of my arse-tube, and another, and another. A detached part of me wondered where the hell he got this stuff; he was certainly giving it to me like it was free!
At last his cock stopped twitching and spasming. He lay partially on top of me, and I could feel his heartbeat thundering with his exertion as he reached around to pull my head to him so he could kiss me. "Lu-Lu, has anyone ever told you what a fantastic fuck you are!?" he grinned at me. I smiled back at him. "Charlie-boy, you're the first, so thank you, and you'll be the last. I told you, you belong to me now, and I'm yours."
I knew he was my brother, but that didn't matter; that line had now been crossed so definitely that it was no longer even visible, nor would it ever exist for me ever again. Charlie was my man; I was his woman, the end.
I passed Charlie a towel, and he gingerly slid his still semi-rigid cock out of my anus, catching the flood of spunk pouring out of my bumhole as his cock popped out.
I smiled at him, saying "Lucky I'm on the pill, eh, else I'd be sooo pregnant by now!"
Charlie looked at me, a bright light dancing in his eyes. "Maybe that wouldn't be such a bad thing..." so softly I barely heard him. Not that it made a difference; if he wanted to make a baby with me, right now, I would. I loved him.
We lay together on the couch, satisfied, for now. All I wanted to do was kiss this hunky boy-soldier, and Charlie was a good kisser, making a production of it, running his hands up and down me while he licked, and kissed and nibbled and held my face, my bum, my breasts, rubbing his cock against my mound, the contact with my clitoris gentle and pleasurable. His cock grew stiff and hard again, and I manipulated it as I kissed him, rubbing my clit against it, masturbating myself with his cock as I masturbated him, his hands roaming over me, stimulating himself with me as I was doing with him.
I could feel another orgasm building, and I held his cock in both hands, pumping and squeezing it against me, rubbing myself against him as I explored his mouth, his hands becoming firmer and more insistent, his finger snaking into my anus, rubbing around and making me squirm, thrusting my mons even harder against his rigid fuck-stick, building my climax. When it came, I clamped my mouth over his lips, and Charlie rammed his finger into my arse, bending it to flex my anus, making my climax even more intense.
I rolled onto my back and pulled him onto me holding his cock in both hands, pumping and squeezing as hard as I could, until with a bellowed "Oh Sis, Oh Shit, OH SHIT!" he blew his balls over my stomach and chest, a stream of spunk hosing out over me, more than I had ever seen a man's cock do before. I watched in fascination as the spurts grew less and less in volume, but I wouldn't have believed it if I hadn't seen it with my own eyes; the volume of spunk he had shot over me would have filled a wine glass to overflowing and there was still spunk dribbling from him. This boy had the right stuff, no doubt about that!
Charlie slumped down beside me, a lopsided grin on his face. "I told you I blew out bucketloads!"
He picked up another towel and slowly, gently wiped his seed off me, cleaning me off, kissing me gently all the while. When he'd finished, we lay belly to belly again, kissing madly, unable to get enough of each other, lips locked as our tongues fenced and rubbed together, my hands roaming over his lovely physique, his hands rubbing and fondling my bum, my thighs, my breasts and my pussy, but not arousing each other, now we just exploring, looking and admiring (and gloating as well!).
I held his head in both hands, admiring the man's face that had settled on my little brother, and as I ran my hands through his hair, my fingers rubbed across a hard little furrow above and behind his right temple, a line of what felt like bone. I pulled my hand back with a gasp, and pulled his head down for a look. I parted his hair, and there was a shallow groove, about two inches long, carved in his scalp and running parallel with his jaw line.



"Baby-boy, what's this, did you hurt yourself?" I asked him, sudden dread filling me.
"What, that? Near miss, nothing to worry about, only needed a plaster" he said dismissively.
I was horrified. "You mean this is a bullet scar? Charlie, tell me! Did someone shoot at you?"
Charlie smiled. "Lu, it's a war-zone, of course someone shot at me; people get shot-at all the time in a war-zone, occupational hazard, don't y'know."
I looked at him in mounting horror; "This means...that ...this could have ...killed you? Oh God Charlie, you were nearly killed, oh God, only a half-inch closer...Oh dear God...!" I was shaking with fright, heart pounding; He could have been killed; someone tried to kill, nearly succeeded in killing, my baby brother.
Charlie leaped up to grab me, holding me close, tight, trying to stop the shaking and shuddering, huge hot tears rolling down my face as I zoned-in on what could so easily have happened.
"Lucy, Lu-Lu, sweetheart, stop this, now, it didn't happen, it was my stupid fault for taking off my Mark 6 on patrol, I learned my lesson, I never take it off until I'm inside the Bastion, LU! Stop it, please!"
Gradually, my panic died down, and my tears subsided as Charlie rubbed my back, and squeezed and hugged me, telling me he was sorry, and that he would never do anything to prevent him coming back to me, that he loved me, and that he would always be there for me.
He pulled me back down and kissed me some more, rubbing his hands up and down me to take away the fear completely; he was always good at that!
At last, completely calmed, heart-rate back to normal, I asked him if he would take me out for a drink, to get out, and to relax him. I wanted him in a happy frame of mind while he was home, and there was a good pub in the next village.
"Of course, Lu, I would love to be seen out with such a stunner, but I've only got my DPM's with me, my kit and a change of civvies won't arrive for another 48." He grinned, wryly.
"Charlie, I would love to be seen out with a handsome soldier-boy, especially one dressed like you!" I told him, so that was settled.
I suddenly realised he was looking a little drawn, and then I understood why; the poor lamb had just had a 7-hour flight, then several hours of waiting around, followed by an extended pumping session, with a heavy meal thrown in; he must be exhausted, poor baby.
"Charlie, you look wasted, why don't you climb into bed, MY bed, and get some shut-eye. I'll come and get you in a few hours; I want to show-off my pretty boy-soldier!"
He grinned, "That would be a good idea, Lu, I'm pretty bushed. Can I use your washing machine later? I need to wash some of my kit – it's starting to fester!"
"Don't worry, Charlie-boy, I'll do it, you get some rest." I smiled.
"OK," he yawned, "but don't get your red knickers in there, whatever you do; if I turn up at recall with pink kit, they'll put me on a charge for being improperly dressed!"
"Go to bed!" I laughed, "I'll join you shortly.
Charlie winked at me, squeezed my bum and cuddled my boobs, and headed upstairs while I tipped-out his kit bag to sort through his washing.
In amongst all the neatly packed and folded kit, I found a bundle of letters, all addressed to me. Intrigued, I opened one, rationalising my snooping by deciding that, as it was addressed to me, it was, de facto, mine to read. In mounting horror, I read through it, and then tore open another one, then another one, tears blurring my vision as I read one after another. They were all the same; he was writing to me to tell me how frightened he was, how he missed me, how he just wanted it all to be over, about his nightmares over the loss of his men to ambushes, snipers and explosive traps, his sheer, sobbing terror that his turn was coming soon.
Why had he never sent these to me, was he so afraid I would reject him again, gloat and say 'I told you so'? What kind of a horrendous bitch did he think I was?
I tore upstairs, the letters in my hand, just as Charlie stepped out of the bedroom.
"Lu, don't open...." he started, and then saw my expression, and the bundle of letters in my hand. "Lu, please, I can explain..." he began, but all I could say was "Why? Why didn't you send me these, I missed you so desperately, and now I find these, Oh Charlie, poor, poor baby, why didn't you let me know?" I was crying openly now, huge hot tear running down my cheeks.
Charlie gathered me in, sat down on the bed with me on his lap, holding me to him. Wiping my tears away, he began to speak, his voice so low it was almost a whisper.
"When I left, when you saw me off and everything, I knew how angry you were, I could see it, hear it in your voice. I thought you didn't want to know; you once told me I was already dead, but Lu, I still needed you. I wrote to you because it felt like I was telling you how it was for me, I pretended you were reading them, and I imagined you telling me not to worry, it would soon be over, and that was good enough for me. I didn't send them because I didn't think you cared any more. When I kissed you that day at Sandhurst, I was saying goodbye, but it felt like you were saying goodbye, the end. I was so lonely, so scared, but I didn't have anyone to tell it to; you can't share that stuff with the men under your command, not if you want to keep their respect, have you lead them out and trust you to bring them back. I thought you'd washed your hands of me. I should have burned them, Lu, I'm so sorry."
I was writhing in guilt and hot, searing shame as he spoke, every mean, horrible and hurtful thing I had said replaying in my mind. And yet he had talked to me in his head, because he needed me, the imaginary me in his head saying the things I should have said for real, keeping him sane by pretending I still cared about him, but believing I had abandoned him to his fate. His life as a soldier had made him physically a man, but the boy I loved so much had been inside all the time, scared, lonely, in terror for his life, needing me. I had abandoned him to that.
"Oh Charlie" I sobbed, "I was so frightened for you, but I never thought to think how frightened you may have been! Am I really such a miserable bitch that you couldn't even write to me, could you really believe I was so despicable, to desert you, leave you alone out there?" I clung to him, crying even harder, feeling his terror and loss, confronting what I had done to him.
"The worst part, Lu, was Christmas, birthdays, and especially mail-call. It felt so bad, seeing everyone getting birthday cards, letters from home, Christmas gifts, and nothing ever for me. I didn't list you as next of kin, I thought you'd gone, so all I ever got was the standard Army-issue Christmas card sent out by the DLO to the soldiers with no families. It truly felt like I had no family. I even wondered what I was fighting for, who I was fighting for. I didn't honestly expect you to reply when I asked if I could come and stay with you; I thought you hated me."
I was burning with shame. This poor boy had endured all the loneliness and fear, had commanded his men by controlling that fear, had believed he was alone, yet had hope enough to ask me to take him in, all the while believing I wouldn't. And then, when he came home, he had loved me and held me as though the intervening years, the anger and abuse had never happened, wanting nothing but to be with me, after all I had said and done, after I had destroyed his idealism, had not been there for him at all, had left him thinking there was no-one missing him.
But even now, there was no hint of reproach in his voice, or his eyes, he just wanted to clean this stuff out of his head, letting me know that it was alright. But it wasn't, never could be. I had hurt him deeply, almost lost him, and I needed to find him again. I had cried for the boy who was gone forever, now I knew how much I was to blame for driving him away.
I pulled him close to me, holding his sweet face in my hands, looking into his deep, luminous emerald eyes. "Charlie-boy, I swear to you, I'll make it up to you, if it takes a million years, on my soul, I swear I will make up for everything I did, or said, my poor, sweet baby-boy!"
"Lu-Lu, it's alright, it's gone now, I'm here, the past is dead and gone; besides," he pinched my bottom, grinning happily, "I think we may have a new beginning right here; after all, you did fuck me to a standstill; that makes what happened in the past seem pretty fucking distant right now! Look at it this way; I left my sister behind, but I came back to a hot, wasp-waisted, big-tit blonde who fucks like she's on the clock!"
I smiled guiltily at him, and he responded by kissing my tears away, licking my lips and cheek, nuzzling my neck, and squeezing my bum. "No more to say, OK, Lu?"
I nodded, holding tight to this lovely, sweet, cock-pumping hunk of a brother of mine!
"And now, I really am hammered, care to join me?" he invited, indicating the bed.
"OK, Charlie-Boy, but just to sleep, OK? You look just about done-in. When we get up, I want to take you around, show you off a little, make the other girls spit with jealousy!"
In one move, Charlie yanked down my panties and pulled my T-shirt over my shoulders. "In my bed, you sleep naked, sister of mine, understood?" with a devilish grin lighting up his lovely face.
I returned the compliment, tugging down his shorts to reveal a semi-flaccid cock. "When you get into bed with me, little brother, it is NOT clothing optional either, do YOU understand?"
Charlie pulled me close, grabbing my bum and squeezing the cheeks, then pulling them apart to slide a finger into my anus. "So, let's sleep then, if I can keep my hands off you, you lovely big-tit blonde!"
I stroked his cock, smiling. "I said SLEEP, you horse-cocked spunk-factory, I meant sleep. Go on now, hit the hay!"
We dropped onto the bed, Charlie pulling me in close by my bum, kissing me tenderly, very sexily, as he rubbed, squeezed, and jiggled my bum-cheeks. It was all bravado, though. I could see the exhaustion in his eyes, and pulled away from him, to hold him close and plant soft kisses all on his face, neck and chest, rubbing and squeezing his back, and gently rubbing my leg over his thighs. Thirty seconds later, he was out cold, jet-lag and exertion finally catching up with him.
I woke with a start, lying with my back to Charlie, curled in his lap, his arm thrown possessively around me and cuddling my breasts, my head in the crook of his neck. I had meant to lie down with him until he dropped off, but my own exertions, recent emotional wringing, and his warmth and heartbeat had lulled me to sleep as well. I looked at the clock. 2 hours, not too bad, I would give him another hour, then drag him into the shower and buy him dinner anywhere he wanted. I tried to slide out of bed, but at the first hint of movement, his eyes snapped open and he grabbed my arm. Shit, combat reflexes, I'd forgotten about those.
"SSSHHH, Baby, go back to sleep, I'll call you later," I whispered, but he just grinned and pulled me to him, fondling my bum and breasts as he kissed me.
"This is the kind of wake-up call I could get used to" he grinned, his cock stirring against my belly.
"No Charlie, later, you need some more rest!" I insisted, but Charlie just kept-on kissing me, rubbing my nipples, jiggling and squeezing my bottom, warming me up even as I protested.
"Charlie" I tried again, "I mean it, if you start something now, you won't be able to finish it. Don't work me up for nothing!" He grinned, and pulled me close, to whisper in my ear "Two years, Lu-Lu, two fucking years!?"
Oh well, I sighed, if he felt he had the stones, who was I to argue?
I pulled myself closer to him, rubbing my belly up and down his, dragging my stomach up and down his cock, making him gasp and his eyes glitter as his cock firmed-up and stood between us, hard, and warm, ready for action – combat-ready; my kind of soldier!
I started rubbing my hands up and down it as I kissed him, squeezing and pumping as I played with his tongue, his hands rubbing, squeezing and gently pinching me all over, fingers clenching my buttocks, pulling them apart to stretch my anus open again, sliding his hands all the way under me to poke and prod at my slit from the back, his fingertips flicking over my clitoris, making me jump and quiver as I jacked his cock.
Suddenly, he sat up, pulling me to my knees, and then turning me so I was lying face down, facing towards the foot of the bed, my knees under me. Charlie then got to his knees, his hands pulling my hips up so he could run his tongue over my slit, the sensation all the more intense because of the position I was lying in. Now he pulled me closer, until I was virtually lying on his knees, my elbows on the bed, my legs over his upper arms and his hands pulling my buttocks open, as he lapped harder and with more intent at my rapidly moistening vulva, alternating between licking my pussy, my perineum, and my anus.
At one point he stabbed his tongue into my bum hole, moistening the whole area, and then lightly blowing on it, the sudden drop in temperature making my anus contract, making me yelp with the sensation. As my excitement increased, my clitoris slid out from its hiding place, and Charlie started making little passes over it with the tip of his tongue, ramping my arousal even higher, coupled with his insistent rubbing and probing of my vaginal opening with his tongue, poking it in and out like a miniature cock, and sliding his lubricated finger into my anus. At last, I could take no more, my orgasm finally blowing through me in a power-wave that left me gasping for breath, my whole body ringing like a bell, and my ears popping as I screamed out loud, sobbing and gasping as the waves of pleasure rolled through me.
As the tremors subsided, I rolled over onto my back, looking back up at him, realising that this had been for me, and pulling him down to me, to kiss him with my tongue firmly inserted into his mouth, and my hands clamped to his solid buttocks. Charlie slowly pushed his cock into me, mindful of the pummelling he had already given me today, to slowly slide it back out again, and then in, a gentle see-sawing, loving me, making love to me, forgiving me, letting me know that we were OK again. He kept this up steadily, it was delightful, but couldn't last forever; the stimulation was too much for either of us, and I came again, moaning out loud, my cunt clamping down on him, making him groan and shoot his sperm into me in hot jets that washed over my cervix again and again, rolling my orgasm on and on.
Charlie collapsed over me, taking his weight on his forearms, rolling me onto my side facing him, his cock still embedded in me, eventually motioning he was about to withdraw from me.
"Pillowcase?" he grinned,
"Pillowcase" I agreed, handing him one.
After a while, hearts finally slowed to almost normal, we lay, debating whether to get up or not, but, I had promised Charlie a night out, so after a shower, I pressed his DPM's and we headed over to the only pub in the district, so I could show off my cute boy-soldier.
When we walked into the bar, there was an instant flurry of attention. Most of the women there gazed at him wistfully, he looked so gorgeous and masculine, and not a few people offered to buy him drinks, which he politely refused, saying he didn't really drink, he was escorting his girl, which gave me a warm glow inside.
A couple of men I knew, who'd asked me out in the past and been turned down, tried to dig at Charlie, but he just ignored them, talking to me and the landlord, who was an ex-squaddie himself. One of the creeps from earlier shoved his way in front of Charlie, and sneeringly asked if he was a real soldier, or did he just swan around at Tidworth with the rest of the posers and layabouts.
Charlie was going to reply, but I butted in. "Actually, Charlie's a platoon leader, Combat Patrol Team Tango-Zulu 1, Anti-Insurgency Combined Operations with ISAF, based in Helmand, in Afghanistan," I said sweetly, "Twelve hours ago he was leading a sniper suppression patrol in Laskhar Gar, what were you doing?" I was proud of Charlie, and I wasn't going to let some drunken little snot bait him.
I could feel the respect level in the room notch up as everyone realised this idiot in front of Charlie was trying to mess with a combat soldier, not a desk-warmer, and he realised it too, slinking away. I was feeling so proud; my man was a combat soldier, a warrior, an honest-to-goodness Action Hero!
The landlord leaned on the bar and grinned at Charlie. "She's quite something, isn't she?"
"You have no idea!" he grinned back.
"Your money's no good in here, you and your young lady are my guests tonight!" said the landlord, shaking hands with Charlie, one soldier to another.
Now the other girls in the bar were responding more overtly to Charlie. I remembered what Lorna had said about how she wasn't worried about other girls heating-up her brother, because he only wanted to fuck her, now I understood her perfectly!
Already there was a cluster of young girls surrounding him, ogling him while pretending to admire his unit badges, and a bunch of hero-worshipping lads eager to buy him drinks so they could boast they'd drunk with a real combat soldier. One of the girls nudged me, staring at Charlie the whole time.
"How serious is it...you know, you and him, because if he's just a mate or something.....?
"Sorry," I replied, "It's a lifetime thing. Charlie's my man!"
She looked disappointed. "You lucky cow, he's beautiful! If his brother ever comes to town, send him over to me, please!" I flashed a quick, commiserating grin, but I couldn't help but feel exceedingly proud that this lovely hunky specimen was mine.
The rest of the evening went very well; the landlord sending over a continuous stream of drinks and food, stopping by to share a few reminiscences with us, ask us if we wanted anything, and generally making Charlie welcome. He had served in Iraq under dad, and he grew very friendly when Charlie told him that Col. Manville, his old CO was his father (while somehow neglecting to mention I was his sister!) He also asked if the pace had changed since the escalation from Iraq, and while Charlie was telling him about life in Camp Bastion, I reached over and parted his hair to show the bullet scar, making his eyes widen, a concerned expression settling on his face.
"Remember one thing, son" he said in a low voice, "if you don't keep your Mark 6 buckled-on tight and your Osprey buckled up properly, you're in a world of trouble, believe me. I know those things are uncomfortable, but so's a bullet through the seam because you left it open." Words of wisdom, indeed.
After a very restful and enjoyable evening, we headed back to the house. I had been giving Charlie some rather obvious signals for a while now, and he, poor lamb, was just not fully tuned in to Radio Lucy; instead, he was drinking a coke, munching a sausage, and happily tapping his foot to the music from the jukebox. After a while, tired of trying to get him to take the hint, I had to lean in and whisper in his ear.
"I have an itch you need to scratch!" He looked at me open-mouthed, so I stuck my chest out for emphasis. That was when the penny dropped. Gulping down his coke, he grabbed me and hustled me out of the bar, waving his goodbyes to everyone, in a sudden hurry to get to the car.
We slid in, Charlie commenting on how nice it was, that BMW's were his favourite cars. I took the keys out, grabbed his head and pulled him in for a long sexy kiss, and dropped them in his hand.
"It's yours, Baby-Boy, a gift from me, because I love you – and to say I'm sorry."
Charlie was speechless, stammering out that he couldn't take my new car; I silenced him with another kiss.



"It's yours now, so take me home, I need attending to!" That got his attention all over again.
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Charlie seemed mellowed-out after our evening out, and I was in the mood to play, flirting and touching him while he was driving, goosing him when he opened my door for me, and him grabbing and tickling me as we walked up the driveway to the front door.
We tumbled indoors, giggling as Charlie groped me, sliding his hands up my minidress to cup and rub my buttocks and panty-covered pussy, grabbing my tits, and generally being silly.
As the door closed, he grabbed me and pulled me up to him, to kiss me deeply, a shiver of anticipation running through me.
"Hello Blondie, lovely jugs, can I fuck you?" he leered at me, his deliberate vulgarity hilarious and not in the least offensive, and as I laughed I grabbed his crotch.
"Nice knob, donkey-boy, does it work?" I leered back, before collapsing in another fit of the giggles.
"You tell me, you nasty girl!" he said, grabbing himself and outlining his cock lewdly under the material of his combats, giggling himself with the vulgarity of it.
"Ooooh, fucking hell, that's not a knob, it's a pogo-stick!" I giggled some more.
"You've got such a dirty mouth to go with such lovely tits!" laughed Charlie, grabbing my hand, "time to have my wicked way with you!" tugging me after him up the stairs to the bedroom, where we dropped our clothes in a frenzy of stripping, groping and kissing.
Charlie still had his boxers on, so I knelt and yanked them down, his magnificent cock flicking up into my face, so it was an easy matter to catch it in my mouth and give it a quick suck and lick, savouring the taste, drawing a gasp from him.
"Sis, you are entirely too good at that, I would really like to know where you learned it; just one thing though...please never, ever, tell me!"
I stared up at him around his cock, opening my eyes, my big blue eyes, wide and looking up at him innocently.
He nearly choked. "Fucking hell, Lu, don't do that, you'll make me come!"
For answer, I took his big balls in my hand and slowly squeezed and rubbed them, scratching lightly with one fingernail along the underside of his scrotum, and batted my eyelids at him again.
He goggled. "Lou, I mean it, don't do that unless you mean it!"
Reluctantly I let go, stood up and posed for him, still wearing my stilettos, sticking out my chest to make my nipples dance around in front of him, putting my hands on my bum cheeks and pulling them open, arching my my back to exaggerate my chest, and turning around to display my stretched bumhole, which I knew he loved to look at so much.
Charlie grabbed me and hauled me closer, fondling and squeezing my bum cheeks, pulling them apart and squashing them together, kissing me all the while. He pulled me into him, so he could suck and nibble my nipples while he groped and teased my arse, alternate fingers sliding in and out of it, before reaching under me to rub his finger along my slit, and grinning as the lips opened for him. I had been thinking about this for the last hour, so I was ready, but he wanted to goodie-grab, it was one of his fantasies, so I just kissed the top of his head and stroked his face as he sucked my tits, groped my pussy and rubbed and jiggled my arse.
At last, he urged me onto the bed, where he continued to lick and suck my breasts, alternating with squeezing and moulding them, to finally return to my lips. I kissed him, still tasting the sweetness from the soft drinks he'd been drinking all evening, and held him close, just loving the feeling of this hard body against mine as we kissed enthusiastically, tongues darting around in each others' mouths.
Charlie turned me onto my front, and pulled my hips to him as he leaned over me, his big soft hands enfolding my breasts as his cock prodded at my slit, then slowly slid in, in stages, until he was in me to the hilt. He began a slow, steady pumping as his cock slid in and out, speed never varying, always the right amount of pressure, never banging it in and hammering my pussy, lovingly sliding that marvellous meat-stick into me, causing all sorts of sensations to radiate out of my pussy. I could feel my orgasm approaching, and started pushing back against him, forcing him to speed up until we were pumping and thrusting together. I came with an explosive burst of sensations from deep inside, my uterus fluttering as my orgasm hit, intensifying as Charlie continued pumping and shoving that glorious cock in and out of my pussy, until finally, I could not contain it, gasping out loud as wave after wave of pleasure blasted though me, making me shudder with the intensity. I clamped down, hard, on his cock, and he responded by groaning and pumping what felt like a gallon of sperm right up against the neck of my cervix, hard hot jets of spunk that hosed into me, filling me up completely with his man-juice, cock twitching inside me until he had no more left to spray inside me; for now, anyway.
I reached over for the towel I had grabbed when we came into the bedroom, and as he withdrew, Charlie slid the towel under me to catch the wad of spunk that dribbled out of my pussy and dripped down.
I swabbed myself down, then realised that I Charlie was still kneeling behind me, and was waiting for me to finish wiping-off. "All done," I giggled, "When you're ready, Boner-boy!"
Charlie placed his hands on my hips, and pulled himself up on his knees, sliding the head of his cock up the cleft between my cheeks, to rub the head against my anus, pulling me up right against him, his hands clamped to my breasts, his mouth on my neck, nibbling my ear, licking the nape of my neck and my shoulders, all the while twirling and squeezing my nipples, making hot pleasure shoot through me in jolts, like electric bolts. In this position, it was easier for him to get purchase for what he wanted to do, and he began, slowly but irresistibly, pushing his cock into my anus, while I pushed back, opening my ring for him, the large crown popping through my ring after a few seconds, followed by the rest of the shaft. I was gasping for breath, his cock had felt huge the last time we did this, now, in his highly-stimulated state, his cock felt absolutely massive, like a column of lead, rigid and solid, forcing itself deep into my insides.
The position was obviously having an effect on him, too, gasping he slid into me "Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fucking hell, so tight, Christ, Lu, this is incredible, Oh shit....!"
I was responding on so many different levels to such a raw sexual experience; my pussy was tingling with the nearness of this great club of flesh, separated from my cervix only by a thin membrane, the erotic thoughts and sensations that came from being buggered so thoroughly, by such a beautiful man, the fire burning in my nipples from his gentle manipulation of them, and the welter of sensations from my clitoris as I frigged away. I was just getting to that place again when Charlie began to gasp and hitch, his cock suddenly giving a tremendous throb, to shoot a stream of hot spunk straight into my bowel, bathing it in his body heat. That tipped me over, and my orgasm, hot and powerful, ripped and raged through me, making me gasp for breath as my ears rang and the blood thundered in my ears.
I slumped forward, Charlie on top of me, his arms tight around my mid-section, taking his weight as he rested his head against the back of my neck, his heart thumping against my back and his cock twitching in my bum.
We lay for a few minutes, Charlie slowly relaxing his grip on me, rolling me onto my side and putting the towel under us to catch the spunk runoff as he withdrew his cock from my rear hole, helping me swab-up the sticky remnants, finally slumping over onto his back, his breathing heavy but even again. He pulled me in close, holding me spoon-fashion, one arm under me to support my shoulder and head, the other hand rubbing my hip and slipping up to rub and smooth my stomach and cup my breasts, then gliding down to stroke my inner thighs, my flank and my buttocks.
Finally, he smoothed my hair, and kissed my ear, nipping it lightly, making me giggle, and said softly. "I love you Lu-Lu, don't ever leave me alone again, please."
I turned to face him, sliding my arms around him, and kissed him gently, nipping his bottom lip in revenge, and whispered to him "Charlie Manville, you belong to me now, I will never leave you alone and frightened ever again; Lu-Lu will always be there for her boy-soldier!"
I snuggled down into his arms, his body warmth already making me drowsy, the afterglow helping to lull us to sleep. Charlie folded his arms around me, and I felt one of his hands slide down to cup my buttock, then slide a finger into my anus and lodge there. I smiled, and closed my eyes, thinking sleepily "Well, at least he doesn't suck his thumb anymore!"
I woke at about 7:30 with a desperate need to pee, and, realising slipping out of bed stealthily would only startle Charlie and trigger his reflexes, I made no effort to, trusting to his subconscious to tune-out any normal movement around him, and climbed out of bed, to relieve myself, have a quick shower, and think about breakfast. I was going to skip work for the next few days, my assistants were perfectly capable of managing for a few days, their chance to shine while the boss was away; I had other things to do. I knew that he liked the same breakfast as me, the full English, so, checking that he was still asleep, I headed down to the kitchen and put some sausages, bacon, black-pudding and tomatoes under the grill while I made some coffee. When the meat was nearly done, I put the toast on, fried some eggs, and buttered some bread.
I was just about to call him, when he appeared in the doorway, hair tousled, wearing just his shorts, his hairless torso rippling with cords of muscle, glowing with health, looking adorable, and grinning happily when he saw his breakfast, ambling over to hug me, and kiss the top of my head, then holding me, looking deeply into my eyes for a moment. Whatever he saw there seemed to satisfy him, so he pinched my bum, kissed me properly, and grinned. "Morning, Blondie!"
I smiled up at him, tweaked his crotch and said "Morning, Donkey-Boy, breakfast is served!"
"God, Lu, this is perfect, I can't remember the last time I saw a piece of black-pudding cooked properly!" he smiled "We save the ones from the mess and use them for target practice; we should use them to plate the outside of the Warrior's, 'cos you can't get a bullet through them!"
"How many eggs would you like, sweetheart?" I asked him, and he grinned back, "May I have three, please, I'm famished!"
We sat in the kitchen to eat, the smell of bacon, sausages and coffee spurring us on to eat. I normally never have a cooked breakfast, much as I like it; I live alone, and it just seems wasteful, but having a man around would mean I had an opportunity to cook more often. Charlie wolfed it down, having seconds all round, and I smiled to see him eat so well; even as a young boy, there'd been nothing wrong with his appetite!
Breakfast over, we were chatting over coffee when the 'phone rang. I picked it up and it was Lorna.
"Lor, what are you doing calling so early in the morning?" I asked curiously.
"Getting soaked, Lu, open the front door darling, it's pissing-down out here!"
I leaned over and looked through the door-light. Sure enough, there was Lorna, newspaper over her head against the rain, getting out of her car, waving at me.
Leaving Charlie to his coffee, I let Lorna in, looking at her quizzically.
"What brings you here at this hour, Lor?" I asked her, and for answer she looked over at Charlie, smiled, and said "I wanted to see you in person, say hello to Charlie-my-darling, and see for myself whether you were bullshitting me about the pair of you!"
Charlie ambled out of the kitchen , flashing his lovely smile at Lorna in greeting, before standing behind me and slipping his hands over my breasts, squeezing just enough to make my nipples tingle, pulling me in tight to him.
"I see it's true, Lu, you lucky cow!" laughed Lorna, stepping over to slide her hand around his neck and pull Charlie down for a big kiss on the lips.
"Welcome home, soldier-boy! I'm so glad to see you back safe and sound, Charlie-my-Darling; I was worried sick about you!" she said, smiling happily.
Charlie looked embarrassed at such an obvious display of affection from Lorna with me not two feet away, but I could only smile; after all, she was his first, and in a very real sense had taught him how to do me so well, so I had a lot to be grateful for!
We adjourned to the sitting room, Lorna chattering away at high-speed, jumping around from subject to subject, but returning always to Charlie; she seemed genuinely grateful and relieved that he was safe and sound, which made me love her even more, and it felt good to have a friend around that had no intention of judging what we were doing, was only interested in the gory details, and was quite happy to offer some serving suggestions for later consumption! During the conversation, she asked Charlie what it was like, if it was as dangerous as they made out on the news. I reached over and pulled his head down, and showed her the bullet scar. Lorna gasped, and her eyes widened, welling up. "Oh Charlie, I'm sorry, you poor lamb, why did you ever go to that terrible place!" she quavered, almost in tears, genuinely distressed, her mood suddenly sombre and grave. Charlie, gentleman that he was, immediately reached over to take her hand, reassure her. Lorna pulled him closer, hugging him tightly, wiping her eyes on his chest as she held him, her face buried in his chest, Charlie in turn gently cradling her head close against him, making small soothing noises as she cried silently against him, her hands clinging to him. Eventually, she pulled back, knuckling her eyes, kissed him on the base of the throat, and thumped him on the chest. "That's for making me cry, you silly bastard, going off to that fucking place and leaving me to worry!" She pulled him down and kissed him once, on the lips. "And that's to guide you home again safe, Charlie-my-darling!"
A couple of hours later, fully recovered, Lorna made to leave, telling Charlie to keep his fucking head down out there, it was too pretty to get shot off, and threw in a remark that puzzled him.
"Darling, I had a word with Lu yesterday, made a couple of suggestions, why don't the pair of you think it over, give me a call with an answer?
Must go now, duty calls, and, Charlie....?" He looked up, and Lorna clamped her lips over his, kissing him seriously, before pulling away to sigh happily, "You are so gorgeous! Lu, you're a lucky, jammy cow! Darling Boy, look after yourself, seriously, I fucking mean it!"
I walked Lorna out, and hugged her. She seemed to have something on her mind. "Lu, if you don't want to swap, how about you and I double-teaming Charlie? Think on it, call me."
Obviously, meeting Charlie again had stirred something in her. I hadn't thought about it, but it appealed. Charlie had had Lorna before he had me, she was my best friend, as well as being an outrageously uninhibited, sex-obsessed tramp, and she was a fox, a tall, curvy, golden-haired, blue-eyed fox, or, as Charlie had earlier so succinctly put it, 'Eleven out of Ten on the "I Would Fuck Her'" scale -- no wonder he'd leaped on her!
Lorna had a faraway look on her face for a moment. "He's changed, Lu, a lot, since he passed-out. His eyes are the same, but there's something in his face. And, did you notice the way he stands, and walks? Like a Doberman waiting to attack. He's getting that jumpiness; your father had it, so did mine. Difference is, it took them 20 years to get that way, he's only been on active 2 years. It's destroying him, Lu. You have to try and get him to resign his commission before it's too late. That boy needs you, he needs all of us, and he needs to get out of that place, soon. When I think that he came so close, that a bullet actually came close enough..." her voice trailed off. "It doesn't even bear thinking about." This was a side of Lorna I'd never seen before, and it gave me pause for thought; she had never once shown her vulnerable side to me, she was always carefree, brilliant, erratic and hare-brained, and to break down like that in front of Charlie was slightly unnerving, revealing to me just how deeply affected she was by his return and his injury, minor though it was.
With an almost visible effort, she changed the subject. "He's always been hot for you, you know; you were all he ever wanted. Sometimes, while he was banging me rigid, without realising it, he'd call me Lu-Lu, and then apologise afterwards. That's how I knew I could never have him. But at least I primed-him for you! Lucky you, you get to reap the benefits of the three years of corruption, perversion, and downright kinkiness I lavished on that boy! Of course, that doesn't stop me loving him, too, I always will, but he only wants you, you lucky cow!"
"And now I've got one of my own! He wants to make a baby, can you imagine? Although, when I think about it, with no parents or real family, we are practically set-up for it. If I ever decided to do it, that is; Gerry may be my kid brother, but he is massively cute, so maybe I might be tempted to seriously consider it!
Having pledged myself to Charlie, I would not consider another man again, but I had no problems with Charlie doing both of us together -- it might be just what he needed!
Also, her comments about babies had struck a chord with me, after the remark Charlie had made yesterday.
Lorna went on. "One other thing, Lu; I have a sort of uncle stroke family friend who's a big noise with the Joint Chiefs of Staff. He's been rummaging around in my panties and up my sweater since I was 16, so I think he owes me a favour or ten. I'll have a word with him about Charlie, if you have no objections, you know, remind him of a few things his wife doesn't need to know about, ratchet-up the pressure a little, that sort of thing?"
I grabbed and hugged her; if there was a possibility I could get some strings pulled, get him transferred back to Britain, or at least out of that nightmare place, I would take it without hesitation. I went to kiss her cheek, but she leaned in and kissed me properly, slipping her tongue between my lips to slide it along my tongue, holding me close as her hand drifted down to my pussy, to rub my labia through the thin material of my panties, pushing my panties inside me with one finger to rub delightfully against my clitoris, then slipping round to cup and squeeze my buttock, her tongue darting and sliding around in my mouth; what surprised me was that that I liked it, kissing her back, the two of us standing there swapping spit while she rubbed my pussy.
"Get me in a bedroom with you and Charlie and I'll show you a thing or two, Lu," She breathed, before stepping over to her car. "Don't wait too long, now, darling, I want to play! Tell me, does Charlie still come like a field-gun? I only ask because the first time he came in my arse, his cock was so tight in there the pressure of all that spunk nearly slid me off the bed and across the floor!" she added happily.
I assured her that nothing had changed in that respect, and that I was getting the benefit of two years of enforced abstinence, so I had been well and truly bunny-fucked.
As she drove off, I smiled to myself. I wanted to do this, and Charlie was a soldier; of course he'd do it! It was probably one of his adolescent fantasies, and I wanted to make as many fantasies came true as possible for that beautiful boy. As an added bonus, I found the thought of Lorna naked and licking me, and vice-versa, very exciting.
I went back indoors, grateful the neighbours hadn't seen me -- my T-shirt was indecently short, my panties were skimpy, and it would have been embarrassing if any of them had come out and seen me standing in the rain, dressed like that, getting felt-up by another girl while kissing her passionately!



Charlie was looking through the paper when I came in, and glanced up to grin at me.
"Lorna's looking well, isn't she?" he said, "I never expected her to go off like that though; she was really upset, wasn't she?" I sat next to him, rubbed his crotch and said "Lorna loves you, and she's worried about you, she just picked now to show it. By the way, I thanked her for teaching you what you've been showing me, you dirty-minded little bugger!" His grin lit up the room, and he visibly relaxed. "You don't mind, really don't mind that we were...you know?" he asked, and I laughed, relieved that that was all he was worried about.
"Charlie-boy, you had to do it sometime, I'm just glad it was with Lorna, someone who was into you, loves you, even, but wasn't going to break your heart!"
We cleared up after breakfast, Charlie having eaten every scrap of food, and I went to have a nice long shower; he had no clothes, other than army-issue, so I wanted to take him shopping for some suitable clothes while he was at home.
I showered in my en-suite bathroom, and came out to find Charlie sitting on the bed. He beckoned me closer, pulled my towel off me and pulled me into him, his hands on my behind and my nipples in his mouth. I knew that boy had a high sex-drive by now, but I needed time to recover, I mean!
From casual nibbling and squeezing to power-fucking was only a matter of time, and we had things to do, so I pulled away from him, trying to get dressed, and had got as far as my panties, when he grabbed me round the waist and licked my neck, making me giggle, then slid his hands up to cup and squeeze my breasts. He was obviously in the mood to play, and to tell the truth I was getting there as well, so I bowed to the inevitable.
Charlie led me back to the bed, and pulled me to lie face down, and began kissing me on my lips, my face, my ears, my shoulders and neck, and all down my spine, licking the top of my buttock crevice, and slowly sliding his tongue into my bum-cleft. He rolled down my panties, me lifting my bum in the air to help him, until they were just clear of my buttocks.
"Cor, Sis, this looks so hot, you have a spectacular arse, did anyone ever tell you that?" he grinned, before resuming licking into my cleft, his tongue gradually making light, almost caressing, contact with my anus, then more, and more, until he was licking and probing it with his tongue-tip, making me jump and quiver with the feelings fluttering in my stomach and pussy. By now, I was lifting my bum in the air to force him to lick deeper into my bum hole, the exquisite sensations piling up and fluttering through me rapidly now, my pussy twitching as my arousal climbed. Charlie now switched his attentions to my clitoris, pulling my crotch closer into him as he licked and stabbed at it, making me squirm and shudder, moaning as the delightful sensations became almost unbearable. He began sliding a finger into my anus as his tongue lapped my clitoris, the sensations blending into one feeling of sheer delight, finally tipping me over into orgasm that swept and roared through me, my nerve-endings tingling with the intensity.
When I had recovered, Charlie was lying next to me, looking at me with those incredible, sexy, emerald cat-eyes, a small smile on his handsome face.
"Thank you for my favourite breakfast, Lu-Lu" he grinned, and I smiled back, already knowing how I was going to pay him back.
I sat up, got to my knees, and pulled down his shorts in one move, revealing his cock in all its glory. Never one to waste a good cock, I slid down so my head was level with his groin, and began licking and lapping, enjoying the feeling of his flesh, feeling his pulse in my mouth. Charlie sighed, and laid back, his hand stroking my hair, as I slid my mouth over his cock, scraping the slit with my tongue, making him jump and sigh, at the same time pumping and squeezing him, urging him to sit so he could see me, and I could look into his eyes as I fellated him. I started sucking him in earnest, now, fondling and squeezing his balls as I sucked, scratching lightly at the underside of his scrotum, making him gasp and buck as his climax approached, culminating in one last suck and squeeze. I felt the head swell up and throb, and pulled my head away as a jet of spunk shot into my face, splashing over my lips and chin, and another, and another, spraying my face, lips, chin and chest with long strings of silvery-grey spunk, I looked at him and smiled, giving one last squeeze and tug, shaking my breasts to make them toll and ring like bells, and a final jet of spunk shot out and landed across my breasts, to drip from my nipples onto my knees and thighs.
"Fucking hell sis that was amazing, you look so fucking sexy like that!" he exclaimed, happily, and I was happy to have probably fulfilled another adolescent fantasy.
I picked up my discarded towel and wiped my face and body free of the spunk, then leaned in to kiss him quickly, grabbing hold of his knob as I smiled sweetly and said, "Charlie, if you entice me like that again when you know I have plans, I will bend this back and shove it up your own arse, are you hearing me?"
Charlie grinned. "Yes, Lu-Lu, Charlie be good now!" Suddenly he was three again, on the tail end of a telling-off, and I had to laugh.
"OK you, now you've had your way with me, again, shower-time. I need another one, so do you, get in there; you can do my back, and I'll do yours -- and no funny-business, mister; time's a-wasting!"
We drove into Bicester, Charlie at the wheel as he was eager to play with his new toy, and spent a very pleasant morning shopping in the designer outlet Shopping Village, Charlie ambling along behind me from store to store, letting me browse everywhere without a murmur. I knew that he shops like every other man on the planet; walk into a shop and say "one of those, one of those, one of those, how much, please" and walk out again with a bag of ugly clothes, but that wasn't good enough for me, so I made the poor boy walk until he was staggering, but I bought him everything I thought he'd need for the next 30 days. It helped that all the shop assistants fell over themselves to serve him; his looks and smile were enough to part the thighs of even the most committed virgin, would probably get him laid in a nunnery. The best part of him was, and still is, the fact that he's completely unaware of just how devastatingly handsome he is, and taken with his sweet considerate nature, the whole package is just irresistible. When he opens a door for a girl, it's not because he's trying to chat her up or get her knickers off, it's because he's a natural gentleman, as gallant, considerate and kind to an eight-year old girl as to an eighty-year old grandmother -- or an eighteen-year old shop assistant.
After having a quick lunch in a fast-food joint, Charlie guzzling their famous burgers like they were going out of fashion, we headed back home, with me driving. I had tired the poor boy out with all the intense shopping and he'd nodded-off almost before I'd pulled out of the car-park. The drive also gave me time to consider what I was doing, what I thought I was doing, and where I went from here.
Charlie was my brother, no escaping that fact, but everyone who knew that was either dead or long-gone from our lives; only Lorna knew for certain, and she was in the same boat as me in that respect. All I was certain of was that I wanted Charlie. He completed me, and he wanted me, period. I had always believed I would marry and have children one day; would it be so wrong to have them with Charlie? That we were siblings was just a twist of fate, and my love for him transcended that. Did he feel that way about me, even discounting what he had said to me yesterday as something said in the aftermath of passion?
I was sure of my feelings, and I knew when Charlie was trying to lie, it was so alien to his character, it was blindingly obvious he was lying. I had seen no hint of anything other than honesty and truth when he had told me we were together, and I believed him.
I also considered my changed attitude towards the army. Over the last 24 hours I had completely reversed my opinion of the army and everything about it. I was proud that my Charlie-boy, my own boy-soldier, was doing a job that few men could or would do, in a place of intense and present danger, he was doing it well, respected and trusted by his men, conquering his almost overwhelming fear to fight on the side of right. Dad had always told me, "Lu, courage isn't the absence of fear, it's fear conquered. The fearless man isn't brave, the fearful man who acts in spite of his fear, he's the brave man."
The rush of pride that followed on the heels of that thought surprised and puzzled me. My Charlie was a brave man, I had proof of that - but now he'd faced his fears, one thing was obvious, to me, at least; it was time to come home. I resolved to do all I could to make that happen. Somehow, I would find a way to bail him out of that nightmare.
We got back home at about 4pm, Charlie still a little groggy from snoozing all the way back. I bundled him upstairs, helped him pull his clothes off, and, with only a little token goodie-grabbing and groping, he capped-out again. I stood and watched him for a while, heart almost bursting with pride and love for this big, beautiful boy, before heading back downstairs to start dinner. I was doing a roast dinner, something I seldom had the chance to do, living on my own as I did, so I was looking forward to it.
I got everything ready, meat browned and in the oven, vegetables peeled ready for boiling, potatoes peeled and parboiling, and then I could sit down and think about our next step. I knew that what we were doing was illegal by the laws of this country, but that didn't cut much ice with my heart; I had made that decision quite deliberately, in full knowledge of what I was doing, my intellect saying 'no', but the me inside saying 'yes'; all I knew now was that I wanted and needed Charlie, and from what he had said to me, he felt the same way. So, how do we do this? I needed to sit down with someone brilliant, devious, unscrupulous, and utterly unhindered by morals;
Lorna.
I was going to speak to Charlie about her request, anyway; once I got his OK, I'd give her a call and we could do some planning.
I had just made a pot of coffee when Charlie ambled in, shirt half tucked in, barefoot, yawning sleepily, but smiling happily at the smell of lamb roasting.
"Sit down, sweetheart, have a coffee" I smiled at him, bringing the pot and a mug over for him. I went to sit opposite him, but he pulled me close, rubbing and squeezing my bum through my jeans, and nuzzling my breasts through my blouse.
I was loving all the attention, so I sat on his lap, put my arms around his neck, and kissed him soundly, waking him fully, his eyes dancing.
"I thought you were tired?" I teased him, and he replied by pinching my bum and sliding his other hand down the back of my jeans to rub his finger in my bum crevice. I wriggled on his lap, prompting him to say "Don't do that Lu, not if you want to keep your clothes on any longer!" so I stopped, grinning at him, before licking the end of his nose, making him grin and jiggle my boobs.
I wanted to know what he thought of Lorna's suggestion, so now would be a good time.
"Charlie," I began, "when I spoke to Lorna yesterday, she told me she was sleeping with her brother, and she asked me if you and I would like to swap or double-team, just for the experience. I wouldn't consider it, not after what I promised you, but she has a plan B." Charlie was looking interested, but quizzical. "Go on," he said.
I continued, "This morning, she offered to double-team you with me, and I think she wants to have a go-round with me, kind of give you a show....." I stopped, waiting to see his reaction. Now he was looking interested and horny, but waiting to see if I had anything else to say, so I continued. "She...well, she sort of... propositioned me this morning, gave my pussy a grope while she kissed me, properly, and I think I'd sort of like to let her do that again, and more, with you in there as well. Would you...object to playing along?"
By now, Charlie was looking like Christmas had come early, but he was concerned about how I would feel, bless him, seeing him with another woman, but I put his mind at ease.
"Charlie, this is Lorna we're talking about here, someone I've known all my life, the girl who taught you about the birds and the bees, I could never be jealous of her, and I want to make you happy. Besides, she'd be sleeping with both of us, so both of us get to fuck her, or both of you get to fuck me, and best of all, she and I get to fuck you. Would you like that?" Now I was appealing directly to the horny teenager with a permanent erection most men carry around inside them.
"Fuck, yeah, Sis!" he exclaimed, "I would have paid to see Lorna feel you up, you bet! The two most beautiful women I know, getting it on with me, what did you think my answer would be?" I grinned at him; under that man's exterior, there still lived a horny teenager after all!
He stood up and took my hand, leading me back to the couch, where he pulled me onto him, once again astride, where almost immediately I could feel the bulge of his hardening cock under his new jeans. Obviously, the thought of boning both of us at once was doing things for him, and, as the oven was on a timer, and I had at least an hour, I played into him, kissing him while sliding back and forth on his burgeoning erection, warming him up, making me hot! Charlie slid his hands to the front of my jeans and popped the button, easing down the zipper to loosen the waistband, his hand then returning to my bum, sliding them down the back of my jeans to cup and squeeze my bum-cheeks. I started unbuttoning his new shirt, loving the way it smelled on him, the smell of fabric size mingled with his own masculine scent making a delicious combination, like fresh air after a rainstorm.
Charlie started unbuttoning my blouse, sliding his hands over my bra-covered breasts, squeezing and teasing, making me gasp and shudder as my nipples sprang up and chafed inside the cups of my bra.
I jumped off him, yanking down my jeans and thong, pulling off my top and sliding out of my bra. Charlie squirmed on the couch as he slid his jeans and jockey shorts off, to sit there naked, grinning like a pumpkin, his erection standing up straight, pulsing in time to his heartbeat, the head already an angry reddish-purple, shiny and menacing. I climbed back on his lap, my knees on either side of him, his cock sandwiched between us, and I could feel the heat radiating from it as it was jammed against my midriff. Charlie groped and squeezed my bum, tickling my anus, running his hands up and down my back as he kissed my lips and licked, sucked and nibbled my nipples, not hard enough to hurt, but hard enough to send little shocks through me. I reciprocated by rubbing my belly against his cock, rolling the meaty column from side to side between us, and then up and down, pumping it between us, making him groan even as he licked and sucked my breasts.
My pussy was moistening at a rate of knots, Charlie's fingers on, and in, my arse definitely helping, so it was with relief I knelt-up when he asked me, allowing him to push his cock down so I could shuffle over it, and slowly guide it into me, impaling myself on that huge column of flesh, with me now controlling the speed of penetration, working it into myself until I was full up to the hilt with his cock. Charlie was holding my waist tightly, his arms wrapped around me, licking my nipples and murmuring "Oh yeah, Oh yeah, that's amazing, Oh God, yes," the constriction in my pussy obviously giving him a lot of pleasure. Now I began a slow rise, and fall, squeezing and relaxing my pussy muscles on his cock, doing all the work, me fucking him for a change. I kept up the rhythm, slowly increasing the speed as I saw the flush rising in his face, and felt the muscular twitches in his cock as he strove to hold back, his heartbeat thudding in his chest, and his soft murmurs "Oh...Oh...Ohhh!" as he neared the point of no return. I was feeling the same thing; the slow, insistent rub of our stomachs against each other and the feel of my clitoris rubbing against his pubic hair as I rose and fell on him was making all kinds of sensations run and chase through me, my own release building, until, at last, it was too much for me. As my orgasm rolled over and through me, Charlie gave a long, garbled gasp, his cock going rigid and pulsing as his sperm boiled out, bathing my insides again, jet after jet of hot, virile spunk flooding into me, his balls emptying into my rippling vagina.
I slumped over onto him, head spinning with the aftermath, Charlie holding me upright as he nuzzled and gently licked and lapped at my nipples, gently squeezing and moulding my bum-cheeks, and kissing and cuddling me in the afterglow.
"You are so hot, Lu, don't ever stop doing this to me!" he breathed. I grinned back at him. "Baby-boy, I love doing the Belly-Rub with you, try and stop me!" Charlie smiled and pulled me in for some more kissing and fondling, working off his adrenaline high, damping himself down for later.
Eventually, I had to get off him, so once again, he held a towel under me as I dismounted, the spunk pouring out of me in a slick sticky puddle, and once again I wondered where the hell he got this from; I decided he must have a prostate the size of a cannonball to hold that much spunk! I wouldn't be at all surprised if I did get pregnant, with the amount of baby-maker he was pumping into me, pill or no, and the thought made me feel all tingly inside for a second.
I dashed upstairs for a quick shower, draped a robe over myself, and went back to finish off dinner. Again, Charlie and I ate in the kitchen; it felt more intimate than the dining room or in front of the TV. Luckily I had roasted a whole leg of lamb; Charlie ate nearly all of it. "Slow down, stud," I joked, "you'll give yourself a hernia!"
Charlie just kept forking lamb into his mouth, chewing blissfully and smiling happily, so I guessed Rosemary-roasted lamb with mint sauce is a bit of a rarity in Afghanistan.
After dinner, we sat on the couch, pretending to watch TV, Charlie cuddling me as he absent-mindedly squeezed and fondled my bum-cheeks, every now and then pulling me to him for an extended kissing session, almost as though he was reassuring himself that I was really there. At last, I managed to decoy him to lie down on the couch, so I could lie next to him with my arms around him, allowing me to seriously kiss and tease him, run my hands over his bulging crotch, squeezing and pressing, and rub my mons against the big cock I knew was lurking down there.
Charlie got the hint, pulling open my robe to suck and chew on my nipples, never hurting or nipping me, keeping them stimulated as a rush of warmth emanated from them and grounded in my pussy, which began twitching as I became more and more aroused. Charlie slid his hand down to my pussy, running his finger up and down the outside of my slit, teasing, tormenting, making me want him more and more.
I grabbed his belt and undid it, forcing his jeans down so he could kick them off, likewise his shorts, and tugged his shirt off, leaving him naked as I was, his amazing cock rearing up threateningly, ready for me.
My pussy was seeping lubricant, and I could smell my excitement, as could my darling boy-soldier, so he reared over me, holding himself on his hands while I aimed his lovely cock at my slit, and he slowly lowered himself gently but inexorably into my wet pussy. As before, the sensation of this huge meat pole ramming into me was breath-taking, and I began to gasp and writhe as he slowly pulled it out, to slide it in again, and again. I was in a world of my own, calling out his name, pulling him close to kiss and taste him, wrapping my legs around him as he rammed that thing into me over and over again, until at last I could take it no more, and my orgasm burst on me, making me shudder with the intensity of the release. As I came, I clamped down on his cock, the pressure making Charlie come in a burst of great pounding strokes, the spunk jetting into me and bathing the inside of my pussy with his heat. At last, his cock stopped spurting, and he collapsed to lie on top of me, his enormous weight on his elbows and a satisfied smile on his face. He opened his eyes to see me looking up at him, and kissed me, long and deeply, while I twined my fingers in his hair.



"Lu, call Lorna, let's do it, shall we?" he grinned, "I want to see two hot blondes fuck each other, then fuck me; you up for that, Lu-Lu? You sure you're OK with it?"
For answer I kissed him again, and clenched my pussy muscles around his still hard cock.
"Does that answer your question, you horny little bugger?" I teased him, and Charlie's eyes sparkled with anticipation.
Once again, as he pulled out, sperm drained out of me, saturating my robe. Charlie swabbed and mopped my whole crotch area, paying special attention to my anus, rubbing it slowly and sensually, obviously looking for a second-round replay. I had to regretfully hold him off, my fanny felt like it had been sand-blasted, and right now I wanted nothing more than to climb into a hot-tub and soothe my stretched holes a little! After an extended period of kissing, holding and fondling, I left to have my treat while Charlie stretched-out in front of the TV, a cold beer in his hand, watching a film that seemed to involve mostly explosions and cars.
I luxuriated in the tub for almost an hour, the spa setting turned up high, letting the water jets pummel and massage me, until I decided I was refreshed enough, and hopped out and dried off, to stretch on the bed, basking in the relaxation I so desperately needed after being salvo-humped by Charlie for 2 days.
At last, composed and relaxed enough, I called Lorna.
"Lor, Lu here, I spoke with Charlie, so you can probably guess what his answer was!" Lorna laughed that especially dirty laugh she had always done so well, and replied "Did you tell him I gave you a lick and a promise?" I laughed, and told her his reaction, making her giggle as well.
"Lu, I meant it, I do want to fuck Charlie again, but I want to fuck you as well, have wanted to for years, I can't wait to get my fingers inside your cunny and lick you out while Laughing-boy watches!"
I felt a tingle and a warm glow in my pussy, and my hand slid down to rub my suddenly throbbing slit as Lorna talked dirty to me. I felt a little shock of surprise at her confessing that she wanted to do me, up until this morning I had never thought of her in that way, nor picked up that vibe from her. Now, I wanted to roll around with her, get my fingers and tongue inside her as well. I think it showed in my suddenly heavier breathing; Lorna knew she was heating me up, now she turned up the heat.
"Lu, I want to rub your pussy, and suck your fabulous tits, bite your nipples and stick my tongue in your arse, see if it tastes as sweet as I've always imagined, and I want you to play with my cunny while I do it, do you hear me, Lu? You and I are going to give Charlie a show to stretch his cock, I promise! How would you like to suck my cunny and I'll suck yours while Charlie fucks my arse? You can watch his cock pound me while I eat you, does that get you hot?" I was frigging myself for all I was worth now, Lorna's imagery filling my head while her voice, soft and seductive, led me on. I suddenly realised I was having phone-sex with another girl, and the thought was so erotic, so hot, that I began to feel an orgasm building, making me gasp and sweat as Lorna carried on, describing what she and Charlie were going to do to me, in minute detail, until, suddenly, my orgasm blazed up inside me, sweeping through like a thunderclap, making me cry out in release, shuddering and writhing.
Lorna was still talking, low and seductively in my ear. "There Lu, does that feel good, did you come for me, like my good little fuck-slut? I am going to have such fun with that body of yours; I am going to fuck you like my own fuck-toy, make you call my name, make you mine, and make you want me again and again, do you want that? I'm going to wear you out, and make you beg for more, fuck all your holes and leave you begging, demanding that I fuck you some more, will you do that for me?
"Yes, yes, oh God, yesss!" I gasped out, pussy clenching as my orgasm flared and ebbed, and flared again as she goaded me on to more and higher peaks. At last, with a loud gasp, I came like I had never come before when I masturbated, wave after wave of pleasure rolled into my pussy, making it clench and convulse, fluttering like a bird against a screen-door. Finally, I collapsed in exhaustion, my orgasm's dying away as I came down from that place, Lorna still talking softly in my ear. "There Lu, was that so bad? You and I are going to have a fucking great time tomorrow! Oh, and I meant what I said about fucking you to a standstill; we're going to give that poor boy the cock-tease of his life; he won't know what's hit him!" I giggled weakly, and Laura also giggled. "Honestly Lu, you are such a peach, when I felt you up, it felt like you had a lovely girly cunny, not some overstretched twat like a wizard's sleeve! Honestly, Darling, we should have done this years ago; looks like we'll have to make up for lost time tomorrow!"
It finally registered what she was saying. "Tomorrow?" I asked, a little breathlessly. "Tomorrow" said Lorna, "I can't wait any longer! After I left you, I was so hot for the idea I went and grabbed Gerry out of rowing training and took him back to mine. For the last 6 hours he's been pumping my cunny and arse like I was moving abroad! No kidding, Sweetie, my bum feels like someone's hammered a gate-post up it!"
I laughed out loud, calmed down after such a buffeting, and said to Lorna "Get here about 6-ish then, we can make a night of it, suit you?" Lorna agreed, and added, "I've got a few little girly things to wear, I think Charlie would appreciate them, I'll bring a few, see if we can find one we can lever those lovely big tits of yours into! I laughed, and said "Lor, I want to talk to you first, tomorrow, before we get into in, about Charlie and I, find a way to go forward. I need your sneaky, devious little brain to work on it with me, maybe put something together so we can all benefit."
I hung up, smiling, completely relaxed after my mind-blowing orgasm, wondering what I'd let myself in for, knowing Lorna and her inventive streak.
"Hi there, was it nice?" said a voice from behind me, and I spun round to see Charlie looking at me, one eyebrow raised, a devilish grin playing around his lips.
"How...how long have you been there?" I asked him a little guiltily.
"Long enough, Lu-Lu" he grinned, "you're not exactly discreet when you wank, you know!"
"Charlie, do you mind, it was..." I began, as his grin broadened. "It's OK, Lu-Lu, Lorna's a hottie, and she's just getting you primed for tomorrow; But, I have you for myself tonight! Are you still worked-up enough for me?"
For answer I pulled him down to me, kissing his face, his lips, while I tugged at his jeans and rubbed his crotch, feeling the sizeable package coiled up in there like a bar of spring-steel. He slipped his jeans down, and pulled his shirt over his head, standing there in his boxers, the front of them tented nicely. I took hold of him through the thin material, squeezing and sizing him, looking into his eyes as I licked my lips, feeling his cock harden and thrum with blood as it engorged even further.
"Lu...!" he began, and I responded by tugging his shorts down, freeing his monster cock for another look at my favourite plaything. Charlie moved closer to me, my hand around his cock drawing him in to me, my pussy beginning to twitch as I savoured what I was holding. Charlie slid onto the bed next to me, dipping his head down to lick and suckle at my nipples, his hands slipping around my hips to pull me in so he could explore my bum, kneading and moulding the flesh, pulling them apart to open and close my anus in a very sexy and erotic way. With one hand still clamped around (just!) his cock, I slid my other down to start teasing and rubbing at my slit again, the lips still parted from my recent activity, sliding one, then two fingers inside myself, pumping my pussy as I rubbed and frigged my clitoris.
He left off nibbling and biting my nipples, to kiss his way down my body, from the valley between my breasts to just above my slit, stopping to inhale my scent, before sliding his tongue down to lap gently at my clitoris, his hands under my buttocks pushing me up to meet his tongue, one finger sliding in and out of my bum hole. I continued pumping my pussy with one hand, squeezing and jacking his cock with the other, squirming as the barrage of sensations rolled through me.
Charlie began licking and kissing my mons, around my labia, and darting his tongue inside me, his stabbing motions in counterpoint to my pumping fingers, before kissing me back up my abdomen, to my breasts, to my neck and shoulders, and finally to my lips. He kissed me long and deeply, before moving to hover over me, his cock prodding at my pussy, bouncing against my pumping hand. I moved my hand away from my pussy, and guided him in, breathing in a long sigh of fulfilment as his cock glided into me, filling me, stretching me, my vaginal walls moulding themselves around his girth. He moved his hands from my bum to the small of my back, pushing me up to meet his lips as I wrapped my arms around his neck, kissing him wildly, he kissing me back no less forcefully, his cock pumping inside me. The delicious friction of my clitoris rubbing and grinding against his wiry pubic hair was exquisite, mini-orgasms flitting through me as he pumped and I humped, he never once stopping from kissing me lovingly, his strong hands pressing me against him, holding me close as we rode each other to our mutual climax, my legs wrapped around his solid, muscular waist, pulling him into me even as he pumped into me. The end, when it came, was explosive. My orgasm hit me like a train, the sensation roaring through me in a welter of sensations, vaginal walls convulsing and gripping his massive cock as it ploughed into me, making him groan and redouble his efforts, thrusting into me for all he was worth. Suddenly, he began to gasp and hitch. "OH GOD, OH GOD, OOOHHHH GOOODDD, FUCKING CHRIST, LU, OOHHH GOD, LU, I LOVE YOU...," roaring as he came, his spunk jetting into me, bathing my womb with his body heat, his warmth pumping into me as the rippling walls of my cunt sucked and squeezed at him, milking every last drop out of his pulsating cock.
At last it was over, he was sucked dry, my orgasm dwindling away to leave me almost unconscious with ecstasy, my body on its own natural high, easing me into a wonderfully relaxed state. I had never climaxed like that with any of my admittedly few lovers before, and the afterglow only served to magnify the rush of love and feelings I had for this beautiful man.
Charlie was still over me, keeping his weight off me, and I opened my eyes to smile up at him, touching his face, his eyelids, tracing the line of his jaw, rubbing my thumbs across his eyebrows, and slipping my finger into his mouth for him to suck and lick. My love for him threatened to burst my heart, it was surging so strong, and all I wanted to do, for the rest of my life, was look up and see that lovely smile and those beautiful eyes first thing in the morning and the last thing at night.
"Thank you, baby-boy" I murmured, and he gave me that melting smile, saying "Thank YOU, Lucy, my beautiful big sister!"
I ran my fingers lightly over his face again, exploring him with my fingertips, avoiding his lips as he tried to catch them, and pulled him down onto me, to kiss him deeply, lovingly, as only a lover could do. I was no longer his sister, and would never again think of myself as such.
"Baby-boy, I want to have your baby, and when we make a baby, can we do it like that?" I whispered into his lips. His eyes glowed vivid, sea-green as he answered me. "Lu, I want so much to make babies with you, however, and whenever, you want. I love you, Beautiful Girl!"
I turned away as tears of happiness rolled out of my eyes, Charlie dipping down to catch them on his tongue, saying "Even your tears are sweet, Lu-Lu!", making me smile, making me love him even more.
I wanted to sleep now; two raging orgasms in quick succession had left me wiped out, so Charlie withdrew, with the usual towel at the ready as spunk cascaded, and I mean cascaded, out of me. I thought of how quickly I would fall pregnant once I came off the pill, with all that spunk being cannoned into me, the thought giving me a deep warm glow, now I knew exactly how Charlie felt. I could only hope Lorna could come up with a suitably devious scheme to keep Charlie safe and let us remain together.
But I couldn't sleep; something inside me was ticking, and now it made itself felt. My happiness at having him here with me at last, the emotional residue of two years of fear for him, and my guilt were all still echoing in me, and now the smell and nearness of him was making me think of his need for me, and how, when he'd needed me the most, I wasn't there for him. I was still emotionally fragile from yesterday, and the heart-bursting intensity of my love for him, my sorrow and guilt over my abandonment of him, my lack of simple faith in his love and need for me, all suddenly combined to outline for me one simple fact; I had abandoned this sweet boy, I had left him to his fate, all the guilt and remorse over what I'd done welling up and swamping me, tears bursting out with harsh and bitter intensity, hot and shameful, expressing a guilt that words were not sufficient to describe.
Charlie stared at me in shock, and hugged me close. "Lu-Lu, what's the matter, why are you crying, what's happened?"
I could only hold him as I cried for all the days I had lost with him, all the days he'd waited to die alone, thinking I didn't care, all the comfort I should have given him, my need for him so great, and my fear of his loss so unspeakable that words wouldn't come. All I knew was that Charlie may have forgiven me, loved me, wiped it from his mind, but I couldn't; I had come so near to losing him that my heart had almost stopped with the shock of it, and I couldn't forgive myself for leaving him to think he was alone. All the might-have-beens queued up to tear at me, one after another, beating at me with hands sharp with blame and guilt for my desertion of my beautiful boy, and I cried for the loss and loneliness he had endured, until I could cry no more. Charlie, concern burning in his lambent emerald eyes, held me close in his lap, hugging me like a baby, rocking me, comforting me with his nearness and touch, letting me reassure myself that, for now at least, he was here, and he was safe, and he was mine. I pulled myself close to him, whispering my love for him, asking his forgiveness all over again. Charlie's lips and gentle hands, his soft fingers forgave me all over again, making me want him with a fresh rush of love, shocking in its intensity. His arms held me close, enfolding me in his love, and I burrowed down into him, taking shelter in his love and concern, listening to his soft voice rumble in his chest as he soothed me, calmed me, made me quiet again.
We awoke together a few hours later, my head clear and lucid, Charlie wide awake in an instant, concern and worry flooding over his face as he held me close, looking into my eyes, his poor face stained with tears I hadn't heard, making me love him even more than I already did, if that was possible.
"Lu-Lu, are you OK, you had me really worried there." he said, smoothing my hair away from my face, kissing me gently on my face, my lips, my forehead, the tip of my nose. "Was it something I did? Whatever it was, I'm sorry, I won't ever make you cry again, I promise, I swear to God. Lu, please don't cry anymore!" he whispered, almost in tears himself, his sweet face twisted in anguish and guilt, as though he'd done something wrong!
"You didn't do anything, baby-boy, "I reassured him, unable to look him in the eyes, "I'm still not over yesterday, what I found out yesterday. I promised you then I would never leave you again, and I never will. It just hit me last night just how much I have to make up to you, what I owe you for the things I said and did. I don't deserve you, you sweet, sweet boy, and I wonder how you can be so forgiving, so ready to love and forgive me, when I did such unforgiveable things to you, the only man I love. I really, truly don't deserve you, and I have to learn how to forgive myself, really forgive myself. Will you help me?"
Charlie looked at me levelly, holding my face the better to look directly into my eyes. "Lu, there's nothing to forgive, ever. All else is forgotten. The past has gone, things have changed between us, and all this...this stuff, means nothing anymore. You have to let it go, because it means nothing. Now it's you and me, starting out again, OK? Life part two, Chapter One."
How did my little brother get to be so wise?
To show me he meant it, he pulled me up to him, kissing me without groping of fondling me, his kiss soft, gentle and loving, expressing in action the words he had said from his heart, letting me know that we were sealing a pact, making a deal, joining ourselves to each other in a partnership that was for the rest of our lives, both of us together from now on. I understood all of this in a flash, returning his kiss no less lovingly, letting him know that I had let go what had distressed me most, and that I would not go there again. We kissed and touched each other, starting as we meant to go on, completely absorbed in and enjoying every little aspect of each other, features, physique, scent, sound of our breathing together, as though we were newly-met. I looked into Charlie's beautiful eyes, a pure and vivid green like summer grass, green crystals, stained glass with the sun behind it, touching and examining every line and plane of his face, wondering at his sudden smile, the boy showing through from behind the man he'd become, committing this moment to memory. Charlie leaned in to kiss me again, hardening as his need for me grew, and I could feel myself moistening, my lubricant flowing as the erotic charge grew, as the acts of holding and touching transformed into caressing and fondling, lips and tongues replacing hands and fingertips, kisses becoming wilder and harder, lips pressed together as our tongues fenced and danced inside the other's mouth. Charlie broke our kiss to run his hands over me, sliding them down to my buttocks and pulling them apart, making my anus gape lewdly, making me gasp and rub my cunt hard against his erect cock, frigging myself against him, smiling at him in invitation. He raised up over me, his distended cock hanging between us, and I grasped it, aiming it for him, and groaning in satisfaction as he slowly sank into me, sliding himself into me up to the hilt. He rested there, giving me time to get used to it all over again, feeling his pulse in the flesh embedded in me, and then the slow withdrawal, the delightful friction as he slowly pushed back in, speeding up as I bucked and rammed my hips against him, grinding my clitoris against him as he penetrated and withdrew, sawing his cock in and out of me, until, at last, my orgasm broke, lights chasing though my head as tremors of pleasure chased through my body, finally crying out loud in release, the blood roaring in my ears and my heart almost bursting with the intensity of it.
As I came down, I realised Charlie was still rock hard, hadn't come yet, was waiting to see what I wanted to do. I signalled him to withdraw, and placed my hands under my knees, pulling my legs up as far as I could, offering my anus to my sweet boy. Charlie's eyes danced as he accepted my offer, placing his swollen cockhead into the entrance to my anus, and, looking into my eyes, began pushing his cock into my arse, sliding it in slowly as the ring stretched to accommodate his girth, watching my face for signs of pain or discomfort, but all I wanted was this giant cock in my arse, pumping me until he came. Charlie slid his cock all the way in, and began pumping me, dropping to his elbows, his hands under my back, supporting my pelvis as I dropped my legs down to put my feet flat on the bed, lifting my pelvis to pump back as Charlie thrust into me. He dropped his head down to kiss me, and the eroticism of the moment was so powerful, the feeling of fulfilment so complete, that I felt myself coming again, waves and ripples running though my vagina, transmitting to my anal tube, clamping down on Charlie's cock, and I watched his eyes as he came in me, closing to slits with a green glitter behind hooded lids in the intensity of his climax, jets of hot spunk splashing into me, his cock pulsing and throbbing as he emptied into me.



Charlie held himself completely still for a few more moments, the pulse in his throat slowing as he regained control, his breathing slowing as his climax passed, to finally dip down and kiss me once, softly, before disengaging, placing the towel to catch the sperm as it poured out of me, then tenderly wiping me off, as always.
I smiled up at him, and said, for what felt like the first time, "I love you, Baby-Boy!" Charlie kissed me gently, again, and replied "and I love you too, Blondie!" then gathered me in, spooning me to wrap his arms around me, tucking me into himself, warm, safe and untroubled, as his strong heartbeat rocked me to sleep.
I woke the next morning refreshed, light-hearted, the emotional wrack and flotsam finally washed away, to the sound of the shower in my bathroom, and the sight of Charlie stepping out, hair wet and curly, moisture droplets running down his chest, and my immediate thought was; 'phwoaarr! What a babe!' Charlie looked over and saw me looking at him, smiled and blew me a kiss as he wrapped a towel around his waist and began lathering his face for his shave. I lay back and listened to him, the quiet sound of his razor swishing down his face, humming something under his breath as he shaved, restful, domestic sounds. He came out of the bathroom, grinned at me, and sat down on the bed, leaning down to kiss me good morning, and whisper to me to go back to sleep, he'd call me for breakfast. I wanted him for breakfast, the sight of him naked and dripping wet had hiked my libido up several points, and his kissing me and groping my bum through the duvet wasn't helping. Eventually, he slid his hand under the covers and stroked my pussy, making me squirm and giggle, and I could see thoughts of breakfast disappearing from his head, being replaced by thoughts of something else entirely, but I held out. We had a big night ahead of us, and I wanted him fully-loaded.
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I was on tenterhooks. Lorna and I were going to double-team Charlie, my brother, make a fantasy come true for him, and the anticipation had been drilling away at me all day. My tummy was fluttering, I was distracted, nervous, excited. Charlie was no better off. He'd blithely agreed to be completely hands-off, no touching, no kissing, groping, goodie-grabbing, nothing, to make the experience all that more rewarding. And that included touching ourselves as well; so no self-stimulation. At all. Uh, Uh, no way, hands off, verboten. So we'd spent the day talking, pretending to watch TV, always at opposite ends of the couch, not even in touching distance. I wanted him keyed-up, champing at the bit, his balls full of what I craved the most; his potent baby-seed. Over the last two days, he'd sprayed enough of it into me to impregnate a tribe of amazons, and I wanted to give him time to distil some more, top up his reserves of what he filled me with so freely and copiously.
Now Charlie was pacing around like a caged panther, with an expression on his face that said it all. He'd agreed to my conditions knowing it was going to make the showdown that much more enjoyable, but he was clearly regretting it now that he'd had time to stew a little. Perversely, I was loving watching him sweat, knowing he was in such discomfort because he wanted only me, that he wanted nothing but to fuck the living daylights out of me, pump me full of spunk, and then turn round and do it all over again. He was pacing around, and I was watching him, a little smile on my lip, there for no other reason than to torment him, keep him keyed-up, concentrate his mind on what was coming, no pun intended! At last, he flopped down next to me. I immediately pushed him away.
"Charlie, we agreed! Now you go and sit over there, away from me. Just think, it'll all be worth it, I promise you, but you have to have patience; now go!"
He was inclined to be obstinate, try a little wheedling. "Just one hug, Lu-Lu, please, I'm going berserk here, just one kiss, what do you say, come on...!"
I leaned over him, lips almost touching his, looking into his eyes, hand hovering over his crotch...and gave him a hard 'ginger-flick' across the tip of his erection outlined clearly through his jeans, making him jump up and cradle himself.
"OWW, Lu that really hurt, Lu, what the f...!" I cut him short, smiling sweetly. "Charlie, we agreed. If you want to fuck my best friend and me, you wait for it, you know it'll be worth it! Now go and read a book, 'cos it looks like little Charlie over there just lost interest! And keep your hands out of your pants!" He stalked out of the room, trying to look injured, when he knew full well that when he was fully on the colin he could chop logs with it.
I was in no better a state, but at least I didn't have an unruly erection to deal with, so I could afford to wait it out, outwardly calm, at least. Fortunately, I didn't have to wait too much longer; the phone rang, it was Lorna.
"Lu, just on the High Street now, picking up a few things, be with you 2-3 minutes. Forgot to ask, could you get Charlie to move all the mattresses off the beds and lay them side by side in one of the bedrooms – we're going to need a nicely padded playroom! That's all, see ya shortly, got a surprise as well, plus we'll slope off, have that little chat you mentioned earlier. Nice talking, go to go now, Kiss-Kiss!" She rang off.
I hadn't actually said a word, but that was Lorna, talking ten to the dozen. I went and found Charlie, sprawled on my bed, idly flicking through the satellite channels. His eyes lit up when I stepped in the room, more so when I told him Lorna would be arriving soon, and relayed her instructions. With the prospect of unloading at last finally looming large, he was more than happy to lug mattresses around and prepare our playroom, so I left him to it and went down to wait for Lorna.
Soon enough, the doorbell rang, and I opened it to see Lorna and a tall, well-built, handsome boy with glasses, grey eyes and softly golden hair. I hustled them in, and Lorna made the introductions. "Lu, this is my baby brother, Gerry. Gerry, meet Lucy, and that's Charlie over there. Both boys looked each other up and down, and grinned widely, breaking the ice nicely.
"Now that's everybody nice and friendly, let me explain" started Lorna. "Gerry's not going to be joining in, but he's dying to see what happens, so he's going to be leading the cheering section; don't let his boyish looks fool you, he's over 21, I'm not a complete pervert, you know!
"Charlie, this is all for you, so appropriate appreciation is expected, got it?" Charlie nodded, smiling as Gerry nodded as well, a big happy grin on his face.
"Good, now you boys be good, have a beer or something, big sisters have to talk a while. See you shortly." That said, Lorna pulled me upstairs, lugging a small suitcase into the spare bedroom, where she sat down on the bed frame, and motioned me to sit next to her.
"Right Lu, I know what this is about, and I've come up with a couple of scenarios that might work, and a couple that definitely won't, just so you know what the possible downsides are going to be, and give you food for thought." She ticked off of her fingers.
"One. You change your name, and marry Charlie under your new name. Won't work though, the registrar of marriages will need to see the change of name deed poll document to confirm you are who you say you are; outcome? Plan collapses, you go directly to jail do not pass go, do not collect £200, Charlie gets court-martialled, disaster all round.
"Two. You and I swap identities, I give you all my papers, you give me all yours, then I become you and marry Gerry, have babies, ditto you and Charlie, all happy ever after. Won't work. Unless you follow the 400 mile rule, too many people round here, in the district, not just the villages, know you as you, your business is in your name, your clients know who you are, and I doubt you want to restart your life in some god-forsaken hamlet in the Scottish Highlands, plan collapses, go to jail etcetera."
"Three. I marry Charlie, you marry Gerry, we sell-up our respective properties and buy one large house together, you can arrange that, it's your business after all, split it down the middle, suitably modified, of course. Charlie lives with you in your half, Gerry lives with me in mine, no-one's suspicions are raised, as I'll be Mrs. Manville, you'll be Mrs. Boscombe when visitors come calling, and, with just a tiny bit of luck, we both get to live with the man of our dreams, with no-one knowing what's really going on.
Your business is local to here, but it doesn't mean you have to live above the shop, as it were, so if you relocate your home 40-50 miles from here, no-one is ever going to be any the wiser."
"Getting married, now, that's problematic; probably not possible, but not a serious problem; if and when we have babies, we just register them under our existing surnames, their father will have the same surname as their mother on the their birth certificates, just no marriage certificates anywhere to raise awkward questions; after all, there's no requirement to notify the registrar when you register the baby's birth whether or not you're married to the baby's father, and with the surname of the father being the same as yours, the registrar's free to assume you are, you just don't tell him any different. All the registrar will need is some evidence you are who you say you are, passport and driver's license are sufficient. So you and I, we just let people in the new village we live in assume we're married to our boys, without ever confirming or denying anything; to add a little distance, we have our babies in a different county, when the babies are born, we each register them under the boys' names in that county, safer to use one of their middle names, they are still their legal names, after all, and with a bit of verbal sleight of hand, a little bit of Find the Lady, we should be able to pull this off!"
I sat for a few moments, thinking about what she'd said, trying to find any flaws in her logic. It was going to be tricky, need some fancy footwork, but it was possible. Maybe we could make this work! Then, a thought struck me; Charlie. How were we going to get him out of Afghanistan and harm's way? Lorna seemed quite chipper about it.
"Don't worry Lu, plans are afoot; my 'uncle' at the Joint Chiefs is taking me to dinner tomorrow, at a secluded country hotel, where I've led him to think he's going to play around in my pants; what's actually going to happen is illegal, immoral, twisted, and just plain wrong, but I think it will yank poor Charlie out of that place in jig-time, believe me. I'll say no more, the less you know, the less MI6 can get out of you if it goes tits-up!" she finished with a sly grin.
I listened to this wide-eyed, suddenly awash with love for Lorna for the risks she was prepared to take for my Charlie, and grabbed and kissed her full-on, tongues and all. Lorna responded no less eagerly, holding me close as we kissed and tasted each other, hands roaming over each other's bodies, touching, squeezing, rubbing, cupping.
At last we broke, Lorna grinning broadly at me. "I always knew you were a closet bi, Lu! Later, I promise you! Now, I know we were planning on playing a little dress-up, so here's something I think will fit you, make Charlie's eyes pop a little!" So saying, , she flipped open the case to reveal a mass of frilly, shiny and silky things, pulling out a red satin and fishnet stretch teddy, and a matching lace garter belt. Lorna picked out a black silk bustiere and matching black micro panties. Lorna helped me hook and button myself in, finding me a pair of sheer red stockings to top off the outfit, together with my red stilettos. Lorna looked fabulous in her shiny black ensemble, with sheer hold-up black stockings and black platform stilettos, the black contrasting wonderfully with her pale skin and bright golden hair, while my red outfit matched my strawberry blonde colouration. Once we were satisfied with the look, we went into the designated playroom to check all was ready. Once in there, we put some fresh sheets on the mattresses, dug out all the towels, pillows and cushions we could find, dimmed the lights and we were set. Next, we brushed out our hair, and decided on our next move. Lorna made it. I was still feeling a little odd, being effectively naked with another girl, somewhere I hadn't been since the gym showers in school, but Lorna moved behind me, sliding her hands over my breasts to play with my nipples through the material of the teddy, delicious friction on them. It felt so good, and as I turned my head she darted her head down to kiss me, squeezing my breasts even more, pulling on my nipples, making me gasp. Lorna moved her hand down to my tummy, her finger circling my navel, gently scratching at my tummy, making Goosebumps pop up all over me, making me shiver deliciously. Her hand progressed lower, brushing my pussy, then moving over it more firmly, pressing with all her fingertips as she kissed and nibbled my neck and shoulders, one finger finally sliding inside the teddy and parting my lips to gently rub and caress my clitoris, alternating with dipping into my cunt and back out again. The sensation was delicious, so different to when Charlie did it, Lorna doing to me what she obviously loved having doing to herself, knowing exactly where to rub, where to caress. I turned to face her, dropping down to my knees, Lorna following me down, and now it was my turn to slide my hand inside the sexy little panties, to rub and tease her pussy as we kissed gently, erotically, tongue-tips fencing as we tasted each other. Lorna's hand slipped round to cup and squeeze my buttock, her hand working away between my thighs, me returning the favour, feeling and pinching lightly at her taut buttock as I rubbed and frigged her. She pulled away, pulling me down to lie next to her, her head dipping to suck and gently bite my nipples through the material of the teddy as she smoothed her hands over me, popping the press-stud at my crotch to expose my pussy, rubbing and caressing, the pressure light enough to send a shiver through me, firm enough to set my nerve-endings tingling.
Lorna moved down from my breasts, kissing her way down my abdomen, her tongue-tip just teasing at the very front of my slit, above the hood of my engorged clitoris. She now moved between my thighs, slowly and gently kissing along my thigh, moving ever closer to my slit, until, at last, her tongue lapped at my labia, dipped into my pussy, licked and rubbed at my clitoris, lapping at my crotch, teasing my perineum, stabbing lightly at my anus, making me jump and quiver at the feather-light touches. I was moaning and gasping every time she touched my clitoris, and she must have realised I was near to climaxing, because she lapped me with her tongue in long strokes, from my anus to my clitoris, lightly rubbing at it while she slowly worked a finger into my anus, and then pumping it and out in time to the little stabbing licks at my clitoris. The barrage of sensation was finally too much for me, overloading me, and I climaxed in a series of sobbing gasps, shocks and tremors running through my body as she continued to stab at my clitoris with her tongue, finally surrendering to a bow-wave of sensation as she rammed her tongue into my arse as hard as she could, causing one last final tremor to roll through me, before collapsing, twitching and shuddering as my orgasm burned itself through me and died away.
"We have company, sweetie" murmured Lorna, lying next to me, nuzzling my neck, my ears, licking my lips, smoothing my hair away before kissing me long and deeply. I glanced up, and there were Charlie and Gerry leaning in the door way, smiling as they watched Lorna caress and kiss me.
"Charlie!" she smiled. "We were just warming up, come and join us!"
Charlie already had his shirt off; he dropped his jeans and pulled down his boxers to stand there, his excitement evident. Lorna's eyes sparkled. "Oh yes, I remember this bit!" she breathed, reaching up and taking his hand to pull him down to join us. He pulled Lorna up to her knees, holding her to him, kissing her long and hard, his hands roaming over her, renewing his sense-memory of her, sliding his hands into her panties, pushing them down over her thighs, squeezing and moulding her buttocks, running his hands up and along her flanks, cupping and squeezing her breasts protruding over the half-cups of the bustiere, and holding her away so he could dip down to lick and nibble her nipples. Lorna closed her eyes, her neck and cheeks flushing as the attention notched-up her arousal, Charlie returning to kiss her as he rubbed her pussy, then sliding a hand down her back to circle her anus with a finger, slowly sliding it in, her eyes opening wide as he pushed his finger in all the way, and pumped it as she groped and squeezed his cock.
Charlie turned Lorna to face me, and I shuffled up to her on my knees, kissing her hard, clamping my lips on her mouth, sliding my hands around her waist and down to her bottom, fondling and weighing the firm globes, and pulling them apart as he reared up behind her, his hands moving round to clasp her breasts, the nipples between his fingers. I felt his cock slide up into her bum cleft. Lorna's eyes widened and she hissed into my mouth as Charlie pushed his massive cock into her bum hole, one long, slow thrust. I dropped my hands from her bum, concentrating on playing with her pussy, rubbing and frigging her as we kissed, my free hand twirling and lightly rubbing the tips of her nipples, fencing my tongue with hers, tasting and probing her mouth as I probed her slit, gently rubbing and teasing her clitoris. Charlie began a slow pumping motion, sliding his cock in and out of her bum, me thrusting my hand against her, rubbing her cunt as Charlie pumped into her arse. Lorna pulled me in to kiss me back, hard, lips and tongue fluttering against mine as she slid one finger, then two, into my wet pussy, pumping me as I pumped her. Her other hand slid round to rub and tease my anus, making me gasp into her mouth, eyes opening wide as she slid her finger into my arse, both her hands now working at me as I pumped her cunt and squeezed her nipples. Neither of us could take this for long, Lorna and I began to whimper in time to our three-way thrusting, her moans and gasps becoming more pronounced, her breathing getting faster, synchronised with mine, until, with a series of louder and louder groans, culminating in a shattering scream, Lorna climaxed, her pussy fluttering against my hand, her hands pistoning into me, setting off my own orgasm, screaming in release as Lorna shuddered against me, her hands still buried in my arse and pussy. Eventually she slumped against me, kissing me as we both climbed down, both rocking in time to Charlie pistoning his cock into her backside, until "Oooh Fuck....OOHHH Fuck, OOOHHH YEESS, YES, YES, OH GOD, YESS....!" he came, Lorna gasping as he shot his spunk inside her arse, making her orgasm again, sobbing with the intensity of it.
We all collapsed in a heap, Charlie still embedded in Lorna, still rock hard, still twitching, making her murmur in the aftershock of such a volcanic orgasm, almost comatose with adrenaline reaction. I was no less dazed by what we'd done, tails of orgasm still chasing and thrilling though me. Eventually I thought to look around, and Gerry, moving from his perch on the bed frame, handed me a towel with a big, sweet grin, and sat back down, obviously waiting for act two, although I did notice a sizeable bulge in the front of his jeans.
At last Lorna moved, making to disengage from Charlie, and I handed her the towel, she placing it as Charlie's cock popped out of her, sperm absolutely gushing out of her to puddle on the towel. I helped her wipe off and clean up, then she leaned over and kissed Charlie soundly, whispering "Thank you, Charlie-my-darling; you're still my baby-boy, too!"
At my quizzical look she explained; Charlie had been a virgin when she got to him, she'd popped his cherry, the first virgin boy she'd ever had, which was why she still had such an enduring soft spot for him. I was just glad she loved my brother so much, she'd certainly taken care and paid attention to detail when it came to softening him up for me!
"Looks like keeping him caged up today did the trick eh?" I grinned at Lorna, indicating the spunk-soaked towel, and she grinned back. "Absolutely, sweetie, I've never felt him come so hard before, it felt like a grenade going off inside me, he must really be into this! Oh, Gerry, darling, you don't mind that we...you know, do you, really?" she added anxiously, looking at her brother up on his vantage point, and getting a big cheeky grin and a double thumbs-up, making her visibly relax.
"Lor, looks like you've got it bad for him, you were actually seeking his approval!" I murmured, and she flashed back her old, sly grin. "Lu, I think you're right; he's the strong, silent type, I could do worse for the father of my children, you know!"
By this time, Charlie was showing signs of recovery, grinning like a Cheshire cat, one of his adolescent fantasises ticked off the list. I leaned over him, kissed him softly, lovingly, and whispered "My turn!"His eyes flickered like a cat's, his cock stirring as his need for me asserted itself. He pulled me down to him, kissing me, his hands roaming over my body, pulling me close by my buttocks, pulling them apart and sliding his finger into my arse and wriggling it, making me gasp and giggle. He pulled me up and looked into my eyes, his eyes like two green coals, smouldering and sexy, and licked the tip of my nose, something he knows I find irresistibly sexy when he does it, one of the gestures by which he communicates his love for me.



"Lu-Lu," he whispered to me, "are you sure you're OK with this, you know, Lorna and me...just now, all the rest of this, because if you are feeling uncomfortable now, now that we've kicked-off, I have no problem, none in the world, with calling time-out right now, I want you to know that. I know you set this up for me, but I won't go on if it's going to affect us even a little bit; I don't want to hurt you, I love you, Blondie!"
My heart melted for him that even in the midst of playing out his most fevered adolescent sexual fantasy; all he wanted was for me to call a halt, so that it wouldn't hurt me!
I nibbled his chin, licked his lips and said "If you think I'm going to pass-up a chance to get my mouth around Lorna's fanny, you've got another think coming!" So saying, I grabbed his cock, squeezed it hard and pumped it a couple of times, just to make sure it was at full stretch, he was going to need it. He grinned, licked the tip of my nose again, saying, "What are we waiting for, I'm going to fuck you while you fuck her, OK?" and got my biggest cat-grin in return!
Lorna had been an interested bystander during this byplay, now she slid herself closer, kissing me as I pushed her gently down onto her back, licking and sucking her nipples while she gently rubbed and teased my pussy, dipping her finger in and out, lubricating it as she lightly rubbed and touched my clitoris, making my pussy quiver and chime in time to her motions. Now Lorna was on her back, kicking of the panties Charlie had pulled down, so I straddled her, dipping down to kiss and lightly lick her pussy, enjoying the scent of her arousal, my own arousal rising as Lorna licked and lapped at me, teasing me and sending little tremors through me as I felt the same in her. I sensed Charlie moving behind me, his hands rubbing and sliding down my back, squeezing and clenching my buttocks as were Lorna's, his finger finding its way into my anus, making me gasp and lick harder and more urgently at Lorna, her answering gasp hot on my engorged pussy. I wrapped my hands around her buttocks, sliding my hands into her arse-crack, one finger teasing and prodding her anus, her thighs trembling in response, and then sliding it in, her sigh a long slow thrilling hot breath on my pussy. Charlie shuffled forward, taking my hips, his cock prodding at me, my pussy open and ready for him. He slid in slowly, making me gasp as I stretched to accommodate him. Lorna moaned as my gasps blew hot across her pussy, and then he was fully in and began pumping slowly, giving me time to enjoy the sensations I was receiving from so many different stimuli at once. The sensation of being simultaneously fucked and eaten was truly the most erotic I had every experienced, my nerve endings tingling as every touch, every breath, every sound added a fresh erotic charge, sending me on an unimaginable high, my body clamouring for release, my mind whirling with the sensations and feelings.
Lorna began to whimper as I ate her, calling out "Gerry....baby....Gerry....please...now...!" and suddenly, there was a blonde-haired god of a man in front of me, body corded and rippling with muscle, lifting me up to kiss me gently, hold me upright. He shuffled forward on his knees to lift Lorna's hips and slide his large, thick cock, shorter than Charlie's, but thicker, into her, making her hiss and groan as he slid slowly, inexorably into her. Charlie's hands slid around me to clasp my breasts and hold me upright. Gerry's hands holding my face as we kissed, tongues exploring each other's mouths, Lorna still licking and sucking at me as Gerry rammed his thick, solid cock into her. The end came suddenly, for all of us, as over-stimulated bodies and senses gave in to the need for release, overwhelmed by the sensual, erotic, primitive sexual charge pervading the room. My orgasm flared bright through me, setting off Charlie as my pussy muscles clamping down on him, his cock jetting his spunk into me, as he groaned out loud. Lorna screamed as she came, counterpointed by Gerry's hissing groan of release as he climaxed, his body stiffening as his muscles rippled and writhed in the extremity of his orgasm, to lean forward and rest against me as I rested against him, Charlie leaning back as he sucked in great gasping breaths, to finally withdraw from me, spunk dripping out of me onto Lorna's face and neck.
We all collapsed in a heap of entwined limbs and torso's, sweaty, semen-soaked, tired, fulfilled, to drop into deep, relaxed sleep, appetite and hunger finally satisfied.
I woke up several hours later, my motion waking Lorna, who leant up and smiled at me.
"So, sweetie, how did you like your first multi-fuck!" she murmured, reaching out to stroke my face.
I grinned, beckoning her closer to show her the boys. During our slumber, they had managed to end-up lying lie side-by-side, naked, curled up for all the world like two little boys who'd climbed into bed together to escape the monsters, their faces in repose young and sweet, the faces of the boys they had so recently been. I felt a huge rush of love and pride in my baby brother, and I knew Lorna was thinking the same thing, her love for Gerry glowing in her cornflower eyes. She looked at me, her eyes shining, and whispered "Lu, if you've got a camera, get it now; this is the perfect blackmail shot!" a big grin on her face, and I knew she was just being Lorna, her eyes still locked on her brother as he slept. "He's beautiful, isn't he?" she grinned at me, and I could only agree; we'd hit the jackpot with our boys, the two most beautiful men I'd ever seen in one place, let alone in my bedroom!
We were still (mostly) wearing our play-suits, so we helped each other strip of and get comfortable. "Shower-time, Lu, we both need it, and who knows, you may get lucky!" grinned Lorna, grabbing a couple of fresh towels and heading off to my bathroom, turning all the spray-heads on, to give us a multi-directional needle shower, just what the doctor ordered! We were both in a world of our own, lapping-up the luxury of a hot 360 degree shower, when the doors slid back and there stood the boys, clearly hoping to find us 'in flagrante', disappointed that we weren't. Charlie turned, grinned at Gerry and slapped his hand. "OK, that's a pint you owe me!" At my quizzical look, Gerry said "I bet Charlie a pint I'd find you two with your tongues in each other's fannies again; I know Lorna only too well!"
Lorna giggled. "You two should have waited five more minutes; I was going to wash Lu down with a tongue-bath. Now you'll never know! Why don't you boys climb in, there's plenty of room, and to be honest, you could do with it!"
Charlie obliged, stepping in and hustling me back so he could kiss me long and deep, and I could see Gerry doing the same to Lorna, her hand pumping away at his groin. My own brother's cock was prodding me in the chin by now, so, with a final nibble of his tongue, I turned around and stuck out my bum, hissing through my teeth as he slid what felt like a cannon barrel into my pussy, holding on to my tits, rubbing and squeezing my nipples, one hand slipping down to rub and caress my pussy. His rhythmic thrusting, counterpointed by his gentle frigging of my clitoris, and his lips and teeth on my neck, my shoulders, my ears soon had me in a daze, my arousal peaking as he pumped away, hand and cock bringing me to the brink, and then crashing over it, my drawn out scream of release echoed by Charlie as he pumped me full of spunk again, holding me up, else I would have fallen to my knees. The sinewy pulsations of his cock throbbing inside me kept on and on, as he emptied into me, extending my orgasm, the tremors only gradually dying away as he finally stopped pulsating, balls drained for the moment, my goal of getting him to fill me to the top achieved.
I turned and pulled my little brother close, kissing him with all the love and conviction I had, reminding him that he was mine, and I was his, and this evening was a special present for him, because I loved him and I wanted all his dreams to come true.
Eventually, the real world came back into focus, my realisation that there was more in the world than Charlie, and he grinned at me, and indicated with his head that I should look over at Lorna at the other end of the shower room. All I could see was Gerry's back, his solid muscular buttocks flexing as he hammered himself into Lorna, and her legs on either side of him convulsing as he fucked her rigid, Lorna making "Ohh...Ooooh...Ooooh...!" sounds as she got nearer to seeing God. Presently his buttocks tightened, and he threw his head back, an inarticulate groan coming from him, followed by Lorna as she moaned out her release, legs quivering as her orgasm claimed her, Gerry gradually relaxing as the flare died down, all the muscles in his amazing physique rippling and gleaming in the spray from the shower heads, until Lorna's hand came up behind his neck to pull him close, and he kissed her as they came back from their own place.
Charlie withdrew from me, the spunk pouring out of me, helping me to wash and soap myself again, turning me under the spray, kissing my nipples, running his hands over my breasts, belly, flanks, cupping and rolling my buttocks, licking my face, lips, nose, eyelids, maintaining and renewing contact, reassuring me that, in spite of what we had done this night, it was only play, there was still always and only us, he and I.
After we had dried off, the boys got dressed and put the beds back together while Lorna and I dried our hair, did our faces, and got dressed. Charlie and I were taking Lorna and Gerry out for dinner as a thank-you, and also so we could, relax, recap, and do a little plotting. Lorna still wouldn't tell me what the plan was for the following evening with her 'uncle stroke family friend', insisting that the less I know, the better for all. As she put it, "The Americans have such a delightful phrase to cover these situations, Lu, darling, it's called 'plausible deniability' and that's what I want you and Charlie to have. Now stop worrying; if it all goes to plan, and there's no reason to believe it won't, and every reason to believe it will, darling Charlie-boy will never see the inside of the transport back to that awful place next month. So just enjoy the evening, sweetie, tomorrow I am going to have such fun, Charlie will be off the hook, permanently, and that dreadful man will spend the rest of his dreary life walking on eggs!"
The meal was great, Lorna and Gerry were extremely good company, like a comedy double act, Lorna loud and outrageous, Gerry soft-spoken and witty, perfectly complementing each other. The main subject of discussion was the evening's activities, a complete post-mortem, with Lorna reminding Gerry to take notes, next time he'd be in the happy-chair, and Gerry and Charlie swapping school stories, discovering acquaintances in common in the public-school system, and drawing Charlie out on some of his experiences in Camp Bastion, although to hear him say it, you'd think it was long days drilling, cleaning kit and watching TV, and nights listening to some of the troopers trying desperately to wank in silence, because, soldiers being soldiers, if they were discovered by their bunk-mates, they'd be paraded around and put on the soggy-biscuit list, a fairly modern infantry custom too disgusting to describe here, although when Charlie did describe it to Gerry and Lorna, we fell about in horrified laughter. "You see, Lu-Lu, that's why I avoided knocking one out off the wrist, because I couldn't lead a patrol team knowing I was on the biscuit list!" grinned Charlie, and I could only agree. Gerry commented that he had never been so glad to be a Computer Science Graduate, because there had been a time he had seriously contemplated joining REME, the Royal Engineers. Lorna leaned over to him, her hand under the table, and told him sweetly "Darling, if you had done that, I would have shoved my hand down your throat and pulled your underpants up your arse from the inside! You're a computer genius, be happy with that, finish your Masters, and don't you leave my sight, got it?" As she said this, his grin became fixed, his eyes got a glazed, faraway look, and a vein pulsed in his throat, eyes only coming back into focus when Lorna put her hand back on the table, smiling gently.
Lorna was very congratulatory about my willingness to throw myself into the girl-on-girl scene, and I had to confess that, until the previous day, I'd never considered it, but I was happy I did, it had been an amazing experience. However, my first love was always going to be riding the pole, specifically Charlie's pole!
"For an amateur, you did fab, Lu, I've never been eaten-out better, not since Zoe Huxley on the ski trip final year; fuck, she was amazing!" grinned Lorna. I was stunned; Zoe Huxley was the quietest, shyest girl in the whole school, a pretty little mouse of a thing! Only someone as completely amoral as Lorna could have pulled off that seduction, and I applauded her for it! Lorna insisted on launching into the whole seduction story, making me feel horny, a definite need to get some relief soon bubbling in my pussy, and I could tell the boys were feeling the need too!
After a long and happy evening, I drove us back; I was the designated driver, so Charlie could collect his pint from Gerry, and the two of them had had a great time discussing the best pint in Oxfordshire, the best pubs, which barmaids had the biggest knockers, rugby Sevens, Test cricket and the Ashes, cars, Charlie's favourite firearm; typical man-in-pub talk.
We got back home and sat around going over the day, and Lorna and I had a little talk about Charlie. I impressed on her how Charlie must never find out what we were going to do, and discovering that Gerry was in on it; in fact, he was central to it, as was the owner of the hotel where this assignation was taking place. I looked intrigued, so Lorna elucidated.
"Darling, I needed somewhere off the beaten track, and this place is ideal; the owner is helping out because I took the liberty of reminding him, married man that he is, of a few...incidents, shall we say, that he would rather forget ever happened, and I promised him that once this was over, he'd never hear from me again!"
I was horrified, laughing anyway, in spite of myself. "Lorna Boscombe, you are a disgusting, amoral slut!" I laughed.
"Yes dear" she grinned, "I know, but I do have so much more fun than you!"
Back in our room, Charlie and I lay back and cuddled, drifting away, he looking the most relaxed since he'd come home, completely at ease for the first time. I reminded him that he'd only been home a couple of days, we had another four weeks to fill up, so what did he want to do?
He looked at me, kissed and licked the end of my nose, saying "If it's all the same to you, Lu-Lu, I just want to slob around for a while. The whole routine at the Bastion is a little restrictive, so I want to spend my time here feeling you up and slobbing-out, is that a problem?"
I assured him that it wasn't, especially the feeling-up bit, happy that he'd dropped into relax-mode so quickly, looking forward to four weeks of fun with my dashing boy-soldier!
I woke late, suddenly. Charlie was awake, and I looked at him enquiringly, about to ask him what was wrong, but he grinned and put his finger to his lips, pointing to the door with his chin, smiling. Now I could hear it, a rhythmic, soft "ooof....ooof....ooof...!" from the other room. He grinned at me, and softly got out of bed, padding over to the door. When he opened the door, the sounds got louder and more distinct, and he beckoned me over. When we crept out to the corridor, the sounds from the other bedroom were much more distinct, as was the sound of the bed creaking. Charlie grinned broadly and pulled me to the open bedroom door. There on the bed, Lorna was on all fours, eyes closed, mouth hanging open, oblivious to the world, Gerry kneeling behind her and ramming his cock into her; from where I was standing, I could clearly see his thick cock pounding her arsehole, his sculpted buttocks flexing as he jammed himself into her again and again. I was fascinated, and so turned on; so that's what it looked like when Charlie stuffed his cock into my bum! Charlie slid his hand down my back, never taking his eyes off the scene in front of us, rubbing my rump as his hand slid down further, sliding into my bum cleft, one finger slowly circling and rubbing gently at my anus. I in turn slid my hand down to fondle his rapidly erecting cock, sliding the foreskin back and forth until his cock was fully erect, the head crowning through, red and swollen. I slid to my knees, licking that massive cock, never taking my eyes off the couple making love on the bed, rubbing the head of Charlie's penis with my tongue, savouring the taste of him as I bobbed my head up and down on it, taking as much into my mouth as I could. I could feel my pussy twitching and seeping fluid, my clitoris beginning to rise in response to my arousal, Charlie holding my head lightly as we watched the lovers pound and thrust at each other.
I took his cock from my mouth, Charlie helping me to rise, eyes still glued to Lorna and Gerry, watching avidly as Gerry pounded his cock into her arsehole, turning me round and bending me forward, me supporting myself on the doorframe as he held tightly to my hips and thrust forward. His cock slid easily into my willing anus, I was so aroused by the scene unfolding before us, the realisation that they were oblivious to us making it so much more erotic. My eyes were riveted to the bed as Charlie began a slow pumping, sliding his cock in and out of me, slowly increasing his pace until we were in sync with Gerry's thrusts into Lorna, the whole situation whirling around in my head as I dissolved into a sexual high unlike any I had ever experienced. The end, when it came, was explosive, my whole body humming with sexual energy as my orgasm flared brighter and brighter in and through me, blurring my vision, hearing only a high, melodic tone in my head as I peaked like never before, Charlie panting softly as he came explosively inside me, the heat of his body bathing my insides as he pumped his seed into me again. On the bed, Gerry and Lorna reached their climax, Lorna screaming out loud as she came, Gerry groaning as his body froze in place, muscle tremors rippling across him, betraying the rigour of his orgasm, his neck muscles corded and straining. Lorna collapsed on the bed, and opened her eyes, smiling across at me as I sobbed breathlessly, still in the throes of my gigantic orgasm, only Charlie's arm around my waist preventing me from falling to my knees. Gerry had slumped over Lorna, his forehead on her back, sobbing for breath, hands on the bed either side of her, keeping his weight off her, and Lorna reached back to run her hand lovingly down his arm, calming him. She tossed me a towel, grinning and winking as she touched her finger to her lips and glanced at Gerry, who still hadn't seen us. I leaned down, picked up the towel, and placed it under me as Charlie withdrew, catching the spunk runoff as his cock popped out of me. I smiled back at Lorna, and shushed Charlie out of the doorway, silently padding back to our room to collapse on the bed, truly exhausted.
We awoke together, Charlie's arms around me, my head in the angle of his throat, my bum lovely and warm as he spooned me, his heartbeat strong and regular against me. I knew he was awake, as he knew I was, and his lips brushed my ear and the top of my head as he kissed me good morning.
I turned to him so I could hug him, he straightening out so I could pull myself against him, kissing him properly, smoothing my hands over his face and hair, touching him because he felt so good and vibrant. He licked my nose and grinned, and kissed me back, eyes bright and sparkling in the morning sunshine.



A thought occurred to me, and I asked him something I had meant to ask him several times, but had kept being sidetracked by his hands and lips and hard muscular body.
"Charlie," I began, "just when did you first know that it was me you wanted, really wanted, I mean, not just wanted to ogle or touch me up?"
He looked far away for a second, and then grinned broadly. "Since I was fourteen, more or less, does that answer your question?"
"No, Charlie, tell me more, what was it that set this off, please."
He started to talk, holding me close, and rubbing his hands gently over my back and thighs as he did so.
"When you first came and saw me at Wellington, you were sixteen, very pretty, long hair, those lovely bits of yours all nicely there, and nearly all my year were like 'Phwoaarr, she's a sort, Charlie, you lucky fucker!' and that started me thinking, and I knew they were right; you were a sort, prime hottie, and after that I kept getting questions like "So Charlie, you fucked your sister yet, and if you're not going to, can I?" And I knew then that I wanted you. Every time you came down to see me, whether or not Lorna was with you, all I could think of was what you'd look like naked, and getting my hands in your knickers or round your tits, sucking your arse, or licking your pussy, and how much I wanted to fuck you, and when you left I'd wank myself raw for a week after, end up with balls like a bag of walnuts and my knob feeling like it was deep-fried. You were on my mind constantly, and not just the sex stuff; I wanted to see you smile, kiss me properly, you know, all romantic and...." he trailed off, looking embarrassed, but I nipped his lip to encourage him to go on, continue with his story.
"Really, from then, I knew you were the only girl for me; I think that's when I fell in love with you, and I've never changed how I feel, nor would I want to. After dad died, I knew that you'd need me one day, and I thought that perhaps we might have a chance, that you might consider me, even when you were so mad at me. I had all these weird dreams about coming home one day and you'd just run up and kiss me like a proper girlfriend, and then it would all dissolve into, you know....sex dream stuff, and I'd wake up and it wasn't real, and you weren't there. I'd just about decided to bunk off, come home and try it on with you when Lorna showed up and...uh, showed me the secret garden, if you know what I mean!
"The rest is history, you know how it goes from here, although I will say, if you hadn't come across, I don't know if I could have made work it with Lorna, much as I love her. She's beautiful, brilliant, sexy as all hell, a complete freak in bed, she's almost you, but she's not you, and I wouldn't have done that to her. I couldn't have tried to make it work with her because she'd have always known she was my second choice, and she's too fine a person to treat like that. If there were no you, Lorna would be the standard by which I would measure a girl, I know I would have made a serious beeline for her, but now I can't see her for you, and I wouldn't ever step over to her and away from you. Luckily she knows that. She loves you as much as I do, and she wouldn't stand for that anyway. Lorna's a man-eater, not a man-stealer. She's the only other person on this entire planet I trust. You and I will probably play a lot with Lorna and Gerry, but I would never play away with her, and she wouldn't dream of asking, nor tolerate it if I did – not that I would; I've got my dream girl. Does that answer your question?" he finished with a grin.
I looked at him in awe. I had forgotten, with all the relentless fucking and athletic shagging over the last couple of days, that behind the horny soldier persona was an articulate, ferociously intelligent young man, now, sadly, old beyond his years, and I loved him for being so frank and forthcoming. We'd agreed no secrets, and he knew I had none from him, and his opening his heart like this gave me a whole new perspective on him, yet another aspect of him to love.
Now he wrapped his arms around me and rolled onto his back, rolling me onto his chest, kissing me, nipping the end of my nose, making me giggle. I looked up, and Lorna was standing in the doorway, naked, and I wondered how much she'd heard of what Charlie had said about her. She gave me that Lorna grin, that only she can do, cheeky, sexy, wicked and sly all in one, and walked into the bedroom to sit on the bed. Charlie looked up, grinned at her, and patted the bed next to him, and Lorna slid up next to him, draped her arm around my neck, kissed me deeply, seriously, making little thrills run around inside me.
Eventually, Lorna let go, smiled and tipped my lip with her forefinger. "God, you're hot, I want to suck your pussy again, now!" she giggled, "pity we have things to do. Breakfast first, then I have something to do this evening, so preparations to make, things to buy, and places to be!" She gave me a meaningful look, and I knew she was reminding me about what whatever this mysterious scheme was. "Charlie, darling, do me a favour; my case is outside, take it downstairs for me, Gerry's out cold; I worked him hard last night!" with a wicked grin.
As soon as Charlie had gone, Lorna hissed "Quick Lu, Charlie's Orders, I need them so I have all the facts right tonight. I'll drop them back tomorrow or day after. NOW, Lu, he'll be back in a minute!"I rummaged through Charlie's bag, and found the buff envelope with the MoD crest on it, handed it to Lorna, and was back in bed by the time Charlie came back.
"I looked in on Gerry, he's almost comatose, barely breathing, you've humped him almost to oblivion, Lor!" he grinned, "I remember the feeling so well!" with a happy, nostalgic smile on his face, dirty little bugger!
He bounded back onto the bed, between Lorna and I, put his arms around both of us, and kissed us both on the cheek. "There, that's a good morning kiss for the only women in my life, long may they reign supreme! Now, Lor, if you'll excuse us, I have something I'd like to put to Lucy, and it may involve a certain amount of to-ing and fro-ing, so if you'll excuse us...? "
Lorna looked haughtily at him. "Charles Manville, I have seen you do things to me with your body that would make a Chinese acrobat gasp in envy, and have had you stick things in me from all angles in the most unlikely places, save perhaps upside down in a chandelier. If you want privacy to hump Lucy, ask for it, but I'm still not going anywhere, I came in for breakfast, one way or another I'm getting some, are we clear, young man?"
He smiled. "On your head be it, and anywhere else it lands. I just feel sorry for Gerry that's all!
"Why?" asked Lorna, grinning.
Charlie grinned back. "Today, he's a healthy, strapping 22-year old. This time next year he'll be 97 and nearly dead, and you'll be searching for your next victim!"
"You say the sweetest things, soldier-boy!" smiled Lorna, smiling and crooking a finger at me.
I was curious to see what Lorna was going to do, and I didn't have long to wait. She pulled me into her, kissing me while her hands squeezed and probed my arse, pulling my buttocks apart to expose my hole, sliding her finger in and slipping the other hand down between us to tip and tease my pussy. I lay back, Lorna over me as she kissed me and frigged my pussy, sitting up and reversing her position so she was able to lick and kiss my slit. She threw her leg over me, straddling me and shuffling back, leaning down to go back down on me, presenting her pussy to me. I grabbed her hips and pulled her fanny into me, sliding my tongue up and down her slippery pussy, lapping her juices as she lapped mine, slipping my tongue-tip into her anus as she lapped at my own rosebud, watching her anus jump and start when I blew on it, and poking my tongue into her pussy, parting her lips to lick inside her, reaming her out as she reamed me. Lorna found my clitoris and licked it gently, making me shiver, and I returned the favour, making her own pussy wink and flutter at me. I licked and tongued and kissed for all I as worth, returning everything Lorna did to me, feeling myself flushing as my orgasm approached, Lorna sensing it and slowing down , teasing me without tormenting me.
I licked and lubricated her arse again, catching Charlie's eye and indicating her with my eyes. He grinned, and shuffled over my face, his cock arching out as he moved into place, and then slowly slid it into her arsehole, making Lorna groan into my pussy, the vibration nearly tipping me over the edge. Charlie's big balls were right over my face, and I was fascinated watching him pump into Lorna as I ate her and she ate me right back, timing my tongue thrusts with the pumping of his cock. We stayed like this for a while, all of us enjoying our own sensations, my muff getting the same treatment I was giving Lorna's, and Charlie beating his cock in and out, pistoning into her. At last, I couldn't hold back any longer, and my orgasm blew into me, making me groan out loud as I came, burying my face in Lorna, and then lifting up to suck one of Charlie's balls into my mouth, squeezing it gently with my tongue, making him groan out load, and I watched, fascinated, as his cock pulsed and pulsed again, ejaculating into Lorna's arse, setting her orgasm off, making her groan into my pussy, triggering my climax anew.
Lorna collapsed on me, head resting on my thighs as I slumped back, Charlie still emptying himself, to finally stop, head down, blowing and gasping, preparing to withdraw. I slid forward a little; I wanted to see this! He slid out of her, his cock still rigid, and a great wad of spunk spurted out of her arse to drip onto my neck and chest, running down between my breasts and pooling on my midriff.
I looked up , and there was Gerry, grinning broadly as he handed me a towel, watching as I mopped off, and then wiping the last of the runoff from Lorna, before kissing her. He was sporting an impressive erection, and Lorna was, for the moment, hors de combat, so I slid off the bed, taking him by the hand, leading him back to the other bedroom, Charlie winking at me as I left. I knew what I'd promised Charlie, but I felt this was a special occasion, so felt no guilt, and a certain amount of anticipation at the thought of what I could do with this handsome boy.
As we walked in the door, two hands slipped around me to cup and squeeze by tits, my nipples tingling as they popped out again, Gerry rolling them between his fingers, weighing and holding my breasts, and pulling me into him to rest his cock between my buttocks, kissing and nibbling my neck and shoulder. One hand slipped down to gently tease and rub my pussy, a finger slipping in and making me gasp, rubbing and tickling my clitoris. My pussy was still engorged from Lorna's working on me, and Gerry could feel my juices still seeping out of me, smell my arousal, hear my moans and gasps as he worked on me. I wanted to feel that truncheon of a cock of his, and reached behind me to grab it and pump, making him gasp and dig his finger further into my pussy. I moved towards the bed, Gerry right behind me, and lay down, pulling him to me to lie next to me, kissing and nibbling my lips, fondling and squeezing my breasts, my arse, slipping a finger into my anus, pushing me over onto my back and rising over me to slide his cock between my breasts, me pushing them together as he slid back and forth, sawing his cock in my cleavage, then moving closer, to let me suck on his lovely thick cock. It was thicker than Charlie's although not as long, and I could barely get it into my mouth, licking and sucking the hot purple head as he knelt above me, eyes closed as I fellated him.
Eventually he'd had enough, and moved down, to kiss me as he moved between my thighs, pulling me to him as I positioned him, then pushing forward slowly, me controlling his penetration as I adjusted to his girth. He slowly slid into my pussy, me gasping and blowing as I felt this fat cock slide deeper into me, then he began pumping, long slow strokes, making my head whirl with the sensations billowing out of my pussy as this beautiful blonde boy jammed his thick cock into me!
I was in a world of my own, a world of sensation as I pumped back at him, meeting his strokes, speeding up as my orgasm approached, he pumping faster, building the approaching climax even higher. When I came, it was like a thunderclap going off inside me, and I screamed with the release, shuddering on the end of his lovely cock, clamping down on him and making him groan as he came inside me, flooding me with his spunk, jet after jet, hot and sensational as it poured into me.
Gerry slumped down next to me, pulling me to him as he rolled over, kissing me as he fondled and squeezed me, head dipping down to suck and gently bite my nipples, sending new tremors chasing through me. He pulled me close one last time, kissed me soundly, murmuring "Thank you, Lucy!", grinning and pinching my bum before falling back, chest rising and falling rapidly with his exertion. At last I recovered enough to look up, to see Charlie and Lorna grinning at us, and Lorna came to sit on my side of the bed, leaning down to kiss me and lick my tongue, and twinkle at me. "I told you he was fucking good!"
Now I needed a shower, and breakfast, in that order, so, giving Gerry one last kiss to thank him, I slid off the bed on wobbly legs and wandered into my bathroom, Lorna on my heels with towels, looking at the boys to see if they felt like joining us. They did, so we had one big gang-shower, then got dressed and headed off to make some breakfast. I held Lorna back, letting the boys go first, and reminded her. "Lor, Charlie must never find out about this, OK? You know how he is, if he thought something dishonourable or underhanded went on, he's liable to turn himself in, so carefully, yes?"
Lorna looked at me like I was simple. "Of course, Lu, the whole plan is designed to make him indispensible here, forever. He's done two years solid combat patrols, no breaks, no proper leave, always on alert status, one patrol after another, no respite, just constant danger. They've worked miracles while being under-manned, under-equipped, over-extended, and I think he's done enough for Queen and Country, more than he should have had to. You and I both know he'd never leave the army of his own accord, so I devised this nasty little scheme to get him stationed here or Gibraltar, or even the Falklands, anywhere but there, in a training post or some other non-combatant role, away from the nastiness and the death, away from that stupid, wasteful fucking war. I wish to God I could get all the boys like him who are out there sent somewhere they won't die for taking the Queen's Shilling, but I can only do this for him, so don't worry, I'll be careful!"
I looked at her in surprise, unaware she'd felt like that, but satisfied she knew what she was doing. While the boys chatted about boy stuff (cars, girls, beer, tits, the usual) Lorna and I did a fry-up, and we all sat down to stoke up after the energy drain we'd put ourselves through When we'd finished, Charlie and I did the washing up while Lor and Gerry got their stuff together. While I was busy putting plates away, Charlie grabbed me and kissed me, slipping a hand up my skirt to rub my pussy. "Do you know how hot you look when you're getting fucked!" he grinned at me, and I looked sharply at him, but saw only approval there. "Charlie, I know what I promised," I began, but he shut me up with a kiss. "It's OK, really, it was the least you could do for them, and besides, Gerry confessed he'd like to get his hands on your tits at some point, and as I'd just shagged his girl, it was only fair he shagged mine! Besides, I think we're going to be doing a fair amount of this going forward, so I think jealousy would be a little inappropriate, don't you!? If you go off behind my back though, well....!"
I hugged him, grinding against him a little, just to feel his cock stir. "I love you, Charlie, did you know that?"
"You'd better, Lu-Lu, if you're going to start making babies with me!" he grinned back, pulling me in for another kiss, hands sliding up my skirt to slip inside my panties.
"Hello, you two, are you putting on another show? Because Gerry and I have to be away soon, so get on with it, or give it a rest!" laughed Lorna, standing in the kitchen doorway.
"Charlie, It's been wonderful seeing you again, love you so much, and I will definitely see you soon; Gerry tells me you two are going in search of the perfect pint next week, so if not before, I'll see you then! Lu, all being well, I'll let you know tonight, or first thing in the morning!"
We saw them off, hugs all round, Charlie and Gerry slapping palms and waving each other off, and returned indoors to sit and take stock.
"Well, Lu, this has been a fucking marvellous leave so far, and it's only been three days; I definitely think I need to pace myself!" laughed Charlie, pulling me onto his lap for a quick kiss and grope, and collapsing back into the couch with a contented sigh, rubbing my hair as he absently nuzzled my boobs and felt my thighs, while I sat on him, perfectly happy and content, although still slightly apprehensive about Lorna's scheme. Well, Id know tomorrow for definite, so the time to worry was not now, all I wanted to do was make my man happy, and the rest would take care of itself.
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I was playing outside, pestering the frogs and newts in the little pond at the end of the garden, when I heard Gran calling me. As it usually meant I was in trouble, or she wanted me to do something, I burrowed further down into the long grass; frogs and newts are more interesting to 8-year old boys than chores, or a telling off; besides, I had almost captured a beaut of a frog to show off in school the next day.
"Harry! Haaarrryyy! She shouted from the doorway, "I can see you, come here, now, your fathers' on the 'phone! Hurry up!"
Dad. That was a different thing, a call all the way from Hong Kong! I jumped up, running back to her, to grab the handset from her and blurt out "Dad! Are you coming home soon?!" His voice was clear but far away, not as loud as I hoped, but I could still hear him clearly.
"Harry-Boy, I'll be home in a few months, late summer, once the handover goes ahead; in the meantime I've got to make sure my replacement is up to speed, and that all we've removed all the government paperwork. So, I'll see you in July, son!"
I was over the moon, Dad was coming home! To be honest, I hardly knew him, but his infrequent visits to England always meant a great time for me; we'd go anywhere I wanted, he'd spend hours with me poring over my Airfix plane kits, helping me glue, paint and string them up, and try to play Super Mario against me on my old Nintendo. I lived with my grand-parents in deepest Staffordshire; Dad lived and worked in Hong Kong. My mother had died when I was born, so Gran was my mum as far as I was concerned.
I gave the 'phone back to Gran, grinning madly, and went running to tell Grandpa, Dad was coming home!
For the next few weeks, I was wound tight, counting down the days to his arrival. Grandpa told me that Dad would be leaving within a few days of the handover, whatever that was, and so we watched the ceremony on July 1st, 1997, trying to spot dad among all the officials. When it was done, Grandpa sighed, causing me to look quizzically at him.
"That's it, Harry, it's all over now, no more Hong Kong the way I remember it..." he sighed.
I asked him what he meant, and he told me some of his war stories, about the battle of Hong Kong, and something called 'Black Christmas', and his life as a prisoner, in a camp in Burma; old news.
Grandpa was concerned about how dad would fit in here; he was born and bred in Hong Kong, schooled in England, but had worked in the Hong Kong Police all his life. He spoke Cantonese, Mandarin and Hokkien fluently, and was completely at home in the company of his Chinese and Gurkha police officers; more so than when he was back in England.
Two weeks later we were waiting at Heathrow for dad to arrive. Just when I thought he'd never arrive there he was, grinning from ear to ear, shaking hands with Grandpa, hugging Gran, and lifting me up to bear-hug me and ruffle my hair.
On the drive back, Dad told us about the handover ceremony, about meeting Prince Charles, how bad he'd felt watching the 'Britannia' sail away from Victoria, flags dipped, taking away the last Governor, Chris Patten, his boss, and how sad he felt, now that his home was gone forever, at least the way he knew it. Now some Chinese government political appointee had his job, his Chinese officers, all friends, had done a bunk to Singapore or Taiwan, getting out from under the PRC before it was too late, all his Gurkha police troopers had gone to Singapore, Oman or Brunei, and it was all over. He sounded sad, and I remembered what Grandpa had said about him.
Life at home soon settled down. Dad got a job with the Ministry of Defence in Lichfield, and we all lived together in the big house in Bilbrook, near Wolverhampton.
As time wore on, though, Dad became quieter, more reserved, his willingness to play with me, or sit with me diminishing, and, as I got older, I grew away from him, as we gradually discovered we really had nothing much in common, nothing to talk about, and no interest anymore in talking to each other. Gran saw this, but there was nothing she could do; it was obvious what was wrong, but there was no way to fix it.
By the time I was twelve, Dad and I had effectively stopped communicating. We weren't hostile or anything, it was just that the meagre store of things we had in common was depleted, so we just nodded to each other in passing, were polite and courteous at meals and so on, but in reality we were done with each other, now just two strangers sharing a name.
I had been sent to a boy's boarding school, and, because it was in Shropshire, just 30 miles away, I would come home at weekends to spend time with the grand-parents and hang around with some of my old friends. Then, one of these weekends, known as 'Coach Weekends', I felt an atmosphere as soon as I walked in. There was definitely something up; Gran was tight-lipped and angry-looking, Grandpa looked confused and upset, and Dad was even more uncommunicative than usual, his face set and distracted. After a day and a night of this, I'd had enough, so I braced Dad about it, asking why everybody was walking around angry, with the house virtually silent.
"Tell him!" snapped Gran, "You had no problem telling us! What's the matter, afraid of what a twelve-year old will think?"
OK, this didn't sound good, and it didn't sound like Gran -- she was really steaming mad.
"Harry," began Dad, "You don't remember your mother, but I do, and I loved her very much. When she died, I was devastated, I loved her so much. When I went back to Hong Kong, I met someone, someone I liked very much, someone who helped me when I needed to have somebody. Can you understand?"
I thought I did; he had a girlfriend out in Hong Kong, so what, big deal, yadayadayada. Gran was still looking mad, and cleared her throat meaningfully when dad looked like he'd dried-up.
"There's more, Harry," he went on. "The ...person, the lady I met, we sort of...fell in love, and we were living together. For seven years."
Seven years? Why had he never said anything before? Not that I really cared; Dad was now so distant from me that this was starting to sound like none of my business. He looked me square in the face.
"Harry, we, this lady and I, we had a child, a daughter, your half-sister."
I was stunned; I hadn't seen that one coming, and my astonishment must have shown, because Dad hurried on.
"Her name is Sai Fong, she's ten years old, and she and her mother live in Guangzhou. I'm telling you this because her mother is very ill, she's dying and I want Sai Fong to come and live with me, with us. Her mother's from the provinces, so she has no relatives in Hong Kong, and she'll be alone, I can't allow that; she's my daughter, I won't abandon her like that."
Gran snorted and stalked out of the room, Grandpa trailing after her, casting apologetic looks at Dad and I.
My head was reeling; I had a sister? A half-Chinese sister? Was this why Gran was spitting sparks? Dad was looking closely at me, waiting for me to say something, but I was still trying to digest this.
Eventually I asked him "Does she want to come and live with you? You haven't seen her for four years; does she remember you at all? Does she know about me, us, everything?"
"Yes to all of those, Harry," said Dad, "I call her every evening, to wish her a good day at school, and to tell her I love her, because I do, just like I love you; you're both my children, and I want you both near me. And she wants to meet her big brother. She needs us, her family, you and me."
A sister! I had no hang-ups about the fact she was mixed-race, half the boys in my school were Chinese, Korean or Japanese, their fathers managing the huge electronics factories in and around Telford, so I was unworried by the race thing; it was the sister-thing that threw me. A sister, a younger sister!
"Dad," I said, "How long does her mother...." I trailed off, not knowing how to finish the sentence.
"A few weeks, maybe a couple of months," he replied sadly.
"Sai Fong is going to need me, and I need you to be OK with this, I've been trying to work out a way to break it to you, you managed to do that quite well by yourself!"
He smiled, thinly, but it was a smile, the first genuine smile I'd seen from him in a long, long time.
"I was a more than a little shocked, when you told me, but I guess I'm OK with it; it might even be fun to have a kid sister to boss around!" I grinned, over the surprise, and more than slightly curious as to why Gran was so mad.
I asked him, and his expression became set again.
"Your grandmother thinks I've brought shame on the family, having a mixed-race child, and out of wedlock..."
This made no sense to me; many of the people I knew in and around Wolverhampton and Telford were of mixed parentage, and my Gran's attitude was...just weird, and a little frightening in its intensity. In all the stunts I had pulled as a little boy, all the things I'd broken, or lost, or damaged, I'd never seen her lose it like this, so hostile and unforgiving.
"She comes from a different generation, Harry, it's how she was brought up. Don't judge her by today's standards; that's just how it was in her time, that's what she learned, and that's how she'll stay. She's already made it clear that Sai Fong is not welcome here; that being so, I'm in the middle of buying a place near Cosford, and the three of us will live there, if you have no objections."
I had no objections; in the grand scheme of things, where Dad lived was of no great importance to me; I lived in a boarding school, only ever coming home on select weekends, so where I came back to for the weekend only was immaterial. Dad was the one with the problem; how was he going to deal with a ten-year old girl and work, so I asked him.
"We'll be having an au-pair living with us," he replied, "a student from Scandinavia, she'll handle the daily routine for Sai Fong, making sure her clothes are OK, she's fed and taken to school, that kind of thing, because I'll be at work most of the time and you won't be there, so Sai Fong's going to need someone to look after her; she's only 10, after all. The au-pair's required to have the weekends free for study, so I'll manage that, with help from you, if you're OK with it. It's not like Sai Fong's a baby or anything like that, so weekends together shouldn't be too much of a crisis! How does this fit in with your weekend plans, Harry?"
As my weekends usually consisted of me lurking in my room and sleeping late, it wasn't too much of a burden, it could even be fun to have someone around other than Dad to talk to.
And so it was settled. Suddenly, in the space of a day, I had a sister and a new home; I told Dad I wasn't sure about coming home the following weekend, though, I'd had enough surprises today, God only knew what'd get sprung on me then! He laughed out loud, the first happy sound I'd heard from him in years.
Dad and I collected Sai Fong from Birmingham International, the escort from the airline checking our identity documents carefully against the photographs and documents Sai Fong had before releasing her into Dad's custody; she hadn't seen him since she was six, so she was a little scared, nervous. She and Dad cried a little, and she hugged me tentatively, probably feeling as weird about me as I was about her.
She was tiny, much shorter than I thought a ten-year old would be, but very cute, a little pixie of a girl, European features mixed nicely with her Chinese heritage, long wavy hair a deep chestnut like mine, soft and fine, not thick and straight like so many of the Chinese boys at school. She had grey-hazel eyes like me, with very fair, pink-tinged skin, and she looked like one of those porcelain dolls you buy in the heritage gift shops, or one of those little oriental super-hero girls on the Saturday morning cartoons.
I had asked Dad what was her proper ethnicity, as she obviously wasn't pure Chinese, nor was she English, and Dad told me that, if people asked, and if I felt like telling them, the proper designation for Sai Fong was 'Eurasian', not that it was anybody's business but her own.
I decided that, if I was going to be a proper big brother, I would have to watch out for her, and if anyone was rude enough to ask her a question like that, I would make sure to ask them why exactly they wanted to know.
The drive from the airport to Cosford wasn't too bad, the M6 motorway behaving for a change, the M54 almost deserted, as usual, and we arrived home in about an hour. Our au-pair, Hanna, a friendly Danish teenager, quickly took charge of Sai Fong, getting her fed after her long flight, and into her pyjamas, being as big-sisterly as possible; they were going to be spending a lot of time together, after all.
Sai Fong sat with us for a while before bed, and we tried to talk. She was almost painfully shy and only answered in whispers, but I was surprised at her English -- she spoke fluently, with no hesitation, but with an accent, of course. When Dad spoke to her in Cantonese she was a lot more forthcoming, and they chatted away, with Dad telling me what she was saying. He made me blush like a beetroot when he told me she had told him she was proud she had such a handsome older brother!
She told Dad about her mother's funeral, and he had cried a little, Sai Fong sitting on his lap hugging him tightly around the neck, and even I had felt a little teary. Dad soon recovered, and took Sai Fong up to her room, to tuck her in and read to her until she fell asleep.
Gradually, as the weeks passed, Sai Fong lost her shyness around me, eventually actually looking me in the eyes when talking to me. I saw the changes in a series of snapshots, one weekend at a time, until at last she was completely at ease with me. Some evenings, she would sit upright on me, cross-legged on my lap, tracing my features with her fingers and comparing them with her own, pulling my nose and tugging at the corners of my eyes to make them look like hers, and giggling while she did it.
One time, trying to be more in-tune with her heritage, joking with her, I hugged her and told her I was her 'Gwai Lo' brother, a term I'd gotten from one of the boys at school; she gasped, saying it was a bad name, that it meant 'Ghost' or 'Demon' Person, that it was an insult, and that I must not say it again.
Other times, she would sit next to me and ask me to read her one of her stories, usually some kiddie story about goblins, or witches and wizards, magic, that sort of stuff, but I eventually managed to get her to listen to, and read, the Pooh stories, and my all-time favourite, 'The Wind in the Willows'; every weekend she would request that I read her a chapter a night, and when we finished it, we went on to some of the other children's classics I had loved so well as a little boy -- The Hobbit, The Little Grey Men, The Narnia books, Carbonel. Dad was happy that we were bonding, and I was pleased that she took so much care of my old books, always waiting for me to come home so we could only read them together.
When I came in on Friday evenings, she would scream and run to me, her little body cannoning into me, knocking the wind out of me, shouting "Harry, Harry, HARRY! Read to me!" So I would tell her 'after supper, princess', talk with her during supper, and wait for her to shower and get dressed for bed. Then I would sit on the bed next to her, and she would tell me about school, her friends, the latest 'knock-knock' jokes, and ask me to read to her while she leaned against me, her finger following the text as I read out loud, until she fell asleep; then I'd tuck her in, kiss her on the forehead and murmur "Goodnight princess, love you." and go spend some time with Dad.
This became our evening ritual. I think it would be true to say that Sai Fong enabled dad and I to re-connect, as I fell into the role of Big Brother. I adored her, I enjoyed playing with her, reading to her, answering her questions about my school, my friends, and generally discovering that having a sister, this sister, was just the most wonderful thing; she was my little sister, I loved her, and I would move heaven and earth for her if she asked me.
She did have her moments, though, and here would be times when, having missed a home visit because of rugby house-match weekends or rugby training, or exam-prep, I'd find myself on the receiving end of a machine-gun stream of angry-sounding Cantonese the following weekend, followed by the slam of her bedroom door, and the sound of Dad laughing somewhere in the distance.
I tried to learn Cantonese, so I could talk to her in her own language, but I'm a natural dunce when it comes to languages, and the tutor Dad hired to teach me eventually told me in exasperation that she could not teach me, that I was actually unteachable, and that she would rather teach a cat to swim....
I went to university when I was eighteen, and spent the next two years learning about materials technology. I would come home the odd weekend, and, as I matured, I discovered I could talk to Dad, and so we spent a lot of our evenings together chatting about my life, his life, all subjects; besides, Sai was great company; she has a delightful, penetrating wit, an awesome command of the English language, and a lovely, melodic voice with a refined 'Received-Pronunciation' English accent that I, and my friends, find absolutely enthralling; when she's in full-flow, her accent could cut glass at twenty paces.
I wanted to be an airframe designer, so I needed a good degree, and the university, the Imperial College, was sufficiently far from home that I had to remain away for extended periods, concentrating on my studies. All was going well, until one day I got a call from Dad.
"Harry, Sai Fong did a bunk, we had an argument this morning about her going to university, and she took off from school after lunch, have you heard from her?"
Jeez, four hours ago! I told dad I hadn't, I would try and ring her, she'd pick-up if she saw it was me, and rang off. I called her mobile, and she picked up immediately.
"Harry! I was wondering when the other half of the double-act would show up!"
"Quit that," I said, relief tempering the worry, "Dad's worried sick, he only just found out you did a runner. Where the hell are you?"
"Look out the window, you silly arse!" she giggled, and I rushed over, sure enough, there she was, sitting on the bonnet of her battered Golf.
"Come on up, princess, tell me what happened," I said, pressing the door release. "Door's open, get up here and call Dad, just let him know you're OK!"
Sai sat down, crossing her legs, me unable to look away as her very short skirt slid even further up her smooth pink thigh, then tearing my eyes away to look at the cheeky grin she had pasted on her face.
"Had a good stare? Eeeooow, I'm your sister, you pervo!" she grinned.
I grinned back unabashed, knowing full well this was just Sai being Sai; she was a beautiful girl, and I guess it was flattering, in a weird and disturbing kind of way, to be the object of such mild flirtatious attention, but it had to be said, I'd been getting the feeling for quite a while now that she was just practicing on me, building up to something, but what, I couldn't guess; all I knew was that it made me feel I should perhaps be extra careful around her.
"So, talk to me. What possessed you to just disappear from Newport and end up in West London, posing outside my front door?" I asked her, knowing as I did what Dad had said, but waiting to hear what her side was.
"I told Dad I wanted to be a graphic artist, and he hit the roof, started going on about how we'd agreed I was going to study nursing at Staffordshire University, when what HE agreed was that I study nursing; I really don't want to spend the rest of my working life staring at bed-sores and bare backsides, and I told him, if I wanted a life surrounded by low-pay, piss and puke, I'd become a pub cleaner, cue massive argument."



She stared defiantly at me, her pretty face set and determined.
"I'm 18, and an adult, so I left, The End. Dad can be so intolerant sometimes; I wonder where he gets it from! And then he gets you, his number one stooge, to get hold of me; what were you supposed to do; corral me and send me home suitably chastened? As it happens, I've already been accepted at the Slade School, just around the corner at UCL, so you can expect me to be poncing lunch-money off you on a regular basis!"
Now I was intrigued.
"So, what gave Dad the idea that you should take up nursing, actually caring for the sick, for real, live, sick, human-type people? Did he not take into account the notorious 'exploding goldfish' incident?" I grinned, Sai's expression becoming innocent and angelic.
"That was entirely not my fault, it was a very hot day, I wasn't looking, and it just...happened. Ancient history, but supports my argument. I did consider telling him I was seriously considering a career in pole dancing, the money is bloody amazing, but that vein in his forehead was throbbing, so I walked out before he stroked-out!"
I had to laugh. Sai had become a very forceful young woman, and I knew that Dad was beaten, he just didn't know it. I leaned in, asking the question uppermost in my mind.
"If Dad balks and cuts you loose, not that he ever would, but just supposing, how are you going to pay tuition, house, and feed yourself, princess, eh? Student loans only go so far, you know."
Sai waved her hand airily, dismissively.
"Details, Harry, mere details. Besides, there's always the pole-dancing option if money gets tight; you just have to see the big picture. Now, have you got any grub, I'm famished?"
I laughed again, then called Dad to let him know Sai was safe with me, she'd be spending the weekend, and I promised I'd come home with her on Monday, as I had a free week. Sai Fong's eyes lit up at that, and she immediately demanded what there was to do around here.
"Not a lot, sister dearest, I'm a starving student, remember? I can't afford a night out, I can barely afford a night in."
Sai wandered around the sitting room, touching and examining, and picked up an invitation card on the dresser.
"What's this party for, and are you going?" she asked.
"It's a faculty mixer, and I have to go, I'm a teaching assistant, it's how I make enough money to live in poverty. You want to come?"
Sai nodded, eyes lighting up, and I immediately regretted it -- she had a calculating expression on her face, and I had a sinking feeling this could all end badly. But, I had invited her, so she was coming.
I dressed in the sitting room; Sai had commandeered the only bedroom, together with what looked like half her clothes from home, and refused to come out until she was completely ready. The wait was definitely worth it. She was dressed in a very short, skin-tight black velvet strapless cocktail dress, with 5 inch heels, her hair down over one eye, lips a vivid crimson, matching her perfect glossy nails. She looked stunning, and I had to remind myself that this was my sister; she looked like a model.
"So, Harry, will I do?" she asked, grinning, and I could only grin back. "Words fail me princess, words fail!"
We took my car, Sai's Golf was too ramshackle to trust in the London evening traffic, and arrived in good time. Going on in, most male eyes were glued to Sai, and we started to make the rounds, all my lecturers suddenly eager to talk to me ; can't think why.
I tried to introduce her to my physics professor, and began. "Professor Dickson, this is..." Sai interjected "Sai Fong, Harry's girlfriend, what a wonderful campus you have here; I'll be attending Slade later in the year, so I thought I'd spend a little time with my Harry first, spruce him up a little!" The professor laughed, and chatted for a while, then went off to mingle, leaving me to stare at her.
"What happened there, princess?"
She was happy to explain.
"I don't want people thinking my brother is such a saddo nerd he has to take his sister to parties or go alone. Honestly, Harry darling, you are so dense sometimes, now try and look loved-up!"
This said while adjusting my lapels and tie, flicking my shoulders off, then pulling my head down to peck me on the cheek and pat me on the chest, drawing approving looks from some of the faculty wives.
After circulating around and talking with everyone, and eating some canapés, I decided I'd done enough to safeguard my continued employment, and piloted Sai into the car park.
"So princess, now you know, welcome to my life!" I grinned, manoeuvring into the late evening traffic.
We got back to my flat, and raided the fridge for a late supper, canapé's being no substitute for real food, before working out the sleeping arrangements. I gave the bed to Sai, intending to sleep on the couch, which immediately started an argument based on Sai's contention that it was my flat, so she should take the couch. I finally gave in, and went to brush my teeth, and came back to find Sai Fong tucked up in my bed, grinning at me.
"I thought we'd agreed....?" I trailed off, and she looked at me incredulously.
"You'd actually make me sleep on a couch? What kind of big brother are you, I can't believe...!"
She began laughing and said "Oh, Harry, I would never have let you sleep out on that old couch! We'll share, you can read me to sleep, just like before, it'll be fine. One thing though; if you feel like expressing yourself through any nightly noises, forget it; hold them in, and I mean it!"
With some misgivings, I climbed up on the bed, sitting on the covers, and Sai settled against me, as she did when she was small, and I began to read to her from Ivanhoe, one of my favourite books.
After a while, her finger had stopped following the printed line as I read, and I looked at her, fast asleep. Now I had a problem. Her arm was through mine, and she was lying on both. If I moved it, I'd wake her, so I sighed, turned off the light, and tried to sleep sitting up and leaning against the headboard. I kissed the top of her head and said "Goodnight princess, love you." and heard her mumble back "love you too..." before becoming still again
I awoke with a start. I was lying down, on my side with Sai lying facing me, her hand inside the back of my shorts, resting on my bare buttock. Worse, my hand was around her panty-clad buttock, holding tight, her face so close her lips were almost touching mine. Oh. Shit.
I tried to stealthily move my offending hand, only for her to mutter "leave it there" and the hand on my own backside flexed, the nails digging in slightly as she gripped me again. Wondering what the hell was going on, and trying to ignore the feel of my cock twisting around in my shorts as it tried to come to full mast, I lay absolutely motionless, waiting for her to drop off again, so I could retreat.
Sai took that decision away from me. Using the leverage of her hand on my backside, she pulled herself tight up against me, her tummy up against mine, the bulge of my cock now very obviously pressing into her. Her hand let go of my buttock, sliding up my back to the back of my head to pull me in close. Suddenly her lips were on mine, her tongue sliding between my lips as my mouth opened in shock; my little sister was kissing me, and seriously, too, no brushing of lips here, this was full-contact!
I moved my hand away from her lovely, shapely rump, for her to hiss into my mouth, "I said, leave it there!"
As this was obviously what she wanted, I complied, without too much of an internal struggle, I have to admit, because it was, after all, a very nice buttock to have a hold of.
Sai slid her hand down my back again, never breaking lip-lock, to rub and clench my buttock, and then around between us to squeeze the front of my shorts, her hand grabbing my now fully-erect penis and squeezing it through the material of my shorts. In the meantime, I had decided that if she was going to do this, I was going to enjoy myself as well, so I slid my free hand down inside her panties to cup and lightly squeeze the smooth round buttock, and slide into the cleft between her bum cheeks.
Sai giggled into my mouth at that.
"Woken up at last, have we?" as she delved around further, manipulating my cock, and sliding her hand into the waistband of my jockeys. Her warm fingers encircled my cock, to gently but firmly pump and squeeze, before moving her hand down further to gently squeeze and fondle my balls, drawn up tight against my aching cock. I made no further comment, nor even a token protest; whatever had been building all these years, it had finally happened, and all I wanted to do now was go with it.
"Fuck, I want to see this!" she whispered, pulling her hand out of my shorts and pushing me over onto my back, grabbing the sides of my shorts and sliding them down until my cock sprang out, bobbing upright in the open. I snapped on the reading light, and her eyes opened wide.
"Oh fuck, yes!" she breathed, reaching out to take hold with both hands, sliding one hand up and down and squeezing at the same time, her eyes bright in the small pool of light from the low wattage bulb, light enough for what she wanted. Shuffling forward on her knees, she bent over my cock, kissing and licking the shaft, rubbing her thumb lightly over the tip as she did so.
She kissed her way up my shaft, until her lips slipped over the end of my penis, and then began sucking and licking as she bobbed her head up and down, sucking delightfully, keeping the pressure on me as she squeezed and jerked my shaft. I hadn't had sex in quite a while, and her activities were having an immediate effect on me.
"Uh, Princess, I'm going to come, you might want to ...!" I said, trying to give her fair warning.
Instead, she sucked harder, sliding her tongue over the tip of my penis, lightly rubbing the slit in the end as she smiled at me, her lovely almond eyes wide open as I felt my cock pulse and then shoot burst after burst of spunk into her mouth. She kept her lips clamped tight around the end of my twitching member, sucking and swallowing, licking at it until I stopped spasming. Finally, she lifted her head, swallowed one last time, and smiled brightly at me.
"Happy now? Good, you're up, Sparky!"
With that, she pulled her sleeping top off, and wriggled out of her panties, pulling me down to kiss her open mouth, and fondle her invitingly firm peach breasts. I slid down so I could nibble and suck on her nipples, swirling my tongue around to flick them, drawing a little "oh...oh!" each time I did it.
I trailed my hand down her midsection, twirling a finger in her navel for a second before sliding it down further, until I was running my fingers through her soft and downy trimmed pubic hair, a lyrical vee pointing to her secret place. My questing fingers travelled down until I slid them back and forth across her labia, lubrication already moistening the lips as her arousal heightened. I slipped one finger between her lips, making her gasp and squirm, and then two, as I felt the little bead of her clitoris begin to harden and dampen.
I continued to suck at her nipples for a little longer, simultaneously frigging her, and then started kissing down her abdomen, following the same route as my fingers, licking and kissing her navel, before licking down to her pussy, running my tongue through her pubic hair, enjoying the feel of the soft hairs slipping on my tongue as I slid it down and down. At last, I was able to slide my tongue over her labia, making her quiver and moan.
I wanted to find a better angle, so I slid over her legs, to lie between them, grabbing hold of her lovely buttocks to lift her pelvis up, her pussy now easily accessible.
I began licking again, long lapping strokes, from her anus to her clitoris, making her drum her heels on the bed and grab my hair, pushing my face down into her wetness, and I began lapping at her clitoris, making it stiffen and thrum, making her gasp and squirm, until she could hold it no more, groaning out loud as she orgasmed, her pussy convulsing, her juices flooding over my mouth and chin as she came, tasting sweet and salty and tangy all at once.
"My arse, Harry, shove your tongue in my arse, hard!" she hissed, and I was happy to follow instructions, making her orgasm all over again, legs flexing and heels digging into the bed, until she began to come down, gradually relaxing as her orgasm died away.
I moved up next to her, she pulling me in for a long slow kiss, stroking my now fully recovered penis.
"Ready for the main course, are we?" she grinned at me, and for answer I slipped over her and positioned myself, her hand guiding me.
Just before I took the plunge, so to speak, a thought occurred.
"Sai, are you...?"
"Don't worry Harry, I'm on the pill; Dad has issues!" she giggled. "If you want to come in me, it's OK, just go slow, please, I'm still, uh...'in virgo intacta', you understand, so please, carefully, yes?"
I grinned back at her.
"I'm always careful around you, Princess!"
With that, I edged forward, pushing in slowly, giving her time to adjust to the feeling, meeting a little resistance, and then none, thinking 'wow, I just popped a cherry'!
Sai was gasping as I went in, urging me on when I stopped because she was gasping. My cock is not a monster dick, about average, I would say, but she was still very tight; the last thing I wanted to do was hurt this lovely creature, but at last I was all the way in, with Sai taking a deep breath before we began in earnest.
"Are you sure about this now, princess?" I asked, and she grinned at me, nodding for me to carry on. As I withdrew, she began gasping and moaning, causing me to stop again.
"Don't stop, Oh God, feels so good, keep going, Harry!" she moaned, and so I kept on, withdrawing nearly all the way, then sliding back in again, in and out, in and out, Sai no longer gasping, now pushing back against me and moaning. She began lifting her hips to thrust against me as I pumped into her, her arms tight around me, fingernails digging into my back as I humped her for all I was worth.
Her pelvis pistoned back into me as I rammed into her, until, with a loud groaning sigh, her orgasm rippled through her. Her body arched up to me, a breathless moment of complete stillness, warm fluid bathing my cock and scrotum as she juiced-out, and then, with the contractions in her tight pussy sucking and squeezing my cock, I came like molten metal, unable to resist the avalanche of sensation, pumping thick jets of spunk into this beautiful porcelain doll, my Eurasian little sister.
"Shit, Harry, I never came like that before," she smiled, sounding winded, "it must be the company!"
I was also thinking how incredible it had been as well, the best sex I had ever had, in an admittedly sparse sex life to date. As I slumped down beside her, she turned to me, putting her arm possessively across my chest.
"I knew if I waited long enough, I'd get you!" she grinned. "Now you're mine, Harry Waterfield, take note!"
I must admit, I was taken with the idea of exploring her a little, and then the fact of what I had just done struck me. I had just fucked my sister; I had just had oral sex with my sister. OH GOD! In the immortal words of Hugh Grant, 'Fuck, Fuck, Fuckity-Fuck Fuck'!
Sai looked at me. "What?" was her comment, seeing the expression on my face.
"Nothing, Sis, I was just counting my lifespan in seconds when Dad finds out. Please tell Gran my last words were of her, and you can have my stamp collection."
I looked at Sai, watching her face for any sign that she was feeling the same way I did, and turned on my side, to look her in the eyes.
"Sai Fong, we just did a wrong thing, a very big wrong thing. I know I'm just as much to blame as you are, more so, I'm your older brother, I should know better, but I have to know; what possessed you to start all this?"
Sai Fong looked at me levelly, no trace of guilt or remorse in her eyes, and grinned her cheeky grin.
"Harry, the first time I saw you at the airport, all those years ago, I was thrilled you were my new big brother, you were so handsome, and you held my hand all the way home, and you always made me feel good, you were always so kind and sweet to me, and you never made me sad. I fell in love with you the first time I saw you. I've loved you all my life, and now I'm an adult, I could make that decision to make love to you; it was my decision to make, and I have no regrets. Neither should you."
I started again.
"Sai, we shouldn't have done this, no matter how much you wanted, or how much we both wanted to, we're family, brother and sister, it's...just wrong..."
Sai took my face in her hands.
"Harry, you were born in 1989?" I nodded. She continued. "Then why do you sound like you're living in the fucking fifties? Get over it, it happened, it was really good, actually it was fucking amazing, and it's going to happen again, I promise you, many times! And while we're at it, no pun intended, maybe we can fix the little problem you seem to have right now with your head, you know, the one where you've got it stuck up your arse. Times have changed, Harry, live in them!"
I couldn't help but be impressed by the utter conviction in her voice, and, to be honest the thought of it happening again was very exciting.
I gathered her into me, kissing her properly, not that frantic face-sucking we were doing earlier.
"You win, sis," I said, "we are going to do this again. I want to, just as much as you do. I've been like a nervous cat around you for so long because of all this, wanting you, wondering what all those looks and secret little smiles were all about, and scared of where it could lead. So, now we're here, one iron-clad rule; Dad never finds out, not a hint, OK? This would kill him, but not before he kills me, and I mean that most sincerely."
Sai grinned at me, momentary annoyance making me forget I was naked in bed with her, launching instead in 'Big Brother Laying Down The Law' mode.
"I mean it Sai, so no arch little hints around him, no lingering looks and jealous hissy-fits, no games, no loaded conversations, no late-night confessions to friends, nothing; this is ours, and we keep it to ourselves, got it? And, most especially, Gran must never find out, you know what a cow she is when it comes to you, so avoid her at all costs. Normal and appropriate behaviour around each other at all times at home, got it?"
Sai was starting to look serious, so I decided to lay it on a little thicker, just to impress on her that I wasn't kidding, that I was being deadly serious.
"And one more thing, princess; I need proof you are actually protected or I'm getting you a morning after pill right now; we can't afford any mishaps, no hysterical confessions about how you loved me and wanted my baby, or you messed-up your pills, or whatever, because Dad is never going to buy any 'behold, a virgin shall conceive' story, no matter how plausible you think it sounds; he's middle-aged, not mentally deficient. We have to cover all bases. This really is the real world, you're in now; times have changed, as you said, and we have to live with the consequences. Sai Fong, this is a real thing happening, not a game anymore, and people could get hurt, so eyes wide-open, OK?"
She nodded, wide-eyed, my manner, more than anything else, finally impressing on her how serious I was about her, and how important it was that nobody ever found out what we were doing.
Without a word, she reached over to the night stand, opened her handbag and pulled out her pill case, showing me the up to date dosage.
"Harry," she said, "I've always maintained my dosage; I never knew when I might catch you in a weak moment, and there was no way I was going to be knocked-up just yet, I wanted to go to university, so I'm very careful. Stop worrying."



She put her pills away and pulled my head down to her, and kissed me once.
"No-one gets hurt, I swear. Sealed with a kiss, Harry, OK?"
I kissed her back, because she was so adorable, and so kissable, and so very naked. I'd said my piece, and I knew Sai was being honest with me, had taken note of what I'd said.
I rolled over onto my back, and Sai rolled onto me, to end up lying on my chest, lips glued to mine, her knees on the bed on either side of my midriff, her cute bum within easy reach, so of course I reached, grabbing her firm, sexy bum-cheeks and squeezing and moulding them while we kissed.
My cock was lying along my stomach, sandwiched between us, and it began to twitch and harden as Sai continued to kiss me while I fondled her arse. Something that was nagging at me finally slotted into place, no pun intended, and I broke off our kiss to look at her.
"You said earlier that you'd never come like that before. I thought you were a virgin?"
Sai looked at me with one raised eyebrow.
"Harry, girls wank as well, you know, not just boys. God, Harry, you are so innocent, you're absolutely adorable! it's normal, OK?" She smiled. "I used to grab one of your shirts out of your laundry, before it got washed, and lie there smelling your smell while I hammered my fanny!"
I felt my face reddening; this was way more information than I needed, but Sai was obviously enjoying every second of it.
She went on relentlessly.
"After I had come, I used to wipe off with your shirt, and sneak it back into the hamper, and fantasise that, even though it got washed, a little bit of me remained in the cloth, and you'd be walking around smelling me, wondering what that delicious smell was!"
I was speechless, and more than a little turned-on, and it didn't help that a beautiful naked girl was lying on me, wriggling around and kissing me.
"One more question, Princess. How did you learn to suck me off like that? Not that I'm complaining, of course, it was fucking amazing, but it seems a little odd, given that you never actually dated anybody?"
Sai looked levelly at me.
"Harry, you left your PC in your room, so it's now my PC. There's an internet connection, and I've been watching and learning stuff you wouldn't believe, all of which I intend to try out on you. Tonight was a first for me, on both counts, so you got a double-cherry. I've got one cherry left; we'll discuss that another time, when you want it enough! Does that answer your question?"
My cock had hoisted up again, now, helped by the conversation and the situation, and Sai rubbing herself on me, sliding her pussy up and down on my erect shaft as it lay between us. I could feel the heat from her pussy as it began seeping lubricant again, and so I pulled her up to me by her buttocks, allowing my cock to rise into position, and asked her "Ready?" She smiled and nodded, and I slowly slid my cock into her again, watching the expression on her face, the look of concentration, but no pain this time, until I was completely inside her.
Sai began pumping, with me lifting up to meet her thrusts, her pushing me back down.
"No Harry, let me do this," she breathed, and pushed herself up to straddle me, rising and falling, rubbing her clitoris on my wiry pubic hair on her downstroke, her neck and chest gradually flushing as her arousal increased.
I squeezed and rubbed her breasts, pinching and rolling her nipples between my fingers, my hips rising of themselves to meet her as my own climax approached. Sai pumped away above me, grinding herself against me as she rode me, until with a loud groan, she climaxed, and the ripples in her vagina clenched and sucked at me, starting my own orgasm, the two of us meeting as we came simultaneously. The sight of this beautiful, exotic girl, the feel of her body, the sensations in my cock, the rush of warmth from her pussy, all combined to wring the very last of my semen from my body, the overload nearly putting me out.
I slumped back, utterly drained, as Sai Fong also lowered herself to my chest, lying there as my cock twitched inside her, hugging me, her hands sliding under my back to pull herself tight against me, and look up at me.
"I love you, Harry Waterfield!" she smiled sleepily.
"And I love you, Princess Sai Fong!" I said, rolling her over gently, to gather her in and switch off the light, exhausted but very, very happy, chuckling to myself.
"'In Virgo Intacta!' Now who's living in the fifties!"
I woke early, confused, someone huddled naked in bed with me, my morning chubby wedged between her bum-cheeks, a pleasurable sensation, and a mass of chocolate-brown hair on the pillow. She turned over, and smiled sleepily at me. "Morning, Harry," causing me to come fully awake, the night's events flooding back, hearing in the distance the sound of Dad loading his shotgun if he ever found out what we'd, I'd, done.
But it was done; we'd made a pact to keep it buried, so now there was nothing except to go forward from here. And I was happy to go there, I realised; only a residual guilt remained, fading fast; mostly all I wanted was to keep holding, kissing and making love to Sai Fong, the way she clearly felt about me. Evidently my session with her had indeed finally pulled my head out of my arse...
I dipped down, and kissed her. "Morning Sai, what do you want for breakfast, princess?" I asked, knowing what she wanted, what she always wanted, much to Dad's everlasting disgust.
"A peanut butter, bacon and banana sandwich" we chorused together, my look of distaste making her laugh, her body rippling most appealingly.
Sai looked at me, a smile on her face.
"But first, Harry, I want you to fuck me some more, convince me last night was real. Can you do that?"
I was already thinking the same thing, so I pulled her over to me, kissing her while I fondled that body I had been avoiding for years, afraid of what I might do. Now, there was no guilt, just anticipation, and the urge to hammer my cock into her, sister or not!
Sai pulled me into her, kissing me with all her might as I wrapped my arms around her and kissed her back just as strongly, enjoying the feel of her body as much as the kiss. We eventually broke for air, me diving down to lick and nibble her nipples, her face and neck flushing as she became aroused, her fingers twining in my hair as I nibbled and scraped the nipples with my teeth, sighing and jumping every time I flicked a nipple with my tongue.
She pulled me up so I was face to face with her, and she kissed my face, my lips, and ran her fingers over my face, rubbing my cheeks, forehead, running a finger up and down my nose, my eyelids, across my temples.
I smiled. "What are you doing, princess?"
Sai looked at me, smiling, but she had tears in her eyes.
"I haven't been able to do this since I was a little girl. Do you know how long I've waited to do this again? Too long, Harry, far too long, so I want to enjoy it; in a couple of days it will just be another memory, so I want to lap it up now. It was so hard, to see you every week and not do this, to let nothing show; this is my moment now, so please, just let me have it."
She was crying now, almost breaking my heart.
I lay there while she committed every feature of my face to tactile memory, busying myself squeezing and fondling her sexy little apple bum, loving the way the taut flesh gave and sprang back, the globes of her posterior fitting my hands nicely, as though moulded for that exact reason.
At last, she sighed, and hugged me close, and I kissed her, wiping her eyes with my thumbs as I kissed her eyelids. Sai looked up at me.
"Harry, this is all just a fantasy, isn't it? You and me, I mean. How can we ever be together?" S
he was close to tears again, but the answer came in a sudden stroke of realisation; it had been staring me in the face the whole time.
"Sai Fong, you're going to the Slade in September, Dad or no, yes?" she nodded. "Then it's all sorted, for the next three years, anyway. You'll move in here with me. I finish my degree next year, then right after I'm going to be working in Buckinghamshire, for the people who build the helicopters for the RAF, in their Graduate Intern programme for at least two years. I'll be living here through that, which means we have the next three years together, guaranteed, by which time you'll have finished your degree. Dad will be overjoyed at not having to shell out for a flat for you, because the Slade doesn't have very many student residences, which would have been his major expense, so he's off the hook on that one. And what would be more natural than that a girl, alone in London, stays with her big brother. He'll be good with that, as it means he's got me keeping an eye on you, you get to live in London rent-free, and we get to stay together.
Sai stared up at me for a long moment, a slow smile breaking across her face, and then she grabbed me, kissing me hard and passionately. When I surfaced again, she laughed out loud.
"Harry, you're brilliant! I knew it was a good idea keeping you simmering!"
I had found her kiss to be extremely stimulating, and bored in for some more, kissing her gently while my hands found and played with her nipples, cupping and squeezing her breasts, and trailing down to rub and tease at her slit. Sai pulled herself closer to me, rubbing her slit against my now erect cock, letting the tip just nuzzle against the hood off her clitoris, frotting herself against my cockhead. This was also extremely pleasant for me, and we kept that up for a while, letting our sexes rub and press and stimulate while we kissed and licked and sucked, delightful friction and slippery flesh combining into a marvellous sensory experience.
She was beginning to sigh and moan, her movements more urgent, her kisses more demanding. I was also feeling the need to move on, I wanted more now, and she was there with me, whispering and teasing as she told me what she wanted to do to me, what she wanted me to do to her, heating me up, feeding her own arousal. Sai Fong started pushing me down, signalling what she wanted me to do, and I obliged; I wanted so much to please her, to make her sigh and groan and call out for me.
I kissed down her flat belly, swirling my tongue through her silky pubic hair, once again savouring the soft and downy texture, the feel of the fine hairs on my tongue, before moving between her thighs and sliding my hands under her to lift her pelvis up to my face, enjoying the feel of her firm taut buttocks flexing as she dug her heels into the bed.
I moved in close, inhaling her scent, rich and warm, tangy and fresh, overtones of musk and shower soap, enticing and sexy. I began lapping at her labia, running my tongue up the centre line of her lips, feeling them flower open under my tongue, feeling her clitoris hardening as I rubbed it with the tip of my tongue. Sai quivered and groaned every time I did so, pulling my head closer to do it again.
I lapped at her whole crotch area, tickling her perineum with my tongue-tip, making her jump, and licking and stabbing at her rosebud, the little pink star quivering when I licked and then blew on it, making her jump and moan softly. I bored in with the tip of my tongue, pushing it into her anus as far as I could, rimming her and making her groan and sigh "So good....oh God, so good.....Oh!"
She was breathing faster now, as I removed my tongue from her anus and slipped it back into her wetness, pushing my tongue in as far as I could, and then rubbing it against her clitoris, being careful not to rub too hard. Her thighs were flexing and jumping now, and her groaning was increasing in pitch and frequency as she built to her climax.
She came with shattering intensity, her thighs clamping around my head as her pelvis humped against my mouth, pushing herself even further on to me, her whistling groan of release loud and prolonged as her pussy pulsed under my tongue, her juices flowing, enough to coat my chin and neck.
At last, she came down, her eyes closed, chest still rising and falling rapidly, but I could feel the pulse in her thighs slowing. She finally opened her eyes, to look into mine and smile.
"Bloody Hell, Harry, I am definitely keeping you! Where the hell did you learn to do that? You never mentioned any girlfriends, so who taught you how to carpet-munch so well?"
I moved over her, positioning myself, Sai reaching down to guide me, whispering "Slowly, remember?" I slid into her in one long, slow thrust, Sai arching her back as I went in, lifting up to meet me as I began slowly thrusting in and out, then pulling my head down to kiss me as I pumped. I lowered down to my elbows, sliding my hands under the small of her back, pushing her breasts up to where I could suck and gently bite her sexy brownish-pink nipples, both standing up and stiff like two little fingertips.
Sai again began to sigh and moan, whispering "Harder, yes, yes, harder...yes...yes...Harry...yes...," on and on, her voice speeding up as I pumped harder, needing to come inside this beautiful girl, wanting to flood her with my spunk.
Her voice got louder and louder as I sped-up, until she was almost shouting as I hammered into her, until, with a loud groan, she climaxed again, the ripples and suctioning of her vaginal walls bringing me on until I came with a heartfelt groan, shooting jet after jet of hot spunk into her, the rippling, squeezing contractions in her tight pussy making me come like gangbusters, shooting over and over again.
I slumped over, drained, muscles quivering in stress reaction, Sai pulling herself up close to me, her arm around my chest, her lips at my ear as she nibbled and kissed my face.
"Thank you Harry, you've certainly lived-up to all my favourite wank-fantasies!"
I had to laugh, she was incorrigible, but oh, so sexy!
As we lay there recovering, Sai Fong looked up at me in that way she had.
"So Harry, you never answered my question. Who, when and where?"
I smiled down at her, my hands jiggling her taut little bottom as we talked.
"There was this one girl, last year, it was a short-term thing. I never mentioned her because she was sort of in-between visits home. She liked sex, but she wanted to be a virgin on her wedding night; hence, the oral thing. She actually taught me a lot. We ate a lot, but never actually got to the main course, if you know what I mean."
Sai was nodding.
"Poor you, it must have been like reading about steak, cooking a steak, but never actually biting into one!"
I was impressed. I had to remind myself that under all that flirting and wilfulness and other nonsense lurked a fine brain.
I continued.
"So tell me Sai Fong Waterfield, with all this insight into human psycho-sexual interaction, why were you never tempted to try out a few of the local lads who followed you around so relentlessly? Surely one out of all of them might have been a reasonable prospect?"
Sai snorted.
"The only way I would sleep with any of those spotty reptiles would be after I'm dead, and not even then. I had a plan, you see, I stuck to it and it worked, so here we are. QED. Speaking of locals, did you know you were the main wank-fantasy for most of the girls I know? We'd sit around talking guys, and one of them would mention you, and half of them would go off in silent raptures, dreamy-eyed the whole bit. It was disgusting, really, I mean, my brother...!"
Sai went on, eyes twinkling.
"When I told them that you used to sit on my bed and read to me until I fell asleep, then tuck me in and kiss me goodnight, half of them flooded their panties there and then and had to leave in a hurry, squelching as they ran, to go and 'take care' of themselves in the nearest toilets! That place was a sink of Oestrogen at the best of times, and you just stirred it up no end!"
I was reddening; this is not the kind of stuff I was prepared to hear blurted out.
Sai giggled happily, her eyes dancing.
"Harry, you're blushing! How precious are you! Most of my friends would have wet themselves if you'd even said 'hello' to them, and if you'd asked one out, she would keel over with a coronary, I swear! Luckily I got to you before any of those sleazy tarts got their hooks in you."
I was more than a little confused hearing this. I'd noticed that Sai Fong's friends would go silent when I was around; I just put that down to normal teenage girl shyness around boys, but this...
Sai was watching me closely and suddenly giggled.
"You utter pervert, you were actually thinking about...oh yuck, don't touch me, aakk!" She made exaggerated retching noises, then grinned at me, eyes twinkling.
"I was not!" I shot back, grinning back at her, "I was just remembering all those sudden silences whenever any of your giggling-ninny girlfriends came over and I was there. It all makes sense, now. Only thing I don't understand..."
Sai looked at me. "Go on", so I did.
"Why me, why are they fixating on me, after all, it's not like I, y'know, tried anything with any of them or anything like that...." I trailed off, Sai's eyes lighting up with amusement.
"Harry, dear, sweet, innocent Harry, they all get tongue-tied and red-faced around you because you're gorgeous!" Gorgeous?
Sai went on. "I mean Harry, when I look at you, I see my lovely, sweet, tall, considerate, handsome big brother. What they see is six-feet of rugby-playing beef with brains, with an arse you could bounce bullets off, big soulful hazel eyes, long sexy eyelashes, and cheekbones like razor-blades, man-child a la supreme, what's not to like?"
Now I was blushing again. Sai's description of me had me mentally squirming, but a thought struck.
"So if I'm so 'gorgeous' why do I not have a girlfriend, why is it so hard for me to connect with girls? Answer me that, Miss Smart Knickers!"
Sai gave a sigh.
"Harry, you don't connect because you don't try. Half the girls in Shropshire have been throwing themselves at you for years; you're just too busy being nice to notice. Any one of the girls I know would gladly trip you up and be under you before you hit the floor. Most cute guys are little shits, because they know they're cute; girls are just scalps for them, something to boast about. You have no idea how truly attractive you are, because you're such a nice bloke; I'm telling you, I know at least ten girls I could call right now and they'd be here inside ten minutes, stripped-down, knickers off, lubed-up and panting! And what do you mean 'no girlfriend'? What am I if not your de facto girlfriend?"
She emphasised that with a quick flick of my little man that nearly flipped me off the bed and onto the ceiling.
"OWWW, Shit! Sai, that was uncalled for!" I complained. Sai was not in the least bit concerned at my suffering.
"Shut up Harry, you come home with broken ribs, broken noses, broken wrists, black eyes, stitches and great gaping, sucking wounds after some stupid macho rugby tournament, so a little ginger-flick on your knob is barely a love tap, grow up! I just emphasised what it means to discount me, I hope you've taken an appropriate note-to-self for future reference, yes?"
I had.
She slid closer to me, pulling my head down to hers, to plant a very stimulating kiss on my lips, her hands sliding around me to hold on as I kissed her back, feeling my cock hardening again, a fact Sai was quick to take advantage of.
"Ooooh Harry, what do we have here, is it for me?" she cooed, batting her eyelids and grinning, hand snaking down to encircle and squeeze my cock, then slowly pump.
I closed my eyes, the sensation was really very pleasurable, and I savoured it for a moment before returning the favour, sliding my hand down to her mons, rubbing gently at the top of her slit, tickling and rubbing the hood of her clitoris, making her gasp and grin.



"Why Harry Waterfield, I do believe you're groping me!" she giggled, pushing her mound against my hand as I rubbed slightly harder, slipping a finger inside her and rubbing it in and out of her pussy, lubricating her clitoris as it began to harden and emerge from its hiding place.
Sai closed her eyes, her breathing deepening as I rubbed and frigged harder, a flush spreading down her neck and chest as her arousal climbed, more fluid now seeping from her pussy. I dipped my head lower, licking and nibbling at her gorgeous high, firm breasts, pulling the nipples with my teeth, nibbling and flicking them, making her quiver and gasp as I sucked in time to my frigging, her hand now pumping firmly and regularly.
Sai Fong turned her back to me, whispering "This way Harry, do me this way!" and I obliged, rolling her face down, sliding a pillow under her tummy to raise her up, and positioning myself above her. She reached behind and took hold of me, positioning me, and slowly guided me into her pussy, my length sliding in as I slid my hands under her to cup and squeeze her lovely firm breasts, rolling her nipples between thumbs and forefingers. Sai was pushing back against me, and I was enjoying the sensation of lying on her back pumping her pussy from behind like this, kissing her neck and shoulders, between her shoulder-blades, and her lips when she turned her head and pulled my head down to her. I wanted to hold more of her, so I leaned back up, and pulled her up gently, until she was on her hands and knees, her lovely shapely rear-end in full view as I held her hips and slid my cock into her, watching myself pump into this beautiful girl, Sai moaning and whispering to me, saying my name.
Suddenly she reared back, holding on to the back of my neck as she knelt up, forcing my cock deeper into herself, using the leverage of her hands on my neck to pump herself on me. I had never had sex in this position, and as I slid my hands round her rib-cage to hold her to me and squeeze her breasts, the contact of my hands with her nipples set her off, her orgasm rippling in her vagina, the sucking and contracting too much to bear. I came with a loud groan, clamping my arms around her in a bear-hug, holding us both upright, pumping into her so hard it actually hurt as something inside me convulsed, shooting my sperm into her in jets. We both sat there, holding tight to each other, as our orgasms flared, rolled over us, and died, then slumping down to lie sweaty and exhausted, touching, nibbling, kissing and murmuring as the last echoes died away.
"Fucking hell that was amazing!" said Sai at last, smiling up at me, and I was no less amazed.
"Where the fuck did you learn that?" I asked her, astounded at her sexual prowess, considering I'd deflowered her only the night before. She looked at me with one eyebrow raised.
"I told you, you left your PC at home, I've been...exploring, learning, you know, porn, smut, filth, naughty pictures, all the stuff you and Dad tried to protect me from...what, what's so funny?"
I was laughing. I'd just been power-fucked by a girl who'd taken a post-graduate course in sexual technique through the medium of eye-watering internet pornography, all in order to seduce me!
"Nothing, Princess, I applaud your inquisitive spirit and ingenuity, thank you so much for experimenting on me! Is there anything you've left out, or are you saving them up for a rainy day?!"
She dimpled adorably.
"Harry, my repertoire is extensive, but entirely theoretical, and not to be attempted in a single day; some of the things I have planned for us, well, we'll have to work our way up to them, that's all I'll say. I promise you, though, you won't be disappointed!"
Sai Fong then sat up and grinned widely.
"And now, Harry, I'm hungry; I wanted breakfast, instead you grabbed me and, with no provocation, stuck your thing in me, your own sister, how could you, how will I ever live it down? Now either feed me, or I shack up with some other bloke, one who knows how to treat a lady properly. Well?"
I climbed out of bed, heading for the shower, and Sai Fong called me back.
"Harry, you've got a call!" I turned back, picked up a dead phone, and turned to see her stepping through the bathroom door, her laugh tinkling as she locked the door. I heard her muffled yell. "Breakfast!" and resigned myself to at least an hour before I got a shower myself.
Sai Fong was true to form, and took an hour or more to shower, scrub, exfoliate, primp, preen, sand and polish before deigning to emerge, calling "Harry, Darling, did you make breakfast, I'm starving?" I'd grilled some bacon, and had a proper breakfast, and put out bread, a banana, bacon and peanut butter for Sai.
She pouted; "Harry, you could at least have made me my sandwich, I mean...!"
I was busy heading for the bathroom, but I stopped to look at her and grin.
"Princess, I do not want to watch you make, nor eat that disgusting thing, please be finished by the time I have, I want to keep my breakfast down." As I closed the bathroom door, I heard her say "Oh yes, forgot to say, there's no more hot water....!"
After having a not very satisfying lukewarm five-minute shower, I dried-off and wandered out to get dressed. Sai was draped over the sofa, a tiny little bathrobe covering her nakedness and eating a slice of bread and peanut butter as she watched TV. I quickly dressed, jeans, shirt and loafers, and started to make the bed, retrieving Sai's sleeping top and a pair of big knickers from between the covers. I flicked them over to her, grinning.
"Sai, is this what you wear to parties? No wonder I couldn't see any VPL, they must have been pulled up over your boobs!"
Sai looked at me in disdain, flicking them back at me.
"Harry, these are my sleeping pants. You couldn't see any Visible Panty Line last night 'cos I wasn't wearing any!"
I paled; "You mean I took you...and you...oh dear God, you didn't!"
Sai looked over at me, her robe falling open, her lovely tight body in full view, eyes dancing with suppressed mirth.
"Harry, you darling, you are such an innocent! I didn't wear any knickers because you can't wear a dress like that and wear panties, or even a thong, it would show through; besides, I was hoping to decoy you into the car park and chance my arm!"
I was still adjusting to our changed status, from siblings to couple, so I was trying to avoid staring at her, my little sister, stretched out naked as a jaybird, and at the same time unable to tear my eyes away; she really was a stunner, and I didn't want to waste a single second's viewing time! Horny and conflicted, not a good way to be when a body like that is staring at you...
As if aware of my quandary, Sai Fong oozed off the sofa, standing up to let the ridiculously inadequate bathrobe slide off, stretching and yawning, doing a full slow 360 as she did. I was goggling, this was the first time I'd seen her naked in the daylight, and it was a breathtaking sight. Aware that she had my full attention, she shook her hair out and threw her head back, making her hair cascade down her back, smoothed her hands down her body, and looked up at me from under the large curl that had fallen over one eye.
"Seen enough, yet, Harry?" she twinkled at me, suppressed glee dancing in her eyes. She stepped closer, slid her arms around my neck and kissed me deeply, slowly, and with care and attention, my hands naturally falling down to her waist, and then to her bum, holding and gently squeezing those lovely firm globes as I pulled her into me.
"You're going to see a lot more of me like this, Harry, so don't let your imagination get too worked up, we have lots of time for that! Now, take me somewhere nice, I want to walk hand-in-hand with you and be a couple, OK? We're going to hug, and cuddle, and kiss, a lot, just like other couples, and when we get back, we'll do a little shopping, and I'll make us lunch. Then, suddenly, for no explicable reason, all my clothes are going to mysteriously fall off; what happens next is entirely up to you!"
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Sai Fong Speaks:
So now I had Harry, nailing him after years of chasing, teasing, tormenting, and finally trapping him. So what if he's my half-brother, he's worth it; the poor lamb's such an innocent, he might have gone off with some local girl, someone I knew, that would have been too dreadful for words, seeing him tied-up with some local trull, or worse, some tramp he met at uni, that would have been unspeakable. I couldn't allow that, he's mine, I saw him first; really speaking, that first time, I forced him, but then he didn't exactly fight me off tooth and nail, defending his virtue with might and vigour; in fact, I seem to remember that he had no hesitation about moving in for the kill, so perhaps I got to him just as his resolve finally wavered, his barriers on the way down –precision timing, even if I do say so myself.
Now that Harry and I had slept together, had made love during the night and again in the morning, and were planning how to stay together, my life seemed to be finally coming into focus. I had wanted Harry for so long, tried to break him down by any means at my disposal, and it took an argument with Dad over university to finally catalyse our relationship.
I knew what Harry had been going through with me; I'd planned it, after all, just in case the opportunity arose, but it still took an act of fate to put us in the same bed, at the same time, and like all good schemer's, I took my opportunity to finally make him mine. He'd laughed to hear how I'd prepared for this night, how I'd prepared to seduce him by learning (theoretically, of course; internet porn can be useful, and not just for the obvious) every sexual trick and technique I could find that didn't actually look impossible, disgusting, or required me to be freakishly double-jointed.
So now, what next? We've resolved our living arrangements for the next three years, Dad will eventually come round to see things my way, because I have decided that is the way things should be, and I'll be able to keep Harry pinned close to me, because he's far too delicious to be unleashed on unsuspecting womanhood at large. Harry tells me I'm an amoral little wretch, a distinction I wear with pride, and Dad's going to give in, because he doesn't have the strength to fight me forever; all he has to do is sign the papers, and I'm out of his hair (what's left of it, poor dear; I kept him busy) and officially Harry's problem for the next three years. I know this sounds so calculating, but the truth is, Harry's such a wide-eyed innocent, such a babe in the woods, I couldn't just leave him out there, poor darling, a sitting target, any scheming bitch, someone just like me, in fact, might have snagged him, a thought that makes me go weak at the knees; I might still have to kill to keep him, keep watching the papers. Like I said, he's mine.
+++
When I ran off to London, I had no plan to seduce Harry (well, not immediately, anyway, certainly not that day), all I wanted was a rational, reasonably well-adjusted person to talk to, Dad was being completely obtuse and unreasonable, and Harry is so sweet, never judgemental, I was hoping that he would talk to Dad, get him to understand I was never going to study nursing, that I was the last person on the planet to entrust with a human life, that I wanted to be a graphic artist and illustrator, and that I'd already been accepted at a prestigious art school. What came after was wholly unplanned (but not un-hoped for, and certainly not unwelcome), opportunistic, and the product of circumstance.
(Poor Harry, he may be a brilliant engineering student, one of the only 12 students world-wide to participate in the Special Engineering Projects programme at his university, one of the foremost engineering universities on the planet, but when it came to girls, me especially, he just didn't have his antennae peeking over the parapet. In our little dynamic, Harry may be the intellect, but I am the brains of the outfit; he needs someone as devious and skewed as me, someone to put a few bends and twists in him so he can meet the real world with a fair chance of surviving it. Let me describe him. He's tall, just over six feet, with soft, dark chestnut hair, always flopping down over one eye, big grey-hazel eyes and long, almost girly, eyelashes, killer cheekbones, and a chin you could bounce rocks off, physique honed by rugby training into something best described as "Phwoaarr!" A proper wet-knicker eyeful in any predatory females' book, as well as the most solid, muscular bum I've ever seen on a man. Ever since I first noticed it, I've wanted to sink my teeth into that bum, just to feel the texture of all that densely-packed muscle! He's so gorgeous it's ridiculous, something he's completely unaware of, thank God; other boys with half his looks and delicious bod are cocky little dicks, but he's so sweet it's worrying; I truly believe that if you sliced him open, cuddly puppies would leap out. His great talent, if you could call it that, is to be diffident, so shy, that he fades into the background, something he does almost instinctively, shutting down his 'me' field so thoroughly that he literally fades from view; the trouble is, any girl who sees him being so unassuming, so lacking that 'cute-guy' cockiness, immediately ticks the box on her 'keeper' list, and moves in for the kill, then stands back in confusion at his complete lack of response, not realising that he's completely failed to pick up any of her 'come and get me, big boy' signals. I was broadcasting those same signals for years, and nothing; it took desperate measures to reel him in, believe me. Harry truly believes that all the big-tit scrubbers hanging around him at uni do it because they're all as fascinated by hard engineering as he is. Any girl who claims older brothers are easy to manage hasn't met Harry.)
When I woke in the darkness that first night, all I was aware of was the nearness of him, his body warmth, the sense of his presence, and then I knew I wanted him, there and then, not just to possess, but physically, to make love to me, to hold me and kiss me, the way I had fantasised for years. I knew he was the man for me, now I had to find a way of making him see that.
My arm was still through his, and with a little judicious tugging, (taking my time, I didn't want to wake him just yet), he gradually slid lower down the bed, from his upright position to a more prone position. At last, he was lying next to me, one arm under himself, the other resting loosely on my tummy. I slowly turned to face him, and his hand slid down and came to rest on my bottom, then grasping my bum cheek in his sleep. I smiled; this might be easier than I thought, this boy had good instincts! My own hand slid around his solid waist, across the small of his back, rubbing at the waistband of his shorts. At last, I went for it, sliding my hand inside the back of his boxers and further down, feeling the solid muscle mass of his buttock, thinking 'Dear God, what an arse, it's like a rock!'
His breathing changed, and I sensed he was awake, his grasp on my buttock easing as he tried to slip it off, so I told him "Leave it there!" which startled him, but he kept his hand in place; good boy, he knew how to take orders. I wondered, being as he had me by the bum, whether he was going to do anything about it, but, with no sign of any further activity from him, I grabbed tight hold of his bum and used the leverage to slide myself up against him, feeling the outline of his cock, thinking 'Yes, oh yes!" and finally pulling his head down so I could kiss him at last, the way I had always wanted to. He made one more half-hearted attempt to move his warm hand from my bum, and I had to warn him again, so he took the plunge, groped my arse properly, the way I'd always hoped he would. When he finally rammed his beautiful cock into me, it was like a dream come true. He hammered my fanny until I came like never before, I literally saw stars, and I fully intend to keep on seeing them, with him. There are a lot of things I want to try, some of them I've seen done, but don't really believe, none will have occurred to him, all of which are going to shock my Harry speechless, , and I'm going to have a fucking great time!
Making love to Harry was the single most important milestone in my life to date, not because I gave him my virginity, but because I had finally stepped over the line into that place where you discover, truly realise, that there is someone in your life who's more important to you than you are. I discovered I loved Harry with a deep and aching love, not just fancied him because he was so cute, and I wanted to keep him near me, to be near him, to wake up and see him every day. The thought of not seeing him every day, of being separated from him made me feel funny inside, wobbly, and a little scared. Love? I believe so. I wanted to continue with what we were doing, no matter what the cost. Harry, ever the practical one, ran through the consequences and ramifications of what I did, we did, checking to see if I understood what exactly we were embarking upon here, but he needn't have worried; I'd gone through all of these in my mind a thousand times before, never dreaming that one day I would be having this conversation for real. I knew what I wanted; to be with and love that boy. I'm over 18 and in my right mind, so I went for it, and I'm perfectly satisfied with the outcome.
When morning came, Harry made love to me, slow, exciting foreplay and hot, mind-blowing orgasm as he ate me out, then filling me with his cock, claiming me properly, sealing us together, admitting to himself and accepting that we were now a couple, siblinghood notwithstanding.
Harry:
I waited for Sai Fong to get dressed, usually a production in its own right, and after 45 minutes or so, knocked on the bedroom door, asking if she was alright. Getting no answer, I opened the door, and there she was, sitting on the bed, ridiculous bathrobe pulled around her, tears streaking her face, staring at her clothes, looking at me, then leaping up to hug me so hard I swear I heard my spine creak.
"What's the matter, Princess? " I whispered, as she started sobbing into my chest, holding her close as I smoothed her hair, arms all the way around her, the way she liked me to hug her, had done since she was a little girl.
"Harry, what have I done, I dragged you into this, why did you let me? How are we going to fix this? Oh God, I'm so sorry!" she gabbled out, her words running together, tears starting afresh as she started sobbing again, great, braying sobs.
I got it. The guilt had found her. I had thought I would be in this place now, but the truth was, I felt completely unworried by what we'd done; when you jump off that cliff, it's past time to start worrying about what happens next; it's going to happen, and you've already accepted it, or you wouldn't have jumped. It was done, and that was all to say on the subject. Obviously, the thrill of the chase had obscured for her the possible outcomes, now she'd realised that we couldn't turn back the clock. It happened, and was going to remain happened, no matter what.
I held her until her sobs died down to hiccups and sighing, soothing her and rubbing her back, then sat her down next to me, wiping her eyes with my shirt, the one she'd already snuffled and wiped her nose on.
"Alright, Sai, are you ready to talk now?" I asked her, still aware of how naked she was, eyes still full of tears, threatening to spill down at the slightest provocation, and I wasn't too thrilled at the prospect of her mopping her face and nose again with the shirt I was wearing; pretty-girl snot is still snot, and I was already cringeing away from the front of my sodden shirt as it all soaked through.
"Harry, what are we going to do?" she whispered, "Where can we possibly go from here? It's not like we can ever be a real couple, all we can do is pretend, but eventually someone's going to find out. What happens then? Suppose you meet someone, what happens to me? If I want children one day, how can I, if we're together, if we're a couple?"
I had already made my decision. When we jumped into it, I had my eyes open. "Sai," I began, "I've been chasing you and back-pedalling for God-knows how long now; I could never concentrate on any one girlfriend long enough to make it work, because you were always there in my head, and I knew deep-down that this was going to happen; it was inevitable, and I bowed to it. There's never going to be anyone else, you take up all my available head-space, OK? Face it, all your prick-teasing worked, maybe too well, because now I'm hooked on you. I picked a university a long way from home because I thought if you were out of sight, I could put you out of mind, but you were always there, on the edge of vision, so no, I'm not going anywhere, and I won't let you, either, unless that's what you really want."
Sai Fong sat and watched my face, my eyes, as I made my little speech, checking out the little tells to see if I was sincere, if I was being truthful, or if I was just horny and keeping her on the hook so I could get some more. To be honest, I was a little off-balance with all this; I'd never seen Sai upset and crying before, she had a naturally sunny disposition, and even Dad had mentioned once that she'd never acted-out, or thrown a tantrum, or even made the usual demands on him for late nights out, extra money, all the things teenage girls demand as their right. Even her yelling at me in Cantonese and slamming her door was just her winding me up, making sure I knew she'd missed me when I'd had to spend weekends at school.
"Sai, do you want children? Because we can work something out, let me think about it. All the other stuff, it's not likely anyone will twig what our real relationship is; look at us, we're not obviously brother and sister, even your actual name isn't Waterfield; Dad just called you that for convenience with the schools. The only person who knows you're my sister, other than the local yokels in Shropshire and the family, is the faceless bod at the Home Office who processed your paperwork when dad applied for residence for you as his daughter, along with the other 50,000 immigrants who apply for and are granted residence every year. Your name is Sai Fong, that's what it says on your passport, and your birth certificate, you know, the one written in Chinese....?"
Sai was smiling now, listening as I unravelled what I'd been thinking between last night and now. My confirmation that I'd committed to her was obviously what she'd been looking and waiting for, and the fact that I'd given thought to what came next obviously encouraged her. She moved closer to me, hugging me, careful to avoid the disgusting front of my shirt, kissing me on the cheek.
"You have thought about this, haven't you, Harry, really thought about it? And, knowing how this could all end, you're still sure about this, you really, really mean to take me on, full speed ahead and damn the consequences?"
I smiled. "Surely do, Princess, I love you, you got me, and I got you now! Now, apparently I'm wearing your used handkerchief, so I need a shirt, and you should pick something to wear, I thought you wanted to go out strolling! Do you need some help, some advice from an older male on what looks most devastating on a pretty girl on a summer morning?"
Sai looked at me, grinning. "Harry, I've seen what you wear, you're colour-blind and living in the nineties, so thank you, no, I can do this quite well by myself, if it's all the same to you! And 'pretty', eh? You'll pay for that!"
I grinned. "My apologies, Princess, I meant, hot, stunning, ravishing, gorgeous, mouth-watering, phwoaarr! Pax?" Sai dimpled. "It's a start, let me think about it!"
I sat on the bed, watching as she dressed, drawing the comment "Seen enough yet, pop-eyes?" I answered "Sweetheart, last night I saw more than you'd admit to under torture, so now, I'm just surveying the field of play, enjoying the view, and picking out the bits I like best!" So saying, I pulled her close by her hips, her arms going about my neck and head as I nibbled lightly on her sexy little brownish-pink nipples, nuzzling her small, high breasts, squeezing and jiggling her taut little bum as I did so.
"We'll call that payment for snotting all over my shirt, shall we?" I teased her, giving her rump a light pinch on each cheek before letting her go.
Sai stuck out her tongue, slid on a thong and a wispy bra, skin-tight leggings, a loose, off the shoulder top, and flat-soled slipper-shoes.
"Right, let's go, breakfast is on me, I hope you like park food, I want to go to the zoo and stroll in Regent's Park!"
I, however, was reacting a little too well to the sight of her in her cute outfit, and the picture of her slim body before she desecrated it by putting on clothes, and pulled her close for another serious grope of her equipment, my own equipment also taking note of her nearness, and jumping up to catch my attention, and hers as well...
"Why Harry, whatever are you doing?" she purred at me, grinding her crotch against mine, making me even harder, and slipping her arms around my neck to pull me in close for a long and very stimulating kiss.
"Honestly, Harry, if you wanted to play silly buggers, you could have interrupted me before I got dressed; now I have to strip off again. How annoying!" she teased me, hooking her thumbs in the waistband of her leggings and sliding them down a couple of inches, before I slid my hands inside the back of them and cupped her sexy little bum-cheeks, squeezing and pulling them apart as she reached up to kiss me again. She pushed me so I fell backwards onto the bed, pulling her down with me, giggling as she kissed me, the feel of her curved smiling lips against mine unbearably sexy.
Sai wriggled out of her leggings and panties, lying on top of me in just her loose top, her nipples already stiff and clearly defined as they rubbed against my chest, and began to kiss me more seriously, languorously rolling her tongue against mine, tasting me as I tasted her, rubbing her naked quim against me. I was terribly torn between letting go of her superb bum or undoing my own trousers and unleashing Harry Jr. and decided that her bum was going to be freely available, whereas even the most dedicated shagging-machine has only a limited number of erections available per day. Get while the getting's good, as Grandpa always said!
Sai seemed to pick up on this inner conflict of mine, and took matters into her own hands, as it were. Kneeling up on the bed, she unhooked my trouser button, unzipped my flies, and yanked them off all in one fluid movement, including my shorts in the performance, leaving me naked with a truly bone-chilling erection. With a happy sigh, Sai Fong leaned in and engulfed my penis in her soft warm mouth, her tongue gently rasping and sliding around and behind the head, licking in the slit, and sucking inexorably. I knew I couldn't stand this for long, as she well knew, so I reluctantly disengaged from her, pulling her up beside me to kiss her and nuzzle her breasts through the fabric of her top. Sai smiled and leaned back, closing her eyes when I trailed my fingers down her flat tummy to her sparse pubic hair, gently ruffling the soft fine fuzz and probing lower, to caress her soft slim labia. As I kissed and nibbled her lips and tongue, I slowly worked my finger into her secret place, feeling her lips open and softly swell as she became more aroused, moisture seeping from her, and the hard little nub of her clitoris making itself felt. Sai jumped and sighed when my gently questing fingers touched or caressed her clitoris, and her hands entwined themselves around my head, pulling me in closer to kiss me more ardently, more passionately, more lovingly.



At last, my hands on her vulva, my fingers stimulating her, were not enough, and she whispered to me "Harry...please, you know what I like..." and her hands urged me downwards, kissing her in a trail from between her lovely little clothed breasts, down over her midriff and stomach, to her vulva. The smell of her was rich and warm and fresh, her excitement an additional tangy note, sharp and enticing, and I moved between her legs to kiss and nibble at her exposed secret place, eager to taste her again.
Sai began to murmur and sigh, head shaking from side to side as her body arched and spasmed in time to my licking and nibbling, her sighs in counterpoint to my stabbing tongue as I feasted on her womanly flesh, her musk dazzling and exciting me. I probed and licked, lapped and sucked for what seemed hours, taking Sai Fong to the brink over and over again, each time I could sense her pulling back, prolonging the sensations, until she pulled her legs right up against her chest, exposing her little pink pucker, and groaned "Please Harry, in there, now, shove your tongue in my arse, please darling....!" I obliged, stiffening my tongue and pushing it into her anus as hard as I could,. Sai screamed as her orgasm rolled over her, her vulva spasming and her anus contracting, tightening around my tongue-tip and forcing it out. I slid my finger into her damp and seeping anus, and she groaned as a fresh wave of orgasm rolled through her, making her body shudder with the intensity of it.
I moved back over her, and she opened her eyes to look and me, smiling as she blew me a kiss, and pulled me down into her, guiding my cock into her, making her groan as I filled her, then began sliding my cock in and out, making Sai clench and sigh as orgasms continued to break through her, the convulsions in her pussy sucking and rippling at my cock, the sensation delightful and impossible to resist. I came with a loud groaning sigh, pulsing jets of spunk into her hot pussy, coating her vaginal walls with me, meeting Sai Fong as she orgasmed with me, both of us giving the ultimate pleasure to each other.
As w lay, hearts hammering and breath in short supply, we smiled and laced our fingers together, sure of at least one thing in the entire world; I knew I was in love with this beautiful girl, and I wasn't going to let her go.
Finally, heart-rate back to normal, we lay together, still languid in the afterglow of passion, talking softly about how we would live and love in the days to come.
"Harry, you do love me, don't you?"
"Princess, I love you more than I can say. I don't know how to fully express how I adore each and everything about you, all I can say is that I love and want you so badly it hurts!"
"And the future, will we have one?" she asked, "because I can't see anything for me without you there. Harry, I love you so much, have done for so very long, all I can see in my future is you, and my family with you, and our life together. Am I wrong to be so definite about what I want out of this life?"
There were tears in her beautiful eyes, and I realised that she was waiting for me to ask her the one question that would seal us together forever.
"Sai Fong, I want nothing in this life but you and the happiness you bring me. Will you be my wife, marry me, have our children and stay with me forever?"
Sai looked deeply into my eyes, looking for the hesitation, the deceit or the reluctance, finding none of these things. I was sincere; I love Sai Fong, always have, and always will. She smiled, tears standing in her eyes, and kissed me tenderly, "Yes Harry" she whispered, "I will marry you, one day soon, and make beautiful little Harry's of my own!"
I thought of something, and slid off the bed, padded over to the dressing table and rummaged in the drawer until I found what I was looking for. I went back to the bed, and pulled Sai up to her knees, took her left hand and slid my maternal grandmother's engagement ring onto her finger. "Sai, this was my grandmother's, she left it for me to give to the girl I married, and now I'm giving it to you as a symbol of my troth, of my intent to marry you. Will you accept it from me?"
Sai smiled tremulously and two big tears rolled down her soft cheeks, but she looked me in my eyes and replied "I accept this from you with all my heart, as a symbol of our love and intent to marry. Thank you Harry darling!" She suddenly giggled, louder and louder, until she was laughing and holding her sides. I waited until she'd finished, and gave her a quizzical look.
"I'm sorry darling" she said, "I just realised that when your grandmother gave you this ring, she probably envisioned your intended wouldn't have been quite so rudely naked when you proposed!"
I burst out laughing as I got Sai's point; I think Grandmother probably would have had difficulty visualising what I was looking at right now!
I just had one more thing to make clear, though, just in case the romance of the situation had clouded a couple of issues that we needed to keep in clear sight.
"Just a little caveat though, you sexy piece, you! Dad is still going to be a tough nut to crack, so, unless you want to start World War 3 with extreme prejudice, I'd keep the ring out of his sight until we really can't anymore. At some point we are going to tell him, and I'd rather we did it our way than he put it together himself and come gunning for us. OK?"
Sai nodded her agreement "While I'm with you, Harry, I'm wearing this sparkler, OK? I want the world and his wife to know we're officially engaged!"
I gathered her into me, and helped her disrobe completely, counting and kissing her nipples. I had to do it many times, I kept getting the number wrong, and Sai giggling and jiggling wasn't helping one little bit!
Eventually, I managed to decoy her into the shower, where the hot water had recovered somewhat, and we managed to get in a surprisingly satisfying shower (although I defy any straight man on the planet to get into a shower with a nubile naked girl and claim the shower was anything but satisfying!)
Sai had said before that she wanted to go to Regents Park and visit London Zoo, so once we were ready, we headed off there.
We took a bus to Regent's Park, and strolled along The Broadwalk, down Chester Road, and over to the Garden Cafe, for a breakfast of croissants, coffee cake and espresso.
It's a long walk from there to London Zoo, but we took our time, walking hand in hand, stopping frequently to, in Sai's words, 'friendly-up' which consisted mainly of her hugging and kissing me enthusiastically, me returning the favour with gusto. I was gratified to see nearly every man we passed, and quite a few women, check Sai out, staring at her as we passed. In the morning sunlight she looked absolutely flawless, skin glowing with health, pink and fresh, that special 'peaches and cream' complexion some Chinese girls have, her hair like dark burnished copper in the sun, highlights glinting and sparkling, her willowy figure, coral pink, rosebud lips and sexy almond eyes stopping people in their tracks. Sai is tall, and very pretty, not beauty-queen beautiful, but fresh, girlish and adorable, and she's no cover-girl, but then, I'm no movie star, so we balance out, and the combination of her exotic looks and slim figure was truly arresting. When we arrived at the zoo, she walked around enthralled, the animal enclosures fascinating her. I was intrigued, seeing as we have several zoos and a safari park within fairly easy reach of the house in Cosford, and I was fairly sure one elephant looks pretty much like another, wherever you see it.
She explained.
"Dudley Zoo is dire, Chester Zoo is depressing, all that concrete and pickpockets, and West Midland's Safari Park is boring; half the animals hide in the deep woods, all you ever see are gigantic turds, moth-eaten camels ambling across the road and spitting on the cars, and geriatric rhino's slumped over in the sun; are they asleep, paralysed, comatose, dead? Not riveting. Then, as if that weren't enough, the bloody monkeys climb on the cars and masturbate like they've just discovered it, or piss all over the windscreen. There's nothing more certain to put a damper on the day than watching a baboon with a hard-on sitting on the bonnet and grinning at you, pulling his pudding as he yanks off the windscreen-wipers, then driving home in a car sans wipers, reeking of monkey-piss and covered in baboon-spunk!"
I laughed in delight, she was obviously recovered, her sense of humour back in gear. "You are the most foul-mouthed, vulgar girl I've ever met!" I chuckled, Sai Fong grinning back at me. "That's nothing, some of the stuff written on the Upper 6th Form toilet wall would make a dockworker blush!" Now I was really intrigued.
"Go on, please, how bad can it be?"
I soon found out.
Sai smiled wickedly. "My favourite goes like this:
Here's to the cut that never heals,
The harder you stroke it, the softer it feels,
You can wash it in soap; you can wash it in soda,
But nothing gets rid of the fish-bucket odour!"
I laughed out loud, Sai grinning alongside me. "I knew you'd like it, Harry; that was a mild one, some of the others are too disgusting for words!"
We strolled around a little more, ate hotdogs and ice-creams, and took that long walk back to Marylebone Road to get the bus back home, stopping off at the little corner shop so Sai could buy something for a late lunch, as she'd promised. Once back in the flat, she made me sit and watch TV while she prepared lunch. I was used to pub-grub or eating out of the microwave, so I was looking forward to a real cooked meal for a change.
Lunch was rice, bean-sprouts, pak choi, sliced pork, chicken and cashews in a rich dark tangy sauce, something she made at home a lot for Dad, something her mother had taught her, and it was filling and tasty. Lunch finished, we cleared up, washed up, and sat together watching Saturday TV, or rather Sai watching TV, and me watching Sai, always a worthwhile occupation.
At last, she stood up, stretching, pecked me on the lips and wandered into the bedroom, calling out to me a few minutes later. I followed her voice, and there she was, wearing her skin, looking extremely desirable, edible, and available.
"Hi Harry, my clothes seem to have suddenly fallen off, should I put them on again?" she grinned, watching me undress in a hurry, almost falling over in my rush to climb out of my jeans and yank my shirt off. I had been walking around with her all day, my hormone levels jacked-up by the knowledge that this girl was my fiancée, and I wanted to do naughty things to her all day, only constrained by the fact that we were in public!
I climbed onto the bed next to her, pulling her in close, her scent fresh and clean, smelling like flowers and fresh air. She wrapped her arms around my neck, kissing me gently, sliding her arms around my neck and leaning back, pulling me down onto her. I slid my arms around her slim waist, holding her by the small of her back as I pulled her into me, my hands wandering down to catch her lovely firm, springy bum cheeks, squeezing and pulling them apart, lifting and separating them, making her gasp and giggle "Naughty, Harry, very naughty!"
Her hands meanwhile had slipped down to wrap one hand around my cock, gently pumping it as it came to full erection, her other hand lightly squeezing my scrotum, the combined motions of both hands very stimulating. I moved from kissing her lips to kiss down her chin, along her neck and down to her breasts. Sai has small, firm breasts, almost the same shape and size as a champagne coupe, tipped with small neat brownish pink aureoles and nipples that stood up like hard little fingertips when she was aroused. Definitely not bee-stings, but not fun-bags either; in fact, just the right size to fit in my cupped hand; as we used to say in school, more than a handful's a waste!
I licked and nibbled her nipples, rubbing my tongue over the pinkish nubs, making them stand erect and thrum, almost half an inch long and solid, like rubber, enjoying the feel of them against my tongue as I squeezed and fondled her neat little backside, Sai moaning and sighing as I lapped and nibbled away. Her hands drifted away from my penis, holding my face for a moment before moving to the top of my head, gently but insistently pushing me down, telling me again what she wanted. I kissed and licked down her mid-section, tipping my tongue in her navel, making her sigh, and on down, until I was lapping through her fine silky pubic hair, once again enjoying the sensation of rubbing my tongue through her hair, short fine hairs parting under my tongue tip. I moved to lie between her thighs, Sai Fong lifting her hips so I could slide my hands under her buttocks, holding her pussy up to my mouth, letting me smell her scent, see her lubrication begin to flow as her arousal climbed. Her vulva was almost completely hairless, naturally so, not shaven, and her labia were perfectly framed by the creamy whiteness of her inner thighs, slim and neat, not the thick folds and creases of flesh I had seen with some other girls. I licked her labia, making her gasp and squirm, the flesh darkening as blood engorged her vulva, making her lips puff out, running my tongue gently along the centre line, feeling them loosen and open under my tongue and her juices flow more readily, then rubbing her hooded clitoris gently, bringing her steadily on, making her moan at the sensations radiating from her pussy. I love to eat pussy, and I was enjoying myself, savouring her fluids, the taste salty and sweet, tangy and rich, the smell fresh and wholesome, feminine, tempting and exciting.
Her clitoris slid out under my tongue, pale against the pinkness of her inner lips and vagina, stiffening and protruding as I lapped and sucked. She was moaning louder now, saying my name as I bored in, licking her labia, her clitoris, and running my tongue-tip down to prod at her anal bud, making her jump and quiver, the pink puckered entrance contracting under my tongue. I allowed more saliva to run down my tongue, lubricating her secret hole, rimming her as I penetrated deeper with every pass, one finger stroking her clitoris as I concentrated on her anus, then licking back up again, lapping at her clitoris and slowly sliding a finger into her anus, up to the second knuckle. Sai groaned and pushed her sweet little muff into my face, forcing herself onto my mouth. I pushed back, swirling my tongue over her clitoris as I slowly pumped the finger in her arse, making her hips dance, her groans intensify, and her buttocks flex as she dug her heels in, thrusting and hunching her groin against my face. At last, stimulated to the extreme, she orgasmed, her thighs clamping around my head as she shook and groaned, fingers knotting in my hair to pull my face against her as her orgasm rocketed around her, her juices pouring out around my lips, to coat my lips and drip from my chin onto the bed, her thigh muscles quivering as she rode it out, eventually collapsing back down onto the bed, eyes closed, face relaxed, a small smile on her lips.
Presently, her eyelids fluttered open, and her smile widened.
"Thank you, Harry, my darling big brother, that was spectacular, remind me to keep you! Although, I'm still wondering whether to forgive you for yesterday, when I caught you thinking, actually thinking, eewww, about the sticky-knicker brigade back home. Oh, OK, you're forgiven! " she smiled, holding her arms out to me, calling me up to her. Wiping my face, I moved up over her, taking my weight on my arms, Sai Fong holding and positioning my penis, then nodding and smiling. I pushed forward slowly, once again that look of concentration on her face as I entered her, dropping down to my elbows so I could kiss her as I fucked her. Sai wrapped her hands around my head, pulling me down to her to snake her tongue between my lips, tasting herself as she tasted me, kissing me long and hard, gently rubbing her hands over my face and the back of my head as I pumped into her. She raised up to meet my thrusts, clamping her pussy muscles around my cock as I pumped, sending shivers of delight throughout my entire midsection, and I knew I wouldn't last long with her doing that. Sai sensed that I was nearing the brink, and relaxed, backed down her pumping, easing her massaging of my cock with her vaginal walls, slowing down our arousal, giving us more time to enjoy each other. I pumped into her in slower, measured rhythm, savouring her moist warmth, her flesh surrounding my flesh, the feel and sight of her. Alas, even I couldn't delay for too long what I wanted most, to fill her with my spunk, and my rhythm and pace increased, my excitement rising exponentially, each thrust into her jacking up my excitement ever further, until I was pumping away at her as fast as I could. She was there right alongside me, matching me thrust for thrust, her head thrown back, breath coming in gasps, pumping back at me more and more urgently as I speeded up, until we came together, Sai with a long, wavering moan, her pussy walls rippling on my cock, sucking and squeezing at me, making me come, hard, sperm shooting out of me to splash in jets inside her as I gasped out loud, a long, inarticulate groan of release.
We lay together, dazed and winded, hearts beating like drums, thundering in our ears, slowly subsiding as we calmed, touching, nibbling, and stroking each other.
Sai was the first to recover, raising herself on one elbow, lying on her side to look at me, a small smile on her lips.
"So, Harry, is it going to be like this every time, or are you making a special effort because I'm your sister-stroke-fiancée?" she grinned, eyes mischievous, lips curving in a wide smile. I looked back at her, grinned and pulled her close to grab her bum and pinch her rump just hard enough to make her jump.
"Does that answer your question, Princess?" I grinned at her, she thudding me in the chest in return and replying "I asked you a question; I didn't request you pinch my arse. Are you always this good, or am I experiencing the first glow, and is it downhill from here?" she persisted, a glint in her eyes.
"Princess, you inspire me, you know, the whole 'fine wine, finally decanted' thing; after the long dance and exquisite torture you put me through over the last four years, I think you can expect the excitement level, on my part at least, to maintain at a generally high level; so I think this is probably the ground-state of our sex-life for the foreseeable future; count yourself lucky, some girls get no guarantees at all! Having said that, I hope you've had enough for now, I need to recover my strength; you are very exciting to be with, but so very draining on the resources!"
Sai scooted over, hugging me tightly. "Harry, you do love me, right? This is not just you feeding my fantasy?" "I've always loved you, Princess," I replied, "I told you, you're wearing my ring because I love you so very much, now let me rest for a while; I need to be on top form for later, I know you'll want to play again soon!"
Sai Fong smiled, kissed me on the chin, snuggled down, and was soon breathing evenly, fast asleep in a couple of minutes.
I lay for a while, thinking about how I'd got to here, how we were going to make this work, and how long we could keep this up. At some point, one of us was going to make a slip, and Dad, absent-minded and mild as he was, was going to go ballistic, at the very least; more likely he'd slice and dice me. Not even wanting to dwell on the possible consequences, I thought about ways to disguise our relationship for the next couple of months or so. In September Sai would be coming down to London. She had been unable to get a room in student halls, of course, and, in the normal course of things she would have had to find a flat to share, or at least a room to let in a house, a hefty expense for Dad. With Sai staying with me, that expense was taken off the page, something he was going to breathe a sigh of relief over, which should help defuse the whole art-school thing somewhat. Holidays and free weekends were going to be problematic. Perhaps it would be best if we never had a free weekend together, one or other of us going home, not both at the same time; fewer complications, certainly, as it meant no temptation, plus it looked more natural if we portrayed ourselves as roommates, living separate lives, rather than unconsciously acting like a couple, doing everything together, probably giving ourselves away eventually. I'd also have a look and see if I could swap or replace the couch with a sofa bed, that way if Dad ever visited, we had two beds in the flat, one hers and one mine, nothing to raise eyebrows or suspicions.



Although, another track in my brain started playing, why not just keep Sai here, tell dad about us, it was going to happen anyway, why not do it in a way that kept the tension and anger to a minimum? I knew that, given any sort of ultimatum, a choice between dad and me, Sai would choose me. Perhaps we should just tell him, face the music, take our chances with dad's reaction. I would run that one past Sai at a later date, after I'd had a chance to plot out how best to set that particular scenario in motion.
All our immediate problems resolved, or at least considered calmly, I took to contemplating Sai Fong as she slept. She really was worth contemplating; it was no wonder a posse of boys had trailed around after her from the age of 12; as she got older one after the other asking her out, and all getting knocked back. She had a lovely, firm, tight figure, round and shapely bum, lovely firm boobs, not too small, but not jugs either, thick, striking, bright-auburn hair, long slim legs, and her exotic features, part Asian, part European, all beautiful. She had teased and tormented me for so long, and I'd been scared stiff of her, of what she might do, or worse, what she might tempt me to do. Now it was done, and it felt just grand. I wanted her, and she wanted me, so all else was detail. She was going to have to bite her lip in Shropshire for the next three months, though; it was only June, and her courses started in mid-September, while I would have to remain in London for the summer. The programme I was in was a loan-out to the aerospace industry, so I had several design research projects to get knocked into shape; the money I was getting paid for it would pay my rent until Easter, so it was just too good to pass-up. She would just have to sweat until September, whether she liked it or not. If she could manage the occasional weekend, well and good, but I was definitely locked in until Mid-September.
When we went home, I'd talk to Dad about the benefits of Sai in university round the corner from me, under my eye, doing what she wanted to do, against the prospect of unleashing her on people who were foolishly expecting to get well at some point.
While I was woolgathering, thinking about what comes next, feeling the urge gathering somewhere below my belt-buckle (if I'd been wearing a belt), Sai woke up from her nap, checking my watch to see how long she'd been asleep.
"Harry, when we go home, next week, I mean, I suppose we won't be able to shag like bunnies, will we?" The image made me shudder, pictures of Dad walking in and finding us twined together naked making my blood pressure drop to almost zero.
"Christ, Sai, that would be really fucking stupid, why are you even asking?" I choked out, nerves suddenly jangling, trying to get the sudden image of my slow death out of my head, my incipient erection dropping back to nothing, lying there looking at me reproachfully, fear written all over its little one-eyed face.
"Harry, you should let me finish what I was saying, don't interrupt, its rude and pointless. As I was saying before I was so rudely interrupted, we can't do this in the house, so we'll have to make alternative arrangements. Harry! Are you listening? Why have gone so pale?"
"Princess, much as I love you, I refuse to even consider thinking about the possibility of there being the remotest chance of us even accidentally having any sort of contact other than 'good morning', are you hearing me? We agreed last night, appropriate behaviour only, yes? Don't even think about lowering the bar. I've only got one life; I would like to use it for a while longer!"
"Harry Waterfield, if you don't shut-up and listen, I swear I will stick a fingernail in the end of your knob and twist it hard, OK? Now shut up!"
I subsided, trying to clear the image of my post-mortem report so vividly printed in my mind's eye: "the victim was bludgeoned, shot, strangled, castrated, dismembered and fed to dirty weasels. Foul play cannot be ruled out...."
"Harry, HARRY! Earth to Harry, Earth to Harry!" It was Sai Fong. "Harry, obviously we can't go randomly shagging about the place; Dad only works in Lichfield, and if we hop into bed and he decides to come home early, or forgets something and turns round, we are in deep cack, forever," I interrupted. "YOU'LL be in deep cack, I'll be in the onion bed, fertilising next year's crop!"
"Harry, I said, do not interrupt me! And stop being so melodramatic! What I was going to suggest was, when you stop quaking in your boots, if the need is too great, we have a 'night out' in Telford, or Shrewsbury, we call in that we've had a couple of drinks, driving is out of the question, so we're staying at the Travelodge in Battlefield, or somewhere similar, see you in the morning, etc. That way, we get at least one night together during this week, yes? It works for me, how about you?"
I didn't know anyone in Shrewsbury, and the Travelodge there was on an A-road, not a busy motorway stop.
"OK Sai, you convinced me, but only if we're absolutely desperate, and to be honest, with Dad breathing down our necks, how desperate are we going to get? Tell you what, just to keep you damped-down, why don't you go and visit Gran!"
"Not fucking funny, Joker –Boy, why don't I call up some of my 'giggling-ninny' girlfriends to sit with you so they can all stare at your crotch and cream themselves, that should keep you occupied, you like day-dreaming about that bunch of scrubbers drooling at you into their sticky knickers, don't you?" smirked Sai Fong, knowing the last thing I wanted was a bunch of empty-headed wannabe predators staring at me like I was meat.
"Ouch! Touché Sai, good comeback!" I grinned feebly.
"And now Harry, now that we have that settled, there's something I need to hear from you; waiting Harry, waiting!" smiled Sai.
I pulled her close to me, kissed her long and deeply, and said "Sai Fong, long have I known you for yea, these many years now, and I would ask, nay beg, that you grant me the fondest desire of my heart. Sai Fong, Star of the East, Beloved Pearl of the Orient, may I play with your wobbly bits?"
She grinned and thumped me on the chest, saying "You say the nicest things, you smooth talking bastard!" So saying, she slid her arms around me, kissing me soundly, and continuing down my neck to my chest, licking my nipples, and pushing me over onto my back, her hand finding and fondling my now semi-erect penis, rubbing and squeezing it to full stretch, pumping as she kissed down my abdomen. She continued on down until her lips touched my cock, kissing down the shaft to my scrotum, licking and teasing, finally slowly, gently sucking one of my testicles into her mouth, lightly sucking on it, rolling her tongue around it , before letting go and pulling in the other testicle for the same treatment. My cock was thrumming by now, and Sai began gently kissing up the stem again, finally licking and teasing the crown, sliding her tongue around the slit in the end before licking her lips and sliding them over the end, sucking me into her mouth and beginning a slow sucking motion, her head bobbing as she sucked nearly all my cock into her mouth, then sliding back up again, to tease and rub the end, then a slow, steady suctioning, squeezing my balls as I bucked under her, my own hand rubbing and caressing her pussy, her face flushing as my hand worked her up.
My climax came suddenly. I felt my cock throb as my sperm rose, as did she, clamping her lips around the crown and looking me in the eyes as I shot several jets of sperm into her mouth, my hips bucking as she jerked my cock smoothly, encouraging me to shoot more, until I was wrung dry, my hips finally coming to rest on the bed. Sai looked at me and smiled, her face still flushed, and I slid down the bed, urging her up to me, to straddle my face. She held onto the headboard for support as I pulled her down to me, her engorged pussy directly above my mouth as I licked and sucked her vulva, running my tongue over and into her vagina, teasing her inner lips, lapping her clitoris, while she moaned and shuddered above me. She came strongly, a flood of her juices drizzling into my mouth and over my face, her thighs quivering on either side of my head, her knees clamping on my head as she gave a muted scream, grinding her vulva into my face, rubbing her clitoris against me to prolong her orgasm.
All done, Sai slid back down me, coming to rest lying on top of me, kissing me softly as her orgasm died away, murmuring, rubbing my arms, my chest, my shoulders, neck, and finally my face, looking up at me as she lightly traced the contours of my features, grinning as she did so, as did I, remembering the girl who loved so much to do that all those years ago.
Finally she stirred. "Harry, I'd like to go to a nice pub, have a drink, my first evening out with my...fiancée" said with a slow grin, "do you know one around here?"
My local was pretty good, no noisy jukebox or big-screen sports TV, just a quiet pub with good beer, good food, a good place to relax after a long day. I smacked her lightly on her succulent little bum.
"Up you get then, missy, my local's pretty good, no laddish behaviour, nice food; you want to check it out?"
Sai did, so we got showered, (a necessity, considering what we'd been doing!) and headed out for a quiet evening out, just the two of us.
My local was a typical London pub, Victorian, lots of polished wood and red plush, framed prints and brass light fixtures, but cool and airy. We sat and chatted about how we'd got here, where we were going, and what she was wanted to do when she finished university. Nobody bothered us, except for one amusing incident. Two City boys, probably in their late twenties had come in and were sitting at the bar, Armani suits, shirts, shoes, ties, belts, the whole uniform. They'd spotted Sai, and couldn't seem to take their eyes off her. I didn't blame them, I felt that way myself. She saw this, and seemed amused by it. I told her, if it worried her, I could go and have a word with them, but she laughed it off. Anyway, I had to go to the Gents, and when I came back one of them was trying to chat her up. I watched, waiting to see if she wanted any help. He put his hand on her shoulder, and she said something I couldn't hear, causing him to jerk his hand back and almost run back to his friend, shuddering, the two of them drinking up and leaving in a hurry. I walked back to the table, asked her what that was all about. Sai laughed. "He asked me if I wanted to go somewhere with him. I said I'd love to, but we had to be careful, I was just getting over a raging case of syphilis!"
I always knew Sai could take care of herself.
We got back to the flat late, and heated up the remains of lunch for another late supper, lounging around and chatting, laughing, remembering, Sai telling me about her early childhood, about Dad, and her life with him and her mother when she was small, and about Hong Kong and Guangzhou. We talked about my school-days and my early life with Grandpa and Gran, and how I missed them, Gran's unrelenting hostility towards Sai over the years since she'd arrived, and Sai's dismissive contempt for her. When we finally fell into bed, it was to sleep; I had no more stamina for sexual gymnastics, even the thought of holding and sleeping naked with Sai evoking only a minor response before I fell asleep.
I awoke to the sounds of breakfast, Sai Fong frying bacon and sausages, two of my favourite food groups (the others are sugar, grease, French fries and brown crunchy bits).
She called me, and there was my favourite breakfast, although, on the down side, there was also Sai preparing to eat her nauseating peanut butter, bacon and banana sandwich; I ate with my eyes closed.
We discussed which car we'd take back to Cosford, as I wasn't certain Sai Fong's battered Golf was up to the 150 mile drive, it looked like it had only just survived the drive down, and there was a CD player in my car, so at least she could listen to her music. Dad was expecting us back sometime on Monday, so we had one more day and night together, then we'd have to sneak around if we wanted to play any time over the next week. As it was a bright sunny day, I asked Sai what she wanted to do, and so we ended up doing the Serpentine Gallery in Hyde Park, The Tate Modern, The Museum of Mankind, and a long afternoon at the Victoria and Albert Museum. Sai was going to be an art student, so she wanted to check on where her source material was available, so I went along with it, although the Tate Modern baffled me.
We lunched at a greasy spoon I knew in Camden, the best fry-up in London, and then on to the V&A, finally getting home about 6. Sai made dinner again, just a grill, we were really too tired for anything else, and relaxed until the protein had done its thing, revitalising me, and getting some interesting looks from Sai. When I jumped up and grabbed her hand to lead her to the bedroom, I heard the whispered "At last!", and suppressed a grin; it was her fault for dragging me on a criss-cross trail across London!
This time, I got to undress her, something I had been planning for a while. I pulled her close, popping the button on her jeans and sliding them down, marvelling at the smooth unblemished skin of her thighs, the perfect muscle tone, and the swell of her panty-clad buttocks. Sai leaned on me to step out of her jeans, holding up her arms as I pulled her top over her head, and unhooked her bra, sliding my hands round to cup and squeeze her breasts as she pulled her bra away, leaving her leaning against me, gently rubbing my erecting cock as I squeezed and rubbed her breasts slowly, nibbling her neck and kissing her ear, licking her throat and rubbing my cock against her panties, the only thing she was wearing now. Sai Fong reached behind her back and fumbled with the button on my jeans, pulling them open and pushing them down, leaving me to step out and kick them away. I let go of her to pull my shirt off, Sai now turning to face me and tugging my boxers down, while I slid my hands into the back of her panties, pushing them down, squeezing and fondling her bum cheeks, wondering at the lovely firm springiness of them, the taut muscles and soft skin.
She wriggled her hips, and her panties slid the rest of the way down leaving her, at last, completely naked.
I led her to the bed, laying her down and sliding in next to her, kissing her and being kissed back, touching, stroking, caressing, rewarding me with little sighs and gasps for pleasuring her. She in turn rubbed and smoothed her hands over my torso, lightly pinching my nipples, making me gasp, stroking and squeezing my scrotum, lightly brushing her hand across my erect penis, making it jump, pulling me down to her to kiss and lick her nipples, standing erect, hard and tempting, inviting me to gently nibble and nip with my teeth, making her jump and gasp. I was going to slide down, find her wetness and pleasure her there first, but she pulled me up to her, looking me in the eyes.
"Harry, my fiancée, you are my husband-to-be and I love you, so please, make love to me!"
I moved across her, her thighs parting as I moved between them, to raise up over her, looking into her eyes as she smiled up at me, my penis already against her labia. She nodded, and I moved forward, penetrating slowly, enjoying the feel of the slick, hot succulent flesh enfolding my penis as I slid further in, until I was in to the hilt, her look of satisfaction my reward as I filled her up. I began pumping, slowly at first, until she began rising up to meet me, pumping back, driving herself onto me, her clitoris a hard nub rubbing against the rough hairs at the base of my cock as we pumped together. Sai lifted her legs, wrapping them around mine , giving herself more leverage to drive herself further onto me, dragging her clitoris against me, rubbing herself off, and pulling my head down to her, to kiss and hold me, lips clamped to mine as we hammered at each other, until finally, we both climaxed, her vaginal walls rippling and sucking at my cock as I pumped jet after jet of spunk into her body, the feel of my heat in her setting of fresh tremors, her orgasm bringing a loud groaning wail as she climaxed again, her pussy clenching tight around me as she rode out her climax. Eventually she came down, releasing me to fall back, winded and quivering, unable to speak as we lay and looked at each other, kissing and murmuring as the fires died away. I was shattered, lungs working overtime, winded and sated, for now. Sai looked over at me, turned on her side to touch my chin for a second, then whisper "Don't get too comfortable, stud, this may be our last night for the next three months, so try and work up a little enthusiasm, won't you!"
We woke and made love twice more that night, each time more satisfying than the previous, the knowledge that it would be risky and probably not possible to get together during the week I was there adding poignancy, imminent loss adding to the urgency and passion. Sai cried when we had to disengage that last time, knowing she might not have this again for a long time, or what seemed like a long time. The sight of her crying did strange things to me, so I weakened and made a compromise with her. If her need for me proved too much, she would come and spend a week or two, three max, over the course of the three months, telling Dad she wanted to check out the galleries and museums prior to starting her course. I would be busy during the days, but she'd have my undivided attention all evening. It was as much as I could do without rousing his suspicions, but she jumped at it, breaking up those three months into, for her, manageable chunks.
The next day, I called the RAC to have a look at her car. There was nothing they could do, one suggestion being that we quote 'get in a priest, mate, it needs the Last Rites' unquote, so they arranged to have it trailered home for her, and we drove back to Shropshire. We arrived back home a typical older brother/younger sister combo, and prepared to wait out the summer until we could be together the way we wanted.
Of course, a week of sneaking around and quick fumbling was more than human flesh could stand, and Sai has such delectable flesh...
Keeping my hands off her was exquisite torture. What I wanted to do was an extended bout of freestyle, no-holds barred jungle-fucking; what I actually got was cold showers and long runs morning and evening. Even risking a quickie was out of the question, Dad was absent-minded enough to forget stuff and turn round, come back home again, something he did with almost clockwork regularity, and just because he was based in Lichfield, a reasonable distance away, there was no guarantee that was where he actually was; he might just spend the day at ABRO in Donnington, which was just up the road near Telford, or at RAF Cosford, 500 yards away, and so be home long before his expected time. We ended up having to remain completely hands off, for the most part, although on one memorable occasion we managed the feat of waving Dad off from an upstairs window while being naked from the waist down, my cock buried in her from the back between her buttocks and my finger rubbing her squidgy minge to bring her off, all the while keeping an eye on the end of the road in case he came back. Fun, but too, too risky for a reprise. It was getting to me, and the ploy we'd devised, the 'evening out and night in a motel because we'd been drinking' ruse sounded better all the time. One snag; one of my friends' mum was a housekeeper at the only Travelodge in town, and she knew both of us, so that plan died; we had to resort to a couple of quick blowjobs, and me eating out Sai with all the doors double-locked so if Dad came home unexpectedly we'd have a decent chance of getting out of 'flagrante' in reasonable time. Sai isn't one of those legendary girls who goes off like a rocket at the touch of her button; oh no, once you light her blue touch-paper, you have an extraordinarily long time before she goes off, so quickies were not tolerated, because she got nothing out of them, and I couldn't risk the leisure to attend to her properly, in case I looked up to see dad and his shotgun staring back. I understood that dad and Sai had actually been family together, had lived as a family from her birth, so his connection with her was a lot more emotionally loaded than my relationship with dad – we were effectively strangers, related by marriage, his, but otherwise with no real connection. For this reason alone I was afraid/reluctant to reveal our relationship until we had no option. Sai Fong was his little girl; I'd never been his little boy, and I had no way of predicting how he'd react, as I didn't really know him at all.



Living on my nerves was beginning to fray me at the edges, and it was with regret, but a certain amount of relief, that I headed back to London, to get my summer workload under control, wait for Sai Fong to wangle a week with me, and wank myself comatose over her and her gorgeous arse.
Seeing as it was now mid-June, it would be mid-September until I had her with me full-time, but the weeks had never passed so slowly. Dad had climbed down from his 'I am her parent, and I have spoken' high-horse once I'd gone over the possible consequences of Sai Fong as a healthcare professional, and once he thought about it, and stopped shuddering, he agreed to sign-off on her student loan documentation and agreed that once she was my problem, she really was my problem; he wasn't going to travel down to bail her out of anything; I'd agreed to watch her, and even though she was an adult, I was her older brother, so I got the cacky-stick if anything went tits-up with, around, or because of, her.
Sai reckoned she could wangle a week in July, and possibly one in August, but that would be all before the father became suspicious; Sai tends to forget he was a cop before he became Dutiful Dad the Dimwit, in one of the most deviously crooked cities on the planet, and, like the Old Bill everywhere, he was a born prod-nose, with a well-developed sense of bullshit; flagging-up anything with him would immediately make him search and dig and pry until he'd got answers that satisfied him; not a good trait in a parent of a female student. I didn't want to hurt dad, and neither did Sai Fong. Nor did I want dad hurting me, which he would have done, excessively so, if he thought I was doing something to his princess (yes, I know...), and if he twigged-on, well, he'd been a cop in Hong Kong for years, he knew how to finish me off and not have the marks show...
So it was in all our best interests if he was kept far away and completely in the dark until we were ready to tell him. Having had this conversation with Sai several times after she'd ambushed me several times, scaring me out of several years' growth, she accepted with bad grace, and spent the remainder of that week behaving herself. Relatively speaking, of course.
At last, I got a phone call in mid-July, Sai telling me she needed to come down and scope out the art-supplies distributors, museums, galleries and showrooms and whatnot – obviously Dad was in earshot, so this was for his benefit, and as she needed to bring enough clothes for a week, could I please come and get her, she'd refund the petrol. I broke the speed record getting to the car, ground my way up the West way to the M40, M6 and M54 and dashed up to Shropshire, making it home in 2 hours flat. I spoke with dad, promised I'd bird-dog Sai, yes, I'll lock her in her chastity-belt before dark, yes, I'll handcuff her to the stove at night, yes, I won't forget to set up the bear trap in case of burglars and rapists etc etc, bundled her into the car without unseemly haste, and headed back down to London, Sai grinning at me in that way she has, hiking up her skirt to show me her pussy, free of any obstructing underwear, almost making me crash. I sat there, driving steadily, with a truly epic hard-on, trying not to look as she hiked her skirt up higher and higher, grinning like a fucking monkey. She only stopped when a passing lorry beeped and the driver stuck up his thumb, suddenly realising all the high vehicles in the near-side lane could see right into the car, and she'd been giving a free show to half of the UK's eastbound heavy-lorry traffic.
At last we got home, and I didn't grope her out of the car, didn't stick my tongue down her throat, didn't chase her up the stairs, didn't toss her on the bed and jam things in her. That came once I'd lugged 3 metric tonnes of clothing, make-up, laptops, shoes, vanity cases, cuddly toys, and what felt like a spare sink and a gas stove up three flights of stairs and collapsed from oxygen starvation at the top. Sai had disappeared somewhere, and I was just lying there, gasping for breath, checking my pulse, when I heard her calling my name impatiently. I looked up to see her standing leaning in the bedroom door wearing a cut off t-shirt that just covered her breasts, and nothing else. I swear, my erection levered me off the floor and upright as my zipper went spuunngg! and I loped toward her, drooling, making little whimpering noises, she backing into the bedroom with a big grin on her face.
We hit the bed together, kissing as hard as we could get our faces together, her arms locked around my neck, my arms locked around her waist, pulling her in tight. I couldn't believe it was possible for two people to need each other so badly, it was almost painful as I kissed and stroked her, squeezing her waist, sliding my hands down to clench and jiggle her lovely little apple bottom, licking her lips as she licked mine. I stood up, tearing off my clothes while she watched, reaching out to help me pull off my shorts, freeing my old man for it to bob almost into her face. She caught it with her lips, smiling at me around it, almost making me come on the spot, and I had to back away from her, adoring the little pout she gave as Harry Jr. popped out from between her lips. I wanted to play, not point and shoot, and I wanted to pleasure her as well, not just myself.
We slid back into bed, snugged up tight to each other, kissing less wildly now, more control, initial heat spent, letting the banked fires build up again now. I took the ends of her cut-off, pulling it up to expose her lovely small firm breasts, her cute nipples stiff and hard, little pinkish fingertips on her round little breasts, and licking and sucking them, making her groan with delight as I nipped them gently. She sat up and tugged her top off, her arms snaking around me as she kissed me again, her weight pulling me down onto her, smiling as I broke off to kiss down her neck to her nipples, licking and sucking them. Sai closed her eyes, lips parted as her breathing deepened, holding my head in place gently to prolong her pleasure, her back arching to push her breasts into my mouth. I licked down her abdomen, kissing a trail from her nipples to her navel, to her fine silky private hair, lapping my tongue through it, enjoying the sensation, as always, of it parting under my tongue, gossamer threads on a warm silky base, until my tongue slid into her slit, touching her hooded clitoris, making her start. I slid between her thighs, pulling her to me, enjoying her warm, rich scent, to slide my tongue over the labia, then licking her from her anus to her labia again, poking her anus with my with my tongue-tip and feeling it convulse, Sai jumping at the sensation, then back up to her labia, teasing at the parting between them, Sai gasping again, louder, as they opened for me, and pushing my tongue as deep into her vagina as I could, feeling her inner lips, rubbing them with my tongue, making her gasp again, whispering my name over and over again. I licked and tasted her pussy, feeling the hardening nub of her clitoris as it became engorged, flicking it to hear her gasp and feel her jump, then licking it with long strokes, her juices pouring out of her, lubricating her open vagina, making her nub slippery and succulent. Sai thrust her vagina against my face, rubbing herself against my mouth, her breathing coming in staccato gasps as she approached orgasm, her climax finally peaking as she screamed out with release, "Harry, Oh God, Harry, oh yes, oh YES! OOOHH YESSS! OOHH fuuuCCCCKK, OHH MY FUCKING GOD....AAAHHH!" With a final groaning scream she collapsed, muscles quivering as she came down, the pulse in her throat fluttering, face flushed and beaded with perspiration.
At last her eyes opened, and she looked at me, smiling the smile of the properly fucked. "What now, big brother?" She smiled as I slid up between her legs, raising them and pushing back toward her, raising her pussy off the bed and into the air. "Oh, that!" she grinned, watching as I leaned up and forward, to bring my face level with and above hers, and slowly slid my cock into her, watching her face for signs of pain or discomfort, until I was all the way in. I kept my weight on my hands and knees, and began slowly pumping in and out of her, ducking down to kiss her, enjoying the depth of penetration, as was Sai, by the sounds of it. We kept up this motion for a while, Sai content for me to pump while she kissed and hugged me as close as she could, but I could see she was getting tired; the 'pile-driver' is not a comfortable position for the woman to be in for long, and so I eased back a bit, Sai dropping her legs down to the bed, and she almost immediately began humping back at me, planting her feet flat on the bed for leverage, wrapping her arms even tighter around me, lifting herself against me, her breathing hitching and gasping again, orgasm approaching. When she came, it was with a series of hissing gasps, gasping my name in my ear as she pumped me rapidly, sliding her clitoris against my pubic hair, stimulating herself as she came, her pussy clenching and rippling around my cock, making me come with a loud groan. I pumped what felt like a pint of spunk into her, spurt after spurt, the most stimulated I had ever been, the sensation obviously setting her off on a new string of orgasmic tremors, her arms rigid, like iron bars round my neck, as she clamped herself tight to me.
At last my convulsing cock stopped twitching and spurting, and I slumped over to one side, pulling her over with me, rolling onto my back, Sai Fong rolling with me, to lie still and silent on my chest. She looked up at me, and smiled. "Your heartbeat is deafening, did you know that?"So was hers, her heart fluttering against my chest, and that pulse in her neck still beating rapidly.
I took the opportunity to kiss her properly, not that freestyle lip-wrestling we were doing a little while ago, but properly, lovingly, letting her know just how much I'd missed her, and how much I wanted her, how much I had needed her back with me, even if it was for just a few days. Magically, her engagement ring had reappeared, and she kissed it as she saw me smile at it, then kissed me once, lightly, on the tip of my nose.
We lay for a while, catching our breath, stroking and nibbling each other, maintaining contact for as long as possible. I love having her lying in this position. She was soft and warm, and delightfully firm yet yielding in all the right places, her bum in exactly the right position for me to catch hold of it and play with her cheeks, squeeze them together and pull them up, separating and weighing them, then pull them apart to stretch open her anus, making her gasp and look at me in mock severity. "Harry, that's naughty!" then jumping and giggling when I trailed a fingertip over her little sheriff's star, kissing me and nibbling her lip every time I did that. I filed that response away for future reference....
At last, she rolled of me, pulling in close to me, draping her arm across my chest and rubbing and kneading at my abdominal muscles, tracing them out. "Harry, tense your stomach for a second," she asked me. I did so and she ran her hand over it. "Yuk! It feels like a cobbled street, you do this to yourself for fun, do you?" I was about to protest, when I saw the glint in her eyes, her suppressed laughter. "Relax, Stretch Armstrong, it feel good; healthy, you know what I mean? You should see some of the doughy specimens that try to pick me up in Telford or Wolverhampton. One spotty Oik wouldn't take 'no' for an answer, I had to give him the knee; think I might have overdone it a tad though; he got two small lumps on the top of his head and keeled over...!"
I was just so glad to have her back with me; she felt perfect, exactly right, as opposed to my past girlfriends, who'd just been mild diversions compared to what I was feeling for Sai; not that I'd used them, we'd not parted on bad terms or anything, it was just that none of them found that place I wanted to be in. None of them was Miss Right; at the time they were all just Miss Right-Now, and they felt the same about me. But with Sai, I could tell what she was thinking, and she could read me like a book. I think growing up together the way we did, me only being there for weekends and holidays, made us more aware of each other when we were together, more in-tune with the other's moods and feelings; except the bit about Sai ambushing me that first night; I never saw that coming, although in hindsight there were plenty of hints, I was just too dense to read them correctly. What I did understand now, was, one day soon, I was going to marry this girl, no matter what I had to do to swing it.
I came back to reality with Sai Fong pinching me. "Hello, Harry, this is the mother-ship, are you receiving?" I grinned at her. "I was just thinking about you, Princess, congratulating myself at finally getting you into bed...OooWW!" as she flicked Harry Jr.
"Harry Waterfield, I had to practically climb on your face to get you into bed, so don't congratulate yourself on anything. Accept that I am in fact what you need, I am what you're getting, and any attempts to change the status quo will result in a sharp fingernail in the end of your knob when you least expect it. The fact that you are my big brother is neither relevant nor important. You are now officially my man, got a ring to prove it. Got me?"
I had to grin; Sai Fong is absolutely adorable when she's laying-down the law, as well as completely immovable, something Dad knows to his cost. I grabbed her and pulled her close, kissing her as I slid my hands down to squeeze and pull her bum cheeks apart, enjoying the feeling of her gasping into my mouth, and the feel of her lips curving into a grin as I tickled her anus with a fingertip.
"What are you doing, Harry?" she whispered, as I circled her bum hole, sliding my finger down to her slit and back up again.
"Feeling you up, Princess, do you like it?" I answered her, tapping her hole lightly, feeling her buttocks jerking each time I did it, and kissing her long and slow as I circled her hole again.
"What do you want, Harry?" she whispered, smiling and pushing her bum against my hand as I pushed against her bum, my fingertip pressing more firmly against her anal bud, with Sai kissing me and stroking my face, wriggling slightly against my fingertip, making me rub gently again at her back door.
I rolled over, Sai under me, her legs parting as I slid down her body, sucking and nibbling her nipples, kissing her navel, until I licked at the head of her slit, making her jump and sigh, her clitoris immediately sliding out from its hood, firming-up under my tongue, her lips opening. I licked along her lips, down to her anus, and began lapping and licking at it with little stabbing motions of my tongue-tip, Sai moaning and sighing, asking me "Harry, what are you doing, Harry, oh, yes, stick your tongue in me, oh yes, my arse, Harry, yes, oh you're so naughty, Harry, yes...!" I bored in with my tongue, going in deeper, making her gasp and moan louder, lubricating her hole, making it relax for me.
Now that her arse was wet and ready, I straightened up, lifting her legs and pulling them up and out, holding on to her ankles as I slid forward, my cock resting against her wet slippery anus. Sai Fong looked up at me, her hands on either side of my face, hissing "Oh God, you are so dirty, do it, do it now, shove it up my arse, Harry, you want it, do it!" I pushed forward, meeting resistance, Sai opening her eyes wide, her breath hissing between her clenched teeth. Her hand snaked down to rub and frig her clitoris, gasping and hissing as I slid forward, until my head popped past her ring, making her yelp out loud, then bear back at me, teeth gritted as I pushed forward. Slowly my cock slid into her anus, the tightness incredible, the sensation indescribable, meeting no further resistance except the tightness of her rectum as I slowly shoved my cock into her, fucking her arse for the first time, moving further in until I was in her all the way, my balls rubbing against her bum cheeks as I waited for her signal. Sai lay back gasping, then smiled up at me, nodding, and I began to back out.
She reacted immediately. "OH MY FUCKING CHRIST, HARRY, OOOHH FUCK, YES, GOD, YESSS!" as I moved out and then back in again, slowly pumping into her, my cock feeling gigantic in such a restricted place, trying desperately not to come immediately as her anal tube squeezed me mercilessly, my world concentrated in the sensations in my cock. Sai frigged herself as I pumped, her breath becoming rapid and shallow, eyes rolling up in her head, face and neck flushing as she approached orgasm, until she came with a loud whistling groan, back arching, her hands rubbing frantically at her clitoris, her pussy rippling and shuddering, making her rectum contract convulsively around me, clamping me in place. I lost all control, coming so hard I nearly passed out, the spunk racing out of me to spray her insides, setting her off on another series of rippling convulsions, Sai sobbing and groaning as she climaxed again, her rectum squeezing my already over-stimulated cock, something down inside my midriff clenching with the force of my ejaculation as I pumped again and again.
At last I stopped, my orgasm run its course, my softening cock finally slipping out of her tight little arsehole, dropping to my elbows to take my weight as Sai dropped her legs down to the bed, eyes closed and breathing rapidly as her own orgasm died away slowly.
I dropped down beside her on the bed, trying to breathe as my heart raced, she gently touching my face and torso, stroking me, trying to calm my breathing. At last my breathing slowed and my heart stopped hammering so violently, and I was able to turn and stroke her back, pulling her close to hug her to me.
"Thank you, Princess, that was amazing!" I smiled. She grinned back. "Don't you remember I told you I had a third cherry? Well, that was it, Harry. Now you've sodomized me so thoroughly, you've got to marry me, brother or not!"
I laughed out loud at her, and she smiled happily, reaching up to kiss me gently. "I told you that first night about my cherry because I thought you'd do something about it; you certainly took your fucking time to take the hint! Four weeks, Harry, four weeks! If I hadn't been practicing for months for this I would have been reluctant to let you anywhere near there, but I've been gagging for you to get this done. At-fucking-last!"
"Practicing?" I asked her, and she grinned that cheeky grin. "Yes Harry, practicing. One of the girls gave me a...thing, a sex toy, you know, and I've been using it to get used to the feeling of being plugged-up down there, so I could trap you into it. It feels amazing, but take note; my arse is not an alternate playground, got it? High Days and Holidays only, special occasions, not a nice end to the day's festivities for you. Right? Unless I change my mind, of course....!"
"Right!" I agreed, happy to have sampled it for now, confident I could change her mind in due course.
Sai jumped off the bed. "I'm having a hot soak, my bum feels rubbed-raw right now, I need to sit in a hot bath for a while, when I come out you're taking me to dinner, we'll split it, so think about a nice place to take your fiancée!" she grinned, and disappeared into the bathroom.
We went to dinner on the Edgware Road, to a nice Mongolian place I knew, and as Sai's a committed carnivore like me, she stoked-up on barbecued beef and lamb, drinking ice-cold Kirin Ichiban, and relaxing, joking with the waiting staff, generally making herself agreeable, chatting away in Cantonese with them when she discovered that most of them could speak it, having a right old time. When we left, the manager pressed a box of sweet bean cakes into her hand, as 'a present for Miss Sai-Sai', me saying 'Toh Sieh' the only Cantonese I know and getting a pitying smile in return.



Sai Fong was in a happy and relaxed mood when we got home, ready to turf all my stuff out of the only wardrobe and install all her stuff. I saw no point in complaining, she only heard what she wanted to, all else was noise, easily tuned-out. I did ask her why she felt obliged to bring half of all she possessed for a one-week stay, and got that look; the one that says 'Harry, I am doing this for a reason, don't try and figure it out, because you won't. Cup of tea, please', so I just shelved it, packing all of my stuff into one corner of a dresser drawer – she had all the others. However, I wasn't going to start a war over closet space, the important thing was that she was here, and as I pointed out to her, once she left again, I had an unlimited amount of her underwear left behind to wank into until she came back. She accused me of various perversions, getting more eloquent, until I reminded her I wasn't the one who spent half the summer with a sex-toy hammered up their arse on the off-chance of getting tail-gunned.
We were going to have great fun this week!
The next few days were a blur, memorable only for the fact that I had my beloved Princess constantly with me. I had to work, so Sai would get up early (although how she managed that I don't know; she certainly never learned how when she lived at home), make me a quick breakfast as I showered, hand me my stuff as I dressed, and kiss me out the door, just like any married couple. I mentioned this to her once, and she had also noted how we complemented each other, that whatever we did for each other, it felt right; it was like we inhabited a place inside each others' head.
While I was out, she really did trip around London, collecting leaflets and giveaways from the various galleries, museums and collections, of which there are literally hundreds in central London alone. I came home one evening to find her almost in tears after visiting Dulwich Gallery, part of the Dulwich College Boy's School, and stuffed to the gills with paintings by Hogarth, Gainsborough, Rembrandt, Landseer, Constable, Poussin, De Hooch and other Dutch masters, sensory overload setting in as she tried to cope with the sheer volume of art available to her. I think it was then she realised what a task she'd set herself, studying Fine Arts at Slade, and I gained a new perspective on what it meant to study art; I'd always privately considered art students to be slackers, doing degrees that guaranteed them a place in the unemployment statistics, but now I realised how deeply Sai Fong felt about her chosen field, and understood the commitment and emotional connection she felt. I had been to Dulwich College many times; I had played rugby against them all through school, but had never bothered to take a walk into their gallery; now I promised I would, just to see for myself what had affected Sai so deeply.
The whole week was just a delight, coming home to her was delicious, seeing my girl waiting for me, bursting to tell me the news of the day, or just glad to see me, hugging me as I came in, domestic bliss. Letting her go again was going to be hell; the longer she stayed with me, the deeper our feelings for each other grew, and the more risk of giving ourselves away. I tried not to think about her going away again, even for just a few weeks, just enjoyed her time with me before she had to leave.
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I was definitely on edge. Lorna's scheme was unfolding, tonight was crunch-time, and the next few days would determine whether Charlie got to stay with me, or got carted off to Chelmsford to await trial for attempted desertion. I was looking at charges of incitement to mutiny if Lorna's scheme failed, as well as accessory to blackmail, extortion, and attempting to subvert an official in public office. I was understandably jumpy, something Charlie commented on several times during the day. I even snapped at him once, and then burst into tears at the expression of hurt rejection on his face, spending an inordinate amount of time kissing and fondling him to make up for my lack of grace and short temper. Even an extended rumpy-pumpy session with my gorgeous little brother couldn't unwind that knot of tension twisted up inside me. By mid-afternoon, he'd had enough.
"Lu-Lu, whatever's going on, it's knotting you up. I've hardly been able to keep your attention focussed for five whole minutes in a row. You're obviously worried about something, and it worries me. You're keeping secrets, something we swore would never happen, either one of us. Please, clue me in, you're excluding me from something, something very important, and I need to know what!"
He looked so very lost and confused, but I couldn't tell him, knowing what he was liable to do if he found out.
"Charlie, Lorna's got a meeting tonight, a very, Very, important meeting, for her it's really almost a matter of life or death, and I'm worried for her. It's her issue, not mine, so I'm not at liberty to discuss it with you, nor am I going to be persuaded to. All you need to know is that she's confident she can handle it, Gerry's with her, so please let it drop, OK?"
Charlie scowled. "I didn't appreciate being told to mind my own business when I was a child, I don't appreciate it now. When you're ready to trust me, I'll be watching TV in the back bedroom, I feel like being alone right now!" With that, he stalked off in a huff, nose seriously out of joint. I felt relieved; Charlie sitting upstairs in a sulk was better than Charlie poking around and worrying at me like a terrier at a rag doll.
It was a long, suspenseful, nerve-racking evening, made lonelier by the fact Charlie was shut away upstairs, amply demonstrating just how injured he felt, leaving me to wander around from room to room, straightening up things and going back and straightening them again ten minutes later, trying to watch TV, making no sense of what I was watching as I couldn't concentrate on the programmes for wondering whether Lorna had pulled it off, or the police were questioning her even now.
When the phone rang I almost jumped out of my skin. I looked at the clock; 11:30, wasn't that too early for what she had in mind to have happened?
I answered it, mouth dry, butterflies fluttering in my tummy.
"Lu, Lorna here, all's well, poppet, 'The Eagle has Landed'!" I nearly fainted with relief.
"Lor, you nearly scared me out of a year's growth! How did it go, did you get what you wanted? Did it work? Talk, girl!"
"Calm down, sweetie, I'll see you bright and early, Gerry's going to take Charlie out, got tickets to see Oxfordshire play Glamorgan in a twenty-twenty at Banbury, the perfect way to decoy him away, have a day out so we can talk properly. See you early-wurly, 'bye!"
I was so relieved I nearly fainted from the sudden lifting of the pressure I'd put myself under, and had to sit down, collect my thoughts, start to think about life with Charlie close at hand or at least out of reach of that damned war.
Charlie! He was still sulking upstairs, but I thought I had just the cure for his woes!
I tapped at his door. "Charlie? May I come in, please? Charlie?" he opened the door, face impassive, trying to show eloquent suffering, looking very edible and adorable. I grabbed hold of his waist, pulling myself in tight to him, hugging him as hard as I could. His hands dropped down, cupped and squeezed my arse-cheeks. Yes! Just like that, he was back! God, I was glad he was so horny, it always made dealing with him easier!
I looked up at him. "Baby Brother, I'm so sorry for shutting you out, I was so worried about Lorna! She just called, it's all sorted, and she's coming over in the morning to talk with me about it, girl-to-girl, so Gerry's taking you off to watch some cricket, drink some beer, and stare at barmaid's knockers, OK? Are we friends again?"
He grinned his lovely slow grin, and kissed me. "Always were, Blondie, just don't do that again, OK? I was worried sick, thought you'd had second thoughts now Lor wasn't here to give you moral support."
"Just one thing Charlie. Tomorrow, if Lorna wants to talk about it, she will, OK? No interrogation, some things are best kept private, please? He nodded assent, and went back to squeezing my bum and kissing me. I'd been too wound-up to really enjoy our lovemaking this afternoon, too busy running all the things that could go wrong through my head to actually enjoy myself, but now, with the tension gone, I was ready to play.
Tugging him by the hand, I led the way back to my, to our, bedroom, shrugging out of my dress and watching him strip, me yanking down his boxes to admire his cock, a sight I never tired of. Charlie pulled me in close, hands sliding down my panties as he kissed me, his cock trapped between us like a warm bar of flesh, and I squirmed against him, rolling it from side to side between our two bellies, making him groan as he was kissing me. He spun me round, hands coming up to catch and mould my breasts, gently pulling my nipples to erect points, rolling them between his fingers, sliding his cock into the valley between my buttocks, kissing and licking my neck and shoulders.
I turned to him, pulling his head to so I could kiss him, then moved towards our bed, climbing on and settling on all fours, showing myself to him, raising up my rear for him to see my swelling labia and seeping tight hole. Charlie stood behind me and took my hips, gently tilting my behind up a little more, then dipping his head down to lick slowly and gently along my labia, me gasping as they opened to his touch, exposing my vulva to his gaze. He pointed his tongue and swirled it in my open vagina, making me gasp, then licked my perineum, lightly rasping with the flat of his tongue, delighting me with the sensation, before stabbing gently into my anus, rimming me, gently inserting his tongue tip as far as he could, opening me, delighting me with the gentle invasion, then licking back down, to lap gently at my clitoris, keeping me stimulated.
Now he gently pushed me down onto my stomach, placing his hands under me to keep my bum raised, and pressed his tongue into my anus as far and as hard as he could, making me yelp in surprise, but making the most incredible feelings radiate out from there as he rimmed me deeply, pumping his tongue in and out, rubbing my clitoris with the thumb of his hand under my pussy, two sensations combining to bring me to ear-popping climax, my body shuddering as the orgasm rolled though me in waves, higher and higher, until I screamed in release, sobbing and gasping as wave after wave bulleted through me.
Charlie stood up, allowing me to lie flat and roll over to make room for him on the bed, but he elected to kneel down next to me, erection pointing at me. I grinned and swapped ends, getting on all fours to slide my lips over his solid cock, licking and nibbling around the crown, tonguing around and behind the head, before sealing my lips around him and sucking on him like a warm lolly, suctioning and working my throat to get as much of him in my mouth as I could, bobbing my head up and down and sucking as hard as I could. I reached over and fondled his lovely big velvety balls, gently rubbing them as I sucked and squeezed his penis, feeling the head begin to swell as his excitement rose, and I sucked him for all I was worth. He gave a deep groan, eyes closing to slits as his cock gave a solid meaty twitch, muscular and sinewy, and a jet of sperm shot into my mouth, and another, then another. Five times he hosed me with that giant splash of semen, more and faster than I could swallow, and I nearly choked trying to swallow that huge volume of liquid, the overflow running out of my mouth and down my chin, dripping onto his thighs. He sighed and leaned back, eyes still closed, as I swallowed and moved in to lick his penis clean, mop up all the remnants of his orgasm with my tongue.
Charlie opened his eyes and smiled, reaching up with a towel to mop the drips and runs of spunk from my chin and body, lying flat and pulling me down next to him to kiss me, the taste of my pussy and arse mixing with the film of semen still coating the inside of my mouth, both of us tasting both of us.
His hands roamed over my body, squeezing and kneading my thighs, my bum cheeks, pulling me close enough to mash my breasts against him, my nipples poking solidly into his chest, reminding him to slip his hands around my tits and squeeze gently, pulling my nipples up and out, twirling them between his fingers and thumbs, making me gasp and giggle as he gently mauled them. Charlie kissed me gently but insistently, and I pulled him down to me, wrapping my arms about his neck, kissing him back, lips glued to his as our tongues danced in each other's mouth, and at last he moved over me to lie between my spread thighs, his recovered erection rigid and angry-looking, to prod at my twitching pussy. I guided him, and gasped as he slid into me slowly, inexorably, that meaty spear ramming itself irresistibly into me, to wait, letting me feel his size and adjust to him. He began to slide out, the movement delightful as pulses of pleasure darted out from my pussy to flood through me, making me gasp and hitch, eyesight blurring as he began stroking in and out of me, my vaginal walls moulding themselves to his invading flesh.
I don't know how long he kept up the sawing motion of his cock into me, all I know is that I was orgasming almost continuously, each movement of his cock indescribably pleasurable, sensation hammering into me until I passed into a state of semi-torpor, content to let the cock in me pleasure me endlessly. Charlie began to speed up, the sensation becoming too much for him, until he was hammering his cock into me as fast as he could, bursts of pleasure shooting through me, building to a crescendo. At last, all the little waves that had been swirling through me condensed into a giant tidal wave of pleasure billowing through me with unstoppable force, making me groan in release, convulsing my vagina around his cock, clamping down on him, the pressure triggering his own orgasm, and I came again as I felt his semen powering out of his twitching, flexing cock, Charlie's head down as he gasped and sobbed with the intensity of his own release.
At last he began to withdraw from me, and I handed him the towel to catch the spurt of semen that ran out of me as his still rigid cock withdrew completely. He mopped my crotch with the towel, then slumped down beside me, wrapping his arm around me to pull me in close and kiss me, nibble my neck and lick the tip of my nose.
I looked up at him, and he smiled at me. "I love you, Lucy Manville, more than anything in the whole world. I can't wait to start making babies with you!"
I kissed him back. "Charlie, more than anything in the world, I want to make babies with you; I love you too, and I won't ever let you go. You're stuck with me for life, now, little brother!"
I leaned in to kiss him again, holding myself tight against him, feeling his semi-rigid cock twitch and begin to firm-up again.
Before we started again, however, I had something else I wanted him to know, to understand.
"This morning, with Gerry, when we, you know, it was just the once, OK? I know we said we'd play with them again, and I know it sounds exciting and all that, but I need you to know that you're not going to be...sharing me with anyone, OK? I understand the whole thing with you and Lorna, that's part of your history with her, and I have no issues with that, you were hers before you were mine, but this morning, that was a thank you, me thanking Gerry on your behalf, as it were, not setting the scene for any future developments. Do you understand what I'm driving at? It was fun, and it was different, but it's not what I want, not anymore. I kind of get the feeling from Lorna that she feels the same way, and yesterday was a 'last hurrah' before we all move on. She's as smitten with Gerry as I am with you, and I don't think any further adventures of that sort would be...appropriate, not now that we want to start families, so we'll leave it there, if it's all the same to you, yes?"
Charlie's eyes glittered as he smiled that long slow smile of his. "Lu, I knew yesterday was going to be a no-holds barred rough and tumble, but I will admit to a certain amount of unease about you thanking Gerry, you know, but I didn't object, because he didn't object when I was in the chair, and I kind of saw the right in it. I also got the feeling from Gerry that this was a once-only thing, him getting a taste of what I had, so to speak, so your little thank you was a nice touch, closure for all."
"So you don't mind, really don't mind?" I asked.
Again he smiled. "Lucy, I think you and I both know we're never going there again. Gerry and Lorna will always be a part of our lives, there's a lot of love there, Gerry and I have become good friends, and we, all of us, will be spending a lot of time together in the future, they're part of us now, family in the best sense, but what happened yesterday, this morning, we had to do that, just to find out. Now we know, and we're past that, it's an experience I wouldn't have missed for the world. I'm glad we did what we did, I have no regrets about any part of it, but I don't want to repeat it ever again, and I don't want to watch you with another man ever again. Once was enough, you're mine!"
"Someone once said something about being careful what you wish for, you may get it; I wanted to see you and Lorna take me on, but then I had to watch you with another man, just to level the balance, and it was the hardest thing in the world to smile and watch you go through with it. I can't do that again, ever. I paid for my fantasy, for having a wish come true, and it sucked."
All my love for this big sweet boy overflowed in me, and I hugged him tight, happy to have heard his real feelings about what we'd done. Now all that remained was to wait for Lorna's dastardly plan (whatever it was), to come to fruition, get Charlie off the hook, and then we could have the life we wanted, together, family and lovers both.
The whole time he'd been talking, Charlie had been busy rubbing and fondling my bum, rolling my buttocks, and sliding his fingers around my bum hole, tickling it occasionally just to make me jump. He grinned at me, and began kissing me more seriously, squeezing my bum and pulling the cheeks apart, sliding his finger into my hole and pumping it in and out. Eventually he turned me face-down on the bed, easing my thighs apart, and sliding between them to kiss and lick my bumhole, tipping his tongue inside and flicking it, rimming me, making me gasp and wriggle, then moving his tongue down to lap at my pussy, pulling my cheeks apart to get better access, lifting my hips and ramming his tongue between my lips. I was in ecstasy, his talented tongue sending waves of pleasure through me, and when he pulled away, I actually whined in disappointment, until his big cock slid between my labia, ramming deep into me, making my uterus jump and quiver as the head of his cock butted into the neck of my cervix. I slid back down onto my tummy, Charlie above me, hands on the bed on either side of me as he powered his cock into me, hammering my pussy as hard as he could. I shook and mewled with the force of his pounding, loving every second of it, then he changed tack.
Charlie lowered himself onto his forearms, sliding his hands under me to cup my breasts, his midsection resting against my buttocks, and began to pump me slowly but forcefully, squeezing my tits and rubbing my nipples in time with his thrusts, all the time kissing, licking and nibbling my shoulders and neck, nibbling and licking my ears, and whispering exactly what he wanted to do to me, keeping me hot as he hammered me slowly with his club of a penis.
At last, I had been stimulated beyond endurance, orgasming almost continuously during this whole episode, just the feel of him inside me enough to set my uterus fluttering in orgasmic ripples, and one last bow-wave of pleasure rolled though me, making me cry out in my extreme of pleasure, my cunt clamping down on his cock, making him cry out in release in turn as he splashed my insides with his hot sperm, the feeling setting me off again, the waves of pleasure rolling over me all over again, my cunt muscles milking his cock until he was wrung dry. Charlie lifted up and slowly withdrew, even that action causing little waves of orgasm to ripple over me again, making me gasp out loud. He had the towel ready, but there was very little run-off this time; I really had wrung him dry!
He slumped down beside me, rolling me against him, spooning me against his warm body, his arm around me, holding me in against him as he nuzzled my hair and smoothed his hand over my belly, perhaps unconsciously feeling the place where one day soon, I prayed, his baby would rest. At the moment though, my abdomen ached from so many orgasms, and I was feeling a desperate need for sleep, Charlie picking up on that and hauling the coverlet up to cover both of us in a last act before his deep breathing disclosed that he was fast asleep. I wriggled even closer to him, listened sleepily to his slow, regular heartbeat, and remembered nothing more until the 'phone ringing early in the morning woke me with a start.
I picked up the handset. "Hello, Lu Darling, it's me!" chirped Lorna, sounding fresh as a daisy at, what 6:30?"
"Lor, it's 6:30, go back to bed!" I groaned, feeling the need for another couple of hour's uninterrupted sleep.
"Wake up, Sleepy, and get Grumpy upright and dusted-off, things are happening today, we need to talk, and the boys have a cricket match to attend, so slap his arse and get him out of his pit, there's a good girl, see you in thirty!" Lorna rang off, leaving me feeling, as usual, slightly shell-shocked.
Charlie opened one eye and grinned at me as I flopped back against the pillows, not wanting to vacate my nice warm bed and lovely hot soldier, knowing I needed to, not yet accepting the latter. He slid his hands down to my bum and pulled me closer.
"Good morning, Little Girl, want to see my etchings?" he leered at me, grinning as he said it, and I couldn't help laughing.
"Lorna & Gerry are on their way, you need a shower, I need a shower, up you get, Spunky!" I slapped his arse, as per requirement, always happy to grab a handful of his solid muscular bum, and he licked the tip of my nose reluctantly letting go of my backside.
We'd just finished dressing when the doorbell rang, and there were Lorna and Gerry, looking fresh and rested, no hint of last-night's nefarious activities, whatever they were, showing on their faces or in their demeanour; to all intents and purposes, they were a young couple visiting friends for a pre-arranged day out.
Charlie and Gerry shoulder punched, which is how men kiss, and Gerry and I shared a chaste, brotherly peck and embrace, and I noted the quick look Gerry gave Lorna, reassuring and asking permission all at the same time, and it occurred to me that they'd probably had almost the same conversation Charlie and I had, and came to the same conclusion. Good.



At the same time, Charlie gave me almost the same look as he hugged Lorna, and with that, the atmosphere loosened up considerably. From now on, there would be no more dwelling on what had happened, and we could all go on and go forward.
"Right you two, kick-off, or whatever you call it, is at 10.00, off you go, get a proper lunch, the food concession stands at Banbury are lethal, don't eat there, see you back here as late as you can without getting sozzled, Lu and I have some girl things to discuss, and we don't need you two hulking men to know about it, so shove-off, there's my darling boys, Ta-Ta!"
With that, Lorna shoved them out the front door, closed it, and leaned against it, grinning like a Cheshire cat.
"Coffee, Lu, lots of coffee, dark deeds to discuss, need caffeine!" and with that, she marched off into the kitchen, me trailing behind her, to put the coffee-maker on and plonk down into one of the dining chairs.
Lorna chatted about inconsequential's while we waited for the coffee, and eventually, large mugs in hand, we retired to the lounge, where she proceeded to unfold the whole distressing scheme she'd cooked up to get Charlie off the hook and this influential civil servant off her back and out of her life forever.
"So Lu, as I told you before, I'd decoyed this bloke, this so-called family friend to a nice, quiet, secluded little hotel, leaving him to believe he was in for a night of uninhibited rumpy—pumpy. What he got was a drink with a little something in it, just enough to make him sleepy and want to lie down, snooze for a few hours. While he was out, Gerry and his little coterie of computer geniuses, hackers, crims and other sorts you don't want to know about, got together and did some serious character assassination, stitched-him right up! And here's the best part – they didn't do anything, not a damn' thing that's traceable, left no trails, no mucky little fingerprints, no hacker signatures, nothing!"
I was agog, couldn't wait to hear how Lorna had pulled this off, knowing she'd tell me in her own way and at her own pace, so I quelled my curiosity and let her get on with her tale. She continued.
"The first thing they did was lift his wallet and break all his bank cards, took them about 30 seconds or so, then they cloned all his access cards for the various Ministry of Defence sites and computer and accounting hubs, plus the big one – The Treasury. This...person has the authority to sign off on multi-million pound defence contractor and vendor budgets, and apparently his random PIN gateway key (whatever that is) was laughably simple for the boys to break, and that gave them access to all his emails, project and budget files, accounting logins, everything that makes a civil servant so very, very dull.
"Now they had all this, they effectively created a complete virtual copy of his life on-line, a mirror-image of all his budgets, sign-off's and expenditure forecasts, everything, but in a virtual format. At no time did they touch or manipulate any real government information, but they did make snapshots of everything he'd ever touched, signed-off, authorised or cancelled. Then they went wandering in the banking world, looking for a good fall-guy, and they found one, a small bank in a middle-eastern country we don't like, with laughable computer security, and did a complete number on our little civil servant.
What they did, basically, was to fiddle around with all the invoices he'd ever signed-off on, all the budgets he'd ever approved or rejected, and moved nice round sums from one to the other in a paper chase, ending up in a numbered account in this patsy bank in you-know-where. They then took printouts and phony deposit certificates from the bank's own servers, printed them out, and put them on a pen-drive for me, as well as copies all over the internet, in locked encrypted accounts, with a decryption key several thousand characters long; Gerry tells me it will take several trillion years to randomly break that key, plus I have a little programme on the drive he gave me that will seek out and destroy these phony bank records any time I need to, without anyone suspecting they ever existed. All I have to do is go to an internet cafe, log onto the internet, and click the drive into place, everything happens automatically after that."
"The printouts and invoices seem to show that our chum has been siphoning cash from military budgets for years, and has stashed something over £30,000,000 in a bank in an unfriendly middle-eastern country, anybody astute enough to track those invoices on-line will activate our virtual mirror-image of his budgets, and there it will all be, in glorious Technicolor. As soon as a real computer tech tries to download it, though, it will activate something Gerry called a file- shredder, and it all vanishes like morning mist, leaving absolutely no trace, because it never really existed; the assumption, however, will be that our chum has just covered his tracks after having perpetrated the computer crime of the decade, he's bunked-off millions of pounds that our soldiers desperately need, and stashed it in an unfriendly country, and his lifespan will be measured in minutes when the Defence Minister, his boss, gets his hand on our chum's scrawny little neck! A nice touch was creating virtual audit-trails of access through doors into the computer sites of the various departments he worked with; any attempt by him to kick back and Gerry's friends impose those over the real records, then let him explain to the police how, if he never committed computer fraud, there's records of him actually going into the computer data centres at the times these frauds were supposed to have happened!"
"Obviously, no money has actually gone missing, but it will take years to prove it, impossible in some cases, especially with vendors who've gone out of business or were never based in the UK, and we took care to select as many of those as possible, just to make the lives of any investigating forensic accountants that much more difficult. In the mean-time, chummy is sitting in Belmarsh Prison awaiting trial. This was the scenario I painted for him last night, when he came around and we played our own version of 'You've Been Framed'"
"I showed him the benefits of, for instance, re-deploying a certain Lieutenant Charles Manville, 2nd Battalion, Blues & Royals to say, England, into a permanent training post or similar, as against the horrible repercussions of these records I have here, voila, finding their way into the in-tray of say, The Secretary of State for Defence, the Metropolitan Police Fraud Squad, Military Intelligence, Military Police, and every possible tabloid newspaper. I required him to get his finger out and start getting things moving, or Splash! one career in the toilet, and one little man doing 40 years for treason! As a rider to that, I also ensured that all details of my life and family remain completely undisclosed, and he stays away from me forever and ever, amen. Any breach of that agreement means these records go on public display in every scurrilous news-rag in the country. As an added bonus, we found an account his wife knew nothing about, so we transferred most of the funds to his wife, poor thing, she almost deserves it just for being married to him!"
"As for the Middle-Eastern bank, when they opened for business, they would have found evidence of a series of massive overseas deposits. By the time they'd dragged the manager in from washing the camel or whatever it is they do when the sun comes up, a worm planted by Gerry's little playmates will have destroyed all trace of the phony deposits, they sit there scratching their bristly blue chins, and no evidence exists to inconveniently surface ten days or ten years from now. You can thank me now, darling, we dunnit!"
I was almost choking with laughter; only Lorna, with her sheer barefaced cheek, could have been audacious enough to think this up and then put it into play! I tended to forget that, underneath all the dizziness and capricious moods was a brilliant, devious and not-overly scrupulous mind, and she'd displayed all those traits spectacularly.
"Lorna, I don't know how to thank you, you've made it possible for Charlie and I to have a future, thank you, darling, thank you!"
Lor brushed it off. "Don't mention it Lu, that little creep had it coming, and it was such immense fun, I think I might have a talent for this whole 'Honey-Trap' game! Maybe I should give the Secret Service a call! Mind you, most of the plan was Gerry's; behind that pretty face lurks the mind of a true Moriarty!"
I laughed, and told her to get her boots and socks, we were going to find a brunch with our name on it!
We drove into Bicester to a little French restaurant and splashed out on a lobster salad and a couple of glasses of house white to celebrate, to talk over the last few days, and clear up any lingering doubts. It transpired that she and Gerry had had pretty much the same conversation as Charlie and I, and we agreed that there would be no more of that between us; we didn't need it, we were already closer than most families could ever be, and we agreed that now we were going to be trying for families, it would be foolish and foolhardy to muddy the waters.
We left any further discussion of the subject for another day, and with our partners present. Lorna and I understood each other perfectly; I didn't want Gerry, but I loved him like a brother, because he was Lorna's brother, the one person in the world I love as much as Charlie; and Lorna still loved Charlie, but had no interest in him, she only had eyes for Gerry. Charlie was right; Lorna may have been a man-eater, but she would never stoop as low as man-stealing.
We got quite convivial over our extended brunch, re-hashing school days, screaming with laughter at some of Lorna's antics and escapades, making tentative plans for when Charlie came home for good, and planning how and where to have our babies. Lorna seemed to have assumed that motherhood was for her, her yes-no attitude of earlier in the week finally resolved, her eyes going soft and faraway whenever she contemplated Gerry, and I felt pleased that scatterbrain Lorna was finally looking to settle down and be an adult at last. I wanted her to be near me, especially when I was pregnant; we both had no other female relatives, just work colleagues and a few occasional calls or cards from some of the girls we were at school with, so we would have to be our own support network.
What with one thing and another, it was nearly 2pm before we finally wound our way home, Lorna driving as I'd had one glass too many, getting back just before the boys; they'd had a disappointing day at the cricket, rain had stopped play, so they found a pub and ogled local girls for a while before heading home.
We sat around chatting for a while, but I could see Gerry and Lorna exchanging sideways glances and smouldering looks when they thought they were unobserved, so I made an excuse about being tired, and Lor picked up on what I was telling her, using it as an excuse to hustle Gerry out of there, they had a reasonably long drive to Thame, and it looked like rain on the way, so they made their farewells and left, trying not to be too hasty!
"OK, that was weird!" grinned Charlie, "feel like telling me what just happened there, or do I have to start moving my stuff into the spare room?"
I thumped his chest and grinned at him. "You try that, Boy, and I'll just move my stuff in there with you, got it?"
"OK, OK, just tell me what I just saw, because it looked like there was an awful lot of 'non-verbal communication' going on there; you and Lorna up to something again?"
Oops.
I hurriedly deflected that train of thought before it hit the buffers. "Gerry & Lorna had pretty much the same talk we did, and came to the same conclusions, so all is good there. Lorna's decided she wants to be a mum, I suspect she's in a rush to put Gerry through his paces!"
Charlie smiled that big beautiful smile of his. ""They're coming to dinner Saturday; better get some steak in, Gerry's going to need the protein!"
I laughed in genuine relief, I was so happy the boys had become such good friends, no awkwardness or distance between them.
"And now," he grinned, "after I make you dinner, I think I'd like to get some practice in, if you don't mind, sort of put me through my paces too!"
How can a girl resist an offer like that?
After dinner, we spent the evening cuddling, Charlie quiet and thoughtful, not even absent-mindedly groping me, as was his wont, so I asked him. "Penny for your thoughts, soldier-boy?"
"Eh?" said Charlie, obviously miles away, "Sorry Lu-Lu, I was just thinking about how best to work it so I can be with you. I think I'm going to have to resign my commission, apply for a job in the real world, perhaps there's scope for someone with my background and qualifications. I was thinking of talking with my old Defence Studies mentor at Sandhurst, get some advice and direction. I've done over 2 years of operations now, so I'm entitled to resign my commission or request an honourable discharge."
He looked so crestfallen, but I was thrilled that he was prepared to give up his beloved army, in spite of all the fear and dread, the terror for his life he'd had to contend with, and proud that he wanted to do this for me, because he knew I wanted him to be safe with me. However, I had to delay him making any kind of irrevocable decision, at least for a few days, until Lorna's little scheme kicked in and we knew what was in store for him, so I hedged.
"Sweetheart, I know that's not what you want, and I know I've been difficult about you and the army, and service in that terrible place, but please, don't walk away until we've talked about this properly. You've only been home a week, let's leave it for now, get your head around living with me for a while – who knows, you might discover that, all the great sex apart, I'm such a miserable cow you'll be happy to go back and continue doing your bit for Queen and Country! All that training and commitment from you, it would be for nothing if you just walked away. Please, don't make any snap decisions, for my sake and yours!"
He looked sideways at me. "Are you telling me, after all the tears and guilty confessions, you now think I should stay in, that I should go back at the end of my leave? Because I don't want to; I just want to be with you now, so, Big Sister, you'd better wind your neck back in and ask yourself what it is you really want. I want to have a proper home, and a real life, and a chance of a family, with you. I'm not sure what you're playing at here, but OK, because you asked, I'll give it another week, provided you agree to let up about it while I make sure of my decision, whatever it is. Agreed?"
"Agreed, baby boy, I'm glad you're not rushing anything, I want you be absolutely sure before you jump." I concurred. Now Lorna's victim had to come through, so a few anxious days were probably ahead before I could relax.
We slept that night without making love, Charlie too preoccupied to make a grab for me, me wracked with guilt over letting him think I was putting him on the spot over his beloved army career, so I lay there sleepless most of the night, not even his deep breathing and warmth lulling me to sleep. When I did eventually fall asleep, the sky was already turning grey, and I fell asleep because I was exhausted, not relaxed.
When Charlie woke, he'd slipped out of bed and made coffee, leaving me to sleep, only waking with the sound of him putting a cup for me on the nightstand, seeing his lovely smile and gorgeous eyes.
"Hello Blondie, do I get a good morning kiss?" he grinned; for answer I pulled him to me, his hands sliding around my waist and pulling me in tight to him. It was a long, slow and very satisfying kiss, and I could feel him hardening against me, making me feel happy and horny.
Charlie pulled away from our clinch to look down at me, wink, and lick the end of my nose, telling me nothing had changed between us, and that our almost-argument last night had been forgotten, at least for now. I snuggled down into him, glad to be holding him, as his hands roamed over me, stroking rubbing, squeezing and gently pinching, making me sigh, making me giggle, making me hot. I kissed him as hard as I could, holding him to me as his fingers slid into me, making me gasp as he stroked and caressed particularly sensitive spots, my pussy feeling moist and hot as my labia began to engorge.
Now he dipped his head and began licking and sucking my nipples, flicking them into hard points, the sensation exquisite, making little bursts of pleasure run through my body, my pussy beginning to twitch as my labia swelled and opened. Charlie slid his hand down to my pussy, rubbing his fingers up and down my slit, sliding one and then two fingers inside me and gently pumping them, his thumb caressing and gently flicking my clit, making me groan softly as little hot waves of pleasure thrilled through me. I reciprocated, taking hold of his penis, pumping it gently, squeezing rhythmically as I pumped, making him groan in turn, his cock firming up even harder, and beginning to twitch. I could feel his pulse as his cock thrummed, and his lips found mine, kissing me gently but passionately. I let go of him as he moved over me, positioning himself between my thighs, kissing me with little pecks, licking my lips, smiling at me, his beautiful eyes dancing with anticipation. When I nodded that I was ready, he slowly thrust into me, one long smooth entry that nearly made me faint with the sensation of him suddenly filling me, my pussy stretching and enveloping him, the pleasure blasting through me in a tsunami of sensation, and as he began to slowly pump himself in and out, I nearly fainted with the all the things he was doing to me, my body enveloped in waves of pleasure emanating from our joined sexes.
I rose up, pumping against him, pushing up as he bore down, meeting him stroke for stroke, feeling every contour of this thing hammering into me, filling me up, giving me such intense pleasure. At last, my body took over from my rational self, and the waves of orgasm rippled and billowed through me, making me sigh and hiss with pleasure, the sensations in my pussy thrilling through me, each wave more pleasurable than the last. I screamed in release, or thought I did, my whole world consisting of the pleasure my big, hot little brother was giving me as he humped and hammered into me. My cunt clamped tightly around his shaft, and he roared like a bull as his cock lurched and twisted inside me, sperm shooting into me, spurt after spurt of his hot semen filling my most intimate parts with his potent seed, his eyes tight shut as the powerful muscles of his neck and shoulders writhed and stood out in high relief, reminding me again what a magnificent specimen of young manhood I had in him.
Charlie stopped pumping me, his climax peaked and now diminishing, and he slowly withdrew, again tails of orgasm flickering in me, making me gasp and clench, his sperm slowly trickling out of me, not the gushes of recent days, mute evidence of how I'd been wringing him dry! I'd have to give him a few days off, I realised, if I wanted him to return to full capacity!
He dropped next to me on the bed, gathering me into him, caught in the afterglow, both of us murmuring and sighing as we fitted into each other, tired, but in that good way that only comes from incredible sex, no post-coital tristesse here! My hands slid and smoothed over him, feeling the contours and warmth of his body, his hands gently rubbing and caressing me all over, keeping me in close contact with him, a powerful feeling of love and being loved surrounding me.
We lay like that for maybe an hour, waking gradually to the day, content to just remain locked together, arms holding each other, occasional kissing and caressing, mainly just enjoying the proximity of each other, the warmth and comfort we felt as we lay like this.



At last Charlie made to get up. "Lu-Lu, how do you fancy some brekkie? My treat, a full fry-up, more protein than you can shake a stick at!"
I fancied, so we had a quick shower and headed for the kitchen, where Charlie showed his skill at field cookery by using every possible pan, griddle, skillet and plate I had to make breakfast for two!
We were just enjoying a coffee after washing up when the doorbell rang. I answered it, and my heart sank when I saw two redcaps, Military Police sergeants, and an army Land Rover.
"Good Morning Miss, is there a Lt. Manville currently residing at this address?" asked one of them, and I tried to keep my voice normal as I called out to Charlie.
"Charlie, MP's for you, you'd better come now!"
Charlie came to the door, curiosity written all over his face, looking suspiciously at the MP's; redcaps are never a popular sight to any British serviceman or woman.
"Lt. Manville?" confirmed the lead MP, and when Charlie nodded, the MP handed him a buff MoD envelope. Charlie tore it open and read the form inside.
"Lu-Lu, my leave's been cancelled. Look, 'D & A O, Delay and Await Orders'. I've also been ordered to report to the Garrison Commander at Abbey Wood, Where's that?" he asked the redcap.
"Bristol, Sir, " he replied, "and I've been requested to inform you that you present yourself to the GCO in No.1 Dress, Sir."
Charlie looked baffled, but asked them to wait while he dressed. I called them inside, made them tea while Charlie got dressed in his formal uniform. I'd stopped worrying, if he was under arrest, they'd have just taken him as he was, but them playing it like this told me he was being escorted to an important meeting.
When Charlie came in, in his full Officer's Service Dress, both MP's leaped to their feet and saluted, as he was now 'properly' dressed and officially an officer. I had to admit, in his peaked cap and Sam Browne belt, leather gloves and riding whip, he did look hot and romantic!
Charlie told them to carry on, and left them to their tea and biscuits while he talked quietly to me in the Lounge.
"Look, Lu-Lu, I don't know what's going on, and I don't know how long I'll be away, I'll call you when I'm done, OK? I'm just puzzled why Bristol; Household division's based in Windsor, that's where my CO is, so I'm wondering why I'm not reporting to Divisional HQ. Strange!"
I was unworried. Obviously, Lorna's little civil servant had done his bit, and at lightning speed, too, she must have really lit a fire under him! Now it just remained to see what happened next. He called the MP's to order, and let them escort him to the Land Rover, and off they went. I immediately called Lorna, told her what had just transpired, and she seemed pleased and unworried.
"We'll wait 'til Charlie gets back, see if chummy's lived up to his end of the bargain, then we'll take it from there!"
The day dragged by on leaden feet. After waiting on tenterhooks for the next three hours, I decided to go shopping, restock the freezer, and get a coffee in Banbury.
I got home just after 6, and as I was unloading the shopping, my 'phone rang. It was Charlie!
"Baby, what's happened, why all the sudden rush to see you, in Bristol, of all places?"
Charlie sounded strange, a little odd. "Lu, I've been promoted. I just got my captain's stars, the GCO pinned them on himself! Plus, I've been re-assigned, to Abbey Wood, Advanced Weapons Effects Simulators. They've given me a training post!"
I was nearly fainting with relief, Charlie was staying, he was staying! Thank you, Lorna, thank you!
Whatever else he said was lost in the noise in my head as the realisation that he was not going back nearly made me black out, my relief was so intense. I caught the tail end of what he was saying. "...and I have a new Leave Authorisation; I've been Stood-Down before orientation at Filton, so I'll be around for another 6 weeks from today!"
I was ecstatic; my boy was safe, and he was going to remain with me. I waited agog with excitement until I heard the sound of a car on the driveway, and opened the door to see Charlie being saluted out of a snatch Land-Rover by a Transport Corps driver, Charlie being very formal, returning the salute and granting him permission to leave, of course, he was a captain now, then turning to me with a huge grin splitting his face.
I squealed and hit him full on, grabbing his ears and pulling him down to kiss him, hard, and then cover his face with kisses. He laughed with delight, and lifted me around the waist, carried me back indoors and kissed me properly, holding me close to him by the simple expedient of grabbing my bum and pulling me in tight.
"So talk to me, Charlie, how did this all happen!" I laughed.
He looked pensive for a second, then began to speak.
"I've never seen anything like it, Abbey Wood's a huge complex, just on the outskirts of Bristol, near the Rolls Royce jet engine place at Filton, all branches of the services guarding all sorts of projects and developments there; I even saw some SAS, so there's obviously some pretty hush-hush stuff going on there. Anyway, when I arrived there, I was escorted to the GCO, the Garrison Commanding Officer, and he had my service file, which I thought was strange, that should have been at Windsor, at Divisional HQ. He sat me down and started telling me that I'd been selected to head-up a new weapons-effects project, modelling weapons' effectiveness in front-line deployment, and I would be helping to design the next-generation of assault weapon for the British Armed Forces. Apparently I'd come highly recommended, and it all got quite chummy after that – his son is over there in Helmand, so he was curious to know what it was like, his own combat experience was from 1982, so he wanted to know about the enhanced risks etc.
It ended up by him asking who the hell I'd slept with, as more senior officers had been passed over in favour of me, but I had to tell him I was as much in the dark as he was. God, I'll never understand the military bureaucracy, but I'm really glad it spun my way for a change!"
"Anyway, the upshot is that I'll be commanding an assault company, 120 men in all, and we'll be war-gaming in Imber, over on Salisbury Plain, testing new weapons as a possible replacement for the SA-80 bull-pup and L86 LSW. So I get to live here – it's a 2 hour drive to Imber, but I'll only be there one or two days a week, the rest of the time, I'll either be at Bristol, again, only 2 hours away, or stood down here!"
I was over the moon, so much so I literally dragged him upstairs, tore his clothes off, and fucked him hard and with feeling! We kept going all through the night, not stopping for meals, enjoying our new freedom, Charlie as turned-on as I was, both of us luxuriating in the start of our new life together. We eventually fell asleep as dawn was breaking, my heart fully at peace for the first time in God alone knew how long.
EPILOGUE.
I sat in the stand on Horse Guards Parade, watching the lines of red-coated Guardsmen wheel and precision march in front of the Saluting Podium, giving salute to the Queen as they marched past, the massed bands of all the Guards regiments playing in normal time.
My father's old regiment, The Coldstream Guards were having their new Colours trooped as part of the Queen's birthday celebrations, as one or other of the five Guards regiments do every year, and I had been invited to attend the ceremony as a guest of the regiment.
At last, the regiment had marched past, and taken up ranks on the edge of Horse Guards Parade, awaiting the order to begin marching down the Mall to Buckingham Palace. Now the Household Cavalry formed up, their lines of perfectly matched black geldings wheeling in column to face the Saluting Base. The Guard Captain walked his horse forward to come within one length of the podium, to give salute to the Queen, as leader of her personal guard detachment, looking splendid, dashing and romantic in his silver cuirasse breastplate and helmet, with the neck-length red horsehair plume, Royal Blue tunic, snowy white gauntlets and riding breeches, black jackboots shining like mirrors.
His sword came down from parade rest to low guard, then straight up, his elbow out from his body as the sword swept in front of him, point straight up, blade flat to the monarch, held steady for a count of three, then back down to low guard. He repeated this twice more, the Queen nodding in acceptance of the salute, and he turned and, with his sword once again at parade rest, walked his horse forward one length, then called out the order to proceed. "Column will form rank by two's...left wheel!" They all turned in perfect synchronisation to face the entrance to The Mall, forming up two abreast.
"Guard detachment will form on me.....Form up!" And with that, the column moved forward until the lead rider was parallel to him, then stopped, waiting for the Queen's carriage to arrive at the Saluting Podium. Once the royal carriage signalled that it was moving out, half the column moved up in front of the State Landau, to escort the Queen. The other half of the column took up station behind it, escorting it back to the palace, the Life guards in their red tunics forming up line abreast in two behind the Blues & Royals.
"Look, Charlie," I pointed, "can you see him? There's Daddy!" The little boy with the jet black hair and eyes like emeralds craned his neck, trying to see his father, as Charlie led the guard detachment back to the palace, escorting his Commander-in-Chief to the sound of clapping and cheering from the crowds and the heat-lightning flashing of cameras the length of the Mall.
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Sai Fong Speaks:

Waiting nearly 4 weeks to see Harry nearly had me climbing the walls. After the nights we'd spent in London, and the frustrating week that darling Harry spent back home, I was ready to just do a disappearing act, turn-up on his doorstep and scream "You want it, Big Boy, here it is, come get it!"
Common sense prevailed, and though dad, poor, dear deluded dad, had given in on the Art School thing, he wasn't prepared to let me go just yet, poor dear, and insisted that I spend this last summer at home with him. I had to go with it, insisting on heading down early was not a good idea, he knew I didn't have to sort out digs or transport, so insisting on moving down so far ahead of time would have started his copper-sense twitching, the very last thing I wanted to happen.
So I stayed on in Cosford, wanking furiously every chance I got, having increasingly fevered dreams about Harry, his body, making love to me, and pacing around my room crying for him, not that he'll ever find out, will he? I said, WILL HE? Good, you're learning.
When Harry came to get me, I was in a right old state. I could barely contain myself, and all those barbs I'd thrown at him about the 'sticky-knicker brigade' came back to haunt me as I found myself oozing almost constantly, excitement galloping around inside me, knowing that in a few hours I was going to be crawling all over his lovely bod all over again, but for a whole week!
Trying to appear nonchalant when that lovely boy rolled up was the hardest acting job of my life, no sense in falling at the last hurdle, not when dad was sniffing around. I had a selection of my clothes and stuff already packed, the theory being that if I brought it down in stages, I wouldn't have to get dad to bring it all down at once, actually letting him into the flat, seeing the living arrangements weren't exactly the conventional brother/sister setup. Harry looked sideways at me and my, to my mind, barely adequate, amount of luggage, and made comments about most of my stuff, of course, including asking me how many feet I had when he had to find a place in his car for 5 shoe bags, but eventually I was packed and ready for the off.
I dutifully kissed dad goodbye, watched him slip Harry some money for me when he thought I wasn't looking, good, and yanked my knickers off while dad and Harry were doing that whole, "Well son, harrumph, see you soon, etc," thing that fathers do to avoid kissing their grown-up sons.
As soon as we pulled away, I felt a weight off my chest. I had him back! OK, it was only for a week, but half a loaf is better than no bread at all, and dad was at least being reasonable about this whole week away, so definitely a win. I felt a definite need to celebrate, soon, and decided to give Harry a little of what he'd obviously been missing, if the looks he'd been giving me behind dad's back were anything to go by! As I had no panties on, I gave him a flash of the old fuzzy door, nearly making the poor boy crash as he jumped and fixed his eyes firmly on the road, although I did notice a nice lump straining at his zipper; good boy!
They do say that letting the dog see the rabbit makes the chase more interesting, so I kept hiking my skirt up, just to see what it would take for him to tell me to stop, or find a turn-off, locate a quiet lane somewhere, and just give me a good seeing-to. Dirty little beast never said a word, just kept flicking glances at it and sweating! I only stopped when I realised I was giving all the passing trucks an eyeful, and the word was getting around, judging by the line of suspiciously fast trucks and lorries in the near-side lane, racing to get an eyeful!
When we arrived back at the flat, which luckily isn't too far off the West Way, I let poor, lovely Harry talk me out of helping him lug it all up three flights of stairs. Sweet boy, he's such a gentleman, he'd never consider letting me carry a wet handkerchief, let alone the negligible amount of stuff I had, so I let him do it. This is one of the reasons he needs me; any other girl would take endless advantage of his nature because they'd twig he's a natural gentleman, whereas I take advantage of him because he's mine and I'm allowed to, so I save-up and treasure the times when I can - a privilege I don't intend to abuse.
If any other girl tried on him what I do, I would go Hong-Kong Phooey on her arse for taking advantage of my baby. There are two kinds of wrath, God's and mine. Better to take the wrath of God; at least he forgives. Anyone screws with my boy and I will seriously visit them with mayhem and pain a-plenty.
Once we were unloaded, with Harry lying there on the lounge carpet pretending to gasp and wheeze, face deliberately red and sweaty, hoping for some sympathy, I enticed him into the bedroom by posing bare-arse naked and smiling invitingly, all the fatigue magically evaporated as he levitated upright and went to work on me, just as I had hoped he would.
Harry is a gentle and considerate lover, manly and gorgeous, and I'd been seriously missing what he had so much of, so we'll gloss over the next bit, you know what comes next. Suffice it to say, I saw God that day! Now comes the hard part; I have to go home again in 6 days, and I'm already feeling separation anxiety; this is my home now, with my man, not half-way across the country, and I don't know how I'm supposed to manage even the few weeks 'til I'm back down for good. Harry says I have to bite my lip and tough it out, it's hard on him as well, it's been hard on him all along, but he didn't explode, he didn't keel over with a coronary, so I'm in no danger of anything except possibly giving us away. Sobering thought.
+++
Harry:
On the Monday I came back from college expecting to find Sai deep in contemplation of one of her art books, with plans to take her out somewhere romantic for dinner, but she was dressed in a killer sparkly black minidress, teetering heels and glossy sheer stockings. She was an eye-opener, no doubt about that, and while I was drinking her all in, I was wondering what this was in aid of.
"Harry, we're young, we're in London, we're going clubbing. Get dressed, I want to show you off a little!"
So saying, she pointed out what she wanted me to wear, already picked out and pressed, and I acquiesced, going with the flow, because the alternative was too painful, and too loud, to contemplate.
Sai wanted to go to Boujis, a hot, mega-exclusive club in central Mayfair.
"Uh, Sai, that's a member's only, 21 and over club, you can't get in, and bruisingly expensive -- you'd better have a trust fund, because they'll want to count it before they'll let us in." I reminded her
Sai just grinned. "Harry, I know everyone, and so do you, you just don't use them enough! I made a call, we're on the list, and we're being comp'd as well, courtesy of your old school friends who actually run the place. Honestly, Harry, don't you ever keep-up with anyone?"
The club was small, exclusive, and hyper-expensive. Sai was in her element, spotting some girls she'd attended the Feather's Ball with the previous year, as well as celebs and a sprinkling of the rich and shameless, and spent a great deal of time popping shots, exchanging phone numbers with old acquaintances and dancing around me while I tried to figure out what she was doing. A few guys tried to pick her up, but the bouncers headed them off before I had to, and the girls they were with laid into them anyway, so we got to grin at the free floorshows.
Sai Fong obviously wanted to boogie, so I resigned myself to a night of watching her, although, in that dress, she was definitely worth the watch! Several other guys also thought so, and she usually got whistles and applause when she stepped off the dance floor, although she made a point of flopping in my lap and kissing me soundly every so often, just so no-one got any ideas, and probably because she was half-cut...
We left at 3 am, found a kebab place and topped up on anonymous gristle and MSG before driving back to the flat. I'd been up 20 hours now, and I had to be back at uni for 11 am, so I was looking forward to some rest and sleep; Sai Fong had other ideas, stripping off for me to tiny little panties, those sexy sheer stockings and stiletto heels. All thoughts of sleep disappeared as my libido went kerchinngg! Naturally, I moved in for the kill, thinking "Yup, that'll do nicely!"
Sai wasn't drunk, just nicely lit-up, and she made a production of posing for me in her 'come and fuck me' get-up, so I grabbed her, kissing and fondling her, nibbling her nipples and squeezing and jiggling her bum-cheeks, kissing passionately as she fumbled with my belt-buckle, helping me strip off to my shorts without breaking lip-lock. She kissed me thoroughly, rubbing her panty-clad mons against my cock, her breathing becoming fast and shallow as she worked herself up, frotting herself while still kissing and fondling me.
At last she stepped back, smiling, and knelt down, taking hold of the sides of my shorts and sliding them down freeing my tortured cock, allowing it to spring into view, harder than it had ever been before. I have said before, I don't have a mega-dick, but I like to think I'm not exactly under-endowed, either, and all 7 inches were there, on full stretch, for Sai to do with as she pleased. She chose to slide her lips over the end, licking over the tip and behind the head, exquisite sensation as she sucked at the same time, making me gasp in pleasure as the pressure dropped, making my head swell even further, squeezing and pumping her hand slowly in time to her sucking. Much as I enjoyed this, I wanted her to stop; I wanted to pleasure her, hold her tight to me as I entered her, not stand and pump into her mouth.
She looked at me in surprise, hurt flitting across her face, so I pulled her to her feet, kissing her longingly as I did."Princess, I want to make love to you, all of you, not just like this!" and was rewarded with her sunny grin as she caught my meaning.
Piloting her to the bedroom, I peeled down her hot, sexy little panties and pulled her onto the bed, hands automatically reaching for her lovely taut bum, pulling her in to me, trapping my cock between us as we kissed.
"So Harry, did you have a good time?" she cooed, batting her eyelids at me, grinning as she wriggled against me, hand snaking down to grab my cock and fondle it, pumping gently as she licked and nibbled my lips. I responded by gently rolling her onto her back and licking her nipples, biting and sucking them into full hardness, making them stand up and thrum, a flush rising on her face and throat as her excitement grew.
I made to move down, and Sai stopped me, instead kneeling up and pushing me over onto my back, and straddling me, facing down the bed, head dipping down to slide her lips over my cock again as I pulled her closer and licked her labia as her vulva was thrust into my face, pointing the tip of my tongue in her velvety little anus, making her jump and quiver, and lapping up and down her lips. Her hard little clitoris slid into view, dewing rapidly with her secretions as I licked and lapped harder, the labia flowering open to expose her tight vagina. I pushed my tongue inside her, making her groan and push back against my face, rubbing her clitoris harder with my tongue, licking her labia and anus, lubricating them both with her juices, and slowly sliding my forefinger in past her rosebud, up to the second knuckle, then bending my finger and pumping it in time to my tongue thrusts into her pussy.
Sai squealed around my cock, the vibration thrilling and hot, making my cock jump, then began really suctioning, swallowing my cock deeper and deeper, taking more and more of me into her. Her pussy was lubricating freely now, her juices running down into my mouth, the taste strong and tangy, salty, fresh and enticing, and I lapped harder still, concentrating on her clitoris, feeling the little bud thrum and twitch as her excitement rose, until finally she clamped her lips over my cock and sucked hard, pumping me as hard as she could, squeezing my shaft as her vagina convulsed, her little anus winking as it fluttered in sync with her vagina, her orgasm rolling through her, making her buck and convulse, groaning around the head of my cock. I couldn't hold back as the vibration of her mouth set me off, and I shot into her mouth, long, satisfying ejaculations of sperm flooding her mouth as my hips bucked and my back arched, straining to empty even more of myself into her hot, wildly sucking mouth.
At last she slumped down, resting her head on my thigh, still holding onto my cock as I fell back, heart thundering from my orgasm. Eventually she stirred, lifting herself up to slip her leg back over me and drop back to the pillow, turning and hugging me into herself, tucking her head into my neck and kissing my throat as she pulled me in closer.
"So Harry, is that the big show, or do you have a grand finale for me?" she grinned slyly, hand rubbing and fondling my flaccid cock. I cocked an eyebrow at her.
"Princess, either you think I'm something other than human, or all that internet porn has ruined you for the real world!" I croaked. "When I'm ready, I'll be more than happy to play a second round, right now, I have to recover, give me ten, OK?" Sai nodded, "Ten, then I'm coming for you, be ready!"
I lay there, savouring the afterglow, watching Sai Fong, her long slim legs still encased in those sexy sheer stockings, the black lace hold-up tops contrasting sharply with the creamy skin of her supple thighs, her perfect rear end. I reached out and slid my hand over her thigh and buttock, experiencing the thrill of the slippery sheer fabric of her stockings against her warm smooth skin.
"Hello Harry, boy!" she murmured, smiling slowly at me, reaching up to cup my chin and kissing me softly, and I returned the favour, brushing her hair back so I could feel its texture, see her lovely almond eyes better. The feel of her, and her sexy kisses, was making me hard again, my urgency rising the more I looked at and kissed and fondled this beautiful creature, my delectable sister.
I pulled her in close to me, sliding an arm under her to roll onto my back, rolling her on top of me, her legs on either side.
"Hello Sai Fong, I'm going to kiss you some more" I murmured to her, pulling her up close to me by her lovely firm bum cheeks, slipping my tongue into her mouth as my hands squeezed, kneaded and separated her taut little buttocks, pulling them open and closed to coincide with the motions of my tongue in her mouth. Sai Fong opened her eyes and pulled away to smile lazily at me.
"You dirty little beast, I know what you're hinting at. We'll see lover-boy!" With that, she wriggled until her pussy was right above my cock, lying as it was along my stomach between us, and rose up slightly, releasing it to rise up enough for her purposes. She reached back and guided me into her, my cockhead suddenly engulfed in warm wet succulence, with Sai's soft gasp of pleasure as she sank onto me. She lay still for a second or two, savouring the sensation of being penetrated again, then kissed me long and seriously before levering herself upright and, with her hands resting on my chest, began to rise and fall rhythmically, pumping herself on me as I fondled and squeezed her cute peach-half breasts, nipples hard and rubbery, like two little thumbs.
I pulled and rolled her nipples between my fingers, making her gasp and cover my hands with hers, forcing my hands harder against her breasts, obviously enjoying the sensation as she mauled her nipples with my hands, her eyes tight closed and her bottom lip caught between her teeth as she went to her own place. Her rhythm increased as she became more aroused, her stimulation of her nipples obviously helping her along, her motions more pronounced as she rode me harder, her neck and upper chest flushing as she approached her orgasm.
Suddenly, her eyes snapped open and she gave a low gasping moan, and her vagina tightened convulsively around me, exquisite sensation upon sensation as she rode me even harder, grinding herself on me, her vagina sucking and rippling around me as she came in a long series of shattering orgasms, her breath gasping and hissing as each wave hit her.
She slumped down on me, her heart hammering against me, her eyes screwed shut and tears leaking from the corners, her chest heaving with the force of her climax.
I had managed to keep control of myself, much as I wanted to surrender to the sensations she was giving me, and had remained hard inside her, waiting for her to ease up. Eventually she opened her eyes, smiling at me and indicating she wanted to lie back down. I rolled over, still buried in her, and began to pump my cock into her, sliding my arms under the small of her back to push her nipples up so I could suckle them as I pumped her.
Sai held my head in place as I slowly pumped into her, smiling and murmuring as I licked, sucked and nibbled her nipples, and began to move under me, pushing her hips up to meet my thrusts, matching me stroke for stroke, her breath hissing each time I pumped into her. I could only last so long, stimulated as I was, and the sight of my beautiful, exotic sister humping herself against me, her nipples dancing tantalisingly in front of me was too much. I gave a deep groan as I felt my cock pulse, and Sai moaned as my head swelled, pumping jet after jet of spunk out of me and into her body, splashing into her most intimate place, the sensation for me almost unbelievable.
Sai gave a hissing groan, and I felt her pussy contract around me again as she climaxed again, the rippling, sucking sensation drawing every last drop of semen from me, my cock dry-convulsing inside her.
At last I was spent, and I withdrew, to lie next to her, heart hammering with the after-effects of my own climax, muscles quivering in stress reaction, feeling Sai Fong's warm little hand on my chest as she turned to me and burrowed down against me. She held me against her, with my arm going around her to lock her against me. Sai rested her head in the crook of my neck, kissed me gently on the neck and whispered "I love you, Harry, always!"
"I love you too, Princess," I replied, "sleep tight, baby-girl!" as I pulled the covers up around us, kissing her goodnight and stroking her soft hair, always a pleasure for me.
I woke with a start, checked my watch, almost 9am, not bad, nearly 5 hours sleep, I'd gotten by on a lot less before, and today was going to be a short day, because of the way my work was going, so not too much stress. Hopefully I'd be home before 5, and I could look forward to a long evening with Sai Fong. Speaking of which...
She was still fast asleep, stretched out with the covers thrown back, and the sight of her fast asleep, her perfect long legs still encased in their miraculously intact stockings, her hair spread out over the pillow, her creamy complexion, was one of the most erotic sights I'd ever seen, all the more so for being perfectly natural and unconscious. I felt a rush of love and protectiveness for my beautiful, exotic, wildly sexy sister, as well as more decidedly impure thoughts as I looked on the tableau spread before me!
However, work was waiting, so I regretfully got out of bed; much as I would have liked to wake her and play some more, I had to be in Kensington in less than 2 hours, so all thoughts of fun and games had to be shelved. For now, anyway.
I ran a shower, shaved and dried off, and came out to find Sai wrapped in my bathrobe frying bacon and eggs, and a cup of coffee steaming on the table. Once again, I was puzzled at how she managed it; at home, as far as she was concerned, early-mornings only happened to other people, and she and dad had had some classic battles over her habit of getting up at the last minute and charging off to school with her disgusting standard breakfast in one hand and her school bag in the other.



Still, never one to look a gift horse in the mouth, I gratefully accepted the breakfast she'd made for me, chatting as she joined me, thankfully only wanting some coffee, knowing full well how watching her eat those things made my stomach roil. When I left, Sai kissed me out the door, and pulled open her robe to flash her nakedness, grinning widely as she did so, and snapping it shut when I reached out for a friendly feel!
When I got home that afternoon, Sai was nowhere in sight, and I felt a distinct sense of anti-climax. I'd been unconsciously counting on a replay, or at least a reprise of last night when I got home, the image of her naked, asleep in just stockings playing on my mind all day, intruding on me at odd moments. In just the short time she'd been here she'd filled a great gaping need I didn't know I had, and the experience of her being there when I came in, bouncing up to kiss me and tell me about her day was something I treasured. Now my day felt curiously flat without her being there. I mooched around for a while, being morose, resisting the urge to call her, telling myself that she wasn't handcuffed to me, not believing myself for one second, while worrying about her, feeling incredibly lonely as the whole place echoed with her absence. I hadn't realised just what a difference she'd made to me, or just how much I needed her, until she was gone, even for such a short while. At last I gave in, and was just about to call her when I heard her come in, running up the stairs, to breathlessly kiss me, hard, and dropping the carrier bags she was holding to wrap her legs around me as she kissed me with serious intent.
Eventually I had to break off, I needed air! Sai was still frantically kissing me all over my face, my lips, wrapping her hands in my hair, like we'd been parted for months instead of only 5 hours or so. At last she let go of me and dropped down to the couch, grinning cheekily, her weight pulling me down next to her. She was wearing fairly modest shorts and flats, and a loose top, but anything she wore looked like an invitation to rip it off her; she looked very fetching, and believe me, I was fetched!
"Oh God, Harry, it's been so quiet and lonely without you here, I was nearly climbing the walls --it felt like you were gone for weeks! After a couple of hours, I couldn't stand it anymore, so I thought I'd get some supplies in, keep me occupied for a while. I bought steak, pork, chicken and shrimp, so we can have a nice home-cooked dinner tonight, what say you?"
After that reception, the last thing I wanted was dinner, I swear! My erection was painfully constricted in my shorts, the bulge all too obvious, something she spotted immediately.
"Oh Harry, how sweet, you brought me something!" she grinned, scooting on top of me and sitting astride, wrapping her arms around my neck as she kissed me, grinding her crotch into me, making me groan with need and high-octane horniness. I slid my hands up into her shorts, feeling the firm swell of her lovely little bum, the thin strap of the thong she had on underneath, and the warmth emanating from her pussy, making my head swim with my need for her.
My cock firmed-up even more, my groin feeling like it was being squeezed in a vice as Harry jr. struggled manfully to escape. I moved my hands from groping her bum to try and lift her top, and she laced her fingers in mine, trapping my hands in hers. She could see the strain on my face, and ground herself on me even harder, a sly smile on her lips as she wriggled and ground against me, exquisite agony and unrequited lust obviously written all over my face.
"Like that, do you, Baby?" she taunted me, darting in to kiss me quickly and jerking back before I could kiss her back, grinning at my inability to grab and hold her close because she'd trapped my hands. Sai continued to gyrate on me, her face flushing as she worked herself up, her wriggling and grinding on me now more rhythmic, more directed. I gave up and began grinding back at her, her eyes widening and her grin becoming even more pronounced.
"I knew you'd like it, babe, what are you going to do about it now?" she panted, looking into my eyes as if daring me. I took advantage of her momentary distraction to slide my hands free and wrap my arms around her waist, pulling her in tight to me, Sai leaning down to kiss me hotly, no mistaking what she wanted to do next.
I slid her round to one side so I could stand up, taking her hand and pulling her up next to me, kissing her deeply as I groped and massaged her bum through her shorts.
"Come on, boy, time's a-wasting!" she giggled, darting into the bedroom, with me in hot pursuit.
We stripped in double-quick time, Sai standing before me in just her thong as I tugged my shirt over my head and dropped my trousers, levering off my shoes and sitting on the bed to yank off my socks. Sai slid onto the bed and straddled me again, kissing me softly before suddenly pushing me over backwards to land flat on the bed. She jumped up and in one move pulled my shorts off, blessed relief as my little man escaped and jumped upright.
Sai grinned at me, finger on her lip as she inspected my condition, then said "Hmm, you'll do, how good are you with that thing?"
"Cammere!" was my response, grabbing her as she shrieked with laughter, me pulling off her thong to rub her sopping pussy and slip a finger inside. Immediately she stopped giggling, instead sighing and kissing me as I slid first one then two fingers inside her, rubbing her wet flesh and flicking her hardening clit. She reached for me, holding and squeezing my hardness, slowly pumping in time to my frigging, her lips and tongue working wonders on mine, pushing up my stimulation ever higher.
My need for her was now too great. I urged her onto the bed next to me, leaning over to suck and nibble her taut nipples as I resumed frigging her, she sighing and whispering to me as her own excitement rose, the tang of it surrounding me, egging me on, working all kinds of magic on me.
At last Sai pulled me up to her, kissing me and holding my cock, her eyes telling me what she wanted. I positioned myself between her thighs, Sai holding and aiming my cock, and when she smiled and nodded, I slowly pushed forward, sliding into her as she groaned with pleasure. Her hips rose up to meet mine, and we pumped and plunged at each other for who knows how long, Sai somehow sensing when I was getting close, and backing off, me feeling the almost constant rippling and sucking of her vagina as wave after wave of orgasm rolled though her. I kept backed-down for as long as I could, but the combination of the sensations I was feeling, the erotic charge of knowing this beautiful, exotic, girl loved me, and that she was my own sister, was just too much, and I felt my cock give a lurch inside her, Sai feeling it as well, and sprayed her insides with my spunk, coating her vagina with my seed as she climaxed with me, both of us sobbing and groaning with the intensity of our release. I pumped what felt like gallons of spunk into her, the force of my ejaculation almost painful as my body gave itself up to her. Seven or eight powerful spurts of semen rocketed out of me, draining me, leaving me feeling nothing but love for this lovely girl, and a deep wonder and pride that she was mine, had given herself to me so completely.
I slumped back down on top of her, keeping my weight off her as I rolled on to my side, kissing her face, her eyes, her neck and throat, seeing her properly without the twin filters of lust or need, consumed with the realisation that she was the one, the only one I would ever need or want, and that I would never let her go again.
Sai gently stroked my face with her soft fingertips, once again tracing out the contours of my features, smiling distractedly, the old familiarity of it bonding us closer, reminding me of the girl I had promised to love and protect all those years ago, and marvelling again that she should love me so much.
At the same time, I realised I had made a decision, somewhere down so deep I never knew I was even contemplating it, but now I knew, and I needed to tell her, gauge her reaction.
"Sai, I'm going to tell him, take my chances. I don't want to keep sneaking around; it feels like I'm ashamed of loving you, like it's something dirty and shameful, and I won't do that, to you or to us. I love you more than I can possibly say, and I want to be free to love you, openly and freely."
Sai looked at me gravely, then smiled and kissed me quickly, affectionately, pulling herself up so she could hug me, pressing her cheek against mine.
"Harry, are you absolutely sure you want to do this? Because I do understand what this will mean to our family, and I don't want you doing something because you feel pressured into it, not because you really want to do it. Whatever you decide is fine by me, honestly, you'll always have me, no matter what, and you know that. I meant it when I said that all I ever see for me is you, my future is your future, if you'll still have me. You gave me your ring, and promised yourself to me, and I gave you that same promise. We're 'troth-plighted!'" She smiled at the old-fashioned phrase.
"Nothing's changed, darling Harry, I promise you. We'll do this, and let what happens, happen, OK?"
I felt giddy at the emotional charge that ran through me as I heard what she was saying. Her trust in me shook me, but also strengthened my resolve, knowing that we were in complete agreement. The time for doubt and hesitation over our relationship had passed, and we were strong enough together to get past this and make our future together.
I gathered her into me, hugging her close, feeling her very human warmth as I gave thanks to whatever kindly gods there are that she was mine. She turned her head to look at me, and I saw the tears on her cheeks, reached out to wipe them away with my thumb.
"Dad's going to be so very hurt, Harry. I want so badly to be with you, and I'm ready to be with you forever, want nothing but that, but I know I'll be hurting him, maybe enough that he turns away from me forever. That means I'll have no-one except you. Will you promise me, really promise me you'll be as strong as I need you to be, that you'll be the family I'll need if the worst happens?"
I was shocked to hear Sai put it so bluntly, but perhaps she needed me to be explicit this time.
"Sai Fong, I asked you to marry me, to be with me and stay with me forever, as I fully intend and pledged to do for you. I will always be the one thing in your life you can count on, over and above everything else. I want you to be my wife, have my children, get old and crabby with me, and have a perfect life together with me!"
She smiled at that, reassured, and reached out to cup my chin as she kissed me softly on the lips. "Done!" she smiled.
We lay in each other's arms for a while longer, enjoying the sight and feel of each other, gently stroking and kissing, not trying to arouse, renewing connection, until at last hunger drove us to find something to eat. Dinner was a revelation, with Sai cooking the perfect 'Surf & Turf', medium steaks on a bed of sautéed shrimp, with green salad and French fries, honey mustard dressing, and tangy, pungent aioli. I was in raptures, I was marrying a gourmet chef as well as a sex-bomb, my life just kept getting better!
After we'd cleared away, we settled back to watch some TV, make out and celebrate our decision. We were in the middle of some fairly heavy-duty groping when the phone rang. Sai answered it, her smile dying away and her responses trailing off as her eyes widened as she listened, then silently handed the handset to me. It was dad.
"Harry, Son, I need you to come home." He sounded strained, unnaturally calm. "It's mum, Harry, she passed away this evening, please come back, bring Sai Fong home, Grandpa and I, we need you both here right now...."
I didn't know what to say. True, for the last few years I'd been so very angry with her, for her unrelenting hostility toward Sai, but when all was said and done, she was also the only mother I'd ever known. I tried to keep my voice steady when I answered him, choking back that huge lump rising in my throat, deep loss already trying to overwhelm me.
"OK dad, we're on our way, see you tonight" I managed to choke out, and then the tears started. Sai stared at me wide eyed, taking the handset and said a few words to dad before hanging up, and hugging me close as I cried for my Gran, my mum.
Sai Fong rocked me as she held me close, waiting for me to calm down as she soothed me, her presence easing my grief a little. When I could speak coherently, she began taking charge of our preparations to leave, lugging down a flight bag and throwing some clothes in it for me, and bagging-up my black suit and tie. She decided I was in no fit state to drive all the way back to Shropshire, so demanded my keys, locked up and led me down to the car. I came out of it enough to ask her where her clothes were, and she reminded me that most of her clothes were still at home, including a more decent and suitable black dress for what was about to come.
At first she kept up a flow of light chatter as she negotiated the A40M, keeping me from brooding, helping me keep my sorrow in abeyance, and then, perhaps sensing that I wasn't really in the right frame of mind for conversation, tailed off, concentrating on driving fast but safely, sending my faithful old Cherokee loping down the motorway for home.
We went to the old house in Bilbrook, dad and Grandpa waiting for us, looking lost, stunned, uncomprehending, with a couple of the neighbourhood ladies making tea and bringing cakes and biscuits. I saw dad's expression, and immediately burst into tears, hugging dad as Sai hugged her grandfather, awkwardly, formally. There had never been any love lost between Gran and Sai, but Grandpa at least had never been openly hostile, although he'd never actually made any overtures to Sai either.
Dad let go of me, and took Sai from Grandpa, and I hugged him, tears streaming down my face as I remembered him and Gran being the centre of my world when I was growing up. I suddenly looked at him in consternation. What was he going to do now? He and Gran had been together damn near 60 years, who'd look after him now; he was nearly 85, too old to be left on his own so abruptly.
My worries about Grandpa drove my grief down, and I nodded to dad, indicating I wanted to speak privately with him in the dining room.
"Dad, what happens to Grandpa now? He can't live here alone, not now."
Dad nodded. "I know son, most likely he'll come and stay with me, let this old place go. I want him to, we'll be company for each other, two old geezers together!" he smiled distractedly. "The house is too big, too lonely with both of you gone, so it will be good to have some company around, we'll be OK together. Besides, you have your own problems; don't forget, you've got Sai Fong now, you have to take care of her."
I shot a quick glance at him. Did he know, or was he just talking in general?
Sai was waiting in the lounge, the police forensic and ambulance teams had long gone, and now we had to wait for the post-mortem before we could bury Gran. My eyes started stinging again as I tried to get past the fact of her death, and suddenly Sai was there, hugging me around the waist, rubbing the small of my back, and I unconsciously held her close, burying my face in her hair, kissing it, caressing her neck and back.
When I looked up, Grandpa was looking at me oddly, then he smiled slightly, knowingly, and turned away. Realisation suddenly struck. He knew, he knew! After all my lectures to Sai about appropriate behaviour, I'd given us away! Oh God, what if he says something to dad, he'd got enough on his late without this as well. Sai felt me stiffen.
"Harry, what is it, what's wrong?"
"Sai, Grandpa knows, I just gave us away, he saw me hugging you, kissing you just now, right there in front of everybody!" I was too wrung out to try and make it right with him, but Sai took it out of my hands. She followed Grandpa out to the patio, where he was sitting in the same worn, comfortable garden chair he used to sit on with me on his lap, reading 'The House at Pooh Corner' and other Pooh stories to me when I was small. I stood in the doorway, out of sight, but within earshot.
"Grandpa, can I talk to you?" said Sai, kneeling down next to him and looking up at him.
"Of course you can," said Grandpa, "what's on your mind?
"Grandpa, what you saw, in there, Harry and I, we...I..." Grandpa stopped her short with a gentle finger on her lips.
"Sshhh, it's all right, Sai Fong, you don't have to explain anything to me. Does he love you?"
Sai nodded mutely. "And do you love him?" he continued, Sai nodding again. "Then there's nothing more to be said. Your grandmother had far too much to say, and she drove you away, and Harry too, but I still loved her so very, very much. If you two can have half as much as we had, then you'll be lucky indeed. Take what love you can, while you can, there's not too much of it in the world these days, so get while the getting's good!"
He grinned wistfully as he popped his trademark phrase at her, and held her while she cried softly against him, understanding that she'd finally got through to her grandfather, while Grandpa held her close, properly, for the very first time. He seemed at a loss what to do at first, finally stroking her hair and murmuring to her, resting his head against hers and making little soothing noises as though she was a little child.
I walked up and hunkered down in front of Grandpa, just as I used to when I was small and had an especially splendid frog to show him, and he reached out and ruffled my hair, just as he used to way back then.
"Take good care of her, Harry-boy," he said, "she's more special than you know, so treat her right -- or I'll come and get you!" he grinned, his favourite threat when he played catch with me in the meadow all those summers ago. I took his hand and squeezed it, all my love for this man who had brought me up coming to the fore, silently thanking him for finally accepting his granddaughter, for his understanding, then standing up and taking Sai's hand. Grandpa glanced at her engagement ring as she took my hand.
"Just a tip, both of you; don't let your father see that just yet. Lead him up to what you have to tell him, and be gentle with him, give him some time to deal with all of this first. I twigged as soon as I saw that ring, don't let him catch on the same way, trust your dad, but be honest with him. And Harry, trust your instincts, you have some good ones." Sai nodded, slipping off her ring and swapping it to her other hand, where it wouldn't be construed as an engagement ring.
I cleared my throat. "Grandpa, are you...sure you're OK with this? Sai and I have been in love for a long time now, and it's only now that I've been able to admit it, even to myself. I won't let her go now; she's the most important thing in my life."
Grandpa stirred, looked at me with the old 'don't try it on me, sonny' look.
"Are you asking for my blessing? It's not mine you need. For what it's worth, I think both of you could do a whole lot worse. Harry-boy, I've known about how you feel about Sai Fong as long as you've known her, the moment you chose Sai over your grandmother, I knew, I do have eyes and a brain, you know! I won't judge you, I can't, 85 has a way of forgetting what 20 feels like, so you both go and enjoy yourselves, have the best life you can, just don't forget to love each other along the way! I forgot how to do that, I let someone else tell me who to love, and I hurt that sweet little girl all these years, and I'm sorry for that. Perhaps she'll have time to forgive me once all this is over and done with."



Sai leaned in and hugged him again, brushing his cheek with her lips, her way of telling him it was over now, no forgiveness needed. Grandpa twinkled at her, chucked her gently under the chin, and turned away to dab at his eyes.
We left him sitting in his old chair, staring across the meadow towards the old pond, smiling as he looked back over 60 years. When we came back into the sitting room dad was waiting for us.
"Look Harry, there's nothing more to be done now, we can't have the funeral until the Coroner has the pathologist's report, all that we can do is being done, and a funeral home from Wolverhampton is dealing with the interment. It won't be soon, because mum wasn't under the care of a doctor, so passing away suddenly like that means a post-mortem. She had a plot at St. Michael's in Upton Cresset, it's where she was baptised, all her family's buried there, so everything's in place now. Why don't you two go home, I'll stay with dad tonight, and you can make an early start back tomorrow? Sai, stay with Harry for now, I really shouldn't have dragged you kids up here just to send you home again, I wasn't thinking, but I really don't want you in the middle of all this just now, so please just make yourself scarce, OK? Time enough to mourn later, I just want to get dad through this first."
Unseen by dad, Sai twined her fingers in mine, comforting me in the face of all the preparations for the funeral. I was grateful to dad; I really needed to get out of there. The sense of Gran's presence was everywhere, her life imprinted in the house, all her familiar things waiting for her, and it was extremely unsettling for me to realise that they were all just things now; she would never dust them or polish them, or straighten them up ever again. Sai saw the look on my face, saw my eyes filling up again, and almost tugged me out of there, leaving dad to go and sit with his father and try and get past the first shock of their loss.
We drove the 9 miles back to Cosford in silence, too much to say and no way to say it. Arriving back at the house was strange, I'd only picked Sai Fong up a few days ago, but it already seemed like an impossibly long time ago. I was too emotionally wrung to eat anything, so Sai tipped a frozen pizza in the oven and pulled me down to her, holding me close and being warm and human, two things she excelled at.
We sat there in silence for ages. I was lost in my memories, memories of Gran helping me with my homework, playing toy soldiers with me while Grandpa weeded his beloved onion-beds, helping her change the bedding, reading 'The Wind in The Willows' to me at night, putting me in bed with her when thunderstorms banged and rattled the house, making me hot soup when I came in from building snowmen and making snow-angels with Grandpa. Now the tears came again, Sai holding me close and letting me cry, until I fell asleep, worn out and emotionally battered.
I woke when Sai kissed me gently. "Bedtime, Harry, come on, upsy-daisy Big Boy, up the wooden hill, come on, that's right!" I cocked a bleary eye at her.
"I am not 4 years old, Sai; please don't talk to me like I am!"
Sai grinned, and stuck her tongue out. "If you're awake, have something to eat. If you're beat, go to bed. Don't snooze on the couch, it makes you snore, and I'm trying to watch television, I can't hear for you snoring, you sound like a bag of spanners in a washing machine!"
"I do not snore!" I averred, looking daggers at her when she gave me her patented Sai Fong Knowing Grin. The sheer normality of our low-key bickering helped me to shed some of the melancholy.
I could smell something delicious, and spotted half a pizza in a box. "I thought you heated one up?" I said.
"I did, it was disgusting, so I ordered-in. That noise you can hear is all the local vermin gagging on that repulsive thing I threw away, even the house rats are all doing a kamikaze down the waste disposal rather than bite into it!"
I had to grin at her graphic description of some of the stuff dad buys when she's not there to pick them out of the trolley and put them back on the shelf, and picked up a slice, a typical Sai Fong choice, every known topping except possibly strawberry jam, but it was hot, and tasted wonderful.
Eating finally restored me, and even though I was in no sense happy, I was no longer crippled with grief, and once able to relate to Sai Fong again, able to hold her and thank her for being normal and restoring me. I took her hand, and kissed her palm, each one of her fingertips, and pulled her in close for a proper kiss, thanking her for being there when I needed her most.
"Now what, Harry?" she asked me seriously, "what happens next? Now that Grandpa knows, how likely is he to let slip to dad?"
The last thing I was worried about was Grandpa dropping us in it. I was more concerned about the fact that we'd given ourselves away so easily, what with Sai forgetting to remove her ring, and me caressing her, completely oblivious to where we were. I had already resolved to tell dad, but the way we wanted, not by letting him catch-on because of some bloody silly mistake.
"Grandpa won't say anything, or even drop a hint; he told us to tell dad later, so he won't do or say anything, I know that. Relax, baby, we've got time enough to tell him."
"Have you finished yet?" asked Sai, pointing to the pizza, "because I want to go to bed! Come on Harry, I'm bushed, and It's a long drive in the morning, so let's go!"
I was halfway up the stairs before I stopped to wonder where we were going.
"Uh, Sai, what are we doing?" I asked, and Sai just looked pityingly at me.
"We are going to bed -- my bed, as you're asking, so just move it along there, bucky, I need some sleep, just sleep, I'm bushed and so are you, so when you're ready...?"
"Sai, what are you talking about," I asked, "Dad's only down the road!"
"And he's staying there tonight, Baby, and you're staying with me, that's all; you need me tonight; just what kind of fiancée would I be if I left my baby out in the cold when he needed me the most? Now shut your trap, Harry Waterfield, and let's go!"
More than slightly bemused, I tried one last fall-back.
"Uh, Sai, I don't really want to...you know, tonight, it's really not a good time, well you know that...." I trailed of as I saw Sai Fong's very own, patented 'what kind of fuckwit are you?' expression.
"Well Thank You Harry, thank you for believing I'm slack enough to decoy you into bed at a time like this, thank you so very much indeed! FUCK OFF!" And she stormed off up the stairs, leaving me feeling foolish and embarrassed.
Well done, Harry, I congratulated myself, that went well, although it could have gone worse, you could have slapped her as well, that would have REALLY put the tin-lid on the whole fucking day. Smart move, you jackass.
I eased up outside her door, and tapped lightly, no reply, so I tapped again. "Sai, I'm sorry, I misunderstood what you were saying, I'm sorry, baby, please, say something!"
I heard faint sounds from behind the door, and tapped again. "Please Sai, I'm sorry! Look, I know I'm an idiot, OK? I'm sorry, I didn't mean that, please, let's not fight, not now, not tonight. Sai, I need you, please don't be mad!"
Her door yanked open, and there she stood, clad in terry pyjamas, looking adorable, but with a face like thunder, obviously still furious.
"Harry, you are an arsehole, what are you? How dare you believe I would stoop so low; I saw you were in pain, I wanted to hold you, make the pain go away, just hold you, that's all, and you had to go and make it look like some...ploy, to get you into the sack, to make me feel cheap and nasty! Come in here, I want to tell you something!"
I stepped into her bedroom, turned and shut the door behind me, and as I turned back, got a stinging slap across my face. It shocked me more than anything else, but for a second I saw stars.
Sai stood there, wringing her hand, obviously more affected than I was, tears on her cheeks, and I suddenly realised just how angry she really was, how much I'd offended her and hurt her feelings.
"Sai, I'm so sorry, I wasn't thinking, please forgive me, I'll never take you for granted again, I promise!"
Sai looked at me, her lip trembling, face flushed, checking out my face again, looking for the little tells, checking to see if I was being sincere, then nodded. She turned away, padding back to her bed, saying "go to bed, Harry!" She pulled back the covers and climbed in, lying down and turning away from me, dismissing me. I turned and slunk out of her room, barely hearing the whispered "Good Night, Harry!"
I went back to my old room, stripped-off and climbed into bed. I was beat, and the added stress of our fight had drained me even further. I lay for a while, thinking of Sai Fong alone in her room, hurt and angry at me, with good reason, thoughts of Gran and memories of my childhood tumbling around in my head, regretting the last few years, the gulf between us that had grown wider every year.
I fell asleep to dream of Gran walking me to school, collecting me in the late afternoon and taking my school bag so I could run ahead and wait for her at the top of the road, then my dream switching to going into Birmingham on the train with her, first stop the golden arches in New Street station, then shopping with her, holding her hand and tugging her along New Street and into Broad Street, staring at the window displays of the sweetshops and chocolatiers, watching the street entertainers. I lost hold of her hand, and she was gone. I spun round, Broad Street was empty, and Gran was nowhere in sight; I was alone, Gran had left me alone, and there was no-one to ask where she'd gone. I ran up Broad Street, calling out for her, crying, frightened and panicking, and suddenly she was there, hugging me, only now it was Sai, whispering and soothing me. I flicked my eyes open, and there was Sai Fong, holding me close against her, wiping my wet cheeks as I cried for Gran, calming me down as I struggled to separate dream from reality.
"Sshhh, Harry, you were having a nightmare, but it's alright, I'm here now" she murmured, smoothing my hair. Reality asserted itself, and I was 20 again, not 6 years old, the familiar surroundings coming into focus. I held Sai close, the dream-memories of Gran were still too real to let go, hoping for a second that this was the dream and I'd wake up and she'd still be there, and slowly accepting that it was not to be.
I looked up at Sai, her lovely features fixed in an expression of worried concern.
"This is why you needed me tonight, baby," she whispered, "I heard you shouting all the way down there, you sounded terrified; do you want to tell me about it?"
I wanted to, but the words couldn't get past the huge lump in my throat, and I shook my head mutely. Sai nodded.
"We'll talk in the morning. Go back to sleep now, don't worry, I'm not going anywhere."
Sai continued stroking my hair, a restful, comforting feeling, and I must have fallen asleep with her doing that, because the next thing I knew was Sai kissing me as she got up, sunlight streaming through the bedroom window.
She left the room and I heard her walking down the stairs, faint domestic noises from the kitchen, then footsteps coming back up again. Sai edged into the room with a tray with toast, butter, Seville marmalade, and two cups of coffee.
"Come on Harry, pitch-in, it's getting cold!" she smiled, sitting down cross-legged on the bed and buttering a slice of toast.
We ate in silence, no need for conversation just yet, mulling over the previous evening.
I looked at Sai and she smiled back, good, we weren't at war any more, and held my hand out to her. Sai moved the tray over to the dresser and slid onto the bed next to me, resting her head against my shoulder, putting her arm through mine and patting me affectionately.
"So Harry, do you want to tell me about it?" she asked, "It must have been a really terrible nightmare, I've never heard of you having one before. I know you were dreaming about Gran, so talk to me."
I was still a little reluctant to go back there, the remembered feeling from last night was still too strong, but I owed her that much, at least.
"I dreamt I was out with Gran, shopping in Birmingham, and I let go her hand, and then she was gone, and I got really frightened, and the whole town centre was deserted...." I could feel the tears trying to come back, the memory of the dream echoing and resonating in my mind, and had to swallow several times.
"Then she was there, and then it was you, and I thought you were the dream and Gran was waking me up, God, it was so real, I so wanted it to be real!"
Sai stroked my hair, looking pensive, almost upset, tears glimmering in her eyes.
"I know what you mean, Harry; when my Ah-Ma, mummy, died, I had the same dreams, losing her and finding her again, and then finding her gone for real. Back home they call it 'Shi ji'e Jing shen' when you dream yourself into the spirit world, where the ancestors wait for you. It's a good dream to have; it means they're showing you they're still here, just not...here. Can you understand what I mean?"
She wiped her eyes with the back of her hand, smiling brightly at me.
I did, and looked at Sai with new respect; of course, she'd been here as well, she'd had to do this, and now more than ever, I understood how much I needed her with me.
"Sai, I was a crass, boorish, bloody idiot last night, I was so wrong to assume that you wanted to...you know, and I'm sorry, I should have known better. Can you forgive me?"
She grinned her usual, slightly cheeky grin.
"Of course, Harry, just don't ever make assumptions like that about me again. There's more to me than just appetites, you know!"
I had definitely come to understand that.
"I know," I said, "you've got a tasty right hook, for a start!"
Sai immediately looked contrite, quickly examining my face for marks or signs where she'd belted me one. I didn't have the heart to tell her that, compared to what happened on the rugby pitch in the normal course of a game, what she'd hung on me was barely a love-tap, so I tried to look as though I was being manly and hiding my suffering. Eventually she figured it out, thumping me on the chest, and we were alright again.
It was enjoyable to lay back and hold her to me for a while, but we had to be getting back to London; I had work, and Sai was staying with me now until at least the funeral, which could be several weeks away, due to the circumstances of Gran's death; according to what dad had told Sai, Gran had sat down to watch TV after making tea, dozed off, and when Grandpa tried to wake her, she'd gone, just like that.
I called dad, and told him we'd stop by on our way back, and checked to see how Grandpa was doing. Dad said he seemed fine, sad, but not sunk in the depths of despair or anything like that, more resigned and accepting than anything else.
Some of the neighbourhood ladies had been in again, and made them breakfast, which seemed to amuse dad in a wistful sort of way; he'd forgotten how small towns and villages worked in times of bereavement. Gran had been part of community life for decades, so she had tendrils and connections all over town. All the ladies from the local branch of the Women's Institute, the dreaded WI, what Grandpa used to call 'that bunch of harpies' had been in and out, dropping off cakes, buns, quiches and pies.
"I don't know who's going to eat them all, you'd better take some with you!" said dad. He'd tried to slip me some money last night to cover the additional expense of having Sai with me, but I declined, I was earning some good money from the university loan-out programme right now; Sai showed no such compunction, however...
Once I hung up I felt a lot better knowing that dad and Grandpa were handling it well, better than me, anyway. As I lay back, daydreaming about Gran, Sai came back in the room, stripped off her pyjamas to take a shower, and began rummaging in my linen closet for a bath towel. The sight of her lithe, sexy body did strange things to me. Grief-stricken as I was, her beautiful, desirable body was a very human reminder of the life around us still, that we were still alive, and I realised that, despite the present circumstances, I wanted, I needed her badly right now.
"Sai, can you come over here please?" I asked her, and she cocked her head toward me, a quizzical expression on her face. "Sure thing baby, something up?" she asked, completely oblivious to her nude state.
"I want to apologise again, and I want to hold you for a while, is that alright with you?" I told her, and she smiled back, a knowing expression flitting across her face.
"Harry, I always want you to hold me, and you've already apologised enough, just hold me so I can make you feel better for a while!"
She slid into bed next to me, sliding her arm around my waist, pulling me down to cradle my head against her.
"I know you're hurting now, baby, but I promise you, it gets better. The pain will go away, I promise you, and only the memories will be left. It did for me, it will for you."
She kissed me on my cheek, her lips soft and warm, and I turned and kissed her on her lips, feeling her kiss me back, her arms wrapping around my neck to pull me in close.
We slid down the bed, hands caressing and holding, touching and squeezing as we kissed. Sai reached out and took my rapidly hardening cock as my fingers trailed down her flat abdomen to her silky pubic hair, ruffling my fingertips through the silken gloss of them before seeking out her moistness, and sliding up and down her labial crease. Sai moaned and shifted, her body responding to the feel of my fingers as I slid one inside her moist warmth, rubbing the hood of her clitoris.
Sai groaned as my stimulation of her ramped up a notch. Her hand began to pump my cock, flexing and squeezing as she did so, my finger pumping into her in time to her pumping of me. Now her eyes opened, and she looked up at me, telling me what she wanted me to do, and I slid between her parted thighs, raised up so she could position me, and slowly pushed in, sliding my cock into her in one slow thrust, backing out and thrusting again, and again, building up a rhythm.
She pumped her hips against mine, meeting me thrust for thrust, grinding herself against me with every thrust, pulling me into her with her strong legs, her kisses hot and fervent, until at last she climaxed, wailing out loud as she came, the contractions in her vaginal tube milking me of every drop of my sperm as I shot rope after rope of spunk into her.
Finally we were done, that unique sadness that came with the aftermath of lovemaking infusing me as I fell back to the bed, lying next to her as she huddled against me, her heartbeat loud and fast. We said nothing to each other, there was no need; our love for each other was conversation enough for now.
We stopped in to see Grandpa and dad, commiserating some more, making tentative arrangements for how to deal with the funeral once the Coroner had adjourned the inquest, then sped off back to London. I was driving this time, Sai was really shattered from her emotional storm last night, then watching over me all night long, so I left her to snooze while I piloted the Cherokee back to London, with a picnic hamper in the back stuffed with Sai's pick of the WI cakes and biscuits...
We arrived back at the flat mid-afternoon, lugged our stuff back upstairs, and called it a day. I quickly phoned Professor Dickson's office to let him know where I'd been, and collapsed into bed, completely worn-out. The last thing I remember was Sai mumbling in her sleep, turning over and burrowing down against me, her warmth and slow deep breathing quickly sending me off.



I awoke alone, the slanting late-evening sun shining on my face, dazzling me as I slowly re-oriented myself, then sat up, wondering where Sai was. As I headed for the bathroom, I heard the TV, some American cop show, one of Sai's addictions, and spotted her stretched out on the couch in the shirt I was wearing earlier, eating cold quiche smeared with red onion marmalade, oh dear God, please make sure she brushes her teeth before she kisses me...
After I'd washed my hands, I began inspecting the hamper Sai had packed, rooting around for something to satisfy the inner man, and found some pasties. I chucked them in the oven for supper, flopping down next to Sai as she scrunched up in the corner, and kissed the top of her head. There was no way I was going to kiss her properly, not while she was eating red onion marmalade, that stuff always smelled to me like a failed chemistry experiment, or something left in a petrie dish and forgotten under a damp sink.
I was in a relaxed mood; the drive back had focussed me again, and while the grief was still there, it was grumbling under the table now, not beating at the windows. What Sai had told me, about the Chinese way of coping with the aftermath of bereavement had been oddly comforting, and had made emotional sense, it helped me to think of Gran as not really gone, just somewhere over...there.
At last the interminable cop show finished, and Sai bounced upright.
"Thirsty, need a beer, want one Harry?"
I wanted, so we sat entwined on the sofa with the TV on in the background, drinking icy beers and discussing what had happened, marvelling at Grandpa's lack of reaction to our relationship. Sai had replaced her ring on her proper ring finger, and cocked her head at me.
"It stays there, OK, Harry? No more hiding, no more pretending, because, let's face it, we truly sucked big at it!"
I had to smile, she was absolutely right, and it was more important than ever that we tell dad, because he surely must have picked up on something if Grandpa had done so without even trying.
Sai had somehow gravitated to me from her perch at the other end of the couch, curled up and watching me, now she was lying against me, resting on my arm as I lolled back, waiting for the timer on the oven to go ping. It felt good to lie here like this, right and proper and at ease with each other, with no plans to make until we knew when to make them, so someone else's problem for now.
Sai's hair smelt wonderful, peach or some other fruit, clean and sexy, and she was a delightful armful as she in turn lolled against me, half watching the TV, her hand behind her, absently curling her fingers in my hair. I put my arm around her and shifted slightly onto my side, spooning her closer to me, enjoying the fragrance of her hair, kissing her head and working my way around to her ear and neck, seeing her eyes flutter closed as I kissed and nibbled her earlobe, her neck, and her jaw line.
Sai put her beer down on the floor and took mine from me, put it next to hers, and wriggled round to face me, smiling as she put her arm around me to kiss me properly. I held her and kissed her back, our tongues dancing and fencing, my hand sliding down her flank to lift the hem of the shirt and cup her surprisingly, wonderfully bare buttock. I looked at her quizzically, and she grinned that old grin, tweaking my cheek.
"I was wondering how long you were going to take to wake up again, baby. It's OK, you know, it's not disrespectful, life has to go on."
I knew she was right, and pulled her into me again, for another bout of extended lip manipulation and tonsil-hockey, before she slid upright and jumped off the sofa.
"My back's killing me, this sofa is lethal, the bed's much more comfortable, hint, hint!" she grinned, and I had to grin back, following her.
As we walked past the kitchen she noticed the oven humming away. "Harry, turn that off, your food will get burned." "It's alright, Princess, it's on the timer, besides, 'Man does not live by bread alone', Matthew 4:4!"
"Really," said Sai Fong, "'you're not sticking that thing in me just yet', Julie Andrews: The Sound of Music! Eat something first Harry, you had a couple of slices of toast this morning, you'll collapse, get some food in you!"
The timer chose that moment to go off.
"And I am proved right yet again!" smiled Sai. "Eat, then play!"
We bolted supper, and resumed where we left off, me working my way up to giving Sai what I knew she was missing!
It felt wonderful to lie next to her, feel her smooth skin, hold her close as I kissed her, Sai holding me as close as she could, kissing me back with equal vigour and need, letting me know that I her man, and that she was my woman. Her shirt was becoming progressively unbuttoned, and even though I knew she was naked under it, it was still a thrill for me to slowly pop each button, slowly strip her, until it was fully open and I could feast on her nakedness. Sai stretched and luxuriated, the sight of her lovely lithe body flexing and stretching out making my cock jump to attention. I couldn't resist dipping down and sucking her nipple into my mouth, gently rubbing it with my tongue as I trapped it lightly between my teeth, making her groan and writhe sexily, the sight of her doing all sorts of things to my libido.
She twisted toward me, offering her other nipple for the same treatment, and I was happy to oblige, at the same time trailing my fingers down her belly to lightly rub and caress her mound, her moist cavity slick and warm against my fingers as she dewed-up, becoming succulent and damp. I traced my fingers up and down the crease between her labia, feeling them begin to swell and engorge, finally flowering open under my touch. I slid one finger into her, then two, rubbing slightly harder, feeling the little nub of her clitoris begin to firm up and protrude.
I flicked her clitoris lightly with my fingertip, watching Sai quiver and gasp "Oh!" each time I did it, a flush creeping down her neck and throat, her back arching and thrusting her nipples up even further for me to lick and nibble on.
"Harry, please, now...!" she choked out, and I moved into position between her widely-spread creamy thighs. She took hold of me, the contact making my cock twitch in her hands, and guided me to her, then wrapping her arms around my neck and pulling me down to her. I sank into her, enjoying her hiss of satisfaction as I pushed all the way inside her, her lips finding mine as I began slowly pumping into her, savouring the exquisite sensation of her hot moist flesh surrounding me.
Sai began pushing up against me, her hips pumping in counterpoint to mine, taking me in fully on each stroke, our bodies perfectly synchronised as we rode each other, need and hunger gathering steadily. I raised up on my arms, all the better to see my beautiful girl, her head thrown back as she moved against me, the sight of her pale creamy skin, her taut, dark coral nipples fully erected, her mouth open and eyes tight shut as she thrust against me, all combined in an erotic image that concentrated all my need for her into a solid core inside me, a build-up of heat and sensation deep down inside gradually filling me. She began to gasp, her vagina convulsing around my cock, rippling and sucking at me as her cervix clenched in orgasm, gripping me solidly and triggering my own climax
I gasped out loud, my body going rigid, my eyesight blurring as my eyes rolled up in their sockets, the most incredible feeling of release sweeping over me as I pumped my sperm deep into her womb, Sai responding with a long, drawn-out growl, guttural and intense as her own orgasm rocketed through her again, her back arching as she came, her vaginal contractions milking every last drop of spunk out of me, clenching and squeezing me, until I had no more to give.
Her own orgasm crashed and echoed through her, wave upon wave as her pleasure centres revelled in the sensations, keeping her rocking and shuddering long after I had finished climaxing. At last she slumped back down, her pussy relaxing and allowing my softening penis to slip out of her warmth.
I remained propped above her, admiring her serene features, her face framed by her lustrous hair spread out on the pillow and around her shoulders, tears just visible at the corners of her eyes, mute evidence of the intensity of her orgasm. Eventually, she opened her eyes, smiling sleepily at me, her arms going around my neck to pull me down for a very satisfying kiss, her still-hard nipples poking solidly into my chest.
"Thank you Harry, that was incredible!" she grinned, dropping back on the pillow and stretching luxuriantly, urging me down next to her so I could spoon her, my arm draped across her waist. I lay silently, waiting for her to move, or say something, after a while realising from her breathing she was fast asleep, so I pulled the covers over us and rested my head against hers, inhaling the fragrance of her hair; tomorrow was back to the routine, I had to go to work, catch up for missing today, and thinking about Gran, still grieving, but no longer feeling that hollow loss.
Sai's comments this morning had really made sense to me, and I was grateful that she'd shown me how to cope with that loss. Still musing over the explanation of my dream she'd given me, I fell asleep, to dream of Sai Fong and I when she was still young, playing together in the garden outside, pushing her on the swing, a stranger watching her, a sad, smiling Chinese lady with long thick hair, and, in my dream I knew it was her mother, watching her from that same place.
I awoke bright and early, beating the alarm clock like I usually did, the need to pee complicated by a rock-hard morning chubby. I slipped out of bed and into the bathroom, and eventually persuaded Harry Jr. to behave long enough to relieve myself. I remembered one of my lecturers had once defined 'Torque' as the measurement of how high your heels came off the floor when you pushed down your morning hard-on to take a pee, and I had to grin as I realised I'd risen up on the balls of my feet, just as he'd said.
That done, I showered and shaved, towelled-off and began to get dressed, taking care not to wake Sai. I was just grabbing a can of cola from the fridge when I heard Sai stir, and sit up.
"Harry?" she said blurrily, stifling a yawn, "why didn't you wake me, I could have made you some breakfast; poor you, you can't go to work on an empty stomach!"
I sat on the bed, 'good-morning' kissed her, and pulled the covers back up over her, urging her to lie down again.
"Get some rest, Princess, you need it. I'll get something from the cafeteria when I get in, it opens at 8 o'clock, and I have a meeting at 9:30, so I have time for a good breakfast. Take it easy today, and we'll go out tonight; how does Gerard Street sound, there's some really good authentic Chinese restaurants there?"
Sai nodded sleepily and slid back down into bed. I gave her a cola-flavoured kiss, sweet but non-fattening, and headed off to uni to get some work done, taking my sports bag with me, to get some gym-time in if I could.
I got home about 6, to find her sitting around in sweatpants and a t-shirt, watching TV with a big bowl of popcorn. She beamed at me, standing up on the couch to kiss me, then dropping back down cross-legged, watching another American cop show.
"Sai, let's go, don't you want to go to Chinatown?" I asked puzzled at her lack of enthusiasm, and she looked at me strangely. "Not really Harry, I don't think it's a good idea. Let's order-in from that place round the corner, I could go a Thai right now!"
I looked at her, now even more puzzled, and asked her again, getting a mumbled reply, her face reddening.
"Sai, what's the matter, why can't we go to Chinatown? I thought you loved the food there?"
Sai looked at me directly. "Harry, I can't go there with you, it would be...inappropriate for me to be seen with you, out with you there of all places. The locals wouldn't understand, they'd think I was with a white man because I was a Gai, and I won't have that!"
"Sai, what the hell is a Gai?" I asked, completely at sea. Another mumbled reply. I gently turned her head so she was looking directly at me." Sai Fong, what does it mean, what's a Gai?"
Sai looked embarrassed. "It's a prostitute, Harry, the locals think the only young Chinese women who go with Englishmen are prostitutes, they'd think I was on the game, that's why I don't want to go anywhere near Chinatown."
Now I felt embarrassed, realising how complex and different Sai's mother culture really was, relieved I'd just avoided a major gaffe.
"OK, we can order Thai, or Indian, or Chinese, or pizza, or maybe fried chicken, what's your heart's desire?" Sai Fong grinned. "I want Thai, I feel the need for Pad Thai, Ba Mee Moo Dang for you, you'll love it, Moo Ping pork and Kow Pad to share and Boa Loy for dessert. Thai food's good for you, builds up the essences, makes you horny, what are you waiting for, Harry, order!"
After a long leisurely meal with Sai, I stretched out, feeling at peace with the world. Sai Fong looked especially adorable in her t-shirt and baggy sweats, and watching her watching TV was really very absorbing. After a while, she noticed my scrutiny, smiling sidelong at me, and slid over to sit on my lap, slipping her hand inside my shirt to rub and squeeze my chest and lat's, grinning happily.
"You went to the gym, I can feel your muscles, they feel all hot and hard! Yum! Can I give you a massage, a real massage?"
Of course I said yes, so Sai jumped off me, and we headed into the bedroom, me shedding my clothes until all I had on were my shorts.
"OK Harry, on the bed, face down!" ordered Sai, and I complied, placing a pillow under my chin and resting on my folded arms. I felt her climb on the bed, and next thing I knew, she was stepping onto my back, standing and pressing my back muscles and vertebrae with her feet. I'd heard of this, seen it in films, but this was the first time I'd had it done to me, and it was an incredible experience. She held onto the headboard, and slowly tramped up and down my back, pressing my joints and pushing the bones back into line, using just the balls of her feet and her weight, from the small of my back to the nape of my neck; it was the most amazing feeling. She dropped down to sit and then kneel in the middle of my back, and asked me to stretch my arms out, I obliged and she took firm hold of my biceps, put her knee between my shoulder blades, and leaned back sharply using all her weight. My cervical and thoracic vertebrae all snapped and crackled at once, loosening me immediately, the sensation was incredible. I looked back over my shoulder at her, and saw she was naked, which just topped off the whole experience for me; you should try it sometime, all you need is a bed, a beautiful exotic Eurasian girl who's in love with you, and she should be naked; I can't emphasise this last bit too much!
I rolled around, catching her and pulling her to me, grinning as she smiled back.
"Where did you learn to do that, princess?" I asked. Sai grinned impishly.
"Dad used to let me do it when I was small, Ah-Ma taught me the basics, but I've been walking on dad's back since I was about 4, he even used to ask me when I came here -- fully clothed, I hasten to add, on the lounge carpet!"
I eased her down and kissed her soundly, Sai wriggling against me, rubbing my expanding cock through my shorts, making me gasp in anticipation, my hands rubbing her bum cheeks, holding her close by her lovely bottom, tongue darting in and out of her mouth. Sai pulled away from me, smiling wickedly, sliding down to pull down my shorts so my cock swung up, licked her lips and slid them over the swollen head. She tongued the slit in the end, sharp sensations shooting through me as her tongue slid through the little furrow, and began to suck in earnest, her cheeks bellowsing as she suctioned me, making the head swell even more. I reluctantly eased her off me, this was too quick, to short-lived, I wanted to play for longer, and slid her onto her back, parting her thighs and moving up to lick and taste her most intimate flesh, sliding my tongue in between her flushed labia, the slim lips already plumping up as they swelled in response to her arousal, releasing even more of her fresh tangy scent.
I pushed my tongue firmly between her labia, exploring inside her, licking and rubbing my tongue everywhere I could reach, tasting her soft juices as they ran freely, flicking her clitoris as it made it appearance, looking shiny and engorged. She sighed and jumped every time I licked her clit, and now as I sucked gently on it, licking it gently with my tongue tip, Sai groaned, her pussy convulsing as she orgasmed, thighs drumming around my head as her orgasm raced through her.
I slipped my tongue out of her, and, while she was still shaking, shoved my tongue tip into her soaking anus as hard as I could, making her shriek as she came again, her back arching in the extremity of her orgasm. She began to come down and I moved over her, sliding my cock into her in one long slow thrust, her eyes snapping open at this sudden invasion, and then she smiled as she began to move against me. I was enjoying the sight and feel of her as I pumped, but Sai had other ideas.
"Harry, stop, please, I want you to...oooh God!" as I slid out of her, her face screwing up as another orgasm hit her, She swallowed, and said to me "Baby, like this, please..." and rolled onto her front, her hands on her buttocks, sliding one finger into her moist slippery anus. I watched, fascinated, cock thrumming like a guitar string as she worked herself, then slid her finger out and pulled her cheeks apart.
"There Harry, now, go there..."
I positioned my cock head against her tight little hole, and slowly pushed forward, her ring slowly stretching to accommodate me, the whole of her puckered ring being forced inwards by my cock intruding into her most secret place. Sai was murmuring and gasping into the pillow as I slid further in, and when I had finally sunk all the way in, she lay silent, breathing in shallow gasps. I began to withdraw, her eyes snapping open and her eyes bulging.
"OHHH MY GOD! OH GOD, HARRRY, YESSS, OOHH GOD, YESS, DO THAT, OH FUCK YESS, DO THAT, YESS!" she screamed, and as I pumped slowly into her again, she began gabbling incoherently, bucking against me, forcing her lovely buttocks against my stomach as she slid herself onto me again. I don't know how long we fucked like this, my cock buried deep in her velvety anus, but Sai was orgasming almost continuously, the sensation of her cervix fluttering in orgasm rippling and drumming against my tightly constricted cock.
At last, I could hold back no longer, and groaned out loud as I came, shooting jets of spunk into her insides, 6 or 7 strong jets powering out of me and into her. The feel of me coming inside her set her off again, and we climaxed together, joined together in a world of sexual release and satisfaction.
My cock slid out of her at last, and I collapsed on the bed next to Sai Fong, almost paralysed with fatigue, my orgasm draining me of strength. Sai rolled against me, slipping her arms around my waist and pulling herself closer, lightly kissing and nibbling my neck, throat, chin, my ears and lips, maintaining contact, keeping connected.
I held her in close to me, and kissed her passionately, letting my lips tell her what she already knew, that I loved her and wanted her, and hugged her tight, keeping her safe against me all night long.
For three more weeks our lives fell into a pattern, almost a routine, but not nearly as mundane. I would go off to work early morning, Sai going out sightseeing, touring any and every museum, art gallery and collection she could legitimately get into, plus a few she sneaked or blagged her way into, or rummaging around the booksellers and antique dealers on Portobello Road, and on the weekends we'd find a club or a good wine bar and pretend we were sophisticated Londoner's, or go dancing somewhere new and interesting.



One time I took her to the Mambo Inn at the Loughborough Hotel in Brixton, because Gran had been a keen lover of Latin music, and had taught me from an early age to Mambo, Bossa Nova, Cha Cha Cha and Merengue, so I could finally dance with Sai without looking sad, lost or uncoordinated. I showed Sai what fun Latin music was, and we learned how to Salsa-dance properly; we had a good time.
We'd call dad and Grandpa every evening, chat for a while, check everything was OK, that they were keeping OK, and see if there was any news from the Coroner's Court for an Inquest date. At night we indulged in long slow lovemaking, or sweaty sexual encounters, appetite for each other growing daily, gorging on each other.
Finally, the third week of August, dad called to say they'd received the death certificate, and could now go ahead with Gran's funeral. The funeral home had offered the last day of August, so I went ahead and arranged some time away, and the arrangements got underway.
We drove down the night before, both of us nervous but resolute, but Sai had swapped her ring back to her right hand; no need to tip dad off too soon, he was going through enough right now; Dad deserved to know about us, and we were not going to sneak around and pretend any longer, but we had to do it the right way.
We arrived late in the evening, dad a little distracted, looking thinner and somehow smaller, as though the wait had depleted him, and Grandpa was uncommunicative, happy to see us, but obviously wanting to be alone with his thoughts. Everybody who was attending were going to be gathering at the house after the interment, and caterers were delivering refrigerated platters of sandwiches, rolls and cold meats, so we retreated to the patio, sitting in the late august evening, talking softly; this was not a time for frivolity or raised voices.
At last, feeling awkward and out of place, we went to bed, Sai in my old bedroom, me in one of the small guest bedrooms.
The funeral cortege left the house at 9:00 sharp, as it was a long way to Upton Cresset, near Bridgnorth, the funeral due to start at 10:30. Dad and I, and 4 neighbours carried the casket into the church, and the vicar gave the old-form funeral service, as Gran would have wanted. After the simple service was over, we moved to the graveside, while the vicar read the eulogy, the casket was lowered into the ground, and covered with the privacy board; a JCB digger was waiting discreetly out of sight just behind the trees to fill in the grave after everyone had left.
And that was it. A simple service and a simple burial; I think Gran would have approved. This was the church she was baptised in, had her marriage solemnized in, and now she'd joined her parents and grandparents and her final entry in the parish record had been made. It felt right. I left dad and Grandpa at the graveside, Sai linked arm-in-arm with both of them, and waited at the car for them. I'd already said my goodbye, I was at peace with myself, and I felt sure Gran knew how I felt.
We got back to the house, all the guests sitting around or standing in groups, eating sandwiches or rolls, with the WI ladies in full attendance, helping out, and giving their condolences to Grandpa and the family, making sure things went smoothly. The other mourners were understandably awkward and formal, and a little unsure what to say, it wasn't a social occasion, not somewhere you could easily say "Well now, that was nice wasn't it!"
Dad circulated around, and ended up standing by himself by the French doors into the garden. Sai and looked at each other, and agreement flashed between us that now was the time, and approached him.
"Dad, can we talk to you, somewhere private, please?" I murmured.
He looked at us, nodded, and led the way to Grandpa's cluttered old study. I closed the door, with Sai standing next to me, and dad perched on a corner of the wide old desk where Grandpa used to play toy soldier battles with me on rainy days.
I cleared my throat.
"Dad, there's something I need to tell you, that we both need to tell you."
He cocked an eyebrow, but otherwise said nothing, waiting for me to continue.
"Dad, Sai Fong and I, we've...we're in love, and we want to be together. I love her, and she loves me, and we want each other."
Still nothing.
Sai stirred uneasily, unnerved by dad's silence and passive reaction.
"We didn't want to hurt, you, dad, honestly, and we didn't mean for this to happen, but it has, and I want Harry, more than anything in the world..."
Tears began to run down her cheeks as she spoke, and at last dad spoke.
"Sai, Harry, is this what you both want, really? Because you know that there's no going back, no way to make what you do un-happen. You accept this, yes?"
We both nodded.
"And what about children, you know what the consequences could be for them? And knowing those consequences, you two are still prepared to go ahead regardless?"
I cleared my throat; thank God we'd seen this coming and done our homework.
"Dad, we've talked about it, and I've done some checking; because Sai and I share a parent, there is some risk of chromosomal damage or deletion, but no more so than if we were cousins , and better than fair chances that there would be no consequences at all. It's a risk we've discussed, we think it's acceptable."
Dad sat for a long moment, then held out his hand to Sai Fong, beckoning her closer. Sai stepped up to him, and he hugged her close, smoothing back her hair and kissing her gently on the forehead.
"Ngo Oi nah, Sai Fong" (I love you, Sai Fong) he murmured.
Sai, with tears coursing down her cheeks, replied "Wo ai wo di Baba!" (I love you dad)
Dad wiped her tears away, kissed her forehead again, and gently tweaked her cheek, making her smile through her tears.
Dad stood up and looked at me.
"Harry, what are your intentions towards my daughter?" he asked formally, and I replied as formally as I knew how.
"Sir, I am in love with your daughter, Sai Fong, and with your permission, I would ask that you grant me her hand in marriage."
Sai looked on as dad turned to her, smiled, and then turned back to me.
"I can't say that this is how I hoped things would turn out, but I would be lying if I said I didn't have my suspicions, and for quite a while now. Harry, you're not a very good or convincing liar, you were born honest, it's one of the things I admire most about you. I saw the look on your face every time you looked at Sai Fong. I also saw the way she looked at you when you weren't looking. So yes, this is not what I wanted, but I think I knew deep down it would eventually happen, sooner or later.
All trace of humour disappeared from his face, and he looked solemn, almost forbidding.
"You know it's going to be tough sledding down the road, don't you? Both of you are going to have to be strong for each other, and you're going to have to give each other your total commitment; it's the only way this can work. You are my children, and I love you both dearly, and I wish to God I could wave a magic wand and clear the way for you both forever; I can't, so you have to love each other enough to do this. It will be hard enough being together as man and wife, or whatever, but being brother and sister as well, that's going to complicate life for you in ways I can't even imagine. You need to be absolutely sure you want this. They say love will find a way, I sincerely hope that's true. I'll do all I can for you, but you're also going to have to fight to keep this together, keep your secrets. All I ever wanted was for my children to be happy, for my daughter to find a man she loves and who loves her back. Her happiness is very important to me Harry, do you understand me? And you, Harry, are you sure this is what you want? Because all I want for you is that you be happy too!"
I spoke up. "Sir, Sai Fong and I love each other, and we're strong enough together to keep together whatever happens. We've committed totally to each other, I will always love her, and make her happy every day of her life, she's all I ever wanted, and the only woman I will ever want. I promise you, we will make this work!"
Dad nodded, and held out his hand.
"Then, sir, as i have your promise that you will do your best for my daughter, I have no objections to you marrying my daughter; if she'll have you, that is!" he smiled, eyes twinkling. "And now, can the father of the bride have a kiss please!"
Sai laughed and hugged him, and dad pulled me in to embrace me as well. Then he held Sai back to look at her.
"And you miss, you can put that engagement ring back on the right finger now!"
Sai gaped at him, grinned, and swapped my grandmother's engagement ring back to her left hand.
We talked a while longer, giving him an outline of what we planned, dad extracting a promise that we would hold off on marriage or children until Sai had graduated. We agreed, we had neither the resources nor the inclination to be parents just yet, so it was an easy promise to give.
We left to rejoin the guests, with dad leaving us to circulate around. Grandpa looked up at me, his eyebrow raised, and I nodded slightly and lifted Sai's left hand to show him the engagement ring in its proper place. Grandpa called us over, embracing me quickly and holding Sai a little longer, then kissed her cheek and held her to him one more time, then gently propelled us back into the lounge to talk with all the guests.
We passed around sandwiches like dutiful hosts, trying to avoid looking like a couple; a lot of the people here knew us as siblings, so a slip now could have significant long-term consequences; nobody gossips like rural people, and putting two and two together is something they do really well.
Eventually, the whole dreary business of feeding the mourners was done; I was numb with hearing how she'll be missed, how popular she was, what a pillar of the community she was, all the platitudes. All I knew was that my Gran was gone, the only mum I had ever known, and I wanted to go somewhere quiet and cry for a while.
As I sat in my misery, I suddenly remembered what Sai had told me about how the people back home viewed where the ancestors were, and again I felt comforted; it felt emotionally right, exactly right. It gave me hope, thinking that she was somewhere close, just out of sight, and I remembered the odd dream I'd had, seeing the person I was convinced was Sai's mother watching her play, smiling, visible to me as I watched us play from the same place, the spirit world we go to in our dreams.
Physically tired, but emotionally re-balanced, I went looking for Sai, finding her sitting next to dad in the lounge, arms around him, head on his chest, listening to his heartbeat and breathing, like she used to do when she was small, and dad stroking her hair, probably not even aware he was doing it. I watched for a moment, feeling like a voyeur, then quietly left, not wanting to intrude on a private moment. I would have a lifetime with her, so I couldn't begrudge him this time with her. I wandered from room to room, feeling displaced, no longer at home, the way I had when I was young, with the sense of Gran's presence fading by the minute now that her passing had become just a matter of record.
I found Grandpa looking at the photographs on the shelves in the parlour, pictures of dad when he was a boy, family portraits in Hong Kong, Grandpa in his army uniform, familiar pictures all, plus one I'd never seen before. It was a beautiful slim girl in a ball-gown, her dark hair swept over one eye and down over her shoulder in a Veronica Lake 'peek-a-boo' hairstyle, and it took me a moment to realise it was Gran, but a Gran I'd never seen before. I was mesmerised; apart from her obviously Caucasian features, at that age she looked uncannily like Sai Fong. I looked at Grandpa, who was watching me.
"She was so beautiful that day, the first time I saw her, she was 15, and it was her first formal dance. I couldn't believe my luck when she agreed to dance with me, I was 16, and I walked on air all night. We saw each other often, then the war with Japan came, and she was evacuated to India. You know about Hong Kong, what happened, but she waited for me, came back to Hong Kong when the war ended, and then I was sent to Korea, that whole mess ended, and then the Malaya crisis blew up, and so off I went again. We eventually got married in Kowloon in 1953, but I was still in the army, still involved in Malaya, so your dad didn't come along until 1956. She loved to dance, you know that, and she was so very, very beautiful. You and Sai Fong get your hair and eyes from her."
I had never seen a young photograph of Gran; I'd only ever known her with bobbed white hair, and now to see her so young, so beautiful, was a shock and a sharp reminder of her, of Grandpa and his loss. Grandpa put his hand around my shoulder, squeezed and patted it.
"Thank you for everything today, son. You should get some rest soon, Harry Boy, you look done in. Now I think I want to stay alone with her for a while longer, so you go and find your little girl, I think your father needs a quick word with both of you."
I found dad still sitting in the parlour, and Sai was in the kitchen, making something to drink.
"Sit, down, son." He patted the sofa next to him. As I did, Sai came in with three coffees, gave us our drinks and perched on the easy-chair, facing dad, who cleared his throat and began speaking.
"Harry, Sai Fong, your Grandpa and I, we've decided to sell this place; he doesn't want to stay here, not now, and the place in Cosford is easier for him, not so many stairs, so what we've decided is, the proceeds from the sale of this place will go into as many Building Society accounts as necessary to safeguard it, in your joint names. When you get married, you're going to need a home; this will be your nest-egg, your deposit when you come to buy your own place. It won't be a huge amount, property prices are not that great round here, but it should give you a good head-start. In the fullness of time, the place in Cosford will become yours as well, so there's some additional capital if you or your children ever need it. This is our wedding present to the both of you."
Sai was open-mouthed, tears in her eyes as she absorbed the fact of dad's acceptance of us and our plans, gratitude for the start they were giving us written plain on her face. She put her coffee down and moved over to kneel on the floor next to dad, rested her head on his leg, and said "Toh Hsieh, Baba!"(Thank you, daddy) so softly I barely heard her. Dad smiled and stroked her hair, then lifted her chin, smiled at her, and handed her up, standing up himself to hug her, including me in the family hug.
"You two have plans to make now, so I'll leave you to it!" he grinned, "And, kids, separate bedrooms tonight, eh?"
+++
We married on Sai Fong's 21st birthday, in the Wren church, on Ludgate Hill, in the City of London; dad gave her away, and Grandpa stood as my best man, with all our university friends and work colleagues in attendance. Sai had graduated that summer, and had decided to become a freelance graphic designer, picking up commissions based on her annual exhibitions at The Slade. I had accepted a job with a European military aircraft consortium based near London, and we were still living in the old flat, with Sai using the lounge as a makeshift studio while looking for a place of our own.
While I was at work, she spent the days looking through and talking with Estate Agents, trying to find the perfect place. One evening I asked her what the requirements were she'd given the Estate Agents for her perfect house, and she ticked them off for me.
"We need a large garden, must be far from a major traffic route or main road, but not remote, set back from the road, have at least 3 bedrooms, old and comfortable, not over-modernized but not needing renovation, lots of period features, and a nursery near the master bedroom."
I was miles away, reading a design performance specification for a new type of helicopter airframe.
"What do we want a nursery for?" I asked her absently.
"Because, dopey, I don't want this baby sleeping in bed with us!"
Her comment resonated for some reason, suddenly I realised what she'd just said, my head snapping up to look at her in astonishment.
"What did...I mean... what...are you...!"
Sai grinned her old cheeky grin. "That's right, Brain of Britain, I'm preggie!"
Now my life really was complete, with all I ever wanted right here, right now.
*
For those who are interested, Harry and Sai Fong also play an important, pivotal role in 'Shining Girl' (all 5 chapters) and make a cameo, but important, appearance in 'In Love With Lori' as guests at David & Lori's wedding
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In late 1999, when Dylan was 15, and his sister Louise was almost 14, their father was killed in action in Bosnia, a lucky shot by a crazed local with an old Mauser 98 that should have been in a museum. Captain Owain Lewis never heard the shot that killed him, most likely never felt a thing, and now Dylan and Louise were alone.
Because their father was only a captain in the Parachute Regiment, the army was under no obligation to provide for their care other than to contact Social Services and arrange for their ongoing care by the civilian agencies; at that time, only the children of senior offices were schooled and maintained by army welfare, and Captain Lewis hadn't earned enough, by a long way, to buy trust funds or educational funds for his children, so Dylan and Louise were in for a thin time, headed for the care system and separation.
There were as yet no provisions for dependants of soldiers killed on active service, and no insurance benefits: insurance companies tend to avoid covering soldiers and their families -- they're considered a high-risk group.
Fortunately, their mother's cousin and her husband, as their sole listed kin, had been informed by Social Services what had happened, and they immediately took them in, and provided them with a semblance of normal family life; they had no children of their own, but they were kind and generous, and opened their home and their hearts to the two orphaned children.
They had no friends until they came to live with Harry and Jane; army life had made them professional nomads, constantly on the move as their father was posted and re-posted again, to garrisons and duty posts all over England, as well as Cyprus, Gibraltar, Oman, Brunei and a stint with the NZSAS in Wellington, New Zealand.
They both attended the local schools, but preferred each other's company; they'd been the new kids too often to make friends easily, or want to, and had come to rely on each other for friendship, support, and companionship, knowing that the only constant in their lives was each other.
By the time he was 16, Dylan was already growing into his father's son; tall, broad-shouldered, with grey eyes and curly black hair. At 15, Louise favoured her mother, tall, slim, coltish, glossy auburn hair and green-hazel eyes, the image of her mother.
Sometimes Dylan would look at her and sigh sadly; he remembered his mother clearly, and missed her dreadfully; the days after her death had been an endless nightmare of loss and unfulfilled need, and sometimes, to look at Louise, seeing his mother so clearly delineated in her, made his eyes sting, and his breath catch, her loss an ever-present ache rearing right back up at him even after all these years.
Louise barely remembered her mother, she'd been 5, and her memory had quickly faded. She felt the loss of their father far more keenly; he was the only parent she knew, and she had loved him dearly, but had been strangely muted when word came of his death, almost as if she knew it was coming and had already prepared herself for it, with no tears or histrionics, just that weird, calm acceptance.
Lately, though, Dylan had found himself watching her more, taking quick peeks at her when she wasn't looking, studying her features, her posture, the way she moved, or brushed her hair out of her eyes as she read, absorbing every nuance of her. And often, he would flick a glance at her, to look right into her eyes, Louise staring back at him, both of them reddening as they quickly looked away again.
It puzzled him, this sudden need to observe her, and the rush of indefinable emotions he would sometimes feel when he looked at her, and her apparent interest in watching him, doing the same he was doing, was equally puzzling. Dylan loved his siter with a deep and abiding love; she was the one stable and ever-present thing in his whole life, and he guarded her jealously, needing her to be complete himself, but still he felt strange about this sudden need, almost obsession he'd developed, and struck by how she seemed to be feeling it as well.
He'd been persuaded by Harry & Jane to take the first year of 6th Form College, to at least give it a try, but was soon frustrated and bored; as he saw it, he was just re-hashing things he'd already been taught, that he was wasting his time, and eventually decided to leave school after taking his AS-Level examinations, and enlist in his father's old regiment. He was 17 now, and university wasn't where he wanted to be in a year's time.
Louise, however, was not convinced; she was certain something bad was going to happen, soon, the world was ripe for it, and the British Army would get dragged into it. She spent many an evening quietly arguing with her sole companion about his urge to join up, to no avail.
At the end of May 2001, he officially left secondary school, his AS-Level examinations completed. Harry and Jane sat down with him and asked him what he was going to do next, although the question was largely academic; they knew what he intended, but they still felt duty-bound to offer him a career alternative, show him he had options.
"Dyl, you could come and work with me, and maybe do a craft apprenticeship; I can talk to the Training Officer at work," he'd offered, "We always need engineers, you could go to college on day-release and get a recognised engineering qualification, Dylan, what do you think?" Dylan knew it was a generous offer, and well meant, and he appreciated their concern for him, but he wanted to join his father's regiment, the regiment whose ritual and observances were second nature to him after a lifetime immersed in them.
He restated his intention to enlist, so Harry gave in, agreed he would take him to the military careers office in the morning, and sign the enlistment form as his legal guardian.
"I know this is what you want to do son, but remember, this will always be your home, don't forget about us!" Jane got a little teary, but also wished him success. "We'll miss you, Dyl!" she quavered, smiling for him, then turned away to dab her eyes.
Louise was not so accepting.
"You're a bloody idiot! Uncle Harry offered you a golden opportunity, and you passed, just so you can go repair bridges in Venezuela, jump out of planes over Salisbury Plain, or run around shooting blank ammo and playing silly buggers on some god-forsaken glacier!"
Dylan tried, for the millionth time, to get her to see it from his point of view.
"Look, Lou, I'm not cut-out to be an engineer, I can't sit behind a desk or use a milling machine, I get bored trying to use mathematics to solve problems, I tried that route, and it's just not me. The way I see it, my best chance is the army; if I can get into the Parachute Regiment at least I'll be doing something I want, and be useful as well. Dad started out as an enlisted soldier, and he got to Captain, I think I could do that, or better, and get us something solid, something better for both of us!"
Louise looked at him strangely, wondering at his choice of words, and Dylan did the same; why had he phrased it like that?
The next morning, Harry and Dylan were waiting when the Army Careers Office opened. The interviewer, a sergeant wearing Welsh Guards insignia, looked approvingly at Dylan's application form. "Dylan Lewis, there's a good Welsh name for you!" he grinned. "You say you want to serve in the infantry, have you considered one of the Guards regiments, you'd make a good guardsman! No? OK then, how about you tell me about your choice, and maybe some of the reasons why you want to join up?"
Dylan outlined his family history in brief, and stated his intention to join the Parachute Regiment.
"The Para's, eh? Tough bunch, tough to get into, tough to stay in. You do know what the selection course entails?"
Dylan did, all too well, and had been training himself for the last 2 years just to better his chances of being selected.
The sergeant looked at Dylan's school records. "Good exam passes, very good, above average. Are you sure you want to enlist cold like this? There are options in the armed services for people with the more than just the ability to shoot and fight; with these exam passes you could enter the War College in a year's time and train as an officer. Have you considered applying to Sandhurst? In three years I'd be saluting you. Would a career as an officer appeal to you?"
Dylan was certain what he wanted. "I really would like to enlist; my father served in the Para's, he was killed in Sarajevo in 1999, and I want to serve in his regiment."
The interviewer held up Dylan's application form.
"This document is your intent to enlist for service in Her Majesty's Armed Forces, and has no force in law for 31 days, because you're currently under eighteen. Until that 31 days elapses, you are still free to withdraw your application, and no further action will be taken. Do you understand me, and are you still intending to apply for enlistment for service in Her Majesty's armed forces?"
Dylan swallowed and nodded. The sergeant pushed the form across the desk, Dylan signing it firmly, and passing it to Harry, who, somewhat reluctantly, countersigned it as his legal guardian.
"There you go, boyo, 31 days from now, if you still want it, and unless you come back in and formally withdraw your intent to enlist, you'll be part of Britain's finest! Welcome to the Airborne Infantry, Dylan!" The interviewer stood, extending his hand to Dylan, who shook it firmly.
When Louise got back from school, Dylan was waiting for her, to tell her he had enlisted. She was more sorrowful than angry that he'd done it, but also resigned; her argument that he had other options had obviously fallen on deaf ears, and she was trying to understand why did he have to go into the army, just what was he trying to prove?
Dylan explained his reasons, again, and Louise still looked unconvinced.
"Look Dyl, I know this is what you wanted, and I suppose I have to accept that you have to do what you think is right for you, but I still think this isn't the way. But for what it's worth, I wish you luck." She grinned, even though her heart was heavy with the thought of him leaving her, of life without him around, in earshot or in plain sight. "It might even make a man out of you! Just make sure you come back to me in one piece!"
She leaned over and pecked him on the cheek, hugging him tightly.
"You be careful, Dylan, I mean it!" Dylan hugged her back, suddenly reluctant to let her go, feeling something different for her, that something was changing between them, but unable to define what.
One month later, in June 2001, he was taking the Oath of Enlistment, and then began the endless round of drill training, PT and pointless screaming by army Drill Officers, whose only role is to make you hate them so much that you come to love and depend on your sergeant for rescuing you from them, and your squad mates for deflecting the shit from you onto them. This is how esprit de corps is built, through common misfortune and collective hatred, and after three months, he was a confident, well-drilled Para recruit.
He'd cruised through the PT, his instructors recognising his will to win, had already logged 6 night jumps and romped through weapons training, and was looking to graduate basic training as a squad leader, the kind of man the Para's were looking for. Dylan was a natural soldier, his upbringing had instilled a love of army routine and procedures, and coming to basic had been, for him, almost like coming home.
Louise wrote to him regularly, once a week, every week, and he came to depend on her letters, a link with family, even if that family really only consisted of Louise and him; Harry and Jane, for all their care and kindness, were only distant family at best, and had been unknown to the two of them only a year or two earlier.
Every letter from Louise filled him with a burst of pleasure, and conversely with a sharp pang for her, an emotion he didn't want to analyse too closely; he was already confused as to how he felt for her, thoughts of her intruding at odd moments, and daydreams of how she'd look next time he saw her, where he'd take her, how much time he'd spend with her had become his spare time entertainment.
Three months passed, and, at last, he passed basic and selection, and was sent to 2nd Battalion, 16th Air Assault Brigade at Colchester Garrison, so he'd be staying right where he was, just moving to a new barrack block. Dylan was elated; 16th Air Assault meant he'd get a chance to serve the in Special Forces Support Group or the SAS!
When he called Louise and told her, however, her reaction was more muted.
"Dylan, that means you'll be serving mostly abroad! When will I ever see you?" Dylan laughed it off, teasing her. "So, does little sister miss me then?" He was hoping for a snappy, spirited comeback, but there was only silence, and he realised she was crying.
"Oh hey, Lou, I'm sorry, I was only kidding, 'course you'll see me, I'm garrisoned in Colchester, so I should be able to get the odd weekend leave, so I'll come and see you as often as I can; don't cry, I'll be back there before you know it!"
Louise sniffled into the phone. "I miss you, Dyl, it's lonely without you here, I'm lonely. Uncle Harry and Aunty Jane are very sweet, but I miss having you here..."
Dylan promised he'd come home as soon as he could arrange some leave, and said his goodbye, hanging up the phone and feeling curiously depressed at hearing that Louise was lonely for him, and even more unsettled at hearing her crying, almost in tears himself. What was wrong with him, why did hearing Lou cry affect him so deeply?
He requested a 72 hour leave for the following weekend, which was duly granted, giving him a whole long weekend, so he went ahead and put in a request for a travel warrant so he could go home. That afternoon, Louise, home on a half-day from school, turned on the television in time to see an airliner smash headlong into the World Trade Center, then another. As she watched in horror, a strong sense of foreboding came over her. She was politically astute enough to realise that this was the start of something bad, and Britain was inevitably going to be somewhere in the middle of it, and that meant the army, just like in the Gulf, just like in the Balkans; Dylan!
"Aunty Jane, come here, quick!" she screamed. Jane ran in to see what the fuss was, and watched in horror and disbelief, with her arm around Louise, as the towers fell.
"This is another war starting, isn't it?" asked Louise, and Jane just nodded, too stunned to try and sugar-coat it for her. Suddenly she realised what it meant, and her hands flew up to her mouth as she mouthed a single word; Dylan. Tears welled in her eyes, with Louise seeing and responding likewise as the two of them watched the carnage on TV in silence, tears on their cheeks as the nightmare unfolded, dreading that more and worse was yet to come. Louise's biggest fear that Dylan was going to end up in the middle of it; the thought of it made her weak at the knees, nauseous, and frightened.
Dylan's platoon sergeant called him into the small hutch the non-coms shared at the end of the barrack corridor. "All Leave's cancelled, Dylan. Get your squad on the ground double-quick, you've been stood-to! Snap to it, lad!"
Dylan gaped at him, and then discipline took over, and he doubled away, rounding up his squad, lining them in parade order on the parade ground, glaring them into silence as the other squads took up station on them.
The Officer Of The Day, Captain 'Johnnie' Walker, strode out, the non-coms calling all squads to attention as he marched up to the platoon sergeant and took the salute. He turned to face the ranked soldiers and stood them at ease.
From officer's country marched a tall figure flanked by two other officers, with Captain Walker calling the men back to attention, and snapping a brisk salute as the trio came into view. Dylan stiffened even further; a full Colonel, the highest ranking officer he'd ever seen, flanked by two majors.
"At Ease!" ordered the Colonel. "Events have occurred which have necessitated changes to the training programme, said changes to be implemented immediately. In accordance with those changed requirements, Squads Alpha through Delta will commence enhanced training with 21 & 22 Special Air Services Regiments, squads Echo through Hotel will commence tactical training with 16th Air Assault in Netheravon, and squads Indigo through Lima will commence mechanized orientation and training with 7th Armoured Division. Dispersal in one hour, all squads will parade in full battle order, in designated dispersal groups, at 13.45 hours, any man not in full battle order at that time will be placed on a charge. Get your Bergin's packed, you're going to be away a while!"
Dylan's head was spinning; what the hell had happened, and where? 7th Armoured? That was the Desert Rats, were they training for a desert campaign? Why? Were they going back to the Gulf?
The Brigadier turned to face Captain Walker, returned his salute and made his way back off the parade ground. When he'd left the parade area, Captain Walker saluted the parade sergeant.
"Dismiss the men, sergeant!" "SAH!" barked the sergeant, wheeling to face the ranks of men.
"PARADE WILL COME TO ATTENTION....teN HUT! Like a machine, 144 men slammed to attention. The sergeant turned and again saluted the captain, who returned his salute and stepped back several paces. "ALL SQUAD LEADERS WILL ASSEMBLE IN THE BARRACKS SQUAD ROOM! PARADE...DIIIIISSMIISSS!" On a count of three, the ranks began to rapidly disperse, each man hurrying to pack his kit and change into DPM battledress for parade in 45 minutes.
The sergeant turned to the captain and saluted. "Permission to speak freely sir."
"Go ahead, sergeant," grinned Captain Walker.
"What's happened, really, why all the running around like blue-arsed flies?" asked Sergeant Walker
"I don't know, dad, I really don't, all I know is what they just told us" said Johnnie Walker, "but look at where the dispersal groups are going. Joint Chiefs have just had a big fright, by the sound of it. No doubt we'll know when the other shoe drops."
They continued speculating as they walked off the parade ground, father and son together.
+++
The first thing Dylan did was call Louise, to let her know he was off on a training course, and would be incommunicado for the foreseeable future. She was frantic with worry, gabbling what she'd seen on TV, asking him if there was a war. He did his best to calm her down.
"Lou, we've only just finished basic, they can't send us anywhere just yet, this is just more training in case things really do go tits-up, I promise you; the Battle Readiness mob is just getting their finger out in case we need to take the field."
Louise wasn't mollified, she still had that feeling, but Dylan's breezy confidence made her hold back her suspicions; maybe she was vapouring about nothing; the Americans would certainly deal with this by themselves; they were powerful enough, mobile enough, they wouldn't need the allies. Would they?
The days passed, turned to weeks since the terrible pictures on TV, and she'd been unable to get Dylan out of her mind. Images of his face intruded at odd moments, her dreams were filled with snapshots of his face in all his different moods and humours, and she'd waken to find her pillow wet with tears. She was shaken, confused, disturbed that all she could think of was Dylan. All she knew with certainty was that she wanted him back, now, close enough to touch, and this confused her even more; this was her older brother, wasn't he supposed to go off into the world and do his thing? So why did she feel like an essential part of her was missing?



+++
The next 30 months were as hard as it's possible to get for a British soldier. Dylan proved to be an exceptional squad-leader, smart, confident, cautiously brave, tactically astute, and careful of the welfare of his men. He grew to be a popular and trusted team leader, absorbing tactics effortlessly and displaying flair and imagination when responding to enemy concentrations of troops, firepower or positions during the endless war-games and training exercises they were being subjected to, whether in open order on Salisbury Plain, or in the built-up environment of Imber, the town specially built to train soldiers in urban warfare.
Because of his constant training needs, he was never able to get home, having to content himself with the occasional restricted 24 hour pass, letters and the very occasional phone call.
At last, the day came every Para dreams of; Dylan was invited to try for a place with the elite SAS, the Special Air Service, the most elite, the most distinguished Special Forces group in the world.
+++
From the day he passed through the gates at Stirling Lines, Herefordshire, Dylan Lewis knew he was home. Everything about the place symbolised achievement, pride, honour, sacrifice, and he was determined to belong here, to wear that badge, the winged Excalibur with the simple, powerful motto; 'Who dares, wins'.
For three weeks they made his life hell; running him ragged, stripping him of everything except a knife and hunting him through the countryside, teaching him to eat and survive on food that would make a hyena gag, depriving him of sleep for days on end, making him live the code of the SAS; Escape, Evade, Survive, forcing him to swim through flooded tunnels in full battle dress, and scale cliffs at night in full pack, HALO jumping and infiltrating enemy positions, subjecting him to painful and extended interrogations, trying to break him, teaching him that in covert warfare, nice guys finish last. He passed the brutal selection criteria with flying colours, and was invited to step into their ranks and become trooper Dylan Lewis, Bravo Company, 22 SAS Regt. The day they pinned-on his Excalibur, small and discreet as it was, was the proudest day of his life.
He had tried to keep in close touch with Louise through all of this, but her letters to him were heavily redacted, edited and censored into meaningless gibberish, as were his to her, so he was unaware just how she was taking his extended non-communication, and he was surprised at how much this distressed him.
With graduation came leave, and Dylan was burning to see Louise. It had been nearly 3 years since he'd seen her last; she had already turned 18, and he mourned that he'd not been there for her special day. From the scraps of information he'd been able to glean from her letters, he knew she'd been accepted at the University of Leicester Medical School to do her MBChB medical degree; she was going to be a doctor one day. Dylan knew she was the brains of the family, and he was overpoweringly proud of his little sister.
When he arrived on the concourse at Nuneaton railway station, he looked around, trying to spot her. She said she'd meet him there, and he craned his neck trying to spot her.
Someone tapped him lightly on the shoulder. "Hello Soldier-boy, looking for a good time?"
He spun around, and there she was, but not the Louise he remembered. Then she was 15, going on 16, slim, slight, and girlish. This was a grown woman, almost 19, and what a woman! She'd filled out, but not too much; slender was always going to describe her. She was beautifully shapely, high small breasts and tiny waist, pale alabaster skin with a spray of freckles dusting the bridge of her nose, large, stunning grey-green hazel eyes, vivid blonde-flecked auburn hair in a twist over her shoulder, and full, smiling, naturally coral-pink lips. She was beautiful, and Dylan stood, astonished at this gorgeous young woman, his sister, mouth hanging open, until she leaned into him, slid her arms around his neck, hugged him close. As she did, a weight seemed to drop away from her, one she'd carried for so long it had become normal.
Dylan's arms automatically encircled her, revelling in the feel of her in his arms, the smell of her hair, her subtle perfume, her body pressing against him, suddenly and uncomfortably aware that he was hardening. He pulled back from their embrace, looking at her, smiling happily, and Louise kissed him on the cheek, the feel of her lips thrilling him more than he could describe. He pulled her back in again, hugging her as hard as he dared, feeling her breath OOF! out of her as she was caught by surprise.
"Slow down, Dyl, you're bigger than me, you're going to break something!" she giggled breathlessly, and Dylan reluctantly complied, loosening his hold slightly, but not letting her go entirely.
"You can let me go now, Dyl, I need to breathe!" she laughed, and Dylan finally let go completely, only keeping hold of her hand.
"God Lou, it's been so long, and now look at you, all grown-up, I would never have known you..."
"Look at yourself, Dyl, you've grown as well, you're so handsome, and so tall, but I would have known you anywhere!" she responded, while thinking "God, he's lovely, look at him, he was cute when he left, all the girls at school thought so, now he's bloody gorgeous! I wonder what it's like to kiss him." She hurriedly shut that thought away; that was no way to be thinking about her own brother! But, as if the thought was the father to the deed, she leaned in and kissed him again on the cheek, lingering slightly longer this time, enjoying the feel of his skin against her lips.
Dylan froze for a second, his fingers coming up to touch his cheek where she'd kissed him, locking gaze with her for a moment, before she blushed and turned away.
"I'm parked about 100 metres away, is your bag very heavy?" Dylan brushed it off, hoisting the kit bag on his shoulder and following her. "God, what a fabulous arse she's got!" was all he could think, watching the twin globes of her tight, round bottom quiver and dance inside her tight jeans, uncaring that it was his sister that he was ogling so unashamedly.
Louise lived a short drive from the university medical school, but had elected to collect him from Nuneaton as his train didn't stop in Leicester, so they had about a 20 mile drive, Louise chatting most of the way, asking about army life, about his training, about the locations he'd trained in, small talk. Dylan was just happy to watch the interplay of her features, the way her lips naturally smiled, her eyes flicking from the road to him to the road ahead, re-acquainting himself with her gestures and mannerisms.
They finally got to her flat, and Dylan took his kitbag into the spare bedroom. She'd gotten cold snacks ready before she collected him, and told to Dylan to pitch in, watching him happily as he ate, chatting all the while, putting him at ease.
After they'd eaten, Dylan asked Louise to close her eyes. When she did, he took out the gift he'd brought her.
"You can open them now, Lou!" he called softly, and Louise saw the plush box in his hand. "Dylan, what's this?" she asked curiously.
"Open it and see, Lou; it's a little something I got for you in Oman," he smiled.
Louise opened the box, and gasped. Inside was a beautiful emerald-encrusted gold bracelet, decorated with tiny pearls.
"Dylan, you can't buy me things like this, you need to keep your money, save it!" she eventually choked out, and Dylan was shocked to see tears in her eyes, the first time he'd ever seen her cry.
"I got that for you to go with your eyes, and because I love my little sister." He took it from the box and carefully clipped it around her left wrist, the stones flashing and sparkling in the afternoon sunlight.
"Thank you Dyl, it's really beautiful," she said, "I didn't get you anything, I don't really have any..." Dylan touched his finger to her lips. "It was my pleasure, baby-girl, I wish it could have been more!"
Louise hugged him, and, on impulse, lightly kissed him on the lips. Dylan's eyes widened, then instinct took over, and he kissed her back, feeling her pull in closer to him, her lips opening against his. His tongue came forward, meeting hers, and their tongue tips rubbed and fenced together, hands tightening their hold on each other as they kissed. Louise was the first to break the kiss, looking at him in astonishment, and something else, her arms still locked around his neck.
"Dyl, what happened there, why did you...?" He dipped down and silenced her with another kiss, Louise responding again, kissing him almost wildly, as 3 years of missing him and anxiety gave vent all at once.
Dylan's hands slid down to her waist, around the small of her back, pulling her closer to him, his burgeoning erection pressing into her. Louise responded by rubbing herself against his growing erection, her own need for him finally being acknowledged.
Dylan's hand dropped lower, cupping her sexy buttocks and pulling her even harder against his cock. Louise moaned against his lips, her tongue darting wildly around against his, her lips wild, and sweet, and arousing him like no girl he'd ever kissed before.
He pulled away from her to look into her glorious eyes. "Lou, I missed you so much, every day, every minute...I need you, so much...!"
Louise held his face between her hands. "Dyl, I know, I want the same thing, oh God, every day without you there with me is a million years long, please...!"
Her words were a prayer, a plea, a command, and he responded, as he'd been trained to do.
As she pulled his jacket off, he unbuttoned her jeans, pushing them down until she wriggled her hips and let them drop to the ground, stepping out of them and kicking them away. He unbuttoned his own jeans and pulled the zipper down, slipping of his shoes to pull off his jeans and T-shirt, standing before her in just his shorts.
Louise put her hands to the hem of her blouse and pulled it up and off in one quick movement, standing before him in just her underwear, blushing slightly under his frank, appreciative gaze.
"Come with me, Dyl!" she whispered, taking his hand and leading him into her bedroom. Dylan walked behind her, hand in hers, captivated by the sight of her sexy buttock-cleft clearly visible in her filmy panties.
In the bedroom, she turned to him and once again kissed him, deeply and passionately, putting all her pent-up longing into that one kiss. Dylan felt his cock trying to burst out of his shorts, already tented by her nearness and his need for her.
His hands slid back down to cup her buttocks, pulling her closer, the top of her slit rubbing against his raging cock, only two layers of thin material separating their sexes. He moved his hands back up and unclipped her brassiere, Louise pulling it off so he could dip his head down and nuzzle her pink nipples, solidly erect, hard enough to cut glass and at least half an inch long. She sighed as he sucked and nibbled, groaning as he caught them between his teeth. He slid his hands into her waistband to push her panties down and clasp her buttocks, slipping his fingers into the shadowed cleft between them and pulling them up and out, squeezing and moulding them, making her gasp into his mouth as he kissed her.
Louise stepped away from him, grinning, her bottom lip caught between her teeth, to kneel before him, and slide his boxers down, allowing his cock to swing up. She gasped as his size became evident. His cock had to be seven inches long, but so thick it appeared squat, the skin stretched tight and glossy, the purple, bell-shaped crown partially emerged through the foreskin, glistening with lubricant.
"Oh Dylan, that's lovely!" she smiled, something making her pull it down to lick and lap at the clear liquid oozing from the end, then slide her lips over the end, pulling the foreskin back fully to expose the head to her tongue as she sucked. She pumped and squeezed with one hand while gently fondling and massaging his big balls, all the while bobbing her head in time to her pumping, her tongue circling and rubbing around and behind the head, the combined sensations exquisite, the taste of him strong and fresh and masculine.
Dylan raised her up, and slowly backed her to the bed, to sit her down and slide on next to her, urging her down next to him, kissing and fondling her the whole time.
As he kissed her, she again took hold of his cock, pumping him gently but firmly. He slid down slightly, to clamp his lips around her nipple, sucking and rubbing it with his tongue, trailing his teeth along it, making her gasp and moan and wriggle, alternating between nipples, bringing her close to orgasm again and again. He kissed further down now, softly kissing in a trail from between her small firm breasts to her navel, kissing and poking his tongue in, swirling it around, and continuing further down.
He slid down between her thighs, holding her gorgeously sexy buttocks cupped in his hands, lifting her to his mouth, licking through her small, neatly trimmed patch of golden brown hair, lighter than the hair on her head, fine as silk, and a delight against his tongue as he swirled through it, and lapped gently against the folds of her waxed labia. Her scent surrounded him, fresh and strong, feminine and enticing. As he lapped at her labia, he could feel the folds of flesh engorging, swelling against his tongue, flowering open for him, allowing him to insert his tongue ever further into her, before moving to lap at her now fully emerged clitoris, pale pink and pearlescent against the flushed pink of her exposed inner recess. She gasped and quivered, juices pouring down over his tongue, her scent urging him on, tasting her and wanting more.
He sucked on her nub like a little nipple, plating it with his tongue, and the first in a series of orgasms billowed through her, legs and taut buttocks flexing as she pushed her vulva against her brother's face, hands twisted in the sheets as she groaned out loud, wave after wave of orgiastic pleasure rocketing through her. Dylan continued to suck and lick at her until, at last, she screamed in release, clamping her thighs against his head, shuddering with the force of her orgasm, her eyes rolling up in her head and her breath coming in shallow hitching gasps.
Dylan moved back up the bed to lie next to her, touching and fondling, admiring and kissing, until she finally opened her eyes, smiling sleepily at him.
"Thank you Dyl, that was...amazing, wonderful, superb; words fail me, you darling boy! Where did you learn how to do that, I've never come like that before!"
"I'm a soldier, we have special training!" he quipped, then became more serious. "So you've never come like that before, yes, but you have ...come before? Anyone I know?" he asked, trying to sound nonchalant and keep the jealousy out of his voice, but the thought that someone had....with his Louise...!
"Relax, Dyl, I'm a, a virgin, OK?" she smiled.
"But you said...!"
"Yes silly, girls...touch themselves, as well as boys, you know!" Dylan felt himself colouring. "But I'll tell you a secret," she went on, grinning wickedly, "when I did, I was thinking of you!"
He felt his cock flex and stretch out at that, harder than it had been all afternoon, and Louise felt it too, smiling and reaching out to take hold of him, gently pump and squeeze him.
"Oh, you definitely liked that, I can tell! Dylan, I want to make love to you, I want you to make love to me, be my first, will you do that?" she asked.
For answer, Dylan pulled her over on to him, holding her by her buttocks as he kissed her. Louise began moving against him, rubbing the head of his cock against her swollen vulva, lubricating the head with her own sweet juices, teasing herself, to sit upright and hold his cock against her entrance. Slowly, she slipped him into herself, her face knotting in concentration, eyes tight closed, as she adjusted to his size, gasping in pain as he slid further into her, to finally sit fully impaled on him, his penis buried to the hilt in her. Now she began to rise and fall against him, pumping her pelvis while supporting herself with her hands on his chest, eyes closed in concentration, only smiling and nodding when he reached out to rub and gently squeeze her nipples. She began to speed up, her breathing getting faster and shallower, a flush spreading down her neck and onto her upper chest, her nipples pointing out proudly, stiff and hard as her arousal climbed.
Her pumping sped up, grinding herself against him, her face flushing deeper, mouth lolling open, her eyes rolling back, narrowed to mere slits.
Suddenly she slumped forward, giving a deep groan, her pussy sucking and clenching on him as she orgasmed, the sensation almost too much for him. She quivered and shuddered against him, until her climax passed, then lay down flat on him, to kiss him passionately, holding him tightly as her heart thuttered against him. After a long moment, she kissed him again, gently, touched his lip with her fingertip, and moved against his still solidly erect cock buried inside her. "What about you, Dyl, so far it's been all about me. What do you want to do?"
For answer, Dylan slid his cock out of her and rolled her on her back, began kissing her deeply, Louise kissing him back with equal passion as he raised himself over her, his cock pointing at her vulva. Louise took hold of him and rubbed him over her pussy entrance, then smiled and nodded as he pushed forward in one long slow motion, invading her recently virgin pussy yet again, making her grunt as his width filled her up.
"Oh God, Dylan, that feels so good, Oh yes, keep doing that...!" she kept up a constant litany of praise as he pumped his cock in and out of her, dropping to his elbows so he could slide his hands under her back, pushing her enticing nipples up to his lips, kissing her as he fucked her, sliding his hands under her lovely sexy bum and pulling her buttocks apart as he pumped into her. Louise was orgasming almost continuously through his fucking of her, gasping and moaning, her pussy rippling on his cock as the waves of pleasure beat through her again and again. At last, he could feel himself nearing the point of no return, and began to back himself out.
"No!" gasped Louise "It's OK, I'm on the pill, it's OK, I want to feel you come in me, do it Dylan, now, please!"
With that there was no holding him back, and he gave a deep echoing groan as his cock lurched inside her, and what felt like a pint of hot man-fat shot out of him and deep into her womb in long, satisfying spurts. Louise screamed as she orgasmed, her pussy sucking and clenching around him, milking his cock as he continued to spurt deep inside her.
At last her convulsing pussy let him go, and he slid out of her, Louise lying back with a contented look on her face, a small smile on her lips.
As he lay next to her she turned to him, holding him tight to her, snuggling down against him.
"If you only knew how many nights I dreamed of this, how much I wanted to come and find you, screw your brains out and then sleep next to you, holding you like this!" she giggled. "Dylan, thank you for being my first, I don't want anyone else, you're the only one for me, brother or not, OK? I love you, big Brother, and I want you to keep on hammering that lovely cock into me forever, you and no-one else!"
Dylan kissed her gently, lovingly, his hands roaming over her, enthralled with the feel of her, the sight of her, all his fantasies and daydream images of her imposed on the real thing, and they were nothing but pale imitations. She was lovely, more beautiful than he knew how to describe, and he felt his chest ache with his need for her.
"Louise, I love you, baby girl, always have, just didn't know how to say it or if I'd ever get the chance. I've wanted you since I don't know when, and I'll only ever want you, forever!"



Louise pulled herself closer to him, resting her head in the crook of his neck, happily running her finger over his chest and arm, tracing the lines of his muscles, kissing him in little pecking motions as she absorbed the reality of the man she had with her.
"Dylan, this is your home from now on, OK? When you get leave, or get stood-down, this is where you come, OK?"
Dylan was happy to agree. Much as he liked and was grateful to Harry and Jane, he'd never felt like he was at home, but here, with Louise, this was home.
He pulled the covers over both of them, wrapping his arm around her to pull her into himself, making sure she knew he was claiming her for himself.
"From now on, Lou, home is wherever you say it is; when my enlistment is up, I won't go back; even though they put the arm on you to re-enlist, eventually they let you go. I don't know what I'll do then, but I've got 5 years to think about it, maybe you can help me work out what to do next; I trust your brain, baby-girl!" Louise looked at him closely. "Dyl, I know two things you can be for me." She said softly. Dylan cocked an eyebrow at her. "What's that, then baby-girl?"
Louise smiled, almost whispering, "How about husband and father?"
Dylan looked thunderstruck. "Lou, you mean you and me, you know...really?"
Louise laughed softly. "Yes Dylan Lewis, you and me, you know...really! It's not such a bad thing. In 5 years, you'll be 25; I'll be 24 and qualified to train for surgical, if I want, or I can go out and become a GP; plus, it also means I can take a break, have my babies, go back and take up where I left off -- if you don't mind being a house-husband for a while! I don't want to start a family in the middle of medical school; the family commitment means I'll never be able to finish, but once I qualify, we can begin our family. You and me, Dyl. You're all I want in a man, you always have been, and I'd better be all you want!"
Dylan thought for a second; the idea of having a family with Louise, of making babies with this beautiful girl was powerful and attractive. He knew he loved her more than anything in the world, and she loved him equally strongly; could they really be a proper family, a mum/dad/baby-type family?
He remembered the unspoken question. "Louise Ceinwen Lewis, you are everything I want, all I will ever need, and the only place I will ever go. When I wake up in the morning I see your face, and when I lay down to sleep at night, all I hear is your voice. I would be honoured, and ecstatically happy, to wed you, make babies with you, live with you forever."
Louise looked at him searchingly, tears starting from her eyes as Dylan made his declaration of love for her, saying the things she had subconsciously longed for so long to hear him say, echoing her own feelings for him. She reached for him, and he was there, pulling her close to shower her face with kisses, caress her body, and hold her against him and feel his warmth.
She looked pensive for a second. "When I was a little girl, my favourite song was an old nursery-rhyme we used to sing in school. "Soldier, Soldier, won't you marry me, with your musket, fife and drum?" she sing-song'd at him, tears on her cheeks.
She wiped her eyes, pulled Dylan close by his ears, and twinkled up at him. "Dylan Thomas Taliesin Lewis, it's not a Leap-Year, but I'm going to ask you anyway; Soldier-Boy, will you marry me?"
Dylan grinned at her use of his embarrassing full name. "Yes, Louise Ceinwen Enfys Lewis, I will marry you, and make you my wife. Byddaf yn eich priodi, and-a Mi fyddai'n Dy garu di am byth, Cariad Louise!" (I will marry you, and I will love you forever, darling Louise!)
Louise smiled and answered him back in Welsh, tears glimmering in her eyes again; "and-a Dwi'n Dy garu di yn wastad ac am byth Dylan!"(And I love you, always and forever, Dylan!)
They lay back, luxuriating in the feel and warmth of each other, content to hold, touch and feel. Dylan knew he would never be tired of caressing and exploring this beautiful girl, of kissing and tasting her, and revelled in the massive surge of love and protectiveness he felt for her. Louise was feeling the same emotions, tinged with wonder. Dylan had gone away a boy fresh out of school, and come home tall, grown, a man of the world, the only mate or lover she would ever want, and her hands explored and discovered him as his roamed over her, touching, pleasing her, making her hot, making her ready.
His cock grew firm and solid against her, and she pumped him gently as she kissed and stroked him. His own fingers slid around her buttocks, teasing them apart, stretching her anus in a way that made her gasp and giggle, to rub against her slit from the rear, making her moist and ready. She rolled onto her back, Dylan's fingers trailing down her flat belly to swirl in her pubic hair before slipping into her moist slit, one finger slipping in, rubbing and teasing, followed by another. As he frigged her, she continued pumping his cock, both hands working on him, squeezing his balls as she handled his cock, their mutual masturbation drawing sighs and light moans from each other as their arousal climbed.
At last, Louise slid down the bed, swapping ends to slide her lips over the end of his now fully erect cock, sealing her mouth over him as she slowly bobbed and sucked, cheeks hollowing with the effort of stimulating her man's cock, his cockhead swelling and engorging even more as a result. Dylan intensified his efforts inside her pussy, sliding his fingers over and around her clitoris, spreading her lubrication over it as he gently rubbed it in time to her sucking motions, finally pulling her over and onto him, her thighs on either side of his head so that she was now lying flat on him, and as she sucked and licked at his cockhead, he speared his tongue into and between her swollen labia, once again tasting her as her juices flowed over and around his tongue.
His probing tongue finally found her engorged clitoris, and as she sucked him, he sucked and licked at her, making her squeal around his cock as she orgasmed again, the vibration almost too much to bear. Now Louise began to suck harder, her throat vibrating as she moaned, an endless series of mini-orgasms rolling through her, the sensation finally too much for Dylan. With a deep groan, he came, sperm pumping into her mouth as his cock swelled, twitched and pulsed, Louise sucking steadily, avidly swallowing each jet as it splashed into her hot, hungry mouth, her own orgasm approaching as he licked and sucked at her vulva, feeling her orgasm building in a series of waves. Suddenly he thrust his tongue into her anus, holding her buttocks apart to increase penetration. She shrieked as she came, a massive orgasm ripping through her, her thighs tensing and buttocks flexing under his hands as her body shuddered in the throes of her orgasm, waves of pleasure coursing through her as she shook and trembled, her heart thundering in her chest, her ears popping and crackling with the force of her climax.
At last, she slumped back down, as her climax died away, her muscles twitching in reaction, to lie on him, eyes closed as fatigue set in, a small satisfied smile on her face. Eventually, she stirred, moving off him to slide up next to him and lie in the crook of his arm, Dylan holding her close as sleep finally claimed them.
They woke as the early evening sun slanted through the window, dazzling them into wakefulness. "Dyl what time is it?" enquired Louise sleepily.
Dylan checked his G10 watch. "Almost Seven, Lou, got plans?
Louise jumped up. "Dyl, I've got a Fresher's mixer at 8, get up, I'm supposed to attend! Hurry up, you're my date tonight, get a shower and get dressed, come on!"
They shared a quick shower, then Louise quickly pressed a shirt for him and slid on a simple pullover summer dress while he shaved, finally brushing her hair and quickly doing her face. In 40 minutes they were walking into the auditorium, Dylan noting the looks Louise was getting from the male students, pride and jealousy mixing evenly.
"Calm down, Dyl, it's just a mixer, I'm not dancing with anyone here except you!" she whispered, slipping her arm through his and piloting him over to the knot of lecturers and registrars who'd be her mentors for the next five years. After introducing him as her fiancé, and exchanging a few pleasantries with each of her tutors, they slipped off to one side, content to watch the other students as they attempted to connect with each other.
A couple of the bolder ones asked Louise to dance, but she always politely refused, until Dylan asked her why.
"You can dance if you like, Lou, you're not making any deathless promises to anyone here! Besides, you're coming home with me tonight!" he grinned, surreptitiously sliding his finger down the crease of her buttocks and flicking her anal bud through her thin dress, making her gasp and grin happily.
"OK, Dyl, but if that's the case, then I think you should ask one of those half-dressed turbo-skanks over there, the ones undressing you with their eyes -- they look like nice girls!" she grinned slightly maliciously, and Dylan was forced to pinch her arse, making her grin again.
He was uncomfortable at the thought of getting on a dance floor. A man who could run a parapet 50ft off the ground, at night, in Meindl desert boots, wearing a 50lb pack and carrying a Minimi machine-gun, he felt awkward and un-coordinated on the dance floor, afraid of twisting his feet and landing on his arse like some limp-wristed RAF muppet, so he avoided dancing as much as possible. Louise solved that for him by pushing him in the direction of the slightly predatory gaggle of girls, saying "Go, ask someone, you'll like it, they're all practically sweating Oestrogen at you!"
He asked one girl, who jumped at the chance to dance with the big hunky guy, but after the number was over, Dylan beat a hasty retreat, sweating and terrified. Satisfied that he'd at least made the effort, Louise danced with a couple of the med students, one of them attempting to get her in a corner for some free-style groping, but a quick knee put paid to that, and the sight of her capable-looking boyfriend watching them cooled the other would-be Romeos off quickly. Louise did insist he dance with her at least once, and they slow-danced, Dylan loving the way she fitted so perfectly against him, moulded herself into him so well.
After an hour or so, Louise put down her drink.
"OK Dyl, I've mixed enough, you danced, I danced, let's go home, I'm hungry and I want to play with you!" Dylan grinned, this was more like it!
When they got home, they ate the rest of the cold cuts and salad from lunch for supper, and sat watching TV for a while, Dylan still absorbed in Louise's features. At last, he could take it no more, and reached over to the remote, turning the TV off. Louise immediately slid over and hoisted herself onto his lap. "I thought you were never going to get started, Dyl!" she grinned at him.
Dylan started to kiss her, and then pulled back as he remembered something.
"Lou, let me up a sec, I've got something for you, something from me -- and mum as well. Wait here." He went into the spare bedroom, and dumped his kit out of his duffel bag, looking for the little package he carried everywhere with him, found it inside some rolled up clothing. He knelt on the floor next to the couch and took her left hand.
"Lou, this is from me to you, as a token of the ring you'll wear one day." With that he slid onto her ring finger the delicate gold 'Claddagh' ring that had belonged to their mother, which their father had given to him to give to his fiancée one day, making sure the point of the heart pointed toward her finger tip, signifying that she was now engaged.
"Thank you, Dylan." She whispered, tears in her eyes as she examined her engagement ring. "Come here, I want to thank you properly!"
Dylan slid back onto the couch, Louise hopping back onto his lap and putting her arms around his neck, kissing him deeply, seriously. Dylan responded in kind, the two of them twined together on the couch, enjoying the sensation of being so close, so uninhibited with each other.
Louise squirmed around until she was sitting astride him, and looked into his eyes, grinning, her lip caught between her teeth. She leaned forward, kissing him lightly, and began sliding her panty-clad crotch over his groin, Dylan's cock responding almost immediately. Now her kissing became more serious, her hands on the back of his neck as she ground her crotch against him, bearing down on him, making him hard and ready. His hands slid up under her dress, cupping her firm round buttocks, his fingers sliding into the sides of her panties, feeling her heat and moistness. He began to push back up against her, matching her rhythm, each of them dry-humping the other. Louise began to breathe faster, her face flushing as Dylan worked her up, his hard cock ridged in his jeans, sliding along her moist slit, the crotch of her panties slowly soaking through as she frotted herself against him, their lips glued together as their tongues fenced and darted together.
Dylan gently rolled her over onto the couch, lying next to her as he slid his hands back up under her dress and into her panties, pulling them down past her knees and tugging her dress up. Louise stopped moving against him to help him pull off her dress, leaving her in just her brassiere, her panties around her knees. She shrugged off her underwear completely, leaving herself naked on the couch. Dylan stood up to pull off his shirt and tug his jeans down, kicking off his shoes until he was wearing just his shorts. Louise pulled him close and tugged them down allowing his cock to swing free, and held her arms out to him, beckoning him onto the couch with her.
As he moved onto the couch, she slid her legs apart, inviting him to lie between them, to mount her. Dylan moved on his knees between her outstretched thighs, his cock fully erect, the head swollen and angry looking, and moved up so she could position him at her entrance. When she smiled and nodded, he slowly pushed forward, sliding into her tight hot pussy, Louise hissing as he filled her up, arching her back at the sensations radiating from their joined sexes.
He began to pump his cock into her, going slowly at first, letting her get used to him again, gradually speeding up as her arousal climbed and her movements against him became more pronounced. Her hips began to pump in time to his thrusts, rising up to meet him as he pumped into her, grinding herself into him, her breathing quickening and her eyes rolling back as her climax approached. She came with a loud hissing groan, her pussy walls clenching and rippling along his length, her breath coming in short staccato bursts. She slumped back, head lolling as her exertion took its toll, Dylan still sliding himself into her.
"Baby, get up, please, turn over sweetheart!" he whispered as he kissed her, backing himself out of her. Louise wriggled round, to lie on her stomach, and Dylan pulled her back toward him, setting her on all fours. Now he aimed himself and slowly pushed forward, sliding his cock back into her, rearing up to hold her by the hips as he pumped into her. He slid his hands round her ribcage, finding her lovely small breasts, squeezing and rolling them in his cupped hands, twirling and rubbing her stiff nipples as he pounded into her. Louise gasped under the assault, pushing back against him as he pushed forward, her nipples on fire as he manipulated them, his lips soft and warm as he kissed the back of her neck, her shoulders, between her shoulder blades. She reached under herself, found her clitoris, began to rub and caress herself, frigging as he pumped her, her climax building again. Dylan sped up, his own climax not far, stimulated by the sight of her smooth elegant back and his cock sliding between her lovely shapely buttocks, the sound of her gasping and calling him. Louise came first, her orgasm slamming into her, making her scream with the force of her release, her cunt walls sucking and clenching at his cock. The sensation was too much for him, and came with a deep, heartfelt groan as he shot stream after stream of sperm deep into her, coming like he never had before, emptying himself into her body, the feel of his spunk shooting into her setting off another wave of orgasmic pleasure in her.
They both collapsed, winded, from the sheer exertion, the strain of such an explosion of sexual release, Dylan almost paralysed with the strength of his climax, Louise in no better state. They lay still, unable to do more than lightly nibble and kiss, feather touches, until they could recover some of their strength.
At last, Dylan stirred. "Lou, shall we go to bed? Or do you want to spend the night on a couch?" he grinned.
Louise stroked his face, smiling up at him. "Darling, I'd love to spend the night here with you, but this couch is not where I want to wake up with you. Let's go!"
They made their way to the bedroom and dropped into bed, too tired to do more than hold each other as they fell asleep.
+++
Dylan woke with a start, his early morning reflex kicking-in, and lay quietly, enjoying the sight and feel of Louise against him, her face serenely beautiful in repose. At last, as if aware of his scrutiny, she stirred and opened her eyes to smile happily at him. "Baw'r da, milwr!" she grinned, Dylan smiling back at her as he kissed her gently on her lips, her forehead, the tip of her nose. "Good morning to you, too, baby- girl!"
She stretched and asked him what he wanted for breakfast, but Dylan had had his breakfast instincts comprehensively destroyed by army food, so he plumped for coffee and toast, Louise throwing a Tee-shirt on to quickly make some. After they'd finished breakfast in bed, she asked him what he wanted to do.
"Lou, I've only got a 5-day pass, all I really want to do is chase you around the flat!" He grinned. The real reason was a little more prosaic; all of his pay went into an account set-up by Harry to help pay her expenses at Medical School, although she wasn't aware of it. He was actually stony broke, but didn't want to admit it to her. The way he saw it, he was investing in her future, so it was worth it.
"Come on, Dyl, let's go into Birmingham and take a walk through The Jewellery Quarter, I love that place, all that money!" she grinned impishly, and he grinned back; how was he going to tell her he didn't have the money for the train fare?
He fished out his empty wallet from his jacket pocket, made a show of looking through it, grinned sheepishly at her. "Lou, I don't have enough on me just now for the train fare, could we leave it 'til later?"
Louise's eyes narrowed, and she snatched his wallet from him, looked inside. "Dylan, there's nothing here, no ATM cards, nothing. Where are you going to get money from? How? You don't have any money, do you? Where's your pay, what have you done with it?" her voice suspicious and demanding. He knew this Louise; this was the Louise that could see right through him.
"Look Lou, it's not important. I don't need money, the army feeds, clothes and houses me, so I don't need any. Just leave it, OK?" he asked, face reddening.
"Dylan Lewis, you will tell me the truth this instant, do you hear me!" she demanded. "Where is your pay, what have you done with it, and what do you mean, 'you don't need money'? Everyone needs money, even if only a little, but you say you can get by with none at all. What's going on here, what is it you're not telling me?"
Dylan was trapped; he couldn't lie to Louise, he never could, she could see right through him; he'd have to come clean. "Lou, it goes into a special savings account, Harry set it up. It's being invested; for you, for Med School; you need it more than I do. Like I said, the army takes care of my basic needs, so that means I can take care of yours."



Louise looked at him in horror. "You mean I take every penny you earn? Oh Dylan, you poor baby, I can't do that, what about you? I have resources, I have a maintenance grant and my tuition is paid from a bursary; the NHS subsidises this flat, and I can always pick up a part-time assistant post at the hospital if I need more money. Why did you have to go and give me everything you have?"
She was in tears now, distraught at the fact of her brother's sacrifice for her; he didn't have a penny to his name, everything he earned went to her. There he was, being a soldier, earning not very good money to begin with, and here she was, picking his pocket, swanning around like the cat that ate the canary while he's sitting in his barracks at night too broke to go out for a beer, because he'd given it all to her!
Dylan hugged her close. He'd been afraid this would happen. "Lou, it's OK, it was my choice; I wanted to make sure you had a good start, so you could concentrate on your studies without worrying about bills, or textbooks or anything like that. Really, I don't need the money, but you do, so you just keep it, use it properly, OK? It's only for a few more years, anyway, remember?"
She wasn't so easily mollified. "Dylan, if you keep doing this you'll have flat nothing when you come out of the army, every penny you earned will be spent, by me, and you'll have nothing, no savings, no nest-egg, nothing!" She started crying again.
Dylan was nonplussed, Louise crying was not something he had any great experience of dealing with, so just held her close and let her sob, while he tried to think of a way to make her accept the money he was putting away for her. It was little enough as it was -- the army didn't exactly overpay squaddies, but it would help, and he was determined that she finished medical school, qualified, and did something real with her life.
Her bracelet on the dresser caught her eye. "Dylan, you could sell that, get some money, something for yourself! Please Dyl, you've got nothing at all, please take it!"
Dylan smiled. "That's your engagement present, baby-girl, don't you dare sell it! I appreciate the thought, but I really want you to have that, from me. One day I'll be promising to endow you with all my worldly goods, so think of it as an early start!"
She grinned through her tears, smiling in spite of herself. She didn't deserve this boy, really. He given her everything he had, literally, and she couldn't help but feel a surge of love and pride in him, that he could make such a decision and then stick by it, all for her.
"One day, Dyl, I promise, I will pay you back, I swear!" she looked deeply into his eyes, then hugged him close.
"Just qualify, baby-girl, that's my investment, that's how you pay me back!" he grinned back at her.
Louise pulled back for a moment, looking up at him, then leaned in to kiss him gently, seriously, her lips opening under his, her tongue flicking around his, fencing softly with him. He could feel himself getting hard as they kissed, and held her even closer, kissing her back with equal enthusiasm, his hands roaming over her. She pulled off her T-shirt and they slid down into the bed, holding, fondling, touching and caressing, feeling the heat building between them again. He was already hard, and Louise acknowledged this by taking hold of him and gently pumping him, sliding her hands up and down his erect cock, sliding his foreskin back and forth as she kissed him deeply. He dipped his head down to lick and nuzzle at her nipples, enjoying the feel of them hardening and erecting between his lips, gently scraping them with his teeth to make her gasp and giggle softly.
Dylan wanted to try something different, so he backed away from her, smiling at the puzzled look on her face, to sit up straight and pull her onto his lap, her legs astride him, kissing her deeply. She responded, kissing him back as she hugged herself tightly to him, trapping his raging erection between them. She smiled wickedly as she kissed him, slowly sliding herself up and down, pumping his trapped cock between their bellies, making him gasp against her lips.
"Oh yes, you like that don't you, Dyl!" she murmured, doing it again and making him groan again. Dylan moved his hands to her cute bum cheeks, squeezing and moulding them, running his fingers up and down the cleft between her buttocks, pulling them apart and making her gasp. "Oooh, Dyl do that again!" she whispered into his lips, still licking and kissing his lips and tongue. He obeyed, rubbing his finger lightly in her bum cleft, from the back of her slit to her perineum, tickling it lightly, his fingertip gently circling her anal bud.
Louise giggled softly. "That's nice, that's very nice, you're so wicked!"
Dylan lifted her up enough to get himself into position under her, and she slowly sank down, taking him in gradually, her expression saying it all as her eyes widened and her grin expanded. "Oh God, Dyl, that feels so good, so good!" she gasped, beginning to rise and fall, thrusting against him, gradually speeding up and pistoning herself onto his aching cock, grinding her clitoris against the root of his penis on her downstroke, her hips gyrating as she squirmed and pounded against him. She took his hand and slid his finger into her mouth, sucking his index finger as she pumped, then taking it out and directing him around to hold her backside, his wet finger sliding over her anus. She smiled and nodded, and he slid it into her tight hole in one thrust, Louise squealing at the sudden double penetration. He pumped his finger into her in time to her thrusts, her face and neck flushing as she approached orgasm, speeding up and tightening her hold on his neck, pulling his face closer, his lip into contact with hers.
She came with a loud groan, calling out his name, and lolling over backwards so that she would have fallen if his arm weren't around her waist, holding her to him. The pulsing and clenching of her vaginal walls almost brought him off, but he held back until she stopped convulsing, assisted her to lie back on the bed, and rolled her face down to move over her. He slid between her thighs and prodded her slit until his cock found her entrance, then slid forward, pushing himself into her again in one fluid glide, making her gasp with the sudden sensation.
Dylan eased down to take his weight on his elbows and slid his hands under her torso to find and cup her breasts, holding and squeezing them in time to his thrusts, pumping his highly stimulated cock into her as hard as he could, enjoying the feel of his belly slapping into her lovely round yielding buttocks with every thrust, the sensation of her firm quivering flesh against him as he pounded at her. He couldn't last long like this, not after what had gone before, and the sight of his beautiful sister beneath him, the feel of her firm breasts and pebble-like nipples in his hands, her lithe supple body threshing beneath him, the sound of her voice as she squealed and whimpered and thrust back against him was altogether too much. He came with a loud groan, loosing what felt like an endless spray of boiling hot spunk deep into the heart of her. The heat of him inside her and the sinewy pulsing of his cock was enough to set her off again, her orgasm meshing with his as they sobbed and groaned together, waves of pleasure rushing through them both.
At last, Dylan stopped convulsing, the jets of sperm from him dying down to a sticky trickle now, his body emptied out completely. He rested his head momentarily on the back of her neck, kissing her neck and shoulders softly as he recovered, then carefully rolled off her to stroke her back and gently squeeze and fondle her superb globular cheeks, enthralled with their beauty, their firm taut springiness and perfect shape, the way they fitted so well into his hands.
She turned and wriggled closer to him, burying her face in the crook of his neck, kissing and grazing on his neck and shoulder. Dylan grinned. "Don't leave marks, baby-girl; you'll make my sergeant jealous!"
"Pooh, you're mine and I'm marking you! Any soldier doll wants to try it on you, they'll see my brand and back off!" laughed Louise
Dylan laughed as well. "So you're my Soldier Doll, is that right?" he teased. Louise pointed at him, touched him gently between the eyes. "Damn' right I am, I meant it when I asked you to marry me, all you've got to do now is spend the next 5 years working out how!"
He turned on his side, Louise scooting up against him again, to slide his free arm around her waist. Again he marvelled at how lithe and limber she was, her skin almost sparkling with life, clear and vibrant, an open invitation to kiss and taste her, and the subtle smell of her, not soap or shampoo, or the residue of their recent lovemaking, but the alluring natural scent of a healthy, beautiful young woman just past the cusp of maturity, fresh and still girlish. He'd never before imagined his senses could be this acute, his perception of her so pin-sharp, his image of her so complete as now when he held her close and made love to her.
He continued squeezing and massaging her buttocks, Louise kissing and nibbling his neck some more, smiling as he groped and played with her sexy buns, both of them content to just feel and admire the other's body, touch and caress, no intent to arouse just yet. Dylan was in a world of his own; her bum really was spectacular, as was the rest of her, and he was lost in his contemplation of her cool, gentle beauty, her soft and caring hands, her long slim, shapely legs and tight, firm body.
Louise was thinking along the same lines; she'd never been interested in any of the boys in school or 6th Form, and none of her fellow medical students had appealed to her in the slightest. She had never felt the slightest urge to go clubbing and meet boys just because her friends did, or have sex because her friends were all experimenting. She was aware that most of her friends suspected she may be a carefully circumspect lesbian, but Louise knew she'd just been waiting for the right man, the right time; somehow, she had known, deep down inside, that one day it would be her older brother! Looking at him objectively, how could she not fall for him? Tall, midnight black curly hair close-cropped to fit under a Mark VII, the beginnings of a chin-strap welt on his chin and under his jaw, clear steel-grey eyes, fair skinned, fit, muscular and athletic. Ruggedly handsome, with their father's firm chin, chiselled nose and strong jaw-line, he was a perfect example of fit, healthy young manhood in anyone's book, and she was proud and swept away by how deeply he felt for her and the sacrifices he had made for her.
Dylan tipped her chin up, to look in her eyes. "Baby, one day soon, we have to talk about how we're going to make this happen; you know that what we want is never going to be allowed, not in this country, so you really need to help me make this come out the way we want it."
Louise allowed her smile to drop away, her face becoming serious for moment. "Of course, Dyl, but if we can't, we can still be together, the way we want, just no marriage license to complicate things; it's just a silly piece of paper, anyway, we don't need it to be together. But I do need you, to be my lover, my partner, and the father of my children. Whatever we decide, it will be right for both of us, I promise you; I'm not going anywhere without you!"
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When I was 2 years old, my father married Anh, a lovely, tiny little Vietnamese lady. I always thought she was my mother, or at least until I was old enough to work out that she couldn't possibly be. I still called her mum, though, because in every way I needed her to be, she was my mum. I had a sister, or rather a half-sister, Nguye't, which means 'moon', I think, but we all called her Nia, and dad sometimes called her 'nugget', telling her she was his precious little golden moon. Mum usually called me Huyn'h, which means 'Older Brother' although it sounds like someone sneezing in a distant room, instead of my given name, James or Jamie. Nia usually called me anything she could think of if she thought it would annoy me.
We lived in South London, not far off the South Circular Road, that traffic nightmare that girdles South London like a ligature, and dad would curse it every evening after negotiating it for several hours. Mum would, quite reasonably, ask him why he didn't just get a bus to Streatham and get the train into Central London, but dad was convinced that if he left his designated parking space at work unoccupied it would be given to someone else, and apparently status in his company was measured by whether or not you had your own parking space, and how close it was to the CEO's parking space. It took me years to understand this; I used to wonder what happened to his parking space when he was on holiday, did they chain it up, or something? All very baffling. In the meantime, he'd come in every evening, exhausted, road-raged to the max, huffing about the London traffic planners, London buses, congestion, the people who play silly-buggers with the timing of the traffic lights in London, bus lanes, in fact, everything. We all learned to stop listening, or at least parallel-process, so we could drop-in reasonably apt comments in the spaces in the rant where one was called-for, while simultaneously watching TV, without actually paying the blindest bit of notice to what he was saying. After the requisite time ranting, dad would go off and sit in the greenhouse, talk to his geranium cuttings or secretly drink, or whatever it was he did in there, and reappear in time for dinner, usually in a good mood.
When he reappeared, he would be besieged by one or the other of us, needing help with our homework. Dad's approach to homework was simple. "You should have learned this in school, what do the taxpayers pay teachers for, if we have to teach our kids at home at the end of the school day?" Not helpful. But when he was in a really good mood, he could be great fun.
He once boiled the last 1,000 years of English history down as follows. "All you need to know about English history is the following; for the last 1,000 years, English history has consisted of us annoying the French, beating-up the French, annoying the French while simultaneously beating them up, or watching and needling as the French beat themselves up. If you want a definition of how to lose a war, look up the word 'French' in any dictionary. Norman Schwarzkopf once said 'Going to war without the French is like going hunting without your accordion' – says it all, really!"
His attitude to mathematics was the same. "Have you ever seen a logarithm crawl out from under a chair, or bitten into a tangent? Or swung on a trapezium lately? No? That's because they don't exist. I refuse to be lectured on imaginary arithmetic by some Greek standing on a hillside 3,000 years ago dressed only in his underpants, and so should you!"
I dutifully wrote all this down, and then mum had to come to the school and pacify the headmaster, the mathematics teacher, the history teacher, and the history teacher's French wife. The head gave her some parting advice.
"Mrs. Morrison, please ask your husband not to help Jamie or Nia with their homework in future; his definitions may be very nearly right, but he's damaging their chances of passing their SAT's, so please, I beg you, keep him away from their homework!"
I think dad was secretly a subversive, with anarchic tendencies, which is quite a stretch for a security manager in a huge American bank...
When she was young, Nia would take in all of dad's pronouncements with wide-eyed acceptance, but at quite an early age she picked up on the fact that he may just be feeding her a line, playing her as straight-man for his latest stooge-gag, and she developed the habit of checking with mum when dad gave her some facts, sincerity blazing in his eyes; little Nia's eyes would flick over to mum, and a tiny nod or headshake would be all she had to give for Nia to either buy it or back away and ask mum when dad had left the room.
She was a pretty little girl, fair skinned, with definite Anglo features, but with a nice mix of mum's finely sculpted ivory-figurine features too, so no mistaking her heritage, with her long, straight, jet black hair and slanted almond eyes, bright blue, like dad's and mine. When she was born, Mum had asked me to help her look after Nia, as I was her older brother now, and it was my job to watch over her. Nia had picked-up early on the fact that I was incapable of saying no to her, and used it to browbeat me into doing anything she didn't want or couldn't be bothered to do, and dad was no help, he just said "Jamie old son, you walked into that one eyes wide shut. Serves you right, next time I suggest you look before you step in the cacky!"
Still, I had to admit, being Nia's personal slave and chief bottle washer had its rewards. When she wanted to be, she could be absolutely adorable, and she was a very nice kid when she forgot she was a miniature fiend in human form. When I eventually moved to secondary school, at age 11, I felt a definite pang. My routine at primary school had been to wait for Nia until she'd finished her last class, then get laden down with all her stuff, projects, school bags, sports bags, welding equipment, bowling ball and spare sink, and schlep it all home for her like a good little Sherpa, while she would be off buying vast, clinically damaging quantities of sweets from her seemingly inexhaustible supply of pocket money.
Moving schools meant I'd only ever see her in the early evening, as I finished later, then would have to get two buses, so instead of getting home at about 3:45 pm, it would be nearer 6 o'clock before I got home, or later, if the buses were playing-up, just in time to say goodnight to her; her bedtime was 6:30 pm, even though she was 8 years old; mum and dad were a little old-fashioned about children and their bedtimes. The first day at my new school was traumatic enough without this sudden hole at the end of it, where I should be walking Nia home, and suddenly I wasn't. It was a funny feeling, and not in a good way – I realised I actually missed the little swamp-donkey, missed her flaunting all her spending money, the sweets she'd bought, or, if her flying monkeys had slaughtered some munchkins in the next village and put her in a good mood, her prattling on about her day.
When I got home, mum sensed I'd had a mixed day, and sat me down, hugged me, asked about my day, and gave me a bowl of home-made mango ice cream as a reward for not imploding. As I was telling her all about the school, the sheer number of people there, she said "Nguye't miss you today all day, she was crying for you."
I looked at mum in disbelief. "No, really? Why? I was going to throw a broomstick gag in there, but I saw mum was serious, looked sad. "She is still only little girl, Huyn'h," she said, in her careful English, "and she miss having older brother there in case she need him. You go and see her; she ask for you especially to come see her when you get in." As I am constitutionally incapable of refusing mum anything, I went and knocked on Nia's door, went in.
"Nia, it's me, are you OK?"
"Jamie? JAMIE!!" and a little body hit me amidships, Nia jumping up and down, holding on to me, her hair braided in a thick queue at the nape of her neck, her long nighty all the way down to the ground, looking cute and wholesome, like a character in a Disney cartoon.
"Jamie, I missed you, mummy took me to school and had to come and get me, I missed you all day, why did you have to go to another school, can I come there with you tomorrow, I MISSED YOU!!"
I had to stop her and catch my breath, and I hadn't said a word yet.
"All right, demon-child, calm down!"I told her. "First off, get back in bed it's past your bedtime, and secondly, sorry, no you can't come to school with me, you have a school of your own, and you're not old enough to come to my school. You'll see me every night, though, before you go to bed, and at weekends, isn't that enough for you?"
She stared at me for a second, and started sniffling, then tears ran out of her eyes, and then her face rolled up and she really let rip with the crying. And it was real, Nia-in- distress crying, not her usual 'I want my own way' crying. What could I do, I'm a sucker for her when she does that, but I also knew the difference between when she really was sad and when she was being the manipulative little baggage that was her ground-state.
She hugged on to me, crying like her pet dog had died, so much so that mum poked her head round the door to see what was going on, backed out when she saw me cradling the little girl while she sobbed, excessively so, I thought. I fished out a handkerchief from my pocket and tried to mop off her face, but I was fighting a losing battle between her eyes and her nose, which was chugging out truly amazing quantities of something truly nasty.
"SSSHHH Nia, it's alright, you'll see me every evening, you'll be OK, Monkey-girl, I promise!" I soothed her, once her crying had died down to hiccups, wondering at this sudden outburst of affection, and guided her back into bed, pulling up the bedclothes around her, before trying to leave.
"DON'T GO!" she shrieked, so I had to stop and sit on the bed and talk to her some more, tell her about my new school, all the boys there, how many people were at the school, while her eyes grew big. I ended up reading to her, 'The Worst Witch' or something like that, until she finally dozed off, then slipped out of her room, holding my bulging handkerchief at arm's length.
This became the pattern of my evenings. Come in, tuck Nia in if she was already in bed, answer her questions about my school, and read to her until she fell asleep. Some nights, though, she'd vary the routine. I'd wake up in the middle of the night, and she'd be there, rolled up next to me, fast asleep, so I'd go and get her duvet, cover her up, and go back to sleep; the one time I tried to take her back to her own room, she made such a fuss she woke the house, and mum had to put her in bed with her just to get her to go back to sleep. It got so I became used to feeling this little body scrunched up next to me in the middle of the night, and took to keeping a spare duvet in my room, to throw over her when she sneaked in. Nia had won, again, she'd got her own way, and I had to share my room with her. Like I said, manipulative little baggage.
On weekends, though, she was almost tentative with me, never moving more than 6 feet or so away from wherever I was, one eye always cocked in my direction, never obviously trailing around after me, but always there; if I went to the bathroom, she'd be playing in the corridor outside when I came out, If I retreated to my room to read or watch TV, she'd find a thousand reasons to come in looking for something, or ask me a question or some other reason. She also became more touchy-feely, which weirded me out, as I usually took great pains to avoid having her sticky little paws on my clothes; usually whatever she had been eating was all over her hands, and now it would be all over me. The one time she leaned over to kiss me, I honestly thought she was going to bite me, going for the germ-warfare option, and I ducked backwards, causing her to fall over, start screaming, big family post mortem, why can't you be nice to your sister, she's only young, she only has you, etc, etc. Spoiled, conniving, manipulative little troll-spawn.
As she got older, the screaming for her own way tailed-off, and she actually became more tractable, easier to deal with. The sneaking into my room and sleeping next to me never stopped though, and it actually got to the point where I felt almost cheated if I woke up in the night and she wasn't there. When she began secondary school, at 11, like me, I fully expected this to stop; there was more scope for friends, new people, new subjects to study, so I was confident her life would stop intersecting with mine quite so much. It didn't stop, not at all.
I was 14 by then, and girls were definitely a subject of mucho interest, for me and all my friends, hell, my whole generation, so I was glad Nia was fully occupied with her own life, at last, and I could start hanging with my pals on weekends without Nia hovering in the background. I met a nice girl, Lisa Simons, sweet, cute, red hair, and we dated for a while. Dad just grinned, and said, in his own inimitable way "Behave yourself, you dirty little beast!" and mum was distressed that I was dating, she thought I was too young for entanglements, I was still just a little boy. Nia hated her, refused to speak to her, acknowledge her presence, or speak to me. Suited me fine. The chance of spending an evening in a dark cinema with a pretty girl, as opposed to spending it staring at Nia and her captive-troll expression, what do you think I fancied more?
And then, one afternoon I brought Lisa over, Nia saw her in the house, and was rude and nasty to her. At last I blew my top.
"What the hell's your problem, Nia? All I'm doing is dating a girl, it's not against the law, why do you have to make it so difficult, she's only my girlfriend, for Chrissake!"
Nia reared right back.
"Why do you have to bring that...that girl to my house all the time, this is my house as well, and you're my brother, and you belong to me, not her!"I looked at her in shock. Was she really that freaked-out by me having a girlfriend? Why? Lisa left after that, and wouldn't see me anymore. Thanks, Nia.
Eventually, dad had to ask me what was going on with Nia and me. I confessed that I was baffled; she had her school friends, she had her own interests, she was in secondary school now, and I couldn't understand why she had been so hostile towards my girlfriend – she acted like she was jealous, even though I could only ever see Lisa on weekends, and her curfew had been 9pm, so what was the problem? If she wanted me around, she had me every evening plus all day Sunday.
Dad thought about it for a while, then held forth.
"Jamie, she's had you dancing attendance on her all her life, whether you liked it or not, and she thinks, quite rightly, that you're getting too grown-up for her, school, and sports, and girlfriends and so on. Give her a chance to level off; she'll eventually accept that you're moving on from her to someone else. Just be patient with her, and try not to snap too much – she's still only young, so ignore it, it will go away."
So, for the next four years, I manfully held my patience. Nia never accepted any of my girlfriends, never tried to be nice, or even polite, and I took to not bringing them over to the house any more, making her even more incensed that I was dating someone she had no chance of sniping at. I followed dad's advice and blithely ignored her artless little questions about whoever I was seeing at any given time, and it drove her bonkers. Other than that aspect of our lives together, we mostly got along just fine. Periodically, though, I would wake up and find her huddled against me, but thankfully, as her teen years progressed, this tailed-off and had stopped altogether by the time I left for university at 18.
I was studying Environmental Geosciences at Bristol, as I wanted to work in the Oil industry, and I was living in halls in Clifton. My days were pretty full; the course didn't offer much latitude for spare time or socialising, which was pretty much what the Course Adviser at 6th Form College had told me, but I was enjoying myself. I didn't get much opportunity to go home; lectures were usually scheduled on Saturdays, and funds were limited; after paying my expenses, a trip back to London was usually out of the question. Even my summer was no break, spending it as I did mentoring and coaching A-Level mathematics to earn enough money to get a deposit for a flat-share for year 2. At the end of my first year, I had been home a grand total of zero times. I felt guilty, but dad was breezy and unconcerned about it; he understood from his own student days. Mum just used to weep down the phone at me, and Nia refused to talk to me at all.
My second year, I got a job in a supermarket, unloading the trucks, tough work, but it was nights, so it didn't cut into my classwork, and it enabled me to pay for an apartment-share in a student flats complex near the uni and feed myself. As it meant working weekends, plus my Saturday classes, again I couldn't get home at all reliably. Luckily, dad's bank had a regional office in Bristol, so he would come down every so often, pick me up and we'd have dinner, talk about the family, bring me mum's letters and any home news, advice or messages mum had. Nothing from Nia, though. I was saddened by this. Although we squabbled about any and everything, often fought like two cats in a sack, I did love the bone-headed little cave-troll, and I couldn't believe that she could be so offended by my going to uni as to cut me out completely. Dad was more pragmatic.
"She's hurt by you going away; she thinks you deliberately left her, and she's offended that her brother, (who she owns, by the way!) could actually walk away from her, and leave her alone. Let her work it out for herself. She's a teenager, Jamie, she's having it tough enough right now, she'll find a way; in the meantime, get used to it!"
The third and last year was more difficult still; I had to spend part of the academic year working in industry, so I wangled a place with a geophysical exploration team, surveying the possible oil bearing strata off and around South Georgia, Elephant Island and the Falkland Islands, in the South Atlantic, 600km off the tip of Patagonia. It was a hard and arduous assignment, winter in the South Atlantic polar regions is rugged and treacherous, and we had to be protected by the Royal Navy picket ships as Argentina was claiming the area. We had several heated exchanges with Argentinian patrol boats until the Royal Navy boys unlimbered their 20mm Oerlikon cannons, at which point the Argentinians would remember pressing business elsewhere. 6 months of this, followed by 4 more months of analysing my findings, creating survey charts and drilling forecasts, estimating yields, and then writing the whole thing up as part of my Bachelors thesis, so a very hectic final year. I graduated with an Honours Degree in Environmental Geosciences, foregoing the graduation ceremony as I was eager to go home. I already had my degree and paperwork, and, as my sometime girlfriend/sex-partner/Friend with Benefits, Bev and I had finally broken it off permanently, I had no pressing need to remain. I left Bristol forever, glad to be finished, looking forward to a few weeks of lazing before I had to find a job; luckily I had some very good contacts from my months in the south Atlantic, so I'd contact them as soon as they were contactable.
When I arrived home, mum was all tears and hugs, reaching up to touch the top of my head in wonder at my height, marvelling that she couldn't get her arms all the way around my waist anymore, fussing over me gratifyingly. There was no sign of Nia, which was crushing for me, a sharp pang echoing through me. Despite all our arguments and fights over the years, I still adored the malicious little goblin, although sometimes it was difficult to remember why! Dad was away at a security show in Birmingham, would be gone for a couple of days, so I had mum to myself, her wonderful cooking and warm presence. I was so glad to be home after 3 years, all that was missing now was the demon-child.



Mum filled me in on Nia.
"She not do too well in her A-Levels, so she not going university this year. She want to re-sit in August, and start university at Easter, when she be 19. She want to study law at the London School of Economics, not move away from home, stay in London. Your father and I support her, we not want her off by herself in remote part of the country; she too young to be alone, need family nearby."
I asked mum where Nia was, she looked sad. "I ask her to be here, she say she will, but I not see her since morning. Maybe she come back soon, gone out with friends, I think."
I was feeling a little tired, so I asked mum if I could go and lie down, and she looked surprised. "Why you asking, Jamie, this your home, not need permission in own home! Your room is clean and ready for you, Nia tidy it for you, every week she tidy it for you!"
I raised an eyebrow at that, walked up to my room, and gasped. Nothing had been changed since the day I left, and I mean nothing. It was as though the room had been in a time-warp; even a handful of small change on the dresser was exactly where I'd spilled it, my books with their bookmarked pages still stacked on the ground next to the bed, my Sam Cooke CD still in the CD player, the case open on my dresser, my tennis racquet tossed carelessly on the bed where I'd left it, with a post-it note to Nia to use it as I wouldn't need it still stuck to the case, and my CD's all jumbled together on the corner of my wardrobe, again exactly where I'd left them; there were even the post-it notes with various notes-to-self still tacked to my desk. This was creepy; it was like a shrine to Jamie...
Felling very weird about this, I grabbed my clothes out of my case and dumped them in the laundry basket, shoving the case under the bed and peeling of my clothes, dumping them as well, and climbing into bed. The sheets and linens were all freshly laundered, so Nia must have stripped the bed, and re-made it exactly how I left it; that was slightly scary, I would need a talk with that girl. Thinking along those lines, I fell asleep, to dream of Nia when she was small, holding my hand as I walked her to school.
I woke with a start, checked my watch, discovered I'd been asleep for almost 3 hours.
"Finally, it stirs!" said a voice behind me. I spun around, and there was Nia, sitting on my study chair, grinning at me. But what a change! I'd last seen her as a surly, defensive 15 year old teen nightmare; lip always ready to curl in derision, eyes sullen and flat, hostility just below the surface.
Now she'd changed beyond all recognition; I'd have walked right past her without recognising her! She was tall, I could see that even sitting down, a slender, willowy, but shapely figure, hair waved and teased into a riotous tumble of black curls, long slender legs encased in skin-tight black leggings, flat-soled harem-slippers on her feet and wearing a loose, boat-neck cream pullover top that left one shoulder bare. Her skin still had that pale, fresh complexion, her almond eyes were large bright blue sapphires, or maybe cornflowers, expressive and beautiful, surrounded by sooty lashes, and her mouth was wide, generous, made for smiling. Her lips were naturally coral pink, her face heart-shaped and perfectly symmetrical, her fine oriental features highlighted perfectly by her Caucasian genes. She was beautiful! Following on the heels of that was the realisation that I was checking-out my sister! Eewww!
"Close your mouth, Jamie, you're drooling!" she giggled, and my mouth snapped shut, flushing as I realised I was busted, ogling my sister, although, to be fair, she was eminently worth the ogle!
"Nia, you surprised me! I came home and you weren't here...!" I trailed off.
Nia stood up in one lithe move, and slid onto the bed next to me, to slid her arms around my neck and press her cheek against mine.
"Welcome home, Jamie, I missed you so much...!" she said softly, and I hugged her close, then something made me pull away to look at her, seeing she was crying.
"Nia, what...why...don't do that, you troll, you know what you look like when you cry!" I grinned at her, and she slapped me on the upper arm, trying to smile as two big tears escaped her brimming eyes and ran down her cheeks. I pulled a tissue out from the nightstand, gave it to her, and waited while she dabbed her eyes dry again.
I hugged her again, glad to be holding her again after all this time. "I missed you Nia, more than you know!" I said, and I meant it. "Why were you so mad, that you had to cut me off for three whole years? I asked dad about you every time I called home. I missed you very much Nguye't!"
Nia tried to speak, and started crying again instead, and all at once she was 8 years old, and this was Nia-in-distress crying again, her shoulders shaking as she sobbed. I gathered her into me, soothing her as I used to when she was small, the act of doing that reuniting us again, the intervening years dropping away.
At last she slowed down, her sobbing giving way to silent tears, with me holding her against my shoulder and silently feeding her paper tissues; I'd been here before so I knew, when she was ready to talk, she'd talk.
At last her breathing started sounding normal, so I asked her "What brought that on, Troll-Child, why the waterworks?"
She buried her face in my shoulder, and started speaking. "When you left, I was so horrible, I thought you were going because you didn't want to stay with us, with me, any longer, and that you were paying me back for all the mean things I did. I thought you hated me! And I was going to hate you back, but all I could do was miss you, and then I didn't know how to say suh...suh...sorry! You were gone and I wanted you back!" She swallowed, obviously near tears again.
I was thunderstruck. Had I really come across like that, given her the impression I hated her?
She continued. "I was there every time you called, but I couldn't bring myself to talk to you, I didn't know what to say, and 'sorry' was too hard to say. Or not enough, I don't know. And the longer it went on, the harder it was to stop it. I tried to make myself believe I didn't need you around, but that didn't work, I never realised just how much of my day was spent around you!"
I eased her up so I could look at her. "And this?" I asked, indicating my room, "was this all part of that as well?"
She nodded. "I thought if your room looked just like it did when you left, I could pretend you'd just gone out, and were coming back any minute, it would feel like you were still around. Can you understand that?"
I did.
I looked into her eyes. "Listen to me, I have never hated you, or wanted to leave you, or mum and dad, ever. I just wanted to go to the university that gave me the best degree. You're my little sister, and while I admit, yes, I did sometimes want Dorothy to drop a house on you, I never hated you, even when you were being your brattiest! Mum told me that being your older brother came with responsibilities, and I said yes, and took them on, because I wanted to. I wanted to then, and I want to now. OK?"
Nia looked sideways at me. "When did mum ask you this, Jamie?"
"When you were born, Nia, when she brought you home." I replied
"And you stuck to it, after all the shit I put you through? Really?" I nodded. Her eyes welled-up again, and I hastily grabbed a tissue.
"Jamie, poor you, you let me do all those horrid things, say all those horrid things, all those years, because of a promise to mum? You promised to look after me and I took so much advantage of you; I don't deserve you!"
I grinned. "I'll say! But in your defence, it was a lot of fun too! True, being your guardian angel was no bed of roses, but it wasn't exactly the death of a thousand cuts either! Watching you learn to skate, for one; I actually laughed 'til I was sick!"
She looked at me, seemed to make a decision, grabbed my face and kissed me on the cheek, a long smacker. I was a little surprised, and a little wistful as well – she used to do that a lot when she was small, and I hadn't realised how much I'd missed it.
Then she really surprised me. Still holding my face, she planted a firm kiss right on my lips. For a stunned second I enjoyed it, then reality blinked back on and I reared back, pulling away from her and sliding off my bed and onto the floor. I peered up at her over the edge of the bed, like the world's most reluctant bridegroom, to see her still sitting there, looking at me strangely. "Jamie, you look ridiculous down there, come back up here, I won't bite, you know!"
It wasn't the biting I was afraid of, although what I was afraid of I didn't know, just that something had suddenly changed between us. I shook my head emphatically.
"Jamie! I said, 'come back up here'!" she snapped, eyes darkening as she ordered me back next to her. 15 years of conditioning took over, and I crept back up onto the bed, as far from her as I could. We stared at each other, Nia looking ever so slightly pleased with herself; I shudder to think what I looked like.
Nia grinned at me. "Calm, down, Jamie, I said, I'm not going to bite you. You can relax, seriously. You look like someone just gave your scrotum a really big tweak!"
Some sort of response was needed here, I felt. "Glaarrrkk!" was the best I could do, good for an opener, but needed more. I cleared my throat, and tried again.
"What the fu... um, hell did you do, Nia, why did you do that?" I croaked.
Nia smiled. "I did it because I always wanted to do it, I wanted to see what it would be like, and I liked it! How was it for you?" she twinkled mischievously.
"God, Nia, I'm your brother, you can't go doing stuff like that...!" I trailed of as she failed to look the least bit contrite.
"Oh balls, Jamie, I'm a big girl, and I wanted to see what it would be like to snog my cute man-tottie big brother; don't say you didn't like it - you kissed me back! Besides, you were the one practically peeling down my panties with your eyes a couple of minutes ago!"
I tried to bluster and protest, but she'd scored a direct hit, and she knew it. She patted the bed beside her, and I shook my head. She patted the bed harder, her eyes narrowing, so I, reluctantly, slid up next to her.
"Now Jamie, I kissed you. Accept it. Get past it. Because I want to kiss you again, and you need to put some effort into it, OK?" I was listening to this in a daze; there was no way I was going to accede to this, but an entirely different part of me was clamouring for attention; apparently he thought it was a very good idea! Nia noticed, glancing pointedly at the bulge in my boxers as I tried to cover my...condition with my bed sheet.
"The consensus is in my favour, Jamie; at least two of us in here think it's a good idea, so stop squirming like a girly and pucker-up; and do it like you mean it!"
Defeated, sure this was a very bad idea, I gave up and let her lean against me again, wrapping my arm around her so she was looking up at me. She really was a beautiful girl, and if she weren't my sister I'd have moved in for the kill like a rat up a drainpipe, but it still felt wrong, wrong, wrong.
Obviously Nia didn't feel the same way, and, fed-up with waiting for me to make a move, took hold of my face and pulled my head down, to kiss me square on the lips. After a second of adjusting to the feeling, it dawned on me that she had really soft lips, gentle and very sexy. I felt her tongue rubbing gently against my lips, and opened my lips, her tongue slipping inside to lightly fence with mine as we kissed long and deep. I felt myself responding more urgently to her kiss, pulling her closer to me as our kiss intensified, my tongue exploring her as she clamped her lips against mine. My arms went around her more fully, enjoying the feel of her moulding against me as her arms wrapped around my neck.
Nia broke off our kiss, eyes dancing as she grinned at me. "There now, that wasn't so bad was it?" she asked, fingers still interlaced at the back of my neck. I had to agree, not bad at all! It had also been extremely stimulating; I felt slightly sand-bagged by how sexy my kid sister was, and how well she kissed.
Nia seemed to come to a decision, and hoisted herself onto my lap, straddling me, looking into my eyes as she leaned in and kissed me again. My hands automatically went to her waist, holding her as she kissed me, our tongues fencing and sliding against each other again. As we kissed, I felt her breathing deepen, and she began to shift her weight, sliding herself back and forth across my by now sizeable erection inside my shorts, frotting herself against me. I began pushing against her as she slid back and forth, and her eyes narrowed as she realised what I was doing, smiling as her face flushed, throwing her head back as her pace increased, rubbing and gyrating on me as she worked herself up.
Suddenly she stopped, face and neck flushed, her breathing shallow and fast. "No...not like this, not now...!" she gasped, sliding off me to stand and begin sliding down her leggings!
"Uh, Nia, what are you doing?" I enquired, although I was well aware where our session was heading.
"Getting naked, Jamie, like you, what else?" she grinned. She yanked off her leggings, kicking them across the room, and pulled her top over her head, standing before me in just a black thong and tiny brassiere. Objectively speaking, I had to admit she had a superb figure; long, endless legs, perfectly formed, slender and toned, flat stomach and, when she turned, taut shapely little buttocks, springy and firm, and small, high breasts, maybe 34B, just enough to fit in a cupped hand.
I could feel myself hardening even further as I saw more and more of her, and when she peeled of her thong and shrugged off her bra, her nipples dancing as she moved, my cock made a determined effort to burst right out of my shorts and slap me on the chin.
I had one last question. "Nia, what about mum, she might come in!"
Nia grinned down at me. "She went out to play Mah Jongg at Mrs. Vinh's place; she left while you were still asleep, I told her I'd give you dinner when you woke up. Relax; she'll be gone for at least another 3 hours!"
With that, Nia slid into the bed next to me, her hand on my erection as she looked at me questioningly. I obliged, sliding off my shorts to allow my cock to spring out, all 7 inches, solid and fat. Nia looked appreciatively at me, licking her lips. "That's lovely Jamie, oh yes, very nice!" she complimented me, gently encircling me to test the girth. I will be the first to admit I don't have a porn-star, giganto-dick, nor can I shag for hours then come like a fire hose, but neither am I afflicted with 'teeny-peeny' disease, and to date, I've had no complaints, and even a couple of half-serious testimonials from Bev, my former FWB at university.
Nia started slowly rubbing my cock, pumping her hand slowly up and down, kissing me while my hands found her lovely firm breasts and taut solid little nipples. She began gasping gently as I tweaked and twirled her nipples, her free hand reaching down to touch and caress herself, slipping into herself as I continued to touch and stimulate her.
I felt her start to move down and I stopped her, looking at her questioningly. So far, all we had done was touch and explore; if this went any further, we'd be crossing a line, and there was no way back across that line. Nia smiled, accepting the consequences, slid down to gently lick the tip of my cock, the touch of her tongue like an electric charge through me. I groaned and lay back as she continued to run her tongue up and down my length, swirling her tongue around and behind the head, before slipping her lips over the end and sliding me into her mouth, still pumping me as she sucked and lapped, her head bobbing. The sensation was exquisite, the head swelling as she sucked, and when she slipped her tongue into the slit in the end and rasped lightly, I lost all control.
"Nia...I'm....Oh God!" she looked at me with those huge blue eyes, grinning around my cock, and sucked harder, and I came in a burst of ecstasy that made my ears ring and my vision blur, my cock lurching as I shot jet after jet of spunk into her hot, avidly sucking mouth, coating her tongue and the roof of her mouth with my seed. Her cheeks bulged and hollowed with the effort of keeping up with my ejaculation, swallowing as fast as she could as I continued to spray my spunk into her mouth, her hand gently squeezing and milking my balls, stimulating me even further.
At last, I was drained, my cock twitching as I hovered on the trailing-edge of my climax, heart thudding in my chest, my chest heaving as I fought for breath. I slumped back, Nia sliding up to lie alongside me, grinning like a monkey.
"So, how was that then, big brother, am I forgiven for being such an obnoxious little cow?"
I pulled her against me, kissing her and tasting myself on her lips. "Nothing to forgive, ever, baby sis, I told you, looking out for you was my pleasure. Speaking of which..."
I trailed my fingers down between her delectable little breasts, on down across her flat tummy, to drift through her sparse pubic hair and stroke her pussy gently. Nia gasped and smiled, lying back as I continued to pet her pussy with feather-light strokes, running my finger the length of the inviting crease between her labia from back to front, caressing her hooded clitoris and making her jump and quiver.
I followed my finger-trail with my lips, licking each of her nipples in turn, drawing the stiff little nubs gently between my teeth, Nia murmuring in appreciation. I continued nibbling and flicking her nipples, and she responded with gasps and sighs as her arousal climbed, her nipples darkening as they engorged. I slipped one finger into her moistening little slit, then two, rubbing them in and out of her, stimulating her clitoris, Nia pushing against my hand to encourage me to frig her harder as I sucked her lovely tits. Then I began kissing her in a trail down her body, following my fingers, dipping my tongue briefly into her navel and swirling it around before heading further down. I trailed my tongue through her small trimmed heart-shaped patch of silky pubic hair, feeling the fine, short hairs brushing against my tongue as I worked my way down to her pussy.
I changed position so I could lie between her thighs, my tongue darting in to begin lapping and teasing at her sweet, flawlessly waxed little pussy. Nia sighed and quivered, her head thrown back as I licked and probed with my tongue, her soft, neat outer lips swelling and opening against my tongue as her arousal climbed. Her scent washed over me, fresh, alluring and soft, and her sweet, tangy nectar ran and dripped into my mouth as I pulled her in closer to me, licking her from her anus to her clitoris, and she moaned and writhed against me as I touched and tasted her most secret places. She gasped when I pulled her bum cheeks apart and probed her puckered little pink hole, eyes screwed tightly shut, her fingers twining in my hair and her hands forcing my mouth tight against her as she trembled and shuddered in a series of orgasms, coming almost continuously as I licked and sucked at her, and when I took her clitoris in my mouth and licked and sucked it, she finally exploded into a massive orgasm, a high, whistling groan escaping from her as her heels dug into the bed, her thighs flexing and quivering against my head, her tendons thrumming like guitar strings with the force of her release.
At last, her tremors died down, and her legs released me from their prison. I laid my head against her belly for a moment before I slid back up the bed to lie next to her and took a moment to wipe my face with a pillow case; her juices were all over my face and neck, and I wanted to kiss her some more, feel her lips against mine again.



"That was...amazing, Jamie, absolutely fabulous, oh my God it was good!" she grinned. "I hope you're ready for more, there's something I want to do, and I've been saving it for now!"
I pulled her closer to me, kissing her as I fondled her taut little backside, squeezing and massaging her cheeks, marvelling at the soft firmness and springy roundness of them, my cock already hard and limbered-up.
"Jamie, I want you to make love to me, be my first, OK?" She whispered. I must have looked surprised, given how well she'd blown me earlier, because she smiled. "Yes, Jamie, I'm a virgin, and I want you to be the one to make me not be a virgin anymore, please? It's OK, I'm on the pill, mum put me on the pill years ago, just in case!"
I was conflicted now. She wanted to do this, with me, and God, did I want to do this with her, but again, it seemed like an awfully wide line to cross. Nia must have sensed what I was thinking, as she reached up to pull my head down to kiss me.
"It's OK, Jamie, all bets are off now, we've broken the taboo, this is just another part of what we've already done, and maybe it's the best part! I want this, I so want this with you, it was always only ever going to be you; if I had to wait a thousand years for you, I would, but I don't; you're here, now, with me, and I love you. Love me back, and make me yours this way, to go with all the other ways I've always been yours!"
Her appeal hit me at an emotional level, one where the real me lurked, the one that didn't care she was my sister, only that she was desirable, and willing. I knew that what she'd said was true, had somehow always known it, and, I suppose, I'd also known that someday this day would come, and that I could choose; take what she offered, be what she wanted, admit what I felt for her and try and make a life with her; or refuse, turn away, walk away from her, and live a life of what if, try and forget what had already happened, try and be only her older brother, watch her become everything to someone else, and hope and pray that one day my decision to refuse would never come back to haunt me.
As I looked into her eyes, I knew that I wanted her, had never wanted anything or anyone like I wanted her; and it wasn't only a need of the flesh. Nia had been a part of my life for so long, I knew in the bone, and the blood, and the depths of me that I couldn't have a complete life without her in it. There had always been a part of me that I had never shown to anyone, given to anyone, shared with anyone; now I knew why. It had always been for Nia only.
My acceptance must have shown in my eyes, and two big tears welled up in her eyes as she saw me choose her. My head dipped down to kiss her once, a betrothal kiss, a seal, if you like, linking us together like a puzzle ring, and then I was moving between her outstretched thighs, holding myself up on outstretched arms as she held me and positioned me at her flushed, swollen entrance. When she was ready she smiled and nodded, and I slowly pushed into her. She gasped and murmured as I slowly slid into her, and I stopped, only for her to ask me to keep going, not to stop, she wanted me all the way inside her. There was a moment of constriction, almost obstruction, and Nia asked me to go really slow, so I eased myself into her until she relaxed, urging me on until I was buried all the way inside her. I stopped, letting her get her breath back, and waited again for her signal before I began to withdraw from her tight sheath, the sensation indescribable. Nia was pushing her hips up as I pulled almost all the way out of her, then sliding back in again, the way easier this time, Nia gasping and squirming beneath me as she began to enjoy the feeling of being pumped full of my cock. As I sped up my pumping, she began to hump back against me, meeting me stroke for stroke, squeezing me with her inner muscles, delicious friction against my engorged cock. We pumped and pummelled at each other, our breathing and the slap of flesh against flesh as we gave ourselves to each other the only sounds in the room, excitement building as our mutual climax approached, all thoughts of restraint now moot, only the moment and the impending satisfaction needing our attention.
Nia came with a piercing scream as her orgasm bolted through her, crashing waves of pleasure pounding her senses, rollers crashing on her as she sobbed and shuddered, muscles spasming as she gave in to her pleasure. The feel of her climax set me off, my cock convulsing as jets of spunk blasted out of me into the depths of her body, her pussy massaging and milking my cock as her cervix convulsed, fluttering against my deeply embedded cock, emptying me out, draining my body of my seed, my offering to her.
We both fell back, shattered, the emotional and physical drain almost overpowering us. As we lay in our sweat, I examined every feature of this beautiful girl I had finally chosen for myself, who had chosen me so long ago, remembering how I had helped bring her up, fought with her, played with her, held her when she cried, comforted her when she was frightened, and loved her when she needed me, a whole lifetime of connection, thinking how our lives had intertwined inexorably just so we could be together now. Yes, I loved her; I always had; now I could finally admit that I loved her the way she wanted me to.
Nia rolled into my arms, huddling up against me, looking for my protection. I wrapped my arm around her, spooning her to me, and pulled the bedclothes up around us, keeping her warm and secure against me. Listening to her soft breathing, inhaling the fragrance of her hair, I fell asleep.
I awoke as twilight was sifting into the room, checked my watch; we'd been asleep almost 2 hours. Nia moved against me, murmuring, and pulled herself in close to me again.
I contemplated getting something to eat, looking for a change of clothes, and froze. Nia clothes, that she'd carelessly kicked off and thrown across the room, were neatly folded across my study chair, her slippers tucked under the same chair, and my laundry hamper was empty; Oh Shit!
I shook her awake. "Nia, NIA! Wake up, we got trouble!" She sat bolt upright, delectably dishevelled, and I wondered that, even in this crisis moment, my first thought had been how truly gorgeous she was. "Whassup Jamie?" she slurred, still not fully awake.
"Mum's been in, she's seen everything, seen us sleeping together! Shit!"
Nia's eyes snapped open, her mouth a rosy 'O' of shock. She jumped out of bed, started tumbling into her clothes, throwing me jeans and a shirt from my wardrobe as I hunted for my shorts.
We went looking for mum, found her in the kitchen, calmly drinking tea and reading a magazine. She looked up when we sidled in, smiled.
"I was wondering when you get up! You eat dinner now, both of you, it getting late!" She got up and began bustling around. Nia and I looked at each other. This was not the reaction we'd braced for...
"Mum..." I began, and she looked at me, smiled brightly, carried on getting dinner ready. I stepped in front of her, took the plates she was holding, put them on the table, and sat her down.
"Mum, you came into my room, yes?" She nodded. "And you have nothing to say?" Mum looked at me, looked at Nia, and beckoned her to sit down.
"Jamie, Nguye't, I saw you, both of you. I will say nothing, to you, or to your daddy. Jamie, you love my daughter?" I nodded. "And Nguye't, I know you love Jamie, otherwise why you cry for him every day for three year!"
Nia finally broke the silence. "Why, mama?"
Mum looked sad for a moment, then started to speak in a low voice.
"My father was in army, killed in border with Cambodia, Khmer Rouge bandits, mother die when I very young, so I brought up by brother, Vienh. He do everything for me, teach me read and write. When I was young, I fall in love, get married, have baby girl. Police Captain, he want to keep me for himself, as Ti'nh Nhan, it is like, like mistress, but worse. He arrest my husband, take baby away while I at market, many day later husband body found, police say traffic accident, but traffic accident not leave bullet hole. Never find baby. My husband was Vienh, I love him very much, he the only family I have left until he killed. Wife of neighbour hide me, send me to Vientiane, Laos, to stay with sister, and I meet missionary family, your granddaddy, Jamie. His daughter become my friend, they bring me to England, I live with them, be there when your mummy get married. She was like my sister, when she get ill, I look after you, and be with you when mummy died, still look after you, fall in love with your daddy. What you do is what I did, I not think it wrong then, I not think it wrong now. I love you both, you will always be my children, so I not lose anyone again!"
We were both in tears, aghast at this dreadful story; mum had lost so much, and yet she was always so serene, so at peace. Nia sat with a stunned expression on her face, horrified at what we'd just learned of mum's traumatic past.
Eventually I was able to speak. "Mum, is there no way to find your baby? No-one who can help?"
Mum shook her head, shrugged. "Baby probably sold on baby market, rich family in America or Canada want to adopt, baby sold to them, that is where stolen children from Vietnam, Cambodia, Laos go. If that true, then she having a good life. I will meet her again in next life, and she will know me again."
Nia hugged her, crying softly, and I seemed to have an enormous lump in my throat. Eventually Nia stopped crying, but stayed close to mum. "What was her name, mama, your baby, what was my sister's name?"
Mum smiled gently. "Her name Hu'e, mean Lily-Flower. Maybe she called Brittany or Kerry now! She be 25 now, I think, maybe married. I hope she having good life, meet good man, maybe have children of her own!"
She pushed away from the table, and stood up. "And now, eat! It been a long time since lunch, eat something. You not worry, I deal with your father, he may be your daddy, but he my husband! You not worry, I see this end OK for you!"
We ate in silence, far too much to think about, a sombre pall cast over the evening. Nia felt it first, and, after doing the dishes with me, said her goodnights and went off to bed. I sat with my arm around mum for a while, happy to be home with her again; but now she had to lean on me, I was far too big and heavy to lean against her, although right now I felt I could do with a little mothering. I'd never guessed mum had known so much heartbreak, such awful loss; her whole life before us was a closed book. I'd never even known she was my mother's friend, although that was hardly surprising; other than a picture in my desk drawer, I knew nothing about my mother or her family; my grandparents had died before I was born, and dad had never met them. Mum was my mother, end of story.
Mum was pragmatic about what we would do next.
"Your daddy need to know, I tell him first, then you tell him, both of you; he a good man, strange sense of humour, but he OK! Once I tell him what happen, he will need time to understand, I help him do that. He love you both, he will understand. You will know when to tell him. I trust you with my daughter, Huyn'h, I know you love her, always knew, even when you did not! You go to bed now. I think Nguye't come to you tonight, she need you to make her be herself again, you let her stay, be her big brother tonight. I should not have told her about the past, it gone and finished, but I want her to know I not think she wrong, or choose wrong man. Your mummy like my sister, I love her, and she give you to me, so I love you too! Now go to bed, little boy!"
I returned to my room, lay down on my bed thinking about what mum had told us, wondering how someone could carry all that around and yet be so normal, ordinary, calm, sane. Mum had had a horrifying experience, loss no woman should have to bear, and yet here she was, being mum, dealing with our lives, getting on with her own.
I was just dozing off when my door edged open, and there was Nia, dressed in pyjama pants and T-shirt.
"I want to stay with you tonight; not to...you know, I just don't want to be alone, not tonight." I made room, and Nia slid in next to me, hugging me tight. After a while, I realised she was crying, mum's story obviously still resonating in her, and I tried to comfort her, but she cried so long, and so hard, eventually she got me doing it as well.
The next morning, when I woke, the first thing I saw was Nia, smiling at me, the best thing I'd seen in the morning in a long time. Obviously she'd recovered from her emotional wringing last night, and burrowed down against me when she saw I was awake, hugging me tight as she showered kisses on me.
"Hi there, big boy!" she leered at me, giving my protruding erection a tweak. "Looks like you're ready for fun and games!"
"Don't you believe it!" I retorted, slipping out of bed to head for the toilet; I really needed to pee, and having a chin-prodder of an erection wasn't helping matters any...
Quickly brushing my teeth, I jumped back into bed; I had had no plans for the day; today was my first day with no lectures, assignments, reports, mentoring or work in 3 years, and I intended to do a large amount of bugger-all, or at least that had been the plan yesterday afternoon; since then a distraction in the form of the most beautiful girl in the world had somehow fallen into my life (and my bed!), and she was still there!
As soon as I hit the bed, I turned my attention back to Nia. She was still wearing her T-shirt and pyjama bottoms but I had a cunning plan for getting them off her – it went like this; "Could you please take all your clothes off?" Worked like a charm! As she stripped-off, I wondered again at her body; so lithe, elegant, sleek, her flanks smooth and flawless, her skin fresh and clear, young and alive. It was impossible to resist touching and caressing, feeling her silky smoothness, her warmth, her vibrancy.
Nia slid into my arms, kissing me seriously, making all sorts of nice things happen at once. My erection, flagging once I'd had a pee, stiffened back to fighting trim, and, as I kissed, fondled and squeezed her lovely body, her own arousal started to show, her face and neck blushing, her nipples popping out like two little fingertips. Her hand encircled my cock, pumping me slowly as we kissed and explored, and when my roaming fingers found her tight little snatch she sighed and pumped faster. I rolled onto my back and slid her on top of me, pulling her buttocks open to rub her slit and caress her little pucker, making her gasp into my mouth, her lips curving against mine as she grinned. She reached back and took hold of me, rubbing the head of my penis against her rapidly moistening lips, lubricating me, then began slowly backing into my cock, taking me in gradually, pushing herself onto me until I was fully embedded in her, her eyes shut tight in concentration as her vagina stretched to accommodate me again.
She began rising and falling, pumping herself on me, the friction on my cock utterly delightful. Her own arousal was climbing, a flush spreading down her neck and across her upper chest as she pumped, and I began humping back up to meet her thrusts, taking hold of her delectable little breasts and lightly pinching and rubbing her nipples as she rode me. Her thrusting sped up, and I sped up to match her, both of us approaching orgasm as we slammed into each other, sighs and groans escaping both of us as the sensations quickened, intensified. I slid my hands down to hold and squeeze her lovely taut little buttocks, pulling them apart as I slid my finger into her tight little anus, pumping in time to her thrusting down against me.
She came with a loud, guttural groan, her vaginal walls contracting around me, clamping and releasing me, milking me, and I came with a groan to equal hers, shooting long, satisfying jets of sperm deep into her, the convulsions of her vagina drawing out my climax, keeping pace with hers. At last the constrictions around me eased, and Nia slumped forward against my chest, holding me tight as she quivered in reaction, her muscles shuddering and chest heaving, her heart thudding against me as she rode out the aftershocks of her climax.
She raised her head to kiss me lightly. "Thank you, brother-mine!" she grinned, "the perfect wake-up call, we must do this more often!"
I laughed delightedly; she was obviously fully recovered from last night!
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Excerpt from the private diary of Nguye't Morrison, age 18 and three-quarters. Note to Jamie; if you read any of this, I swear I will put a bend in your knob that no amount of wanking will ever straighten out; you have been warned...
Tuesday 1st July, 2008
Jamie's coming home tomorrow, at last. He left me desolate 3 years ago, and I want to snub him, cut him dead for abandoning me, but all I can do is tremble at the thought of having him back again. He's been my protector, my favourite source of comfort and big hugs all my life, and when he left I was bereft (look it up, I've been waiting for years to use it), and I haven't stopped crying yet; I know, weird, right? He's my older brother, but he feels like the love of my life, and for the last three years there's been a huge blank space where he should be; every time I thought of him, I burst into tears, and I thought about him every day. When he comes home I'm going to play it cool, be aloof, casual, let him know that going away for so long is almost unforgiveable, that you don't make someone need you so much and then leave them.
My friend Shelagh Kennedy asked me if I was in love with him, 'cos apparently I talk about him all the time, and of course, I pooh-pooh'd the very idea, told her she was weird and perverted for even thinking such a thing, and she said the strangest thing. "OK then, if you're not going to bang him, do you mind if I do? Every time I've ever seen him he's given me a twinge in my minge, and now I know you're not going to, as far as I'm concerned that makes him fair game for a work-out!"
I asked her what she meant, and she got all disbelieving on me, started going on about how he's a tall, built, mega-cute, oil exploring, rugged polar-hero type, a real arctic fox, and she'd like a chance to check if he got frostbite anywhere important, and if he's built up a full head of pressure, she'd like to be the one to be there when he blows his cork, and if I had eyes and a brain I'd have decoyed him down a dark alley years ago; apparently all my friends think the same thing...
I had to think about that, I mean, Jamie? I know one thing though; I've always had a sort of low-key thing for him (or maybe not so low-key, I don't know), even got all possessive of him at one point, but that's because he's mine, and he belongs to me, exclusively, and if that red-headed harlot thinks she's getting her slutty little mitts on my lovely Jamie she's got another think coming; I must keep her corrupting influence away from him!
Must think more about this, things are happening in my head that I don't want to write down in case I accidently leave this open one day and dad or mum see this.
Wednesday 2nd July, 2008
Jamie will be home this afternoon, and the suspense is killing me; what were butterflies in my tummy have turned into a herd of rhino's barging around, and I've nearly been sick on any number of occasions. Coupled with that is the fact I can't seem to stop weeping, every time I open my mouth or think of trying to do something constructive with my time, I get a picture of his sweet, patient face and the waterworks turn on – I feel like some lovesick 11 year old mooning over a boy-band, and this is really freaking me out. It's only Jamie, for God's sake, and regardless of what I said or thought yesterday, he's my big brother, and yes, I missed him terribly, but why the extreme reactions? Most peculiar; I am definitely conflicted. I think I'll go out, not be here when he gets here, if I see him walk in that door, and the state I'm in right now, God only knows what sort of idiotic shambling wreck I'll turn into – he already left me once, and, heaven forbid, if he sees me sweating and gibbering at him he might do it again, and I can't have that – I'm keeping him here this time, if I have to use a nail-gun and superglue on him.
Mum asked me to be here when Huyn'h gets home, but I really don't trust myself to not either A) Wet myself, B) Get all tongue-tied and idiotic, or C) Fling myself on him and stick my tongue in his face.
I've made up my mind; I won't be here, I'll saunter in all casual and mildly indifferent to his presence, going "Oh Hi, you're back then," peck him on the cheek, enjoy the moment of crushed despair as he realises I haven't missed him in the slightest, and saunter out again. Vengeance is a dish best served cold, and he needs to pay, just a little, for leaving me all alone while he went off to the other side of the world and pretended to be Nanook of the North while contemplating the Great White Waste and mushing seals or whatever the hell it is they do down there for fun.... So I'm off now, I need to shop so I don't think about Jamie and how he abandoned me, and I'm taking the Scarlet Harlot with me so she and her chest don't get any ideas around Jamie while I'm not there....
Postscript:
When I got back, he was asleep! Heartless, indifferent, cave-dwelling, igloo-building Oik, in his room, fast asleep, with no regard for my feelings, how dare he! I went into his room to kick him, and there he was, sound asleep, and my tummy did a double back-flip and landed in the lay-out position; whoowee! When he left he was cute, but now, after three years, he was absolutely take-me-I'm-yours gorgeous, man-beef on the hoof, talk about scrubbing-up well! I had every intention of landing a heel right in his dangly bits, remind him what happens to people who abandon me for the snowy wastes, but right then all I wanted to do was bite him, and then take another bite out of that tall, fit, muscular Polar-Bear man-babe, oh my paws and whiskers, yes! Obviously, manhandling all those drill probes and test-core drilling rigs had put some beef on his bones, and right now I wanted to manhandle him a little! Further notes to follow, I shall have to rethink my Jamie strategy; this may get just a leetle-bit complicated!
+++
Nia and I kept our more sweaty activities as discreet as possible; while mum approved, or at least hadn't actually disapproved of our new-found relationship, I doubt she would have condoned us humping and heavy-breathing around the house, so we cooled it, at least while she was in earshot. At night, though, that was another matter. I couldn't get enough of Nia, and she seemed to be feeling the same way, judging by the exertions she put me through that second night we slept together; I could only hope mum was in her room, with the door locked, the TV turned up full, and her fingers in her ears, going "La La La" at the top of her voice...
That first day, the morning after mum had found us, I was over the moon – I had finally found the real Nia, the one she'd always wanted to show me, after all the years we had been together, and she was all I'd ever wanted in a girl; smart, funny, sexy, breathtakingly beautiful, sassy, and I knew I'd lucked-out, especially when I remembered some of some of the nosebags and outright mental cases I'd dated over the years, just to have a date on Saturday night for cinema/groping/strangulated erection relief. Nia was eager and amused to hear of some of the more bizarre dating disasters – like Carole Whitton, body like the great outdoors, brain you could have stored in a thimble, with room to spare; if you stood close enough to her you could hear the hum as all four brain cells orbited peacefully in the blissful emptiness of her skull; having sex with her had been like inflating a beach ball; lots of effort, long time to get results, and then you wondered why the hell you bothered in the first place. Nice tits, though...
Then there was the unforgettable Ansfrida, with the Norwegian Geophysical Survey team overwintering in Port Stanley, who took a fancy to me. She was a big girl, shoulders like a Samoan rugby player, unfortunately also had the cauliflower ears, nose, and chin like one, including the bristles. I spotted her first, and my first thought was "I will never be that desperate, please God, don't let her like me!" The only girls on the islands were the daughters of the islanders, and they were all locked in the cellars whenever our team of incipient rapists hit port, but even the enforced celibacy couldn't make Ansfrida look like anything except hulking and dangerous. All the rest of the team were slowly sliding down in their seats, or pretending to be gay, and so she homed-in on me, sitting herself down on the bench, my side of the bench tilting up. The collective sigh of relief in the room made the windows bulge outwards, and every male in the room grinned and sat back to watch me get dragged off and pummelled by Andre the Giant's even uglier sister; whoever said Nordic blondes are all icily gorgeous hadn't met Ansfrida yet.
"My name is Ansfrida!" she boomed, shaking me gently by the neck, feeling my bicep, her hand wrapping all the way round it. "Good muscle tone, you want sex?"
"If I say yes, will you promise not to kill me?" I asked her, trapped and helpless.
"That good enough. Come!" She frogmarched me out of the room, me mouthing 'Help me' to my team, them all grinning and looking relieved that they'd dodged that particular bullet.
I heard later that she offered the crew of the Royal Navy frigate a gang-bang, causing them all to suddenly declare their love for each other and set sail for Argentina to surrender...
+++
Today was Thursday, and dad was due home Friday night. Between now and then I had to think of a way of telling him without ending up nailed to the garden shed with something red-hot stuck somewhere tender; I know mum had said she'd clear the way, but this was big, the biggest. Nia was his little princess, even though, if put to the torture, he'd deny it emphatically, and every scenario I tried to envisage ended with me eventually being chucked in the Thames, bound and gagged, with a size eleven shoe embedded in my arse...
Nia was a lot less troubled. "Dad's cool, he's not, like, all hairy and chest-beating, he's a nice guy, worryingly strange, but nice. Mum says he'll see the light, so stop your vapouring!"
Nevertheless, and even with all Nia's confidence that dad would remember he was a loving father before he actually stuffed me in the wood-chipper, I was still going to allow myself a little vapouring, with a side order of sweating terror. Mum wasn't at all weirded by this situation, and, hearing us discussing the plan for 'Operation Reveal' even poked her head round the door that morning while we were dressing to ask what we wanted for breakfast, so definitely not strange at all...
Eventually, Nia lost patience. "Look Jamie, do you want me at all? Do you even love me? Because it feels like you're having doubts about this whole thing. Make up your mind, polar-boy, me or one of those Nobel Prize candidates you've been banging at uni!" God, she was gorgeous when she got angry! It also stiffened my wilting backbone, as well as other things...
I took her in my arms. "Nia, princess, I love you to distraction, with all of my heart, I always have, I want you every minute of the day, I can barely keep my hands off you, but right now I'm just trying to put myself in Dad's shoes. If I had a gorgeous daughter and some guy announced he'd slept with her, and intended to keep on doing it, I'd fillet him. I'm not banking on dad remembering he's a loving parent when we hit him with this, so hope for the best, but prepare for the worst, that way no surprises – Si vis pacem, para bellum – If you would have peace, prepare for war!"
Nia grinned. "OK, yeah, because what's the worst he can do? Oh yes, he could fillet you, or string you up in the greenhouse and write the Gettysburg address on you with a lit cigarette, or shove his fist up your arse and poke your eyeballs out from the inside, or make you eat your bed sheets and then yank the ends out of your arse and set light to them, or inscribe 'I will not rape my little sister' 100 times on your backside with a hot soldering iron, or nail your tongue to a tree and chase you round it a few times, or pull your bottom lip up over your head and staple it to the back of your neck, or all of the above, in order, you know how methodical he is!"
Good to see the old, malicious Nia was still there, lurking just under the surface!
"OK, I get it, point taken, we do this, and take what's coming, and by the way, I hadn't thought of all the above, so thank you for putting my mind at ease! What do you think he's going to do to you?" I grinned.
Nia grinned even wider, false sincerity radiating from her. "Me? Nothing. I'm his little girl; you're the rapist around here! However, because you were my favourite Polar Bear, I promise I will occasionally try and remember you fondly, oh sorry, did I say 'were'?" Yeah, ha ha, very funny!
The sudden resolution I felt was reflected lower down, and Nia smiled happily at me. "It looks like someone else has made up their mind, too!" What can I say, some parts of me know what's real before the rest of me catches up...
I started tugging off my shirt, Nia helping me to undo my jeans as she slipped out of her habitual leggings and loose top. God she had a lovely body, and all thoughts of dad, retribution, or wood-chippers disappeared as she stood in front of me, a naked vision of slender perfection.
As my jeans dropped off, I kicked them away, Nia grinning and yanking down my shorts to examine my state of readiness. Looking at her was more than mortal flesh could bear, so I grabbed her, holding her tightly by her delectable bum cheeks, kissing her as hard as I could while backing towards the bed.
Nia pushed me back onto the bed, and landed on top of me, squirming around to lie on her side, looking at me with a big grin on her face. I can't resist that grin, especially if she's using it as a challenge, so I leapt on her, pinning her on her back so I could kiss her some more. At last, I surfaced for air, Nia smiling at me as she slowly pumped my cock, her hand wrapped tightly around me. I returned the favour, nibbling her sexy nipples while trailing a hand down to her belly, sliding a finger through her trimmed pubes to lightly brush against her labia.
She jumped at that, grinning as she closed her eyes and pushed out her chest, raising her nipples closer to my mouth. I obliged, gently biting and sucking on them, feeling them grow solid and rubbery against my lips and teeth, Nia murmuring as she began to flush, become more fully aroused. I slid down and between her thighs, kissing her belly and grazing gently on her neatly trimmed little thatch of fine soft pubic hair, before licking and probing further south, to lap lightly at her labia, enjoying her fresh scent and tangy taste.
As I lapped more seriously, she began slowly squirming and lifting her pelvis, pushing her slit against me harder, wanting me to lick higher, so I obliged, poking my tongue-tip into the front of her slit, rubbing against the hood of her little nub. Nia flushed deeper, murmuring and sighing as I licked and gently rubbed my tongue against her pink flesh, her clitoris hardening like a little pale nipple, erecting as it emerged from its hiding place, her juices running around it, bathing it and rolling across my tongue. She tasted sweet, fresh, tangy, and as her fluids dripped onto my tongue, her pelvic thrusts against my mouth became more pronounced as her arousal climbed. I sucked her clit as hard as I dared, rubbing it with my tongue, and she came in a series of rippling waves, her clitoris pulsing between my lips as her climax gusted through her. At last her orgasm died away, leaving her twitching and murmuring, arms stretched out luxuriously, a small smile on her face. I kissed and nibbled her pussy a while longer, enjoying the taste and succulence of her, my erection a hot lead bar against my stomach as I lay between her thighs, before I reared up and shuffled between her legs, looming over her, my cock pointing at her wet slit, the head just barely touching her warmth.
I slid myself just far enough inside her for her to feel my head, then backed out, enjoying the feeling of her hot moistness surrounding the head of my penis, my erection stiffening even further as she moaned and pushed up against me, trying to take more of me in. I was having too much fun – the feel of her enveloping me was exquisite, the wet succulence sensational. Her eyes narrowed, and she pulled my head down to her level, hissing at me "Will you get on with it, for Chrissake, just do it, now!" Unable to hold out any longer, I slid into her in one long steady push, Nia groaning as her pussy stretched to accommodate me all over again, the feeling of tightness as her inner muscles clasped me erotic and very stimulating. I began sliding in and out, pumping my cock into her, she responding by hunching up against me, trying to get as much of me inside her as possible. I lowered myself down onto my elbows so I could slide my hands under her mid-section, pushing her breasts up so I could suck her nipples while I pumped into her. Her neck and chest began to flush deeper, and her movements against me became more forceful, humping against me as I pumped into her, matching me stroke for stroke, simultaneously tightening her vaginal muscles to clasp me tight, the friction on my cock delightful as I approached my climax. Nia was also nearly there, her movements against me more determined, grinding herself into the base of my cock, her head thrown back and her eyes tightly closed as she pumped in time with me, until..."Oh God, Jamie, Oh God, oooh yesss, oooh YESS! GOD! OOOOOH GOOODDD!" Her scream as she came was piercing, and that set me off, my orgasm no less intense as I shot jet after jet of sperm deep into her, the ripples and sucking of her vagina milking me of all my sperm, the sensation of her pussy walls clenching at me almost unbearable, extending my orgasm, keeping pace with hers.
At last she stopped shuddering and quivering, the sensation of her cervix fluttering against me diminishing, and my cock softened enough to slip out of her so I could lie next to her, heart thumping and breath in short supply, Nia caressing my face and murmuring as the tail-end of her orgasm after-shocked through her.
At last, she reached over and touched my lips with her finger tip. "Marry me, Polar Bear," she whispered. "Wherever and whenever you'll have me, Baby- Girl!" I promised her. "Is it always going to be this good, Jamie?" she enquired sleepily, smiling at me. "I bloody well hope so, princess!" I grinned back, pulling her close against me so I could smell her hair, her skin, and under all that, the fresh, subtle, subliminal scent that said 'girl' that no amount of perfume or fancy soap could disguise.
We lay for a while, enjoying the afterglow, cuddling and kissing, when Nia suddenly sat up.
"Jamie, I want to go out tonight – I want you to take me to a club, you've never, ever taken me anywhere that you weren't ordered to, so tonight we are going on a date, you got it, Kimo-Sabe?"
I was curious where this had come from, and when I asked her she grinned. "Tomorrow you may be dead or banished, so tonight I get to be your girlfriend, OK?" Way to do positive thinking, Nia...
She wanted to go dancing, to a club in Borough, near London Bridge, of course I agreed, as I had no intention of doing anything other than watch her anyway – my dancing talents are strictly limited; I've been told I have the dancing ability of a three legged dog in roller boots, that people watching me cringe with contact embarrassment and soon develop the urge to put me out of my misery, but I like to watch Nia move, and if she danced the way she walked, she should be well worth watching. She made a couple of calls, and explained in response to my unspoken query.



"I've asked a couple of the girls to meet us there, I need someone to talk to when I go to the rest-room!"
We spent the rest of the day deliberately not shagging like coked-up baboons; mum was buzzing around all day, and although we had tacit carte-blanche to 'enjoy relations' it still seemed wildly inappropriate to do so while she was roaming around, humming as she dusted and occasionally smiling at us knowingly.
We eventually got to the club about 11pm, having had dinner first, just as the place was starting to fill up. We bagged a table and sat down with a couple of drinks, waiting for the place to warm up a little, and for Nia's friends to join us, two girls I vaguely recognised from her school days, a tall redhead with a stupendous chest and a skinny blonde with a mouth like a dockworker.
Nia introduced us, and the redhead, Shelagh, held my hand just a little too long, and stuck her chest out just a little too obviously; if she'd tried any harder she'd have looked like the Hunchfront of Notre Dame...
Nia and the two girls went off and danced around their handbags, some things never change, while I held the table, watched coats, and generally enjoyed watching Nia. No boys tried to pick her up, the door policy here was quite strict; couples or single girls only, no single guys, so everyone was already paired-off or gaggles of girls; seemed like a good idea to me.
Eventually the girls returned to the table, sat down, and a slow number came on. I instinctively looked at Nia, wanting to dance with her, but she gave a tiny little headshake, flicked her gaze at her friends; of course, we were not supposed to be a couple, but that begged the question; if she wanted to go dancing with me, why did she invite her friends, knowing she couldn't dance with me in front of them. She was up to something...
Shelagh jumped up and tugged me to my feet and dragged me to the floor, and practically laminated herself to me, forcing me to slow dance with her, Nia looking stricken, and me making sure my hands went nowhere near any questionable territory. It was a strange situation for me; I'm on a dance floor with a hot redhead with a spectacular figure, slow dancing with her while trying to pretend I'm dancing with my girl, while my girl watches from the sidelines because she daren't dance with me; what was going on here?
Shelagh ground and rubbed and gyrated against me, holding herself so close to me that, to paraphrase Groucho Marx, if she'd stood any closer, she'd have been in back of me...
If I were single, unattached, and not in love with a spectacular girl of my own, it would have been a situation made in Heaven; how could it not be? She was gorgeous, she was single, and she was obviously into me; trouble was, I only had eyes for one girl, and it wasn't her...
The number finished, and as I looked over at Nia, Shelagh grabbed my face and planted a smacker right on my lips, trying to probe my mouth with her tongue. I froze, because I was looking right into Nia's eyes when she did it, and I saw the look that fleeted across her face before her eyes narrowed. It was a look of hurt, and sadness, and anger, and it caused a sudden sharp pang; she was really upset her friend had kissed me, but also seemed to be expecting it, and she looked like she was satisfied with something, because her expression cleared up and she even smiled and nodded slightly at me, that triumphant little smile she gets when she knows she's scored a winning point. Shelagh, on the other hand, looked equally stricken that I'd not kissed her back, and her eyes widened and welled-up as she realised she'd had no effect on me, that I wasn't interested in her in the slightest. I walked her back to the table, where she said she was going to the restroom, and she and Nia headed off again.
"I saw what happened out there." said a soft voice, and I realised Nia's blonde friend, Julie had just spoken to me. "Sorry, what was that?" I asked, as Julie hadn't spoken to me all evening.
"Shelagh's had a thing for you for years, Jamie, hell, half our class feels the same way, but she's always had it big and bad. I know what she was trying to do out there, and I saw her kiss you, and you just looked like she was invisible; she's probably crying in the ladies rest-room right now!"
I felt terrible for her, but I also felt that it wasn't my problem –she'd kissed me and I had felt nothing except embarrassment at the unwanted attention. The only girl I wanted to kiss was currently untouchable.
"I also saw the look you gave Nia when Shelagh kissed you, and the expression on Nia's face. How long have you two been a couple, then?"
Busted.
I tried to talk my way out of this particular corner. "Look Julie, it's not like that at all...." I trailed off as she slowly shook her head.
"Jamie, she's had you buzzing around her all her life, holding her hand and being sweet, and I have to admit, you are kind of OK looking, and nearly everyone in our entire year at school has been drooling over you for years, so the only question I have is; why did it take her so long?"
Now I was curious. "So you have no problem with Nia and I, you know...? Really? Why?"
Julie's face writhed for a second, a brief flicker of pain. "Because I know what's happening with you two. My older brother was my first, he said he loved me, I know I loved him, he said we would go far away, where no-one would know us, we could be a couple, have a family, the whole thing. My mum found out, talked him out of it, asked him to leave me and go, and so he fucked off, and he's never been back in contact with me, so yeah, I know what it's like for Nia, and no, I won't say anything; it's your business; you can't help who you fall in love with" she said, almost to herself.
Two big tears rolled down her cheeks, and my heart went out to this wannabe tough chick who'd just shared her heartbreak with me. I handed her my handkerchief, and she dabbed her eyes, smiled brightly at me when she handed it back.
"Nia's been my friend since we were 11 years old, and all she's ever talked about is you. She's been in love with you since she was a little girl, even if she never came right out and said it; we all got it long ago, how long did it take you to get it?"
For some reason I found it easy to open up to her; she seemed genuinely interested in what was happening with us, plus she had her own experience of what we were going through, even if it hadn't worked out for her.
"I only found out yesterday, no, correction, admitted it to myself for the first time yesterday; Nia was always the most important thing in my life, and I always adored her, even when she was being a real pain; I promised mum I'd be a proper big brother, look out for her, and I kept my promise; it wasn't that hard, to be honest. When I saw her again yesterday, for the first time in three years, she showed me how she felt about me, something clicked into place, and I knew I felt the same way. I'm not leaving her behind again; wherever I go from now on, I'm taking her with me."
Julie smiled. "Good boy! Perhaps you should tell her that. I just got why she asked Shelagh and me along tonight, you're smart, you should be able to figure it out too. Oh, and one more thing; Shelagh's a nice girl, but she can be a vindictive cow, and you just blew her off, so don't let her know about you and Nia."
I was trying to digest all this as she was talking, trying to work out what Nia was up to, what her motives were for asking the two girls along, when Nia and Shelagh rejoined us, Shelagh smiling and chattering, but her eyes looking a little swollen and reddened. No further mention of the incident on the dance-floor was made, although I noticed she sat as far from me as she could, for which I was thankful; it was awkward enough without having her sitting right next to me. Instead, Nia sat between us, and her hand crept under the table to pat my leg reassuringly. After a couple more drinks, Julie asked me if I wanted to dance, and Nia's lips twitched in a micro-smile, telling me to go, so I went with her to the dance-floor. While we danced, Julie pulled my head down to speak into my ear over the music.
"Remember one thing, Jamie; Nia's one of my closest and oldest friends, if you hurt her, I WILL find a way to make you pay, make no mistake about it!"
I was a little bemused at being threatened by this skinny little girl, but I could recognise the sincerity in her voice. "Julie, I promise you, Nia's all I want, I know she's the one, so you can rest easy, whatever we do from here on, we're doing it together, is that good enough for you?"
Julie grinned, and slapped me on the arm. "OK, Jamie good enough for me; now for fuck's sake try and dance like you know what you're doing!"
When the number was over, we threaded our way back to our table. Shelagh stood up, announcing that she was tired, and Julie immediately offered to share a cab with her as it was getting really late. We left the club and hailed a black taxi for the two girls, Nia seeing them off with much hugging and air-kissing, Julie giving me a wink and a meaningful look.
While we waited for another cab, I decided to that now was the time for a little chat with her about this bizarre date/not-date we'd just been on.
"OK princess spill it; what are you up to, and what was all that about inside, and don't play coy with me Nia, you owe me some answers!"
Nia looked at me with a thoughtful expression on her face, and seemed to come to a decision.
"Alright, Jamie, complete honesty time. I asked Shelagh to come because I knew she wanted to take a run at you. I know how she feels about you, but I also know she's got no chance with you. She needed to discover that for herself, so she wouldn't keep ambushing you and making a fool of herself; she's my friend, and I love her, and I didn't want that to happen. This seemed the best way, the least painful or humiliating way for her; all that happened was one kiss, and she got the message; it may have been in public, but it was still anonymous; no-one here knows us. She won't try that on you again, and in a few days she'll be her old, predatory man-trap self. I asked Julie to come along because I didn't want Shelagh to be alone when she realised you weren't even slightly interested in her, Julie will help her hate you for a while, then it will all be forgotten. Trust me."
I wasn't so sure. "I dunno, Nia, it seems a little...calculating to me, setting up your friend like that, she's your friend, and you used me to get her out of the way, not nice, Nia, not nice at all!" To give her her due, she at least she had the grace to look guilty. "Jamie, I promise you, I wasn't getting her out of the way, she was never in the way! I needed her to get the clear message that you were off the board; what would you rather, that she make some big move in front of all our friends and get blown out of the water in front of everyone she knows? Because that's what would have happened, and I won't let my friend be humiliated like that; it would destroy her!"
OK, that made sense, so I decided to share some of what Julie had told me. "Your friend, Julie, she figured it out, why Shelagh was there, why she was there...and what's going on with you and me."
Nia looked startled, then worried, so I thought I'd better put her mind at ease. "Julie understands, she's been there already, it didn't work out for her, but she sympathises. You have some OK friends, Baby-Girl; just don't pull any stunts like this again, with any of them, you're better than that. I know you tried to do it kindly, and you had the best intentions, but you know which road is paved with good intentions!"
Just then a black cab turned up, so we jumped in and headed home. When we got in, late as it was, Mum was still up, pottering around, and offered to make us something to eat.
"You eat something now, it been hours since dinner, you hungry, yes? I make you snack, sit down, sit!" So we sat, while mum bustled around in the kitchen. I held my arm out and Nia crept up to my side, unsure if I was still annoyed with her, so I kissed her to let her know that it was all forgotten now.
"Are we good now, Jamie?" she whispered, and I squeezed her in affirmation. "All forgotten, princess, just try and not be so devious in the future, eh?"
"I promise!"She grinned, huddling closer to me. Mum chose then to come in with a chicken and bacon club sandwich, and suddenly I was ravenous, Nia watching as I took a big, blissful bite, and cautiously tried a nibble herself. Her eyes widened, and she took half of my sandwich and got to work on it, mum grinning at my expression.
"Not to worry, Huyn'h , I make two!" she smiled, handing the other one to me, both of us watching Nia stuff her sandwich in her face like she was starving, muttering "God, so good, oh my god, this is so good!"
"Both of you, it late, go to bed, take sandwich with you, leave plate on dresser, not on floor, go now, go, go!" urged mum.
I needed no further encouragement, so, kissing mum good night, I took Nia by the hand and led her up to my room. We sat on the bed and finished our sandwiches, as there's little point in trying to undress a pretty girl who's more interested in a sandwich than you, having one of those regrettable conversations that happen when you try and talk with your mouth full. I finished eating first, so sprinted into the bathroom to brush my teeth, then stripped-off and climbed into bed, waiting for Nia to finish so I could ravage her properly. She disappeared into her room to brush her teeth and freshen up, reappearing looking adorable in a cut-off t-shirt and panties, tight, miniscule panties, the kind you want to peel off with your teeth.
She slid into bed next to me, wrapping her arms around my neck to pull me down and kiss me seriously. This was extremely gratifying, seeing as I'd been watching and wanting her all evening, and I luxuriated in the feel of her lips, her warmth against me, the smell of her. I kissed and licked her neck, then switched to her flat stomach, poking my tongue into the shadowed dimple of her navel, kissing all round the hem of her little T-shirt.
Nia sat up and pulled her T-shirt off, allowing me to see and admire her beautiful, perfect little breasts, her sexy little nipples, already erect like little pencil erasers, pink and firm. I lapped at them, drawing them gently through my teeth, making her gasp and shiver. I pulled her against me, and rolled onto my back, taking her with me so she was lying on top of me, her knees on either side of me, and slid my hands down to cup and massage her buttocks, pushing my hands into her tiny little panties and edging them down. Nia straightened her legs and I slid her panties all the way down, allowing her to kick them off, leaving her naked on top of me. She leaned in to kiss me, my hands tightly clasping her buttocks again, kneading and pulling them apart, stretching her anus open, making her gasp and giggle into my mouth and against my lips. She sat astride me, rearing up so I could fondle and caress her breasts, palming and lightly pinching her nipples into little solid peaks, making her flush and close her eyes as she enjoyed the sensation. My erection was trapped under her, and she began to slide back and forth on it, rubbing herself on me, teasing herself, the wet heat of her pussy tangible along the length of my cock as she pressed my hands to her breasts, holding me against her nipples as I rubbed and squeezed.
She released my hands and slid off me, taking hold of my cock and pumping it slowly, squeezing firmly, rhythmically as she pumped. Nia brought her head closer to my cock, and licked the tip, gently, feather-light caresses of the crown with the tip of her tongue, kissing the end as she pumped. My hips began rising involuntarily in time to her pumping, and she slipped the end of my cock into her hot little mouth, sucking and licking as she pumped me. The feeling was indescribable, and it took all my willpower to resist the urge to fill her mouth with spunk, lying back instead and letting the sensations roll over me. Her sucking became more insistent, urgent, and I got that imminent feeling, that prickle at the juncture of my thighs that said I was ready to come.
"Nia...I'm going to come!" I managed to gasp out, and she smiled and sucked harder, rubbing the tip of her tongue in the little furrow and hole in the tip of my cock. With that I lost all restraint, and felt my cock swell as I groaned out loud and shot stream after stream of spunk into her hot mouth, Nia swallowing rapidly to keep pace with my ejaculation, her cheeks hollowing as she continued to suck, coaxing every last drop of semen out of my twitching cock.
At last the flow dried up as the muscular pulses of my ejaculation stopped, and she swirled her tongue over the head of my penis, washing away every trace of semen before relinquishing her hold on my manhood and sliding up next to me, to kiss me lovingly.
"You taste nice, Jamie!" she grinned, eyes dancing, "and high-protein as well!"
For answer I rolled her onto her back and kissed her tenderly, tasting her lips and tongue, then her neck and throat, and down to her breasts, nibbling briefly at her nipples, feeling them pop out again and grow stiff against my tongue. I kissed all the way down her belly to her little patch of fuzz, rubbing my tongue through the soft, silky hairs, enjoying the feel of them. I slid between her thighs, and kissed her hairless labia, little beads of moisture already appearing, inhaling her feminine scent, fresh and appealing. I slid my tongue along the seam between her lips, hearing her gasp and feeling the labia swell against my tongue, blushing as they engorged and flowered open. I poked my tongue inside her secret place, feeling the inner lips, the nymphae enclosing her vaginal passage, and then swirled my tongue against the hood of her clitoris, her juices running freely now, slick and delicious against my tongue. I felt her clitoris growing firm and swollen in my mouth, the nub hardening as it eased out from its hiding place. Nia was gasping and sighing, holding my head and murmuring as I licked and tasted her, her labia swelling even more as her arousal climbed, blushing darker as the blood rushed to them. I sucked on her clitoris, and the effect on Nia was electric; she stiffened, her thighs clamping on either side of my head as she pushed her vulva harder against my lips, her hands digging into the bedclothes as she strove to gain purchase for her pelvic thrusts against my tongue. I rasped her clitoris one final time, sucking it as I did so, and Nia screamed as she came like a torrent, arching her back as her juices sprayed out of her and across my mouth and neck as she convulsed, madly humping her groin against my face, pumping against me as the waves of pleasure blasted through her, loud groans of fulfilment accompanying each wave as they rolled through her.
At last the convulsions stopped, and her shuddering and quivering eased off, her breathing gradually returning to normal, and her tightly closed eyes opened, tears standing in the corners. She lifted her head to look at me, smiling sleepily, and held out her arms to me, inviting me to hold her. I moved back up the bed, using a corner of the sheet to swab down my face and neck before kissing her passionately.
"Love you Polar Bear!" she whispered. "And I love you too, little princess, that's why I'm marrying you!" I replied
I gathered her into myself and turned off the bedside lamp. "Go to sleep now, princess, tomorrow we have dad to deal with."
For some reason Nia was unable to sleep, restless and muttering, unable to settle. Eventually I had to ask her what the problem was; was she worried about dad and his reaction?
Nia dismissed that, saying "It's nothing Jamie, go to sleep." I knew something was up, so I held her close to me. "Talk to me, Nia, what's the matter?"



"Jamie, where do you think she is?" she blurted out. "Who, princess? " I replied, suddenly knowing the answer as I asked the question.
"My big sister, Hu'e, where do you think she is, do you think she's alright, Jamie?"
I had to go carefully here. "Princess, don't go there, you can't wrack your brains over something that happened twenty-five years ago, on the other side of the world. I know you want to help mum, God, so do I, but this isn't the way to do it; let's just get this situation of ours out of the way, then we can put our heads together, try and find someone to help. There are agencies, UNICEF, Save the Children, Amnesty International, The Anti-Slavery League, people like that, they must have files and resources to track down stolen children, we can talk to them. Hu'e has been gone twenty-five years, a little longer won't make any difference, but I promise I'll help any way I can; she's mum's daughter, so that makes her my big sister too."
"I know, Polar Bear, and thank you, but I feel so...helpless. Did you see the look on mum's face, listen to her voice when she told us about her baby? She had me, and I made up a little for the loss of the other one, but she had Hu'e first, and she hasn't given up on her, and she wants her back. I just feel bad that she's been carrying that around all this time; makes our problems seem a little...unimportant right now."
She was crying now, and I could only hold her close and try to comfort her, the way I did when she was small, as her tears rolled down her cheeks. I felt so helpless; normally I could take the tears away, get her over her blues, but this was different; mum's story had cut her deep, and there was nothing I could say that wouldn't sound trite and hollow. So I let her cry, 'til eventually she cried herself to sleep, again, my heart breaking for her sorrow that I couldn't assuage, couldn't promise her I would fix, not this time.
+++
Excerpt from the private diary of Nguye't Morrison, age 18 and three-quarters.
Friday, 4th July, 2008
No time yesterday to record all that has happened, suffice it to say that Jamie is now my personal property, branded, hog-tied and tagged with a big 'Hands-Off, Bitch!' tag that every girl will see a mile away! Once he wakened on Wednesday afternoon and I explained a few facts to him vis-a-vis our actual relationship, and he (with a tad of persuasion, and much embarrassing crying on my part!) accepted that I wanted him, and he wanted me, it all went 'strordinarily well! The only stupid mistake I made was falling asleep 'in flagrante', and mum caught us in bed, bare-arse nekkid, but did absolutely nothing about it, didn't even disturb us! That was shock A. Shock B was her reason for not screaming and denting Jamie's skull with a skillet. I never knew mum had a secret history, and when she told us about her first husband and who he was, his so-called 'traffic accident', the theft of her baby, being smuggled into Laos to escape the people who were supposed to protect her, well, Jamie and I were shocked, no, horrified that my tiny little mum, who bakes cakes and buns, watches and agonises over TV soaps, darns socks and laughs at dad's terrible jokes, had had such a traumatic life –I spent most of Wednesday night crying, writing this down is making me want to cry some more, especially knowing what I now know, that I have a big sister somewhere out there in the world; is she safe and well, living a good life, is she in danger, being hurt as I sit here, was she sold to a family who loved her, or was she sold into slavery, or worse? How can I find her? Who knows where to start looking when the trail is nearly 25 years old? Of course Jamie wants to do all he can to help his mum, bless his big Polar Bear heart, which is why I love him like I do, but he's right; maybe after our most pressing problem is dealt with we should contact the specialists, the people who know where and how to look.
Must go now, Polar Bear is waking, and I need him to hold me for a while.
+++
I woke alone, slightly disoriented, wondering where Nia was, then I heard the click-click of a keyboard, and turned to see her at my desk, wearing one of my T-shirts, her laptop open. She looked sombre, not her usual morning face, and I guessed some of last night was still swirling around in her. She looked at me, and I could see the sadness in her eyes, her face, and held out my arms, calling her back to me to comfort her.
She climbed back into bed, burrowing down against me, holding tight to me as she nuzzled my neck.
"Hold me close, Jamie, please, I need my Polar Bear right now!" she said into my shoulder, and of course I complied; all she wanted was human contact now, warmth and tenderness, all of which I had for my little princess.
Eventually she tapped me, her signal that I could let her go a little, and she drew back slightly so she could look into my eyes. I had always been fascinated with Nia' eyes; looking into them was like staring into a mountain lake on a cloudless sunny day, bright pools of sapphire blue, like and yet so unlike mine, large, limpid, and very, very beautiful.
"Jamie, are you scared? About tonight, dad, I mean?" she asked me.
I thought for a moment. "More apprehensive than anything, princess, but no, I'm not scared. All that stuff yesterday was just jitters; Dad's not an ogre, and he's certainly not going to hit or hurt anyone, he doesn't do that, he thinks it's barbaric. I do have a feeling like pre-exam nerves, though, how about you?"
She grinned. "Phew, I thought I was the only one. I'm more scared of losing him than scared of him, you know?" I knew, and I understood. Nia was a lot closer to dad than I was, although he and I weren't distant or anything, I suppose it was that father/daughter thing; not in a sexual way, or anything, just that 'my little girl' thing; I had the same kind of relationship with mum.
Nia dropped her head into the crook of my neck. "Whatever happens tonight, Jamie, you'll always be mine, you understand? If you go off into the world again, you'll be taking a part of me with you, so I'll always be there with you!" she murmured into the hollow of my shoulder.
I was touched; I'd never heard Nia speak this way before, and it made my chest ache as all the things I wanted to say fought to tumble out all at once. I tried to say what I was feeling.
"Nia, I've always had a part of me inside that was always yours; when you were born you reached in and claimed that part of me, and I can never take it away from you; it's only ever been for you, I was made that way; when we young I adored you, now that we're where we are, I know that I love you more than I can say. So whatever happens tonight, you're mine, and you'll always be mine, and wherever we go, whatever we have to do, we'll go there and do it together."
Nia smiled happily, tears sparkling in her eyes as she reached up to pull my head down so she could kiss me.
"Thank you Jamie, I want you so much, I needed to hear you say how much you want me too!"
I had finally said what I wanted to say, and it felt right. Julie had been right; I should have told Nia sooner, worried about her instead of worrying what dad was going to say.
Nia prodded me with a finger.
"I haven't forgotten what you said yesterday, either, Polar Bear; you promised to marry me, and I'm holding you to it!"
I slid my hands under her T-shirt, finding her gratifyingly naked under it, and squeezed her bum cheeks, making her giggle. Nia kissed me again, playfully rather than with any particular intent, I returned her kiss rather more seriously, pulling her closer to me so she could feel my cock pressing against her slit through the long T-shirt. She sighed, and slid her arms around my neck, kissing me while she gently rubbed herself against me through the material of her T-shirt, the cloth riding up until I could feel her damp heat against the head of my cock as I prodded her slit. I tugged the shirt up and slid it over her head, leaving her naked once again, and nipped and nuzzled at her delectable little nipples, teasing them into pink points, firm and rubbery against my lips and tongue. Nia's eyes were closed, a faint smile on her lips as I suckled at her, my fingers probing her buttock cleft, sliding over her puckered little starfish to rub her slit from the back, feeling her begin to seep as I slid my fingers back and forth over her slit.
When I slid a finger into her, her lips parted in a small gasp, her eyes flicking open as she caught her bottom lip between her teeth and grinned at me, eyes dancing as she waited to see what I would do next. I continued to rub and probe at her slit, dipping my fingers in to her, spreading her slickness around, nibbling her nipples as I did so, assaulting her senses as I aroused her. I turned her on her front and continued to slide my fingers, one then two, into her slick pussy, drawing gasps from her as I found and rubbed her clitoris with one finger as I penetrated her with the other. I pulled her to her knees, and leaned down to slide my tongue over her swollen labia, making her jump and gasp as I poked my tongue between the aroused folds of flesh, enjoying her scent and the taste of her pussy. I knelt between her legs, and pointed my straining cock at my target, the gap opening between her labia as they flowered open, and leaned forward, sliding into her, my cock embedded between her fabulous sexy bum cheeks. Nia groaned as I slid into her, pushing back against me, taking me in as I pushed into her. I slid my hands around her rib cage to her lovely firm little breasts, cupping them in each hand as I rubbed her nipples, making her gasp and sigh.
I began to slowly pump in and out, building up a rhythm, squeezing her breasts in time with my thrusts. Nia moved one hand underneath her, found her clitoris, and began to rub and pet herself as we fucked, her breathing quickening as she approached her orgasm, her hand movements faster and more urgent, until, at last, she came with a loud gasping moan, her vaginal walls clenching around me as her orgasm rocketed through her; the sensation was too much for me, and with a matching groan, I sprayed her insides with my spunk, what felt like gallons of sperm roaring out of me and deep inside my beautiful Vietnamese princess. My cock convulsed and twitched as jet after jet of sperm shot into her, until I was heaving dry, my body emptied of my seed. Nia had slumped down on the pillows, her gorgeous little rump raised up to me, and I was treated to the incredibly erotic sight of my sperm oozing from her filled pussy as I withdrew, her little anus winking as the aftershocks of her orgasm whirled through her.
I slid up next to her and gently pulled her down against me, spooning her as I kissed and nibbled the back of her neck, her shoulder, and her earlobe, wrapping my arm around her and holding her tight against me. Nia reached behind herself to gently scratch the back of my neck and caress my face.
"Thank you Polar Bear, I love you," she murmured. "I love you too, princess!" I whispered into her ear, poking the tip of my tongue in her ear and making her giggle.
Just then there was a knock on the door.
"Jamie, Nguye't, breakfast ready, come and eat while it hot!" called mum.
Nia and I looked at each other, and burst out laughing; this situation was just too bizarre to take seriously!
We quickly dressed in t-shirts and shorts, a shower could wait until after breakfast, I could smell what mum had cooked, and you had to eat it hot, so no time to waste.
We charged downstairs, and yes! Mum had made Banh-Cuon, steamed rice-flour pork rolls and Pho, spicy beef soup, my two favourite things in the world to eat, in tragically short supply while I was at uni!
Once we'd taken the edge off, i.e. stopped gorging, mum sat down with us.
"Huyn'h Jamie, Nguye't, your daddy leaving Birmingham at 5 o'clock, so he be home for 8 o'clock. I not want you be here until 10 o'clock, OK? I want to talk to daddy first, let him know and let him understand, so go out, go to cinema, go to pub or something else you find to do, but not come back until after 10 o'clock, OK? I will call you when I want you come home, and do not worry; you my children, my little boy and little girl, I make this OK for you, you doing the right thing for you, that is what matter!"
We nodded, mum obviously had this under control, and she just as obviously understood her husband, so we bowed to it; we'd find somewhere to be until then.
We lounged around the rest of the day, watching TV, killing time, trying not to pace like caged animals. Nia seemed content to huddle against me and be warm and soft, then she suddenly sat up and grinned at me.
"Jamie, I know where we're going to spend the evening, I just have to go and make a call...!"
She dialled a number and wandered out of the room, and I heard her voice in the corridor, talking to someone. She hung up and came back in. "OK you, get your boots and socks on, we're going out, get a move one on, come on!" she grinned. I asked her where we were going, and all she would say was "Quit wasting time and get dressed, it's nearly 4, dad will be home in four hours or less!"
I grabbed some clothes out of the closet and tugged them on, Nia coming back into my room and shaking her head in despair. "No Jamie, you are not wearing that; you look like you dressed in the dark in a thrift shop. Those nice, tight black jeans of yours, not those horrible condemned things you've got on for a start, and a nice plain shirt –you're taking your girlfriend out, not dodging lectures to shoot pool!" I had to grin; I considered asking her what was so wrong with baggy cut-off jeans and yellow Aloha shirts with green and orange parrots on them, but instead grinned at what she'd said. "So you're my girlfriend, yes?" I teased her, and she grinned back. "Damned straight I am, polar-boy, don't you forget it either!"
Mentally resigning myself to a future of being led around shops and having clothes bought for me, I wore what she handed me from my closet, fondly waving goodbye to my days of dressing like a slob because it was comfortable; so this was what it was like, being the male half of a couple...
As I was dressing I watched Nia dress in her usual leggings and loose top, and daydreamed about stripping her off and ravaging her, even checking my watch to see if we actually had time for a little afternoon delight. She seemed to be having the same thoughts, as she padded across the floor to me and draped herself around my neck, kissing me with thought and attention to detail. I immediately sprang to attention, Nia feeling it as she slowly undulated against me, smiling gently as she rubbed herself against me.
I slid my hands into the waistband of her leggings, cupping her shapely little buttocks as I pulled her against me, feeling the thong she was wearing, and sliding a finger under it to lightly rub her slit from the rear. She giggled and rubbed herself harder against me, making my erection even harder and more urgent, if that was possible.
I'd had enough of this now, and I pushed her leggings down as far as I could, Nia fumbling with the button of my jeans and shoving them down without ungluing her lips from mine. She stepped away so she could pull her top over her head, and there she was, in a tiny black thong that barely covered her cute little muff and a wispy, lacy black bra. I closed in, tugging down my shorts as she unhooked her bra, my best friend standing out solid and ready for action. Nia grinned happily, taking hold of me as I gathered her in again, kissing her as I slid my hand down the front of her thong, gently cupping her soft little pussy, feeling the heat starting to emanate from it, and the lips beginning to swell as I gently rubbed and teased them apart, eventually sliding a finger into her and circling her clitoris with the pad of my thumb. Her tongue worked against mine as we kissed, our hands working as we masturbated each other, our breathing deepening as we became more aroused.
Nia broke away to lead me to the bed, climbing onto it and holding her arms out in invitation. I slid up next to her and wrapped my arms around her, pulling her close to me and pressing my erection into her belly, trapping it between us. She slid down the bed and onto her back, giving me access to her beautiful little breasts and sexy nipples. I kissed down her neck to her nipples, drawing them between my teeth; I knew she liked this, and her sighs and gasps told me I was having an effect. I suckled on her lovely sexy teats, turning them into hard little rubbery nubs, firm and delectable against my lips, before kissing down her abdomen to her soft peach-fuzz patch of pubic hair, and slid between her legs to lick her succulent little labia, swelling and blushing dark as I watched. I lapped at her, feeling her lips swell even further, parting under my tongue, her scent rich and strong and attractive, inviting me to lap further, taste her some more. I probed her innermost recesses with my tongue, Nia writhing and murmuring, holding my head firmly against her sweet pussy, rubbing herself against me as I lapped and rasped at her.
As her juices flowed more freely over my tongue and chin, I rubbed her little tight pucker, lubricating it, and slowly slid my finger into her, making her gasp and gyrate her hips at the new feeling, and slowly pumping my finger as I probed and stabbed with my tongue at her clitoris. Her moans and sighs were becoming more pronounced, her movement against me more intent, as her orgasm approached, and I sucked her clitoris between my lips and rubbed my tongue over it. Nia came in a series of waves, a crescendo building within her, and when I jammed my tongue into her sweet little anus as hard as I could, she screamed as she climaxed with shattering force, her thighs clamping against my head, her tendons and muscles taut as guitar strings as she convulsed, arching off the bed in the extremity of her pleasure, her fingers tightening in my hair as her hands clutched at my head.
At last she came down from that high place, muscles relaxing to allow her to slump back down with a groan, her breathing harsh and heavy, eyes rolled back in her head, her throat palpitating as her pulse fluttered.
She opened her eyes and looked at me, smiling. "What the hell was that, Polar Bear?" she grinned, "Because you can keep doing that, as many times as you like! Holy shit, that was good!"
I slid up next to her, nuzzling her, Nia opening her legs again and pulling me on top of her. "Your turn, my big Polar Bear!" she smiled. My erection was like a steel bar, and Nia took hold of me, positioning me until I felt the heat of her pussy against my head. With one smooth slow lunge I was inside her, making her gasp at the sensation, her knees coming up and draping over my arms to increase the angle of penetration. I began slowly pumping my cock into her, she sighing and murmuring as I slid in and out of her, increasing my tempo until I was pumping as hard and as fast as I could. I was already so stimulated that I knew I wouldn't last long, and I put my hands behind her knees and pushed her legs up until her knees were level with her shoulders, her feet pointing at the ceiling, doubling her over underneath me. Nia gasped at this position, my cock pumping deeply into her at an entirely new angle; I could feel her catching up with me as my climax approached. She pumped against me as I hammered into her, until, with a long drawn out groan, she came again, her vaginal walls clamping and squeezing at me as she orgasmed, the sensation too much for me and my spunk boiled over and into her, erupting in long, satisfying jets, the feeling so intense my vision whited-out as my eyeballs rolled back in my head, and my ears popped and crackled. I pumped until there was nothing more to give, the spray of semen reduced to a trickle as I emptied out, giving all I had to this beautiful girl.



I slumped down, winded and exhausted by my exertions, and Nia rolled into my arm, resting her head on my chest as she listened to my heartbeat slowing to normal, drumming her fingers on me as she looked up into my eyes, a small smile playing on her lips.
"Five minutes, Polar bear, then you need a shower, oh boy, do you need a shower! I'll join you, then we go, OK?"
+++
"Are we actually going somewhere Nia, or are we just aimlessly roaming the storied streets of London until mum calls?" I asked her as we threaded through a maze of streets in Clapham Old Town that I'd never seen before, and I'd lived here all my life.
"Patience, Jamie, we're going to see a friend, someone you know, who actually likes you, because I need to talk to her, just a couple more minutes, OK?"
We walked up to a small 'workers cottage' type house in a little side street and Nia rang the bell. The door opened and it was Julie. She grinned and ushered us into the small sitting-room, Nia sprawling over the back of the armchair I sat in, resting her chin on my shoulder and grinning at Julie.
"So Nia, you said you needed to see me, you and Lover-boy over here!" she nudged me with her foot. "What can I do for you, babe?"
"Jules, Jamie told me you twigged what was going on with the two of us, and that you'd been there. Why didn't you tell me, Jules, was it Mark?"
Julie looked sad for a second. "Yeah, it was Mark, and when he was told to go, he went, and he left me behind; he got what he wanted, told me what I wanted to hear, and fucked off at the first open gate. You're lucky, Jamie won't go anywhere without you. Your parents obviously don't know, which I'm guessing is what you want to talk about."
Nia looked relieved. "Jules, how did your mum take it when you told her, how did you deal with it?"
Julie smiled, but there was no humour there. "She dragged it out of Mark, not that it took much effort, he was always under her thumb, then she came for me, screaming like a fucking banshee, telling me I'd seduced my own brother like a little whore, that normal people don't do things like that, that even if he was older than me, Mark was so innocent and I was such a conniving little slut..."
She stopped, tears rolling down her face at the remembered pain, and Nia climbed off me and sat next to her, holding her while she cried.
She mopped her eyes, stopping crying with an effort, while I went and got her a glass of water from the small kitchen.
"When did this happen, Jules?" asked Nia softly.
"Easter, just before I moved here; I had to, mum told me to go, said the sight of me made her sick..." replied Julie, her eyes welling up again. Nia caught her before she started crying again, hugging her close and stroking her hair, making little soothing noises.
Julie pulled herself away from Nia, knuckled her eyes. "You're lucky Nia, your dad's a human being, he won't go psycho on you like my bitch mother, at least he'll try and understand. I think after you tell him, you should maybe come and stay here a few days, 'cause he might accept that what you tell him is how it's going to be, but he may not want to be reminded of it too much, and seeing you draped around Jamie, well..."
It sounded like a good idea to me, but Nia balked at it. "No, I'm staying with Jamie, we're both in this, and I'm not telling him then hiding in case he gets freaked by seeing us together. Mum already knows, and she has no problem with us being together, so he'll just have to take his lead from mum!"
Julie looked at Nia. "You're telling him tonight, aren't you? Why else would you want to talk about this with me?" Nia smiled. "Actually, mum's telling him, breaking it to him gently, and she wanted us out of the house until he's ready to see us, so we may be crashing on your couch tonight, Jules!"
Julie looked unperturbed. "Be my guest, I had Shelagh on there last night, hating men until she went to sleep, and you were top of her hit-list Jamie!" she smiled maliciously. Nia and I exchanged glances. Julie grinned "Don't sweat it, she's already fixated on someone else, in a week you'll be so completely off her radar she'll never trouble you again! I helped her in my own small way, we bitch-slapped you until she got tired of it, then I pointed her at some of our friends' older brothers, and she's resetting her sights as we speak!"
I suggested we went out for a drink, as the conversation on this particular subject seemed to have run its course, so we headed out to the Windmill Tavern, a huge pub over on Clapham Common itself, and we slid into a corner booth, waiting for mum or 10 o'clock, whichever came first. A couple of guys I recognised from school came in, and came over to say hello. They didn't know Nia, of course, and gave her the once-over, some very admiring looks, nudging me to introduce them. So I introduced Nia to them as my fiancée, getting a very warm look from Nia and some very envious looks from my school friends. Julie just grinned broadly. That incident seemed to lighten Nia's mood considerably, and she and Julie got down to some serious yakking about people I'd never met, school days etc etc. I clock-watched; I was keyed-up and waiting for Zero-hour, when this would all either be resolved, or blow-up in our faces. Either way, Nia and I would stick together, with or without dad's blessing, but I also had faith in mum; she'd never let things go that far.
So Nia chatted, and I second-guessed mum until, suddenly, Nia's phone went off, she looked at it and it was the house number; mum. She picked up, and spoke briefly and hung up.
"Jamie, that was mum, she wants us to come home now, says everything is fine, dad's anxious to see us." I gulped down my drink, a little Dutch-courage never hurt anyone, and we left, walking Julie back home before carrying on to our own. When we dropped her off, she hugged Nia, whispered something to her, then reached up and pecked me on the cheek. "Cheer up Jamie, you're not dead yet!" she grinned, hugged me and waved us off.
When we came in, mum and dad were in their night clothes, mum in a nighty and dad in his sweat pants and dressing robe, which I thought was odd, they never got changed for bed until they actually went to bed.
Dad cleared his throat. "Jamie, Nia, please sit down." When we had, he continued. "Your mother tells me you have something you want to tell me, so please, whenever you're ready."
I started. "Dad, Nia and I, we, that is...I wanted to tell you how I feel...about Nia, about how we feel about each other..." Dad raised an eyebrow. "Go on."
"Dad, I love Nia...and she loves me, and we want to ...be together." I dried up under that calm stare.
Dad flicked his gaze over to Nia. "And you, Nguye't, what do you have to say?" Nia gulped and moved closer to me, slipping her hand into mine. "Dad, Jamie's right, everything he says is true. Tôi yêu anh ay rat nhieu, Cha, xin vui lòng không ghét tôi!" (I love him very much, father, please do not hate me!)
I didn't understand what she said, but dad obviously did, because he looked closely at her. "Is that what you think I would do, Nugget, really? Anh em là con cua tôi và tôi yêu em, tôi không the ghét ban!" (You are my children and I love you, I cannot hate you!)
I don't know what he'd said, but suddenly Nia was crying, and she took her hand out of mine to walk over and stand in front of where he was sitting. "Tôi không muon dieu này xay ra, Cha, xin vui lòng không do loi cho Jamie! (I did not ask this to happen, father, please do not blame Jamie!)
Dad ran his fingers through his hair, and looked closely at Nia, and I could swear I saw tears glimmering in his eyes. Nia had said something about 'blame', and 'Father' and me, but my Vietnamese was way too sketchy to follow the rapid fire conversation they'd had. She held out her hand, and he took it, gently pulled her over to him, and rested his head against her, his arm curled around her waist.
"Jamie, what do you and Nia intend to do or have you even gotten that far yet?" he asked me, "because you're in no position to support my daughter, and you can't live here as husband and wife, or whatever. So what do you plan to do?"
I marshalled my thoughts; I hadn't banked on this. "I will be looking for a job as soon as I can, once I get a job, I'll find a flat, somewhere we can live, until then Nia will have to live here, and I'll find somewhere to stay until I can get my own place."
Nia looked stricken, and mum gasped, but dad just nodded. "Seems like a reasonable plan. I presume you and Nia have talked about what you're doing, what the law says you are doing, how were you planning on getting around that?"
I replied with the answer I had come up with while pondering this same question. "I know we can't get married, but we can live together. We have the same name, and we're not obviously related, so people can assume we're married if they wish to, we just take care not to correct them." Dad nodded again. "And children, have you thought about children, and what it means to them to have parents who are as closely related as you are, the possible risks to them?"
Nia spoke up. "I checked up on this. As we both only have one parent in common, we only share half the DNA, which means our children would probably have the same risk of genetic issues as children born to first cousins, and those risks are small in the first generation cross. I looked up the studies, and a risk does exist, but it's low."
Dad looked at both of us. "It appears you have been giving this some thought, but it's a big ask, asking me to accept this...relationship. I can't have you living here as a couple, but I don't want my children to leave. Neither one is compatible with the other, so this is what you're going to do. While you live here, you live here like brother and sister, at least while I'm around. That means no sneaking around and swapping bedrooms or playing musical beds in the middle of the night."
"When I'm not here, I expect you'll do what all young adults do, and I have no control over that, but you will both have to decide, live here as siblings, or move out and do your own thing. If you decide to move away Jamie, you become two people; my daughter's boyfriend, and I expect you to behave like a respectful one, and, when you're here, with Nia, in my house, you become my daughter's older brother, and again, you should behave appropriately."
Nia looked stunned, and mum drew herself up and stalked out of the room, slamming the door behind her, while dad looked shocked at her reaction.
Nia broke the silence, "So that's your...solution, is it?" she asked him, eyes narrowed and glittering like spikes of blue ice. "Jamie, come and help me pack, we are leaving!"
I mutely rose and followed her, looking at dad one last time, his face confused and worried. "Jamie, I thought...!" he began, and Nia cut him short. "I thought you would at least try and be human about this, see what it's doing to us, but no, you just hand down pronouncements from on high as though your word is divine law. I thought that you could just be my dad, but instead you decide to be some, some...some Roman Judge! Jamie and I are leaving, now!"
I trailed after her, feeling groggy; it had all gone so horribly wrong, and now we were leaving, because dad was more concerned about how he felt than about his children, more specifically, about his daughter. As I passed mum's door, I heard faint sounds from inside and stopped. I listened closely and heard the unmistakeable sounds of crying. I knocked softly. "Mum, mum, it's Jamie and Nia, may we come in?" There was no reply, so I edged the door open, and saw mum, sitting cross-legged on her bed, crying. It made me feel very peculiar; I'd never seen mum cry, and it was both distressing and very worrying. Nia bolted past me and flung herself on her, crying and gabbling Vietnamese, while I sat on the bed, passing them both tissues while I waited for the machine-gun dialect to finish. Mum finally reached over and stroked my hair, which was a bad move, because I started crying then, partly because I felt so let-down, mostly because seeing mum hurting had rattled me so deeply.
"It OK Jamie, not cry any more, I am very sorry, I thought he better man than that, I was wrong, now I make you hurt as well, not want to do that to my little boy..." she trailed off and looked up. Dad was standing in the doorway, and mum's eyes flashed.
"Get out! Shut door and go away, this not your room, this not your family! Get out!" He looked stunned, and backed out of the room, closing the door as he retreated.
Nia burst into tears again, and I resumed handing out tissues, mum holding her with one hand, and stroking my hair with the other.
"I think perhaps I come with you, wherever you go, I want be with you, cannot stay here if I cannot have my children, stupid man, very stupid man, make children very unhappy, make children leave, children important in family, no children mean no luck, children run away, good fortune leave with them!" her indignant muttering went on, lulling me as I listened to the rhythm of her speech. I had heard her speak all my life, and I had never been able to tell she had an accent; when kids at school said to me "your mum talks funny!" I'd look at them like they were mad, but now, I understood what they meant, her clipped, rise and fall tones almost sing-song, hypnotic. Mum never usually put long sentences together, using two or three words to convey meaning that other people couldn't get across with a whole essay, and listening to her talking non-stop was novel and compelling. I had always believed she was so brief because her English wasn't that good (and how good was my Vietnamese after living with her for close on 20 years?), but that was just how she spoke, believing brevity was the soul of communication.
There was a knock on the door, and mum slid off the bed and stalked over, flinging the door wide.
"I tell you once, this not your room, you sleep in spare room or greenhouse, I not care, I with my children, they need me, not need you, you hurt them, not love them, not care about them, neighbours more important, now you go away, ban là mot nguoi dàn ông rat ngu ngoc!" (You are a very stupid man!)
Dad looked like he was going to burst into tears. I'd never seen mum so angry, and presumably neither had he, judging by the look on his face.
His face worked, and when he finally spoke, it was in a whisper.
"Anh, Jamie, Nia, I'm so sorry, I thought...!"
Mum flashed back at him. "What you think, that your children like your employees, you make rules and they jump around? They your children, James, they special, rules not apply, family come first, without family, there is nothing, you not know that yet? When you learn that?"
Dad really had tears on his cheeks this time, and mum was crying as well, but she was still furious.
"Anh, I just thought that we shouldn't...!" he began again, and again mum cut him short. "Should not what, James? Should not let them be in love? Try and make them not love each other? You not listen to your children, No, just say stupid things and watch them leave. Perhaps it time for me to go too; my children are crying, and you are making rules; when you stop loving your children and start loving rules so much? It time for you to go now, my children need me, and you not sorry, you just want to explain stupid rules. You promise me that you not drive my children away, that you listen to them, be their father, help them when they need you, now you drive them away. Go away!"
Dad looked at Anh, and slowly shook his head. "No, not until I apologise to Jamie, and Nia...and you. I was wrong, I wasn't thinking, and I'm sorry. Can we go back downstairs, start again, work something out. I don't want the kids to leave, I don't want you to leave me, please!"
Mum looked slightly less angry, but her face was still set and her eyes were flinty, sharp and hard as they bored into his. Eventually she nodded, and dad turned to go back downstairs.
Mum looked back at the two of us, and nodded. "Children, we go, talk some more, maybe he have better idea. We see!" God, she was tough, I'm just glad she was on our side!
We trooped back downstairs, Mum with that set expression on her face and Nia still dabbing at her eyes, and filed into the sitting room. I sat on the sofa opposite dad, and Nia huddled behind me, her arms around my neck, glaring defiantly at him. Mum sat on the arm of the sofa next to me, her arm over Nia's shoulder, and we waited for dad to begin.
"Anh, kids, what am I saying, you're not kids anymore, Jamie, Nia, I'm sorry, I overreacted, I let the whole situation get away from me. Jamie, I haven't seen you in almost a year, and I haven't even said hello yet, just went straight into it; I'm sorry, I missed you, I know Nia did, she spent the last 3 years moping around, crying whenever we mentioned your name; I suppose with hindsight, I should have seen this coming. I wanted to say I was wrong, I made a mistake; I just thought I could make this not be happening, that my children didn't really feel like that about each other. I know your mother sees it differently, but I just looked at it one way, and I got it wrong. Of course I want to help you, and I would never ask you to leave, either one of you, I would cut out my own heart before I drove either one of you away, and if you want to be together, I can't stop you and I won't stand in your way. I only have one condition. I meant what I said about musical beds, I can't have that, so what you'll do is, the pair of you will move into the top floor of the house, that will be your space, what you do in there is none of my business. I want my children to feel wanted in their own home, and this is the best I can do. Tomorrow, Jamie, you and I will clear it out and move whatever you want up there. Later, you may want to find a place of your own, do that, if that's really what you want, but this is always going to be your home. I didn't mean to hurt you, either of you, and I don't want to hurt you again; every man's entitled to make a complete bloody fool of himself once in his lifetime, I think I just used up my quota!"
Mum stood up and walked over to him, kissed him on the cheek. "Now you making sense, at last!"
He looked at Nia. "Is that good enough for you, Nugget?" he asked with a small smile. Nia grinned at him. "Thank you daddy, Jamie and I accept, we'll both help you tomorrow!"
Dad grinned at us. "I meant what I said, no musical beds, tonight you're still brother and sister, so your own rooms, please, tomorrow night, well, we'll see!" he rubbed his chin. "I must be mad, this is so...so...I don't know what this is, there must be a name for it but I'm buggered if I know!"
There was one thing I had been meaning to ask dad, ever since mum had told us her story.
"Dad, what was my mother like, my birth-mother, and why didn't you tell me she and mum were friends, or anything about her?"
Dad looked pensive, eyes far away for a second.
"Jamie, your mother, your birth-mother, and I were married for almost a year. She was a trainee-teacher, learning to teach primary school 5-year olds. You look a lot like her. She was a lot like you, quiet, funny, patient, happy. She got pregnant soon after we got married, and Anh lived with us – your mother's parents had passed away, and Anh was like her young sister, the only family she had. Soon after you were born, she began having headaches, blurred vision, nausea. The hospital said she was suffering from migraine, kept giving her painkillers, but nothing helped, and the headaches got worse, so they did a CAT scan, and found she had a tumour, a large one, and it was inoperable. She passed away less than a month later. She gave you to your mum, told her she was your mother now, and that's how we kept it. Your mum was the only mother you knew, I didn't want you to be confused when you were small, and after a while it didn't matter, your mum was your mum, she looked after you, fed you, changed you, did everything for you. The rest you know."



Somehow it felt better, clearer, knowing something about the woman who'd given birth to me, and Nia was rubbing my back gently; I think she thought I may have been affected by dad's story, but the truth was, she was still little more than a face in a photograph; mum was my mum, what dad had told me was just background information, nothing there to make me change my life plans or anything.
I had another question. "Dad, how come you speak Vietnamese so well?"
He grinned. "Jamie, your mother is a good and patient teacher; you should have stuck with it!"
He stood up. "Anyway, it's late, we have a busy day tomorrow, go to bed, now, your own beds, and I'll see you at breakfast!"
+++
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Louise lay in Dylan's arms, looking at him, trailing her fingers through his soft dark chest hair, patterns and swirls delineating the rippling muscles of his torso, outlining his nipples and forming into a central band that swooped down to unite with his wiry pubic hair, her head filled with images of him and her need for him. He'd come home to her, and loved her like she'd always wanted, sealed the two of them together, asked her the thing she'd always longed to hear him say. She'd loved him since as long as she could remember, her world always revolving around him, her need to see him, touch him, hear his voice, feel his presence. When he'd gone away, a band had tightened around her chest, constricting with every day he was gone, the pain distant but ever present. Seeing him yesterday, at the train station, tall and gorgeous, the man she'd always known was there in the boy who'd left, had snapped that band, spinning it away like it had never been, and her need for him had risen up, her heart turning over and slamming into her ribcage like a wildcat attacking the bars of its cage. Somehow they would be together, if she had to wait 5 years, so be it, she'd wait for him, he was worth it. And when they were together, it would be forever, she would see to that.
Dylan was thinking along the same lines. He'd spent the last three years thinking about her, day-dreaming about her, and now, the thing he'd only ever allowed himself to dream in the deepest caverns of his mind had come to pass. She was stunning, a knockout, the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen, and she'd come to him like he'd fantasised, taken him to places he'd only ever dreamed of, said the things he'd most wanted to hear, was lying here, now, his for the taking again, and again. He would never do that, her gift of herself was far too precious, and he revelled in the knowledge that she had pledged herself to him forever, as he had to her.
He gathered her in, kissing her passionately as his need for her rose up and burned through him, his cock hardening instantly with the need to unite with her again, share what she offered him so freely, give himself to her again.
They slid down the bed together, Dylan showering her with kisses as his hands roamed over her, touching, stroking, fondling, Louise no less tactile, her hands holding him and fondling his cock, his scrotum, making him ache with need for her, for release inside her body. They rolled together on the bed, legs and arms entwining as they kissed, sighs and moans of need escaping from them as their bodies yielded to each other, finally coming to rest with Dylan on top of her, Louise looking deeply into his eyes as he searched hers questioningly.
She smiled and lightly kissed his face, pulling him to her, and his hands slid over her body as he mounted her, holding himself above her as she positioned him, then pushing gently into her, her eyes widening as she stretched to accommodate him, her breath coming in short huffing gasps as she took him all in. When he was buried in her to the hilt, he started moving, backing out to slide back in, the way easier this time, and so it went, Louise moving against him, pushing back as he pushed into her, grinding herself against him, rubbing her clitoris against him, working herself up. He began to speed up, Louise matching him stroke for stroke, the only sounds their gasping as they approached their mutual climax, excitement mounting as they humped and pumped at each other, until, with a muffled cry, Louise came, her vagina squeezing and clenching at him as it convulsed, her breath coming in high-pitched moaning gasps, taking Dylan with her, his groan no less loud as he climaxed, sperm jetting out of him and into her depths, long, pulsing ejaculations, emptying himself into her, the sensation incredible as he came like never before.
At last, they both fell back, sated, muscles twitching and quivering in reaction to their exertion, hands seeking out each other, to hug and fondle each other as the afterglow engulfed them.
Louise touched his face gently, making him open his eyes and smile at her. "Dyl, this is all I want to do, all the time you're here. I don't want to go anywhere, do anything except this, this is the best I've ever felt, and I don't want it to stop!" she smiled. "I've wanted you for so long, I want as much of you as I can have before you have to leave again. Do you mind?"
Dylan grinned back at her. "Lou, this is my idea of heaven, you're just perfect, and I already told you, I have no intention of going anywhere or doing anything. You've locked me up with you, and it's the best feeling in the world!"
Louise smiled, slipping her arms around his neck to pull herself close enough to kiss him long and deeply, her slim, supple body pressed tightly against him as she enjoyed the feel and the nearness of him.
They spent the morning in bed, holding each other as they slept, to awaken and resume exploring and kissing, gently maintaining connection, content to hold and touch each other.
At lunch, Louise cocked her head at Dylan, grinning. "Dyl, I've changed my mind, I want to go to the cinema, take me to the movies, Soldier Man!" Dylan grinned in embarrassment. "Lou, I don't have..." Louise smiled.
"I've got a Student Card, so it's my treat, come on, slowcoach, get dressed, we're going to the pictures!"
They eventually decided on the cinema in the Meridian Leisure Park, in Leicester, Louise getting a 50% discount for being a student, and settled down in the back row to watch some American rom-com movie that Dylan had never heard of. At first he was bemused; Louise had never been fond of the cinema when she was growing up, so this was definitely a departure for her. They were holding hands, Dylan resting their joined hands on his lap, when he felt Louise's hand squirm free, coming to rest directly on his lap, her fingers lightly tracing his cock. He looked at her, but she appeared to be completely absorbed in the film, her long legs showing up beautifully under her short denim skirt.
Gradually her hand movements in his lap became more directed, her fingers tracing out the outline of his cock more definitely, and his cock responding to her rhythmic stroking, hardening under her stroking fingers. Now she began rubbing the palm of her hand over his cock, pressing it down, feeling him getting harder the more she rubbed.
Her hand moved to his zipper, inching it down until his fly was open, and sliding her hand inside to grasp his now fully erect cock. She began squeezing and massaging him, Dylan trying not to groan as she worked him up. He popped his waistband button, allowing Louise to slide her hand down inside his shorts and wrap her warm hand around him, pump and squeeze him some more. Now, for the first time, she looked at him, a wicked little grin on her face as she pulled down the front of his shorts, holding his cock upright, and dropping down to lay her head in his lap, sliding her lips over him to lick the tip of his throbbing erection.
His face contorted with the effort of remaining silent as she sucked and licked him, her head bobbing as she sucked, cheeks hollowing with the effort.
Dylan was desperately trying to hold back, and glanced around for something, anything to distract him from the acute sensations he was feeling, noticing for the first time two other couples also seated along the back row, one couple on either side of them, the females also with their heads firmly in their partner's laps; one of the guys looked at Dylan, grinned and thumbed-up him, and Dylan could only grin back; evidently the matinee showing was popular with more than just the bored or the broke...
Louise's talented tongue and mouth was having a definite effect, and he could feel his balls tightening, the juncture of his thighs beginning to tingle with that pre-ejaculation prickle, and his sperm was definitely beginning to boil over.
Lou...It's ...I'm coming...!" he managed to gasp out.
Louise redoubled her efforts, and Dylan lost all control, shooting long ropes of hot sperm into her hungry mouth, his hips bucking and his abs tightening as he had to restrain himself from pounding into her mouth. At last, his cock stopped spurting, and Louise licked and cleaned him, polishing his head with her tongue before tucking his rapidly deflating cock back into his shorts, pulling the front back up and patting him gently on the crotch.
"There now, Dyl, that was a good film, wasn't it?" she asked him innocently, Dylan grinning as he nodded agreement, busily doing up his fly and re-buttoning his jeans.
They got up to leave, passing the couple who'd caught Dylan's eye earlier, the man grinning and quickly brushing knuckles with Dylan as they squeezed past, his girl sitting raptly watching the movie as though nothing untoward had taken place.
They got back into the car, and Dylan pulled Louise closer to give her a 'thank-you' kiss.
"Where did you come up with that then, you dirty girl?" he grinned.
Louise smiled back. "You hear a lot of things, and some of them stick in your mind. I know the matinees are popular for that, half the girls in my tutor group have been here doing it, which is why I know about it!"
Dylan grinned even wider. "Still, what you did was very naughty. I think I'll have to punish you!"
Louise grinned back, playing along. "Oh, please, I think I need to be punished for being so dirty!"
"Lou, just find somewhere quiet while I think about how I'm going to punish you!"
They drove away from town, finding the A-roads that took them into a rural part of the county, eventually spotting a secluded lane with low overhanging trees.
"That'll do!" grinned Dylan.
The car rolled to halt, and he jumped out, ran around to the drive's side and almost pulled Louise from the car, walking her to the front of the car, and sliding her onto the hood in one movement, stepping between her knees to take her face between his hands and kiss her, a long, slow, passionate kiss.
He stepped back and slid his hands up under her skirt, hooking the waistband of her panties, and pulling them down to her knees in one quick jerk. Louise giggled, kicking them off and draped her arms over his shoulders, giving him a deep, wet, erotic kiss, licking his lips and sliding her tongue around in his mouth, rasping his tongue with hers. Dylan's hands came up to her breasts, rubbing her nipples through her top, feeling them erect as he realised she wasn't wearing a bra, and tugged her top up to feel her warm firm flesh in his palms.
Taking hold of her legs behind her knees, he pulled her towards him and draped her legs up over his shoulders, dipping his head down to lick across her labia, making her gasp as his tongue brushed her hooded clitoris. Dylan bored in further, lapping at her labia, feeling them swell and part as they engorged, smelling the warm, fresh scent of her arousal.
He pointed his tongue and pushed the tip deep into her recess, teasing her pink and glowing inner lips, touching her emerging clitoris, feeling the little bead harden and swell against his tongue. He licked gently at her bead, lapping at her juices, tasting her, Louise moaning and gabbling incoherently, her head thrashing from side to side as he pleasured her, her hands clamped behind her knees, holding herself wide open for him.
He gently sucked her clitoris between his lips, and rubbed his tongue across it, feeling her orgasm tremble through her, hearing her guttural moans as she came continuously in waves of pleasure, pushing her wet and swollen vulva against his mouth, as his tongue rubbed and flicked inside her. As she was riding the wave of orgasms, he pointed his tongue and pushed it as hard as he could into her tight little anus, and Louis screamed in release as she came like a thunderbolt, her juices squirting from her swollen cunt, a first for her, flooding his mouth and bathing his chin with her honeyed fragrance, her whole body wracked with tremors as she climaxed harder and more completely than she had ever thought possible. Sobbing with the intensity of her release, her body trembling and quivering, she slumped back against the car hood, eyes squeezed shut and tears glimmering at the corners as aftershocks and mini orgasms chased their tails through her.
Dylan pulled her upright, let her lean against him as she slowly came down, Louise kissing him gently, lovingly, while he stroked her hair, held her close, brushed his lips against her, ran his hands over her lovely svelte frame, eventually clamping two hands over her lovely taut buttocks as he kissed her deeply, tongue and lips conveying all he felt for her.
"Wow Dyl, I've never done that before, it was amazing, you're amazing! Let me take care of you, now, I can feel you...!" she whispered.
"No Lou, I want you in your bed, naked, making love, not roughing-it in a country lane!" he whispered back. "I want to take my time, eat you slowly!"
Louise grinned. "OK Darling, when we get home, anything you want...anything! "
Dylan grinned back happily, watching as she slid her panties on, anticipating when he was going to get to slide them off again. When she was done, he enfolded her in his arms again, kissing her long and hard, his hands squeezing and moulding her shapely firm bottom, she responding by grinding against him, feeling his cock flex and harden against her mound.
The drive back home was interminable, or so it seemed to Dylan, although it was probably no more than twenty minutes or so; his aching erection made it seem longer, and the sly glances and knowing little smile on Louise's face weren't helping matters, either. As soon as they rolled to a halt, he was out of the car, tugging open the driver's door to speed Louise out of her seat, and if he didn't know better, he would have sworn she was taking her time, torturing him, making him wait for the pay-off.
Louise smiled brightly at him, took his hand and strolled to the front door, fumbling with her keys, finally getting the right one, Dylan in an agony of anticipation, hustling her inside as soon as the door opened, slamming it behind him as he grabbed her, spun her round and clamped his mouth over hers, pushing her back against the wall, Louise kissing him back no less fiercely.
She tugged his shirt out of his jeans as she wrapped her legs around him, Dylan holding her against the wall with his hands tightly clasping her buttocks, his erection pressing against her as she rubbed herself against him, an animal moan of need escaping both of their mouths as they ground and rubbed against each other.
Dylan broke away first, letting her down to stand shakily. "Bedroom, now!" he croaked, Louise already unbuttoning his shirt as he tried to kick off his shoes and unbutton his jeans at the same time. He grabbed her hand, hurrying to the bedroom, to stand by the bed and tug down her skirt, Louise yanking off her top to stand in only her tiny panties.
Now Dylan got to slide them off, and he savoured the moment; slowly sliding a girl's panties off is an erotic treat for virtually all men, and he was no exception, the swish of the material sliding down silky thighs, the sight of a gradually bared pussy or exposed buttocks just so damned sexy! He pulled her close, lips and hands playing over her, Louise gasping as he nibbled her neck, her shoulders, clasped and spread her buttocks apart, his hands sliding into that shadowed cleft, finger sliding gently over the sensitive little pucker concealed there.
Her own hand worked him, pumping and squeezing, rubbing the head of his engorged, highly stimulated cock with her thumb, spreading the lubricant seeping from him over the head and down the shaft, her lips working at his neck as he switched his attention to her wet slit, sliding first one then two fingers into her, rubbing her clitoris, making her gasp and squirm against him.
Dylan edged her backwards, until she sat on the bed, his cock at the right height for her to take him into her mouth, taste him as she sucked and squeezed him, her head bobbing as she fellated him.
Dylan reluctantly withdrew from her delicious mouth, urging her up onto the bed as he lay down next to her, his lips finding hers as his fingers once more probed and gently rubbed her wet pussy, Louise humping herself against his hand now, her lips hungrily clamped to his as he frigged her, while she found and pumped his rock-hard cock.
Dylan moved between her thighs, lying on top of her for a moment, nibbling and licking her lips, and then, in one swift movement, slid his cock into her, burying himself to the hilt in her tight sheath.
Her eyes snapped open wide at the sudden invasion, her gasp muted by her mouth pressed hard against his. Dylan pumped harder and harder, Louise holding him and raking him with her fingertips as he plunged his cock into her like a jack-hammer, humping madly, a torrent of sensation bursting through her as he roughly fucked her.
Dylan reared up, and took hold of her calves, pulling her legs up, draping them over his shoulders and tilting her pelvis up to increase the angle of penetration, and now he leaned down over her, forcing her knees almost level with her shoulders, pumping as hard as he could, tremors rippling through her body with the force of his hammering into her. Her breathing began to come in hitching gasps, her eyes rolling back in their sockets as he pumped her full of his cock, Louise in ecstasy as her orgasm built in waves, hot liquid sensation emanating from deep inside her womb. On and on Dylan hammered, sweat rolling down his face, watching Louise build, wave after wave rippling through her, until finally it was too much.
With a muted scream, she came in a roaring wave of hot ecstasy, eyesight blurring with the intensity of her orgasm, her vagina pulsing as her cervix convulsed, her juices squirting in a hot wave, soaking his cock and balls, the rippling walls of her vagina clenching and sucking at him, squeezing him, pushing him over the edge. Dylan came with a hoarse bellow, his over-stimulated cock lurching and bucking like a live thing as a spray of semen shot out of him to coat the walls of her pussy, then another, then another, filling her with his seed.
Finally, his cock stopped pumping, the torrent of sperm reduced to a trickle as his body refused to give up any more. Dylan lay on top of her, his weight on his elbows, tenderly kissing and being kissed by Louise, all need satisfied for now; now they were content to just hold and taste one another. Louise smiled up at him, grinned sleepily and rubbed her finger over the contours of his face.
"That's never happened to me before, and now twice in one day, what have you done to me, you sexy soldier-beast you!"
Dylan just smiled, and pulled her into him, letting her breathing lull him to sleep.
They awoke to the sound of Dylan's army-issue unlisted cell-phone ticking; someone was texting him. All members of his unit were issued with one when going on leave, to ensure they were easy to contact if they were needed. He read the text message, Louise looked at his face, guessing it was bad news, tears already welling up in her eyes.
"Lou, something's up, I've been recalled to Hereford, we're being stood-to!"
Louise looked confused. "Dylan, why are you going to Hereford, the Para's are based in Colchester, what are you doing in Hereford, that's where the SAS is...Oh my God, you joined that mob up there! Oh Dylan, what have you done, they get sent to all the worst places, the dirtiest jobs!"
Dylan's face reddened. "I can't talk about it Lou, please, no more questions. All I know is something's kicking-off, and I've got to go back. Shit! Shit, shit, shit! My first proper fucking leave in three fucking years, and this shit happens!"



Louise watched in silence as he packed his stuff, muttering all the while. At last he finished, turned to her, held her close.
"I didn't think this would happen, Lou, honest, I thought I was going to have some real time with you; maybe this is just a precaution, and I'll get stood down again soon. Whatever happens, I promise, I'll come back to you, soon as I can, I swear!"
They tried to make love, but neither one of their hearts was in it, Dylan too preoccupied with his upcoming mobilisation, and Louise worrying where he was going, and whether he'd come back to her. They turned in after a light dinner, but neither one of them slept much; Dylan held her close all night long, absorbing every detail of her, making as many memories of her as he could to keep for when he was away, and Louise holding him tightly, treasuring the now, not knowing when, or if, she'd ever see him again.
The drive to Nuneaton was silent, both of them still too preoccupied with their thoughts to chatter, Dylan worried about Louise; she'd not said a word since last night, and Louise already missing him, wanting him back, cursing the army, but saying nothing – in her heart she knew, this was what he wanted, and he'd be something less than what she knew he was if he didn't follow his own heart, the way she had.
When they arrived, she waited while he got his Travel Warrant notarised, and hugged him on the concourse, her head flat against his chest, listening to his heartbeat while they waited for his connection to Birmingham. At last, Dylan could stand the silence no longer, and pulled back to say something, but she grabbed his face and pulled him to her, kissing him long and passionately, desperately, clutching at him as though she could keep him from leaving.
Dylan kissed her back, all his longing for her coming out in his kiss, his arms tightening around her as though she could anchor him back, stop him from getting on the train. At last he broke their kiss, wiping the tears from her face with his thumbs, lightly pinching her nose to see her smile.
"I promised you I'd be back soon, and I will, and we'll be together, just like we said. This can't last forever, whatever it is – most likely we'll be deployed to run in and gather intelligence, then scram, quick-in, quick-out, no-one any the wiser; that's what we're there for, to make any ground assault easier for the regular boys, so I'm not looking at a long deployment, wherever it is – I'm guessing it's the Gulf again, so it's probably not going to be a protracted fire-fight!"
Louise listened to him, so confident and assured, and felt a surge of pride that her brother, her man, was one of the elite, trusted to do a job, and do it right, that damned few could do at all.
"Dyl, you be careful, OK? You promised you'd come back, I'm holding you to it – we have babies to make!" she smiled gently, and he smiled back, overcome with love and tenderness for this beautiful girl he loved and wanted so much, his sister.
"Don't worry, Lou, I promised to put a ring on your finger, and I will! Arhoswch i mi, Cariad Louise!" (Wait for me, darling Louise!)
Louise pulled his head down to brush his lips with hers. "Bydd i aros i chi, Cariad Dylan, i addo i chi!" (I will wait for you, darling Dylan, I promise you!) she smiled at him,
"Yn dod yn ôl yn fuan, Milwr!" (Come back soon, soldier!) she added, tears running down her cheeks, Dylan gently wiping them away and kissing her eyes.
When he arrived back in Hereford, he took a taxi to the Lines, wondering what was so important that they were being stood to. After reporting to the Guard Commander, he returned to his barracks to change into CS95 battledress, and waited to be told what to do next, along with all the other occupants of the barracks.
+++
Dylan jumped down from the ramp of the Hercules C-130, looked around in distaste. So this was Kuwait, Fort Blair Mayne Camp. What a fucking dump. At least some of his mates from 16th Air Assault were here, and he was being mustered with them, along with 1 Royal Irish and 2 Gurkha Rifles. No insignia were on show, he and all his team were wearing 16th Air insignia so as not to give away their presence. They were called to parade, and stood at ease as the Royal Irish CO, Col Tim Collins made his famous speech; "we go to liberate, not conquer... we will not fly our flags in their country...show respect for them...the enemy should be in no doubt that we are his nemesis...it is a big step to take another life..." the speech rolled on, reminding them that their duty was to be a credit to their country, that they would not revel in the killing of their fellow man, that they were liberators, not conquerors, and that they were there to remove a dictator. Dylan was moved by it despite himself.
That evening, his troop was mustered and armed up; they were all issued night vision binoculars, personal role radios, HK33's and clips, an assortment of HE, WP and smoke grenades, and pistols and clips, and split into six teams.
After they'd been briefed for their reconnaissance mission, the six teams piled into snatch Land Rovers, dangerously lightly armoured, but fast and agile, ideal for their purpose, and sped off to be dropped at their assigned positions.
For two days they sat on watch in their lay-up positions (LUP's), periodically sending coded sit-reps, sweeping for signs of troop concentrations or movements, mechanized columns, any sign the enemy was on the move, sleeping in shifts, each of them on a hair–trigger, keyed-up and expecting trouble. When it came, it was fast and brutal. The first warning Dylan got was the intense flare in his left eye as a sighting laser shone directly into it, the red glare seeming to go right through his eye and bounce off the back of his skull. As he swore and clapped his hand to his eye, someone opened up with a GPMG. Dylan couldn't respond; his eye ached and all he could see was a large purple circle filling his field of view. Blinded as he was, he brought his weapon to bear to return fire, trying to pinpoint where the MG position was by hearing alone, and an incoming round shattered on his HK33, batting it out of his hands, the fragments slamming into his left eye and side of his face. He screamed and went over backwards, and another round furrowed his temple. Dylan saw stars, tasted brass, and everything went dark and silent.
He was being bounced around, his head aching, the left side of his face and neck on fire, his left eye feeling like a needle was stuck in it. He stirred, feeling something on his face, across his eyes, and a hand slapped his hand away. "Leave it, Dylan, let the med team deal with it!" said a voice, one that he vaguely recognised, and he lay back, trying to work out where he was.
He was being driven somewhere, had something happened? What? He fumbled with his jacket; he was wearing a tactical vest, had he been injured on exercises? "What happened? "
"Iraqi patrol saw something moving, panicked, blew everything they had right on top of us, didn't spot the LUP at all, just got lucky. We got them all, though; you got smacked good in the face, looks OK now, just don't touch it, med team will sort it. Lucky fucker, you get to grope some Lumpy Jumper nurse, just make sure you pick a pretty one!"
The vehicle slid to a halt and he was lifted out, slid onto a waiting trolley and wheeled into a bright room, the lights showing round the edges of whatever was on his eyes. He was quickly stripped of his vest and DPM shirt, and felt his arm being swabbed. "Just a little sting, now, there we are. Count to ten, please Dylan!" He started counting out loud, and remembered no more.
He came round in a small tented ward, apparently he was the only occupant, all the other beds still had shipping plastic covers. He realised only his right eye was open, and felt his left, there was a large dressing completely covering his eye, more dressings on his cheek and the side of his neck. Just then a major walked in, stethoscope slung around his neck, smiled at Dylan and picked up his chart, flipped through it.
"So Dylan, how are you feeling?" he asked.
"I feel fine, except, why...what happened to ...my eye feels funny, sir, that's about all. What happened?"
The doctor looked at him, gently peeled back the dressing on his eye, looked grave for a moment, then taped it back with more micro-pore tape.
"Dylan, you were hit in the eye, face, and neck with bullet fragments from a jacketed round. We removed several fragment from your eye, and one had nicked your external carotid artery. You should thank your mates, they did a good job of stopping the bleeding and getting you back here in good time. Your neck is going to be fine, and your sutures are healing well, but you may have some minor scarring to your face.
However, the prognosis for your eye is not good. By sheer bad luck, you looked right into a laser sight or some other high-intensity coherent light source as someone was targeting you, it was apparently a low-power unit, but it was enough.
"The retina is scarred and flash-burned, while the lens was punctured by several smaller metallic fragments; it will be blurry when the dressing is removed. We can look at replacing the lens; laser surgery would not be helpful or advisable in your case, so an ocular implant, a refractive lens, might alleviate some of the blurring. The lacerated sclera and conjunctiva will heal nicely, and you can have a corneal graft to repair the damaged cornea, but the vision in your left eye is significantly impaired, and it's not going to improve over time.
I'm afraid your service days are numbered, Dylan – sorry, I don't know any better way to say it except to say it like it is. We can repair most of the damage, but the retina is too compromised to offer any realistic chance of better than about 50% visual acuity, and probably significantly less. I'm sorry."
He left Dylan to chew over his words. He was off Ops, that was for sure; nobody needed a one-eyed soldier, so what did he do now? He was thinking about that when a head poked around the corner. "Knock, Knock!" said a voice he recognised, and there was Captain 'Johnnie' Walker, grinning at him.
"I heard you were in here, didn't figure you for a sick-bay ranger, Dylan! Bloody hell, don't you look like England's last hope!" he grinned. Dylan couldn't help but grin back.
"I'm sorry about what happened, Dylan, I spoke with the doctor, he filled me in, bad luck, the one thing you couldn't plan on, happened. I suppose you know...?"
Dylan nodded. "Yes sir, I'll be signed-off and sent home. After that, well..."
Johnnie Walker took out a pen and a small notepad. "When you get home, call this bloke. He's always looking for people just like you, ex SAS, other specialists; I think you might find it worth your while. "
Dylan smiled lopsidedly. "Thank you sir, once I get home I'll definitely give him a call, see what happens."
"See you do, Dylan, I mean it, it might just be the best call you ever made!" he added cryptically.
Dylan was formally discharged on medical grounds from the armed services 3 weeks later. The hardest part for him was handing back his Winged Excalibur pin. His troop commander gave it back to him. "You keep it, Dylan, you earned it."
He wore an eye-patch over his damaged left eye, otherwise the dim, blurry image crossed with the perfect image from his good eye made him feel dizzy and sick. When he stepped off the plane he looked around, taking a deep breath, savouring his last day in service, and spotted Louise, jumping and waving her hands at him. He grinned and quickened his pace, almost running as he closed with her. She bolted for him, and he caught her, swinging her around, then bent down to kiss her, her arms going around his neck as she kissed him back, oblivious to the people around them, returning soldiers hugging their loved ones, caught up in each other. Waiting with the other families, so as to let them reunite first, Harry and Jane stared in shock at each other.
Louise was the first to speak, "Oh Dylan, look at your poor face, and your eye, Oh God, what happened, really? The Ministry of Defence didn't tell us anything except that you'd been injured and discharged, I've been worried sick!"
She gently stroked the barely healed stitches, feeling the corrugations where the bullet shrapnel had furrowed his cheek with a network of fine white scars.
Dylan filled her in with the bare facts, her eyes welling up as she learned of the true extent of his injuries. "Oh Dylan, I'm so sorry, on your first mission too, I really am sorry, I know how much the service meant to you!"
Dylan grinned back at her. "Not to worry, at least now you've got me full-time! Plus, I've got options, I've got a number to call, Johnnie Walker gave it to me, we'll see what happens. In the meantime, can we go home, I missed you?" he leered happily at her. He still hadn't seen Harry or Jane; they were both standing on his blind side.
Harry cleared his throat. "Umm, Dylan, we need to talk to you...about just now...you and Louise..." Dylan looked astonished to see them as he spun round, and looked puzzled, then his eye widened as he realised that they must have seen him kissing Louise, and not the way a brother's supposed kiss his sister...
"Oh, OK" he mumbled, his face reddening. Louise paled, but tightened her grip on his arm, sliding her arm through his and pulling herself closer to him.
"Uncle Harry, Aunty Jane, you saw us so you know," she began, "so there's nothing more to say; we know, and we know you won't approve, but this is what we want!"
Jane looked upset, ready to cry. "Louise, this is wrong, you...and Dyl, you can't be serious, he's your...Oh my God, think what you're saying, please, both of you...!"
Louise set her jaw. "Aunty Jane, Uncle Harry, thank you for coming along today, we appreciate it, really, but this is not the place to discuss this, nor the time. We'll come and see you on the weekend; I have to get back, I have classes and lectures, and Dylan needs some rest, so we'll see you on Saturday. Come on, Dylan!"
Dylan and Louise walked back to the civilian car-park, Harry and Jane trailing helplessly behind them, saying nothing, their eyes and expressions speaking volumes.
When they got to their cars, Jane pulled Dylan by his arm, and as he turned, hugged him and kissed him lightly on the cheek. "Welcome home, Dyl, you poor boy, Im 'jyst yn falch eich bod yn ddiogel, anwylaf Dylan!" (I'm just glad you're safe, dearest Dylan!)
Harry watched as Louise drove away, thinking about what had just transpired. He was reluctant to say anything or condemn them outright, he wanted to know how long this had been going on, and work out if there was any way to make this come out right. Jane watched him, seeing the internal debate. Shaking his head, Harry pulled away, it was a long drive back to North Wales, no sense in delaying any longer; they'd speak about it on Saturday.
Louise drove in silence, flicking her eyes between the road and Dylan. He sat silently, lost in thought, or so it seemed. Actually, he kept reflexively trying to see out of the passenger-side window, but his covered eye meant he had to turn his whole head to do that, and it got to be tiring very quickly. Also, he was trying to not think about Louise too much – it was two hours or so to Leicester, it would seem much longer if he had to nurse a raging erection all the way there! After a while, Louise noticed he was asleep, poor baby, it must have been really tiring, flying all night in a C-130.
Dylan woke up as the car slowed before turning into the road Louise lived on, quick disorientation passing as the familiar front door came in sight. He jumped out and grabbed his bag from the rear seat, waited for Louise to open the door and stepped into his new home. He sighed at the thought, and took his bag through to the main bedroom, dumping his kit and shucking his shirt, changing into a khaki T-shirt. He looked at himself in the mirror, missing his unit already, knowing there was no way back in. "Well Dylan, you may bleed green, but you're a civilian now, get used to it!" he mused to his reflection, sighed again, and went looking for Louise.
She was in the kitchen, rooting around in the fridge, and as she stood up two hands came around her waist, slid up to cup her breasts, pull her back against what felt like a very healthy erection pressing between her bum cheeks.
"Hi, little girl, mind if I squeeze your tits?" whispered Dylan hoarsely in her ear, and she squirmed around to hold him, kiss him as she ground back against him, grabbing hold of his crotch and grinning into his lips.
"Hello, soldier, want to fool around for a while?" she whispered, and Dylan's hands slid down to take hold of her buttocks, pull her harder against him.
They kissed and ground against each other for a few more seconds before breaking to grin at each other, then made a break for the bedroom by mutual assent, hurtling through the door and tumbling onto the bed.
Dylan slid his hands under Louise's skirt, feeling her panties stretched tight over her taut bum, hooking his fingers into the waistband and sliding them down as far as he could, and clasping her warm, firm cheeks to squeeze and fondle them. Louise rubbed and squirmed against him, his erection felt solid and ready, and she wanted to feel it, hold it, experience it again; too many nights alone remembering how well he'd fucked her before had taken their toll, and she could only masturbate so much over their nights together before the need for him overwhelmed her. Now she had him back, and all her nerve endings were thrilling with the need for his body against hers, his cock moving inside her, his lips as he drove her crazy for him.
She fumbled with the button on his DPM trousers, Dylan quickly rolling her off him as he kicked them off, pulled his T-shirt off and helped her pull her top over her head. Louise pulled off her scrunchie and shook out her glorious hair, unzipping her skirt and letting it fall to the ground beside the bed, letting Dylan feast his eyes on her naked perfection. Slipping her panties all the way off, she slid next to him, Dylan lifting his hips to allow her to tug his shorts off and take hold of him.
He gathered her into himself, kissing her wildly, the way he'd been dreaming and wanting to for the last month, ever since he'd been curtailed off his leave, sliding his fingers into the cleft of her buttocks, rubbing her soft anus and sliding into her moist slit, making her gasp and giggle into his mouth. She in turn pumped and squeezed him gently, feeling the urgent solidity of his cock, wanting him, but wanting him to last as well, to extend the pleasure for both of them.
She broke their kissing to push him gently back down onto the bed, kissing his neck, his chest, down his torso to his groin, licking his cock from root to tip. Dylan gasped as her tongue skated over the tip of his cock, her tongue gently probing the slit and hole in the end, before sliding her lips over the end and sealing her mouth to him as she sucked him, the lowered pressure making the head swell and sensitize even further. She bobbed her head in a regular rhythm, sliding her lips down and then up his shaft, her tongue massaging his swollen, sensitized head the whole time, sucking gently but unrelentingly, the sensations crowding him, building him to the inevitable climax.
He came with an almost animal growl, a hoarse, barking shout of release, his sperm jetting out of his penis and coating the inside of her mouth, pooling on her tongue and filling her mouth, Louise swallowing as fast as she could to keep up with the outbursts of seminal fluid jetting into her mouth.
At last the pulsing flow of semen slowed, stopped, as his orgasm faded away, sated and relieved for now, the build-up of days and weeks of wanting her that no amount of masturbation could have relieved, Louise finally polishing the tip of his cock with her tongue, cleaning him off and grinning up at him, her beautiful green-hazel eyes dancing.



Dylan knelt up, pulling her in front of him, her back to him, urging her onto all fours, and pulling her into him to allow him to probe her most intimate places with his tongue. Louise sighed and murmured in contentment as he licked and probed into her pussy, feeling her outer lips swell as she became more aroused, feeling the flow of her juices step-up as her excitement rose, her strong, sweet musk surrounding him, filling his senses with her, and he licked, sucked and lapped at her, driving her ever higher.
She dropped down to rest her face against the bed, her rump still held high, immobile, in Dylan's strong hands, holding her tight against his mouth as he feasted on her, probing, licking, tasting. Louise was slowly going mad with desire; Dylan licked and probed her pussy, her anus, flicking one switch after another, and her need for him, already deep and aching was becoming almost unbearable, her desire to hold him deep inside herself almost impossible to contain. Coupled with the very real sensations bursting through her as he teased and nibbled, sucked and licked, was the almost overwhelming desire to hold him as he ploughed her, rammed her and filled her with his seed, empty his body again and again of his creamy man-milk, take every inch of his cock again and again, as his woman and mate.
"Now, Dyl, please...!" she gasped, "Anything you want, Dyl, just do it now...!"
Dylan slid her down onto her front, parting her legs and shuffling between them, Louise reaching blindly behind her for him, taking hold of him and guiding him up to her swollen, gaping slit. He put his weight on his elbows on either side of her, sliding his hands under her ribcage to cup her breasts, and slowly slid his distended cock into her wet pussy, one long, slow glide, feeling her velvety inner walls clasp at him as he invaded her, her well lubricated pussy soft and hot and moist around him, a velvet glove for his throbbing steel-hard cock.
He began pumping into her, his rhythm slow and unhurried, finding his pace. He was glad she'd already made him come once; he'd be able to last now that she'd blown the froth off, so to speak.
As he pumped, he squeezed and rubbed her nipples, kissing and biting her neck and shoulders, nibbling her earlobes, licking the nape of her neck, all the while whispering to her how he'd missed her, how he'd thought of nothing but her, and what he'd planned to do with and to her once he came back to her; Louise responded by sliding a hand under herself to find her clitoris and rub herself gently as he rammed his cock into her, her mind whirling with the imagery he was giving her, the sensations radiating out of her womb sensitising her entire body, his touch feeding that sensitivity further until she was nothing but sensation and sexual energy crackling through every part of her.
She came like a thunderclap, her entire body convulsing as the gigantic orgasm pulsed and blasted through her, making her feel like electric bolts were shooting through her fingertips, her fingers and toes curling with the force and magnitude of it, and she screamed in release, body stiff and breath short as she shuddered with the waves of pleasure crashing through her. Her vaginal contractions milked and sucked at his cock, and Dylan had to literally disassociate himself from the incredible sensations he was feeling; he had something he wanted to do, and he had no intention of coming just yet.
As her climax passed, Louise relaxed under him, feeling his cock still hard and meaty inside her, she realised he hadn't come yet, and looked back over her shoulder at him, reassuring herself that he was OK.
"Dylan, are you OK, baby, you didn't...what about you, baby, was there something else, darling?" she asked, concern in her voice.
Dylan whispered in her ear "you said anything?" and she nodded. "Anything you want baby, however you want, my gift to you!"
He backed his cock out of her, edging her thighs further apart with his knees, and slid his finger into her tight anus, making her gasp. He pumped his finger a few times, withdrawing it to slide it through the syrupy lubrication seeping from her pussy and then pushing it back inside her puckered little hole, working it around, Louise's eyes tight shut as she tried to relax against what she knew was coming. Dylan slid another finger into her now, pumping the two in and out, relaxing her ring as a precursor to what he wanted to do.
"Are you ready for this, baby?" he whispered, Louise nodding, eyes now open, anticipation warring with apprehension. Dylan slid his cock into her pussy once again, covering himself with her lubrication anew, then withdrew and placed his cockhead at the entrance to her anus, and began to push forward slowly. Louise pulled her cheeks apart, stretching her anus open as far as she could, eyes opening wide and her breath coming in gasps as his fat cock pressed inexorably forward, slipping into her tight hole millimetre by millimetre, Dylan already feeling the extreme tightness and constriction around him as he slid further into her anus. All at once her ring seemed to relax, and he slid into her up to the hilt.
"Oh God, Dylan, it hurts, Oooh! My fucking Christ, slowly, that hurts!" gasped Louise, her hand reaching behind her for him, Dylan leaning down to kiss her gently as her hand touched and caressed his face.
He remained motionless until she stopped gasping, then slowly began to withdraw, making her cry out again. "Ooooh God, Dyl, slowly, please, be careful!"
He continued slowly easing back, her cheeks hollowing as she blew her breath in and out, getting used to his girth in her tightest hole.
When he pumped himself back in, the resistance was less, and Louise seemed to feel it less, just a sharp intake of breath this time, the way back in less constricted this time, and he was able to withdraw and pump in again more freely, his cock sliding easier into her, Louise murmuring and starting to push back against him. He slid his hands under her, fondling her breasts and caressing her hard little nipples, making her push back harder against him.
He began to speed up, pumping his cock into her tight little bum hole as hard as he could, Louise bucking and humping under him as the feel of his cock inside her and the sheer erotic charge of such a depraved, taboo act began to act on her, her breath coming in gasps as her nipples tingled with his manipulation of them, her hand seeking out and rubbing herself, frigging her clitoris as she felt another climax building.
She came with a muted scream of release, waves of orgasmic pleasure rippling through her, emanating from the cock buried deep in her arse and her convulsing cervix as she rubbed and petted her engorged clitoris. The sinewy flexing of her anal tube was too much for Dylan, the contractions in her vagina rippling in her rectum, separated by only a thin membrane, and as her shuddering cervix beat against his cock in the gloriously tight confines of her arse, he too climaxed, his cock swelling in the constricted space to what felt like impossible dimensions as he shot jet after jet of hot spunk deep into her tight velvety anus, groaning out loud in the extremity of his climax, her rippling rectal tube milking his cock of every drop of his creamy cock-milk.
He slumped down on her, drained of all strength, tired beyond his ability to describe, utterly exhausted by his exertions and the emotional charge of reunion with his Louise, wanting now nothing more than to gather her into him and sleep, secure and at peace for the first time in weeks.
+++
When he awoke, he was alone, but he could smell cooking, and his stomach rumbled as he remembered his last meal had been a pre-packed BLT somewhere over the Alps.
He climbed out of bed and padded in his bare feet to the kitchen, Louise unaware of him as she stirred a pan of something that smelled delicious. She felt his stare on her, and turned, her beautiful smile breaking out as she took in the sight of him, stark naked in the kitchen.
"Dinner will be about 15 minutes, OK, baby?" she smiled.
"Smells delicious, what is it?" he grinned back
"We're having Vietnamese pork, prawn and coconut curry, jasmine rice, and cucumber salad, and there's some dairy ice-cream in the freezer for dessert. If you want a shower, do it now, dinner should be ready by the time you're finished."
After his shower, they sat down to dinner, the first properly cooked meal in weeks – army cooking is filling, but that's about all that can be said for it, and the smells from the kitchen while he showered had been driving him crazy.
Dinner done, Louise asked him if there was anything he particularly wanted and the one thing he'd been dreaming about for weeks (apart from her, of course) popped into his head.
"Lou, can we go to a good pub, I'm dying for a pint of Theakstones XB!" he grinned. Louise smiled back – with no pubs or alcohol in Iraq or Kuwait, his and every other squaddie's tongues must have been hanging out!
"Of course, Dyl, there's a good pub about 5 minutes away, get dressed and we'll wander on down there!"
They left home and climbed into the car, their gaze flicking over without really registering the nondescript black family saloon with tinted windows parked across the road or the vague figure inside with the compact video camera, or thought anything of it as the car pulled away from the kerb a little way behind them as they drove off.
They walked into the saloon bar (most traditional pubs in England are split into the Saloon Bar and the Public Bar, the Saloon Bar usually has the seating booths and tables, the other one has the open bar counter and the dart boards etc.) and Louise took a seat while Dylan ordered drinks and took them back to the booth.
"It's been a long time since I had one of these, Lou, thank you darlin'!" he grinned as he tipped his glass at her and took a long, blissful swallow, burping contentedly after his long pull on his beer. "God that went down right!" he grinned, sipping happily at his beer.
Dylan was oblivious to the looks he was getting from some of the other girls in the bar, too engrossed in his beer and his study of Louise's features, but she could see the looks, and she smirked, that little smile that said. "You can look all you want, but he's leaving with me!"
After a while, Dylan noticed. "What are you smiling at, babe?" he asked.
"Thinking about what to do with you later, soldier-man!" she grinned back, and suddenly his beer seemed so much less important. Knocking it back, he asked Louise if she wanted another drink, and when she declined, they hustled outside, Dylan in a rush to get home. In their haste, neither of them noting the black saloon car parked across the road, the same car that had been parked outside the flat earlier that evening.
As soon as they walked in the door, Dylan grabbed her, pulling her tight to him, kissing her wildly as she rubbed and undulated against him, grinding her pussy against his solid erection, his hands roaming over her buttocks, squeezing and moulding them, pulling them apart so he could slide his fingers into the warm cleft to massage her anal bud and rub against her tight little rosette. He spun her around, his hands going to her breasts, to squeeze and fondle them, tease and pull her nipples into hard points as she ground her buttocks against his cock bulging inside his jeans.
"Dyl...bedroom...not here...!" she gasped, and he relinquished his hold on her firm breasts to allow her to lead him into their bedroom. As they entered the room, he spun her round again, sliding his hands up her skirt and hooking his fingers in the waistband of her tight little panties, and slid them down, enjoying the feel of the silky material slipping down her smooth thighs and past her shapely buttocks.
Louise tugged at the waistband of his jeans, pulling his shirt up as he unzipped her skirt and tugged it down, leaving her naked from the waist down. Louise meanwhile had unbuttoned his jeans and was pushing them down, her lips never breaking contact with his as they stripped each other. Dylan pulled his shirt over his head and dropped it, standing before her in his shorts, his erection tenting the front, and her hands quickly moved to feel his size, his hardness, his readiness for her.
Dylan helped her unbutton her blouse, and quickly unhooked her bra, pulling her to him so he could suck and nibble her protruding nipples, still hard from his manipulation of them. He kissed down her belly, Louise standing with her hands on his shoulders, head back and face flushed as he licked and kissed and teased down her body, dropping to his knees to dip his tongue-tip into the dimple of her navel, making her shiver, before kissing down to the little trimmed patch of golden-brown peach fuzz, finally sliding his tongue into the front of her slit, teasing her clitoris in its little hood. Louise gasped and thrust her mound into his face as he pulled her into him by her buttocks, his fingers curled into the shadowed recess of the cleft between the two shapely globes.
Her scent surrounded him, strong and feminine, engaging with him and luring him in further, his tongue now probing along her slit as her labia swelled and opened under his tongue. He lapped at her with his flattened tongue and then poked his tongue tip inside her, drawing a quick intake of breath, before her sighs of pleasure resumed.
Louise backed towards the bed, Dylan shuffling forward to keep contact with her, until she sat and then slumped back onto the bed, Dylan rising up on his knees to part her thighs and lick and suck her vulva, probing deeper with his tongue, licking at her now fully emerged clitoris, the little pearl slick and dewy with her secretions, and Louise jumping and quivering every time his tongue rubbed gently across it.
Dylan licked from her clitoris to her little pink hole, strong, forceful laps at her vulva and anus, licking her juices as they ran and dripped over her crotch, tasting and sucking, licking and teasing. Louise began to come in short, pulses of pleasure, thrusting her vulva against his mouth as her orgasm built, each pulse taking her higher, until she was writhing in ecstasy, gasping as the waves of pleasure crashed through her, until, when he jammed his tongue into her anus again, she screamed as her climax bolted through her, shocking her down to her fingertips, her juices spraying out of her, coating his face and neck, the muscles in her neck corded as she spasmed, her back arching off the bed as the extreme pleasure rocketed through her.
She opened her eyes to see him standing in front of her, fully naked, his erection held in one hand. She sat up, smiled and nodded, took hold of him and dipped her head down to slide her lips over the end of his fat cock, savouring the fresh taste of him as her head slowly bobbed back and forth, her tongue delighting him with its swirling motion over the sensitive glans, her hand pumping him in time to her sucking, while her other hand cupped and massaged his heavy balls, lightly scratching the underside of his scrotum as she sucked him.
Dylan began an involuntary fucking motion, as though he would fuck her mouth, and Louise smiled as she sucked harder, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked and licked, her hand squeezing him, the pleasure mounting until, at last, as her tongue rubbed into the hole in the tip of his cock, he could hold back no longer, his cock swelling as he came with a heartfelt groan, holding her head as he shot long, satisfying spurts of his spunk into her mouth and down her throat, her throat working to swallow the quantity of semen he shot into her hot and willing mouth.
At last his cock stopped convulsing, the stream of spunk dried up, and she licked the last of his ejaculate from the head of his cock and took him from her mouth.
"Thank you Lou, that was amazing!" he panted, Louise hugging him around the waist and resting her head against his chest, hearing his thudding heart as his heartbeat started to slow down to normal.
Dylan moved away from her embrace to climb onto the bed, pulling her to lie against him, his hands around her buttocks as he pulled her in close to kiss her deeply and tenderly.
Louise smiled at him, running her fingers through hi short curly black hair. "I've got a full day tomorrow, Dyl, so I won't be back until about six, can you keep yourself amused until then? There's satellite TV now, so you can watch TV if you want, the freezer's full, or there's a chip shop round the corner. I'm sorry baby, but I have to be in class all day, but we'll do something special tomorrow night, OK?"
Dylan just grinned. "Lou, all I want is for you to finish medical school, so however long you need to be away tomorrow is fine by me. Besides, we have to go and see Harry and Jane on Saturday, I'm trying not to think about that!"
Louise looked indignant. "I know we should be grateful for them taking us in, and I am, but this is none of their business; when you said once that they were hardly family, you were right, and they have no right to judge us, so we listen to what they have to say, but if I don't like it, I'm leaving!"
Dylan thought she'd never looked so appealing as right now, with her eyes flashing and her cheeks reddening, and the feel of her was maddening and arousing; he could feel himself getting hard again. Louise felt it too, grinning and grinding herself against hm. "Oooh Soldier-Boy, is that a gun in your pocket or are you just glad to see me?" she teased, wriggling and rubbing herself against his nearly fully-erect cock, Dylan pulling her closer by her shapely little bum cheeks, nibbling and nuzzling her neck, her chin, her lips, feeling her hard nipples poking into his chest as he squeezed and massaged her buttocks.
He rolled onto his back, taking her with him, Louise pushing herself upright so she was sitting astride him. Dylan grinned and reached out to fondle and play with her breasts and nipples, twirling and pulling gently on the firm rubbery tips, making her gasp and giggle, and she reached behind herself, taking hold of his stiff fat cock and slowly sliding herself down on it, penetrating herself at her own pace. When he was buried in her to the hilt, she began a slow, undulating up and down motion, riding him in slow motion, grinding herself against him on the downstroke, rubbing her clitoris against the wiry mat of pubic hair at the base of his cock.
Dylan began to pump up to meet her stroke, thrusting himself into her as she thrust herself down on him, the two of them in perfect synchronisation as they pumped and pummelled at each other. Louise came first, her orgasm hitting her like a wall, making her gasp and sob in release, slumping over onto him as her pussy pulsed and clenched around his girth, and he responded with a guttural groan at the muscular spasms massaging his cock, his cock spraying her inner recesses with the last of his sperm, the fourth time today, and the last, he was utterly drained now!
Louise rolled off him to lie in the crook of his arm, kissing him gently. "Thank you Dylan my darling!" she whispered, sleep already trying to claim her, and the last thing she remembered was Dylan pulling the covers over both of them as she burrowed down against him.
Saturday found the two of them heading up to North Wales to hear what Harry and Jane wanted to say to them regarding their relationship. Louise was feeling jittery, even though she was determined to face them down if need be. Dylan was more pragmatic. His attitude was that it was none of their business, he and Louise were going to see them because Harry had asked them to come, and they could say their piece, they were owed that much; if they started criticising him or his Louise, then they could shove their opinions up their arses.




+++
Well, that could have gone better, thought Dylan. Louise drove in silence, her face set and expressionless, her knuckles white with the way she was gripping the steering wheel.
It had all started out so well, and had just rapidly gone downhill. Dylan grinned; he'd never known Lou to fly off the handle like that, and made a mental not to not wind her up too much in future!
When they'd arrived back at their old home, things had started out affably enough, lunch and small-talk, before Harry asked them what they planned to do next.
"We worry about you, both of you, and what this could do to you if it goes wrong for you. Suppose you break up, or one of you meets someone else? Have you thought what that would do to the other?"
Dylan was just about to say something, that Louise was the one for him, and that he didn't want anyone else, ever, when Louise spoke up sharply.
"I will never desert Dylan, and I resent you implying that the possibility even exists; you don't know me well enough to say something like that, and I'll thank you to keep your opinions on the subject to yourself! I love Dylan, and he loves me, end of discussion!"
Jane spoke up. "Louise, how can you and Dylan love each other ...that way? He's your brother, this is just not right!"
Louise's eyes narrowed dangerously. 'Oh Shit' thought Dylan, 'here it comes!'
"Not right? How bloody dare you! Dylan and I have been together through thick and thin, we are all we've ever had, and he's the best man I know; whether or not he's my brother, he's the only man for me, and if you can't accept that, then I suggest you keep your damned opinions to yourself!
Harry raised his eyebrow. "Hey, now just a minute young lady, don't you...!"
Louise rounded on him. "And you, just where do you think you get off telling us how to live and who to love? You're not our parents, you're not even close family, I never grew up with you, or even heard of you until I was 14 years old, a whole life already before you ever came on the scene, so don't...ever...tell me what to do! Feindio eich busnes eich hun ffycin! Ni all pam eich bod yn deall hyn yn hyn yr ydym am?" (Mind your own fucking business! Why can't you understand, this is what we want?)
Harry stared in consternation at her livid face, at the tears glimmering in the corners of her eyes, Jane staring in wide-eyed shock at her outburst, and held up a placating hand. "I think we need to..." before Louise interrupted him. "I think we need to go, now! Come on Dylan, I knew this was a mistake, these people will never accept us, they've said their piece, everything's has been said that needed to be said, let's go!"
With that, she stood up and stalked out of the house, leaving Jane crying and Harry looking shell-shocked.
Dylan spoke first. "I'll talk to her, calm her down, I promise."
"I wish you would," replied Harry, "we really need to talk about this as a family!"
Dylan looked at him curiously. "Talk about what, Harry? She pretty much covered everything, and we're happy as we are, we're not going to change what we do or who we are to suit other people's opinions, so the best way you can help us, if that's what you want to do, is to leave us to our lives; it's the one we've chosen."
He followed Louise out to the car, finding her already behind the wheel, engine idling, tears running down her cheeks. He slid in next to her, and reached across her, turning off the ignition and handing her a tissue from the glove box. She dried her eyes, and looked at him.
"I knew this would happen, fucking sanctimonious pair of..." Dylan put his finger on her lips.
"No they're not, they're just concerned for you, for both of us, give them a chance, Lou, they can't understand now, so maybe they just need some time, eh?"
Louise set her jaw. "No, fuck 'em, if they can't accept us, then that's just too bad!"
Dylan grinned, and Louise looked sharply at him. "What's so funny?"
"Nothing," he replied, "I just thought it would be me going ape-shit, not the quiet one!"
Louise laughed despite herself, and switched the ignition back on. "It's a long way home, Dyl, let's get started!"
They arrived back in Leicester just after 6 o'clock, neither of them paying any attention to the black car parked across the road from the flat, only a momentary a flicker of déjà vu disturbing Dylan as he looked up and down the road on exiting the car, but dismissed it as nothing important, although something made him sweep up and down the road again before following Louise inside.
She looked at him strangely. "What's up Dyl, Spidey-Senses tingling?" she joked, Dylan shaking his head. "No, it's nothing...nothing at all, just..." He shook his head to clear it and pulled her closer to him.
"Lou, Harry and Jane weren't telling us what to do, they were just concerned, and giving them a broadside like that..."
"Too much?" she asked in a small voice.
"Too much." He agreed. "Maybe a call tomorrow, try and mend a couple of fences, eh?" Louise nodded. "OK, I will, I just lost my temper, I dunno, I've never done that before, it just seemed that they were judging us, and I wasn't in the mood for that. I'll call tomorrow, apologise, I said things that hurt them, that I shouldn't have, and I am sorry, really!"
Dylan kissed her. "Just remind me not to wind you up, OK?" and watched as she grinned her old grin.
She held him and kissed him back, Dylan feeling himself harden as she held herself close, and she noticed too, gently grinding herself against him as they kissed, his hands slipping down to cup and squeeze her buttocks, savouring the firm tautness, the delicious firmness, the springy feel of her cheeks as she undulated slowly against him, rubbing his cock with her mound, her lips and tongue playing with his.
She broke their kiss to lead him to the bedroom, once they were in there she turned to him again, kissing him lightly as she unbuttoned his shirt and pulled it out of his jeans, slid it down his arms, enjoying the feel of his hard-muscled shoulders, his solid chest and stomach as she fumbled with his jeans.
Dylan meanwhile was busy unzipping her skirt, Louise giving a wriggle when he'd done to let it drop to the floor as he tugged her top over her head. Dylan's hands came up to unhook her bra, and she shrugged it off, wriggling off her panties to stand naked in front of him. She grinned at him and turned him round, pushing him backwards onto the bed and lifting his legs, yanking off his jeans in one fluid movement. Dylan grinned at her. "Whatever happened to romance, eh?"
Louise grinned and slid up alongside him, her hand running up and down his torso, enjoying the feel of the plume of surprisingly soft and downy black hair running down the centre of his abdomen and outlining his chest and abdominal muscles. His cock was bulging out the front of his shorts, and she playfully grabbed hold and squeezed it as she licked his neck, his throat, nibbled his ear, before kissing him deeply, her tongue fencing with his.
Dylan reached down and took hold of her buttocks again, pulling her closer to him, his need for her almost overpowering as she slid her hand inside his shorts and wrapped her hand around his hardness. He lifted his hips and slid his shorts off, gathering Louise into him to lick and nibble at her protruding nipples, rubbing gently between her thighs all the while, feeling her lips swell and moisten as her juices began to flow, signs of her arousal.
She sighed and rolled onto her back, Dylan's fingers still gently rubbing and stroking her pussy as he suckled more intently at her nipples, making her gasp and arch her back as he aroused her. Now Dylan moved between her thighs, his head dipping down as he planted soft, gentle kisses up along the inside of her thighs, alternating, one to the other, nibbling softly with his lips as he kissed her sensitive inner thighs, Louise writhing and holding his head in place as he teased and tormented her, never coming into contact with the swollen labia, kissing the apex of her mound, under the little patch of pubic hair, softly lapping at the inside of her thighs right next to her swelling labia.
Louise was in a whirl of arousal, and Dylan spun her faster and faster, never touching her most secret places, letting her mind stimulate her, playing her, feeding her fantasies about what he would or could do next. Eventually he could resist her no longer, and slid his tongue along the periphery of her swollen and parted labia, her scent filling his nostrils as he licked and lapped at her succulence, her taste fresh and strong and heady. Her head snapped back at the first encounter, orgasm already billowing through her, her back arching and her mouth opening in a silent scream, as her over-stimulated vulva reacted to the light touch of his tongue and blew hot, electric tendrils of orgasm through her entire body.
Dylan swirled his tongue around her gaping pussy, licking and probing around her clitoris, feeling the hard little bead slick under his tongue, as she writhed and shuddered, her whole world one long roll of pounding sensation and jittering nerve endings, and when he sucked the little bead and rubbed it with his tongue, she screamed as the orgasm that ripped through her jolted her into shuddering convulsions of ecstasy, hands clawed into the bed to give her purchase as her body arched off the bed, her eyes rolling back in her head with the intensity of her release.
Dylan continued to lap at her, moving his tongue across the entire area, but lapping more and more insistently at her tight little hole, licking her anus and pushing his tongue tip onto her, and she lifting her hips to meet him, his hands sliding around her firm buttocks and pulling her to him as he probed deeper and deeper into her dark recess, tasting her as he rimmed her, his saliva lubricating her anus to allow his tongue ever further into her.
He reared up over her, and lifted her ankles, pushing her legs up as high as he could, leaning over her to put his cock at the entrance to her tight hole, her knees level with her shoulders as he slid himself slowly into her, her anus stretching to accommodate his girth, until suddenly her ring allowed his head in and he slid all the way into her.
"Oooh God, Dylan, Oh God, yes, like that, yesss, yesss!" she intoned, until her knees were over his arms, pressing her breasts flat against her rib cage, his cock buried to the hilt in her warm, tight anus.
Dylan began to withdraw, and her eyes snapped open at the sensation of his cock rubbing along her anal tube, her hands linking around his neck, keeping him in position over her as he pumped. She began to pump back, the acute sensations whirling in and around her as he rammed his cock into her arse, jamming himself in as far as he could go, the only sounds the slap of flesh, his gasps of pleasure, and her sighs and inarticulate moans as they fucked in such a primal and taboo way.
Dylan was almost there; the incredible tightness of her anal tube was almost too much to take, and Louise was approaching a mid-shattering orgasm as her cervix, her rectum, all responded to the pounding from his fat cock buried deep in her arse.
"Lou...I'm coming...!" he gasped, and his cock swelled and erupted inside her, filling her insides with his hot spunk. The feeling was too much for her, and her orgasm broke and ripped through her, her swollen, over-stimulated cunt spraying his midsection with her ejaculate as she squirted over him, the sensation only spurring him on, and with her cervix convulsing and fluttering against him, adding to and extending his orgasm. Louise screamed in release as her climax whirled inside her, her rectum tightening and squeezing around his cock, milking him as the sensation rolled more and more waves of orgasmic pleasure through her.
He let go of her knees, and she dropped her legs onto the bed, her muscles still twitching and shuddering as the aftershocks of her volcanic orgasm ebbed and died away. He withdrew from her and slumped over onto his back, heartbeat thundering and ears roaring, breathing laboured.
As their breathing returned to normal, Dylan turned to her, kissed her tenderly, Louise gently stroking his face as she kissed him back, smiling as he touched her nose with his fingertip.
"thank you Soldier-boy, where did you get that from?" she asked him teasingly.
"I'm a British soldier; we have special training!" he said, and smiled. After a while he chuckled quietly. "What?" said Louise.
"Did you see the look on poor Jane's face when you swore at her? I thought she was going to have a haemorrhage! She looked like a chicken trying to lay a square egg!" he chuckled, and Louise giggled guiltily. "I was wrong, I know. I'll call her tomorrow, see if I can apologise!"
+++
They spent Sunday in bed, resting, playing, watching television, Louise enjoying her weekend, knowing she had a heavy week coming up. By evening, Dylan was getting restless.
"Come on , Lou, get some clothes on, I feel like buying my girl a drink, we've been cooped-up in here 24 hours now, I need to stretch-out a bit, that pub was nice, I'll treat you. Last chance for a treat, darlin', I need to start job-hunting tomorrow, call that number Johnnie Walker gave me, see what happens!"
As they stepped out to the car, once again the feeling of déjà vu hit Dylan, that sense of something of familiar. He stopped and looked around carefully, analysing his surroundings, his mind placing familiar objects and landmarks, trying to see what it was he was seeing, remembering a black car outside yesterday, and the day before that, and somewhere else. Why was he remembering that car? What was it about the car that was spooking him? He tried looking at it sideways, certain he could see someone inside, and turned to look at it full on, making as though to cross the road. The car pulled away from the kerb and sped away as soon as he stepped in its direction. What the fuck is going on here? Was he under surveillance? Why? He had no more military value, why would anyone want to keep tabs on him?
Shaking his head, he walked back round the car and climbed in.
"Something wrong, Dyl?" asked Louise, and he shook his head. "No, just...odd, I dunno, probably nothing..."
They arrived at the pub and parked up, Dylan sweeping the road up, and down, half expecting to see that same car parked there. "Get a grip, lad!" he told himself, going inside. As he went in, the black car crept around the corner and parked across the road.
They ordered their drinks and went into the saloon bar, to sit at a booth, and were chatting and laughing when Louise noticed two men on the other side of the bar looking at her and sniggering to each other, and when one of them caught her eye, he raised his glass to her and blew her a kiss. She immediately looked away, not liking the way he was staring at her.
"Dylan, drink up, let's go, please!" she whispered to him. He caught the urgent note in her voice, saw the worried look in her eyes, noted the way her glance flicked at the two men across the bar who were now staring openly, insolently at her.
One of the two grinned at Dylan, and sauntered over, put his beer glass down on the table between them, and leered into Dylan's face, blowing a gust of beer breath over him.
"She's a pretty one, mate, she any good, you know..." and he pantomimed sucking a large penis. Dylan's arm moved like a striking snake, his hand enveloping the man's scrotum in a vice-like grip, standing in the same move to curl his free hand around his head as he gasped in pain, grabbing the man's face with his thumb in the corner of his eye.
"Make another move, and you get to wear a patch like mine, fuck-face, the only difference between us will be, I'll still have my eyeball. Now do you want to walk away, or do you want to be a eunuch with a white stick?" asked Dylan, almost conversationally.
"So...So...Sorry, mate, it...was...all... a...misunderstanding...shit!
Dylan let go of him, watching him hobble away curled over in pain.
"Dyl, let's go, the landlord's called the police, we have to leave!" hissed Louise, dragging him towards the exit. As they hurried out they heard the sound of a police siren in the distance. Just then the black saloon that had been shadowing them earlier screeched up to them, and a door popped open.
"Get in Dylan, move it!" ordered a voce from inside, and Dylan pushed Louise inside, slid in and slammed the door as the car wheeled away from the kerb. He looked back to see the lights of a police car coming around the corner behind them as they drove away at normal urban speed, doing nothing to attract attention.
"Thank you, and who are you and how do you know my name?" asked Dylan, "In a minute, Dylan, just got to make a pickup, couple of friends of mine..."
They rounded a corner, and another, and Dylan realised they were approaching the pub again, from a different direction, two familiar looking characters waiting by the kerb; the two men from the bar.
As the car pulled up, one of the men jumped in the front passenger seat, the other climbed into the back; the man Dylan had manhandled in the bar.
The driver of the car spoke up. "Dylan, I'd like you to meet Sergeant 'Mitch' Miller, and up front here, Corporal 'Scotty' Moore, they work for me." The two grinned at him, shaking hands and winking at Louise. He went on. "My name is Mike Bruce, and I used to be with your mob, until an injury put me out; ditto Mitch and Scotty. Johnnie Walker told me about you, I hear he gave you my number, but I thought I'd look you up first. I'm pleased to finally meet you!"
Dylan was a little confused. "If you wanted to meet me, why not just call me, why all the theatrics in there just now?"
Matt laughed. "Dylan, we look over all the prospects we hear about, evaluate them before we ask them to come and work with us – fewer than one in thirty gets an offer; we had to see whether you were one of the thoughtful, restrained ones, or one of the kill-crazy loonies who get turfed-out of the mob these days, the ones who get to like the job a little too much; a lot of those guys end up as merc's working in Nigeria or The Congo, or causing fucking mayhem in Central America; they're welcome to them, I don't need head-cases like that."
Dylan was beginning to understand he'd just had a job interview, but for what?
"Look...Mike, I'm a little slow on the uptake today, so could you tell me just what the fuck you're talking about? What prospects? For what? A job? Where?"
The car pulled-up outside the flat, parked-up and Mike, Louise and Dylan got out. They trooped into the sitting room, and Dylan asked Mike to take a seat, he and Louise sitting on the sofa.
"First off, let me introduce myself properly. My name is Michael Bruce, formerly Captain Michael Bruce, 22 SAS. I now work in a middle-eastern country for a company that manages all their well-heads, pipelines, drilling rigs, gas platforms and refineries. The country in question is one of the biggest oil producers in the world, and their petroleum industry is their sole national revenue stream, so they demand the best protection possible for their production facilities; this is where people like me come in."
"We provide consultancy and damage limitation, as there are numerous other states and individuals who would love to see the world's crude oil prices rise if our client's output falters for any reason. I need people like you; people who know exactly how to cause the kind of trouble we have to be most vigilant against, who can think on their feet, remain calm, collected, and in control."
"If you decide to throw in with us, your primary role would be to out- think and second-guess those who would seek to disrupt the flow of petroleum – it's that highly-trained tactical brain of yours we need, and we will pay well for it. I heard what happened on that patrol, how you were blinded, but you still managed to locate the enemy position and return fire by hearing alone, you let your training do the thinking when it needed to, and it's that kind of control we need.



All of our consultants are, like me, Mitch or Scotty, ex-Special Forces; the training and mental preparations they have been though makes people like them, like yourself, ideal for the job, and very valuable assets, and we pay them a great deal of money to do that job properly. We even have a few ex-Spetzatz, and a couple of your old SEAL friends from Oman signed-up, so you won't be completely stranded among strangers."
Dylan was in a whirl; he was being offered a chance to work in a role he could actually excel in, utilise all that special training. There was one thing, though.
"How did you know where I was, I mean, I only stepped off the plane at Wooton Basset a couple of days ago...?
Mike grinned. "We've been watching you for a while now, Dylan; people like you are always of interest to people like me, and my employers. You've been investigated and under surveillance since the day after your return off that patrol, and I've been getting detailed progress and evaluation reports on you since. Don't ask me how; just accept that we have our sources too!"
Johnnie Walker, of course...
Dylan was curious what the job entailed, and how much he would be paid, questions Matt was happy to answer.
"The job is as I described it; to avert disruption of the flow of petroleum by any and all means at your disposal short of actual armed involvement; we have people for that...
You will be based in-kingdom, on a three-month on, one-month off rolling deployment, which gives you 3 months at home a year, with all flights back to wherever you consider home; here, I would guess. Initial tax-free salary is fifteen hundred US Dollars a week, paid offshore, if you throw in with us we will set that up for you, rising to up to twenty-five hundred a week, depending on the assignments you carry out, as some of those deployments may well be in other parts of the world where we also operate in a similar role; accommodation and food is provided in the company's own hardened compounds, and a maintenance allowance of five hundred dollars cash a week is also paid. All vehicles are provided; you will be assigned one for your personal use. I would seriously consider this offer, Dylan, we need you and your skills, you need a job and a solid income if you plan on getting married anytime soon, and yes, we know about your situation with your sister here, we can resolve that for both of you."
Dylan was suddenly wary. "What do you mean 'resolve'?"
Mike grinned. "We have ways of making sure that Dylan Lewis suddenly becomes provably no relation to Louise Lewis and completely free to marry her. Think it over, old chap; we need you, and you need us! Plus, Louise is planning a career in the medical field. We also need doctors, Med-techs, specialists, and we pay them well. If you throw in with us, we would look with great interest at a spouse who also has exactly the type of support skills and knowledge was need, and is willing to train further at some of the most advanced medical facilities in the world. Are you interested?"
Dylan couldn't help but ask the question. "So Mike, the fact that Louise is my sister doesn't cause you any...?
Mike grinned. "Dylan, if my sister weighed 200lbs less and had a shorter moustache I might have tried it on with her! Your Louise is a real looker, so no, no problem there!"
Dylan looked at Louise for guidance. Her eyes were shining, and a small smile twitched at the corners of her mouth.
"Um Mike, would you excuse us for a moment, we just want to..." said Dylan, standing up and ushering Louise towards the bedroom.
"By all means, Dylan, talk about it, please, I'll be happy to wait!"
Dylan carefully closed the door. "Lou, what do you think? If I took this I'll be away for 90 days at a time; how do you feel about that?"
Louise smiled. "Dyl, if you take this you'll also be home for three months of the year, every year, and to be honest, from next year you'll hardly see me, that's when the hospital rounds and night lectures start, so you might only cross paths with me now and then. This is better than the army; you get guaranteed leave, at home, so I say take it! If you don't, what are you going to do, be a security guard? All that training, wasted. I think this is what you need, and I'm not going anywhere!"
They walked back out again, and Dylan stuck out his hand. "OK Mike, show me where I sign!"
+++
April 16, 2008
Louise waited nervously in her scholastic cap and gown, queuing with the rest of the graduating class. She scanned the crowd of parents and families of the graduating medical students, trying to see Dylan, but couldn't spot him anywhere. At last her group were called to the podium, and as she filed past and received her degree, she looked, in vain, but still no Dylan. After the speeches were all over, and the new graduates filed down and out to meet the proud families, she was left with a feeling of anti-climax. Her big day, and he hadn't come. As she blinked back the tears, she heard a soft voice behind her.
"Congratulations, Lou!"
She spun around, and there stood Harry and Jane, smiling, Jane's lip quivering as she smiled shyly.
"Uncle Harry, Aunty Jane...you came, I didn't think...!" she stuttered, close to tears again
Jane hugged her gently. "Did you really think we'd miss this day? You were our little girl, even if it was only for a little while, and we couldn't let you have this day without telling you how proud we are of you! Rydw i mor falch iawn ohonoch chi, gariad!" (I'm so very proud of you, sweetheart!)
Harry stepped up and hugged her too, murmuring "Well done, Louise, we are so proud of you, and happy for you and Dylan!"
She looked at him in surprise. "Do you mean...?"
Harry looked closely at her. "As long as you love him, and he loves you, nothing else matters. I was wrong, and I apologise. Just be happy, Lou, you and Dylan!"
Louise's tears started then. "I'm so sorry, for what I said, I..!"
Harry hugged her close again. "It's OK, Lou; words said in anger should never be the last word. It's gone now, just enjoy your day, after all, look at you, our little girl's a doctor now!"
Louise grinned back. "Well, not quite, but..."
"Louise! I say, Louise!"
Looking around she saw Mike Bruce and Mitch Miller smiling at her.
"Congratulations Louise, Dylan sends his love; he got stuck in Brunei, tropical storm grounded his flight, so we came to be here for you, and to bring you these."
He offered her a package, and she pulled out a wad of papers and a new passport.
"This is your marriage certificate, and your passport showing your change of status. You and Dylan were married last week in church in a small village Brittany, all the parish records reflect that, and here's a letter of congratulation from the mayor!"
She gaped at him.
"You need your marriage certificate if you're going to travel to the middle-east to live with your husband, you know!" he grinned.
"Also there is your Student registration for Sheikh Faid Ibn Faroudh University Medical School, where you'll be studying cardio-thoracic surgery, which I understand was your chosen speciality, your visa, work permit, and your employee registration certificate. You and your husband now officially work for us. Congratulations on your wedding, it was really lovely, I only wish you'd been there to see it!"
She was still gaping when they led her to the large black MPV parked away from the rest of the car park, Jane and Harry walking with them.
"We're going direct to Heathrow, you'll be with Dylan in about 9 hours, I just got a message that he's arrived back in Jeddah and he's waiting for us at the compound, we have a flight waiting, and all your personal effects have been packed and crated for shipping. Your penalty for relinquishing your flat early is paid, and your personal effects here are...ah, there they are. So let's go!"
Louise was in a whirl. "You mean everything is...done? Just like that?"
Mike grinned at her. "Remember how I told you five years ago that we look kindly on spouses who's skills suit our needs? Well you are going to be a very useful asset, just like Dylan, and we'll be paying you a commensurate salary while you finish your training. Oh, and almost forgot..." he handed her a small package. "Dylan picked this out for you in Singapore, I hope you like it."
She opened it and inside was a diamond-inset wedding band.
"You'll need to wear that when we go through Immigration. Once the formalities are over, the guys will be throwing throw you a proper wedding reception at the compound; these big special-forces types are all just big softies really, so try and looked properly surprised!"
Jane hugged her tightly. "Off you go now, go on, he's waiting for you!" she smiled, tears in her eyes, and Harry did likewise, kissing her forehead and hugging her for a moment.
"Come home one day, Lou, both of you, just remember, wherever you are, your home's here too, and it'll always be waiting for our kids if they need it. Now off you go, Dylan's waiting!"
+++
The plane touched down in Jeddah, and they quickly cleared Immigration, Louise answering questions about her husband to reassure the officials that she really was married, and when Mike escorted her through the gate, there was Dylan, her husband, at last.
He smiled as walked up to her, tears in his eyes, reached out and gently stroked her face.
"Hi Soldier Doll, what took you so long?" was all he said, but it was enough, all she needed to hear from her Soldier Man. Tears started in her eyes.
"Hello Soldier, looking for a good time?" she smiled back at him through the tears running down her cheeks, her world complete at last.
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Excerpt from the private diary of Nguye't Morrison:
Saturday, 23 April, 2011
Tomorrow I shall graduate, I shall be Ms. Nguye't Morrison LLB, B. Anth (Hons). Feels funny, I've been in school of one sort or another since I was 4 years old, now to be thrust out into the cold, cold world and have to fend for myself after 17 years, feels scary, or it would be if I didn't have the Polar Bear and his wisecracks and obscure sense of humour --I swear, he gets more like dad every day; even mum's taken to looking at him sideways...
Now that he's a Captain of Industry (or at least boss of his own practice, anyway) he finally has the time and space to work with me on finding my sister. Our goal has never changed, from the day we found out about her, and Jamie has been a godsend, with all his odd contacts and furtive little friends in the world's out-of-the-way places, digging for hints, clues, or information, finding a piece here, a grain there, always working towards getting her back. Poor baby, he really has put his heart and soul into this, and I love him all the more for it.
He sent me a fabuloso graduation present, a platinum bracelet set with blue-tinged diamonds from Hong Kong, he says they match my eyes -- isn't that sweet? He's due back in later this afternoon from Hong Kong, one of his minions is collecting him from Heathrow and bringing him directly here, the parents can have him when I've finished with him!
He also said he has a lead, something solid, so he's a little excited, well, a lot excited but trying not to show it, but he thinks he may have got the first piece of the puzzle of where my sister, Hu'e, disappeared to, and where she went after that piece of shit police captain took her. After much persuading, mum told us his name, and the district he controlled, and Polar Bear took it from there, so if he's made a start, we have a jumping-off point at last.
When mum told me, I wanted to get the Vietnamese government to hunt him down, corral him so I could have a word with him, maybe rip off his arm and beat him with the wet end, but common sense prevailed (Jamie) and we agreed we'd do this slowly and methodically, although when I do find that baby-stealing piece of shit, I am going to shove a stiletto heel so far up his arse it's going to bruise his tonsils. Then I'm going twist it until one of his eyeballs falls out. Polar Bear says I have deep-seated, unresolved anger issues...
When I was young, I read a children's book of folk stories from around the world, and one of the stories was from Malaysia, about Pontianak, the Child-Stealer, who came into houses at night and took children, and it frightened me for years, I was afraid it would come and take me. Mum always told me there are no such things, made me feel safe again, but now I know there really is a child-stealer, and he came and he stole my sister away, and I swear to the Goddess I will get her back!
I start my new job in mid-May, not the beginning, Jamie asked me to defer for two weeks but didn't say why, so he's up to something, it better be good! I will be a Junior Counsel with the Legal Protection Unit, based in central London, so just a bus-ride to work in the morning, and I can't wait; for a start, I get unrestricted access to UNICEF and their Child Search Database, plus I get to sift through the reports that come through via sister agencies and people like Amnesty International, and Child Rights Coalition Asia.
I'll do the think-work, and Jamie'll do the legwork, and maybe we can track down my sister, find that little girl he stole from her mother, from her family, from me, and let her know who she is, tell her about her real mother, who never stopped loving her, who never stopped wanting her, and maybe, give my mum some peace of mind at last.
Anyway, I suspect Jamie's got some good news for me, as he's been in Qui Nhon, about 200 miles from Da Nang, looking at on-shore thingummies for oil and gas whatnots, and I suspect he may have been sneaking around Da Nang, having a bit of a snoop, and whatever he found has made him excited, but he's trying to hold it down and play it cool; Ha! The last time he fooled me, I was 6, he told me to pull his finger, so I did...
He'd better be champing at the bit when he gets here, I am, and I plan on making jungle music with him, so his blowpipe better be in full working order!
+++
My contact in Vietnam, a really nice, almost honest police Colonel called Phuoc Dienh, for two bottles of Chivas and a tickle with a hundred dollar bill, agreed to let me look at the records the Vietnam Security Force have been collecting on missing children from 1983 to the present day, and I noticed one thing. Almost all records from the Da Nang area were marked as 'Case Closed' or 'Unsolved', and were signed off by the same Police Captain, Minh Thuyet, then later Police Commander Thuyet.
I asked my new friend what was the likelihood that this particular Captain was in some way connected to the disappearances, and got back a suddenly blank, professional face, all smiles that didn't reach his eyes.
"Police work can be so overwhelming when your force spread so thin! Perhaps I have a little chat with him, I sure he be happy to clear this up, with overwork and everything else, he obviously sign them off by mistake. Oh dear, what a scamp he is!"
And Colonel Dienh, with his happy smiling face, and flat unsmiling eyes, closed the file cabinets, escorted me out of the Record Room, and walked with me all the way back to my hotel, obviously concerned I'd get lost on my way there, talking about everything, saying nothing at all..
At last I had confirmation. I already knew the name of the police captain who'd taken Hu'e; it was a Captain Thuyet, mum had told me, now I knew his first name, and that he'd signed off dozens of missing child reports over several decades.
I was going to get no more here. Now that the police higher-up's knew I was looking, they'd make sure there was nothing to find, nothing to sully Vietnam's reputation as a holiday spot; they'd deal with him internally, and that was what I was most afraid of; I knew all about Chi Hoa, the fearsome high-security prison in Ho Chi Minh City, and once he ended up in there, probably incarcerated under a different name, my search would be over -- we'd never see or hear of him again.
The Vietnamese officials were doing their best to clean up the mess that followed the war, and were eager present themselves as a progressive, modern nation; true, and to their credit, the corruption and post-war incompetence had been largely eradicated; but there were still echoes of it, and I was hearing them loudly right now.
I made a call to the man who'd given me Col. Dienh, Lieng Ho An, the Exploration Coordinator and generally nice guy, and asked him if he could put in a word with the government officials who managed the project, try and get me back in a room with Col. Dienh.
While I waited for Lieng, I actually got a significant amount of work done; after all, I was there to examine the potential of the inshore oil deposits everyone was convinced existed, and deep-water offshore drilling was decidedly risky with China sabre-rattling over the South China Sea, so I had a lot to keep me occupied.
10 days passed, I was due to leave, and then I got a call from Lieng.
"Jamie, the Colonel has agreed to see you again, but it will be in private, in the open, at the Blowout Preventer site, and he wants to do it tonight, so meet me downstairs in 15 minutes!"
I was ready when Lieng arrived, and we drove to the Preventers, abstract-looking steel sculptures in a maze of large-bore pipes and diverter valves under the test well drilling rigs, where we waited for a few minutes. A sleek saloon car pulled up and a dark figure came towards us.
"James, Lieng," He nodded, and motioned for me to follow him. Lieng stayed in view of the car and remained where he was.
The colonel started speaking.
"James, Lieng Ho An has told me more of why you so interested in Minh Thuyet. I will tell you he not District Commander anymore. I shall speak with him later, he waiting for me in Security Force barracks here in Da Nang, we shall have an...interesting and informative conversation; I am sure I will learn many more new and...interesting... things. This not a good thing that he do, and it not liked that people asking these questions. I help you because this wrong, it must stop! Too much of the old ways still here, he part of that, and for this, Thuyet will not see Da Nang again, but I have details from him of what he been...doing for last 30 years. He know where he going, he want very much to help, it only chance he got. Read this and learn, it make... instructive...reading. I give this to you, but it did not come from me, and I do not know you, have not met you, I not here now, and we have never spoken. Your work here in Vietnam is completed, now you will go, do not return. Good luck James!"
He handed me an envelope and walked back to his car, got in, and drove away.
Lieng drove me back to my hotel, where I looked over what Dienh had given me; a thick wad of photocopied typewritten pages, single spaced and dense, no paragraphs.
I interleaved each page with the pages in the project file I had, and packed it away with my stuff, waiting for the Courtesy Bus to take me to Da Nang Airport.
I arrived back at Heathrow to find Mike, one of my interns, waiting for me. "You got the short straw, eh?" I grinned at him, as we loaded my cases, and he tried not to nod, didn't quite succeed. I felt for him; I'd spent enough time dogs-bodying to not wish it on anyone else, but someone had to do it, and he got unlucky.
When we got to the flat, he helped me schlep all my stuff in, then headed back to the office to let everyone know that the boss was back, no doubt so they could clear away any incriminating evidence.
I called out for Nia, and she answered from the bedroom, so I grinned, taking my clothes off as I stumbled over furniture in my haste to get naked and go seriously gorilla on her. I burst open the bedroom door, fully expecting to see her naked, looking all sultry and needy, lack of Jamie glowing all over her. Instead she was fully dressed, her glasses perched on her nose, laptop in hand.
"Taking a shower, were you? Bathroom's that way, Jamie, unless there was something else...?" Damn, my sister's one sexy piece, and trying to look all surprised and innocent was just pressing one button after another with me.
I gave an inarticulate growl. 3 weeks, 3 fucking weeks. It was more than human flesh was meant to take, you try spending 20 days with a permanent erection, see how much fun that is!
Nia gaped at me, then slowly gave that grin, the one that usually leads to us doing sticky things to each other, young Jamie making a spirited attempt to poke me in the eye. I grabbed her as I kissed her as long and as well as I knew how, her hands sliding around my neck as I fumbled with her bra under her top. She stepped back a moment to yank her top over her head and shrug off her bra, and I pulled her close again and slid my hands down inside the back of her leggings, cupping her lovely pinchable little bum and edging down her leggings. She pushed them all the way off and hooked her panties, but I got there first; I love sliding her panties off, it always leads somewhere nice!
I held her and kissed her some more, while squeezing and massaging her taut little cheeks, my cock sandwiched between us. Nia loves me to nibble on her nipples, and so I dipped down, licking and sucking, her breathing becoming deeper, and her hands found me, one hand cupping and gently squeezing my scrotum while she slowly pumped and squeezed my cock with the other. My hands roamed over her, touching, squeezing, fondling, tactile memory remembering her all over again as her breasts entranced me, my hand slowly working its way between her thighs to gently rub and touch , sliding between her labia to gently part the lips and slowly insert my finger into her, feeling her soft dampness, her heat against my hand. We stood and kissed and explored, gently masturbating each other, her pumping of me firm and rhythmic but not insistent, and my caressing of her vulva and slick little clitoris keeping her on the edge, almost tormenting her, but not cruelly, keeping her on the brink to make her orgasm later all the more intense, a game we had played before and understood the rules of.
I drew back from her, urging her down to the bed, rolling myself on and pulling her with me, Nia on her back, her nipples within reach and too tempting to refuse, her parted thighs an invitation for me to explore again her secret places, an invitation I took up eagerly.
At last, tired of playing, I pulled her on top of me, so I could see her fabulous eyes, kiss her delectable lips, and hold her springy, firm buttocks as I pulled her against me. I wanted to taste her again, and she saw the need in my eyes, and slowly slid herself up my torso, her legs curling around my arms, until her moist little pussy was above my mouth. As she gently undulated against me, I licked and lapped at her, tasting her sweet juices, feeling her labia swell even further as her arousal increased, her eyes closing as she held the headboard of the bed, holding most of her weight off me.
She pressed and rubbed her damp and swollen pussy against my face while I held her buttocks, pushing her against my mouth, my tongue delving and probing inside her. I started swirling gently around her clitoris as it pulsed and thrummed like a little fingertip, and her juices began flooding my mouth as she rode my face, pushing herself more and more insistently against me, until, when I licked hard and sucked her clitoris, she came with a gurgling, heartfelt groan of release, her head thrown back and throat and neck muscles corded with the intensity of her release, her secretions pouring down my lips and chin.
I had to hold her up to stop her slumping down over my mouth and nose, her muscles seemed to not be functioning, so I carefully slid her back down, collecting what I could of her delicious juices (finger-lickin' good, by the way!) before I wiped down my chin and neck with a facecloth we always kept in the nightstand for just this eventuality...
I held her close until her heartbeat slowed and her breathing became more regular, then she opened her eyes and kissed me gently.
"Welcome home, Polar Bear, is that all you brought me from the fabled Orient?" she grinned, and I couldn't help but grin, even though I had a pressing problem that I would have liked attending to!
"Oh yes!" she said, and her hand came up to stroke me, wrapping around me and pumping gently, before wriggling around and licking my length, making me groan.
"Oh yes, you like that, don't you?" she teased, gently blowing and breathing on the head of my cock, teasing me, paying me back for keeping her on the brink for so long.
Her lips slid over the end, and her tongue swirled and licked, tasting me as she licked and sucked, the head swelling as she stimulated me. She began sucking in earnest, her head bobbing as she sucked, the lowered pressure making my cockhead more sensitive, and her tongue washing across the tip of my cock was completely delightful. As she sucked she pumped, and finally, she sucked one last time and dragged her tongue across the slit in the end of my cock. I could hold back no longer, and blasted jet after jet of spunk, 3 weeks' worth of pent up need in an orgasmic spraying of my seed into her hot and willing mouth. Nia gulped and swallowed as best she could, the sheer volume of ejaculate threatening to choke her as long spurts of semen continued to boil out of me.
At last, I had no more, the flow of spunk diminishing to a trickle. Nia cleaned the last traces of sperm from my cockhead, and popped me out of her mouth, giving Jamie junior a reassuring pat before scooting up to lie next to me, her grin in evidence again.
"I should send you away more often, if you're gonna go a gusher like that when you get back!" she smiled, and I could only agree. 3 weeks surrounded by girls who looked amazingly like her, it was almost too much to bear, a priapic nightmare. I had deliberately not done anything about it, because I wanted her to get the benefit; apparently she had!
Nia slid up the bed next to me and kissed me, grinning as she drummed her fingers on my chest.
"So what else did you bring me, Jamie, or is that it? she teased, eyes dancing as she rubbed and stroked my chest, feeling my heartbeat slow back to something like normal.
"I have some information for you, princess, the detailed confession of a Police Commander who's apparently been involved in the child-trafficking racket for decades; you should read this, his name is Minh Thuyet."
Nia's ears pricked up. "Thuyet? Isn't he the one...?" She asked, face no longer amused and playful, now only alert and attentive.
"The very same," I agreed, "and apparently he's been a very busy man for years. You need to read this, I can't, my Tieng Viet isn't good enough, but I've been told it makes for very interesting reading!"
I got up and went to find my note-case, and Nia helped me re-collate the pages as I took them from between the leaves of the project documentation where I'd hidden them from prying eyes.
Nia started reading the densely typed pages, concentration totally focused, eyes scanning the pages like twin lasers, as she read through the detailed confession of the man who'd murdered her uncle and stolen her sister.
I was suddenly invisible. When I got up to have a shower, Nia didn't even waver, not noticing as I left, sitting cross-legged on the bed reading, a vertical line between her eyebrows as she read. I knew that line of old, it was her one external sign of deep anger; she was furious.
When I came back into the bedroom, towelling-off my hair, she was sitting at her laptop, still naked, the confession propped up as she made notations on a spreadsheet she was creating. I peered over her shoulder and saw she was creating a timeline, referencing each case that Thuyet had been questioned about against district, approximate date, name, physical description and sex of the child, age of the child when the disappearance was reported, and name of recipient or place where the child was delivered, plus the amount he was paid for each child. That line was still there, so I left her undisturbed; I'd been on the end of a broadside before when that line had been there, I had no wish to set that off tonight, not when she was graduating tomorrow. Besides, I had a couple of things to do while she was distracted, so I did them without any inconvenient questions from her.
After nearly three hours, I heard her sigh and yawn as she stretched, putting her glasses down on her keyboard. She had tears in her eyes, but whether from yawning, or for any other reason, I couldn't tell.
"Oh Jamie, this is like wading through a cess-pit, I feel so dirty, hug me and make me feel clean again, please, Polar Bear!" she asked me, and of course I did. She looked terrible, sad, and haggard, dull-eyed and exhausted, as though she'd spent a day of hard labour instead of reading 40-something typed pages.



"Jamie, did you ever read something that made you feel like you needed to take off your skin and wash it on the inside as well?" she asked me, her voice quavering, and knowing how near to tears she was I hugged her as close as I could, stroking her hair and back, calming her down, soothing her.
"You need to stop now, princess," I told her, "this stuff can wait, don't try and wade through it all tonight, you have to pace yourself. Little bites, princess, little bites."
"I know, Jamie, but after so little to go on, this is a goldmine, but it still makes me retch with disgust, that a man could do that...!" She was near tears again, and I could only hold her as she echoed and resonated with all that she had learned, her heart breaking for all those children that man had taken, all those families he'd shattered for his thirty pieces of silver.
As I held her I rocked her, as though she were still the little girl who'd cry on my lap because she wanted something, or had lost something, or sometimes just had the blues,
I could feel her tenseness slowly dissipating, her breathing becoming stronger, slower, less angry, her jaw muscles against my cheek loosening as she unclenched her teeth and relaxed.
Finally, she looked up and looked into my eyes, her eyes clear and calm again, her face relaxed and peaceful. "OK Jamie, I'm good now, thank you, baby!"
I grinned with relief. "if you're ready, Nia, you should have a shower, we're supposed to be having dinner with the parents in..." I looked at my watch, "just over an hour, so you better get a move on, princess!"
Her eyes widened. "Shit, Jamie, why didn't you...!" she said as she jumped up and darted around, rummaging in the linen closet for a bath towel, muttering at me "You could have said something, Jamie, I mean, you knew what time we're..."
I held up a hand. "Less talk, more shower, now!"
She darted past me, clouting me on the back of the head with the rolled-up towel as she ran into the bathroom. I was starting to feel tired now, even though I'd slept for nearly the whole 12-hour flight from Hong Kong to Heathrow, but it was edging up to 6pm, and my body clock was telling me it was 2am, and I had the nasty suspicion I'd be passing out with my face in my plate. Knowing dad, he'd probably just decorate the top of my head with whipped cream and take pictures for the fridge; after all, I know what he's like, it wouldn't be the first time I've starred in one of his little pranks...
Nia came bursting in and jolted me awake, muttering and fuming, still mad at me for not disturbing her sooner. I manfully held my peace, as I am allowed to be in the right approximately Zero percent of the time, and pointing out to her that she's actually in the wrong is both futile and extremely hazardous to my hearing.
Nia eventually settled on what she was going to wear, which baffled me; we were going to have dinner at mum's, not sip tea with the Queen, she could have worn sack-cloth and ashes and no-one would have batted an eyelid. I was wearing what I always wore at home, and I classed the parents' as home as well as here; jeans and a sweatshirt. As I watched Nia dress, I was reminded of the old colonial cliché, keeping up standards abroad in front of the natives etc, dressing for dinner, everyone dressed in black ties and dinner suits and sipping sherry by 7pm, dinner at 7:30m sharp.
"What are you grinning at, Polar Boy?" snapped Nia, still miffed that she hadn't had 4 hours to dress herself in exactly what she was wearing now, to go to dinner round the corner, at our parents place.
"Nothing princess, if you've finished, shall we make a move? Mum's expecting us in 15 minutes, so di di mao, Nia!"
Nia grinned at me using Vietnamese slang at her, almost my entire vocabulary in one sentence.
"You're a bloody disgrace, Jamie!" she grinned, "if mum heard you using language like that she'd slap you one! All those years trying to get some Viet into your thick head, and that's all you can say, I'm ashamed of you!"
Well, at least she'd recovered enough to banter with me, that was a good sign.
Mum was all over me. I'd only been gone 3 weeks, you'd think I been gone three years the way she fussed over me, Nia looking at me from behind her with one slightly raised eyebrow as if to say 'Lap it up, boy, don't expect this when we get home!'
"So happy little boy come home safe! Vietnam still not safe place, maybe in holiday resorts in Nha Trang or Halong Bay or Hue, but tourists protected there, everywhere else you just wealthy foreigner, people want to take you money any way they can, you get hurt, they not care!"
I protested that I wasn't wealthy.
Her answer was succinct. "They not know that, it enough that you look like you have dollars on you. Promise me you not go again, little boy!"
As I'd already been warned away, it was an easy promise to give, and the evening warmed-up again in no time at all.
Mum really is an excellent cook, a talent Nia had inherited, but there was something about mum's cooking that kept us coming back. Many evenings I'd come home to find the flat empty, and I'd stroll around the corner and find Nia and mum chatting in the kitchen, usually cooking something together.
I'd brought gifts for mum and dad, a Peridot and Burmese ruby brooch for mum from Ho Chi Minh City, and a pair of ruby-inset silver cuff-links for dad from Hong Kong, both received graciously and with a thank-you kiss from mum.
Dinner was the usual, dad keeping us in stitches with his off the cuff remarks and stories about the antics of his team at work, his sense of humour coming to the fore as he gave me a run-down of the news in the three weeks I'd been away. He'd accepted that Nia and I were a couple, had no issues (or none that he ever raised with us) with us living together, had even helped us find the flat. Mum had put her foot down and insisted we live locally, which wasn't as awkward as you might think; this is South London, move two streets away from where you were born and you become a complete stranger, entirely anonymous, so it was easy for Nia and I to be just another couple of young professionals in a sea of them. It was also for that very reason that if I was away for more than one night, Nia stayed back at the parent's.
Sometime around 9pm I must have flaked out, the last thing I remember was sitting on the couch and chatting with dad about the global economy and the oil business in general, and the clock finally caught up with me. For me, it was 5am, Hanoi time, and the conversation became surreal, then just silly as I slipped further and further into sleep.
I woke at 4 am, according to my watch, slightly disoriented, and covered in a throw, my back killing me from being slumped on the couch for so long. As it was still dark, I thought I'd find our room, sneak into bed, and stretch out for a few more hours; today was Nia's graduation, and we had to be at The LSE Old Building at 11 am to collect her robe, mortar-board cap and ecclesiastical purple tabard with the gold border, then walk her to the Peacock Theatre for the actual Graduation ceremony, then photographs etc, so I wanted to be fresh and alert.
I'd ditched my own Graduation ceremony, technically speaking I'd graduated as soon as I received my transcript showing I'd passed all course modules, so I'd collected my degree from the Course Director's secretary and blown out of town to come home. I was anxious that Nia have a perfect day, she'd worked hard and long hours, working toward her Law degree with an Anthropology Honour, so she deserved to have her day. I'd managed a good Second Class degree, but she'd earned an Honours Degree, so a little bit of pomp was due.
I gently opened the door on the top-floor bedroom and eased it open, sure enough, there was Nia, just visible in the faint light from the pre-dawn sky, fast asleep with her arm thrown across the pillow next to her, her customary sleeping pose. Many was the night I'd woken and removed that arm from my face or the back of my head, or been woken when it conked me one as she turned in her sleep and dropped it on me. She was wearing a T-shirt and panties, and I stood and enjoyed the view for a few seconds before quietly stripping off, no thoughts other than to get a couple more hours sleep.
I moved her arm gently, sliding into bed slowly so as not to disturb her, pulling the covers back up, and sliding my arm around her waist.
"Mmm, hello Jamie" she sighed.
"Sshhh, go back to sleep." I murmured back to her, rubbing her tummy lightly, something that always sent her back to sleep, and she turned on her side and spooned me, wriggling herself up against me and sliding her arm onto my hip, her hand gently patting me.
I tried to get back to sleep, but damn, my body clock was still ticking on Hanoi time, and it was telling me it was nearly midday; added to that was Jamie jr, who'd woken up and was nudging Nia in her delectable, panty-clad rump, so conveniently pressed right into my lap.
I tried ignoring it; she had a big day coming up, and she needed her rest, but then, to add to my discomfort, she began rolling her hips, rubbing her buttocks against me, pushing herself back against me.
"Are you awake?" I whispered, and heard her intake of breath.
"Uh, Yeah, Jamie!" she whispered back, squirming round to face me. "I've been waiting for you to come to bed for hours now, hold me, Polar Bear!"
I slid my arm under her, and pulled her to me by her tight little buttocks, kissing her soundly.
"You need to rest, baby, you've got a busy day ahead, you don't want to fall asleep in the middle of it!" I whispered.
"I can rest later!" she whispered back," right now I want to do this!" and she grabbed hold of me and pumped hard, twice.
I needed no further encouragement, sliding down her panties while she tugged off her T-shirt. I slid my shorts down and Nia immediately took hold of me, sliding her hand up and down gently as she cupped my testicles.
"Oh yes, someone's in the mood all right!" she giggled, and gasped as I slid a finger into her moist little pussy, turning into a sigh as I rubbed and slipped my finger in and out of her.
"Oh yes, Polar Bear, just like that!" she breathed, her grip on me becoming firmer as she pumped me harder, her lips more insistent as we kissed, our tongues fencing and darting against each other.
Nia rolled onto her back and her legs parted, allowing me to dip down and nibble and lick her lovely firm nipples, savouring the feel of their rubbery hardness against my teeth as I drew them out.
Her breathing quickened, and she pulled my head up to kiss me.
"Now Jamie, please...!"
I positioned myself between her thighs and leaned over her, slowly sliding my cock into her sopping pussy, feeling her open up to accommodate me, her grunt of pleasure as I filled her with myself. She wrapped her hands around my neck and pulled me down to her, kissing me as I began pumping into her in a regular rhythm, her hips rising up to meet me as she ground her pussy against me.
We pumped and ground at each other, in perfect opposition, as I pumped down, she rose up to meet me, our movements speeding up, gaining urgency as we approached our mutual climax, my whole world centered around pleasuring this beautiful girl who loved me, and I loved above all else, my sexy, sassy, exotic sister.
When her orgasm hit her, Nia cried out loud, her hands gripping my shoulders like talons and her head thrown back to show her neck muscles and tendons in sharp relief as her pussy massaged my cock, the ripples as she clenched and unclenched in time to the waves crashing through her milking me. I couldn't hold back any longer and jetted my sperm deep inside her, long, fast spurts blasting out of me, one after the other, until I had no more, and my cock dry-heaved as my climax slowly eased and finally faded.
The ripples and sucking sensation gradually died away, and her hips dropped back down to the bed, to pull me to her and kiss me hard and with serious intent.
"I love you, Nguye't Morrison, did I ever tell you?" I asked her, nuzzling her and finally grazing on her lips.
"I love you too, Polar Bear, don't ever forget that!" she grinned as she broke our kiss, and I realised I could see her much more clearly now. Dawn would be breaking soon, and we both needed to get some more rest before Nia's big day started in earnest.
We came down for breakfast at 8:30, mum already in the kitchen grilling bacon and sausages, making toast and scrambling eggs, how one tiny woman did all those at the same time was beyond me, but she'd long perfected the art of making the difficult look easy, and the impossible merely slightly difficult. Mum sat with us while the coffee was brewing, and smiled knowingly at us, Nia, and probably me as well, going scarlet as she realised mum had heard us in the early morning.
Mum handed me the butter and said "Naughty little boy!" grinning all the time.
Nia piped up. "Mum, about this morning, I...!" and mum just shushed her, smiling broadly.
"It alright, you live together, you supposed to do this things. Besides, it give daddy ideas...!" she smiled archly.
I choked on my coffee. No, no, no, no! Too much information! Oh Dear God, please rewind so I didn't just hear that...
Nia looked stunned, her face paling as she took in what mum had just said, then she started to blush again, and my ears were boiling hot as I reddened again.
Mum looked at us with that half-smile on her face, one eyebrow raised, then turned away and went back to making toast, humming under her breath.
Dad came in then, trailed his hand over the back of my head and walked over to mum and hugged her, kissed the top of her head and sat down at the table, that knowing grin pasted on his face as well. I braced myself for one of his not-questions, or some thinly-veiled innuendo, but he just buttered some toast as he grinned at the two of us. This was getting too weird, so I excused myself, took my plate and went through to the lounge, anywhere to escape the thought of the two of them awake, listening, grinning, getting...Eeuwww!
Nia came found me. "OK , that was more than slightly weird, and huge creepy, never again are we going to do anything like that again in this house! They might as well have been standing there with their ears pressed to the walls!"
She suddenly giggled. "You should have seen your face, you looked like you'd just bitten into a slug!"
She got up and went to shut the door.
"Jamie, I found out some more about Hu'e, got a description of her from mum, and it wasn't easy, believe me. Anyway, I saw something about a child who matches that description in ...!"
I cut her short. "Not today, Nia, this can wait, it has to. If you go digging through that stuff again this morning you won't want to leave it to go and graduate! First things first!"
She looked rebellious, but calmed down as she thought about what I'd said.
"OK Jamie, then you help me remember, OK? Mum said she had a birthmark on the left side of her neck, just like her. One of the children Thuyet abducted in 1983 from Hoa Hiep, in the Lien Chieu district in Da Nang, where mum lived, was described with the same thing; he said it was a girl, end of 1983, 'sinh dánh dau vào phía bên trái cua co cua cô; birth mark on the left side of her neck'! Jamie, that was Hu'e, and we know where she was taken! I listed all the purchasers' names he'd given, and I remember that one because it seemed the most likely match for her. We know where she went!"
I had to calm her down, now she was becoming agitated, so I compromised.
"OK Nia, this is what you do. When we get back to the flat, I want you to highlight and annotate that child on your spreadsheet and email it to me. I know, from what I've learned, the babies stolen from Vietnam, Cambodia and Laos go through Luang Prabang in Laos to the Snake-Head people-trafficking gangs in Chiang Rai in Thailand, and from there to Chiang Mai, and are sold and sent out into the world from there, so the best chance of tracking her is a guy I sort of know in the Thai Border Protection Force on the Laos/Thai border. I'll email your spreadsheet and ask him nicely to have a dig-around, find out which of the snake-head gangs was operating in the area in 1983. If he can find that out, I'll take a trip, and no, you can't come; a girl like you is worth a great deal more than any baby out there, you won't be safe for an instant, so you stay here. Deal?"
She nodded, pleased to actually have a plan, and with that, we decided to head home, we needed to get changed and get Nia to the LSE Old Building to get her cap and gown and photograph. Mum and dad would be at the Peacock for 12:30, so we'd see them then.
The ceremony was all it promised to be; almost 150 Law graduates and their families, speeches from the Senior faculty, and the Commencement Speech given by the Course Director in his red Rector's robe and soft black hat, then all the graduates were called on stage to be congratulated and shake hands with the Dean of the School.
Eventually Nia was called, mum weeping and even dad looking a little teary as she was called.
"Nguye't Laura Morrison!" and Nia walked across the stage beaming, to shake hands with the Course Director and Dean of the School, everyone applauding as she joined the ranks of graduated students on the left side of the auditorium.
When the ceremony was over, we took photographs outside, then returned to the old Building for a wine and canapés buffet laid on for the new graduates, and after we'd toasted Nia, and I'd gotten a big and very heartfelt kiss from her, dad not looking pained, for a change, he nodded at me and tapped his pocket.
"Nia," I began, "I know how much this means to you, and to celebrate, I have a little surprise for you" I took the package dad handed me. "When we've finished here, we're going to St.Pancras. We have a Eurostar to catch, we're going to Paris!"
Nia was speechless. I know the bracelet was her graduation gift, but that was for her; this was for both of us. We needed to get away, recharge, just be a young couple for a while. This whole thing with Hu'e was eating us up, and I wanted Nia to get some perspective back in her life, be a 22 year-old girl for a while instead of the vengeful seeker of justice stance she was increasingly adopting.
Mum and dad had picked up the flight bag I had packed for us the previous evening, while Nia was so preoccupied with the papers I had brought back, stashing it in the car, so we collected it and stopped a passing black cab, kissing mum and waving off dad as we left to go to Paris.
The journey was amazing. Once we cleared the tunnel, the train flashed along at nearly 250km and hour, and in just over 2 hours we were standing on the platform at Gare Du Nord in Paris. We hailed a taxi and went to the hotel I'd booked, the Hôtel du Collectionneur Arc de Triomphe on rue de Courcelles, in the 8th Arrondissement, looking towards the Arc de Triomphe.
The room was magnificent, Nia quite overwhelmed by the view, looking directly down the Avenue de Wagram to the Arc de Triomphe on the Champs Elysees, and the fact that the hotel was convenient for Montmartre, Les Invalides, the Louvre, the Jardin des Tuileries, and the Luxembourg Palace.
"So, darling, are you pleased with your gift?" I asked her, grinning, and watched her eyes soften.
"Oh Jamie, you already gave me such a lovely gift, you didn't have to do this as well!" she murmured, "But I'm really glad you did!"
"Right, Nia," I said, "what do you want to do first?"
She looked at me for a second. "What I would really love to do, is find a cafe and drink coffee on the sidewalk and eat patisserie!"
I had a quick word with the maître and followed his recommendation, finding a really nice bistro with sidewalk seating and waiter service, and we ordered café, brioche, tarte tartin, and pain au chocolat and watched Paris while we munched our patisserie. At last, Nia seemed to be relaxing, that edginess I'd been seeing starting to dissipate, her eyes bright and interested in something else for a change.



We lounged for an hour or so, the late afternoon sunshine much warmer than London for some reason, before deciding to go for a stroll, see the wide boulevards and avenues of central Paris and the beautiful people as they strolled, being effortlessly elegant.
Nia caught more than her fair share of admiring glances; she is a beautiful young woman, and even in this city of beautiful women, she stood out, at least in my eyes she did, and apparently to a lot of the passers-by as well!
We dined that night at a place called Astor, on rue D'Astorg, also in the 8th Arrondissement, traditional French cuisine, no arty-arty, Nouvelle Cuisine-fusion wannabe nonsense. Nia wanted to talk about the search for her sister, but I made it clear that we were on break from that whole world, and for now, for the next few days, we were just on holiday, in Paris, in the spring. So we talked about university, her new job, mum and dad, our lives together.
I ordered more wine, and brought out my final present for her, a little plush box. Nia took it without opening it.
"What is it, Polar bear?" she whispered. I opened it for her, and showed her the contents, a platinum and diamond engagement ring I had bought for her in Chow Sang Sang's in North Point, Hong Kong.
"Nia, I have been in love with you forever, and you are all I want, forever. Will you marry me?" I asked her, my heart in my mouth as she looked at me, tears gathering in her eyes.
At last she smiled, and nodded "Yes, Jamie, I will marry you, just as soon as I can, I love my Polar bear too, and I want him with me always!" I breathed a sigh relief, not realising I'd been holding my breath, and slid the ring onto her finger. I hadn't noticed, also, that practically every eye in the place was on us; Parisians have a sixth-sense about these kinds of things, apparently...
The Maître d'hôtel had noticed, had seen me take out the ring and ask her, had seen her nod and smile, because suddenly the sommelier was there with a bottle of champagne and everyone in the restaurant was clapping, Nia blushing furiously, breaking into smiling tears when everyone toasted us; well, they say Paris is the city of romance!
We left to the sound of congratulations, the Maître pressing a small bag with red handles into Nia's hand before we left the restaurant, and receiving a kiss on each cheek as a thank you, and strolled along rue D'Astorg, chatting, eventually stopping a taxi to take us the short hop back to the hotel.
As soon as we closed the door behind us, Nia was in my arms, her lips pressed to mine, and my hands automatically dropped to hold her peach of a bum, pulling her in close to me.
"You once told me you'd marry me one day, as soon as you could work out how, remember?" she whispered.
I remembered, and had thought of so many wild and fantastical scenario's but had still no clue how to do this, except to drag her of to Mexico or Korea or somewhere like that, where our ID documents would be incomprehensible to the local priest, shaman, witch-doctor or bone-pointer.
"Why do you ask, princess?" I asked, and she smiled.
"Because I know how we're going to do it, Jamie, and it'll be legal, well, sort of legal!"
I looked at her, waiting for the big reveal.
She grinned. "What we do is, we go to Hong Kong. The only requirement to get married there is that you not be legally married anywhere else, I checked. I'll change my name, and apply for a passport in my new name; I'll take mum's maiden name, Thien Lo, but it'll just be a formality, because when we get married, I get it back again. Then we come back, and have it solemnised in church, somewhere out of the way, all those friends who don't know we're related, and a few special ones like Julie will be invited, mum gets to put me in a white dress, I get to write my own vows, dad, well, he'll find a way to live with it, and we go on, married, like we always wanted! After a couple of years, I apply for a new passport, in my married name, my changed name shows up as my previous name on my application, and voila, change of status on my new passport shows me as married, with a new surname; Morrison, all nice and legal!"
I was impressed. "You really have thought this through, haven't you, princess?" I smiled.
"Every damn day for the last three years, Jamie!" she retorted, "You kind of jumped the gun on me, because I was getting ready to decoy you away from work for a few days and pop the question myself!"
I suddenly really wanted, needed to see her, all of her, to feast my eyes on her tight young body. My hand found the zipper of her dress all by itself, and it was a moment's work to slide it down and watch her shrug it off. Under it she was wearing brief little panties that hugged the cheeks of her gorgeous little bottom, but concealed very little, and nothing else. She was fumbling with my shirt, tugging over my head rather than wait for me to unbutton it, while I undid my slacks and kicked them off, levering off my shoes and pulling off my socks, to stand there in my shorts, my cock already tenting the front. The thought of actually being able to marry this beautiful sister of mine was a powerful aphrodisiac, and I wanted her, now.
In the three years we had been together now, there had surfaced no hint that we were anything but mutually compatible in every aspect of our lives, and every day I rediscovered her, discovered new facets to her, found her endlessly exciting and desirable; we had set the tone of our future lives together, and it was all I could ever imagine, and more than I could ever deserve from life.
Nia kissed me, one hand rubbing me through the material of my shorts, and the other on the back of my neck as she pulled me in closer, her lips soft and gently insistent. My hands were busy, too, fondling her delightful derriere, and sliding up her torso to catch and gently squeeze her small, perfect breasts and rub her sexy nipples, teasing the little nubs into erect firmness, savouring the feel of the rubbery little peaks against my fingertips.
Nia gasped and giggled against me as I tweaked and thumbed her nipples, pulling herself closer to rub and undulate against me, both her hands around my neck now to give herself purchase as she masturbated herself against my hardness. Her closeness was thrilling and unbearably sexy; She was my everything, and I wanted to give her everything, wanted to please her, and for her to need me as much as I needed her.
My hands slipped down her back again, revelling in the feel of her smooth warm skin, to slide into her panties and cup her taut buttocks, rubbing my fingers in the creases where the swell of the buttocks curves to meet the top of the thighs, sliding into the warm cleft between the cheeks and pulling them apart to mould and massage the satiny globes of her bottom.
Nia gasped and sighed as my fingers brushed across the rear of her slit, moist warmth already apparent as I gently probed and caressed, then I hooked the waistband of the wispy garment, pushing it down to her thighs, and Nia wriggled her hips to send it floating to the floor. As she stepped out of her last garment, I slid down my shorts, my excitement plain to see, Nia took hold of me and began squeezing me as she slid her hand up and down, her tongue darting inside my mouth as she masturbated me.
I slid my hand between her legs, feeling the damp heat of her little pussy, exploring the depth of her arousal as I slid a finger along the crease between her labia, rubbing gently but insistently, and then sliding a finger between them, feeling her inner heat and smelling her excitement as her arousal climbed. I continued to rub and insert a finger into her, circling her clitoris before rubbing gently at the little bead as it emerged from its hiding place and began to swell and become firm against my probing finger.
We broke by mutual consent, needing to go further, and made our way to the bed, where I pulled Nia to me and began kissing her again, ready to take up where I had left off. I slid between her thighs, Nia opening them wide for me, inviting me to take what I wanted, but right now, I wanted to give. I dipped down and kissed and then lightly lapped at her rapidly swelling labia, the hairless lips engorging under my tongue, flushing darker as blood flowed to the area, increasing her sensitivity as the labia swelled and flowered open under my tongue.
She was sighing and gently squirming, thrusting her hips up to meet my tongue, and I pointed my tongue and probed deeper into her coral pinkness, feeling and tasting her inner lips, the nymphae surrounding and enclosing her vagina proper, and then retreated, licking gently at her now completely un-hooded clitoris, the pale nub firm and slick against my tongue. As I touched it with my tongue, a shudder went through her, and she held my head in both hands, to keep me in place while I lapped her with tiny strokes, keeping her pleasured as I tasted and enjoyed her secretions, her juices musky, fresh and tangy, strong, heady and alluring.
I lapped at her steadily, Nia sighing and murmuring, gasping as I did something she particularly like, my tongue alternately probing and lapping, caressing or rasping, taking her to the brink again and again, our old game, her body language telling me she was nearing the point of no return, and so I licked her from her little pink rosebud to the apex of her vulva, before sucking her clitoris gently into my mouth and gently rasping it with my tongue.
She stiffened as the first wave of orgasm rolled through her, her eyes closed and her head thrown back as she rode it out, mouth open and breath sobbing , and as she rode it I did it again, harder, and she stiffened all over again, her face a rictus as it took her even harder this time, and when I pointed my tongue and pushed it suddenly into her tight little anus, she came like a thunderbolt, her eyes snapping open as she wailed in orgasm and her back arched, her body trembling and shuddering as wave after wave of sexual release pulsed and thundered through her as I rimmed her, her juices flooding out of her with sufficient force to spray across my face and neck, and her anus constricting with the strength of her orgasm and forcing my tongue out.
She slumped back on the bed, her pulse fluttering in her neck as her orgasm flared and curled through her, limp and unresisting as I took her ankles and raised them high, pulling her legs straight and leaning over her to hold her legs wide open, her knees level with her shoulders as I leaned down and slid my throbbing cock into her in one long slow push, penetrating her as deep as I could go.
Her eyes snapped open at this invasion, widening as I leaned down further, pushing her legs even further up and raising her pelvis off the bed to begin pumping into her as hard and as fast as I could. Nia locked her arms around my neck and used me for leverage as she pumped back at me, moaning and sighing as she ground herself onto me, her pussy alternately squeezing and releasing me as she tightened and relaxed the constrictor muscles inside her soft little pussy, milking me as I hammered into her.
I couldn't take much of this, the sight of my beautiful sister, her fabulous eyes fixed on mine as she moved against me, the sensations inside her body, all combined to bring about my orgasm. I climaxed with a deep groan, ears popping as my spunk boiled out of me in long, satisfying ropes, spurts of semen jetted deep inside her, and as I came, her orgasm broke against mine, her gasping moan of fulfilment counterpoint to my own as we came and came together, bodies pumping as we wrung the last scrap of sensation from each other.
I released her legs, Nia letting them fall on either side of me as I backed out of her, curls of orgasm making her clench and gasp as I withdrew my still hard cock from her, feeling her stomach fluttering as her inner turmoil slowly stilled as I dropped to the bed next to her, chest heaving and heart pounding in my ears, fighting for breath as my pounding heartbeat slowly subsided and my hearing returned to normal.
Nia rolled over to face me and gently caressed my face, then pulled herself closer and kissed me, once, tenderly.
"Jamie, I told you the first time we ever made love that I had always belonged to you, and that I was waiting for you to claim me. Now it's my turn, and I claim you, for always and forever, you will always be mine, my darling Polar Bear!"
I was surprised to see tears in her eyes, and held her as I wiped them away with my thumb, then kissed each eye in turn, then her nose, then stuck my tongue in her ear, making her giggle. I had long forgotten that Nia was my half-sister; now she was only the girl I was in love with, and who was in love with me, and her solution to our admittedly minor problem, how to get married, was elegant and well thought-out. Devious, and definitely borderline illegal, but I was proud of her ability to think her way along a problem and find a solution that worked, a talent UNICEF had spotted early, which was why she'd been drafted-in straight out of university, a most unusual move on their part, but a tribute to the ability and potential they saw in her.
The bag she'd carried back from the restaurant was on the night-stand, and I reached over and gave it to her.
"Tu as oublié votre Cadeau, Mademoiselle!" I grinned, trying to impress her with my schoolboy French.
Nia grinned at my efforts, and, looking intrigued, peered inside it, and took out a gold gift-box about 4 inches square and 2 inches high. Smiling, she opened it and gasped, her eyes welling up. Inside, tied with a red chiffon ribbon, was a delicate heart moulded out of fine chocolate strands, on a purple plush base, from Jean-Paul Hévin, a Paris chocolatiér.
"Look, Jamie!" she smiled, "it's a Coeur Dentille, a sweet box, with chocolate bon-bon's inside! I've heard of these, but this is the first I've seen, how beautiful! And how sweet of them to give it to me!"
We slept that night the sleep of the happy and fulfilled, no dreams to disturb us, our minds at peace with the world for the first time in what seemed like forever.
We awoke early; Nia had a long day of sightseeing and shopping planned, and wanted to make an early start. We spent the morning being all touristy, going to all the main attractions, Montmartre, the Luxembourg Palace, home of the Senate, and the Jardins du Luxembourg, that I remembered from when 'The Three Musketeers' was my favourite book as a boy, the famous scene where d'Artagnan meets and challenges Athos, Porthos and Aramis to meet him for a duel one after another in the Luxembourg gardens, and their duel is interrupted by the Cardinal's men. I had been to Paris, or through Paris, several times, but never as a tourist, so I was looking forward to seeing some of it.
We went from there on a criss-cross route that Nia had devised to see all her favourite places in order of importance to her, so we went from there to Saint-Germain-des-Prés, then L'Academie de Paris, Pont Neuf, Montparnasse, Place des Vosges, then the Pere Lachaise cemetery to see the tombs of Abélard and Héloise, Modigliani, the great Jim Morrison, Oscar Wilde, and Edith Piaf, all heroes of hers for one reason or another.
We lunched at Café Procope on rue Ancienne Comédie, a place that the maître had recommended, and watched the tourists; intense groups of impassive, unsmiling Japanese, haggard and weary but doggedly following their guidebooks, tired American families following the mother around, 'coffee, please!' written all over their long-suffering faces, huge chattering Chinese tour groups, and coach loads of Germans, all trying to see in 4 days what many Parisians haven't seen in a lifetime, and we watched in awe as the Parisian women, all effortlessly casual in Balenciaga and Balmain summer dresses and impossibly stylish footwear, sauntered along, well aware of the impression they were leaving in their wake.
After lunch, we went to see Notre Dame Cathedral, walking inside in silence to view the gigantic medieval solar window and the high altar, the jewelled stained glass reflecting on the flagstones of the Apse. After an hour of this, Nia decided that shopping was now her priority, and the best place for that was the Faubourg Saint-Honoré district, because she wanted to stroll through the designer stores, pretending to be wealthy enough to afford any of it, then actually shop for real on Boulevard Haussmann, where she'd have her pick of grands magasins, department stores.
As shopping is a closed book to me, a thrill I hope to avoid to the end of my days, I came along mainly as bag carrier and moral support, I didn't want anything, nor did I actually need anything, but Nia was developing Paris Syndrome, so I thought I'd better keep an eye on her...
We eventually got back to the hotel at 6 pm, dumped the several dozen (all right, I'm exaggerating -- a little, a very little) bags and cartons she'd picked up visiting every store on Boulevard Haussmann, and took our time to shower and dress, then go the restaurant I'd booked, on Avenue De Wagram, a short walk from the hotel, another traditional French restaurant.
We spent the evening in the company of Coquilles St. Jacques, Buckwheat crépes, Cassoulet, confit de Canard, and tarte au chocolat, with as much sémillon as we felt we could safely drink. I enjoyed watching Nia eat, whether delicately picking apart duck legs cooked in clarified butter or digging into the rich garlic sausage of the Cassoulet, or watching in fascination as they cooked the crépes for us at the table, and she certainly enjoyed the wine! We were heading back home the next day, I'd really only brought her here to propose, and I wanted her last evening in Paris to be memorable.
The rest of the time I'd asked her to take was so that we could be together, at home, alone, for a little while. I'd been gone, on one trip or another, for most of the last four months, and I hadn't had more than a couple of days in a row with Nia in weeks, plus I'd not actually had a vacation of any note since my eighteenth summer, so 6 years of work and study entitled me to a week or so of lounging around with my girl, and I intended to make full use of it.
Back in our room, I undressed, then helped Nia out of her dress with my usual finesse i.e. whipping it off over her head so I could ogle her, and then grabbed her so I could squeeze her boobs as I pressed Jamie jr. into her firm, sexy little bum.
"So Miss, soon to be Mrs. Morrison, did you enjoy your trip to the City of Love?" I whispered in her ear, gently pinching and twirling her nipples, making her giggle and gasp as the tickling and the arousal fought over her. Nia hooked her panties, pushing them down and wriggling her hips to let them drop, kicking them away to stand as naked as me.
"Oh yes, kind sir," she breathed, "I've never been on a dirty weekend before, you're such a bad man, what will my mother say, you'll have to marry me now!"
I could hear the grin in her voice, and held her close to me as I began licking the back of her neck, nibbling her shoulder, kissing the base of her throat. She began rubbing against me, forcing herself against my erection, her hands holding my sides to hold herself in place as she gently slid her buttock cleft up and down on my cock, the warm firm globes of her bum enveloping my hardness and exciting me further.
Nia spun around in my arms and wrapped her arms around my neck, pulling me close and kissing me, before pushing me backwards onto the bed with a giggle, landing on top of me. My hands immediately went to her tight little buttocks, holding her as she kissed me some more, just for good measure.
She scrambled off me and slid herself into the middle of the bed, grinning at me, crooking one finger at me, so of course I followed, scooting up next to her and once again holding her as I kissed her. My hand strayed to her nipples again, gently tweaking and twirling them as we kissed, Nia squirming gently as she became aroused. I dipped my head down to lick and suck at her nipples, grazing them lightly with my teeth and sucking them into hard little points, my hand now drifting down to dip a finger into and scratch lightly at her navel, making her gasp, before moving down further to slip down the moist crease between her labia, caressing and rubbing gently, stimulating them and feeling them swell and begin to part.



Her juices were beginning to flow more freely now, dampening my finger and allowing me to insert another one alongside, and her breathing became more ragged as I frigged her more seriously, rubbing my thumb over h er hooded clitoris as I dipped two fingers in and out, rubbed inside her, teased and dampened her little rosebud. Nia was twitching and quivering now, her face and neck flushing as her arousal climbed, small gasps and sighs escaping her lips as she squirmed on my fingers.
I moved down between her parted thighs, licking and kissing her red and swollen labia, inhaling her scent as I lapped at her, pointing my tongue and pushing inside her to taste her pink flesh, and lapping at her rapidly engorging clitoris, the little bead hard and solid against my tongue. Nia pulled my head against her, grinding her vulva against my mouth as I lapped her secretions, licking and nibbling at her succulent pussy and making her sigh and moan.
I gently pulled her clitoris between my lips, and sucked firmly on it, simultaneously rubbing it with the tip of my tongue, and slid my index finger into her tight, moist little anus. I felt her orgasm rise up and slam into her, waves of pleasure making her groan and writhe as she held herself against my mouth, every tremor and flutter of her pussy magnified against my lips, and her anus tightening around my finger, holding it inside her.
At last she opened her eyes, to smile at me, reaching out to call me closer. As I raised up and shuffled forward on my knees, she slid her knees under her and knelt up, putting a hand on my chest to stop me where I was, and leaning forward, taking my aching cock in her hand and pumping me twice, squeezing as she did so, and I reared up, ready for her.
Nia dropped down onto her belly, raised herself on her elbow, and slowly licked my cock, one long slow lick, from root to crown, looking at me as she did so, then, just as slowly, slipped me into her mouth, her lips softly squeezing the crown as she began licking and sucking me. One hand still pumped me, and she fondled and gently squeezed my scrotum with the other. I leaned back, resting with my hands on the bed behind me, Nia rising up on all fours to keep her head in my lap, her mouth working exquisitely at my glans.
I could feel that pre-ejaculation tightening in my scrotum, and apparently so could she, because she raked my perineum with a fingernail, backing me down immediately, taking the edge off my need to come.
"Uh-uh, mister, not yet you don't!" she grinned, turning round on the bed and getting back on all-fours.
"Well?" she grinned, and I edged forward, her questing hand finding me and guiding me forward until I was just resting the head of my cock between her lips.
"Now, Polar Bear!" she breathed , and I slowly slid forward, pushing myself into her as far as I could, Nia, sighing as I filled her up. I took hold of her beautiful backside, my hands moulding and massaging the globes of her arse as I slowly pumped into her, with Nia pushing back against me as I pushed forward. I straightened up so I could watch myself slide between those fabulous buttocks, the sight of my cock sliding into her as those globes quivered a powerful and erotic image, one I would never tire of seeing.
I slid my hands under her ribcage, finding and squeezing her perfect little breasts, her nipples hard as cherry stones as I rubbed and tweaked and tugged on them. I speeded-up, I needed to come inside her, to fill her with my spunk, and she sensed my need, her hand sliding between her legs to rub and caress herself.
Her orgasm was as powerful as before, her pussy clamping down on me as her orgasm surged through her, the constriction enough to make me lose all control, and my cock swelled as spunk poured out of me in long powerful jets, splashing deep inside her, jet after jet of sperm as I literally emptied myself into her, my groan of release merging with her cry as she climaxed again at the feel of me pulsing inside her.
I knelt back down as I softened and slipped from her, Nia lying back down on her front, her cute little rump still raised-up, giving me a perfect view of my sperm oozing from her gaping vulva, easily the best sight I had seen in a long and scenic day...
I lay next to her, and she trailed an arm over me, then pulled herself close to me, and kissed me, a long and tender French-kiss, appropriately enough, before smiling sleepily.
"Now I'm ready to go home, Polar Bear!" she whispered, and closed her eyes as she pulled my arm around her.
We checked out early as we had an 8am departure from Gare Du Nord, due into London for 10:25, and mum was expecting us for lunch at 12 pm. The journey was uneventful, once again the Normandy countryside flashing by as we approached the Channel Tunnel, then the lower-speed traverse of the tunnel, to emerge in the Kent countryside, and just over an hour later we were on the high level platform at St. Pancras.
We took a taxi home, neither of us felt like using the Underground, and were home for 11 am.
Nia started to take of her engagement ring and I stopped her.
"What are you doing, Princess?" I asked her, curious to know why she thought she couldn't let the 'rents see it.
She looked worried, a first for her, it was usually me sweating and trembling. "Jamie, I want to lead them into it gently, you know, it's a big step and..." she trailed off as I shook my head.
"Nia, we've been living together for three years now, I really doubt they believe we spend our nights locked in separate bedrooms with a bear-trap by our beds in case the other gets ideas! Mum will be over the moon, and, like you said, dad will have to find a way to live with it; he has so far. It'll be fine, believe me."
I kissed the ring and slid it back on her finger. "There you are, right where it belongs!"
As we were putting our stuff away, I noticed the email icon on my laptop was flashing, so I opened it and looked through a list of work-related emails, and one that was not work-related at all.
"Nia, look at this. My contact in Thailand has sent me a package, says it should be here on..." I counted rapidly. "Saturday or maybe Monday. He says he won't discuss it on email, when I get it I'll know why. He's also given me the name of a contact in the HKPF, Hong Kong Police, guy called Tang Tao Lieng, says I should speak with him once I've read the stuff he's sent me. I think we're on our way, Princess!"
Nia read it and looked at me, her lip trembling.
"Jamie, would you excuse me, please, there's something I have to do!"
I was puzzled, but complied; when she uses that tone, it's usually something important to her, so I kissed her and left, made myself a coffee and picked up Sunday's newspaper to read the funnies when I heard her voice from the bedroom. Her phone was on the table, and the 'In Use' light wasn't illuminated on the house phone, so I went to see who she could be talking to.
As I approached the bedroom door I could hear her talking, and smell incense, so I cracked the door open and saw her kneeling on the floor, her hands pressed together in front of her in an attitude of prayer, her fingertips touching her forehead, and an incense stick in a lacquer sand bowl in front of her. Nia was chanting softly, but it wasn't Tieng Viet, I could tell that much, it was some other language, stately and strange, archaic, one I had never heard her use before.
She looked up and saw me, a smile on her face, and tears on her cheeks; she sing-song'd a few more sentences and inverted the incense stick in the sand, snuffing it out.
I handed her up, and wiped her eyes and cheeks with my handkerchief, seeing the unshed tears still in her eyes. She hugged me, then smiled, almost her old grin again.
"Nia, what was that, what did I just see?" I asked her gently, knowing I'd seen something important, but not what it was.
She looked at me levelly.
"I was asking the Mother Goddess to help me find her daughter, my sister. I was praying to Thien Y A Na, mother of all, and protector of daughters, and to Hu Ye, the Tiger Guardian Spirit, asking him to protect and guard my sister until I find her and bring her back. I gave him your name, so he can walk where she is. He must protect her now, but I have to find her, that was the bargain for your name. Your email was a sign, and I was thanking the Goddess for her help so far."
"Every day, ever since I found out about her, I have invoked the Guardian's protection, now he has been bound to her until I find her. Do not laugh, she needs him, and I need the Goddess's help, and I think she will want to help me now, now that I am helping myself."
Her speech was suddenly very formal, almost as if the stately, ancient-sounding phrases she was speaking earlier had altered her way of speaking, and I listened, facinated, to the clear and simple way she was explaining her actions.
I hugged her close, not dreaming of scoffing. I have a problem understanding religion, and as far as I was aware, the last time I was in church, I got my head wet, but I had learned that a man's wife, his daughter, and his god are three things you disrespect at your peril. So I saw nothing wrong or strange in Nia harking back to the beliefs of her people; after all, it was a deep-rooted part of her mother's culture, and she was just as much Vietnamese as English.
I looked into her beautiful, deep blue eyes and asked her one last question.
"Princess, what was that language, those prayers, I've never heard it before?"
She smiled at me. "That was Cham, the old language of Vietnam, it's like a sort of Latin, I only know the Len-Dong ceremony prayers, and I don't really know half of what they mean, but it's the traditional prayers to ask for her help, and to invoke and bargain with Hu Ye, and to give thanks."
Mum was excited to see us, again carrying on like we'd been gone for weeks instead of just a short break, and was overcome with tears when Nia showed her the ring. Dad hugged her, actually smiling about it, which I hadn't expected, then signalled he wanted to talk to me in private. 'Here goes' I thought, and braced for a broadside, but that's not in his nature, and he and I sat down to talk.
He began. "You know, Jamie, I always knew that this day would come, that I'd be talking like this to the bloke who asked Nia to marry him; I always thought it would be some local sprat, or some sharp-suited, corporate lawyer-type. It never seriously crossed my mind that it'd be a buccaneering oil prospector, or that I'd be talking to you! We fathers have a really hard time letting go of our daughters, and the very worst time of all, for a father, is the first time she looks to someone else for answers before she looks to you; that's when you know you've lost her, that your little girl is truly gone. That's all the heartbreak in one big hit."
"I never had that, because I lost her to you long, long ago; you were always more important to her than I was. Yes, I know she always had me twisted around her little finger, but the only person she ever really trusted to make it right was you, I was just her back-up plan for when you weren't around. Was I jealous? No, not in the slightest, you adored her from day one, and she owned you from the cradle, and I was so very proud that you were so eager and ready to be what she needed throughout her entire life; there's precious few brothers in this world who'd devote their lives to their baby sister the way you did, and I always admired you for that. You put up with an enormous amount of, well, Nia over the years!"
He grinned at that, and continued.
"I'm also happy about the fact that you don't need to learn about each other, maybe find out in a few years that you made a mistake, that you're not right for each other, and break each other's hearts when it all goes wrong; you've both had an entire lifetime together, and you fit perfectly, like two halves of the same thing, have done since day one, so I have no worries on that score."
"I assume you've agreed on a way forward from here; after all, engagement is only a step, next comes the wedding, and family, and all the commitments that come as part of that package. I'm going out on a limb here and assuming you've found a way to do this and make it work?"
I grinned and explained Nia's scheme, letting his logical mind chew it over for me.
"Very good, Jamie, she obviously got more from me than just good looks and charm!" he grinned. "I think it will work really well, and I think your mother will approve too, so yes, go ahead, not that you actually need my permission, of course!"
He chuckled. "I just hope she never embarks on a career in Bank fraud; I'm not sure I'd be able to catch her!"
He looked up to see Nia standing in the doorway, trepidation written on her face, and beckoned her in, patting the arm of the chair for her to sit down. Dad slid his arm round her waist, and took her hand to look at her ring again.
"It's a beautiful ring, Nugget, almost as beautiful as you!" He grinned, the way he always did when he paid a compliment, almost as if he couldn't quite believe he was hearing what he was saying, and hugged her closer, while Nia draped her arm around his shoulder as she leaned against him.
"Dad, daddy, you're not ...angry are you, I mean, I know this isn't what you wanted and all but...!" Dad stopped her.
"Nugget, what I want isn't important or relevant. I know this is what you want, have known for years, it just took me a long time to accept it. You and Jamie are going to have enough problems without me adding to them, plus I still have to live with your mother!
I want what's best for you, for both of you, and what seems to be the best thing for both of you is each other. I see how you complement each other, each of you has parts that the other needs, and like I said to Jamie just now, you're both two halves of the same thing; I could never be churlish enough to come between you and break you apart, I'd never be able to fix either one of you, and I can't destroy my children's happiness like that. You two will do just fine, I really think you will!"
Nia hugged her father while she cried silently, and I turned away to give them their moment together, let them snuffle for a while. As they didn't need me, I thought I'd go and talk a little with mum, give dad and Nia some alone time.
Mum was just as teary, sitting me down so she could hug me round the neck and cry about the step forward we had taken.
"Look Mum," I started, to be instantly cried down again, so I had to let her snuffle herself out before I could get a word in edgewise.
"Mum, we're not getting married and moving to Timbuktu tomorrow!" I grinned, "This is just the beginning. Nia will need time to get used to her job, she may spend long periods away, so us getting engaged is really a placeholder, something we can come back to and finish when the time is right!"
Mum shook her head. "You wrong, little boy, Nguye't want get married soon as she can, she say she waited long enough to get you, she not waiting much longer, I think you talk to her soon, start making plans for wedding, she not in mood to start making plans for waiting!"
I gaped at her, Nia had never intimated she was in any rush, although maybe the ring had crystallised things for her.
Mum continued, picking her words carefully.
"Jamie, you my little boy, my sister give you to me to love you, and be my son, you the only part I have left of sister Laura, and I not want to see you or Nguye't be unhappy for anything. I know sister want to see her little boy happy too, if you unhappy, she very sad, and I will feel her tears and know she crying; I will not let her be unhappy where she resting, it will be a bad thing, she must wait for you in peace, not in sadness."
"Your mummy not gone, she just not here anymore, and she still talk to me inside, and I tell her about you, and I feel always that she proud that you such good boy, so in love with my daughter. Right now Nguye't want her Jamie to marry her as soon he can, I agree, it best for you, it best for her and it best for both of you, it will make you very happy! If you wait, it will make you unhappy, and soon all will be unhappy! Nguye't tell me her plan, it a good plan, it give you what you want, that is your next thing to do. Make my little girl happy, my lovely little boy!"
Mum sat down next to me, took my hand between hers, and looked into my eyes.
"When you very small, daddy and I take you to Beckenham Park, want to see you run around, play with squirrel, feed birds. You did not want to play, not want to do anything except come back when Nguye't old enough to play with you, you say can only play with her, she only want to play with you. Even then you know what she want, so now, you know that what she want is you, now. I look at you now, I see little boy then, to me they are still same boy. Follow your heart, but listen to hers as well, my little boy!"
I hugged her to me, overwhelmed with love for this tiny little lady who'd made me her son, loved me for all my life, and only wanted me to be happy. Her loyalty to my mother was humbling and instructive, she really was an object lesson in commitment, I could be no less to her daughter, my half-sister.
"Jamie, put me down, cannot breathe!" she giggled and choked, and I realised I was holding her off the floor, holding her in a bear-hug.
I gently put her down, and she playfully smacked me on my upper arm.
"You big boy, Jamie, but you make Nguye't cry, I find broom handle and we see who bigger!" She'd been joke-threatening me with the broom handle since forever, and we both started laughing.
"Now go get your father and sister, lunch ready, you will be hungry after long trip, yes?"
Something about the look in her eye told me I'd better be hungry. I peered inside one of the pots on the cooker, reached in to try and sneak something, and got a smack on the knuckle with a wooden spoon.
"Not touch clean food with dirty hands! You do that again, get ladle on back of head! Now go get family, and wash dirty hands!"
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When I was very young, my hero was my big brother. Mark was three years older than me, tall and handsome, and he scared away the boys who teased me or picked-on me, picked me up when I fell over, wiped my nose and dried my eyes and made it right when mum made me cry, even made my breakfast and pressed my little school pinafore because mum hadn't done it the night before. His big warm hand holding mine as he walked me to school, his quick ruffle of my hair as left me at the gate and watched until I went inside, even the way he'd call me cootie-magnet and tell me knock-knock jokes as he brushed and tried to braid my hair in the morning, these were the things that defined my childhood.
As I grew older, I began to notice that mum wasn't quite...right. I knew she took a lot of medicine, she'd have a bottle next to her most nights on the table by the couch, and she'd pour herself a glass and slowly drink it all, until eventually she'd fall asleep. Then Mark would sigh, and ask me what I wanted for dinner and he would open some tins, and make some toast, and we'd have eggs or beans on toast, something a nine year-old could cook. After dinner, Mark would make sure I had a clean towel so I could have a shower, wait for me to come out so he could dry my hair and put the wet towel on the dryer rail, and tuck me in bed, reading to me for a little while. My favourite book was 'Peter Pan', and Mark would always tell me that I was really Tinkerbell, I was a green-eyed golden fairy princess, that he was one of the Lost Boys, come to look after me, and that one day Peter would come and find me and take me back to Never-Never Land.
When I was small, I'd wait to see if Peter came; every night I'd lie and watch the window, waiting for him to come looking for me, maybe he'd leave his shadow behind again and I could be the one to give it back to him this time, get my wings back so I could fly with him, second star to the right, and straight on 'til morning, or maybe I would find the home of all the other fairy princesses, perhaps in the castle east of the sun and west of the moon, where I would find a fairy prince for my very own.
Mark kept me from knowing the truth about mum, and protected me for a long as possible from the reality of the family life we had. I never picked up on anything; Mark made sure my only worries were school, or whether Peter Pan would come and find me and take me home again, the facts about my mother were something a six year-old didn't need to know or understand. I thought we were a happy family; oh sure, mum was sometimes nasty, but she never hit me, or neglected me, she bought me the things I needed, and sometime things I had no possible use for, but we always had food, heat, comfort, warm clothes, and I had Mark.
It wasn't until many years later that I realised, poor Mark had nobody to look after him, nobody to make it right for him, he was just a little boy himself, but he had to bring himself up, mum was always too 'sick'. No-one really cared for him, but he never stopped caring for me; in all the ways that mattered, Mark brought me up, and taught me everything I should know, and a few things I shouldn't, like where to stick a knee if a boy gave me too much grief, or how to slap someone in the fork hard enough to make their eyes cross, or how to belch the alphabet, useful stuff, but definitely not ladylike. I would still hear him in his room at night, though, crying, all his fear and loss and need catching up with him as he tried to be an adult when he hadn't had a chance to be a little boy yet. That woman, our so-called mother, robbed him of all it meant to be a child, made him her care-giver when he needed care the most. I would cry along with him, understanding then that he truly was a lost boy, that he'd lost the most important part of his life, and that no-one was coming to save him, there was no Peter Pan to sprinkle Fairy-Dust on him and take him to Never-Never land so he could be a boy again. Unlike Peter Pan, he had to grow up far too soon, long before he was ready, or even knew how.
Gradually, as the years progressed, my understanding of mum's 'sickness' gelled; she was an alcoholic, but a well-disguised one. To all outward appearances, she was Mrs. Jameson, Office Manager and model of businesslike efficiency, but once she came home, the thirst took over, and the drinking would begin, and then the sniping and nasty comments would soon follow; mum was not a happy drinker, and the more she drank, the more bitterness and anger spilled out of her, most of it aimed at me, until at last I would hide in my room, crying at the things she said and blamed me for. Then my hero, my big brother Mark would hold me tight, hug me while I cried in fright, trying to understand why mum hated me so much, why she couldn't just be like the happy mums my friends all had, who played with them, talked to them, cooked dinner for them, acted like a mother was supposed to act.
From the time I was 11, she seemed to assume that she'd finished bringing me up (not that she'd ever actually done that; Mark was my real parent, not her), and so her bingeing began in earnest, and Mark tugging her passed-out frame into a prone position on the couch and throwing a quilt on top of her became a nightly occurrence.
One saving grace for me was my friends at school, and two in particular, Shelagh Kennedy and Nia Morrison; between them they kept me balanced enough to deal with the increasingly dysfunctional life I was living at home. Nia and Shelagh were warm, funny, achingly good looking, and all the boys flocked around them, with Shelagh lapping it up, while Nia, as beautiful as she was, kept them all at arm's-length; she only ever came alive when she mentioned her big brother, Jamie, and she mentioned him all the time. When I saw him, I understood why; he was tall and devastatingly cute, quiet, funny and patient, and obviously devoted to her, taking shit from her that Mark would certainly never have taken from me. He seemed to know instinctively when she'd had a trying day, and his hug when she sniffled at him always seemed to have an extra something that made it a special hug, one that only she could ever have.
I saw the way her eyes followed him around, and the way his hand would automatically reach out for her if she looked like she was going to stumble, ready to catch her and keep her from harm, or carry her things, take her hand if she reached for him, his hand reaching out for her without him ever looking to see if she was reaching for him, they just knew when the other wanted that, almost like they were connected together inside their heads. Jamie obviously adored her, and I found myself wondering if Mark felt like that about me, or if he was just being kind because I had no-one else to be kind to me.
Shelagh, Nia and I were inseparable through our entire school life together, and I took to staying at Nia's house after school until I absolutely had to go home, if only to go to bed. Nia's mum fed me, hugged me, made me feel like I belonged somewhere, and her dad with his terrible jokes kept me relaxed and in one piece when I felt like the world was too grim for me to deal with.
Nia, however, would pace around, a tetchy ball of nervous energy, until Jamie came in, somehow knowing 5 minutes before he walked in the door that he was on his way, then she'd relax, unwind, have a barbed remark to throw at him when he walked in. Poor Jamie always looked so hurt when she threw one of those at him, but that didn't stop her leaning against him when we watched TV after dinner, his arm draped around her without him even being aware he was holding her, and she hugging him around the waist, huddling as close to him as she could get; or the look almost of distress on her face if Jamie had to get up and leave the room, even if he were only leaving for a few seconds.
It was obvious to me that Nia was connected to Jamie in ways that I could never understand, a closeness that I couldn't describe, but wished with all my heart I could have with Mark. When I had to leave, Jamie would walk me home, he was too much of a gentleman, even at 14, to let a girl walk home at night unaccompanied, wait until I went inside, then wave, turn and stroll home. When he did that, I always thought Nia was the luckiest girl in the world to have someone as lovely as Jamie to lean on.
Mark once asked me why I didn't ask him to come and get me.
"Jules, I'd come get you if you wanted, Nia's brother doesn't have to drop you home every night, and it's not like I'm busy, you know!" he grinned wistfully, referring to the fact that once mum had settled into the couch to drink, he was pretty much out of the picture as far as things to do, except to make himself some dinner. I felt guilty about eating with the Morrison's, while poor Mark was here alone with something out of the freezer or a tin for dinner, still looking after himself, still no-one caring for him.
I felt another dull spike of hopeless anger at the woman who'd so abandoned him, left him out of her life to pursue her hobby, drinking herself senseless, and a welling-up of deep sorrow for him for the life we'd given him. He'd looked after me so well, and I hadn't ever given him back anything, now I was even denying him some companionship, leaving him even more lonely and isolated than ever; on impulse I hugged him, Mark looking surprised at the sudden affection, then he hugged me back, ruffling my hair.
"Bedtime now, Jules, school in the morning, there's some bacon in the fridge, do you fancy bacon and eggs for breakfast? I'll do you some if you want..."
I went to bed, grieving again for poor Mark, only fourteen and the weight of the world on him still, a little sister who ignores him except when she needs him to care for her, then takes all he's got to give, and a mother who forgot about him years ago, no wonder he still cried in his room at night, when he thought I was asleep...
As time wore on, things began to change, for the better; at first, anyway. Mum seemed to have made some kind of decision about her drinking; maybe she'd seen the light...
Anyway, I began to get used to seeing her sober and upright for longer and longer periods, finding the laundry done, Mark in his room instead of in the kitchen trying to assemble me a proper meal out of a collection of tins, and hot meals at night and on weekends.
Usually on weekends mum never made an appearance at all, she'd remain in her room, probably passed out, and Sunday lunch for Mark and I would be soup and French-fries, his poor face so sad because he didn't know how to cook a beef roast, or how to make a stew or casserole. Besides, we never had any fresh meat in the house; mum would go shopping and buy only frozen or tinned food, things she could dump in the pantry or the freezer; I'd forgotten what roast beef tasted like, it had been so long since I'd eaten it, and suddenly we'd be having roast beef with all the trimmings on Sundays.
Mark began to change. He grew taller, for starters, almost by the day. His face changed as well, his softly rounded boyish features slowly turning into angles and planes, cheekbones becoming more defined, and he started shaving regularly. He still looked after me on occasion, though; periodically mum would go on a jag, and I'd come home from school to find her home, passed out on the couch, a half-bottle of vodka on the table next to her; if she'd climbed on the wagon, she clearly wasn't doing too much to stay there.
I changed as well, going through the expected changes as I moved out of my pre-teens and into adolescence, Mark bearing-up under my mood changes and temper tantrums, my changing moods a puzzle to me as well, until it was explained to us in Human Biology in school, things I should have learned from my mum, that all the other girls already knew, and I was appalled; it was going to be like this every month, 12 weeks a year, for the next 40 or so years? God really must be a man, there was no other explanation...
When I was 13, at an age where boys were of more than slight interest, the object of mine, and nearly every other girl in the school, was Jamie Morrison. He was the same age as Mark, and at 16, a real hottie. Nia was furious, and had several slanging matches with older girls who'd asked her for his number, as well as a few girls in our year who really should have known better. Nia went out of her way to make it abundantly clear that Jamie was strictly Off-Limits, Verboten, Ne Vous Approchez-pas, but we talked about him, of course, how could we not, he was sweetly gorgeous!
Shelagh even said something along the lines of "Well, I don't care what Nia thinks, Jamie's too cute to pass-up, one day I'm snagging him, and if I have to beat you lot off with a club to do it, I will, so hands off, he's mine!"
Yep, until Nia finds out and hands you your ass, I thought...
One girl said something odd to me, though, which got me thinking.
"Look , it's no use talking about Jamie Morrison, Nia's obviously keeping him for herself, so do you have any objections if I call up your Mark, see if there's any chance of a date there?" leered Charlotte Pryce.
I was caught a little off-guard, and said "Why would you ask him?"
She looked at me like I was simple. "Because he's a babe, or hadn't you noticed?"
To be honest, I hadn't; Mark was Mark, the end. I'd never looked at him in that way before, why would I, he was my brother?
Charlotte spoke up again. "Look, Jules, Mark is dead cute, he's tall, he's blonde, he's got big, grey, sexy eyes, and if I had the chance, I'd hang off his face for a while, and so would most of the girls here. You're so lucky, your brother's drop-dead gorgeous; my twerp brother looks like a ferret in a hedge! Are you really telling me you never noticed him, or even thought about giving him a snog, just to see? No? Girl, there's no hope for you, the Nunnery beckons!"
I was more than a little intrigued. Mark? But then, when I looked at him in my mind's eye, without the 'big-brother' filter on, I could see she was right. His golden hair, always falling down over one eye, and that unconscious gesture of his when he flicked it back out of the way, big, clear grey eyes, fair skin, his straight nose and killer cheekbones, his square jaw and even, white teeth, and of course his lovely, shy, vulnerable smile.
I had always thought, when I was a little girl, that my big brother was the bravest and handsomest of all the Lost Boys, but now I could see that Charlotte was right, he really was lovely, that air of deep sadness about him making him doubly attractive.
I had to think about this; here I was, mentally ogling my big brother, the boy who used to read me to sleep and make me beans on toast, blow my nose and fix my cuts and bruises, and wondering what it would be like to snog him? I must be out of my mind!
When I got home that afternoon, Mark hadn't arrived back from school yet, and mum was still at work, so I had the place to myself for a little while, giving me time to think. Charlotte had struck a chord with me, and I wanted to explore why I'd had such a weird feeling when I thought about Mark, and how the thought of kissing him suddenly seemed...not so odd.
Mark chose then to come in from school, and I studied him with the new perspective I had been given by Charlotte, and she was right, he was a babe! My 16 year-old brother was just too cute!
Mark looked strangely at me. "You Ok, Tink?" he asked, grinning at me, "You're staring at me like I grew another head, something wrong?"
I blushed, and cast around for something to say, what actually popped out of my mouth was what was buzzing around in my head. "You're beautiful!" I blurted out, and then clapped my hand over my mouth, flushing scarlet as I realised what I'd just said.
Mark stared at me, his eyes wide in shocked amazement, and then he smiled that beautiful, slow, shy smile of his, the one that always, always made me want to hug him, ever since I was a very little girl.
He came over to the couch and sat next to me, putting his arm around me, like he used to when I was little.
"No Tink, you're beautiful, you're Tinkerbell, our very own beautiful little golden fairy princess! Now, what do you want to eat? We have sausages, or I can put a pasty in the oven and make you some fries, would you like that?"
He hugged me once more, then rubbed my hair, and stood up, grinned at me, and went off to the kitchen, to start getting a meal ready for when mum got home.
When mum came in, something about her told me how this evening was going to go, and sure enough, she headed straight for the bureau, unlocked it and pulled out her trusty vodka bottle. I stood next to her and put my hand on her arm.
"Please mum, don't...please?" I asked her softly, she just sneered back and I smelled it on her breath; she'd already been drinking; now she was just topping-off.
I tried again.
"Please mum, just have something to eat with us, not this, please?"
She shook me off, and next thing I knew she hit me on the side of the face hard enough to knock me over. I sat there, stunned, my face feeling numb and hot at the same time, as she loomed over me, and then she started.
"You little bitch, it's all your fault, it was fine, everything was fine, and then you had to ruin it, you sent him away, he left me with you, why didn't you leave, I never wanted you, you little bitch, get out of my house, get out, GET OUT!!"
Suddenly, Mark was there, pushing her back away from me, standing protectively over me, my eye starting to close and water as my face got hotter.
"Leave her, Mum, why don't you go to your room, lie down or something, I'll bring you something to eat later, OK?"
Mum smiled at him. "Yes, Mark, you're a good boy, you always were a good boy, he couldn't take you away from me, I think I'll go and lie down for a while, just a little bit...!"
She turned and shuffled away, and Mark lifted me up, turning my head to look at my left eye, a look of shock on his face at what he saw.
"Jesus, Tink, why did she have to...!" he muttered, hugging me as I trembled with shock and fear; fear of my own mother, that she'd do something like that to me; all I wanted was to bolt out the front door and keep running, I was too afraid to stay there a minute longer.
Mark came to a decision, grabbed my coat and hustled me out the door.
"M...Mark, where...?" I stammered.
"Nia's place, you can stay there tonight, you'll be safe there, I...I don't know what to do about your eye, Mrs. Morrison, she'll know..."
Muttering under his breath, he tugged me to Nia's place, Jamie opening the door and looking shocked at what he saw.
"MUM! Mum, need some help, now, quick!" he called out, Nia running and slamming to a halt when she saw my face.
"Mark, what happened, what the bloody hell did you...?"
Mark cut her off. "Mum hit her, she was drinking, I didn't...!"
Nia's eyes blazed. "Look at her, Mark, your mother's so big and she's so tiny, LOOK AT HER!! Where the HELL were you?" she screamed at him.



I calmed her down while she hugged me protectively. "Nia, he wasn't in the room, mum just launched one at me, he couldn't have stopped her, it's not his fault, honest!"
Nia's mother came out and saw me, her eyes narrowing in anger, and her arm going around me as she took me into the sitting room. Jamie came back with a teacloth full of ice-cubes, twisted the ends together and gingerly held it to my face. It stung with the cold, but it dulled the pain, and stopped my eye watering.
Mrs. Morrison held me as she took the icepack and gently held it against my eye, but I could tell she was furious.
"Who do this to you, Julie, really?" she asked, and I told her what had happened.
"She hurt own daughter like this, you just little girl, she not deserve daughter, I find big stick, I teach her a lesson! You not hit children! You want to hit child, leave room, count to fifty, come back, still want to hit child, leave room, count to fifty again!"
I was feeling sick and dizzy now, and my eye was throbbing again, so Jamie picked me up and carried me up to Nia's room, putting me on her bed. He gave me the ice pack and gently, carefully, showed me how to hold it properly, then turned to leave, turning the light down as he went to walk out the door.
"Thank you, Jamie!" I called out, and he looked surprised that I knew his name.
"It's quite alright, er, Julie. You just lie quiet here; I'm going to talk to your brother properly about this!" he was livid, ready to kill someone, and I called him back.
"Jamie, please, Mark had nothing to do with it, he was in the kitchen! When he heard, he came running in and pushed her away from me, he brought me here because he thought I'd be safe here, he'd never hurt me, I swear!"
Jamie looked mollified.
"Well OK, if you say so. You rest now; Nia'll be here when she's finished with your brother, so I think I'd better go rescue him!" He smiled and walked away back downstairs.
Nia came in a few minutes later, sat next to me and stroked my hair. I began to tremble, shock and reaction setting in, plus I still felt sick and dizzy
"Poor Jules, you must be really frightened! My mum's bloody furious, she wanted to call the Old Bill, have her arrested for assaulting you, Jamie talked her out of it, now she just wants to go to your house and wallop her with a big stick! Let's have a look at your eye!"
She pulled the makeshift icepack away from my eye and clenched her teeth as she hissed through them.
"Jesus wept! Will you look at that thing! What did she do, punch you? 'Cos you look like you just got a dig from Mike Tyson! What a bitch! I'll tell you one thing, you're not going to school looking like that, the first teacher who sees that is going to call the Old Bill, and you'll end up in care somewhere two hundred miles away!"
Just then there was a knock on the door, Nia called out to come in, and her dad came into the room.
"Hello Nugget, Hello Julie. My wife tells me you've had a bit of trouble today; do you feel like telling me about it?" He sat on the bed and gently lifted the icepack and looked at my eye, his lips compressing into a thin line and his nostrils flaring as anger flared in his eyes at what he saw.
There's something very comforting about Nia's dad, so I told him what happened, and he nodded slowly as I spoke. When I finished he looked at me and patted my hand.
"I really should report this; I want to, this is a criminal assault against a minor, and the police should be dealing with her, now, but if I do that, it will probably put you and your brother into the care system, and I don't think you want that; I know Nia and her mother don't. I know you're feeling sick at the moment, that's most likely a concussion, and you really need to see a doctor. I'll take you, and Nia, along to St. George's A & E, report that as a head-clash playing volleyball, and get you scanned, just to be on the safe side. I really don't like doing this, she should be made to pay for this, but I like the alternative even less, so this is how we'll do it this time. If it happens again, though, if she hurts you or hits you again, I'm going to the police; you're too small to take another blow like this, she could have killed you! I want you to stay here tonight, with Nia, so does everyone else, after that we'll see how it goes. At least you'll be safe here."
I tried to thank him, but the fright, and the pain got there first, and I started crying.
He gathered me in immediately, letting me cry into his shoulder while he held me close, smoothed my hair, soothed me, making it all go away. Nia's dad is a class act, she's a lucky girl.
I must have fallen asleep against his shoulder, because the next thing I remember is being carried to the car and sitting on Mark's lap in the back seat, and Mr. Morrison going over the story, that I'd been playing volleyball in Brockwell Park, there was a head-clash, I came back home with Nia and started feeling sick, so he brought me to Accident & Emergency.
I was in Casualty for about 2 hours; Nia stayed with me in the examination cubicle for about an hour, then they wheeled me off for an MRI, and another hour while the imaging people got the scan results processed, and the attending came and spoke with Mark, as my next of kin. Apparently, there was no tearing or blood vessel damage, it was a straightforward concussion, but there was a crack in my cheekbone, so they gave me some painkillers and told me to get a few days' bed rest. By this time my eye was doing an impression of a Picasso sunset painted on a balloon, swollen up and out, all purples and bright reds, with black for added effect. To say I looked grotesque would not be overstating it.
On the way back, Nia told her dad that I would be staying with her for a few days, that I couldn't go to school looking like that, and he just nodded, and that was settled. I ended up staying a week, Mark letting the school know I was 'ill', and coming to see me every afternoon after school, and I spent the days doing girly things with Nia's mum, discovering how it should be between a mother and daughter, something I never got to do at home, simple, banal things, like brushing my long hair properly, something Mark never managed to do right, and he never had the time to do it right anyway.
Mark told me that mum had gone back to being daily drunk, she'd not asked about me, and I was glad that I was off her radar. One thing that puzzled me, what she'd meant when she said that I'd made him leave. Who was she talking about? I asked Mark for an explanation.
He looked baffled. "Look, Jules, I don't know for sure, but I think she was talking about dad. What she meant, though, search me. He left before you were born, and I don't remember him except he had hair the same colour as yours, I was only three or so; that's all, sorry."
I had to go home sometime, and much as I wanted to stay forever with Nia and her lovely family, I had to face my own personal demon. Mark collected me, carried all the stuff he'd brought for me over the last few days, and I reluctantly said goodbye to Nia and her mum. Mrs. Morrison asked me to stay.
"You stay with Nia, she needs someone here, Huyn'h never here, she lonely and you safe here, I promise, no one punch your face or hurt you here!"
She was still mad as hell, still wanted to lay into mum with something heavy, but I needed to go home, get this over with. Besides, Nia was in denial over Jamie's latest girlfriend, whom she hadn't met, (because Jamie very wisely kept her well away from the house) but already hated with a passion, and kept trying to get me to pump him for information about her, so I wanted to get out from the middle of that.
Mrs. Morrison hugged me. "Ok, if you really want go, cannot stop you, but you need family, you welcome to join mine!"
Nia's dad was just as sweet.
"You know, Julie, you're welcome to stay as long as you want, and I do mean that; two kids here is already bedlam, one more isn't going to make a difference; bedlam is bedlam!"
I thanked him for his kindness, but told him I really had to go.
"Well, Ok, but if you need to run, run back here, we're always open for business!" he grinned. Like I said; a class act.
When I got home, mum was already there, making dinner, straight and sober, and flicked a glance over me like I'd never been gone. There was no mention of her assaulting me, no hint that she acknowledged my black eye as something she'd done, or any hint of an apology; it was like she'd denied to herself it had happened, and decided to believe that version.
Dinner was...odd. Mum directed all her remarks to Mark, spoke exclusively to him, lavished attention on him, served me food as though I was invisible, gave me seconds without asking me if I wanted any, but danced attendance on Mark. I could see he was uncomfortable with the attention, he definitely wasn't used to it, and his ears were pink by the end of the meal.
When we cleared up, mum hung around while Mark and I cleared the leftovers and loaded the dishwasher, still directing all her conversational efforts exclusively to him, which didn't bother me; I was used to her ignoring me until she'd had a skinful, but Mark was clearly uncomfortable with it; affection or attention from her had been in short supply for years, and he was having a problem reconciling it with the woman who'd punched me out a few days earlier.
Mum kept it up, until eventually Mark started responding. I didn't blame him, God knows, it was time she paid some attention to him, and he needed someone, even if it was her; it didn't trouble me; I had Nia and her family as a bolt-hole if I needed it, so we eventually came to an unspoken agreement about how our family worked; Mark was hers, Nia's mum was mine, and we went on from there, mum ignoring me, still drinking, and Mark still watching her carefully if she was alone with me for any reason.
As I got older, Mark became more involved with me; I was maturing, and he finally felt he could talk to me, instead of just look after me, and our relationship became more adult for it; he'd talk about his latest girlfriend, ask me if I was dating or not (usually not), tell me I was pretty and that I should go out more, meet someone, instead of just hanging in my room and avoiding mum, or joke and banter with me, sit with me when mum wasn't around, and play-fight with me, always winning because he outweighed me by a significant margin, but never getting rough. He still called me 'Tink', and told me I was a fairy princess, though, I never got rid of that tag...
What I did start to feel, though, was a distinct attraction to him, something I pushed down and suppressed; this was my brother, for God's sake! It never quite went away though...
When I was in my room, I'd hear him talking, laughing and bantering with mum and, I'll admit, I felt a certain amount of envy, no jealousy, that he could be so happy with her, so natural, while I still didn't really exist, but also that she'd suddenly decided to take him away from me, overwhelm him with all this care and attention.
He, of course, lapped it up; it had been missing from his life for so long that he was revelling in it, and I didn't blame him one little bit; I just wished I could have had some too...
When I was sixteen, the Morrison's held a birthday party for Nia and I, as we were only a week apart, and I for sure wasn't going to get one at home, and I was struck again by how much was really wrong with our family, but I also knew that we were unfixable now, and that as soon as I could, I'd go, get out of there and find a life somewhere else, because the travesty we had was a slow-burning fuse, and one day it would blow apart again, and I'd likely be back in the A & E. Mum had seen Mark and I interacting a few times, and she'd expressed to him several times that he should talk to me about leaving soon, that I should go because I had no place there once I'd finished school. This worried Mark, he could see the resentment building again, and tried to defuse it, but I really had nowhere to go, no relatives that I knew of, and Nia's family was a refuge, not a living option.
I finished school six months after my sixteenth birthday, right after taking my GCSE examinations, and, to my surprise, found a job with a small fashion wholesaler in Bloomsbury, as a Trainee Buyer. As luck would have it, Mark worked just around the corner from my office, so he'd come and have lunch with me, wait for me and come home together with me, and generally became more like a best friend than a big brother. Some of the other girls, and women, in the office were intrigued by the mysterious tall blonde looker taking me to lunch all the time, and tried to find out more about him. Something perverse in me made me tell them that we lived together, while somehow completely omitting the fact that he was my big brother!
As time wore on, I became almost obsessed with Mark; I would spend my unoccupied time daydreaming about him, images of his smile, his lovely eyes, that characteristic head flick he'd give to clear the fringe of hair out of his eyes, especially since one of the girls in the office had seen him do it and declared it was the sexiest thing she'd ever seen...
I was confused as to why I kept thinking about him, but I was also aware that Charlotte Pryce's question was now whispering at me again: "Are you really telling me you never noticed him, or even thought about giving him a snog, just to see?"
At night, I'd dream turgid, overblown, romantic dreams about him, all cinematic and cutesy, and wake up to ask myself, "What the hell are you doing, he's your brother, got it? Get a grip!"
Eventually, I ended-up admitting to myself that the thing I'd been telling myself for months was a fact; I fancied him, and I seriously wanted a taste. It had only taken two years, two years of meeting him for lunch, laughing over coffees in the office, passing him off as someone I lived with and hinting that our relationship was something other than what it really was, before I could admit to myself what I wanted, now I had to try and see if there really could be something there, or if it was just an eighteen year-old's fevered fantasy, and he'd just give me the brush-off. I had to admit there was a big chance he'd do just that; he was nearly three years older than me, 21 now, a grown man, really, not a teenage boy anymore, and his type was more Nia than me; tall, willowy, brunette, gorgeous eyes, exotic. He'd even made a tentative pass at her once, and got the brush-off in no uncertain manner; there was only one type for Nia, and Jamie was it.
He'd be having lunch with me today, I'd see then whether I could make this happen, or if this was never going to be.
He stopped by at 12:30, popping his head into my little hutch of an office, winked at me and said
"Come on Tink, I'm hungry, fancy Chinese? I found a new place, cheap but good. Come on Shortie, time's a-wastin'!"
I grabbed my coat, and slid my arm through his as he piloted me out of the office, past more than one set of fluttering eyelashes, my ego soaring as I thought, 'This babe's with me, Ha!'
We had a good lunch, Mark telling me of the antics of the other trainees in the brokerage house he worked at, training to be a Securities Trader. I was still laughing when he walked me back into my office, again past all the fluttering eyelashes, and, as I turned to go into my own little office, I turned to him, hugged him, and as he looked at me, I planted a big kiss right on his parted lips, licking his tongue for good measure as I slid my hand round the back of his head to hold him against me. What he did next would dictate my next move; what I didn't expect was for him to pull me closer, and kiss me back, sliding his tongue against mine as he kissed me tenderly but firmly, his hand sliding inside my coat and cupping my bum, gently squeezing the cheek as his tongue worked against mine. My heart was hammering when he finally let me go.
"If you only knew how long I've been waiting to do that!" he whispered, then pulled me close for another, shorter, but no less heartfelt kiss, before letting go of me, leaving me slightly glassy-eyed.
"See you tonight, same time, and I want another of those!" he murmured, before walking off, all the girls in the office staring at him lustfully.
I stumbled back into my office, threw off my coat, and flopped down into my chair, head spinning, my mind full of that kiss, his eyes, and the feel of his lips against mine.
I looked up to see a whole row of heads peering in my door, varying expressions of awe and envy on their faces.
Doreen, the youngest of the Junior Buyers spoke up first.
"Wow, Jules! That was the most porno kiss I have ever seen! You been keeping him on short rations, or something? 'Cos it looks like the famine's over!"
The other girls giggled.
Another one spoke up.
"If my man kissed me like that, you'd have to change my name to Bow-Legged Sally! That was so fucking HOT!"
I was blushing scarlet, but it was true, it was so fucking hot!
Doreen spoke up again.
"So, Jules, should we expect you in tomorrow, then, or will you be ahem 'not feeling too well'?" she asked, innocently, eyes dancing.
I had to grin. "I'll be in, but if you're looking for a blow-by-blow, forget it!"
Doreen grinned. "So there will be blowing then, oooh, who's gonna be a lucky, lucky boy then!"
I burst out laughing. "Out you lot, haven't you got men of your own to molest?"
Back came Doreen, quick as a flash. "Not like that, I haven't, you lucky, jammy cow!"
I laughed again. "Out!"
I spent the rest of the day in a haze of arousal, unable to concentrate on my work as the memory of his hands on me as his lips were on mine kept intruding and distracting me. The clock hands slowly crept around, each minute seemed a thousand years long, and every time I looked out of my office, a whole row of interested heads popped up, every single one of them knowing or guessing what I was going through.
Eventually I managed to find something absorbing enough to keep me focussed, and it was only the sound of people stirring around in the main office that distracted me enough to check the time. 5:30, time for him to appear, and sure enough, he peeked through the main door, and immediately a chorus of calls rose from the girls.
"Oh, yoo-hoo, Jules, someone here for you!" they all called and hooted, making me blush scarlet, and I grabbed my coat and purse, tried to hustle Mark out of there, but he insisted on kissing me, another long, deep, toe-curlingly hot kiss, the noise in the office dying down as they all stared hungrily at him.
When I came up for air, someone started clapping, and then they all did, and hooting, and someone (Doreen, probably!) going 'whoo-whoo-whoo'. I didn't know where to put my face, flushing scarlet as I tugged him out of there.
We were silent all the way home, although he held my hand instead of just letting me hold his arm, and his finger toyed with my hair on the train, and when we got off the train at Clapham Junction, he put his arm around me and held me close while we waited for the bus.
When we got in, mum was nowhere to be seen, but her stuff was lying around, and the bureau was unlocked. Mark grimaced at me and knocked on her door, receiving no answer. He cracked the door open and peered inside, then closed the door.
"She's out, and there's an empty Stolichnaya bottle on the cabinet, so she'll be out 'til morning. Can we talk?"
Oh yeah, I wanted to talk, but then I wanted to kiss him again, and then...
"Sure," I said, "but not here, my room, she never goes in there." He nodded agreement, and led me to my room. Once in, I carefully closed the door, and propped a chair under the knob, just in case.
Mark sat on my bed, and raked his hand through his hair, that smile of his melting me, as usual, and I sat next to him, grinning at him, unsure what to do next.



He solved that for me by lifting me onto his lap, and kissing me again, like he had earlier, long, deep and soulfully, making all sorts of things happen inside me, all of them good!
I moved to sit astride him, linking my hands behind his neck so I could kiss and nibble at him properly, his hands roaming over my back, my bottom, and sliding around to cup and squeeze my breasts, his fingers on my nipples exciting me, even through the material of my blouse and my bra.
I wriggled on his lap, feeling him beneath me, and Mark sighed into my mouth, pulled away to smile, smoothing my long hair as his hands roamed over me.
"That was nice, do that again, Tink, it felt really good!"
I wriggled and slid on him a little more, definitely feeling something beneath me, and Mark began kissing me harder, wrapping his arms around me to pull me tight against him, his hands going to the cheeks of my bum, squeezing and pulling them apart gently, a very hot sensation, the first time anyone had ever done that to me.
I could feel his cock ridged-up under his trousers, and me sliding up and down on it was making it even harder; it felt like a length of pipe, it was so hard and straight, and Mark was obviously enjoying what I was doing, because he was helping me slide back and forth, which coincidentally felt exquisite on my pussy too!
Mark pushed me upright and off him, to stand me in front of him, his hands on my hips, and as he leaned forward to kiss me, I felt him fumble with the button of my jeans. I helped him, and he unzipped me and tugged my jeans down, me stepping out of them and leaving me standing in my underwear and blouse. Mark began unbuttoning my blouse, and I reached for his shirt, undoing his buttons as he undid mine. I gasped when I saw his bare chest; I can't remember the last time I saw him without a shirt on, but it must have been years ago, now I saw a rippling, lean, muscular torso, every muscle outlined and perfectly proportioned. It wasn't a body builder's physique, but neither was he a stripling, he was...buff, the only word I could think of.
He stood up and pulled my blouse off, and I reached behind to undo my bra, but he stopped me.
"Let me, Tink!" he smiled, turning me to unclip it and pull it away from me. His hands slid around my ribcage and up, to cup my not exactly excessive 32B boobs, his fingertips caressing my nipples, making them feel like they were on fire as he teased them into hard rubbery points, the sensations from my nipples flashing around my body and making me feel weak at the knees. He dipped his head down and began kissing and lightly nibbling my neck with his lips, pulling me against him as he continued to squeeze and caress my breasts. I was in heaven, the man of my dreams, literally, was stripping and touching me, making me feel out of this world.
He slipped his hands down from my breasts, slipping one hand into the front of my panties, his fingers curling around my bare pussy as he lightly touched and caressed my lips, feeling my wetness from my earlier rubbing and gyrating against him.
"You waxed, Tink, I would never have guessed, God, that's so hot!" he murmured in my ear as his finger slipped inside me, making me gasp and quiver, then slowly rubbing inside me, feeling me, gently rubbing my little button, then sliding up and down the length of my slit, feeling absolutely wonderful, making me hot and bothered.
Mark slowly pulled his hand out of my panties, and slid them down, squeezing my cheeks as he pushed my panties all the way down, and I stepped out of them, completely naked now. I turned to him, and he kissed me again, while I started undoing his belt and fumbling with the button on his trousers. He gently stopped me, and undid them himself, letting his trousers drop to the ground so he stood in just his shorts, a really impressive bulge in the front of them.
Now it was my turn, and I held and squeezed his cock, feeling the warmth of his penis even through the material of his shorts, and as I kissed him, I slid my hand inside his waistband, taking hold of him and squeezing, before sliding further down to cup and gently squeeze his balls, feeling the heat from his body. I pulled my hand out and hooked the waistband, pushing his shorts down, gasping as his cock popped out, impressed at the size of his equipment. His cock was almost eight inches long, and thick enough that I couldn't get my hand around it properly. It looked beautiful, and I stared at it in awe; I only knew one thing; one way or another, I was going to have that, if it killed me!
Mark pulled me close and kissed me again, his cock trapped between us, and I could feel it against my belly, throbbing with his pulse, like a warm bar of flesh, solid, thick, and very enticing! My pussy was seeping lubrication now, and I knew I wanted him, now; I wanted this beautiful brother of mine to have me, no feelings of right or wrong distracting me from the reality before me; it was Mark I wanted, and no-one else.
I took his hand and tugged him towards the bed, climbing on and moving over to make room for him. He settled beside me, and gently pulled me closer, to kiss and touch me, run his soft hands all over me, kiss, lick and nibble me everywhere. He pulled me up to him so he could lick and suck my nipples, a thrilling and novel sensation for me; no one had ever done that to me before; actually, no-one had ever done much of anything to me, I had always held back, not wanting to go that one step further, feeling that there was more to be had than just meaningless sex, so other than a few rushed hand-jobs, and a few groping sessions, nothing that could be even hinted at as a sex life; at least, up 'til now, that is! Now I knew why; I had always known, somehow, that I was holding back, saving myself for the right one, for Mark, my sweet, sad, lovely brother.
I wanted to feel him, hold that lovely cock of his, make him feel good, make up for so many years of sadness and loneliness, for not being there when he'd needed someone, anyone, so I took him in my hand and pumped him, squeezing rhythmically as I pumped, kissing and nibbling his lips, licking his tongue, feeling the pulse throbbing in that beautiful cock as I masturbated it for him. I was tempted to taste him, something else I had never done before, but this was the one I wanted to do it with, and so I broke our kiss to slide down until my head was level with his groin, smelling him now, the smell of his cock fresh and manly, his whole scent strong, but clean and fresh and wholesome. I licked cautiously at the end of his glossy cock, discovering where the scent was coming from, the taste as enticing as the scent, and slid my lips over the purple glossy head, licking and sucking like I'd seen in porn films on Shelagh's laptop; now there was a girl with zero inhibitions!
I pulled back for a second. "Mark, you will tell me if I'm doing this right?" I asked him, "I've never done this before, baby, I want it to be perfect for you!"
"You're doing just fine, princess, don't worry!" he grinned, and sighed as I took as much of him in as I could, but it was making my jaw ache; he was obviously enjoying it, and I wanted him to have everything I could give him, so I kept going. I felt his hand caressing my pussy , and shuffled my legs wider for him, his finger slipping in to dip in and out and rub my clit, making waves flood through me, making me suck and lick faster at him, my head bobbing now as I had seen it done in video's, suctioning him as hard as I could. Suddenly, I felt his cockhead swell as he gave a deep groan.
"I'm close, babe, oh God...!" he gasped, and I sucked harder, wanting to give him this, and as I sucked as hard as I could, a jet of spunk shot out to hit the back of my throat. I tried not to gag, but it was hard work, he was filling my mouth with spurt after spurt, faster than I could swallow, but I did eventually swallow it all, not at all revolted by the thick, creamy mouthful I'd received. The jets stopped, giving me time to taste him properly for the first time, the slightly salty, sweetish, tangy flavour like nothing I'd ever tasted before, but I decided I liked it, and I was already looking forward to doing this again with him.
Mark held out his hand to me, and I moved back to lie next to him. He looked deeply into my eyes.
"That was fabulous Julie! God, I've wanted you for so long, I always fantasised we could be together like this, I just never allowed myself to hope for it, it seemed impossible, wrong, something that could never happen; I'm so glad it did, I love you so much! You were always my dream princess, now you really are mine!"
I was almost crying with happiness at hearing him say these things, words out of my fantasies and dreams, the man I wanted, telling me he wanted me! I found that almost unbelievable, an impossibility, and yet it was true! I had to ask him one thing, though.
"Mark, all those tall, leggy brunettes you went out with, I thought they were your type, why would you suddenly go for a five foot 4 inch blonde like me?"
He grinned, kissed me lightly, and smiled again.
"I always wanted you; I just never thought I could have you, so I went out with girls who looked as little like you as possible, so I wouldn't be reminded of what was never going to happen. It never worked out, though; I'd be in bed with one of them, and she'd say something the way you'd say it, and suddenly I'd be reminded that it was you I wanted, and that she wasn't you, and that I wasn't even fooling myself, it was you I wanted to be there in bed with me, not her."
Now I wanted him even more, and I wanted to give him something more, something of me for him only, and so I took hold of his still-erect cock, pumping it a couple of times, kissing him as I did so, letting him know I was his for the taking.
Mark moved between my legs, kissing and sucking my nipples, the wonderful sensations almost painful in their intensity, until he looked into my eyes, and reared up over me, his cock pointing at my pussy, and slowly, gently pushed himself into me
Pain! Ripping, howling pain! I never thought it would be like this, as he tried to slide that big cock into my tiny little slit, I never thought anything could hurt so much. He saw the look on my face, stopped when he put a finger to my lip and pulled it away bloody, where I'd bitten my lip in my pain, concern and compassion on his face as he began to withdraw from me.
"No...No...don't...keep...going...!" I panted, "want...this...you...tonight...!" I managed to gasp out, and poor Mark, because I wanted this, even though he knew how much it was hurting me, slooowwly pushed himself into me, until, at last, he was in all the way.
He stopped, letting me pant and blow, steeling myself for what was coming next.
At last, I felt ready for him, and he slowly withdrew, not so painful this time, and when he slid back in it wasn't even half as uncomfortable as that first stretching invasion.
He raised himself up on his elbows, and kissed me gently, his tongue circling inside my mouth as he began to pump slowly. The pain dissipated, pleasure replacing it, my legs coming up to wrap around his thighs, my arms around his neck, pushing myself against him as he kissed me wildly now, my kisses no less wild, my pelvis pushing back at him as fast as he pumped into me, and the sensation of that wonderful cock driving into me was out of this world.
My climax almost caught me by surprise; waves of pleasure that swelled and surged and roared over me, leaving me gasping for breath, and again, and again, my pussy tightening as each wave pounded into me, and the pressure of my vaginal walls on his cock as I clamped down made him come, his hot spunk bulleting into me, splashing my cervix, causing another wave to wash over me, my inner muscles clasping him tight and making him groan as my convulsing pussy milked his cock, more jets of spunk pumping into me, until he had no more, and my climax faded and passed, letting me slump back on the bed, completely drained.
Mark slipped his softening cock from me and slumped down next to me, his chest heaving and his eyes closed as his breathing gradually slowed.
At last he opened his eyes and smiled at me.
"God, I love you, Tink!" he smiled, and pulled me over to him, holding me close as he kissed my nose, my chin, my ear, my neck, before kissing me long and deeply on the lips, our tongues fencing and darting.
Eventually we had to break for air, and I couldn't help but admire his beautiful profile, his even, handsome features, and reflect on just how lucky I was that a man like this wanted me.
Mark looked at me closely, smiling. "Penny for your thoughts, Tink!" he asked.
I looked at him with all the love I had for him.
"I was just thinking that I'm so glad you were my first; that the first time was so good, and it was with you!"
He sat up, horror in his eyes.
"Oh God, Tink, I didn't know, I'm so sorry, how could I have been so...Oh my God, I never even asked, I just assumed...!"
I smiled. "Assumed what, that I'd done the dirty before? I always hoped it would be you; I kind of saved myself until I could have you, and it worked, I got my wish! Of all the people on the planet, the only one I wanted to give myself to, for the first time, was you!"
He was still looking aghast. "But I came inside...!"
I put his mind at rest.
"Don't worry, I'm protected, Nia's mum took me to the doctor when she took Nia, said we both needed to be adult about these things, and we'd never know what might happen, that we should be safe, not sorry!"
He looked relieved and slightly sheepish as he slid back down next to me, pulling me closer for another gentle, tender, sizzling kiss, my nipples tingling as they erected again. His hand explored me, gently rubbing and tweaking my burning nipples, then slipping around my waist to pull me on top of him as he rolled onto his back, his hands sliding down to cup and squeeze my bum-cheeks, moulding and pulling them apart as I kissed and nuzzled him. I could feel him nudging me, and my hand found his cock, rapidly stiffening as it lay along his belly, and I knew I wanted him again, I wanted to feel that pole of hard flesh pounding me again.
Mark pulled my bum cheeks open, and slid me down gently, his cock just barely resting in the opening of my swollen vulva, and I pushed myself further back, taking him in again, almost fainting with the feeling of him sliding deep into me in one movement, the rush as he filled me up almost making me come there and then.
I shuddered with the sensation, the feel of his wiry pubic hair rubbing against the apex of my slit, my clit pulsing as I rubbed and ground myself against him, Mark helping me by holding my bum cheeks and pushing me up and down slightly against him, helping me grind even harder, and all the time, that fabulous cock throbbing and pulsing inside me.
I came in minutes, my whole body wracked with waves of such pleasure I thought my heart would burst, and I gasped and gritted my teeth as I rode them out, Mark holding me tight against him as I quivered and shuddered flat against him.
As I went limp on top of him, he rolled over to put me under him, his hands still clasping my buttocks, and fastened his lips to mine, kissing me crazily as he pulled me up against him by my ass, getting his knees under him, and began to hammer that big cock of his into me.
I was coming almost continually now, my whole world a blurred impression of his body on mine, his lips kissing and nibbling my neck, and the incredible feeling of being jack-hammered as he rammed into me continually, all sense of time or place gone, only the feel of him moving against me, and the relentless reaming I was receiving existed in my world.
He let go of me to lean up over me, groaning "God, Julie, I'm ...Oh...Oh God!" his cock swelling as he sprayed what felt like a pint of spunk into me, setting off another orgasm in me, my own cry of release mingling with his groan of fulfilment, my battered pussy clamping down on him as he sprayed into me again, his body's heat mingling with mine as he jetted deep into me, and again, and again, until he had no more.
His straining body finally relaxed and he slipped from me, making me orgasm again as his half-hard length rubbed out of me, dropping down next to me on the bed and gently caressing my nipples, my lips, rolling me towards him so he could hold and squeeze my behind, massaging my ass cheeks as he probed into the cleft between them.
He pulled me closer, his hands roaming over me, kissing and nibbling me, still not done with me, and I was enthralled, and heated-up, by his need for me, his relentless need to explore and pillage me.
"All I wanted for so long was to make love to my little princess, make you mine, then fuck you senseless, jam my cock in you over and over again and fill you up with my spunk! You make me so hot, Jules, you make me want to fuck you like a rag doll, eat you 'til you scream, then shove my cock in all your holes, fill your arse with my spunk, and shove my cock down your throat!" he murmured in my ear, his words making my pussy twitch and my nipples burn with need for him. I fondled his rapidly erecting cock, wondering as it flexed and firmed-up again in my hands, stretching and hardening, until it stood out again, stiff and solid, and ready for me.
Mark pulled me to him, kissing me hard and deeply while my hands massaged and squeezed his scrotum, and rubbed the tip of his magnificent cock, rolling the bead of lubricant oozing from the end onto the surrounding tissue, lubing him ready for me.
"Oh God, yes, again, please!" I groaned as he moved between my wide-spread thighs, and slid himself into me in one long thrust, filling me in an instant, and began that hard, insistent battering, thrusting himself into me as hard and as deep as he could, while I wrapped my legs around him and humped madly, my pussy on fire with the heat of my brother's fabulous cock. I came almost immediately, the erotic heat of our lovemaking, my need for this beautiful man, his obvious need for me, and the sensations churning in me as he rammed and thrust building into an orgasm of epic proportions, blasting through me like dragon's breath, consuming me with the heat and the intensity of it. I clamped down on him in the intensity of my climax, and he growled like an animal and jammed his cock deep into me, spunk pumping into me in a boiling hot flood as he came in a stream of hot man-fluid, drenching my insides and satisfying me at last.
He slumped down beside me, chest heaving, hands reaching for me, to hold me close, hands gentle and comforting now, no more urgency. We hugged and caressed until we got our breath back, and our heart rates dropped back to normal, then Mark kissed me on the tip of my nose.
"Four times in one night, God, you bring out the best in me Tink, you were amazing!" he grinned, cuddling me close, his hands slowly and gently fondling me everywhere, keeping me connected to him, not letting this experience slip away.
"What do we do now, Mark, what happens next?" I asked him, curious to know what he thought we should do; I know what I wanted to do; I wanted to take him with me somewhere far away, so we could be together, be a couple, have a life. I already loved him, as my handsome big brother, but now I loved him in this special way as well, as a woman, and I wanted that to be the way he loved me too, as my man.
"Jules, I want you to be with me!" he smiled. "I've been dreaming about you, wanting you, wanking over you, for years now, waiting and hoping for something like this to happen, and now that it has, I don't want it to stop. I want to take you away to places you only ever dreamed of, give you the life you deserve, give you everything you've ever wanted, make you happy! Say that's what you want too, please!"



I was overwhelmed to hear my own thoughts and needs being reflected back at me, hearing him say the things I most wanted to hear, and all I could do was kiss him in affirmation, tell him that I wanted these things too, that I was his, always had been, and I wanted him to take me away, make a life with me, any life, as long as he was there with me.
Mark got up, and began gathering his clothes. I asked him where he was going, and he grinned lopsidedly.
"Mum's started waking me with a cup of coffee first thing in the morning; bizarre, I know, it's not like I don't have an alarm, but she wants to play dutiful mother, so..." He grinned again, and flicked his hair out of his eye. "Besides, if I'm not in my bed she's going to come looking for me, you know what she's like, can you imagine the scene if she finds me in here? Believe me, I'd rather stay here and keep you busy all night long, but I think I'd better be there when she comes staggering in; sorry, Tink!"
All the time he was talking he was fondling and touching me, and I had no objections whatsoever to him 'keeping me busy', believe me!
He kissed me soundly, running his hands over me and touching all those places I wanted to be touched, his lips soft and tender against mine.
"Lunch tomorrow, Ok, Tink? And I want another one of those hot kisses, you sexy little elf, you!" he caressed me one last time and headed back to his room, his clothes over his arm and his shoes in his hand.
I thought I'd better have a shower, and I had to cup a hand under myself to stop all the sperm he'd pumped into me pouring out all the way to the bathroom, there was so much; I was amazed one man could fill me so chock-full of spunk, bloody good thing I was on the pill, otherwise I'd have been in real trouble!
+++
When I woke up, I could barely stand, I was so sore; he'd really fucked me to a standstill last night, I had to spend a significant amount of time in the shower rubbing on anaesthetic cream just to alleviate the soreness, and as I examined myself with a mirror, I recalled the remark yesterday about 'Bow-Legged Sally'; it was funny yesterday; today, not so much, not now it was me! Still, I mused, it could be worse, at least I didn't have to ride a bicycle to work...
Gingerly assuring myself I could at least walk properly, I got dressed and made a beeline for the door, dodging mum, checking Mark's room, empty of course, and flying downstairs to run for my bus.
When I walked in the office, as expected, a series of hoots and whistles greeted me, and Doreen winked at me and held up one finger. I shook my head, she held up two. I shook my head again and she grinned, held up three fingers; I shook my head again, and her eyes widened, holding up four fingers. I nodded, and she grinned a wide, happy grin, fanning herself and feigning faintness as she fluttered her eyelids. I laughed and went into my office, took off my coat, and began my day, trying not to check the clock periodically.
On the dot of 12:30, I heard "Yoo-hoo, Oh Julie, someone here to see you!" from Doreen, and there he was, looking as hot as yesterday, no sign on his face of the exertions we'd gone through last night. I called him into my office, and he gathered me in and kissed me lustfully, deeply, seriously, making every part of me tingle and chime, all my buttons lighting up at once; this boy could kiss! As he kissed me, he slid his hands up my skirt to fondle and squeeze my bum again, pulling my panties down past my cheeks so he could slide a finger between my thighs to rub lightly along my slit and lightly graze my rosebud, making me jump and giggle.
"God I want you, tonight, I want you again, as many times as we can, you hear me?" he whispered, and I grinned and nodded, grinding against his cock as he pressed against me. To be honest, I was more than half tempted to lock my office door, yank off my panties, and let him fuck me on my desk, he made me so hot!
"I thought you were taking me to lunch?" I murmured into his ear as he made a determined effort to pull my bum cheeks apart as he grazed on my neck and rubbed against me. He looked at me blankly for a second, and then grinned sheepishly.
"Almost forgot where I was, Tink, I've been walking around all morning with a hard-on, just thinking about you! Yeah, lunch, of course! Chinese?" he asked, smiling.
"Chinese!" I agreed, and so we straightened ourselves up and he led me out of the office, Doreen fluttering her eyelashes at him and saying "Don't wear her out, Stud; we need her back in one piece later!"
I flushed, and even Mark had the grace to blush and look embarrassed, but then he smiled that slow, sweet smile, battened down against the breeze from all those suddenly madly fluttering eyelashes, hugged me close, and took me to lunch.
When he picked me up at 5:30, once again he had to run the gamut of the eyelashes, the lustful looks, the arch comments from Doreen and the others, but he could tell it was all just ragging, they just wanted to see him blush again, and we left to a chorus of 'Be good, now, you naughty boy, give her some rest, she looks exhausted!' and similar comments.
We took our time, loitered around the west end of London, making sure we gave mum enough time to get loaded and pass out, before eventually heading home.
When we got in, sure enough, her coat was thrown over the back of the sofa, the bureau was unlocked, and she was in her room, passed out, the smell of booze heavy in the air.
By this time, we were both giggling like guilty teenagers, not helped by Mark grabbing and squeezing my tits as I peered into mum's room, with me squeezing and rubbing the sizeable bulge in the front of his trousers!
We scurried into my room, closing and wedging the door, just like before, and Mark grabbed me and swung me onto the bed, jumping on next to me to kiss me as his hands slid up my skirt and into my panties, rubbing and caressing my pussy as he fondled and squeezed the cheeks of my arse. I fumbled with his belt, undid it and the waistband of his trousers, unzipping him and groping his cock in one move, feeling him sigh against my lips as my fingers encircled his lovely big cock.
He slid down my panties and yanked them off, undoing the fastening on my skirt and pulling that down as well, leaving me naked from the waist down. I was also busy, pushing his trousers down, unbuttoning his shirt, and basically trying to get him naked without breaking our kiss.
Eventually Mark sat up, pulled off his shirt and tie and pushed his trousers off, levering off his shoes and slipping down his socks, leaving him in just his so tight briefs, his big cock clearly outlined behind the thin fabric.
In the meantime, I'd removed my top and bra, and Mark climbed back onto my bed, pulling himself up to me, sliding his hands around me to probe into the crack of my ass, his fingers brushing my puckered little hole as he slid them around to my pussy lips, spreading my nectar around and making me even more slick and moist, then taking hold of my cheeks and pulling them open to rub and scratch and tease my tight little star itself, making me gasp at such a pleasurably dirty act.
All the while, he was licking and gently biting my nipples, pulling them with his teeth, driving me crazy with his lips, his teeth and tongue, and his probing fingers. Now he rolled me onto my back, licking and sucking my nipples into hard little points, my aureolae puffing up as my nipples erected and throbbed, increasing the sensitivity of my nipples tenfold.
He licked and kissed all the way down my abdomen, licking and teasing my navel, before pulling my thighs apart to gently lick at the apex of my slit. I was electrified; no-one had ever done this to me, although I had seen it done in porn videos on the internet, and wondered at it, if it was as good as the actresses made out; but the reality of having my pussy treated in this way was indescribable.
Mark now moved around to lie between my thighs, pushing them apart and holding them while he lapped at me, long slurping strokes from my tight little star to my rapidly engorging clitoris, taking in everything, the sensations absolutely out of this world. I could feel that warmth in my pussy that told me my labia were swelling up, something Mark evidently appreciated, judging by the way he concentrated on poking his tongue into me, separating my lips with his tongue and probing inside me, driving me crazy by what he was doing to me. He began to focus on my clit, licking gently at the hood, teasing me, while he inserted one, then two fingers into me and gently finger-fucked me as he licked and tickled my clit. The feeling of being eaten-out so well, while being simultaneously frigged was otherworldly, and when he began to circle my tight hole with his damp finger, I nearly shot of the bed. He kept up the pressure on my vulva, licking and squirming his tongue against my clit, and then he slid his finger into my ass as he sucked my clit hard and relentlessly.
I came with a breathless groan, clamping my teeth together to stop myself from screaming, and I felt my juices gush powerfully out of me and over his face, filling his mouth as he sucked and fingered me, his tongue and lips keeping me climaxing strongly, wave after wave of pleasure crashing over me.
Mark finally pulled away from me, kneeling up and pushing down his briefs to let his cock spring free. I wanted to taste him now, after he had eaten me so well, and I curled my legs under me and knelt-up in front of him, tugging his briefs down to his knees, holding and gently squeezing his length, marvelling at the weight of it as I slowly pumped him, sliding the foreskin back to pop the large purple bell-end into view, shiny with his pre-ejaculate, smelling wholesome and masculine. I licked around the whole head, enjoying the taste of him and seeing his eyes close at the sensation, knowing he was enjoying this, then slid my lips over the head, and rubbed my tongue slowly across as I sucked him, feeling him making small, involuntary fucking motions with his hips as he controlled his urge to fuck my mouth as hard as he could.
As I sucked, I squeezed and massaged his large velvety balls, feeling him quiver as he approached orgasm, slowing down to back him down a little, enjoying listening to the small sounds he made as his excitement rose. At last he could hold back no longer.
"Julie, I'm...!" he groaned, and I gave one last hard suck and a pumping squeeze. He groaned as a jet of spunk shot into my mouth but I was ready this time, and caught it with my tongue, then popped him from my mouth to see him come, pumping his cock strongly. It was an impressive sight. His next pulse of spunk shot out of him and hit me in the chin, the next one splashed across my nose and forehead, and the next one hit me squarely in the face, drenching me in his hot sperm. Two more strong jets pulsed out of him, one hit me on the chest, and the last one splattered across my tits, leaving my whole upper torso, face, and neck splashed with his sperm. He was wide-eyed, a big grin on his face as he facialised me, although it was my idea, and my fault, for wanting to see him spunk-up, but it felt good, and his spunk still tasted just as good!
Mark picked up his discarded shirt and mopped my face and body, wiping the spunk off me, while I cleaned and polished his still-hard cock with my tongue of the last trickle of spunk still bubbling from it, before pumping him suggestively. He got the hint immediately, laying me back down and pulling my legs over his arms, spreading me wide as he slowly pushed his bumper-sized cock into my still tender pussy.
The feel of him sliding into me was every bit as marvellous as it had been last night, and I wrapped my hands around his neck to pull him closer as he steadily humped and pumped his cock into me, kissing me as he did so, his lips driving me mad for him even as his cock drove me crazy, period. His hands released my legs, allowing me to plant my feet flat on the bed and gain some purchase as I pumped against him, his hand coming under me to push me up against him, and his finger suddenly sliding into my ass, pumping in time to his cock thrusts, feeling incredible as he penetrated me in two places at once.
My climax this time was as powerful as before, a tsunami of sheer pleasure that rose up and slammed into me, washing away all thought and intelligence, leaving only me behind, loving my man as he loved me, feeling my world narrowed down to the two of us making love with no thought except the pleasure of the moment.
Mark groaned, feeling my pussy tighten around him as I climaxed, the constriction and pulsing of my vagina too much for him, and again he came in hot splashes of sperm, jets of himself spurting into me, heating me up and making me spasm again as another wave of orgasm hit me, sending me drifting, my head spinning with the beauty of it.
Finally, I came down from my own personal high, to see Mark smiling down at me.
"Thought you'd passed out there, Tink!" he whispered, and perhaps I had, but it was a beautiful, mellow haze if I had, and I kissed him avidly when he leaned down to kiss me before slowly backing his still hard cock out of me.
He lay next to me and reached out to slide me closer, hands once again reaching around to fondle and massage my ass cheeks, kissing me as he did so.
"You really like grabbing my ass!" I teased him.
"You fucking bet!" he responded, smiling broadly. "I've been dreaming about getting my hands on you and your tits, and especially your lovely tight little bubble-butt for years, now I'm making up for lost time!"
With that, he slid his hand into the cleft between my cheeks, and gently rubbed my back hole, then slid his finger inside, the sensation making me catch my breath.
He leaned closer to whisper in my ear "I told you yesterday, I want all of you, I want to fuck you in your ass, fill it up with my spunk, just like I promised. Maybe tonight, Tink, if you'll let me!"
I couldn't help but shiver a little in anticipation of him ramming his big cock into my tightest hole, and I knew I wouldn't stop him if that was what he wanted to do to me; I was his now, and if he wanted to fuck me ragged, split me down the middle, I would let him.
I wriggled on his finger, letting him know I was enjoying it, and enjoying kissing him, loving the way he kissed me back, his attention to my body, and when he rolled me onto my front and slid a pillow under my tummy, I wanted him to hammer his cock into me anywhere and any way he liked, because I loved him, and I wanted to feel him in me.
Mark moved over me, kissing and licking the back of my neck, between my shoulder blades, nibbling my earlobes, kissing the side of my face and my lips when I turned to him. I felt him nudging at me, and there was a moment while he adjusted his position, then he slid his cock into me in one long glide, feeling wonderful as he filled me up again, his gasp echoing my hiss of satisfaction as he stretched me to the full.
Mark lowered himself onto his elbows, and slid his hands under me to squeeze my breasts, his fingers rubbing my nipples as he pumped himself into me, his flat stomach making a smacking sound as he impacted against my buttocks with each inward thrust.
My head was spinning with the sheer erotic and sexual charge between us, the man I wanted above all else making love to me, showing me how much he wanted me, and telling me what he needed from me, his words echoing in my mind, invoking images and scenarios that made me thrill throughout and escalated my arousal ever higher.
My hand found my clit, and I rubbed and twirled myself, keeping time with Mark's pounding, surging cock, my orgasm building as he speeded up, until I came again, waves or pleasure making my insides flutter. Mark obviously felt it, and he grunted as my pussy tightened around him, constricting him, milking his cock, and again, his spunk flooded into me, splashes of warmth filling me as my own flood of juices sprayed back against him as he lay rigid above me, his cock flexing inside me as he pumped his sperm into me for the second time that night.
I slumped down, riding the undertow of my climax, my body trembling and shuddering as my nerve-endings fired off in salvoes, making my whole body sensitive to the slightest movement or touch of his skin on mine from this beautiful man-boy making love to me so completely.
Mark reared up and withdrew from me, to lie next to me, his hand motioning me to remain where I was as he moved closer to kiss me and run his hand over me, from the nape of my neck to the puckered star inside my bum cleft, his fingers tracing a warm line all the way down my back and into my rear passage, where he slowly rubbed and dampened me with my own juices from my swollen pussy, stretching my tightest hole with first one finger and then slipping another in, loosening and relaxing me, so he could do what he had promised he would do. Mark wanted to bugger me, and I wanted him to, I wanted him to take all I had, make me completely his, fuck me in every possible way, so that he would know, and believe, I was his.
He moved over me again, his finger still working inside my ass, kissing my back, licking and nibbling the small of my back, my skin prickling up in Goosebumps where his soft lips grazed on me. His lips moved further down, kissing and nibbling in the cleft between my cheeks, his tongue warm and wet in my crack as he lapped and licked. He gently pulled my cheeks apart, and licked lightly, wetly, at my back hole. His probing tongue slipped into and around my asshole, moistening me, feeling exquisite as he gently speared it into me, rimming me expertly, making me wriggle and shudder with longing.
His tongue-thrusts into me became more urgent, his tongue stiffening as he used it to loosen me further, his saliva lubricating me for what he was going to do next.
"Help me here, baby, hold yourself apart, if this is what you want to do. If you don't want to do this, we won't, if you need more time or anything...!" he whispered, and I loved him for it, he was telling me this was something he would only do if I wanted to do it too.
"No Mark, I want this, show me, please...!" I asked him, and he pulled my cheeks apart and asked me to hold them like that.
He leaned forward and slid his cock into my pussy again, lubricating himself further, then withdrew, and I felt him pressing against my asshole, the pressure getting stronger as he pushed slightly harder, my hole stretching and trying to accommodate him. The pain was immense, almost like the pain when he'd first penetrated me, but this went on and on, as he tried to push himself past my ring.
Suddenly, his head popped in, and he began to push forward. My eyes snapped open, tears welling up with the pain, and it was suddenly hard to breathe as he kept sliding more of himself into me.
"Slowly, please babe, slower!" I begged him, and he stopped instantly, leaning down to whisper in my ear;
"I can stop, we don't need to do this, I can wait, this is hurting you too much, I can tell!"
But I wasn't about to stop now; my man wanted this, and I wanted it for him, and I wanted to see if I could do this; I had the feeling that I was going to be doing this a lot!
He slid in slowly, inexorably, until he bottomed out (no pun intended!), his cock fully buried deep in my ass, and stopped, giving me time to feel and get used to this thing that was jammed in my backside.
Mark's hands slid under my ribcage and up, to cup and squeeze my breasts, the feel of his hands on me comforting and reassuring. He began to slowly back out of me, the sensation of him sliding out much less painful, and the start of something else, something much more pleasurable. He backed out nearly all the way, and slid back in again, and this time it was just pleasure, the feel of my boy fucking me in this new, dirty, depraved, exciting way a huge turn-on. My ass twitched with the sensation, something he felt, making him lean down and ask me "You like that, yes, Jules?" and I could only nod, and beg him "harder, Mark, do me harder, please!"



He took me at my word, and began pumping his cock harder, sliding himself nearly all the way out and jamming it back in again, fucking me hard and mercilessly in my ass, and I was loving it, curls of orgasm twisting and threading through me as I pumped back against him, my climax approaching as the sheer outrageous sexiness of what we were doing got to me. I reached down and began rubbing and pulling at my painfully engorged clit, willing myself to come as I enjoyed the feeling of this superb cock sodomizing me so thoroughly.
When I climaxed, it was as if a white light went on behind my eyes, and I screamed into my pillow as my orgasm jolted and pounded through me, lighting up every nerve ending all at once. It was like nothing I had ever experienced before, a depth of release I couldn't believe was happening to me. Mark felt it too; he groaned out loud as his cock swelled up until it felt impossibly big in the tight confines of my ass, the sperm bulleting into me with unbelievable force, jet after jet, filling me up, prolonging my climax, the contractions in my ass milking him of all his spunk as it massaged and squeezed him, running him dry.
Mark slipped from me, even the act of withdrawing from me giving me another, mini-orgasm, to lie next to me and pull me close against him, his hands roaming over me, touching and caressing, rubbing and gently squeezing as he felt me all over again. His cock was flaccid now, for the first time that evening, and I took the time to rub and touch it, handle it as he was touching and handling me.
I grinned up at him, one hand wrapped around his balls as I scratched his scrotum gently.
"So, lover-boy, is that all for tonight?" I teased, kissing him, "Where do you get all the energy from, you're like a machine!" I giggled.
He smiled back.
"It's you, Tink, every time I think I'm done, I look at you, or kiss you, or squeeze your hot little ass, or grab your lovely boobs, you gorgeous little doll, and the flag goes up, and I'm ready again. You're killing me, but what a way to go!"
He hugged me tight and rolled onto his back, pulling me on top of him so he could hold my buttocks while we snogged, tongues and lips playing and fencing as we kissed, and licked, and nipped each other. Marks hands clamped tight around my bum cheeks, and I could tell he was enthralled by them, the way he kept massaging, squeezing and pulling them apart to make me gasp and giggle, and feel very horny.
"I told you I'd fuck your arse for you!" he grinned as we kissed, and I reached behind me to feel his cock stirring as he played with my bum.
"If you were any kind of man, you'd do it again, prove it wasn't just a fluke!" I teased him, giving his cock a squeeze and a shake while rubbing the tip.
It grew in my hand, from semi-on to fully erect and ready in a twinkle, and all I could do was think 'this boy has got the right stuff, oh yeah!' as I waited for him to do something nice with it.
Mark grinned and slid me down until he prodded my ass with the tip of his cock, slowly feeding himself back into me, with me controlling the penetration this time, pushing myself back onto him until he was once again sheathed in my recently cherry ass.
Now I began to rise and fall, pacing myself, enjoying the feeling of this column of flesh invading my most private place, watching Mark's eyes as he enjoyed me, my fingers rubbing and tweaking my nipples as I danced for him, slowly sliding up and down on him, grinding my clit against him on my downstroke, enjoying myself thoroughly.
His hands reached for my hips as he began to thrust up against me, my motion changing to a see-saw as I clenched his cock rhythmically with my anal muscles while I rubbed my pussy against him.
Mark began to buck as I pumped on him, my own breath coming in gasps as I neared orgasm, until suddenly, he groaned and I felt his spunk shoot into me as his cock swelled in me, the sensation tipping me over the edge, and I came as well, a warm gush of my own juices bathing Mark's belly and balls as I flooded him, my body chiming like a bell with the waves of pleasure gusting through me. I dimly felt Mark take my hands as I writhed and shuddered on him, the waves of pleasure gradually lessening as my climax died away.
I slumped down on him, all conscious thought gone, his arms around me, his cheek against mine, as we cuddled in the afterglow of our mutual orgasms. Gradually he softened, and slid from my hole, his cock falling to lie against his leg, and I could feel his thick virile spunk oozing from my just-sodomized ass.
After a while, I knew it was time for him to go – we were starting to haze-out, and Christ alone knew what would happen if that drunken bitch found us like this in the morning, so I reluctantly slid off him, and pinched his cock lightly to wake him up.
"Ow! What was that for?" he grinned, pulling me closer for another snogging session, but I wasn't fooled; I knew where that led, and it was nearly midnight.
"Time for bed Mark, your own bed, come on, Stud-Boy, if you fall asleep in here we'll both get scalped; well, I will, so time to go beddy-bye, in your room! Stop pouting, you know you'll get more rumpy-pumpy tomorrow, so you need to recharge your tank; I think I drained it, well, that's what it feels like!"
He leaned up over me, his eyes luminous, to look into my eyes, his expression serious.
"I meant what I said before, Jules, I love you, and I want you, and I'm going to keep on wanting you; you're the most perfect, beautiful girl in the world, and you belong to me now. The sex, all of it, that's just playing, just appetite, the real stuff is inside. I love you, Tinkerbell, and I always have."
I smiled back at him, sudden tears blurring my vision for a second, and gently nipped his lip with my teeth, and whispered "I love you too, Lost Boy. Take me away one day, Ok? Give us a chance at a proper life, yes?"
He smiled back, thumbed the tears from my cheeks, and kissed me gently. "It's a deal, Tink!"
I should have let him stay. I should never have let him open that door; but he did, and as he stepped out of my room, I heard mum's voice in the hallway outside, still slurred with the drink, but lucid enough to realise he was naked, and coming out of my room in the middle of the night.
"Mark, what are you doing, why are you...what have you been doing with her?"
The hatred in her voice made me quail, and all I heard from Mark was his stammering attempts to explain what he was doing.
"Come with me, NOW!" she screamed, hustling Mark away, completely ignoring me.
I tumbled into my clothes, grabbed my 'phone and purse, and headed downstairs, where I heard mum's voice in the sitting room, talking to Mark, sounding almost reasonable, cajoling, not angry at all.
There was no way I was going in there, I was going to wait right here, wait for Mark, he'd make this right; perhaps it was a good thing we'd been caught, after all, he said he wanted to take me away, perhaps this was what we needed, a way to start a new life away from here, just the two of us.
The sitting room door wrenched open and there stood mum, an expression on her face I hope to never see again on any human face, Mark just visible on the couch, a strange look on his face.
"You fucking degenerate, you seduced your own brother, that's how whores behave, that's what you are, a disgusting little incest whore!" she screeched.
I put my hands over my ears, trying to block out what she was screaming at me, wanting Mark to come and save me, and he never came, he sat there, looking right through me.
"When I knew I was having you, I should have taken a coat hanger there and then, got rid of you once and for all! I never wanted a slut like you; I knew you'd do something like this! Mark was a good boy, a decent boy, he was innocent, and then you got your filthy hands on him, your own brother, you dirty, filthy conniving little slut. You're not normal, not decent, not like my Mark! Get out of my house, GET OUT!" I thought she was going to hit me again, and I wasn't going to stand for it, not this time.
"Don't you fucking touch me!" I yelled at her, "Mark, help me!"
He sat there, refusing to meet my eyes, looking straight ahead, and my whole world collapsed around me, everything I thought would happen, all the good things we were supposed to have together, just ashes and dust. Mark had abandoned me; he'd taken me, made me his, done things to me I would never have let anyone else do, and now he wouldn't even look at me.
She stalked over to the front door and wrenched it open. "Out, you, this is no place for whores, you don't live here, so don't ever come back. Mark has apologised for letting you lead him astray, and now he's going away; you'll never see him again, you'll never be able to get your filthy disgusting hands on him again. Now get out!"
I grabbed my coat and left, my head spinning at his betrayal; everything he'd said to me, everything he'd promised me, all the things we'd do, they were lies, all he wanted was a pair of legs to lie between, and he'd treated me like a whore afterwards, blanking me as I left, making no effort to help me.
Right, fuck him, I thought, I have friends, people I know I can rely on, people who won't treat me like dirt, who won't cast me aside.
It was past midnight, but I didn't know who else to call, so I called Shelagh, to beg a bed for the night.
I gave her the basics, that mum had thrown me out, and asked her if I could stay a while on her couch, I tried to tell her the rest, but the tears got in the way.
"Stay there, Jules, I'm coming!" she said, bless her.
Five minutes later I saw headlights, and there was her battered old Mini. I climbed in and she looked at me wide-eyed. "Christ Jules, what the hell happened, where was Mark, why didn't he stop her?"
I tried to tell her that Mark was the reason I was there with her now, but nothing would come out, just more tears, Shelagh hugging me until the worst of it was over, then she put the car into gear and moved away, taking me back to her place. As we passed the only home I'd ever known, I saw a fleeting glimpse of Mark at the window, his eyes meeting mine for a split second before we were gone. Shelagh spent the entire drive back to her place muttering under her breath, her eyes spitting sparks.
We got back to her flat, and Shelagh immediately made us something hot to drink, made me comfortable, and sat down with me.
"Right, Jules, tell me from the beginning, just what the hell happened, and what's going on with Mark?"
I told her, expecting her to be disgusted, revolted, tell me to leave, but she did none of those things; she just listened, with just the occasional gentle prod when I faltered, until the whole pathetic, sordid story was out.
I finished, and stared at her, waiting for her to tell me to get out, that I made her sick, anything, but she just looked at me levelly.
"Say something, Shel, anything!" I pleaded, "Aren't you disgusted, or sickened by me? I am!"
Shelagh hugged me.
"I won't judge you, you're my best mate, and I don't blame you, Mark was too cute for words, it was kind of waiting to happen, if my brother was that hot, I'd have jumped him too, so you're not alone, sweetie! I'm more worried about what you told me about your mother; I never knew she was a lush; why didn't you tell me? That time you got bopped in the eye, I always thought it was you playing volleyball, I never knew she'd done that to you; I'd have done something to her if I'd known, I'd have sent my mum round to give her a kicking, for starters, right after Nia's mum finished with her!"
She got up and paced around the room.
"I'm also puzzled, no, worried by this whole Mark thing; 5 minutes after he's swearing eternal undying love for you he's looking right through you; something's really wrong there, she's done something, or said something, or made some kind of threat, I guarantee; Mark's just not like that, I've known him almost as long as you have, and I'd have said, after Jamie Morrison, he's probably the sweetest boy alive; I'd bet my life on it; do you really think he'd fuck and run like that? Honestly? Mark adores you, always has; no, something else is going on, something nasty, I'd bet on it, so I'm not going to judge him just yet, much as I love you, Jules. Of course, if I'm wrong, I'll cut his balls off myself, with a blunt knife – nobody fucks over my friends and walks away whistling!"
I stayed with Shelagh that night, sharing her big bed with her so I could cry properly, having waking nightmares about my mother and what she'd said about her twisted coat-hanger, asking what I'd ever done to make her hate me so much my whole life, why did I mean so little to her?
I called in sick next morning, saying I'd be taking a few days. I wanted to try and find a way to put my life back on track, and I needed somewhere to think and plan, to put something together that might pass for a life after mine had been destroyed so comprehensively. Shelagh was a tower of strength, a real source of comfort and positive attitude, and a good person to help you hate if you needed to share, so we stuck pins in that bitch mother of mine for a little while, getting her out of my system.
Nia was also aware that things had gone really bad at home, and that I was staying with Shelagh, but I didn't want to burden her, she was having enough of a problem with her final exams in school and moping over Jamie while he was away at university. I needed a place of my own, and Shelagh came up trumps there; her landlord had a property available, a little two bedroom 'worker's cottage' in Clapham Old Town, and Shelagh recommended me, Nia's dad gave me a reference, and I moved in three weeks after mum kicked me out.
I tried to reach Mark, to ask him why he had to tell me he loved me, and to ask him if I had ever been anything to him, or just another lay to boast about with the guys at work, but when I called his phone it came back disconnected, and when I called his office they told me he'd been transferred, at his own request, and sorry, no, unless I was a client of his, they couldn't tell me his location or put me through. He really had severed all connection with me, left me all alone in the world. All I ever had was him, and now he was gone, my own real Lost Boy, and I cried for him, even though he'd trampled on my heart and treated me so shamefully. One day, I would find him, if only to ask him "Why?"
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The girls at work soon picked up on the fact that something had gone terribly wrong between Mark and I; the first and most obvious thing they noted was that he no longer came to see me; after two years of almost daily visiting me for lunch, and collecting me at day's end, suddenly he was conspicuous by his absence; also, a couple of times one of the girls had come into my office unexpectedly and found me crying, so they knew that we'd broken up, but nothing else. I had taken to closing my office door firmly, I wanted to be left alone to work, I was in no mood to discuss something so personal, and they knew me better than to ask.
Eventually, it was Doreen, of all people, who worked up the nerve to confront me about my misery, to try and get me to talk about it with a sympathetic ear, and try and get me out of my depression.
One afternoon, about a month after it had all gone so horribly wrong, there was a soft knock at my door, and before I could say anything, Doreen had slipped inside and shut the door behind her.
"Jules, we need to talk" she said, before I could say a word. I just looked at her, unable to think of anything I wanted to discuss with anyone that wasn't work-related.
"Doreen, I'm very busy, is this about work? Because I'm not really interested..." I began, but she cut me off.
"Jules, what happened with you and Mark? You lock yourself in here, you walk around like a zombie, you don't talk to anyone, and we don't see him anymore; plus, I know you've changed addresses, and we've all seen and heard you crying in here. Whatever happened, you can't keep it all bottled up, and you can't keep us locked out; we're your friends, and we're worried."
I tried to tell her to mind her own business, and instead the tears started again. Doreen led me away from my desk and sat with me on the little couch in my office, letting me cry while she hugged me and waited for the tears to ease-off.
When I stopped crying, she looked me in the eye. "All right, Jules, now talk to me!" she commanded, and I did, telling her everything, except the one searing fact at the core of the whole story, the thing I knew would disgust her; that Mark was my brother, that I'd slept with him, done things with him that I never dreamed of doing with any man, and he'd abandoned me. Doreen picked up on that gaping hole in my story, and tried to make sense of it from my disjointed account of what had happened, and the more I told her, the more confused and muddled my story became, as I tried to gloss over what had really happened.
"Jules, none of this makes sense, you tell me your mother kicked you out over Mark, and that he left you, why? What did your mother have to do with Mark, and why...Oh!"
I looked at her fearfully, realising she'd just made the connection.
She looked at me quizzically. " I suppose I should have guessed, I mean, in hindsight, it was right out there in the open; from some angles you even looked a little alike, I just never bothered to look at the two of you; I was too busy looking at him!" she grinned. "You have to admit, he was worth looking at! So what happened, your mother found out, and blew a gasket, yes?"
I nodded miserably, unable to look her in the eye.
"So why didn't he just give her the finger and take you away? I mean, he was into you in a big way, everyone could see that, it made us all very jealous!"
I started crying again.
"Dor, I don't know, one minute he's telling me he loves me, that I'm the one for him, that we'll always be together, a few minutes later he's looking through me while she's screaming at me that she should have got rid of me with a coat hanger, and throwing me out the door, at the same time praising him for being a good boy and apologising to her! I was so scared, and he never even batted an eyelid! The fucker used me, screwed me every way he could, and watched me leave without even a twitch of his fucking eyebrow!"
Doreen was shocked. "Your own mother said that? About the coat hanger...Oh my God, what a thing to say! Oh Jules, why didn't you say something, anything, I would have been there for you! At least your friend was there for you when it happened."
I tried explaining how ashamed I was of what I'd done, of sleeping with my own brother, that I felt used and abandoned, and lost and frightened, I didn't want anyone to know, it was such a disgusting thing, that I was horrified with myself for ever letting myself get sucked in so deep...and that I still loved him, even though he'd treated me like a cheap whore.
I was in tears again, and once again Doreen was there to give me a real shoulder to cry on. Eventually I got myself under control, and I asked her what she was going to tell the others.
She looked at me sideways. "Me? Nothing, unless you want me to. It's not your fault you fell in love with him, but he deserves to burn for taking advantage of you and your feelings like that. Telling you he loves you to get in your pants is an old trick, all guys do it at some point, and you fell for it, because it usually works, but the fault lies with him, not you; you were his little sister, for God's sake! He knew exactly what he was doing, and he's going to burn for it; one day he'll find out what it costs to do things like this to people like you!" she finished fiercely, eyes blazing, and I could tell just how angry she was.
She visibly calmed herself, and grinned at me. "You're coming with me, to a place I know not far from here, they do the best cure for what ails you right now -- shots, lots of them, followed by more shots! Come on, Jules, get your face on, we're getting shit-faced! Who knows, we might even find a karaoke Bar and make complete arses of ourselves!"
I didn't really feel like drinking, but she seemed eager to get me into a bar, and it would be nice to do something other than going back to my place and crying, which was my usual evening pastime these days.
While I fixed my face a little, Doreen went and got her coat and waited for me, calling up someone to meet us at the wine bar she was taking me to. Her friend Steven was already waiting for us when we got there, a tall handsome man a couple of years older than us, with black hair and startlingly green eyes, who hugged Doreen and shook hands with me. We all chatted about the day's news, the weather, anything neutral, Doreen carefully avoiding touchy subjects like boyfriends, family, relationships, although her friend seemed to be getting more and more handsy with her, and she was just giggling as she fended him off. I remarked that she'd definitely scored there, and she just grinned at me.
"Don't be silly, Steve's my brother!" she laughed, "he's just trying to make me spill my drink!"
Perhaps it was the talk we'd had earlier, or because I just wanted to feel different, but I ended up drinking far too many tequila slammers, and by about 9 o'clock my head was spinning.
"Jules, you can't go home like this, stay at my place tonight, you'll be ok there!" was the last thing I clearly remember Doreen saying to me, that and a vague memory of a short cab journey. Doreen and Steven helped me into her flat, where I collapsed onto her big soft couch, and that was it.
I woke in darkness, needing to go to the bathroom, and I wandered out of her sitting room, looking for it. Once I'd finished, I stumbled back down the corridor to find the couch again, while a sound I'd been hearing in the background became clearer in the late night silence, a rhythmic 'oof...oof...oof' coming from one of the other rooms.
Still half drunk, I tried one of the doors, it was Doreen's bedroom, and that was where the sound was coming from. I soon saw the cause of it. Doreen was spread-eagled naked on the bed, Steven above her, pounding himself into her, his thrusts so hard her breasts were quivering and her nipples dancing with the force he was hammering his cock into her, his breathing and the slap of flesh on flesh suddenly loud and distinct in the silence, the only other sound that of air being forced out of her every time he rammed his cock into her, making that 'oof' sound. I stopped and stared, mesmerised by the sight of her slim, lithe body being rammed by her brother, his cock sliding in and out of her like a piston, her nipples shaking on her pert up-thrust breasts in time to his cock-thrusts. Even in my emotionally battered state, with the added layer of alcohol on top, I found the sight immensely erotic and exciting, and even found time to envy the fact that she could do this with her brother, something forever denied to me now.
Doreen turned her head and opened her eyes, seeing me in the half-open doorway. Instead of covering up or stopping, she smiled at me and crooked a finger, calling me in. Only half aware of what I was doing, I followed her beckoning finger, moving right up next to the bed.
Doreen reached up to stroke my face gently, then stroked Steven's face, his eyes meeting mine for a split second before he gave his full attention back to hammering his sister's pussy with his impressive-looking cock.
"Hello, Sleeping Beauty, come and play with us!" she whispered
She trailed a finger from my lips down my neck and between my breasts and on down to hook into the waistband of my jeans.
"Take it off!" she whispered, and I obeyed without thinking, mesmerised by the tableau in front of me, undoing the button and pulling my jeans down.
"Everything, Jules, take it all off!" she murmured, and once again, I obeyed without question, pulling my top off and sliding off my underwear, to be as naked as she.
"Good, that's good, now come up here, Jules, you'll like it, I promise!" she said softly, a small smile flitting across her face.
I sat next to her and her hand came up and wrapped around the back of my head, gently pulling me down to her, our lips meeting in a soft and tentative kiss, her lips and tongue light and fleeting, different to a man's kiss, but no less exciting. Doreen tapped her brother on the shoulder and he stopped hammering into her, instead withdrawing and kneeling up and leaning back on his haunches, his body sculpted and shiny with sweat, his chest heaving as he fought to catch his breath, and his cock standing out at least 7 inches, curved and glossy in the dim light from the small bedside lamp.
Doreen moved to lean over me, settling me onto my back as she French-kissed me deeper now, her tongue working against mine, her fingers lightly tweaking and rubbing my nipples. I was falling further and further under her spell, wanting her to do more and more to me, keep on making me feel good, help burn away that core inside me that ached for Mark. Her hand slipped down my abdomen, to caress and lightly touch my labia, one finger gently sliding up and down the crease between them, slowly working its way inside my folded flesh until she was lightly rubbing at my hooded clitoris, making me gasp and shudder with pleasure, filling my head with the wonder of what she was doing, of who was doing this to me.
She moved her lips from mine and lightly kissed down my throat, down to my breasts, to lightly clamp her lips around my nipple, scraping lightly, so lightly with her teeth, rubbing gently with her tongue, and finally sucking to make the pink points stand up firm and rigid against her tongue. She licked and wetted my nipple then moved her mouth off and blew gently on the wet nipple and aureole, the sensation making me gasp as little threads of electricity unfurled through me, making my pussy twinge and seep lubrication.
Doreen kissed all the way down to the apex of my slit, her kisses changing to little stabbing licks as she insinuated her tongue into the furrow where my clitoris hid, making me twitch and shudder, my breath catching. She pulled me around so she could lie properly between my thighs, holding my legs apart as she licked and jabbed with her tongue, tasting me as much as stimulating me, licking my labia as they swelled, and gently forcing her tongue between them to lap and lick at my inner recesses. Her tongue worked its way up until she was softly licking and flicking her tongue at my swelling clitoris, the sensations shooting through my entire body as she excited and worked me up, my juices flowing freely now.
At last, she sucked and licked my clitoris until I began to come, waves of pleasure washing over me, each one higher and more powerful than the last one, until the sensation merged into one huge powerful wave that crashed over me, making me scream in my release, my whole body shaking and shuddering as my muscles spasmed.
As I began to come down, Doreen covered my body with hers, her lips on mine as we kissed passionately, hands groping and fingers sliding and touching. Her kisses moved back down my body, and, as she clamped her mouth on my pussy once again, Steven moved up behind her and once again slid his cock into her, the three of us pumping and straining against each other as we all reached out for release.
I came first, my pussy tortured by her mouth and tongue, my orgasm setting off Doreen, and as she climaxed the constrictions in her pussy pushed Steven over the edge, and he roared like a bull as he blasted his semen into her, the vibrations of her body being hammered being transmitted to my vulva and rolling my climax on and on.
I awoke at first light, Doreen lying next to me with her arm around my waist, spooning against Steven, who had his arm in turn around her. I realised that, for the first time in weeks, I wasn't waking and looking for Mark, that I actually felt rested, and that I hadn't dreamed about him; last night seemed to have finally laid that ghost to rest, at least.
I turned my head to see Doreen smiling sleepily at me, and it seemed the most natural thing in the world to let her kiss me good morning, a long, sexy wet kiss that had my pussy twitching!
Doreen gently licked and bit at my lips, sliding her tongue into my mouth as her hands once again explored me, her fingers slipping down across my belly to rub and caress my rapidly swelling labia. Her finger slipped inside me, gently rubbing my hooded clitoris, little lightning bolts shooting through my body as she set my pussy slowly on fire. She began kissing down from my lips to my throat, biting and licking my neck gently, just enough to leave a pink mark, and further on down, to suck and nibble on my nipples, gently to pulling them up again into hard and stiff points, making me gasp and sigh.
Now she kissed and licked slowly further down following the trail of her fingers, until she dipped her tongue in the apex of my slit again, rubbing and teasing my hooded clit, making me writhe and squirm in delight. She slid between my legs, her tongue working at me as I held her head against me, twining my fingers in her hair to hold her where she was pleasuring me most, and Doreen ate me out properly, her tongue teasing and tasting, lapping and stroking, her lips nibbling and nipping until I was in a haze of sexual arousal.
Doreen pointed her tongue and pushed it into me as far as she could, making me gasp and arch my back, the intense pleasure as she wriggled her tongue inside me like nothing I had ever felt before, and when she licked around my anus, I could feel the first stirrings of orgasm, but it wasn't until she jammed her tongue into my arse as hard as she could that I came, in a great billowing wave of pleasure, my heart hammering as my body spasmed, all my world centred around the sensations flaring out from my pussy, the intense feeling of my juices spurting out of me as I squirted over her mouth and neck, and the talented tongue jammed and wriggling in my tight anus.
I finally came down from my high to see Doreen's eyes dancing just above the mound of my pussy, and the soothing feeling of her tongue now lapping gently at my tight hole, and the soft fingers gently caressing my tender and sensitive pussy.
Steven was still fast asleep, so we talked in low voices, so as not to disturb him. I had a question about the whole Steven/Doreen thing.
"Tell me Dor," I asked, "Aren't you afraid that what happened to me with my brother will happen to you?"
Doreen grinned. "I can confidentlypredict that will never happen, for a very good reason. I love my brother, but I'm not in love with him. This, what we do here, this is helping each other out. Besides, I couldn't have him even if I wanted him that way; I think his wife would object!"
I must have looked stunned, so Doreen explained further.
"When I hang up for a date, and if Steven's in town, we hook up, have some fun, then come back here to my place, and fuck each other's brains out. No strings, no expectations, no recriminations, it's just sex; it's great fun, we both know the other's clean, we know what we like, and there's none of that 'you promised you'd call and you didn't' business. We just do it for the sex, and great sex it is too, because there's no guilt or emotional attachments, no 'I love you' to deal with. I'm positive my sister-in-law knows, or at least suspects, but she also knows if he's doing me, then he's not out chasing some other piece of random skirt and bringing home God knows what!"
I asked her about other guys, and what about 'Mr Right'?
She grinned. "Sweetie, when Steven's not here, I only have girls up here, right now there's only one cock for me, and it's asleep over there. One day, maybe, I'll meet a guy special enough that I'll only want him, then Steven and I will call it a day; so far it hasn't happened. Steven and I are the best of Friends with Benefits, and I like it that way!"
"And me, Dor, what was I?" I asked her, more to see what she'd say than out of any feelings I may have developed (which I hadn't).
Doreen smiled slowly at me. "You, Jules, were someone who needed to stop thinking the world has come to a grinding halt. You needed last night to learn that there's life after Mark, that you can have fun again, and that sometimes it needn't be about anything except fun -- you're not even twenty yet, for fuck's sake, these things happen, the world's full of Mark's, but that doesn't have to mean there's no-one else out there for you. If you keep on brooding and thinking about it and going round and round in your head about what you did wrong, you're going to end up biting yourself in the small of your back; lighten up and give yourself a chance!"
She smiled gently.
"Who knows, maybe you'll find him again, and he'll explain, and it was all a big mistake, he loves you, hearts and flowers etcetera; just...don't bank on it. In the meantime, have some fun, Jules, don't waste yourself, this is the best part of our lives, we're young, free, single and independent, the world's at our feet, let's enjoy ourselves a bit! Case in point, you didn't exactly fight me off last night, or just now, so a part of you already knows that, let it out more often! Sometimes a good, meaningless shag is the best cure of all for what ails you! "
She was making a lot of sense, and I was surprised at hearing this coming from her; she wasn't the one in the office I would have labelled as a model of maturity, which just goes to show how driven we are by first impressions. But she was right; I loved Mark, even after what he'd done, but I had to move on, I had to find a healthier outlet for myself than moping and crying. Luckily I had Shelagh, and Nia, and now Doreen to point the way.



After an enjoyable and extended necking session, Doreen said she'd be taking a day off work, Steven would be champing at the bit when he woke and she wanted to get the benefit, so with a borrowed top and a fresh pair of panties, courtesy of Doreen, I headed back to the office on my own, relaxed and actually clear-headed for the first time in weeks. The other girls noticed my changed attitude, as I returned their greetings with a smile and a cheerful 'Good Morning!' And I meant it; for the first time in weeks, I really did think it was a good morning.
I spent that day working with my office door open, letting everyone know I was back.
On the way home that evening I got a panicked call from Nia, so I detoured over to her place, to find her pacing around, eyes red from crying, kind of a norm for her these days.
I asked her what was the matter (this time!) and, as usual, it was to do with Jamie, and his lack of communication with her, and the fact that he was graduating soon, but had already decided to ditch his Graduation ceremony and come home early, and that he'd be home in a few days, what was she going to do, why did she feel so afraid to see him, the usual.
I could see it immediately, as could any one of her friends: she was obviously besotted with him, and that deep connection she had with him was causing her all kinds of grief because she'd elected to stay so angry with him for so long. I couldn't figure out what she had to be angry about; according to Mrs. Morrison, Jamie called home every few days, but Nia refused to speak to him, so this was kind of a problem of her own making, and she didn't want answers; she wanted to talk about Jamie, something I had no time or appetite for at the moment; discussing brothers was not somewhere I wanted to go right now; of course Nia didn't know, she'd never be so insensitive, but the whole area was one big open wound right now, and I had no wish to pick at it.
Asking Shelagh would have done her no good; any mention of Jamie Morrison in her presence started her off in swoon-mode, something that particularly irritated Nia, so I was the short option, but I had no answers, even though I could see where the whole Nia and Jamie thing was headed; tipping things strongly in their favour though was the fact that her parents were human, not anything like my lunatic mother.
Eventually I ended-up telling her that whatever she wanted to do about Jamie, she'd be best-off just doing it; either she made a pass at him and snagged him, or he blew her off, either way at least she'd know for sure. However it went, I couldn't help her make a decision like that, I could only wait to either applaud or help her pick up the pieces.
Nia was also intensely curious about my own situation, what had happened at home, and where Mark had gone, she never saw him around anymore. I was still too bruised to talk about it, especially if her situation with Jamie went along the same lines as with Mark and me, so I just asked her not to press me, it was a bad memory I had no wish to revisit, and she left it at that.
The next few days were uneventful. Doreen came back to work, looking very pleased with herself, giving me a couple knowing grins, and I started taking lunch breaks with the girls in the office, slowly becoming one of them again, putting more of myself into my job, probably so I would have less time for leisure; for me, leisure meant loneliness.
Doreen asked me a couple of times if I would like to go out again with her and Steven, but I passed on that; I knew where that would lead, and I wasn't interested in becoming the low point on a triangle; ménage a trois is nice in fantasies, but the reality is that someone always ends up getting less out of it than the other two, and I had no intention of ever again becoming that involved with anyone; once bitten, twice shy was now my motto.
Then, one day, I got a call from Nia, asking me if I would meet her at The Ministry of Sound, a club in The Borough, near London Bridge, and to bring Shelagh, and that Jamie would be there; that news alone would be sure to bring Shelagh scurrying along, I was fairly sure of that! I called up Shelagh, told her and I swear I heard her hormone levels jump over the phone! She had a big case for Jamie, which was a real pity, as he wouldn't even notice her, I would have taken bets on that...
We got the club at around 11:30, Nia and Jamie were already inside waiting for us. I'd forgotten just how attractive Jamie really was, and his calm, gentle personality seemed to be even more in evidence now that I was seeing him again after so many years. He'd obviously completely forgotten me, although he looked at me a couple of times like he was trying to recall something. I found that completely understandable in him; when Nia was around him, everything and everybody faded into the background. I was curious why Nia had asked us to come along, though; if she wanted a date with Jamie, why not just go on a date with him, why were we here?
After a little conversation, a slow number came on, and Shelagh jumped at the chance to drag him onto the floor, Jamie obviously reluctant. I just happened to see Nia looking at him, and I could have sworn she nodded at him, like she was giving him permission to dance with Shelagh.
It was embarrassing to watch. Poor Shel swayed and rubbed and undulated against him for all she worth, Jamie just looking more and more uncomfortable, and when the number ended, Shel grabbed his face and latched on for dear life. I saw the look Jamie gave Nia, and I saw the quick blaze of anger in her eyes, then sorrow, and ...satisfaction?
Suddenly, I saw the light. Of course, poor Shel, she'd just been showed why she could never have Jamie, and I was there to pick up the pieces. It was a smart move by Nia, some would say calculating, but I know Nia better than that; she really loves Shel, and this was the kindest, easiest way of letting her down; the alternative would be Shel trying it at some party where all our friends would be, and getting the same result, and just how humiliating would that have been?
Jamie led Shelagh back to our table, still quite oblivious to what had actually happened out there on the dance floor, and Nia took her off to the Ladies to have a cry while I decided to give Jamie a surprise.
"I saw what happened out there!" I said softly, and Jamie turned to look at me.
"Sorry, what was that?" he asked, as I hadn't spoken to him yet that evening.
"Shelagh's had a thing for you for years, Jamie, hell, half our class feels the same way, but she's always had it big and bad," I told him, "I know what she was trying to do out there, and I saw her kiss you, and you just looked like she was invisible; she's probably crying in the ladies restroom right now!
Jamie kind of shrugged; I could see he was very uncomfortable with what had happened, and I felt sorry for him, he hadn't led her on or anything, she'd practically ambushed him.
"I also saw the look you gave Nia when Shelagh kissed you, and the expression on Nia's face. How long have you two been a couple, then?"
His eyes opened wide as he realised that cat was out of the bag.
"Look Julie, it's not like that at all..." he began, trailing off as I shook my head. I decided to ask him a direct question; I knew he'd answer me, he's always truthful, that's always been a major part of his innate attractiveness.
"Jamie," I began," She's had you buzzing around her all her life, holding her hand and being sweet, and I have to admit, you are kind of OK looking, and nearly everyone in our entire year at school has been drooling over you for years, so the only question I have is; why did it take her so long?"
Now Jamie looked puzzled.
"So you have no problem with Nia and I, you know...? Really? Why?"
I decided to share, let him know they were not as alone as they maybe thought.
"Because I know what's happening with you two. My older brother was my first, he said he loved me, I know I loved him, he said we would go far away, where no-one would know us, we could be a couple, have a family, the whole thing. My mum found out, talked him out of it, asked him to leave me and go, and so he fucked off, and he's never been back in contact with me, so yeah, I know what it's like for Nia, and no, I won't say anything; it's your business; you can't help who you fall in love with."
Telling him this made me well-up, and Jamie, concern in his eyes, and ever the gentleman, gave me his handkerchief so I could mop my eyes.
I started again. "Jamie, Nia's been my friend since we were 11 years old, and all she's ever talked about is you. She's been in love with you since she was a little girl, even if she never came right out and said it; we all got it long ago, how long did it take you to get it?"
Jamie looked like a man with a major discovery on his hands, that soft-focus look he always got whenever he spoke of or to Nia.
"I only found out yesterday, no, correction, admitted it to myself for the first time yesterday; Nia was always the most important thing in my life, and I always adored her, even when she was being a real pain; I promised mum I'd be a proper big brother, that I'd look out for her, and I kept my promise; it wasn't that hard, to be honest. When I saw her again yesterday, for the first time in three years, she showed me how she felt about me, something clicked into place, and I knew I felt the same way. I'm not leaving her behind again; wherever I go from now on, I'm taking her with me."
That was what I wanted to hear. The two of them had been inseparable inside their heads since early days, emotionally locked together all their lives, it was about bloody time they admitted and accepted it.
I reached over and took his hand.
"Good boy! Perhaps you should tell her that!" I paused. "I just got why she asked Shelagh and me along tonight, you're smart, you should be able to figure it out too. Oh, and one more thing; Shelagh's a nice girl, but she can be a vindictive cow, and you just blew her off, so don't let her know about you and Nia."
Just then, Shel and Nia came back, so I let him go for now, concentrating on my friend, who was making a good effort to act like nothing had happened. We all chatted like friends, but there was definitely a hollow feel about it, Shelagh was clearly needing to get away, but I needed to reinforce something with him, so I asked Jamie for a dance, noting the way he silently asked Nia for permission; good, he knew who was boss right now!
Once I got him onto the dance floor, I pulled his head down to whisper in his ear "Remember one thing, Jamie; Nia's one of my closest and oldest friends, if you hurt her, I WILL find a way to make you pay, make no mistake about it!"
He seemed a little taken aback, not to say bemused at being threatened by a small girl like me, but he took my point.
"Julie, I promise you," he said, " Nia's all I want, I know she's the one, so you can rest easy, whatever we do from here on, we're doing it together. Is that good enough for you?"
I knew Jamie was absolutely incapable of lying, and he plainly adored and worshipped Nia, so I thought I'd lighten the mood.
"OK, Jamie good enough for me; now for fuck's sake try and dance like you know what you're doing!"
He grinned that sweet boyish grin that had always made him so attractive, and made an effort to not look like he was trying to back a truck into a narrow space as he tried his best to dance with me.
When we got back to our table, Shelagh made an excuse to leave, so I went with her; she was hurting right now, and I wanted her to come home with me so she could cry, the way she'd done for me when I needed it.
Jamie hailed us a cab, and caught my eye as I got in, nodded slightly and grinned again that happy grin of his as he took Nia's hand; I knew there and then that there was no chance there of Nia going through what I did, Jamie was obviously and permanently in love with her, so my mind was at rest on that score.
Shelagh was in tears by the time we got back to my place, heartbroken over Jamie; I felt for her; she'd carried that torch since she was 11 years old, now, nearly 8 years later, she'd tried to light one in him, and she'd failed. I let her cry for a while, then she began hating him, which was healthier than sobbing, I supposed, telling me all the reasons why it would never have worked between them, how much she hated him, and dreaming up complicated revenge schemes. Her final word on the subject was a relief to hear.
"Jules, if I ever mention Jamie Morrison again, slap me, hard, OK? Promise?"
I promised her I would, and slipped in a little snippet about Charlotte Pryce's 'ferret-in-a hedge' brother who'd filled out nicely thanks to a stint in the Royal Marines, trained regularly at the local gym, was quite cute in a rugged, 'me-Tarzan-you-Jane' sort of way, and currently single. Shelagh's eyes lit up, and in a very short while, over a couple of large Sangria's, Jamie was almost forgotten as her new man-snaring scheme unfolded.
I left her watching TV, it had been a long day, and I needed to recuperate; also, Shelagh had started me thinking. Perhaps a new man was what I needed, a new start, with someone new, someone I could get to know, and who'd get to know me, move a little slower than I had with Mark.
The next day, I got a call from Nia again, she and Jamie wanted to spend the evening with me, they were telling their dad, and needed to be out of the house while their mum went to bat for them. It was an...interesting evening; Nia managed to get the whole Mark story out of me, in fact, I spilled my guts like a prison stoolie, which wasn't what I wanted, as it only brought my loss back into sharp focus
++++
The months went by, Nia started Law School at the London School of Economics, coincidentally opposite my office on Southampton Row, so most afternoons, if she was free or had a short day, she'd wander over to see me, and we'd get a sandwich or a Chinese together. Jamie was busily building his own business, contracting himself out to exploration companies, building-up his list of contacts and saving every penny he earned to start his own consultancy. I used to stay with Nia when he was away, her dad had given them the top floor of their house as their own space, a sort of apartment, which he referred to as 'The Sin Palace' and stayed away from, unless he heard Nia playing some of his old Stax, Philadelphia and Atlantic soul records, then the two of them would sit up there, eyes closed, leaning against each other, grooving and worshipping at the feet of Otis Redding and Al Greene while Jamie and his mum ate ice cream and watched cop shows, or listened to Jamie's Sam Cooke and Van Morrison CD's.
I met and dated a variety of guys, all of whom were nice, some were very nice indeed, but there was always something missing, something that failed to flick my 'he's the one' switch. Sometimes, one of the more romantic ones would leave a bunch of flowers with a card addressed to me on the step outside, always purple hyacinths, maidenhair ferns and orange blossom, with a single primrose in the middle, and I was always intrigued to know which of the guys I'd dated was sending me flowers, but I never found out. Then boutique chocolates on my birthday, again left outside in a package addressed to me, and again no clue as to the sender.
For two years, as Nia worked her way through university, I became increasingly a fixture in her house. Jamie was away a lot, his name was getting around, and he was becoming in-demand, so I spent a lot of time with Nia and her lovely, steely little mum, the only person I know who's shorter than I am...
In many ways, Mrs Morrison became a mother to me. She was someone I could have a mother-daughter conversation with about life, love, boyfriends, all the stuff I should have been doing with my own mother, and she gave me the advice that a mother gives her daughter -- also, she reviewed the various short-term boyfriends I managed to acquire, generally asking the questions about them that a mother would.
And then I met David.
The first time I saw him I thought he was bloody gorgeous; tall, dark blonde hair, bright blue china-doll eyes, sporty and fit, a smile that could melt through concrete, single, four years older than me, with a steady job and a clear career path with the Civil Service. I was in a haze when he asked me out, all I could focus on was that smile, those eyes, my God!
We went on several dates, David taking me to the West end to see 'Jersey Boys', romantic dinners, chocolates, flowers, the whole thing. I thought he may be the one, the one person who could wipe away the memory of Mark. Eventually, I gave in; I needed him, or rather, I needed a man, and as Shelagh pointed out, even if a guy's not Mr Right, why not at least let him be Mr Right-Now, and give myself a chance.
So I set up this whole seduction routine, decoying him into the bedroom so I could work him out a little, maybe scrub away the last little bits of Mark that still lurked in odd corners of me.
I started innocuously enough.
"So, David, what are you doing tomorrow?" I asked him as we sat in my place, having a post-pub sandwich.
He grinned at me. "Nothing much, for the first time in a long time, my Saturday is free; no Rugby practice, the cricket nets aren't open yet, and I don't want to go circuit-training, so I was going to lie-in, watch TV, and slob-out, and ask you if you would like to go to a wine bar in the evening.
I took a deep breath.
"You could do that here, you know, you don't have to go home tonight, after all, we've been going out now for...!"
He cut me off with a smile. "I accept, Julie, thank you, I was wondering when my manly charms would wear you down!"
He pulled me close and sat me on his lap, kissing me while his hands ran up and down my back. I moved and sat astride him, pulling myself closer so I could kiss him better, his hands dropping down to my backside and squeezing lightly, letting me know he was enjoying himself, enjoying me.
I broke our kiss and stood up, tugging his hand, and leading him to my bedroom, a place no man had been since I moved here over two years ago; I thought it was about time it saw some action.
David turned me as we entered the room, dipping down to kiss me as his hands slid over me, tugging at my top, pulling it out of my jeans as he began to undress me.
I fumbled with his sweater, pulling it up to unhook the waistband of his slacks, and David pulled his sweater off, then pulled my blouse over my head and popped the button on my jeans, sliding them down in one move. I grinned at him.
"You've done this before, haven't you?" and his answering smile literally lit the room up. He was such a beautiful man!
David peeled his clothes off down to his briefs, and I was intrigued (and excited!) to note the sizeable lump furled-up in the front there. I unhooked my bra and shrugged it off, David immediately catching me up and kissing me as his hands roamed over me and down into my panties, sliding them off as he cupped and squeezed my bum cheeks, walking me backwards to the bed and urging me onto it, not that I actually needed any encouragement!
I hooked my fingers in the waistband of his briefs and tugged them down, feeling a delicious tingle as his thick and handsome 7-inch cock sprang free, my pussy twitching in anticipation of what the night was going to bring.
David pulled me in close for another long, hot, powerfully arousing kiss, somehow manoeuvring me onto the bed, lying down next to me as his hands roamed over me, touching, caressing, fondling and squeezing.
I took hold of his impressive cock, wanting to feel the heat and pulse of it, my need for him almost overwhelming after so long. I kissed his muscular chest, licking and gently biting his nipples, making him tense his stomach, his abdominal muscles standing out in high relief as he gasped and bucked, before I moved down, kissing him lightly and fleetingly. I pumped his cock gently, feeling him flex as I kissed on down his abdomen towards his groin, eventually kissing and licking up the length of his cock from root to crown, making him gasp and smile, and licking once across the shiny purple head, tasting his maleness, his scent and taste strong and clean. His fingers gently massaged my pussy, sliding along my wet labia, feeling my readiness even as I slipped my lips over his velvety crown, hearing him gasp as I sucked him.



As I suckled him, his finger gently insinuated itself between my labia, making me gasp at the sensation, and suck harder at him, making him groan and shift, and I could feel his thigh muscles tensing. I pumped him with one hand while I gently squeezed and massaged his balls with the other, wanting him to come, partly because I wanted to taste his spunk, but also to take the edge off him, as I wanted a full work-out tonight, not a quick dash to the finish-line!
I sucked and pumped and squeezed, and then, as I rubbed my tongue through the furrow in the tip of his cock; "Oh God, Julie, I'm coming, oh yesss...ooohhh yesss!" he groaned, his cockhead swelling and pulsing, jet after jet of sperm pumping into my mouth, me swallowing as fast as I could to prevent the huge amount of spunk he was jetting into me spilling out of my mouth. He tasted salty, tangy, and slightly acrid, almost bitter, forcing an instant comparison with my only other remembered taste of spunk, when Mark and I had done this.
At last he stopped spunking into my mouth, the jets dying back to a trickle of sperm bubbling and frothing from his still hard cock. I sucked and licked him clean, and licked my lips before moving back up to lie next to him, my head on his chest as I listened to his heart trip-hammering in his chest.
"That was...fucking amazing, Julie, thank you, thank you!" he grinned somewhat breathlessly and I tweaked his cock gently.
"Don't get too comfortable, David," I grinned, "You're not done yet!" I reminded him.
"Oh yes, Julie, I hadn't forgotten, believe me!" he smiled, reaching for me and kissing me deeply, but gently and tenderly, almost tentatively. His hand slipped down between my legs to find me as wet and ready as I was ever going to be, the previous few minutes notching up my libido and readying me for anything.
I reached up and pulled his head down to me, and growled in his ear "Don't grope me, fuck me, now!" and he took me at my word, rolling me onto my back and moving between my thighs, looking at me and waiting for my go-ahead. I smiled and nodded, and he slid up to me, his cock probing against my wet slit. I guided him into me, and he slowly, considerately, gently slid himself into me, the feel of him stretching me slightly painful after more than two years with no sex of any sort. At last he was in to the hilt, and briefly leaned down to kiss me, a gentle smile on his face as he took his weight on his forearms and began to back out again. I looked into his blue eyes as he hovered above me, and slowly slid in again, filling me, feeling wonderful as he gently and tenderly made love to me, pumping his cock into me as he looked my into eyes with his brilliantly blue, gentle eyes.
I began to respond more overtly, my hips coming up to meet his thrusts, grinding myself against him as he pushed into me. I could feel that feeling again, that little glow of light inside that could burst though me like a star going nova, and bore up against him, increasing my efforts, trying to please him as he pleasured me.
David redoubled his efforts, pounding his cock into me, humping me madly as I jammed my pussy against him, taking him with me as hot curls of orgasm began to thread and uncoil through me, until, at last, in a great explosion of heat and burning light in the core of me, my climax blasted through me, arching my back as I rode the almost forgotten feeling. My ears popped and eyesight dimmed as sensory overload washed through me, my cry of release drowning out his groan of delight as I clamped down on him. My pussy throbbed and rippled as he emptied himself into me, the heat of his spunk as it roared into me rolling my orgasm on and on as he came again and again, spunk splashing into me in seemingly huge amounts, hot and delightful as it bathed my womb in his essence.
I must have passed out, when I opened my eyes it was morning, and I felt light and marvelously rested, at peace at last. I could feel the warmth of another body next to mine, and I turned to see Mark, his dark blonde hair glowing in the morning sun. I sighed happily, the events of the last two years no more than an unusually lucid nightmare. I reached out to stroke his hair, and he stirred, turned to look and smile at me, his blue eyes warm and happy.
CLICK
Blue eyes, not grey
CLICK
Dark blonde, not golden-haired
CLICK
"Mark, is that you? You're not Mark, who are you...?"
CLICK
Not Mark, Not Mark, Not Mark.
I panicked, this wasn't happening to me, who was this man, where was Mark, why was I here....?
With a guttural moan, I scrambled away from him, raw panic bubbling in the back of my throat as I fought to not scream, terror only a heartbeat away, pulling the covers up to shield my nakedness from him, looking for Mark, where was he, why didn't he come for me, what was happening to me?
He immediately pulled the bed covers all the way up over me, covering me, as he tried to work out what had gone so horribly wrong, how he'd hurt or frightened me so badly, and spoke in a soft, soothing voice, trying to talk me down from that peak of panic I was cowering on.
"Sshhh, Julie, it's all right, you're safe, no-one's going to hurt you, it's OK now, you're safe...!"
He put his arm around me, making me cringe and whine and cower back even more, and he broke away, deep concern in his eyes. He came to a decision, and picked up my 'phone.
"Julie, I'm calling Shelagh, you need her now, I'm just going in the other room, if you need anything, call out...."
I heard his voice in the other room as he talked on the phone.
"Shelagh? It's David, I'm with Julie now. She's had some kind of massive panic attack or something, I don't know what set it off, but she's scared out of her mind, she needs you, she's scared of me, won't let me near her, she's just huddled up in her bedroom. No, I didn't do anything! We were fine last night, she just woke up and suddenly she looked like she'd never seen me before, she looks terrified, please come now, I can't do anything for her, I can't get near her!"
He came back in the room and retrieved his clothes, taking care not to come too near to me, because I still couldn't remember who he was, and that edge of panic was still there. He'd just finished dressing when the doorbell rang and he went to the door to let Shelagh in.
She and David exchanged a few murmured words, then she came into the bedroom, and as soon as I saw her I flung myself on her, able to cry at last. David watched from the doorway, that look of deep concern still present as I had hysterics, crying for Mark, asking her where he was, begging her to help me find him, he was gone, poor Shelagh trying to make sense of what I was saying. She gradually calmed me down, getting me to lie down and tucking me in before going off to talk with David, but I couldn't help hearing what they were saying.
"What happened, David?" she asked, and David told her what had happened.
"I stayed last night, we were fine, but when she woke she just suddenly looked at me like I was a complete stranger, started crying and pushing me off, almost having hysterics, and she just looked terrified. She called me Mark. Who's Mark?"
Shelagh sat down and sighed.
"Mark was her first, her true love...and her older brother. I thought she'd gotten over him by now, apparently not. Jesus Christ, what a fucking mess!"
David spoke slowly. "So, Julie had an...affair with...her brother?"
Shelagh spoke sharply. "Yes she did, and she doesn't need reminding of how badly it ended, nor does she need anybody moralising at her about it. You have a problem with that?"
His voice immediately became placating.
"No, no, it explains a lot about what just happened. She asked me if I was Mark, then panicked, so obviously she had some kind of flashback. Christ, he must have hurt her! Poor Julie, carrying that around inside, I wish I'd known, maybe I would have taken it slower with her, I dunno..."
Shelagh's voice was a lot warmer. "You weren't to know, she's had boyfriends after Mark, something else set her off, maybe it was because you slept with her, maybe the last time was with him, I don't know. Anyway, I can't leave her like this. I think it would be better if you went, she's obviously confused and frightened, I'll call you later, when I can get some sense out of her!"
David sighed. "Of course, just make sure she's OK, she looked at me like I was about to rape her or something, I hope to God I never see a look like that on a girl ever again, she was fucking terrified! I think you're right. If you get her dressed, I'll make myself scarce, obviously something about me scared her rigid; I don't want to set her off again!"
I closed my eyes, the panic subsiding as I listened to Shelagh talking, dear Shelagh, she'd help me find Mark!
When I woke, it took me a moment to work out where I was; the last clear memory I had was of being in bed with David, so where the hell was he?
I could hear the TV, so I got up and went looking for him, finding instead Shelagh watching TV with a bowl of corn chips and a jar of chilli dip.
"Morning, Jules, how you feeling?" she called out to me, eyes fixed on Speedy Gonzales.
I went and stood in front of her, blocking the TV.
"Shel, what happened, why are you here, where's David?" I asked her, and watched as she assembled an answer.
"Jules, David called me; you were in a mess, you spazzed-out on him, frightened the life out of him...and called him Mark..."
I sat down heavily. "Oh fuck. Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck! What else happened, Shel?"
"That's about the size of it. You two did the wild thing last night, then when you woke up you went bat-shit, spazzed-out, and turned into Hannah the Hysteric. David was mega-freaked by it, especially when you called him Mark, so he called me, I came over and got you calmed down, because you were completely off your trolley. David had to leave, he was freaking you out for some reason, and he was really good about it. I told him about the Mark thing, he needed to know, the poor boy thought it was his fault that you'd suddenly gone Ding! This one's definitely a keeper!"
I was mortified to think that David knew about my sordid secret. I was even more mortified to hear that I'd thought he was Mark, and that Mark obviously still had such a hold over me, even after all this time.
"What am I supposed to do next, Shel, I mean, with David, and...?" I trailed off. Shelagh was looking at me pityingly.
"Jules, as long as your head's still wrapped around Mark, no-one, not David, or anyone else for that matter, is going to have no chance to get to you. Also, it would probably help if you didn't pick a succession of blonde guys who looked like Mark!"
That brought me up short. Was I just looking for a Mark substitute, a man who looked enough like him that I could pretend it could be him? Was that what my head was telling me, that I couldn't even fool myself? What was I supposed to do now?
I asked that of Shelagh, and the answer she flipped-off didn't really solve anything.
"Jules, I find meaningless sex answers most of my questions about life, the universe and everything, you're welcome to try my world, I know a couple of great places...No? Suit yourself, the offer's there if you need it. If you've finished with David, though, let me have him, you weirded-him out big stylie, I think he needs to walk on the wild side for a while!"
We had coffee together, Shelagh giving me the kind of pep talk that only old, old friends can get away with.
"You need to talk to David, soon, and you need to let him down gently, ok? This relationship of yours is going nowhere, and it's not fair on him; you know what you're doing, and he deserves better than that. Let him find someone who actually cares about David because he's David, not because he looks like Mark! Every single guy you've dated since you-know-who has been tall, blonde, blue or grey-eyed, sound like anyone you know? This has got to stop, this is destructive and weird, he's gone, and trying to make someone else into him is wrong and pointless, and bloody unfair on them! Give yourself a break, Jules, let him go!"
I was in tears; she was right of course, I hadn't let Mark go at all, I'd made him into my perfect man, carved him into my heart, and I couldn't let go of that, otherwise I'd have nothing left of him at all, and that was too much for me to even consider, even after what he'd done to me.
Shel held me as I tried to tell her all this, making soft soothing noises as she stroked my hair, hugged me and tried to console me.
"I know, baby, I really do, and I feel for you so badly, but he's gone now, he's been gone two years. I don't know what went wrong there, but one thing I do know, he's not coming back, so please, let him go, you have to! Now, you and Nia and I are going to find a bistro, have brunch, have many, many espressos, and sort out your life, ok? Good, now get your boots and socks on and let's go!"
As we were leaving, there again, on the doorstep, was a bunch of flowers, the same purple hyacinths, orange blossom, maidenhair fern, and a single primrose, with a card addressed to me. I picked it up and climbed into the Mini for the short drive to the Morrison household to get Nia. When we arrived there, all was in uproar. Jamie and Nia had found their own place, and were coming and going with the easily portable stuff, packing it all into their dad's car, so we retired to the kitchen to sit with her mum while Nia repacked the car yet again. While we chatted, Nia's mum picked up the bunch of flowers and looked at me quizzically.
"Where you get this, Julie?" she asked me, and I told her that periodically someone left a bunch just like that that on my doorstep, probably an old boyfriend, that it was strange, but sort of nice.
Mrs. Morrison looked at me oddly.
"This more than ordinary flowers, look, I show you."
She left the room and came back with a small book, "The Language of Flowers' that I'd seen in all the bookstore bestseller lists a couple of years ago, at the height of the Victoriana and Edwardian literature revival. She pored through the book, and made some notes, then read to me what she'd written.
"Look at this, Julie, someone talking to you, need you to listen. Purple Hyacinth mean 'I am sorry, please forgive me', Orange Blossom mean 'Eternal Love', Primrose mean 'I cannot live without you' and fern mean 'Secret bond of love'; someone talking to you, they shouting for your attention, who is it Julie, you know who this from now?"
My head was spinning, and I had to sit down or fall down. Mark! It had to be from Mark, who else? And why this way, why not just knock on my door?
Mrs. Morrison hugged me, held me close, spoke quickly, softly to me.
"Perhaps he got no other way to talk to you, something keeping him from you, perhaps he need you to know he still there, still need you. I hear about you and older brother, I not want to judge you, how can I? Perhaps brother have very good reason, perhaps he need you to hate him so you not go look for him. I remember when you little girl, the way brother look after you, watch you, I see even then how he feel about you, and when you hurt I see how much he hurt! No, he not let harm come to you, and he not leave you because he want to, he driven away by ác ngu ngoc me, stupid, evil mother, you think of that? I remember you mother, I still very angry with her for hurting you, you think she not capable of much evil? I know she capable, I see for myself what she do to you!"
My head was in even more of a whirl. In all the time I'd been breaking my heart over him, it had never occurred to me that he may have been warned-off me, that he was keeping his distance to protect me. A moment's thought from Nia's wise, wonderful, smart mother had encapsulated the reason for his disappearance. Wherever he was, it wasn't far; the flowers proved that. What a smart, what a clever, what a unique way of talking to me!
Nia's mum hadn't finished.
"I think you need to keep hoping he come back to you, he keeping his distance for a reason, who knows, maybe reason go away, he come back. Your brother a good boy, he a lot like Jamie, he keep his heart open only for you, he not throw you away like that, be patient, maybe all will be well!"
Tears were running down my face now as I grieved all over again for him, for my lost boy, talking to me from a distance, not daring to come close, but risking...what? Just to drop a simple bouquet of flowers on my front step, to tell me he loved me the only way he could.
"Why didn't he just write me a letter, tell me what was going on, let me know he was OK? Why was that so hard?"
Nia's mum hugged me as I asked her what could be so terrible that he had to resort to such an elaborate, obscure code to keep his identity concealed, what was he so afraid of?
"Julie, your brother not stupid, if he is afraid to come near you, maybe he afraid for very good reason, and not taking any chances; maybe if he write to you, someone find out, or you let slip he contact you; maybe he not afraid for himself; maybe he afraid for you, so he keep away to keep you safe. It not easy for him, I think; he love you like you love him, maybe he as lonely as you because he not have you with him too."
That had never occurred to me, and it only brought fresh tears as for some reason I pictured his poor sweet lonely face when he was a boy, always alone at home, crying in his room in the dead of night, no-one to care for him as he tried to cope, as he tried to be an adult because he wasn't allowed be a little boy.
Shelagh meanwhile was grinning like a pumpkin, her smug 'I told you!' look on her face as her words from two years ago reverberated in my head:
"I'm also puzzled, no, worried by this whole Mark thing; 5 minutes after he's swearing eternal undying love for you he's looking right through you; something's really wrong there, she's done something, or said something, or made some kind of threat, I guarantee; Mark's just not like that, something else is going on, something nasty, I'd bet on it, so I'm not going to judge him just yet, much as I love you, Jules."
For the first time in two years, I allowed myself to hope; that my Mark was still there, waiting for me to find him, that my nightmare would be over, that I could erase this part of my life, because there were no memories I wanted from the last two years.
The hope I had from this conversation stayed with me. Now that I knew (or guessed) who was talking to me, I could believe that one day he would come back, and we could begin again. Mrs. Morrison saw this in me, and insisted I take her book, read through it, maybe leave him a message of my own, a suggestion Shelagh agreed with vocally!
But first, I would have to talk with David...
*
Seeing David again was heartbreaking; he deserved better than this. I met him in the small coffee shop around the corner from my office; neutral ground.
My last lucid memory of him was making love, then a hazy set of impressions, memories of Mark tangled up with images of him, and feelings I couldn't define but which pressed at me nevertheless. David was his usual self, but there was a tense wariness about him, almost an unwillingness to touch me, especially when I leaned up to peck him on the cheek. He actually flinched when I kissed him; God, I must have really spooked him...
I started to apologise for panicking and throwing a king-sized freak-out at him, but he stopped me.
"Look Jules, we both know why we're here, we both know it's not going to work, and I despise this 'we can still be friends' break-up bullshit. I worked out what's really going on in your head, and I wish you luck in working it out, I really do, because I know I'd only ever be second choice with you, that I'd never be anything else as long as you were still hung up on your...on Mark. Like Shelagh says, I won't be Mr. Right, I'll only ever be Mr. Right-Now, and that's not good enough for me, I actually believe I deserve better than that. You're a beautiful girl, a really lovely person, and I wish you every happiness, and I hope you find the man of your dreams one day; I just wish it could have been me. I'll go now, I hate extended goodbyes."



With that, he got up and left, flashing me that beautiful smile of his, and then he was gone, and I was alone again. But it didn't feel bad, or wrong. David wasn't Mark, even though I'd tried to make him so in my head, and I knew I'd been doing him a huge injustice, leading him on in a pointless dance that was going nowhere. He did deserve better, and more, than I could give him, someone who'd love David as David, not the substitute Mark I'd tried to make him into.
I went back to the office, had a little bit of a weep, then blew my nose and got back into my work.
Life rolled on over the next few months, and I slipped into a kind of routine. Nia, Shelagh and I would get together on Wednesday evenings and find a good curry-house, try something different off the menu each time, and see who could eat the most fiendishly hot concoctions they could come up with. I drew the line at eating a phal, which seemed to consist solely of red chillies, Nia and Shelagh jeering at me for my cowardice. If Jamie was home, he'd come along, and that boy could eat anything, from anywhere, not a drop of sweat or a raised eyebrow at some of the lethal, eye-wateringly fiery dishes we attempted to eat. We had fun, and I was learning how to have fun again. Doreen invited me on a few of her jaunts around town with Steven, but I declined; I wasn't really up for that kind of fun again!
This became the pattern of my life. I was content to know that Mark was out there somewhere; once in a while a bouquet of purple Hyacinths, Orange Blossom and Primrose, wrapped in Maidenhair fern would appear, and my heart would leap; Mark had been here, only the thickness of a door away from me! It was almost enough...
Then, one evening, several months after I'd broken up with David, and almost three years since my Mark had been torn away from me by my crazed bitch of a mother, I was waiting for Shelagh to appear for a rendezvous at Nia's place for coffee and her mum's cooking, there was a knock at the door. Assuming it was Shelagh, I opened the door, not looking to see who it was.
"You took your time, Shel...!" I began, then looked up.
Mark.
"Hello Tink..." he began, and got no further before I slapped him so hard the whole street echoed. I'd planned and plotted how I was going to react when I finally saw him again, but my right hand overrode all that and made its own decision.
He stood there as I slapped him again, this time with my left, knocking his head around as the street echoed again.
I went to slap him again, but he intercepted my hand and held my wrist firmly, not harshly, more like he was trying to stop me hurting myself, the way we used to play-fight all those years ago.
"Tink, stop it, we need to talk, calm down!" he insisted, and I hit his chest again and again with my free hand, trying to vent over two years of pent-up longing and anger before I exploded. I was trying to say everything I'd rehearsed, and all that came out was disjointed cursing and snarling sounds as both sides of my need, my need for him, and my need to punish him, fought for dominance.
"TINK!" he shouted, cutting through my borderline hysterics, shocking me out of my haze. I stopped dead, stared at him, so pale and wan-looking, and immediately lunged for him, trying to get my arms around his waist to crush him to me, crying and gabbling as I held him again after so long wanting and needing him. His arms came back around me, holding me to him, and it was over, he was back, I had my Mark back, my lost boy had come back.
After a million years I heard his voice through the tumult in my head.
"Tink, please, we need to talk, I need you to hear some things, and I want to explain something to you, so please, baby, sit down!"
I heard the urgency in his voice, so reluctantly, I let go of him and let him lead me over to the sofa. Once I was seated, he sat opposite me and took my hands.
"First, I need to tell you how much I missed this, seeing you, hearing your voice, holding you, it's been a living hell! The only reason I was able to come to you was because of Mum."
I reared back at that, stiffening in outrage.
"Don't ever speak of that bitch again, she's dead to me, never mention her name, do you understand?" I gritted out, horrified that he'd even brought her up, after what she did to me.
"No, Tink, you don't understand. I'm here because she can't hurt you, or me, any more. She's been sent to a secure Care Home, after she was sectioned under the Mental Health Act."
Now I was intrigued.
"What's wrong with her, Mark?" I asked
Mark looked grim for a second. "She's suffering from advanced ARD, Alcohol-Related Dementia, with a whole bunch of other cognitive disorders, and possibly Korsakoff's Psychosis caused by years of chronic vitamin deficiency coupled with alcohol abuse -- apparently not content with turning her liver into a Swiss cheese with a bottle of vodka a day for twenty years, she's also managed to turn her brain into a marshmallow by drinking dinner instead of actually eating something. The upshot is, she's completely dissociated from reality, she's forgotten you, she's forgotten me, when I went to see her she thought I was dad. She got sectioned after she got arrested for kicking-off in a supermarket when the checkout people refused to let her buy vodka because she was already drunk, she was assessed, and she was placed in a secure unit in Richmond a few days ago. I came down because the police found my name in amongst her stuff, and I've been trying to get her affairs in order."
I was trying to take this all in. Mum was suffering from dementia? For how long?
"Mark, how come you're here, now? What brought you to see me?"
He suddenly looked tense, almost angry.
"Because you're safe from her now! That night, when it all kicked off, she made threats, mostly against you, and I believed her; she said that if I didn't leave you and transfer out of London, she was going to give your details to the police and have both of us charged with Incest, she was going to tell your employers that you were being charged with incest, and petition the Home Office to have you placed on the Sex-Offender's Register, and she threatened give your story to the papers and let them pillory you. Her price for not destroying you that was that I go away, break off all contact, cut all ties with you. I had to do it, otherwise she was going to take away your life, your job, destroy you in public, make you a hate figure. I had to protect you, Tink, I had to do it!"
He drew a deep breath, his face flushing.
"She kept an eye on you, you know; she knew exactly where you lived, it's only a half mile walk from her place to here, she used to come on little snooping trips, which is why I stayed away; if I'd come here and she'd seen me, it would have been curtains for you. Oh God, Tink, can you imagine, she used to come and stand outside at night and watch you? She was a fucking loony! But, she was lucid enough, vindictive enough, and malicious enough to carry out her threats if she thought I'd broken my word."
He sighed, looking drawn and exhausted.
"I knew where you were, she told me, probably to rub it in. She demanded that I be in my office or at my flat in Bristol at all times, she'd call me every day at one or the other, to check I was still in Bristol; if I had to come to London, to go to head office, I had to come and stay with her and pretend like we were a happy family, but she'd meet me off the train at Clapham Junction and walk back to the house with me, and she'd watch me like a fucking hawk. She wanted to destroy you though, and now I know why."
I was intrigued. I'd always wondered why she hated me so much, it would take a lot away to know why.
"Tell me, Mark, please, I have to know!" I begged him.
"Tink, you're not going to like it," he warned me, "It's not a pretty story."
"Please Mark!"
He began slowly, clearly not happy with what he had to tell me. "I got this in snippets, and I had to piece it all together, because she was basically raving when she spilled all this, with periods of almost normal behaviour, other than the severe memory loss. Like I said, she thought I was dad, and she started going over the whole story, apologising, begging, blaming, the whole thing. Apparently, when I was two, she had an affair with dad's brother. He broke it off, told dad, and then Mum discovered she was pregnant. She wanted to have a termination," I flinched, he was talking about aborting me, not a comfortable thing to hear, and he paused, waiting for me to settle, his eyes widening as he realised what he'd just said.
"Like I said, she wanted to...you know, what I just said, but dad went all holy-holy, right to life on her, persuaded her to keep the baby, to keep you. When she was almost eight months gone, he decided he wasn't going to raise another man's child, left her, and tried to get custody of me on the grounds that she was an unfit mother. In the meantime, my uncle, your father, managed to get himself killed in a car accident, so no loose ends there, and, as I don't know his first name, or where he died, or the date, I can't trace whether he had any family of his own, your half-siblings, if there are any, and to be honest, I didn't really try that hard; you don't need that as well. Anyway, she blamed you for destroying her marriage, even though she was the one who had the affair, and she must have started drinking soon after you were born -- I remember her being 'sick' a lot when you were a toddler. Like I said, not a pretty story; some family, huh?"
He stopped, his face red and his pale hands restlessly twining together.
"So that's the whole sordid, messed-up, fucked-up story, you and I jerked around like kiddie's balloons by that fucking woman, and the best part of this, you want to know the best part? In just a little while she won't remember any of it, none of what she did, not a fucking thing! It'll all be gone, wiped away, so she won't have a second's guilt, or have any reason to apologise for anything, her conscience completely clear. She won't pay for anything; I know, she's going to die in an institution, but she doesn't know that, she thinks she's at home, with her husband, having a perfect life. Talk about the eternal fucking sunshine of the spotless mind!"
Two big tears rolled down his cheeks as he finished, and my heart went out to him. I understood exactly what he was feeling. Our mother had nearly ruined our lives, neglected, manipulated and controlled us, torn us apart for basically no reason except to make us pay for her guilt, she didn't want or care about us, and now, there still wasn't any justice for us. Mark was right to cry, his whole life had been framed by neglect, and now the one person who should be accountable for that was beyond it, that pathetic creature in the institution was nothing to us, and we were less than nothing to her, she didn't even have enough faculties left to honestly hate us.
I sat next to him, pulling his head onto my shoulder, and at last, he was able to cry, for the childhood he'd been denied, for the care he'd never received, for the love that had been withheld. I cried along with him, once again echoing the sobs of that frightened little boy alone at night.
Eventually he was cried out, and I held him again, my Mark, back at last. I was so happy, Nia's mother had been right, there had been something keeping him away, but that was over now.
"Mark, you're staying here tonight, Ok? Baby, can you hear me?" I asked him, and he looked at me, his beautiful sad, sweet smile appearing again, like my own personal sun coming up.
"You mean that, Tink?" he grinned, and I had to grin back.
"Of course, look at you, you look all wrung out, you look like you could do with a good meal, when's the last time you had a hot meal, baby?"
He looked puzzled. "Dunno, couple of days, I guess, I've been trying to sort out her affairs, get the house off my hands, all that kind of stuff, so I've been buying sandwiches, soft drinks, that kind of thing."
I got on the phone and ordered a pizza with all the sides, and put some coffee on. As I was bustling around, he called me over and sat me down next to him.
"Julie, Tink, I need you to know that not a minute went by that I didn't think about you, want you, need to hold you, hear your voice. Being away from you was torture, and knowing that our mother could lower the boom any time she felt like it was like waiting for the axe to fall. That's what she wanted, she was an evil, vindictive woman, in my book she's earned what's happening to her. She took three years of our lives away from us, are we going to be able to get them back?"
I kissed him gently. "That's a silly question. What you should be asking is, 'what do we do now?' Let me tell you; you come back home, here, this is your home now, we take up where we left off, and life goes on."
He pulled away from me to look into my eyes for a moment, then pulled me in for a proper kiss, his lips soft and insistent against mine, memories awakening as that kiss burned into me all over again.
Just then, there was a knock at the door. "Pizza!" I grinned, but it was Shelagh, walking in and chattering, to stop dead as she saw Mark sitting on my sofa. She looked him up and down, her eyes narrowed, and as he rose to greet her, her hand came up to slap him so hard he sat down again. Shelagh has four huge older brothers, so she'd learned how to put some top-spin on a slap, and it must have rattled his teeth.
"That was for what you did, you bastard, and if you try and stand up, I will fucking knee you so hard in the balls...!" she hissed, and I had to step in front of her.
"Calm down Shel, it's ok, Nia's mum was right, Mark had good reason to keep far from me, but it's over now."
Shelagh looked at me suspiciously."What's over now?" she demanded.
"Mum was going to expose us, but now she's in a dementia ward, she's forgotten about us, so Mark and I are off the hook at last."
Shelagh looked grimly satisfied. "Your mother has Alzheimer's?" and Mark corrected her.
"No, she's got Alcoholic Dementia, and God knows what else, maybe Korsakoff's as well, who knows, all the booze finally caught up with her. She got sectioned last week, and she's been confined in a secure Care Home in Richmond. There's no more to say, she's off in a world of her own, she seems to be happy there, she has no memory of us, and I'm glad, it makes ignoring her easier."
Shel's expression hadn't changed much, she still looked angry, her eyes still narrowed.
"And you, it never occurred to you to drop Jules a line, to let her know you were OK? What stopped you picking up a fucking telephone?"
Mark looked weary, drained, his face red where the outline of her hand was clearly imprinted on his cheek.
"I couldn't take the chance on Mum finding out; she used to give me the third degree nearly every fucking day, ask me outright if I'd contacted her in any way, and she could tell, she was like a fucking mind-reader, if I tried to lie to her, that would have been...I just couldn't take the chance, not with the threats she made!"
Shelagh looked convinced at last, her face softening.
"I believe you, you always were a piss-poor liar! What was with the flowers, though, I mean, it was kind of...obscure, know what I mean?
Mark grinned his old grin.
"I'd seen this book, 'The Language of Flowers' a couple of years ago, seemed like the chick-lit book of the moment, everyone on the train was reading it, Victorian flower language was suddenly all the rage. I picked up a copy someone left on the bus and read it, and I thought it might be a good way to send Julie a message, if she was reading that book too, like everyone else on the planet, apparently. So I used it as a guide to send her messages. My colleague here in the London office used to drop them off, and if Mum was snooping around, she'd see a short African guy dropping off flowers, not me. Apparently I was too obscure, because I waited for a reply in kind, but one never came..."
Shel grinned. "Nia's mum figured it out last year, she worked out who was sending flowers, and what they were saying!"
He'd taken my hand while he was talking, and I was stroking his face absently, and Shel suddenly decided she needed to be at Nia's place post haste, so, with a big knowing grin, she left, almost knocking over the pizza boy in her haste to leave.
As we ate, I told Mark about David, what had happened, and about my adventure with Doreen, making him grin happily.
"At least you had some fun, Tink, you got to look around a little. I never had the chance. I had to be home every night to answer when that crazy bitch called, be there or have you take the consequences. Now I know what a lab-rat feels like when they make it run the maze every day for its piece of cheese. Every night at 7 o'clock, every morning at 11o'clock, she'd call, make sure I was where I was supposed to be, and for no reason other than she was a manipulative, vicious, vindictive lunatic."
"She didn't want me, she just wanted to make sure you couldn't have me. She threw you out, but she made me run around like a slot car, same speed, same track, day after fucking day. I used to go up to the Clifton Suspension Bridge on my lunch-break, look at that 300 foot drop and think 'how bad could it be? A few seconds of free-fall, then nothing, it's got to be better than this'. When I heard from the police that they'd sectioned her, I actually celebrated, I felt liberated, like I'd just been rescued, so I went to the pub for the first time in two years, and spent an evening drinking and talking to strangers instead of watching the clock, then I came home; the rest you know."
My eyes welled-up as I listened; she'd kept him on a short leash, run him around and tortured him, even driven him to thoughts of suicide...!
He'd been living in hell, with a madwoman pulling his chain every day, no wonder he looked so bad; actually, he looked fucking awful.
I huddled up close to him, with his arm around me, relishing the feel of him, trying to savour the freedom we had now, together at last. Mark played with my hair, slowly coiling it around his finger, before pulling me onto his lap and nuzzling my neck, burying his face in my shoulder as he spoke softly, almost whispering.
"Tink, I once promised you that I would take you away, go wherever you wanted, do whatever you asked, do you remember?" he asked as he lightly kissed and grazed on my neck, and I whispered that I did, that I had never forgotten.
"I meant it then and...I mean it now. Baby, you've been through enough, and I feel like I lost you somewhere, like I need to win you back, so I can make a life that only you can share. I don't want anything else. Are we ok now? Have we said enough? Tell me how I can make it right again, because I can't see anything anymore. I know I left you behind, but it wasn't my choice, I swear, and the last couple of years have been a nightmare of suspense, living on my nerves, in sheer bloody terror that she'd do something to you just out of spite, even though she kept me dancing to whatever music was playing inside her rotten little soul. I've never been so frightened, so desperate to keep you safe. Maybe one day you'll be able to forgive me for keeping you in the dark for so long, let me back in so we can start again."
He sighed. "I'm so tired of being frightened all the time; whatever happens to me now, I'd welcome it; if I died tonight, at least it would be in the knowledge that it would finally be over for me, this whole mess would be over, and I could rest."
I trembled for him as tears spilled down my cheeks, fear for my lost boy galloping around inside me, huge and almost unmanageable; dear God, he'd actually thought about killing himself! Now he was talking about dying just to get some peace, what the fuck had she done to him?



I'd thought I was lost and lonely, but what had that hell-bitch put him through? As he rambled I realised one fact; my heart had been broken, but broken hearts mend; what happens when your spirit is so trampled and battered that you can't see a way to put it back together, and give up trying? Mark was here, with me, but his sweet inner self had been so badly mauled that he'd welcomed the thought of taking his own life; his will to live had ebbed so low it had nearly been extinguished. These insights frightened me more than anything else.
One fact was inescapable; my lost boy was still lost, he was fading into the darkness; how was I going to find him again?
I kissed him as lovingly as I knew how, reassuring him, trying to pull him back into the circle of firelight.
"Mark, even when I thought you'd abandoned me, I never stopped loving you, and I never let you go! I hoped every day you'd come back, that what happened was just a nightmare, and it would end one day, and it has! It's all over now, and one day soon, this will all fade, like all nightmares do, I promise. She can't hurt me anymore, she can't hurt you anymore, she doesn't even know us anymore, let her go. Her punishment is already being doled out to her, and when she dies, it will be alone, with no-one to mourn her, and that would be right and fitting. She was evil, but the evil she did has turned back on her. You kept the faith, you kept me safe, you never once gave up and let her have the satisfaction of winning. That has to count as a win, surely? It's the end now, but you have to accept that too!"
He looked at me, suddenly young, and sweet and trusting, that lonely little boy from long ago looking out from inside him.
"You really think it could be that easy, Tinkerbell?" and I nodded and smiled, relieved to hear the name he'd given me so long ago.
"Yes I do, Lost Boy!" I replied, and saw his beautiful, slow, sweet smile, no hint of sadness or weariness in it, just happiness and relief at last. He believed me, he was coming back.
I jumped up and tugged him to his feet. "You look absolutely shattered, come and get some sleep, we have some things to do tomorrow, and I need you bright-eyed and bushy tailed, so go to bed, now!"
He looked uncertain. "I'll be fine on the couch, Tink; really, just get me some blankets...."
I was having none of that. I needed to stay with him, to be there with him and hold him close all night and wake up next to him, something I had never had the chance to do.
He followed me into the bedroom, and began undressing, and I had to bite my lip, he was rail-thin, his ribs visible, his muscles moving just under the skin; the most obvious sign of the strain that woman had put him under.
He stripped down to his shorts and made to climb between the sheets, but I stopped him.
"Everything Mark, come on, get naked!"
He grinned and slid them off, tossing them onto his piled up clothes on the floor. I undressed quickly and slid in next to him, holding him close, shocked at how many bones I could feel, how frail he felt. I needed to feed this boy up mucho pronto, he was just a husk of his former self, and again I found time to curse that crazy bitch for what she'd put him through.
His soft hands slipped over me, caressing me as his lips pressed lightly against mine, but I knew he was in no mood for fun and games, he was truly exhausted, mind-fucked and emotionally wrung out, what he needed was a long sleep, a good breakfast, a huge lunch, and me, in that order. I rubbed my hands over him, lightly massaging him, and in five minutes he was breathing deeply, fast asleep.
As he slept, I looked long and closely at him, absorbing his features all over again, revelling in the sight of him after so long; in sleep, he was a little boy again, no care lines or haunted expression, just the sweet face of the lost boy who told me Peter Pan stories and played Captain Hook when I wanted to fight the pirates.
For the first time ever, at last, I fell asleep with his arm around me.
I woke to the feel of his hand on my hip, his cock fully erect and prodding my bottom, and his deep, even breathing; he was still fast asleep, but his hand held me tight against him, his erection showed no signs of abating any time soon, and his warmth, his hand and especially his hard-on, were making me feel decidedly overheated!
At last, I could take it no more, and reached behind me to scratch lightly at his scrotum, hearing his breathing change; he was waking up. His hand slipped from my hip to my waist, and then up, to cup and gently squeeze my breast, lightly twirling the already erect nipple. I felt his head dip down and his lips brush my ear as he whispered "I think I remember this!" before I squirmed around to face him, to look into those lovely clear, gentle dove-grey eyes I'd missed so much, his thick lock of fair hair flopping down over one eye. I brushed it back, the familiarity of the gesture sending a pang through me as I realised how much I'd missed doing it.
Mark pulled me close, his hands reaching for my bum cheeks as I pulled myself up to him, desperate for him to kiss me again, to feel his lips against mine. As he kissed me, his hands roamed over my bottom, squeezing and massaging the cheeks of my bum, before pulling them apart, his fingers exploring my slit and my anus, rubbing a finger around my secret hole as he rubbed and caressed my slit from the rear.
Meanwhile, his tongue was fencing slowly and tentatively with mine, tasting my mouth as I kissed and tasted him, hungry for his lips after being without them for so long. All the while, his cock rubbed between us, thick and long and rigid, waiting for some attention.
I took hold of him and dipped my head down, licking gently around the crown of his big cock, making him sigh as my tongue found a particularly sensitive place, before slipping my lips over the end and sucking him into my mouth. As I sucked him, I gently squeezed and fondled his big soft balls, feeling his thigh muscles tense as I sucked him harder, rubbing my tongue over the sensitive tip. I suckled him as long as I could, easing off when I felt him tensing, wanting to keep eating him for as long as possible, but when I poked my tongue-tip into the furrow in the head of his penis and rubbed rapidly, and gave his balls a good healthy squeeze, he groaned and tensed, his balls tightening and his cockhead swelling as he came in my mouth, long pulsing jets of creamy spunk pooling on my tongue and filling my mouth almost too fast for me to swallow it all. He tasted wonderful, salty-sweet, with a background tangy aftertaste, completely delicious. I had missed that taste, that sensation of thick creamy mouthfuls of his man-fluid, and I knew that I would want this for the rest of my life.
At last, he stopped spurting, and I swallowed the last creamy jets of sperm, licking up the last remnants seeping from his still rigid cock, and polishing his cockhead with my tongue before moving back up to kiss him and wait for whatever he wanted to do next. I wasn't kept in suspense long, as one of his fingers snaked into my anus, probing and stretching me as he sucked and nibbled on my nipples.
Mark pulled me on top of him, his hands pulling my arse cheeks apart as he licked and bit at my nipples, nipping and sucking and making them throb and burn. His hands explored the crack of my arse, one finger worming itself again into my anus and another rubbing and teasing my pussy, making me itch and throb, needing him inside me, anywhere, I didn't care, as long as I got to have him again, at last.
My pussy was burning now, and I could feel his rigid cock prodding at me, heavy and solid, the head glossy with his own lubricant as it seeped from him. He slid both hands into my arse crack and down to my pussy, pulling my labia apart and letting his cockhead lie between them, just far enough inside me to feel my wetness around him, then he slowly and remorselessly slid that big cock of his into me, filling me up again the way I had dreamed and wanted for over two years, pushing himself into me to fill me up and stretching me almost to bursting point with his solid meaty cock. I gasped as he slid into me, pushing back against him, needing to feel all of him inside me.
I sat up on him, getting used to being so full again, and began slowly sliding up and down on him, pulling myself almost off him and then impaling myself again, rising and falling in an increasing tempo, pumping his cock into me as he squeezed and rubbed my nipples, firing jolts of pleasure into me as I rode his lovely big cock. With all the feelings I had for this boy, with the happiness I had to have him back, with his cock inside me, and with his gentle fingers rubbing and stimulating my sensitive nipples, I could feel my orgasm rising, and I knew it was going to be a big one. Mark somehow sensed this, and began rising up as I pumped above him, meeting me as we pounded each other.
When my climax broke, I screamed wildly, my depth of release truly shattering, Mark's orgasm no less so as his swollen cock lurched solidly inside me and exploded in blast after blast of spunk, heating up my insides and prolonging my orgasm, more and bigger waves of pleasure roaring over me as his pumping cock battered my tightly stuffed cunt. I slumped down on him, twitching as waves of pleasure still pounded and ebbed within me, feeling happy and relaxed and safe for the first time in far too long. We had reconnected, and now it was done, he really was back, and the past wouldn't have any power over him ever again.
Eventually I slid off him, to cuddle up next to him and kiss him, feeling his arms around me again.
"Where do we go now, Tink, what's our next move?" he asked me.
I grinned up at him, and chose to deliberately misunderstand him; discussions about our future could come later, right now he needed to relax and continue to re-connect.
"Well, you have two choices, you can have breakfast, or you can fuck hell out of me. I think you should take the breakfast option, you look like five sticks tied together with flesh-coloured panty-hose! How about we compromise, breakfast then big shagging, that's a better plan, you want to try that?"
He grinned as his hand slid down to my arse again, a finger sliding into my tight hole.
"OK, sounds good, but I get to fuck you in the arse, OK?" he murmured.
I laughed; he was nearly all the way back now! "It's a deal, now get up and have a shower, I know exactly where we're going for breakfast!"
*
We had a quick shower together, and got dressed, I made a quick call, and we dropped in at the Morrison household, Nia's mum makes the best bread rolls in the world, and she bakes them every morning, so I invited us around for breakfast. Nia was there, so I gave her a quick sketch of what had happened to Mark, and she was intrigued to see him again. I asked her not to tell her mum, I wanted to surprise her.
Nia was shocked when she saw how gaunt and worn Mark looked, her eyes welled-up when she saw him, and her mother's reaction was pretty much the same, alternating between motherly sympathy for him, concern at how thin he'd become, and spitting anger at mum. Nia's dad, in his usual dry, laid back way just smiled at him, looked him up and down and said "Morning Mark, crash diet?" before handing him a plate of sausages and eggs, which was all that was needed to lighten the mood and set me laughing, my first real laugh in two years.
Jamie came in as we were finishing breakfast and so I gave him the story of mum and what she'd done, and once again, for only the second time in my life, I saw real anger on his face as he learned what mum had done to Mark. He also seemed to be trying to place him, like he'd seen him before somewhere, but it was plain from the way he spoke that he'd completely forgotten Mark from all those years ago, when he'd brought me here to keep me safe; like I said, when Nia's around, everyone else fades into the background for Jamie, and that's entirely the way it should be.
As we were leaving, Nia and Jamie walked us out, and, on impulse, I pulled Jamie down and kissed him once on the lips. He looked surprised, and a little flustered that I did that in front of Nia and Mark.
"What...why did you do that, Julie?" he stammered, looking apprehensively at Nia, who looked innocently at him.
I grinned sweetly at him. "I never thanked you properly for taking me to bed, Jamie!"
His eyes opened wide and he reddened. "I didn't...It wasn't...I don't...!" he stammered, while Nia was almost bursting as she tried not to laugh.
"Relax, Jamie, it was a long time ago, a good-looking boy like you, it's understandable, you can't be expected to remember all your conquests...!" I teased him, while he continued to splutter and choke out denials, "and, I was only 13 at the time!"
He looked at me, horror-struck, while Nia was going red with the effort of not laughing. "Oh my God, Oh my God, no, I didn't, it's not true...!" he burbled, panic setting in.
I decided to let him off the hook, poor boy. "Calm down, Jamie, don't you remember carrying me up to Nia's bedroom and putting an ice-pack on my black eye?"
His eyes bugged out. "That was you?" he exclaimed, and I grinned back. "Guilty, and I never thanked you properly, so thank you now, Jamie Morrison, my own Knight Paladin!" and I kissed him again, on his cheek this time.
As soon as we walked in to my place, Mark grabbed me, kissing me as his hands slid up under my skirt and into my panties, squeezing and massaging the cheeks of my arse, pulling them apart and stretching my anus open deliciously. I wanted him any way he liked, however he wanted to fuck me, but I knew where he wanted to go, so I writhed and wriggled against him as he groped and plundered my bum, sliding his fingers any and everywhere, making me hot and ready for his lovely cock. He helped me strip, or rather, he almost tore my clothes off in his haste to get me naked, then hustled me into the bedroom and onto the bed.
Once there, Mark licked and kissed me from my neck to my pussy, pushing my thighs apart to thrust his tongue between my labia, making my pussy wet and sticky with my juices as he heated me up. When he began licking and nibbling my clitoris, I nearly saw stars, it was so amazing. The rush of orgasm was intense, like nothing I'd ever felt before, not as powerful as some, but deeper, more primal, closer to the heart of me, and when he shoved his tongue in my arse and wriggled it, rimming me deeply, I almost fainted with the power of my orgasms as I came in a an endless succession of power-waves breaking through me.
Now it was time for the main course, and he turned me on my tummy, spreading my thighs to slide his cock into me, two fingers pumping inside my anus in time to his pumping cock in my pussy, loosening me and lubricating me for his cock. Mark withdrew from my pussy, and placed his cockhead against my anal opening, pushing gently but inexorably, until he popped in past my ring, making me gasp out loud as he slowly slid the rest of the way in, until he was firmly embedded in my arse.
When I'd got my breath back, he began to withdraw, the friction as he pulled back out of me delighting me, and when he pumped back in again, I began to see those stars again as little points of light danced in my peripheral vision, the cocking he was giving me awakening deep and wonderful sensations from way down inside me. As he sped up and pumped harder, I began to push back against him, the friction in my anus utterly delightful as he pummeled and pumped me full of his cock, reaming me out properly, his cock feeling like a jack-hammer, solid, rigid and heavy as it pounded into my arse.
I could only take so much of this, and I could feel my orgasm building, until, in a huge wave of pleasure, it broke over me, convulsing me, making me scream in release as my arse clamped down around his pounding cock, my pussy tingling and fluttering as my orgasm raced around inside me, electric jolts shooting from every nerve ending. Mark groaned, and his cock, already tightly clasped in my anus, swelled to what felt like gigantic proportions, jamming tight inside me as great spurts of spunk shot into me, bathing my insides with his body heat, jet after jet as he emptied himself into my body.
I slumped down utterly exhausted, my whole abdomen aching from the intensity of my orgasm, my muscles twitching and shuddering as aftershocks rippled through me. Mark pulled back and withdrew from me, and dropped to the bed beside me, a satisfied smile on his face.
He reached for me and slid me closer to him, holding me close as the tremors and twitches of adrenaline overload died away, spooning me against him with his arm around me, the only thing I had ever really wanted for the last two years.
"I love you, Tink!" he breathed in my ear, gently rubbing my belly, a tender, soothing action that drifted me off to sleep.
I woke an hour or so later, Mark already awake by the sound of his breathing, and the feel of his lips against my hair. I turned round to face him, and grinned up at him.
"Penny for your thoughts, Lost Boy!" I said, and he smiled back at me.
"Later today, I need to call my office, request my transfer back here, once that's agreed, I have to get my stuff from the flat in Bristol, arrange for transfer of all my client files from the Bristol office back to here, then get down to the business of living with you, at last. It may take a couple of weeks, but hey, we've got the rest of our lives now, and family is all that matters now, you, me, Jamie and Nia, Shelagh, and not forgetting any little additions to our family in the near future!"
My heart leapt. "Mark, are you saying...!"
He grinned that lovely, slow, sweet smile of his. "Tinkerbell, after what we nearly lost, I don't want to wait any longer. I want to marry you someday, somehow, and I want to have some little golden-haired Tinkerbell's of our own -- I think we'd make great parents, after all, we know what not to do!"
Now, at last, Peter Pan really had come for me, and he was taking me with him, second star to the right, and straight-on 'til morning!
++++
Extract from South London Press Birth Announcements March 20th 2012
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Next of Kin: None Recorded
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When I was just over 2 years old, my father left my mother and took me with him back to England, where he was born. I never knew this until much later in life. I always thought his wife, Barbara, was my mother, although he insisted I always called her by her proper name. As I grew older, I began to realise that my father was not a nice or pleasant man. He had few friends, and we seldom had visitors, and those we had were usually people like him; abrupt, driven, money-obsessed, and consumed by the need to protect and hoard their possessions, including wives, children, everything they could buy or grab for themselves, at all costs. I was kind of the exception there. Through my formative years I knew I didn't like being around him, and avoided him as much as I could; he seemed to have the same aversion to me, and so his wife, a sweet, quiet lady, brought me up, almost in isolation from his other children, with whom I had soon discovered I had nothing in common with whatsoever, probably because they were smaller, piggier versions of him
When I was 11 years old, he decided I should attend the local secondary school instead of being tutored at home, for which I breathed a sigh of relief; being tutored with my two piggy little half-brothers was an excruciating experience, and I'd had enough of their spoilt whining and excessive demands for attention. Now at least I would be among kids my own age and could finally make some friends. I never understood why my father had forbidden us to attend primary school; I never asked, and he never volunteered an explanation, but at least now I would be free of the house and those poisonous brats he called sons.
I ambled through school, not the most gifted of students, not a slacker either, but definitely not academically brilliant. I wanted to be a mechanic; I loved cars, the thought of driving, of stripping down and rebuilding engines, transmissions, the thrill of firing up a rebuilt engine and having it turn over sweetly the first time was a recurring day-dream of mine as I laboured through calculus and trigonometry, or dissected Gray's 'Elegy In A Country Churchyard' to find the deeper meanings in it.
When my old man discovered the only class I was good at was machine shop, where I discovered I could rebuild overdrives and gearboxes almost instinctively, he literally blew a gasket. In his world mechanics were grease-monkeys, to be hired and fired at whim, and he was furious that the only effort I seemed to be making was a determined one to join the working classes; Oh yes, as well as all his other sterling qualities, my father was the worst kind of arrant snob, and the distaste I felt for him as a child soon transformed into active dislike. His other two sons were just like him, and, distant as we were, I couldn't help but try and put even more distance between us; I couldn't believe that I belonged to such an appalling family, and began to dream of running away, joining a ship and running away to sea, going off and being a vagrant, anything rather than live amongst these people and eventually come to be like them
The only saving grace was Barbara. She was the only person I had any real connection with, her warmth and kindness was a constant reminder of how little else I had from this family, and she seemed to save her best time for me, rather than her own sons, who she seemed to barely connect with at all. When I had sports days at school, she would be there, cheering for me; when we put on a production for the drama class, she'd be there with the other parents, watching raptly and clapping hardest. She was a lovely lady, and didn't deserve what my father did to her; Oh yes, I knew, I could hear, and I'd see the bruises the next day, soon figured out why she sometimes wore long sleeves on even the hottest days. I tried to get her to leave, asked her why she put up with it, but she was so thoroughly cowed all she would answer was "Where would I go, Nicky?"
I went to the local technical college when I left school at 16, to study for my BTEC Certificate in Automotive Mechanical Engineering, and City & Guilds of London Institute L6 Certificate in Automotive Engineering, and eventually qualified as an Automotive Mechanic when I was 21, much to my father's disgust. I tried to ignore what was happening at home, tried to block out the sounds at night, but it never stopped, never eased up, and I grew more disgusted with myself for doing nothing to help that poor lady who'd done so much for me.
It all came to a head one night when I couldn't take the screaming and crying any more, and barged in to see him standing over her with his belt, Barbara huddled in a corner with her hands over her head. I tried to pull him away, got a crack across the mouth for my pains, and he started on me with the belt. Barbara put herself over me, trying to shield me, my father, big man, screaming and frothing as he lashed us both until his arm was too tired to continue. That night I discovered what kind of man he truly was, as the individual cuts from the belt-buckle all merged into one big hurt that burned in every nerve-ending.
Barbara helped me to bed, rubbed ointment on the worst of the cuts and weal's, and I did the same for her. My father was nowhere to be seen, most likely guzzling 12 year old scotch in his study, and that was when she told me about my mother, why he'd left her. She had a picture of my mother, and seeing it woke ghostly half-memories of this pretty woman with dark blonde hair and golden-brown eyes like mine, smiling at me.
"Nicky, your father left your mother because she had an affair and got pregnant. I don't blame her, knowing what I do about your father. You were 3, and you belonged to him, so he took you, and came back here. He didn't want you, but he wouldn't let your mother have you, because you were his, and you know what your father's like when it comes to his...possessions"
She handed me a packet and inside was my birth certificate. I was astounded to see I was born in Albany, New York State. "I'm American?" I asked her, incredulously, and she smiled. "Yes Nicky, until you were sixteen, your father could pick your nationality; he chose to make you British, but now, if you want, you can walk into any American Embassy or Consulate in the world and walk out an American citizen, with the passport to match. I want you to go home, Nicky, you need your family, a proper family, this is no place for you, your father doesn't care one iota for you, and he'll make you suffer. Now that he's done this, he'll keep on doing it. There's some money in that packet, it's all I could scrape together, but it should be enough for you to pay for your documents, and an airline ticket to Albany. Your mother's address and her telephone number is there as well, although I don't know if it's still correct, but it was all I could find out, that and her name. Her name is Lowry, Julia Lowry. Please take it and leave, Nicky, I can't protect you, and you'll get badly hurt if you stay. Don't worry about me; I'm taking you to the train station, then I'm going to fix this once and for all, I can't take this anymore, either.
Barbara helped me pack a bag and took me to the station, and waited on the platform with me until the London train came in, then hugged me, kissed me goodbye and said "Take care of yourself, little St Nick, I love you, sweetheart. Please remember me." Her use of my childhood nickname brought a lump to my throat, and I clung to her, trying to convince her to get on the train with me, but she gently disengaged me. "No Nicky, I can't. You don't know what your father's really like; he's never let your mother go, he won't let me go! I have to fix this, once and for all! Please, go, I'll be fine, it's all going to be fine, don't you worry about me, just you take care of yourself, and please, remember me." That was the second time she'd said that, like she was trying to fix it in my mind, and I was beginning to get an uneasy feeling about it.
The doors started to chime, so I jumped on and stood there, watching her wave goodbye to me; if only I had pulled her onto the train with me...
I arrived in London at about 10pm, and immediately made my way to the United States Embassy in Grosvenor Square, determined to queue all night if necessary. Many other people seemed to have the same idea, as there was already a long queue outside the barrier, so I settled down to wait, sitting on my bag and leaning against the barrier.
When the Embassy opened its doors at 8:30 I was ready, and queued in the American Citizen Services section, directed there by the imposing-looking US Marine on guard there, his chest a riot of ribbons.
The very helpful lady at the Enquiries desk listened to my story, and disappeared with my birth certificate, qualifications, driving license and two photographs I'd taken in the photo-booth in Euston Station, then briefly reappeared to call me into an Interview room, where a man not much older than me asked me some searching questions about my circumstances. I told him about my father, and his removing me from America when I was three, and my reasons for wanting to return to America. He asked if I wouldn't mind showing him my injuries, and that I wasn't required to, and when I unbuttoned my shirt he gave a sharp intake of breath.
"Ok Mr. Davies, I can understand why you want to return to the United States, I'll try and fast-track your passport application, but it may take a while. Take this and show it to the guard on duty if you need to leave to get something to eat or drink, there's a very good sandwich place around the corner, and several deli's where you can get a decent coffee. Welcome back, Mr Davies, I just wish it were under better circumstances." He handed me a plastic card with a number on it, and I took a seat in the waiting area, which had enough seats for an auditorium, already almost packed to capacity.
At about 1pm, I was called to the desk again, and was once again escorted to an interview room, where the same man had a package for me. "There you are Mr. Davies, one new passport, and all your paperwork, please guard them carefully, and I would like to wish you well, I hope you can locate your family and that they're well and happy!"
I thanked him, zipped and locked my paperwork and passport into my bag, and left, heading for Heathrow, where I bought a standby ticket to Albany via Newark; I had enough money, thanks to Barbara, to buy the ticket without the tedious business of booking; she had given me £8,000 sterling, almost $14,000, so after I bought my ticket, I changed it all to US dollars; I wouldn't need UK pounds any more, I was never coming back.
I cleared departures without any hitches or visa issues; I was an American citizen returning home, after all, with cabin baggage only, and waited in the departure lounge for my flight to be called, idly watching Sky News on the overhead TV, when suddenly Barbara's face flashed up, and the caption read 'Prominent businessman's wife found dead; police are treating her death as not suspicious'. My eyes blurred as I realised what she'd meant when she said she would fix things, why she'd asked me to remember her, and I swore, by all the angels and saints, and all the devils in hell, that one day I would make him pay, if I had to tie the rope around his neck and kick the chair away myself.
I found an empty cubicle in the men's washroom and cried for the only mother I'd known, the kindest person in my life, who'd stood over me and tried to protect me, who I had left to her fate, my loss and guilt burning a hole through my heart. I swore again, that if it took me the rest of my life, I would find a way to repay that bastard for every cut, every bruise, every mark he'd put on that poor lady, that every tear she'd cried would be repaid with blood and pain and horror, that all the fear and anguish she had felt would be visited on him a thousand-fold.
I sat in silence through the entirety of my flight, unable to eat or drink because of my guilt at not forcing her to come with me, or taking her somewhere safe; I felt like I had abandoned her to her fate, and the guilt and misery was like an enormous knot around my heart, tightening with every passing minute. Eventually I slept, exhaustion and emotional trauma wearing me down, to dream of Barbara sitting in the front row in the school hall, watching and smiling as we stumbled and fluffed our way through 'Titus Andronicus', our drama teacher still hoping against hope she'd find the next Kenneth Branagh or Scarlett Johansson. I woke as the 'plane began its descent, the 'ping' of the seatbelt alert startling me awake. The middle-aged woman sitting next to me silently passed me a tissue with a mixed look of concern and sympathy, and I realised my cheeks were wet where I'd been crying in my sleep.
Once I cleared customs and Immigration, I looked for a 'phone desk, to try and call my mother, to introduce myself, and ask if I could come and see her. I found the Verizon desk, and dialled the number, it rang a few times and then a soft voice answered.
"Hello?"
"Hello," I replied, heart in my mouth," is this the residence of Julia Lowry?"
"Speaking, how can I help you?"
My heart leapt. "Um, hello...this is Nick Davies, I'm in New York, waiting for my connection to Albany...I wanted to come and see you if that would be alright?"
There was silence, then "Nicky! Oh my God, baby, where...how...yes, yes, of course, please, oh God, yes! When are you arriving in Albany?"
I could barely speak as I read off my ticket.
"Flight UA 4271 out of Newark, scheduled to arrive at Albany at 5:23 pm, I'll be wearing a black leather jacket and carrying a blue holdall. I'll see you then...Mother..."
"Of course Baby, I'll come get you, oh God, Nicky, I didn't know where you were, I couldn't find you...!"
I could hear tears in her voice, and I was almost in tears myself.
"I have to go, I'll miss my Shuttle, see you in an hour or so, OK?"
"OK baby, I'll...I'll see you then...!"
My head was whirling; in little more than an hour I was going to meet my mother, the woman I had been taken from because my father didn't want her to have me, not because he wanted me!
I boarded the shuttle bus for the short hop to the terminal for my flight, and waited in line to board, ticket at the ready. I boarded and, after what seemed an interminable time, the cabin crew closed and sealed the doors and we moved out to the taxi-way, engines gunning as we began the takeoff sequence.
The flight was short, slightly over an hour, and I was quickly disembarked, as I had no hold luggage to collect, and I walked through the concourse, trying to spot the face I had only seen for the first time in a photograph a couple of days ago. I spotted a medium height slender woman, hair the same colour as mine, and my heartbeat quickened. As I looked at her, she turned to face me, and I felt an immediate shock of recognition; her eyes, her nose, her ears, even her chin, were all mine, and I knew immediately, this was my mother, at last, still as beautiful as she was in the picture I had!
I know she recognised me, her hands flew to her mouth and she started running towards me, and I ran to her, to catch her and hold her tight, while she kissed me and hugged my neck almost hard enough to break it.
"Nicky, my poor baby, I never thought I'd see you again, Oh God, he took you away, he said I'd never have you back, that you were his son, not mine, that he was only taking what was his...!"
I was trying hard not to cry, and not succeeding very well. Everything about her was awakening more and more memories, her playing with me and tickling me on a mat of some sort in a big garden, swings and laughter, carrying me on her hip and tweaking my nose, kissing me goodnight, a whole cavalcade of forgotten moments suddenly reawakened and swelling through me, and I reached up on impulse and rubbed the tip of her nose with my thumb. She burst into tears at that. "Oh baby, I never thought I'd ever have you do that to me again, my poor, stolen baby, I missed you so much, I didn't know where he took you, I tried to find you, but I didn't know where to look...!"
She hugged me tightly again, making me wince as she pressed against my injuries, and drawing back with a start. "What, what happened, did someone hurt you, Nicky? Please, talk to me!" I was reluctant to talk about it, the grief over Barbara's death and my guilt still too close to the surface, but eventually it all spilled out, me crying on her as she held me. She gently unbuttoned my shirt, and hissed when she saw my torso, her liquid brown eyes suddenly flashing like polished citrines, hard and unforgiving.
"He used the buckle on you, didn't he? That was always his favourite, just to make sure he marked you properly. There's a special corner of hell for people like him, and he's already staked out his own plot; someone will fix him one day, mark my words!"
She stood up. "Come on, we're going home, your home, if you want it. You will stay with me won't you...?" I nodded. "I would love that, if you'll have me, if it's not too much trouble?"
Mother smiled. "After 19 years, I want to keep you as close as I can; I've got a lot of missing you to get over!"
We walked arm in arm to the short-stay parking garage, and climbed into a 1990 LeSabre that had definitely seen better days, the engine wheezing and hitching as we pulled away. Mother grinned apologetically.
"Sorry about the car, honey, we're not exactly living the high life right now; bills come first, so the car's a little...temperamental right now!"
I grinned at her. "Do you have any tools at your home, Mother?" I asked her.
"Sure, my husband's old tool chest is in the garage, why?"
"Because I'm a qualified Automotive Mechanic, well, barely, the ink's not quite dry, but I may be able to do something with this old beauty!" She smiled a big, lovely smile at me.
"Really honey? Because I've been driving on the edge of calamity with my baby here for months now, I can't afford the mechanic to fix her, so..."
"Sure thing, just let me get some rest and I'll see what I can do!" I smiled.
After training on the endlessly complicated European cars infesting the roads in England, as well as the multitude of design variants each manufacturer came out with every year, I was itching to get my hands on a big, powerful, uncomplicated American road-machine like this lovely old LeSabre.
"Mother, you mentioned a husband, are you...?"
She looked sad for a moment. "No honey, my husband died four years ago, it's just me and Ashley now. And you can call me Mom, honey, no need for formality. You used to call me Mommy!" she said, tears in her voice again
Oh yes, Barbara had mentioned that mum had gotten pregnant.
"So Ashley, is that a boy or a girl?" I asked, unsure, as it's a unisex name in England.
"She's a girl, your little sister, or perhaps not so little, she's eighteen now, be nineteen soon; she's with friends now, she should be home tonight. You'll like her, she's a good kid!"
We arrived at Mom's house, a medium-sized 3 bedroom ranch-style house in a nice looking neighborhood, with a small yard and a drive-in garage, not exactly ramshackle, but definitely not in the same class as the extensively remodelled homes surrounding it. We jumped out and mum led the way in. The house was neat and clean, but decidedly shabby; obviously money was being spent on the essentials, and there was none to spare for fripperies; I decided I'd better get a job as a priority if I was going to stay here.



"Mother...Mom, I need to sort out a job, what do I need to do to enter the job market?"
Mum poked her head out from the kitchen.
"Don't worry honey, once you've settled in we'll go down to the Social Security Administration, get your Social Security number issued, then we'll have to go over to the Department of Labor, get your qualifications assessed. If you got them from a college in England, then it should be accredited, then the next step is to actually find a job. That's when the fun starts!"
I sat down gingerly; the drive had aggravated all my cuts and bruises, and mum noticed.
"Baby, take off your shirt, I want to look at your back!"
She appeared with a bottle of something and some cotton wool. I carefully took off my jacket and shirt, as the cuts had been bleeding, and my shirt had stuck to me in places. I took it off and whistled at the amount of blood caked on the inside of it, before wondering what my back looked like.
"OK baby, face away from me!" said mum, and again she hissed as she saw my back. "Oh Jesus, what a mess!"
"What does it look like?" I asked, and she replied, "Not good, but it'll clean up. Now this is going to sting a little, can't be helped, I have to clean this up, so yell if you have to!"
She wasn't joking when she said it was going to sting; it felt like I was being branded, and she kept dropping bloody swatches of cotton wool into the waste bin at my feet, muttering and cursing under her breath all the while.
"OK Nicky, all done, go put on a loose shirt, and don't lean back against anything, and tonight, sleep on your front. Now, are you hungry?"
Mom had put on a lovely thick beef stew, hot and filling. I'd not eaten anything since lunch the day before and I hadn't realised how ravenous I was, and she just kept filling my plate. I'd never eaten so well or so much; my father believed in moderation in all things, so meals tended to be frugal and uninteresting, cheap ingredients and minimal cooking to save fuel costs.
When we finished, I helped her clear up and wash-up, and she looked at my back again, as blood was still seeping through my shirt, and as I pulled my shirt off over my head a voice behind me said "Hi mom, what's for din...Holy shit, what the fuck happened to you?" I whirled around and the girl standing there hissed like Mom. "What the fuck did that to you?" she gasped.
"Ashley!" snapped mum, "I told you about language like that!"
Ashley stared at me. "Mom, who's this, and what's he doing half-naked in our house?"
Mum sat her down. "Ashley, meet Nicky Davies...my son. Nicky, this is my daughter, Ashley, your sister."
Ashley stared at me, her eyes widening and her mouth forming an 'O' of shock. "The boy you told me about, the one who disappeared? How did he...I mean...?"
Mom held my hand. "Nicky found out about me two days ago, he's been living in England, his father took him there, never told him about me, so he when he found out, he came home!" she was crying now.
"Mom, look at him! He looks like he's been horse-whipped! What the hell happened to him?"
I spoke up. "My father decided to beat up his wife, my step-mother, I tried to stop him, and..."
Ashley looked at me, eyes welling up. "Dear God, your father did this?" she whispered, "What about her, what happened to her?"
I was having a real problem getting the words out now"She tried to protect me, but we both got a beating anyway. She gave me the information about Mom, took me to the train station, and that's the last time I saw her alive; she got me out of there, and then she killed herself, it was all over the news when I got to the airport. That's what my father made her do." Tears were running down my face now, as I relived the guilt and shame. "I should have tried harder to bring her with me, get her out of there; if I had, she'd be alive now, it's my fault she killed herself, I should have made her come with me, I should have dragged her away...!"
Ashley took my hand, hugged me. "No, not true, you tried, but she wanted to do that, she wanted to escape, and you couldn't have stopped her; at least she helped you escape, at least she got you out of there first!"
All I wanted to do was sit in a corner and cry, too much had happened in the last 48 hours, and I was still processing where I was, who I was with, the emotional pummelling of the last couple of days finally caught up with me, I saw the floor rise up and that was all I remembered.
+++
When I awoke, the sunlight coming in the window had that fresh brightness that said 'early morning' and when I checked my watch I saw it was indeed just after 7am. I could smell coffee, and that more than anything else woke me up. I seemed to be in a girl's bedroom, frilly and pink were the general tone of the place, and I'd been lying on a sheet, probably placed there to prevent me bleeding all over the bedding; it was blood-smeared, but not as much as my shirt had been, so perhaps the bleeding had stopped now. I was in just my shorts, so someone had brought me in here and undressed me. Finding my jeans and shoes, I slipped them on and went to find the coffee.
I found Ashley curled up on the couch in the living room, looking massively cute in baggy pyjamas, watching cartoons with a big mug of coffee. She grinned at me "Hi Nick, you want a coffee? We haven't any tea, you know, and I know that's what you Brits like first thing, eh what, what?" she teased. "Love the accent, by the way!"
I grinned at her. "I'm not English, I'm an American, just like you; I was born in St Peter's, right here in Albany, although I only found that out a couple of days ago!"
Ashley smiled back. She really was stunning, mid-length, light coppery auburn hair in a casual twist over her shoulder, smoky green eyes, clear, fair skin with just a dusting of freckles across her small snub nose, and a rosebud mouth with rosy pink full lips, and from what I remembered from yesterday, a slim, lithe figure. "See anything you like?" she asked me in a teasing tone, and I realised I'd been assessing the hottie-quotient of my own little sister.
My face and ears felt hot, clear evidence I was blushing, and her grin grew even wider.
"Mom says you're some kind of hot-shot mechanic; think you can do anything with that shit-heap parked out front?"
Her smile was challenging, and I grinned.
"I can try. Mother...Mom said there's tools and stuff in the garage, can I use them?"
"I don't know, can you?" she grinned back, so I poured myself a coffee and went to see what was there. I was pleasantly surprised to see a proper mechanics tool-chest, fully stocked with everything I would need, and a rack full of spares for the LeSabre; obviously Mom's late husband had been planning a major overhaul of the car before he'd passed away.
I started the car and listened to the various groans, clanks, wheezes and rattles, mentally made a list of what I thought needed doing, and made a start on that lovely classic 3800 V6 engine, working methodically, logically, as I had been taught, addressing each issue in sequence. I worked happily, stopping now and then to chug down the coffee Mom or Ashley brought out to me, until I felt I'd gone as far as I could without a complete shop and pit. Mom came out and leaned on the car, looking closely at me.
"Would you like something to eat, honey, you've only been out here for nine hours!" she grinned, and I gaped; I was so lost in playing with this classic that the time had just run away from me.
"I think I'm about done. The silencer, I mean muffler needs replacing, I'll get one ordered, tomorrow I want to replace the brake pads, so I'll need her for a couple of hours, if possible, and the air-con needs re-gassing, so I'll have to find somewhere to get that done, but other than that, she should be roadworthy. Want to try her?"
She jumped in and started her up, no clonking or timing misfires, no wheezing, and when she pulled away, she did so without hitching or stalling. I love big lazy V6 engines, but hardly ever got to work on them in England, the cost of fuel there is so high that V6's & V8's are just too expensive to run.
Mom came back around the corner, parked up and slid out. "Honey, I think you just earned a special dinner tonight, what do you want?" she grinned.
"Dinner's on me Mom, you tell me where you want to go!" I still had more than $11,000 burning a hole in my pocket, and I wanted to treat my new-found family.
Ashley ambled on out. "How'd he do, Mom, did he get this shit-box off death-row?" she smiled, and Mom, tweaked my ear.
"That he did, Ashley, you have a very talented big brother!"
Ashley leaned up and kissed me on the cheek. "Thanks, Nicky, we depend on that car, and you really made a difference!"
My cheek burned where she'd kissed me, and I felt a frisson pass through me. I think she did too, because her eyes widened for a second, and she blushed prettily before turning away in confusion.
She tugged me back inside, and I have to admit, my eyes were fixed on her lovely rump, cute and round and shapely in her sprayed-on jeans, and the way she swayed as she moved, her cheeks switching as she walked, was truly entrancing. I washed-up with the can of mechanic's soap I found in the garage, and slumped down on the couch.
I barley saw Ashley for the rest of the day – she seemed to be occupied in her room, and so Mom and I chatted around sandwiches about my life in England, school and college, which caused some confusion at first. Americans seem to equate 'college' with 'university', whereas in the UK, there are Technical Colleges, and Universities, each completely different from the other. Technical Colleges teach craft skills, universities are more academic than anything. I ended up explaining my qualifications, or trying to, until Mom held up her hands in surrender. "Let the people at the Employment Office work it out, Nick, you lost me with all the British talk!" she laughed.
Eventually I dozed, waking when Ashley sat down on the couch next me and flicked on the TV.
I tried to make conversation. "So Ashley, do you have a boyfriend or fiance?" and her face flushed. "No, nothing like that."
I persisted. "I find that hard to believe. I hope you won't think this is weird, but I think you're a beautiful girl, you should be fighting them off..."
The expression on her face was unreadable, but her voice was steady. "I said no. There's no-one around here for me. Just let it drop, Nicky!"
I thought that was a most peculiar statement for such a hot girl, and looked curiously at her. "What's the problem, Ashley, I'm just trying to understand why a girl who looks like you should feel so unwanted!"
She came and sat on the chair opposite me. "OK, you want to know why, I'll tell you why. This is a wealthy neighborhood, do we look rich? This house is the wrong side of the tracks, I'm from the wrong side of the tracks, and as far as the neighbors are concerned, we're one step away from trailer-trash. My daddy was ill for a very long time, and all our money went for his treatment until we had none left, and then everything else went, until this was all that was left and this is how we have to live. We used to be part of this neighborhood, until we lost everything, now we're nobody, just a fucking embarrassment, disturbing their perfect, Martha Stewart, white picket-fence lives, so they don't see us, they just wish we'd go away. When I went to my junior Prom, Mom bought me a dress from a thrift shop, took it in, sewed sequins and changed the hem, added pieces on, made it look really nice, but one of the other girls recognized it as a dress she'd given to Thrift, she told everyone, and they all laughed at me, everyone laughed at me, even the chaperones. They called me Rag-Doll, Dumpster-Diver, Raggedy-Ann, they hurt me, and they laughed at me; for years I had no friends in High School, no-one wanted to be seen with Rag-Doll, even now the only friends I have are the other outcasts and losers. You may have been born here, but you're not from here, and you don't understand what this is about, that anyone can do what they like to me, so no, Nicky, there's no-one in this fucking town for me, OK, did you get that, can I go now?"
She was furious, and I mentally kicked myself for making her tell me about something that obviously hurt her deeply. She stood up and stalked out of the room and into her bedroom, the door slamming behind her.
"You had no way of knowing, Nicky." said Mom behind me, and I spun round to see her looking sad. "When she was little, she had everything, and she saw it all go, and she couldn't understand why no more vacations, no more Birthday and Christmas parties, no more sleep-over's, no more pool parties at her friends' houses. After her father got sick, his business failed, and our savings, insurance, everything, ran out, and I had to go back to work just so we could eat; Ashley knows I'm the only mother in the neighborhood who actually needs to work, and all I could find is a part-time job, so we live the best way we can. This house never used to be like this, but with no money to keep it up, well...
When you used to be somebody, it's a real shock to find out what the bottom of the tree really looks like, and it's been hard on her. Her High School days should have been the best time of her life, instead it was a nightmare for her, and it's my fault. I just wanted her to have just one nice thing, some nice memories after her father got so sick, but it all went so wrong, and you just got the edge of it; I'm sorry, Nicky."
I felt like shit. All I wanted to do was compliment my frankly gorgeous sister, and instead I'd raked up a past she was desperately trying to forget.
Mom came closer, kissed me gently on the cheek. "I think you need to eat something before you fall over, so go and get Ashley, she'll be OK in a minute, and let's go find someplace good for dinner!"
I smiled and went to Ashley's door, knocked gently. "Ashley, it's me, Nicky. If I ask you nicely, will you have dinner with me, please?"
I heard some faint noises from inside and then her door opened, her eyes reddened where she'd obviously been crying. I wanted to say something first, though.
"Ashley, I'm sorry for pushing like that, I had no business prying, or upsetting you. I'm sorry, please forgive me, I won't do that again. Please have dinner with me, let me apologize for upsetting you."
She smiled back at me. "Nicky, I'm sorry, you didn't know, how could you? I would love to have dinner with you, you smooth-talking Englishman you! Where are you taking me?"
I smiled. "It's your choice, anyplace you like, sky's the limit, besides, it's not like I actually know any good places here!"
"Italian?"
"Italian!" I agreed, and so we rejoined Mom, Ashley with her arm through mine.
"Mom, we're going to DaVinci's, Nicky wants to eat Italian, and it's been too long since I had Osso Buco Milanese, so let's go!"
Mom drove across town, and I was pleased to note the car seemed to be humming like a top. We went into what looked like a very popular Trattoria, were seated and placed our orders, and drank soda's while we waited for our meal. Mom excused herself, and Ashley and I were talking when she paled. "Oh no," she breathed, "Monica Delucci, of all the people to walk in, it had to be her!" I asked her why, and Ashley told me she was the one who nicknamed her 'Rag-Doll'.
"Quick, Nicky, pretend you're my boyfriend, please, just do it now!" I wrapped my arm around her shoulder, but she squirmed around and kissed me on the lips, her hands on either side of my face.
"Well looky here, Raggedy-Ann got herself a boyfriend!" said the blowsy looking, piggy-eyed chubby girl approaching our table with a malicious grin pasted on her doughy face.
I decided that now was the time to be Über-English, and in my best phony Hugh Grant accent said to Ashley "Who is this...person, Darling Girl, and why is she dressed so badly, surely mirrors are available absolutely everywhere – is she doing it for a dare?"
Monica flushed, while the people at the adjacent table grinned broadly.
She tried gamely to recover; "So who's the Englishman then, Raggedy-Ann?", and I decided to go for the throat.
"Really, Ashley, Darling, I thought you had better taste in friends. How very boorish, to interrupt us at dinner like this! Whoever you are, young woman... if indeed, you are a woman...please go away, you're disturbing me; after all, I don't turn off the Red Light when you're working!" The people at the next table burst out laughing, and the blowsy girl flushed, going scarlet when I spoke in a piercing aside to Ashley "and such dreadfully bad taste in clothes, really, doesn't she know people can see her, is she colour-blind...?"
Monica waddled off, half the people in the restaurant grinning broadly at her, and Ashley spun in her seat and hugged me. "Oh God, Nicky, that was so cool, thank you for squashing that bitch, she's had it coming for years!" Before I knew it, she'd kissed me again, only this time she slid her tongue between my lips and against mine, holding the back of my head, kissing me just slightly longer than would be proper for a sisterly kiss, and as for the tongue thing...
She broke and stared at me as I stared at her, then she slowly smiled and licked her lips, and hugged me again. "I think I'm going to like having my big brother around!" she whispered in my ear, before lightly licking my earlobe and giving me a minxy grin.
Just then Mom turned up, and seated herself. "You both look extremely pleased with yourselves, did something happen? Come on, what have I missed?"
Ashley's eyes danced with glee. "That fat bitch Monica Delucci tried to put me down and Nicky squashed her; he went all English on her, and shut down her fat face properly, the whole place was laughing at her!"
Mom grinned at me and took my hand. "Thank you Nicky, I knew you'd be good for Ashley!"
I smiled at Ashley. "Nobody puts my kid sister down, not while I'm around!"
Just then dinner arrived, and we set to. I hadn't realised just how ravenous I was until that slab of lasagne was slid in front of me, and it tasted divine. Even with all his money, my father had seldom splashed out on treats like this, so I had only ever eaten the sad and dejected lasagne they served in the school cafeterias; now, to eat the real thing, it was just amazing, the different tastes and textures like nothing I had ever eaten before.
Ashley smiled at me. "That good, huh?" as I forked it into my mouth, chasing the last of the sauce with a piece of cornbread, convinced I'd died and gone to heaven.
Mom leaned back, her Spaghetti Carbonara just a distant memory. "Thank you, Nicky; I can't remember the last time we ate out, this is a meal we'll remember for a long time."
I cocked an eye at her. "Mom, if I can get a job, I'll take you to dinner at least once a week, that's a promise!"
She smiled. "Ooh, I might just hold you to that, Nicky! I could get used to this!"
We sat and chatted some more, and then Mom pushed her chair away. "Well, kids, we have to call it a night, I have work in the morning, so why don't we head home and get some rest? You've had a long day, Nicky; you look about done-in."
The waiter brought our bill, and I settled up, and we headed back home, Ashley electing to ride in the back with me, her hand in mine and her head resting against my shoulder, snuggled up against me.
When we got home, Mom showed me to my room, sparsely furnished with a box spring and frame bed and a small closet, which was fine because all I owned in the world was in my holdall, so I had no pressing need for closet space. I kissed Mom good night, and she went of to her room. I was just putting my things away when I heard my door opening, and there stood Ashley, wearing a long T-shirt and baggy pyjama bottoms.



"Hello Nicky, I just came to see if you were OK in here, and to thank you for being my knight in shining armour!"
I smiled at her. "No thanks needed, you're my kid sister, and I'm happy to be your knight in shining armour, 'Sans peur et sans reproche', all dragon-slaying free of charge for you, milady!"
She smiled but persisted with what she wanted to say.
"No Nicky, it's more than that; it feels safer having a man in the house again; ever since daddy died, Mom and I have been alone; if anything bad happened to us, we had no-one to protect us, but I know Mom feels safe again, for the first time in four years. She usually sleeps on a hair-trigger, but last night was the first real rest she's had since daddy died, and it's because of you. Plus the whole 'having you back' thing, her mind's really at peace for the first time in a very long time, so thank you for that; for making us feel safe, and giving Mom some peace of mind at last."
To my surprise, I could see she was almost in tears, and I held out my arms to her, and she came and hugged me, being careful not to hug me too tight, her head buried in my chest.
"Mom was always afraid we'd get robbed, or worse, someone looking for some helpless women, she was terrified of that, so was I, and I know no-one around here would help us, so I'm just so thankful you came home, even if it wasn't the way it should have been!"
I was horrified that the women in my family were so vulnerable, so frightened, so alone, that there was no-one they could depend on. Well, now they had me, and I would protect them. I tilted her head up, and was shocked and distressed to see tears in her eyes, and need for reassurance written on her face.
"Ashley, I will never let anything happen to you or Mom. I'll make sure you and Mom are safe, I promise! Tomorrow, we're going to find a hardware store, and we're getting some proper locks and security hardware, and we'll fit them so you can sleep secure in your bed. OK?"
Ashley looked up at me. "Thank you for coming home just when we needed you, Nicky, you really are a godsend." She looked so sweet, so vulnerable, I bent down to kiss her forehead, brotherly and proper, but she tilted her head up to me and pressed her lips to mine, kissing me properly, and I kissed her back, enjoying the feel of her lips against mine, her body pressed against mine, her sweet breath on me as she broke our kiss to rapidly kiss me on my face, my neck, my throat, and again my lips, her tongue darting in and out of my mouth, fencing with my tongue as I tasted her again, feeling myself harden as she moved against me. Ashley hugged me and held her head against my chest, like she was listening to my heartbeat, and spoke softly.
"Nicky, can I stay with you tonight, please? Just ...stay, nothing else, I just want to feel safe again, like when my daddy was still here."
My heart broke open and bled for her, and there was nothing I could say except "Yes, of course, stay tonight, stay as many nights as you need, whatever it takes to make you feel safe. You just rest now, OK?"
She climbed into the bed, and wrapped the covers around herself, and I lay on top of the covers, with my arm around her. She immediately squirmed right up against me, and, with a happy sigh, closed her eyes, and was asleep in a couple of minutes. I lay awake for a while, trying to sort out how I felt about this girl who had become a part of my life so suddenly. I knew intellectually that she was my sister, but another, more visceral part of me wanted to ignore that altogether, it just wanted her, and I was feeling very conflicted about it. The truth was, I had no experience of her as a sister, we had no history whatsoever as siblings. All I knew was Ashley, the very pretty, no make that beautiful, girl I had just met, and I was enormously attracted to her, and found it remarkably easy to discount the sister aspect of her completely. I wondered how, if ever, I could be more than her older brother to her. She appeared to be opening the door for me, but maybe I was just misreading her intentions –my experience with girls wasn't exactly extensive, and I needed some guidance here, but from whom? My mother? Not very likely! I fell asleep pondering this puzzle that was Ashley Lowry.
I woke with the lark, my watch said 5:30 and I lay there, with an unfortunate morning erection pressed hard into Ashley's rump as she spooned up against me. I tried thinking about doing the work on the car, hoping to make it go down, or at least back off a little, as I was dying for a pee, but it had no real effect. I was desperately doing my French grammar exercises, conjugating verbs in the hope of distracting myself, when I saw Mom, smiling at me through the open door. That immediately had the desired effect, oh yes!
"So she stayed here last night, then?" she whispered, and I smiled and nodded.
"She was frightened; she asked if she could, I couldn't very well say no, so..."
Ashley stirred and opened one eye. "Could you two please save this for later, I'm trying to sleep!" before patting me on the hip and rolling over to go back to sleep.
I got up as gently as possible so as not to disturb her further, and found the bathroom, then followed Mom into the sitting room.
She was making coffee, and brought me a cup, sitting down next to me. "I'm glad you're here, Nicky, Ashley already feels safer in her home; she's been afraid for a long time now, ever since..."
I felt a cold hand on me. "Ever since what, Mom?" I asked, suddenly afraid I already knew the answer.
Mom sat down, and looked at me. "She was...attacked, outside, two years ago, a boy followed her home and grabbed her on the porch, dragged her out back, and ...and..." she stopped, swallowed, and continued. "The police found no useable evidence, he used a condom, so no DNA, and she's been hurting and terrified ever since. My daughter was raped because I couldn't do anything to protect her!"
I nearly blacked-out with the shock. My sister, my kid sister, abducted off her own porch and raped, and no-one could do anything about it! That's what she'd meant when she'd said anyone could do what they liked to her! I was outraged, horror-struck, nearly blinded with anger; I'd only been home a few days, but already my protective instincts were kicking –in, and my rage towered inside me, my whole body trembling as I fought for balance, trying to suppress the urge to go looking for him, find him, whoever he was, and throw him around until I'd broken every bone in his body, beat him into a quivering mass of flesh, crush him to pulp with my bare hands.
Suddenly Mom was there, holding me tight, waiting for the rage to subside, smoothing my hair, talking urgently to me.
"Stop it Nicky, leave it, it's gone now, please baby, calm down, it's in the past, you're here now, and she's safe, she's got you to protect her now, that's what matters, please, baby, stop this, don't be the man your father is!"
That brought me up short; blind, unreasoning rage was one of my father's trademarks, and I would rather burn in hell than become in any way like him. Mom felt me relax as her words penetrated the haze of anger and outrage, and suddenly I was back in the room with her, muscles twitching in reaction as I relaxed, tears welling up as I thought of that poor, vulnerable girl and the shocking violation she'd endured, the theft of her most basic right; the right to say 'no'.
"Mom, I promised her I'd protect both of you. Today I'll be fitting new locks and hardware around the house, make this place as secure as I know how, so at least you can sleep easy at night. I'll always be here for both of you, I'm so sorry I wasn't here for you before. If I'd known about you, known how alone and frightened you were, I'd have come to you years ago, please believe me!"
Mom hugged me. "I know, Nicky, I'm just grateful you're here now, my family is back together again, that's all that matters to me."
"So what's with the love-fest?" said a sleepy voice from the doorway, and I looked round to see Ashley, hair dishevelled but looking adorable, standing in the doorway, eyes still sleepy."I'm trying to sleep, but you two yakking in here is keeping me awake!"
Mom grinned. "A miracle, she's up before 11 o'clock!"
Ashley sat down next to me, leaning against me with her head against my shoulder and her arm through mine, and I instinctively moved my arm to put it around her, hugging her close to me so she could cuddle up against me on the couch, tucking her feet up under her. She pulled my head down and kissed me on the cheek, whispering "Hi, Big Boy!" as she did, and I felt my face and ears heat up again as I blushed.
Mom looked at me, then at Ashley. "Baby, Nick knows, I told him; I thought he should know."
Ashley looked up at me with those luminous smoky green eyes of hers, and said in a small voice "So now you know; now do you think I'm trash, too?"
I nearly choked with all the things I wanted to say, and I hugged her to me, fiercely, protectively. "Ashley, I could never, would never, think that of you; you're my little sister, and my job is to protect you, no matter what. I wasn't here to look out for you before, and I'm so sorry, but I'm here now, and I'll never let anyone hurt you again, I swear!"
She reached up and pulled me down to kiss me on the cheek again. "Thank you Nicky, I'm glad my big brother came home at last!"
Mom got up and stretched. "I have to get to work, if anyone wants breakfast, now's the time to ask, otherwise I'm getting a shower."
There were no takers, so Mom went to the bathroom and I remained seated, nursing my coffee while Ashley snoozed against me. I thought she'd probably be more comfortable in her bed, but when I tried to get her to move, she just hugged herself closer to me, muttering adorably, and refused to wake up, so I sat there, in my shorts, waiting for her to waken so I could get a shower.
Mom left before 7 am; even though it was Sunday, it was month-end and she had to sort out the payroll at the firm she worked at part-time, and she told me she'd be back late. Kissing her fingertip and touching it to Ashley's forehead, and doing the same to me, she left for work. I was happy to sit there for a while and finish my coffee, but my arm was beginning to go dead from her weight against me.
"Ashley, Ashley, time to get up!" I tried whispering loudly, hoping to rouse her, but she seemed determined to sleep through anything I had to say, so, in desperation, I reached across and pinched her on her pneumatic little backside. That did the trick, as her eyelids slammed open and she gave a little cry as she started up.
"Sorry Ashley", I said "My arm went to sleep, it was really uncomfortable, I tried waking you but..."
She grinned. "That's OK, Nick, you can pinch my butt anytime you like!"
That was a little unexpected, not to say strange, but I couldn't help smiling at her cheeky grin. "Now you're awake, do you want some breakfast, or do you want to go back to your room?"
"Take me to my room, please, Nicky!" she smiled, so I handed her up from the couch and took her hand to lead the way.
"No, I meant take me, you know, carry me!" Feeling faintly ridiculous, I picked her up, marvelling at how little she weighed, and carried her to her bedroom and laid her down on her bed.
"Thank you Nicky, now you shall claim your reward, good sir knight!" she grinned, and as I wondered what she was talking about, she hooked her arms around my neck and pulled me down to her, kissing me again like she'd done last night, lips parted and gentle against mine, her tongue gently probing my mouth. I have to say, it was a very enjoyable kiss, the fact that she was beautiful, and very sexy, adding enormously to my enjoyment!
I suddenly realised what I was doing, and pulled away, stuttering apologies for taking advantage of her, but she just put her finger on my lips.
"Shush, Nicky, I wanted to do that again ever since last night, so don't apologize, I liked it!"
I was a little confused now; she was my sister, and she wanted to kiss me; what was wrong with that statement?
"Umm, Ashley, I really don't think we should do that, it's...wrong, not normal, not what brothers and sisters do...!" She just grinned at me, her grin getting wider as I stumbled over what I was trying to say. Finally I dried up, and just looked at her helplessly.
"OK, are you finished?" she asked, and I nodded mutely. "Good, my turn. Nicky, for a long time I pretended that my big brother would come home one day, save Mom and me, be the man of the house and keep us safe. You came home, and you were as handsome, and as nice as I'd imagined, and you were my Prince Charming on his white horse when I needed him, saving me from the wicked witch, and you were a perfect gentleman, you made me feel safe and protected no matter how badly you were hurting inside. I kissed you last night to welcome you home, and to thank you for coming back to us, and because I wanted to. And I liked it, and I wanted to do it again, so now I want you to kiss me, or I'm going to kiss you. Now come up here, and sit next to me, because either way, it's going to happen!"
I was a feeling a little shell-shocked, and so I sat on her bed, resting against the headboard, and made no protest when she kissed me again, and it was as good as the last time. She seemed to be making an all-out effort to kiss me properly, and it was a wonderful kiss. I felt myself responding, and I slid my arms around her to hold her close as I kissed her back, feeling her yielding softness against me. She broke our kiss to grin impishly at me. "There now, that wasn't so bad, was it?" and I had to agree; not bad at all, which made what I had to say doubly-hard.
She leaned over to kiss me again, and I held her off, while I looked her in the eyes.
"Ashley, where are you going with this?" I asked her, "Because if you just want sex, then perhaps we should call it quits right now. I won't lie; I'm enormously attracted to you, I could seriously fall for you, and if you don't feel the same way, then please don't take it any further; I'm not sure what I want from you, but it's more than just sex, and if you got the wrong idea, that I just wanted a bit of fun, then I'm sorry, I didn't mean to mislead you. There has to be more, I want more than just a bit of slap and tickle, and if you feel the same way, then perhaps we can make a go of with this, otherwise I have to leave, now; I'm sorry, but that's just the way I'm made, and I don't want to hurt you!"
She suddenly slid onto my lap, straddling me with her hands on either side of my face, holding me.
"Nick, when I first saw you I thought you were the handsomest, most charming, nicest boy I had ever met, and I was delighted you were my big brother, come home at last. With all that happened to you, your only thoughts were for your family, for that poor lady in England, and when you cried for her because you couldn't save her, well, I melted inside when I heard that, when I saw how caring and good you were. I thought you were sexy, and beautiful, and something deep down inside clicked and I knew you were the one for me! You make me feel safe, and loved, and protected, and you do that just by being near me, and I want that feeling to keep on happening. I admire you for what you just said; not many other people would have had the character to do and say that, and that just makes me want you more. You are a very sexy guy, did you know that?"
Now she was pulling me closer for another wonderful kiss, her tongue soft and gently probing against mine, her lips soft and gentle but insistent, and her body slim and supple to hold as we kissed, no more misgivings or doubts. Something was definitely happening further south, and she was well aware of it, sliding back and forth in my lap, rubbing herself against me, teasing me and making my burgeoning erection harder and more obvious. As my erection swelled, so her movements became more insistent, and her breathing started to hitch as she became more aroused. I realised what she was doing, and almost stopped breathing, I was so anxious not to break her concentration. She broke our kiss again to throw her head back, her cheeks flushing and her eyes closed as she squirmed and rubbed on me, until her body went rigid, and her eyes snapped open, and she gave a sobbing groan as she climaxed, keeping up her rubbing motion to extend her orgasm. I wasn't a virgin, although not vastly experienced, but I knew my way around a seduction routine, and this was the first time I'd been ambushed, and it was a doozy!
At last her breathing returned to normal, and she smiled at me, tears in her eyes.
"I did it, Nicky, Oh God, I really did it! I didn't think I could, not ever again!"
She glued her lips to mine again for a long and very satisfying kiss, before jumping off me and pulling me upright and off the bed. She began pulling off her pyjama bottoms, and I stopped her.
"Did what, Ashley, what do you mean?" I asked, and she smiled at me, a truly beautiful, happy, dazzling smile.
"I came, silly! All because of you! Ever since I was raped, I never thought I could have that again, but you made it happen for me!"
She carried on pulling off her pyjamas,
"Ashley, what do you think you're you doing?" I asked her. She grinned that grin again. "Getting naked Nicky, what does it look like, aren't you going to join me?"
I watched her as she finished pulling off her pyjama pants to reveal small tight pink cotton panties with a large damp patch around the crotch area. When she pulled off her top, I almost groaned at the sight. She had small but perfectly-formed breasts, 32B maybe, high and firm, tipped with delectable rose-pink nipples at least half an inch long, just begging to be pulled and sucked, and all I could think was, sister or no, I wanted her, the realisation that I was falling for this girl suddenly rising up and slamming into me, catching me almost unawares.
She grinned as I caught her up and pressed my lips to hers, her arms going around my neck as she ground herself against me, my hands sliding down to cup her tight buttocks and pull her in closer to me. I slid my hands inside her panties to feel her smooth skin and hooked the waistband to edge them down, getting them past her thighs before she stepped away from me to slide them off and stand before me naked and gorgeous, her shaven pussy bare and smooth, the lips just visible as she stood.
"Your turn, Nick!" she grinned, and I obliged, sliding down my shorts and kicking them away, Ashley stepping close to me again, her hands fondling me as she kissed me, one small hand rubbing and pumping my solidly erect cock while the other gently cupped and massaged my scrotum. I backed up to the bed, and she pushed me lightly, causing me to sit down, and she pushed me over backwards, grinning all the while, as she climbed onto the bed and hooked a finger at me. I needed no further encouragement, and swung up on the bed to lie next to her, enjoying the sight of her nakedness and the silky smooth feel of her supple, sexy body.
Ashley lay on her side, smiling at me as I drank in the sight of her, before I pulled her closer to me, my head dipping down to suck and lap at her lovely sexy nipples, feeling them become taut and rubbery against my tongue and lips, and when I gently rubbed them with my teeth, she groaned and held my head in place as she quivered and writhed against me.
She pulled away from me and gently urged me onto my back, climbing on top of me and kissing me again, her tongue probing and rubbing against mine, while I found her buttocks and slid my hands into the warm cleft, gently brushing her anal pucker and sliding further, to rub gently at her slit, feeling the wetness as her juices flowed and dampened her labia, lubricating her and making her ready.



Ashley sat up astride me, smiling mysteriously, and reached back to hold my cock as she raised up and slowly slid herself onto it. I don't have a huge cock, but neither do I have a pencil-dick; I would describe it, at seven inches, as better than average, but not excessively so, but it is thick, and Ashley was feeling it as she ground herself down onto me, her eyes narrowing in concentration as she gingerly slid herself onto me. When she'd finished, she began slowly rising and falling, pumping herself on me, her pussy tight and wet and hot, the friction against my cock delightful.
I clamped my hands on her delectable backside, squeezing and massaging the taut firm globes as she pumped above me, before switching my attention to her breasts, lightly pinching and twirling her nipples and massaging the firm little mounds of flesh, her eyes closing and her neck and chest flushing as her arousal climbed. I began thrusting into her as she continued to pump herself onto me, grinding her clitoris against me on the down-stroke, working herself up as she rode me. We began to pick up the pace, feeling the need to orgasm, her breath coming in shorter and shorter gasps as she rode me faster and faster, and my hips thrusting harder and harder as I tried to keep pace with her. Ashley came with a loud and heartfelt groan, her pussy walls clasping me tight as they convulsed around me, her orgasm pulsing in her cervix against me, and I gasped out "Ash, I'm ...oh God ...I'm gonna come...!" She slumped down onto me, her lips seeking out mine as she moaned, "Yes, do it, Nicky, do it, come inside me...!" and with that I spurted jet after jet of sperm deep into her, my orgasm triggering another series of orgasmic waves in her, the pulsations in her vagina milking my cock as I sprayed her insides with my spunk, my hands clutching her buttocks tightly as I continued to empty my cock into her.
At last I stopped ejaculating, and the rhythmic waves in her vagina died away, Ashley still lying on me, her body quivering and trembling as the aftershocks of her orgasm slowly died away.
"What did you do to me, you naughty Englishman, you!" she grinned. "Not English...American!" I panted, smiling at her impish grin. She must have seen something change in my expression as a sudden chilling thought flashed across my mind now that I was thinking with my brain again, as she picked-up on what had just occurred to me; that I had come in my sister, and I hadn't even asked if she was protected, just fired on all barrels!
Ashley grinned at me. "Don't worry, Nicky, I'm on the pill! After what happened, Mom was taking no chances. We can do this as many times as we like!"
She dismounted me as I breathed a huge sigh of relief, and slumped gracefully down on the bed next to me, tracing the bruises on my side and stomach, checking the state of the open cuts and score-marks.
I hugged her to me, basking in my realisation that she had caught me, that I was hers now, feeling foolish and happy and a multitude of other emotions as her warmth and beauty mesmerised me; she really was an absolute stunner, and she was mine!
She looked pensively at me for a moment, and seemed to come to a decision. "So, what's he like, Nicky, your father, I mean, what's he like?
I thought for a second, mentally switching-tracks from her to thinking about my dog-cock father. "Driven, grasping, cheap, greedy, obsessed with money but never actually spends any, vicious, violent, believes that rules, of society, good behaviour, common politeness, don't apply to people like him. He's not a good person, or a good man. But, there must have been something about him once, otherwise Mother...Mom would never have married someone like that, so maybe he changed. I know he used to beat her, that's probably why she...did what she did."
Ashley looked up at me with an interested expression.
"What did she do, Nicky?"
I was uneasy about telling her this, this was rightfully a story Mom should be telling her.
"Nicky, does this have something to do with daddy?" Now she was looking agitated.
"Look Ashley," I began, "this is not really mine to tell, and I would be guessing at half of it; perhaps you should ask Mom when she gets home. What I will tell you is that what she did probably saved her life, knowing my father, and yes, I think it does have something to do with your father. More than that I can't say, because I honestly don't know. What little I've told you I only learned the day before I came to America, so there's some big gaps there."
Ashley looked steadily at me. " OK Nick, you're right, I'll ask her!"
With that, she sat up, her lovely little breasts jiggling delightfully, my gaze drawn to them.
She smiled again. "Like the girls, do you?" and I nodded, grinning happily, watching her as she stretched like a cat, her lithe, limber young body glowing with health and vitality, and I thought I'd never seen a more beautiful sight.
"Ash, can I ask you a question, and if you tell me to mind my own business I'll completely understand."
She nodded. "Ask away, I'll try and answer, but I'm not promising anything!"
"So, after what ...happened to you, were you not...afraid to, you know, with a man, because of what he did to you?"
Ashley leaned on my chest, looked into my eyes with her beautiful luminous malachite eyes and pursed her lips.
"Nick, Nicky, today, just now, I did what I did because I wanted to, not because anyone forced me; back then it was about what he wanted, what he could do to me. What he did was take away my choice; what I did today was make that choice for myself; I was ready to do this, and I wanted to, because you helped me to feel I was normal again; yes, I remember the pain and the fear and the loss of control over what happened to me, but that was then, and it's gone, and no, I don't hate all men and want to cut their balls off, just his!"
I hugged her close to me. "I'm sorry for raking it up, I just wanted to be sure that I hadn't added to what you're already carrying around inside; I wanted you to know that not all of us are like that, and I would never take advantage of you, in anything, or force you to do anything you didn't want to do."
She kissed me softly. "I know Nicky, and thank you for thinking like that!"
I turned on my side to face her, sliding my arm under her so I could hold her buttocks and pull her close enough to kiss her properly. Ashley happily complied, holding herself close to me with her arms around my neck, making sure she didn't touch my still-raw back, kissing me back as warmly as I kissed her.
Eventually she broke our kiss to grin at me. "I guess what I said yesterday isn't true anymore; there is someone for me in this town, after all! Now I have to work out a way to tell Mom...!"
I smiled at her. "We'll tell Mom, it's you and I now, if that's what you want...? I hesitated, not knowing how to continue.
Ashley smiled slowly at me. "Why Nick, whatever are you saying?" she asked me softly.
I smiled back at her. "I think I'm saying that I'm yours, if you'll have me, that I know now how much I need you, and that you will always be the only one for me!"
She gasped, eyes suddenly shining with unshed tears, and smiled like the sun breaking through on a cloudy day.
"Nick, I told you earlier how I felt about you, how I felt when I first saw you, that hasn't changed in the last hour or so, and I'm glad you said what you said, otherwise I was going to ask you; I'm already yours, you had me the first time you smiled and checked me out!"
I grinned, smacked her lightly on her tight little bottom.
"OK, now we know, I need a shower, so do you, we need to go shopping, I feel like spending some money on my girl, what do you want most in the world right now?"
Ashley gave a wide grin. "I would like a new pair of jeans, please Santa, tight enough to give Mom a stroke!"
"Done!" I said, and her expression became serious. "Nicky, I like the thought of being your girl, it feels right, but I was only kidding! Save your money, please, you'll need it for yourself!"
I demurred "No, Ashley, you need stuff, Mom needs stuff, this house needs stuff, new locks and suchlike, to make it safe, so get ready, we're going shopping!"
After a quick shower together, with Ashley carefully washing and drying-off my back, she applied some fresh gauze dressings and helped me put on a clean shirt, and she appeared in a loose top, jeans and cowboy boots. Mom had the car, so we walked a couple of blocks to the bus stop to catch a connection into the Colonie Center, a biggish mall in town.
Ashley was in her element; I meant it when I said I wanted to spend money on her, and it felt good to see her face as she shopped for the first time in what was probably a long time, given the state of the family finances. I promised myself again I'd do something about that; Mom and Ashley had gone without everything except the bare necessities for far too long.
Ashley bought shoes and underwear, and then, after we'd toured through what felt like every shop in the entire mall, took me to somewhere called Target, where she loaded-up on tops, jeans and summer-wear. She looked so happy, buying new clothes, and I was astonished at how cheap clothes were here, given how expensive they were in England, one of my father's compelling reasons for hardly ever buying me any. I bought some jeans, underwear and shirts she picked out for me, I'd only brought one pair of jeans with me, and I'd been in them four days now, so a change was definitely due!
She also knew Mom's size and taste, so she picked up some things for her, blouses, that kind of thing, and then she took me to Home Depot, where I bought proper single-cylinder deadbolt locks, one for each door, a pair of solid, old-fashioned barrel shoot-bolts for each door, and a sash lock for every window in the house. I also bought a PIR porch light and some electrical cable, so the porch would never again be dark enough that someone could lurk there unseen; my family needed to feel safe, and this was the best way I knew how to do it.
We lunched in a famous fast-food franchise outlet, and eventually got back home about 3pm. Ashley set about trying on her new clothes while I got some tools from the garage and began replacing the rickety old locks on the front and back doors. The doors were fine old Red Cedar, aged and tough, but the locks were gimcrack things you could pop with a knife blade, so I removed them and swapped them with the new ones, one for each door; luckily the locks were the same size, just infinitely sturdier, or I might have had a problem; no issues here with replacing old, imperial-dimensioned locks with metric ones, which is still a real pain in England, and at least now the two doors were secured. I knew how to do this because my father had made me do this same task at home, deciding that a tradesman was an unnecessary expense when he had unpaid labour living in his house and eating his food, so I'd replaced all the locks in the house under his critical eye.
The windows were the same, old and solid, but still with sash-bolts from the 1930's, completely ineffective and easily opened with a knife blade from outside, so I replaced them all with proper sash-locks, an easy, screw-in job, and ran in the cable for the light and mounted it on the porch. Tomorrow, when I had more time to work out the electrical system, and better light, I would connect it up. I felt a sense of achievement when I'd finished; my family was as safe as I could make them, now they could at least sleep easier at night.
Ashley called me to come and see, so I went to her room, and what a sight I saw! She was wearing a white lace bustiere and miniscule panties, white stockings with lace tops, and black stilettos, her hair back-combed into a bouffant, and her face made-up carefully; she looked stunning, something other parts of me noticed right away!
She smiled and slowly pirouetted. "Like it, Nicky? I bought these especially for you, so you'd better say yes!"
I was speechless, she was an absolute dream, a feast for the eyes, how the boys in her school could be so mean to her was beyond me. I stepped up to her, and she draped her arms around my shoulders and kissed me deeply and meaningfully.
"Now you've seen your present, are you going to unwrap it?" she whispered in my ear, my hands instantly sliding down her back to cup and squeeze her lovely taut buttocks, the silky material of her panties clinging sensuously to her smooth skin.
I began unhooking the back of the bustiere, Ashley's lips glued to mine the whole time, and when the last hook was unclipped, she stood away from me and let it drop to the floor, to stand before me in her panties, her legs long and elegant, the stilettos enhancing the shapely calves and sleek thighs.
I pulled her close to me and kissed her some more, my hands sliding into the waistband of her panties at her hips, sliding them down past her buttocks, down her thighs to let them float to the floor, and now she was naked except for her stockings and high heels.
She popped the button of my jeans, helping me to drag them of and tugging my shirt carefully over my head, so I was now in just my briefs, my erect cock clearly visible to her, the head peeking over the waistband. Ashley kissed me while her hand massaged the front of my briefs, feeling my size and squeezing the shaft through my briefs, her tongue fencing with mine as she groped my cock. She tugged the front of my briefs down, allowing my cock to rear up fully, and she wrapped her hand around it and squeezed gently, sliding the skin back and rubbing her thumb lightly across the head, making me ache as my cock hardened even further, if that was possible.
I slid my hand down her flat stomach and between her legs, feeling the warmth of her pussy as she began to respond to my kissing and fondling of her, her labia dewy and slick with her secretions. I teased her lips apart, sliding my finger into the warm recess, her lips parting against mine as she softly gasped, and her hand on my neck pulling me in closer to kiss her harder. I rubbed and frigged her gently, her hips moving against my hand, pushing herself against me, until she broke our kiss to urge me towards the bed. I stepped away from her and she immediately pushed my briefs down until I could kick them off to be completely naked with her.
Ashley climbed onto the bed and turned to smile invitingly at me, and I wasted no time in joining her, sliding onto the bed and pulling her close to me to taste her lips and fondle her as we kissed.
She slid down the bed and onto her back, and I dipped my head down to nibble and graze on her sweet nipples, enjoying the firm rubbery nubs against my tongue and teeth, making her gasp and twitch as I pulled them gently with my teeth, one hand steadily rubbing and teasing her labia, dipping in and out, circling her clitoris, making her gasp as her face and neck flushed, the flush spreading down to her throat and chest. Now I kissed between her breasts, lapping a trail down her firm abdomen, to point my tongue into her little jewel of a navel, licking and teasing her.
Ashley groaned, and twined her fingers in my hair, whispering to me "Now Nicky, I need you now!"
I moved between her thighs, Ashley parting her legs for me and taking hold of me, guiding me, and smiling when she was ready. I gently pushed forward, feeling her open up for me, the moist heat wonderfully exciting against the swollen head of my penis. I sank into her, Ashley groaning contentedly as I filled her up again, and when I was in up to the hilt, I began pumping into her, her hips rising to meet mine as we danced together, in perfect harmony, our bodies perfectly matched in need and motion.
I could feel my orgasm building, and she also was approaching climax, her thrusts against me more urgent, more insistent, her head thrown back as she held me with her interlaced fingers around the back of my neck, using me as leverage to thrust against me.
She came with a long, guttural moan, her pussy walls clamping tight around me and her back arching as her orgasm flared through her, her juices squirting from her and coating my midsection with her warmth. The sensation was too much for me, and I gave a deep groan as I came, emptying myself into her in long, pulsing jets of sperm shooting into her innermost recesses. We held that pose until our mutual orgasms died away, strained and straining muscles and tendons finally relaxing as I collapsed against her, her lips seeking out mine as we tenderly kissed in the afterglow of our passion.
I rolled over, taking her with me, her stocking-clad legs on either side of me as I once again clasped hold of her delightful, pneumatic little bum, marvelling again at the taut, firm springiness of her cheeks, the firm muscular flesh, the way they fitted my hands, as though cast for that very purpose.
"We have to get dressed, Mom will be home in an hour or so, and I need to put some dinner on," she murmured, fingers running up and down my chest, "plus I need another shower, and we need to air this room out!"
I grinned, there was a definite smell of sex in the air, and I really needed another shower too!
We reluctantly climbed off the bed, Ashley retrieving her bustiere and panty set, and rolling down her stockings. "I better put these somewhere safe; Lord knows what she'll think if she finds them!" she grinned wickedly, padding around the room naked, her long, lithe, dancer's body a graceful, sexy and erotic sight.
We had another quick shower together, Ashley once again helping me with my back, and once we'd dried off and gotten dressed, she went into the kitchen to start dinner while I cleared up and made up a set of keys for each of us for the new locks I'd fitted.
We'd just sat down to watch some TV when there was a knock at the door, and I opened it to Mom.
"Honey, you installed new locks, how wonderful!" she grinned, and Ashley smiled at her."Sorry Mom, usually I can hear the car from three blocks away, looks like Nicky did a real good job on it, I didn't hear you coming at all!"
I gave Mom her new keys, and showed her how the window bolts worked, and she hugged me. I looked at her and was surprised to see tears in her eyes.
"Oh Nicky, you don't know what this means to us, to have a man in the house again, someone who can do these things for us, it's like having ...!" She turned away to wipe at her eyes, but I knew what she had nearly said, that it was like having her husband back to do the things that keep a house and family safe and secure. Well she had me now, and I would do my best to keep my family safe.
After dinner, Mom asked Ashley to take me around, show me the neighborhood, so we went for a drive, and I got to see where the local shops were, the local bars, although I had no interest in those, and Ashley's High School. I noted the location, and the route, as I planned on taking her to school from now on, and collecting her; I was wary of the locals after what had happened to her, so I wasn't taking any chances. I asked her if I could drive back, I had a full UK license, so she gave me the keys. "Knock yourself out, stud!" she grinned, "Just remember to stay on the right; you're not in England anymore!"
I'm not really a big fan of automatics, I learned to drive, as does nearly everyone in Britain, in a stick-shift, but I knew how to drive one, so we swapped seats and Ashley piloted me home, pointing out the traffic signs and what they meant. It felt really good, driving a great big American car down a wide urban road with a pretty girl under my arm, and I thought to myself "I could get used to this, oh yes!"
We pulled up at a set of lights and another car pulled up next to us, the two girls sitting in it staring at us, making me feel uncomfortable, but Ashley just looked up at me and grinned that pixie grin of hers, so I pulled her closer and pulled away when the lights changed.



"Ash, what was that all about?" I asked her, and she smiled. "Nicky, after Monica Delucci yesterday, and now driving around with a really handsome stranger with his arm around me, you've just made me the talking point of Sanderson High, and not for the usual reason!"
I grinned at her. "So what will they say when I drop you at school tomorrow, and kiss you goodbye?"
Ashley laughed out loud. "That would just curl them up!"
When we got in, Mom had found the clothes Ashley had picked up for her, and asked where they'd come from.
"Nicky took me shopping Mom, I tried to stop him, but, well...!"
Mom laughed. "Yeah, I bet! Nicky, you should have saved your money, baby, you may need it!"
That reminded me. I went to my room and got the remainder of the money Barbara had given me, somewhere around $10, 000, less $500 I needed for the muffler and some other replacement spares, and brought it back out to Mom.
"Mom, I want you to have this, you need it, there's bills to pay, food to buy, and I don't need it; I'm home now, and I'll find a job soon, so you better just take it."
Mom stared at me. "Nicky, how much is there?"
Ashley counted it. "$10,250, wow!"
Mom sat down heavily. "Nicky, that's all you have in the world, I can't...!" I cut across her objections.
"Mom, I know you need it, all I'll do with it, pardon my French, is piss it up against the wall, so you take it, use it for Ashley's college or bills, or whatever you need to pay. I don't need it now, you do; I'm not taking it back, I don't want it, end of discussion!"
Mom looked at me with tears in her eyes. "This is a loan, OK, Nick? You'll get it back, I promise you!"
I pulled her close to me, hugged her. "I don't want it back, Mom; it's the family's money now!"
"Excuse me, hello, does this mean I can have a laptop?" enquired Ashley with that impish grin on her face, and Mom laughed. "Yes Honey, you can have a laptop!"
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___________________________________________________________
Excerpt from the private diary of Nguye't Morrison
Wed, 27th April, 2011
I haven't had a chance to update this since Saturday, things have been a little...hectic, shall we say. After Jamie gave me such a stunning Graduation present, he surprised me with a trip to Paris, and put a ring on my finger. I must show it to Julie and Shelagh, do a little gloating, well, a lot of gloating, the rock is enormous, or, as dad put it, bigger than a pimple on a pig's arse; he's such an old-fashioned romantic, how did mum resist him for as long as she did...
Jamie brought back something from his sojourn in Vietnam that made my weekend, in a 'this is terrible but it's also fantastic' sort of way; details of the sordid dealings of that animal who stole my sister when she was 3-weeks old. It made terrible, horrifying reading, and it made me feel deeply unclean, but it gave us a definite lead on where to begin looking for Hu'e, and it finally let me know the true extent of the pain and loss that man has caused. I'm not sorry to say that I feel a great deal of schadenfreude, 'Shameful Joy', to know that he's probably being tortured or raped in a hell-hole prison right now; sometimes natural justice does get a chance to work, and he's probably lucky at that; if it were up to me, I'd tie the rope and kick away the chair...
I gave Polar Bear the low-down on how to bend the law sufficiently to allow us to get married, he wants to know why I'm not running for Parliament, and dad's worried I'll take up bank fraud as a hobby, but I just wanted my Polar Bear to be aware that the clock's ticking; mum gave him the speech, the verbal equivalent of choosing to cut the red wire or the blue wire, and it finally percolated through; he may be a whiz at determining deep well yields and thingies, but when it comes to the realities of human marital customs,and the intricacies involved in planning weddings and suchlike, like all men, he's a complete arse-head; he couldn't seem to see that putting a ring on a girl's finger and thinking it ends there is not a good or healthy thing to do, especially if said girl wears stiletto heels and is willing, purely in a spirit of scientific enquiry, to discover if it's possible to push one though a man's instep and nail his foot to the floor.
Sometimes poor Jamie is all too living proof that the average man's head is a large echoing space, with only three active neurons; one each for football, beer, and scratching, all enclosed by a thick bony case that's a good place to hang his ears, that sometimes looks like George Clooney, but more often like Mickey Rooney.
Anyway, we 're waiting with bated breath for a package from one more of his mysterious, nefarious, nay, downright shady contacts in one of the world's lesser-known waste spaces, he refused to discuss it with Jamie via email, so it's obviously relevant and important enough to send by bonded courier. Apparently the man is some sort of Frontier Sheriff-type, hand never too far from his gun, 1,000 yard stare, all that stuff, and I keep asking myself; how does an oil prospector from South London ever meet shady characters like that, is there some sort of secret society they belong to, The Ancient and Elucidated Order of The Wandering Idiots, or is there a real Star Wars-type cantina out there somewhere, where some murky Han Solo-ish character waits for people like Jamie to show up? Enquiring minds want to know...
You're waffling, girl, stop it.
The Polar Bear is trying to look all nonchalant, but I've been able to see through him since I was 3 years old, and he's definitely keyed-up and excited; I know he's trying to keep me from getting my hopes up, but he really should give me more credit than that; I know that whatever happens, we couldn't be any worse off than we are now; we're currently in a state of advanced ignorance about where Hu'e went after she was taken, and if this package has no new information, we're still ignorant of her whereabouts -- it's not additive, we won't suddenly become more ignorant, no matter what, it just means we start looking again, and find someone else to help us, and fretting about it and clicking and drumming fingers on tables and pacing and flicking TV channels aimlessly does no good to anyone, and really, really gets on my nerves. I just wish he'd go to the pub, find an old school friend and get smashed, blow-off some of that excess nervous energy, because he's driving me up the bloody wall!
++++
This week has been the slowest week on record, every day since we got back from Paris has been one of those days where suddenly! nothing happened, and it's been fantastic. This is my first real break from work/study in 6 years, and Nia's not due to start her new job until May 16th, so two whole weeks of Nia and lounging around. What shall we do, what shall we do?
I had a couple of suggestions for her, but she deep-sixed those, she said it was impractical, that walking bow-legged into her new job was bound to cause comment; she's not closed and barred the bedroom door or anything; nor is she averse to more than a little wild whoo-hoo; she just believes I should give her a sporting chance to get away now and again...she did suggest I give my dirty mind a good wash, and get a proper shave while I'm at it, designer stubble works on Brad Pitt, on me it just looks...scraggy, like a badly-mowed lawn.
Nia killed some time by going to Lambeth Town Hall and filing a Deed Poll, a legal instrument to legally change her name, to Nguye't Laura Vienh Lo, mum's maiden name, this being Part One of her nefarious plan to outwit the Registrar when we registered our overseas wedding. With a few little tweaks and refinements, it was the plan she'd outlined in Paris, tested it out on dad, and gone ahead with putting it in motion. Hopefully we'd get the paperwork through in a couple of days, then we could book flights to Hong Kong for the purposes of getting married, so we'd just have a couple of days away; we'd pay with jet-lag, but it would be worth it.
I waited, impatiently, I'll admit, for my package from Thawip in Thailand, he said it would be interesting, and he gave me the name of a bloke in the HKPF, the Hong Kong Police, which intrigued me; it's a bit of a leap from Luang Prabang in Laos to Hong Kong, maybe if this bloke had something to tell me it would be worth going out to see him; I had an appointment with Aboitiz Geotech-Orient in Tagbilaran City, in the Philippine Visayas, in late May, looking at offshore gas extraction possibilities in the Camotes Sea, maybe I could reschedule and hop over to Hong Kong to kill two birds with one stone, it's only a little over an hour from Manila to Hong Kong. I decided to see if this package merited meddling with my schedule.
I did know one thing though; if I went out to Hong Kong, no way Nia was coming with me; I didn't like the idea of her getting it into her head to do a bit of sleuthing while she was out there, the authorities take a dim view of that sort of free-enterprise, that's what the HKPF and the PAP (People's Armed Police) are for, and they don't appreciate amateur interference; they have an unfortunate habit of speaking English right up to the point where you need to explain yourself then they suddenly stop understanding English and start writing out your confession in fluent Mandarin...
Nia, of course, will definitely refuse to see it that way. Amongst her many adorable traits is a doggedness that sometimes flares up into outright rebellion, hopefully she'd stay quiet and do the think-work, let me do the leg-work, maybe we'd meet somewhere in the middle. I decided to pop into the office later, see if I could switch things around, once this package got here and Nia had a chance to digest what, if anything, it actually meant.
Saturday morning passed into Saturday afternoon, and just as I was thinking that it wouldn't arrive until Monday, the doorbell chimed. When I opened the door, a man in a courier uniform stood there holding a bulky sealed package. I signed for it and tore the packet open. Inside was a thick wad of photocopied pages and photographs of various sinister-looking men, all holding number plaques, obviously mug-shots, maps, and copies of UN and American Drug Enforcement Agency reports and commentaries. All in all, there must have been 300-plus pages, more information than I had hoped for, now all we had to do was make sense of it all, and then maybe we'd get our next move.
Nia was delighted, she immediately latched onto the police reports, sorting them by date, oldest first, some of them dating back to 1980, and tying them up with the stack of mug-shots. After a while, one of the piles of reports began to refer increasingly to one man, a harmless-looking middle-aged man named Han Wu, sometimes labelled 'Jimmy', with an increasing number of references to something called 14K, and other references to something or someone called 'Kuomintang', which sounded familiar, but I couldn't place it.
This Jimmy character seemed to spend a lot of time being questioned in Chiang Mai, and had been granted numerous visa's to Laos, flying to Vientiane almost every month. He also seemed to take an extraordinary amount of holidays to Canada, flying to Toronto three or four times a year on a multiple holiday visa, and there was a DEA report linking him to something called 'The KMT'. He was linked with several of the others in the pile of mug-shots, with reports that tallied as to dates when they had all been in Chiang Mai, Luang Prabang, Singapore and Hong Kong at the same time, and many of them seemed to enjoy travelling to Canada almost as much as 'Jimmy'. These were just snippets Nia passed over to me as she read through and collated one report after another. I decided that the UN reports would make an interesting read. I was not wrong.
I was appalled to read that the annual trade in babies and children from South East Asia and China was estimated at $10 billion, a figure that paled into insignificance when the global figure was given as a comparison; $130 billion, a staggering sum, hundreds of thousands of children stolen, extorted or removed by corrupt officials and sold to middle-men, and taken all over the world, with large numbers of children being taken to Canada for adoption across the border, and there was that '14K' again. Children from Cambodia, Vietnam, Laos, Myanmar, they all seemed to funnel through a group of societies with strange, exotic names; Shui Fong, Sun Yee On, Wo Shing Wo, Wo Hop To, 14K again, and KMT in the Golden Triangle. Uh-Oh.
There was also mention of a Japanese group, Kokuryukai, but what they were supposed to be I couldn't guess, the DEA reports mentioned them in passing, but that was all. So now I had a whole bunch of groups with odd names, and people who lived in Hong Kong but seemed to have lavish lifestyles in Singapore, liked holidaying in Canada, and spent a lot of time making short trips to Laos; were these people the Snake-Heads who bought baby Hu'e and sold her on?
My head was hurting now, and I could see Nia was starting to flag; information overload was setting in. I made an executive decision.
"Come on you, time enough for this later, I want to play!" I said as I grabbed her hand and took the sheaf of reports out of it. She looked rebellious for a moment, then grinned.
"I thought you'd never get round to it, Polar Bear, I was resigned to spending Saturday night reading police reports, I see I was mistaken; so now you got my attention, entertain me, you big beefy oilfield roughneck you!" she laughed throatily, instantly elevating my testosterone levels and making my libido tango around somewhere south of my navel...
Nia is a beautiful girl, and when she bats those big, blue, exotic almond eyes of hers at me I go all funny; well parts of me do; other parts develop a mind of their own, and the most insistent one was Jamie jr, who was currently making a determined effort to unfurl, climb out of my jeans and smack her on the forehead.
"I see you came fully loaded, Mr Oilman, planning on doing any probing with that there rig of yours?" she cooed at me, eyes dancing as I pulled her to her feet. She slid her arms around my neck and pulled herself close to me, kissing me softly, purposefully, very, very sexily, all the while rubbing herself firmly against the bulge in my jeans.
My hands drifted down to hold and clutch her perfect, taut little bottom, her cheeks like two firm peaches. I pulled her against myself, thrusting my groin into her, feeling her breathing hitch and slow down as she ground more purposefully against me. Nia has a way of grinding against me that makes all rational thought boogie right out of the room, and I was having a real problem focussing on my own seduction moves.
I slid my hands inside her leggings, savouring the feel of her warm silky skin, the taut springiness of her perfect little bum, and the warm dampness as I slid my hands further under to lightly caress her tight slit.
Nia jumped slightly, her lips curving against mine as she smiled, and I began sliding her leggings down, while she began fumbling with my jeans, trying to pop the button while I groped and squeezed her delectable little bottom and rubbed her slit more seriously, eventually sliding a finger into her.
She sighed at that, her hand on my zipper more urgent now. We broke apart so I could tug down my zipper, Nia pushing my jeans down so I could kick them away while I was hurriedly tugging down her leggings.
She pulled her top off to reveal her lovely little bubbies, coral-pink nipples already erect and solid, just waiting for me to bite and suck, and my best friend was seriously trying to uncoil and come to full mast, and Nia didn't help matters by grabbing hold of it through my shorts and grinning "Ooo, is this all for me, Jamie? How sweet!"
I lost no time in slipping off my shorts, and helping Nia take off her panties (she didn't need any help, but I do like sliding them off her, oh yes!), then leading her into the bedroom, Jamie Jr pointing the way.
Once we got into the bedroom, she kissed me seriously, her arms locked around my neck as she propelled me backwards, until the backs of my knees hit the bed and I went over backwards, with Nia landing on me in a lovely giggling confusion of arms and lips and pink jiggly bits. Her hand came down to fondle me as I licked and nibbled the first thing I could reach, one of her delectable pink nipples, Nia immediately squeezing me as I gently bit and sucked on the solid little point, firm and hard as the eraser on the end of a pencil. Her hand began to pump as she squeezed my cock, the feeling of her hand on me absolutely out of this world.
She leaned up and slid to the floor on her knees, kneeling between my legs as I sat on the edge of the bed, her hand still working at my cock.
"Stand up, Polar Bear, I have something for you!" she smiled slyly, making my cock twitch in anticipation.
As I stood up, Nia licked up and down the length of my cock, before kissing down my length to my scrotum, licking and breathing on me, before slowly sucking one of my balls into her mouth and gently rolling it with her lips, nearly making me blow my load there and then. She relinquished it and slowly sucked in the other one, doing the same, and I was reduced to counting backwards from one million to prevent all hell breaking loose...
She released me from her warm mouth and licked her way back up to my dripping cock head, lubricant pouring out of me and coating almost the entire length of my steel-hard cock. She licked and grinned at me, then slowly slipped her lips over the end of my cock, her head bobbing as she sucked, drawing me in deeper with every downward motion of her head, until all of my seven inches was in her mouth, her nose brushing the pubic hair at the root of my cock and my head in her throat. She began to work her throat, her throat muscles squeezing me as she gently squeezed my scrotum. She lowly withdrew me from her throat, to suck and lick at my sensitive glans, while I enjoyed the impressive view of her pale creamy back and her taut round buttocks as she bobbed and sucked at me, driving me crazy, my legs trembling as I tried desperately not to come, but I was fighting a losing battle,
"Nia...I'm... Oh God...! I gasped, as I passed the point of no return, and she looked up at me, grinned around me and pumped and squeezed me harder, driving me over the edge. My head swelled and twitched, and as I started to come, she pulled me from her mouth as my spunk jetted out of me, the first pulse hitting her across her lips, the second across her cheek. Six times I shot, each rope of spunk splashing into her beautiful face, until she was drenched in my seed, and I had stopped ejaculating. She popped me back into her mouth to clean the last trickles of spunk bubbling from me, and licked her lips clear of the semen that had dripped down her face, grinning wickedly at me as she did so. I sat down as my legs gave way, handing her something to wipe my spunk from her face and chest.
"That was ...amazing, baby, what brought that on?" I asked when I got my breath back.
Nia gave me that grin again. "Julie told me about it, said I should try it once; apparently men love it. Did you?"
My answer was inarticulate as I grabbed her, making her shriek and giggle as I tickled her. As I touched and rubbed and groped her, her giggles grew less, and her breathing deepened. When I stopped to let her catch her breath, she sat astride me, pushed me flat and kissed me like there was no tomorrow, putting all her considerable talent and inventiveness into it. She began to wriggle and squirm and rub herself against me, and I knew what she wanted me to do.
I pulled her down beside me and kissed her sexy little nipples, pulling the rubbery nubs between my lips to make her gasp and giggle, then licking between her breasts, and continuing down to her navel, tickling her little 'innie' with the tip of my tongue before dragging my tongue luxuriously through the small trimmed heart-shaped patch of pubic hair, loving the feel of the short, soft silky hairs against my tongue, before dipping my tongue into the apex of her slit, into the little furrow between the folds of her vulva where her hooded clitoris lay concealed .
Nia sighed and murmured softly as I gently insinuated my tongue tip into her slit and lightly licked her clitoris, feeling the little bud firming under my tongue, and her lips beginning to swell as her arousal climbed.
The warm scent began to tease me, the delicate, perfume of her arousal tormenting my nostrils and making my mouth water as I suddenly needed to taste her further, feel her against my tongue as I held her and fondled her warm flesh. I moved between her thighs, kissing and nibbling around her vulva, licking her at the apex of her thighs, that soft crease where her thighs met on either side of her pussy, gently biting and licking without touching her labia, making her shift and wriggle slowly, trying to push her vulva against my lips. Nia moaned softly as she moved against me, her need building as I teased and gently tormented her, playing a game we had played many times before.



At last, I needed to taste her more than I needed to play, and my tongue slid between her swollen lips, making her gasp out loud at the sudden invasion, the sensation of my mouth on her, licking, sucking, and nibbling. Her hands cradled my head as she held me against her, my senses filled with the scent and taste of her as I licked and savoured, and she hunched her groin against me as hard as she could, bearing down on my face as I strained against her. I licked her soft spongy little anus, probing with my tongue pointed as I pushed into her, rubbing her clitoris gently with my thumb as I slowly invaded her secret place. I could feel her getting close, her gasps and sighs, her insistent movements against me, the tension in her thighs as they enfolded my head, all told me she was nearing that place, and when I jammed my tongue into her anus as hard as I could, she came with a loud groaning sigh, her back arching as her fluids sprayed out of her, squirting across my face and neck, bathing me in her scent and taste. I kept stabbing my tongue into her while rubbing her clitoris, and her orgasm rolled on and on, the tendons in her thighs like steel wires as she tensed and clamped them around my head, locking me against her as she rode her climax to its end, her breathing coming in a series of hitching groans as each comber of pleasure rolled over her.
Now her knees opened and she slumped back, twitching and shuddering as her orgasm swirled and slowly faded from her, her arms spread wide, totally at peace now, a small satisfied smile on her face as her breathing evened-out and her heart rate returned to normal. I kissed her swollen pussy one last time, making her jump and giggle as she sighed happily, and reached for the wash-cloth to swab my face and neck of her richly-scented ejaculate, burying my face in the cloth for a moment to breathe-in her exciting, delicate, fresh aroma one more time.
I moved up to lie next to her, her arm coming around me as she pulled herself up against me, and kissed me deeply, her tongue sliding around against mine as we tasted each other again.
"Mmmm! You taste like me! Do I always taste so nice?" she murmured, a small smile dancing on her lips.
I pulled her close, my hands slipping down to hold her by her delectably taut little buttocks, my cock between us as the effects of her kiss made themselves felt on me.
"Princess, you always taste wonderful! I could eat you every day, and nothing else!" I grinned, and I meant it; she really was delicious!
"Darling Bear, you always know exactly what to say!" she murmured back, a slow, sleepy smile gracing her lips as she wrapped her arms around my neck and pulled herself into the crook of my neck, her breathing slowing almost immediately as she slipped into sleep.
I lay for a while, enjoying the feel of her warm silky skin against mine, the tantalising scent of her hair, and the warm, subtle scent complex that always surrounded her, that perfume, aroma, call it what you will, that was uniquely hers, that always said to me 'Nia'; I could have found her if I were blindfolded in a coal-mine at midnight just by following the tendrils of that subtle scent.
When she was deeply asleep, I pulled the covers up over her, and quietly slid out of bed, to take a shower in the main bathroom rather than disturb her by using our own little en-suite shower room, and then go back to doing a little light reading; the criminal careers of some of the most unsavoury looking characters I hope never to meet.
After an hour or so, I called up and ordered some Chinese; I wasn't in the mood to cook, and I didn't think Nia would welcome the idea of dining out, and woke her to have a shower before dinner arrived.
We tacitly agreed to not discuss the papers we'd received earlier over dinner, electing to enjoy our informal meal, chat about friends, upcoming projects, anything except the search for Hu'e.
Once we'd finished, I outlined my immediate plan.
"Princess, I'm going to call this Tang Tao Lieng person in Hong Kong tonight; Thawip made a point of mentioning him, so I think I'd better take the hint. Hopefully he'll be able to help us narrow-down who we should be concentrating on; this stuff here is too dense, there's too much information, we really need to talk to someone who can separate the sheep from the goats for us; I think I can feel the shape of what we need to do next, but there's too much else in the way. So let's get some real help; agreed?"
She nodded agreement.
"You'll have to call him after midnight; Hong Kong's 8 hours ahead of us, so right now it's 4am there; I doubt he'd be feeling very cooperative if you call him right now!"
++++
Friday, April 29, 2011
San Francisco
Park Presidio & Balboa
Bethany stepped off the Muni train onto the sidewalk and began walking home, cursing venal mechanics who wanted exorbitant sums for dinky little repairs, Chevrolet for making such easily damaged cars, Cory for buying her the Chevelle in the first place -- classic my ass, she thought, if it was such a classic, why did she hear everyone in the service bay snickering as she left? And why the hell did the Service Center have to be all the way down at El Camino and Alemany? Was that even in San Francisco? No it wasn't. With her head full of dark thoughts of what she was going to do to him for not buying her the Toyota, it took her a moment to realise someone was calling out to her.
"Hey, Lady, you dropped something, hey, excuse me...!"
She looked behind her, seeing a Chinese boy, maybe 12 or 13, wearing an old 'Tygers of Pan Tang' t-shirt and expensive-looking new sneakers.
"I'm sorry, did you speak to me?" she asked, and the kid nodded, holding out something in his hand. Bethany looked at it; it was a button of some sort.
She smiled at him. "I'm sorry, that's not mine, you must be mistaken."
The boy shook his head. "I saw it fall from your pocket, lady, who else could it belong to?"
Bethany grinned and took it from him, a strange feeling of...anticipation, significant and important flashing through her as she touched his hand, then it was gone as quickly as it came, leaving her momentarily disoriented. Shaking the odd feeling off, she examined the object closely. It was some kind of Chinese New Year token, maybe, a red ceramic coin-shaped token with a golden tiger face embossed on it, quite attractive really, with a feel of...antiquity? No matter, it was attractive enough to keep as a conversation piece, if nothing else.
"Well, OK" she smiled, "Thank you!"
She turned to continue her way home, but an impulse made her turn to the boy again.
"I still say this isn't mine, but thank you anyway, it was very kind of you to stop me like that. What's your name?" she asked him.
"The boy grinned. "Me? My name's Hu, but you can call me...Jamie."
Bethany smiled. "Well thank you again, Jamie, you have a good evening, OK?"
Jamie winked at her.
"You too, Bethany!" he grinned, and Bethany smiled back at him, turned and continued on her way home, her annoyance at Cory forgotten for some reason, her fine oriental features showing only a happy anticipation at getting home to her family at the end of a long day. It wasn't until she was almost home that it suddenly struck her; he'd called her by her name, but she hadn't told him her name...had she?
The boy watched her leave, the evening sun and the shadows off the overhead cables momentarily banding his face, striping him black and gold and making his eyes flare orange for a second, then he smiled and sauntered away.
++++
By the time I got to call my new contact in Hong Kong, Nia was long asleep; she'd had a strenuous evening and a good meal, and by 12 am was struggling to keep her eyes open; her constant yawning was making me yawn along with her, but eventually she got the hint and went to bed. I dialled the number Thawip had had given me.
The line burred a couple of times, then answered with a beep.
"Organised Crime & Fraud Reporting, Lieng here" said a cultured oriental voice, just a hint of accent in an otherwise flawless English pronunciation.
"Hello," I replied, "is this Tang Tao Lieng?" I asked.
"This is he, how may I help you?" asked the voice.
This was it.
"You won't know me, but I was given your name by a friend in the Royal Thai Army Border Force, Colonel Thawip Netniyom. My name is ..."
He interrupted me. "James, James Morrison, yes, Thawip spoke with me about you and your...problem, I was wondering when you would be calling me!"
At least he was on the ball, which was reassuring.
He continued.
"I've been looking at the information Thawip sent you, much of it is intelligence we already had, some of it adds to what we already knew, the whole thing though is very informative. Do you have Skype? I don't want to discuss this over an open telephone line."
I gave him my Skype address, and he told me to stand by, before hanging up.
I immediately went into the bedroom and flipped open my laptop and enabled Skype, and a few seconds later the video-call tone sounded. I answered, and there was the face of Lieng, a young-looking Chinese man of indeterminate age, in blue Hong Kong Police Force coveralls.
He smiled. "You are a lot like Thawip described you, James, he was very...glad to help you, he likes you very much!"
I was curious about how they knew each other, and Lieng was happy to chat informally.
"When I joined the police, Hong Kong was still a Crown Colony. I served under Harry Waterfield, and he sent me on my first assignment, as part of the diplomatic protection unit at the Thai Embassy. Thawip was the Defence Attaché, and we became friendly. When Hong Kong was handed back in 1997, Harry left, as did a lot of good officers, to go to Brunei, Singapore, Oman, and I became one of the senior officers, and because Harry had trained me, I was respected and quickly promoted; he's still a legend here!"
"The unit I lead investigates organised crime and fraud, especially corporate fraud; the lifeblood of Hong Kong is the banking system, if the mainland lost faith in it, that would be the end of us as a Special Administrative Area, so we keep close tabs on those we suspect of activities which would impact negatively on the image of Hong Kong as a safe place to keep your money. Some of those people you have been looking at, and the organisations they work for, have been on our radar for a while now. Tell me, James, what do you know of the 'Triads'"?
All I could honestly say was that I had seen and heard references to this group, but had no idea what they really were. Lieng gave me a quick rundown of the activities of the most powerful and widespread of the Triad groups, Sun Yee On, Wo Shing Wo, Wo Hop To, The Kuomintang, or KMT, and the 14K. My ears pricked up at the mention of these last two. He even told me that one of the larger groups, The Black Dragon, was active and powerful in the UK, which stunned me.
I had a question about this stuff, something that was nagging at me.
"Lieng, this man, Jimmy Han Wu, where does he come into it all, why is he so prominent in your reports?"
Lieng grinned at me.
"I was wondering if you would notice him! Han Wu is the grandson of a Nationalist Army General who was one of Chiang Kai Shek's henchmen in the Nationalist, or Kuomintang Army during the1920's and 30's. After the defeat of the Nationalists in 1949 by the Communist forces, Chiang retreated to Formosa, but part of the Kuomintang Army refused to settle in Formosa, instead they moved west and south, into the hills and jungles of Northern Burma, Thailand and Laos, and began recruiting local warlords and bandits and organising them into criminal gangs. They created the world's first reliable supply of heroin, and the area they still largely control is called The Golden Triangle. Han Wu is part of that, but is also a powerful and long-standing member of 14K Triad, with a foot in both camps, and many powerful connections. As luck would have it, we have him in custody, he made the mistake of coming here once too often, and we apprehended him at Chek lap Kok as he was boarding a flight to Vancouver.
"I have been hearing some fascinating stories from him about what he's been doing. I'm holding him for as long as I need him to tell me things, and he keeps telling me things, because the alternative is a dimly-lit room and a rope in Beijing. Under British rule, because of the laws they insisted on saddling themselves with, he could come and go with impunity; all he need was a good lawyer, and the Triads have lots of those. Today, we have a slightly more realistic approach, which is talk or hang, choose now. None of his mainland political connections will say a word in his defence, otherwise we will start looking at them too, and we have plenty of rope..."
I was taking this all in, and I sensed Nia behind me, looked at her to see her eyes large as she listened to our conversation.
"Tell me, Lieng," I asked, "What do you know of his or his cronies' involvement in the baby traficking racket, in Vietnam especially?"
Lieng leaned closer to the screen, a look of distaste on his face.
"I have learned much over the years of what he and his 'Snake-Head' friends have been doing with babies, girls, slaves, it is a sickening story, like something out of the corrupt Imperial past; babies stolen for sale in the west, peasants kidnapped and sold as slaves to Burmese and Laotian warlords for their poppy plantations, young girls lured away or seized and sold into brothels in Brazil, Russia, Korea, Japan. The babies were always funnelled through Thailand and into Singapore, and then sold in Canada and the US, the new Russian states. A few have gone to England, but not many, it is a small place, with a closed border, and it is very difficult to slip in and out quietly, not like America, with its hundreds of miles of unmonitored border with Canada."
"I'm sending you a contact in Singapore who heads a unit similar to mine, but concentrating on child trafficking. Han Wu has been most diligent in keeping records, and my friend in Singapore has them as well, he will be able to do more for you there than I can here. I think you will be able to track your sister better with him, he has good contacts in the west, especially in America and Canada, and I think you will have some luck with him. I must go now, this connection will be noticed if I keep it open for too long, but I wish you luck!"
He leaned towards the screen again,
"And miss...?"
Nia looked up, startled, as he spoke to her for the first time.
"Do not worry, Hu Ye will protect her!"
He broke the connection, leaving Nia looking stunned at his words.
"Jamie, did you...!" she began, and I nodded, as stunned as she.
"How did he know, Jamie, how did he know?" she asked me, and I could only shake my head.
"I don't know, princess, I really don't, but I'm glad he does!"
I opened my message box and read off the contact Lieng had sent me.
"Nia look at this, it's the man in Singapore, Kalbahadur Limbu, he's a Police Inspector."
I called the number, and was rewarded with an immediate response.
"Hello, I would like to speak To Inspector Limbu, please, I'm calling from England!" I said.
"You're speaking to him," he replied, "How may I help you?"
I switched the phone to loudspeaker and took a deep breath. "Inspector, My name is James Morrison, I was told to speak with you by Tang Tao Lieng in Hong Kong, I am trying to track a child that was stolen in Vietnam, from the Da Nang area and sold in December 1983 or January 1984; I have a description of her..."
The inspector interrupted me.
"I'm sorry, Mr. Morrison, but I have a great deal of information, about a great many individuals, children or otherwise. I know the case you are talking about, Lieng was quite thorough in the materials he sent me, but I will need some time to cross reference what you have with the material Lieutenant Lieng has sent me. Do you have anything other than the information from Lieng, something that can be used to identify the child?"
Nia sat bolt upright.
"Jamie, the stuff you brought from Da Nang, my spreadsheet! Tell him yes, get an email address, we can get this to him right away!"
I passed this on, and the inspector gave me his email, and hung up after promising me we would speak again soon.
Nia was in a state of high excitement now, pacing and muttering as soon as she'd emailed her spreadsheet to the Inspector.
"Jamie, I can feel it, we're getting somewhere at last, oh please, let him have the stuff we need, I can't take this anymore!"
I hugged her to me, trying to calm her down, she was almost babbling now, talking about booking flights to Singapore in the morning, wild stuff like that. I managed to convince her to wait, to let Limbu do his search through his files, then, if anything turned up, we'd start making travel plans.
At last I persuaded her to go back to bed, it was almost 2 am now, and I was feeling the effects as well. As far as I was concerned, we'd done everything we could from this end, now it was time to wait, and hope that the people in Singapore could come up with a lead.
I have to admit, though, I was enjoying the paper chase; we were slowly solving a 28 year-old puzzle, and we'd been bounced around the world with it, but the journey had been nothing if not fascinating! I was feeling like Holmes and Watson, when Holmes would start a case with 'Watson, the game's afoot'! It finally felt as if the game was definitely now; at last the people who could most likely help us were on-board; perhaps we were finally going somewhere. So far, the search through Asia, shadowy criminal conspiracies, hip-shooting coppers and western-marshal types in the wild places of the world, underground railways transporting drugs, slaves, stolen babies, it all sounded like a bad pastiche of a Bond novel, only we weren't writing the script here.
As I climbed into bed, Nia pulled herself close to me, cuddling down tight against me, her eyes bright in the dim light from corridor light, and I could see the unshed tears.
"Polar bear, how close do you think we are? Really?" she asked me, and I realised now was not the time to fob her off.
"Baby Girl, I really can't guess; everything we've done so far has led us here, now someone else has to pick it up, and I'm not going to second guess him, not now. Leave it alone, princess, give it time for something to turn up; you heard the man, he has a lot of information, let his people sort through what they can, maybe we'll hear something soon."
That seemed to satisfy her, and she relaxed against me, and within minutes, her deep breathing told me she'd dropped off at last.
+++
I woke in the early hours with Nia's tongue in my ear. When she pulled me off the ceiling and stopped laughing at my expression, she cuddled up close and slid her hands inside my shorts.
"So Jamie, is junior ready for another workout? Well goodness me, I do believe he is!" she smirked, holding my rapidly erecting penis as I returned the favour and pinched her beauteous little bum gently, making her laugh and quiver delightfully.
Nia kissed me happily as I pulled her closer by the simple expedient of grabbing her bum and yanking her up against me, where she immediately began rubbing herself against my almost painfully erect cock. I slipped my hands inside her panties, enjoying the silky warmth of her taut cheeks as she rubbed herself more seriously against me.
I wanted to see more of her, so I began pulling her t-shirt off over her head, while she hooked her fingers into the waistband of my shorts, pushing them down and allowing my cock to spring free into her warm hands, where she cupped and squeezed my balls gently and slowly pumped my cock.
My gorgeous sister is too beautiful to resist for more than a few seconds, as if I ever would, and I slipped my hand between her thighs, feeling her wetness as I slid a finger between her swelling labia, and slowly rubbed her slick little pussy, making her gasp and wriggle delightfully. As I slid my finger into her, her nectar flowed and covered my hand, lubricating my fingers as I slid a second finger into her, slowly pumping her pussy, opening her lips further and making her gasp and sigh as I frigged her pussy. All the while, Nia kept up the pumping, squeezing motion on my cock, masturbating me as I masturbated her. I watched the flush bloom on her cheeks and spread down her neck as her arousal climbed, her grin slowly transmuting into a soft smile as we pleasured each other, my cock aching for release, the need to fuck my beautiful Eurasian sister becoming almost unbearable.



At last, she let go of me, pushing me onto my back as she straddled me, rising up as she pulled my cock into position before slowly sliding herself down onto me with a hiss of satisfaction, her warm pussy clasping me tightly as she began to rise and fall. My hands slid around her waist and up to her delicate little breasts, seeking out her sexy nipples to gently tug , squeeze and roll them between thumb and forefinger, making her gasp and grind herself harder against me.
As I played with and teased her nipples, her hands covered mine, pressing my hands against her breasts, forcing my hands to maul her nipples as she gasped and pumped above me, working herself up, until, with a loud gasping groan, she came, her juices flooding out of her as she orgasmed, the ripples as she clamped and released me almost too much to bear as her pussy squeezed and sucked at me.
Finally, she slumped down, her heart hammering against mine as her exertions caught up with her, her breathing fast and shallow. When her breathing had slowed, and the pulse in her neck had stopped fluttering quite so visibly, she leaned up and grinned at me.
"Thank you, Polar Bear, and now for something completely different! You ready, big boy?"
For answer I flexed my cock, and her eyes danced as she grinned wickedly. She slid off me, gasping as my cock 'popped' out of her, and reached into the bedside night stand, to take out a tube of some sort.
"What's that, Princess?" I asked, and she grinned again.
"KY jelly, we're going to need it for what I've got in mind!"
With that, she squeezed a large glob onto her finger and immediately spread it over the head of my cock, the cold gel making my cock jump. She pumped me a few times, making sure I wasn't losing interest, then lay back and pulled her legs up until her little anus was peeping at me.
"Lubricate me, Jamie, and be generous, this is going to take some doing!" she smiled, and I did the same she'd done for me, squeezing a large blob of gel onto my fingertip, and then I looked at her.
"Do it Jamie, I want this too!" she grinned, and so I spread the gel all round and into her little hole, feeling the tightness compared to when I fingered her pussy. I squeezed more in there, I figured more was better than too little, and tossed the tube of gel onto the bed. By now my cock was steel-hard in anticipation, I had seen this in porn videos and heard about it, of course, but this was a new thing for us, so I wanted to go slow and get it right, not hurt her.
I knelt between her wide-spread thighs, and pushed her legs up again, lifting her pelvis until her sexy little bumhole was pointed straight at me, and I pushed myself up to the entrance to rest the tip of my cock up against her hole.
Nia looked me into the eyes, a wicked little smile on her face.
"Do it Jamie, stick it in me, shove your cock in my arse, you know you want to!" she breathed at me, and she was right, I really wanted this, so I leaned up and began slowly pushing. Nia began breathing in short, huffing gasps as I pushed forward, trying not to think of the tightness surrounding my cockhead as I tried to slide it in past her anal ring.
Suddenly my head popped in, her ring snapping tight around the shaft of my cock, and Nia gave a loud groan as her eyes squeezed shut. The tightness and constriction on my cock was delightful, the feeling as I slowly slid forward utterly indescribable as her anal tube pulsed and squeezed around me as I sank deeper into her.
"Slowly Polar Bear, give me time to ...aaahhh, yesss...slower, please baby...!" she muttered as I slowly slid in until I was all the way in, my entire length sheathed in her glove-tight anus. I stopped, to give her time to get used to my cock shoved all the way up inside her arse, the feeling of her anal tube pulsating gently around me new and very exciting.
Eventually she opened her eyes and smiled naughtily at me.
"Well, what are you waiting for, a written invitation? Fuck me, Jamie!" she giggled, and I took her at her word. As I slid back out of her, her breathing notched up until she was gasping as I slid nearly all the way out of her, and when I slid back in, she almost went crazy.
"Ooooh Yesss!!...Oh My God, Yesss Jamie, yesss, fucking Christ, yesss, harder, Jamie, fucking HARDER!"
With that, I pumped and pummelled, ramming my cock into her arse as hard as I could, Nia moaning and pushing back against me, her anus rippling and pulsing around me as she orgasmed almost continually. I was having difficulty in not coming myself; the sensations I was getting from fucking Nia's arse was like nothing I had ever experienced before, and it was the most exciting sexual act I had ever committed, all of these things playing in my mind as I humped and pumped, my orgasm building, promising to be like none I had ever experienced before.
"Princess...I'm going to come, Oh, God! " I moaned, and with that Nia climaxed with a heartfelt scream of release, her juices squirting out of her and over my midsection in a spray of warmth as her anal tube rippled and clenched at me. I couldn't hold out any more, and came with a loud groan, my spunk roaring out of me, my cock swelling up to wedge in her tight anal tube as I fired blast after blast of spunk at high speed into her depths. I felt something deep inside me convulse with the force I came, jet after jet of high-pressure spunk bulleting out of me. As I bathed her insides with my seed, Nia came again, another giant orgasm sweeping over her and making her anus constrict me even further, the jets of spunk continuing as I literally emptied myself into her. I think I used up a week's worth in that one glorious shag, coming like I had never come before, but fuck, it was worth it!
As our mutual orgasm subsided, I lay in her arms, Nia gently and lightly kissing my face and neck as the tails and curls of orgasm faded and died away inside her. The tightness of her anus was keeping me hard, and she suddenly giggled.
"Polar Bear, I can feel your pulse, in my bum, that's so funny!" I started grinning as she giggled, and pretty soon I was giggling as well.
"Just imagine, Jamie, if that was the only way to take someone's pulse, the doctor's surgeries would be standing room only!" and I cracked up again at the image she'd conjured up.
Eventually the fit of giggles passed, and I was able to withdraw from her tight little hole, spunk gushing out as I unplugged her rectum.
"Christ, Jamie, how much of this did you do?" she laughed, holding a cloth to herself to stem the flow of semen dribbling out of her rectum.
"That was the dirtiest, most depraved, most fun thing I have ever done!" she grinned, "We are definitely doing this again, just not tonight, I feel like I've got a doorknob stuck up my bum!"
++++
Nearly a week went by before we heard anything more on the subject of Hu'e. I was woken in the middle of the night by the house phone ringing, and when I answered, it was Limbu, calling from Singapore.
"Mr. Morrison, thank you for the information you provided from your...friend in Vietnam, it has certainly illuminated several areas we were lacking in information. My team has been cross-checking the information from Lieng, and we believe we have identified the time and date of the sale of the child known as Hu'e Vienh Lo. A child matching the general description you gave us of the child you are seeking, with corresponding identifying marks, in particular the neck birthmark, was boarded on a British Airways flight to Vancouver, in the company of a woman claiming to be her adoptive mother on December 31, 1983. The papers shown appeared to be genuine, but the identity of the woman was later found to be spurious.
"We have reason to believe the child was 'laundered' through one of several corrupt adoption agencies, and I have a contact in The Royal Canadian Mounted Police Organised Crime unit in Toronto who has made a particular study of these agencies, their owners, agents and middlemen, and has had a lot of success in tracking down these stolen children and bringing the criminals involved to book. I have sent him details of your search, plus most of the correspondence from Lieng, and I have emailed you his details, I would suggest you call him as soon as you can."
I was gratified that they had managed to make the connection to Canada that had only been hinted at. I thanked Limbu, and hung up, waking Nia to tell her the news.
"Princess, wake up, I have some news, wake up!"
She was her usual alert self when first woken.
"Huh? Whassup, wha's goin' on Jamie?"
I told her about the conversation I'd just had with the man in Singapore, that they had managed to track Hu'e to Vancouver, and that I had a contact name with the Mounties, and that come what may, we were going to Canada; we were too close now, and I could feel the end of the chase looming. So could Nia, and she was ready to go, to track her sister down at last, and make her mother's heart whole again.
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Part 1. I am clean without transgression, I am innocent -- Job 33:9
When Robbie was born, his father celebrated for 2 days straight; he had a son, someone to carry on the family sporting tradition. Steve Dolan had been star quarterback his senior year, the most popular boy in the school, dating the head cheerleader, Angie Rayne. He'd married the cheerleader, started his own business, building up a small chain of 8 hardware stores across the mid-west. Now he had a son, all his dreams were coming true, one after the other.
As Robbie grew, and took notice of the world around him, and began trying to grasp things, Steve noticed that he was having difficulty judging distance, identifying simple things like his toys, and as he started walking this grew more pronounced; he seemed to be having great difficulty seeing things, always bumping into things. His eyes were tested and the news devastated both of them; Robbie had severe Myopia, short-sighted to a degree requiring immediate corrective surgery and life-long spectacles; he was never going to play sports, it would be too dangerous for him.
When Steve and Angie heard the diagnosis, something inside them died; their son was never going to be a sports star, never going to be Prom King, never going to be anybody except the kid with the thick glasses, and Steve remembered the cruel tricks and casual beatings he used to hand out to kids like that. Now his son was in for all that, a life of being dismissed as Four-Eyes, Magoo, Nerd, and Urkel.
Steve's disappointment in his son was extreme, his reaction to him more so; he simply decided there was no point in making an effort with him, he was always going to be a nobody, a joke in school, 'victim' already tattooed on him in big glowing letters.
When Robbie was 2, Angie gave birth to a little girl, Casey, and she was everything, in their eyes, that their son wasn't; perfect in every way, bright, friendly, healthy, and growing up beautiful, smart, everybody's darling. From the moment she was born, all of Steve and Angie's efforts went into her; she was their princess. Robbie was sidelined, forgotten, in the family, but no longer a part of it. All the love, care and attention they had was lavished on Casey, and there was none left over for little Robbie.
He wasn't neglected, but he was ignored, unloved, abused in all but deed, and excised from the family by the most subtle knife of all. There would be periods, sometimes weeks at a time, when his father never spoke to him at all; Steve had nothing to say to his failure son, and Angie was so busy preparing her daughter for the prom-queen, cheerleader, catwalk life that was in store for her daughter that she overlooked her little boy entirely.
For Steve and Angie, Robbie simply stopped existing; it was easier that way. They fed him, clothed him, and dismissed him from their lives; he became invisible and unregarded.
The bullies at school had discovered early on that he was almost blind if he lost his glasses; all he saw of the world was moving smears of colour, so they would slap them off him, and watch him stumble around, afraid and at their mercy.
Robbie endured the beatings that got handed him at school, Steve and Angie not even noticing their boy was hurt, and hurting, unable to see he was worth their time and attention, standing by uncaring while his life spiralled downwards. One time, without his glasses, it took him nearly 4 hours to get home, unable to find his way, trying to make sense of the blurs and jags of colour he saw, almost petrified with fear, missing cars by a hairs-breadth. When he finally made it home, dinner was long over. They'd saved none for him; he was only 12 years old, and they hadn't noticed he was missing.
Robbie excelled in school; he was an outstanding math and science student, his grades the best ever achieved at Ellenbrook High, a grade point average so far ahead of the curve that his school predicted a glowing future for him; colleges were going to fight over him one day, he was scholarship material. Steve and Angie dismissed all that from their minds; Casey was the important one.
When time came, he applied for colleges across California and the South-West, and was accepted at all of them, his GPA and perfect SAT score going before him; the prize, though was the offer of a full Computer Sciences scholarship at UC Berkeley. But he had no way to support himself; Steve wouldn't hear of him going to college, they needed the money for Casey, for when she went to college; for him, there was nothing.
He spent most of his time with his best friend, Joey Anderson, the most popular boy in the school, cheerleader girlfriend, the whole cliché. If not for the fact that Joey genuinely liked him, Robbie would have avoided him like poison; too many guys like Joey had beaten the crap out of him for him to trust a jock, but Joey put a stop to that, made it clear that messing with Robbie was messing with him; after a couple of the worst offenders got handed their asses by Joey, the beatings stopped.
Joey had somehow managed to convince Robbie to help him train, and had slowly encouraged him to lift weights, to join him in his callisthenics and workouts, and to circuit-train. At last, Robbie had found an athletic endeavour he could participate in, one that he actually enjoyed. As he grew taller, he bulked-up, helped by the daily exercise and training, muscle-mass growing and firming as he trained harder and for longer, his genetics finally kicking in. At 18 he stood six feet three inches and weighed 200lbs, with not an ounce of spare fat on him. He favoured Steve in heft and looks, but towered over him, brown haired and brown-eyed, clean-limbed, clear skinned, healthy and fit. Except for his eyesight.
However, none of his family noticed the changes in him; they were watching Casey, and Robbie was just background noise they'd stopped hearing years ago.
Joey's mom, Sarah, was more of a mother to Robbie than Angie ever was, Robbie often staying over for days on end, knowing his family would never ask themselves where he was, Sarah never complaining, being there when he needed a mom to tell his troubles to. When he told her he'd turned down his college offers for lack of funds and support, she was furious, Steve Dolan had a string of successful, profitable stores, and he still had nothing for his boy! But there was nothing she could do; Robbie wasn't hers, and she couldn't afford to help him; she could barely afford to support Joey. Not that Robbie would have asked.
The evening it all came to a head was like any other; Robbie and Joey hanging out, lifting weights out back, watching TV, good-naturedly ragging each other, just keeping company with each other. When Robbie eventually left to go home, Sarah watched him walking away, a lone, upright figure, and she confided her feelings to Joey.
"It's a sin to waste your own life, but it's a crime to waste someone else's. Steve Dolan discarded that boy for no reason, took away his college, said he had no money to spare, then buys Casey a new Escalade for her birthday, and promised her a trip to Europe for the next one. You know what they gave Robbie for his birthday this year? A Disney Tee-shirt that didn't even fit. It breaks my heart to see that poor boy treated so shamefully; what did he ever do to anyone? They'll pay for this one day." Joey could only express his wish that they did, letting rip a few choice words to describe the Dolan family.
Meanwhile, Robbie arrived home to find his parents waiting for him, tight-lipped, angry.
"What's the meaning of this?" demanded Steve, waving an envelope at him, and his heart sank; the scholarship offer. "When were you going to tell us you'd applied to Berkeley? That you'd been accepted? Do you know how much it costs to go there?"
Robbie was confused. He wasn't going, he'd already turned it down, there was no money for him to go to college, any college. They'd already made that clear.
"Dad, I turned it down, I can't support myself, you can't support me, it's over, so what are you so mad about?"
Steve read through the letter properly, anger mounting as he began to understand that the scholarship had been full tuition and a bursary.
"Why didn't you give this to us, why did your mother have to find it when she was cleaning your room?"
Robbie was confused, now he was at the sharp-end again for doing exactly what they wanted. "Dad, you told me I couldn't go to college, any college. Why is there a problem, I've already refused the offer, the scholarship offer's been rescinded, it's gone to someone else. End of story. May I go now, please, I have an assignment due tomorrow?"
Steve wasn't ready to let it go.
"You stupid little shit, you had a scholarship, you could have gone to Berkeley, but no, you pissed it away -- what the hell were you thinking of?" The unfairness of it broke over Robbie, and he reared up, all his bitterness, anger and despair finally boiling over.
"You took it away from me, you son of a bitch! I asked you for one thing, for the first, for the only time in my life, and it was still too much to ask! You turned me down flat, you wanted to save the money so Casey could go to college, remember? What about me, why was it so hard to help me just once? You took my future away from me, a chance to be somebody, anybody, except your son. Thanks to you, I'll never even get to be a has-been, like you, I'll be a never-was, does that feel good, do you feel proud of me now?"
Steve snarled and swung his hand at him, for it to smack into Robbie's palm, locked there immobile as Robbie stood up, Steve suddenly really seeing him for the first time, and realising Robbie outweighed him, was a head taller than him, had no reason not to snap his wrist, and plenty of cause to do just that. They stood, silently, as Steve, face twisting in pain, tried to think of a way out of this situation, his hand trapped in Robbie's closed fist, with Robbie finally angry enough to pay him back for all the years of contempt and neglect.
"Robbie, no, let your father go!" shrilled Angie, and Robbie suddenly realised how harsh and unlovely her voice was, squawking like an angry turkey.
"Shut up, bitch, I haven't finished yet!" he gritted, twisting his hand, watching the pain flash again across Steve's face again.
""I'm going upstairs now; I'm getting my stuff, and I'm going home. Don't ever speak to me again, I owe you nothing, so don't expect to hear from me again. I'm letting go now, if you try to hit me again, I'll break your arm, Steve."
"This is your home...." trailed off Angie.
"I said shut up, bitch, and I don't live here. Have fun with Casey until she gives you the finger!"
Sarah Anderson answered the door to Robbie, took one look at his face, and hustled him in, sitting him down and handing him a soda. "Robbie, what's happened? Joey's not here, he's taken Karen to the movies, but you can tell me." She watched him closely as he told her what had happened, and that he'd walked out, asking if he could stay with them until he figured out what to do next.
"Stay as long as you want, honey, you practically live here anyway. Give me your stuff, I'll put it through the wash now, be nice and fresh for the morning. You are going to school in the morning?"
Robbie thought about it. "Don't really see the point in graduating now, I'm not going anywhere, perhaps I should start looking for a job somewhere."
Sarah snorted. "Around here? My advice is, stay in school as long as you can, you never know when you may need it!"
"Sure thing, Mrs Anderson, thanks for the soda. If you don't mind, I'll go out back, lift some weights for a while and wait for Joey."
While Robbie worked off his anger in the back yard, Sarah thought about what he'd told her. It was beyond her how a family could so despise their child that destroying his future was of no consequence to them, that they could be so indifferent to their child, could leave him out in the cold for years on end, grind away at him, and then be so shocked when he finally reared-up and struck back. At least they hadn't destroyed his spirit, she thought grimly, he still had enough grit to back Steve down, and shut Angie's whiny mouth.
A knock came at the door, and Sarah looked through the window to see Steve and Angie Dolan standing there. Good, she thought, I'm just in the right mood to deal with those two! She opened the door and stepped out, closing the door behind her, making it clear they were not invited in.
Steve started to speak. "Sarah, could we speak to Robbie..." but Sarah cut him short.
"No. He told me what you did, what you said. You're a dick, Steven Dolan, you were a dick in school, and you're still a dick now. Robbie says he doesn't want to speak to or hear from you again. He's over 18, in this state that makes him an adult, and I intend to respect his wishes. How dare you treat your boy like he's nothing, because he's not a shit-head jock like you! Right now, everything he owns in the world is sitting on my table; one bag of old clothes to show for a lifetime with you. You couldn't carry away the things you gave Casey in a big truck! But none of that matters; all he ever needed was a little love from his mom, a little time with his dad, but you couldn't even give him that, just that, you couldn't even see him for the glow from Casey. You made him not exist in his own home, the place he's supposed to be loved and safe. He was fading away in front of you, and you looked away, or looked right through him; you dismissed him out of hand, made him be nobody and nothing."
"God damn you, both of you, you stood by and let him stumble through life, knowing he's almost completely defenseless. You never once thought of giving him a helping hand, or being kind to him, or being there for him, or just letting him know that you gave a damn for him. Both of you, you gave all your love and attention to your baby girl, what about your baby boy, where was the love for him? Who the hell looked out for him? If you didn't want him, why didn't you just give him up, let someone have him who'd actually love him? For Chrissake, he'd have had a better life if you'd just dumped him along the side of the fucking road! God help the pair of you, one day you'll pay for what you did to that boy, I swear!" Tears of rage were rolling down her cheeks and she angrily rubbed them away.
"Sarah, I..." began Angie, Sarah cutting across her. "Shut up Angie, Robbie sure got one thing right; you are a miserable, mean bitch! I'm glad he finally slapped you down. One of the few things he's grateful for is that he never has to hear your damned voice ever again. Now the two of you get off my property before I call the police! Go on, go shove your heads back up Casey's ass, that's where you've had them stuck for the last 16 years!"
Steve tried to speak again. "Sarah, please..."but again Sarah shut him off. "If you say another word, Steven Dolan, I swear I will kick your ass for you, hand you a beating like poor Robbie had to endure all the time, beatings my son had to put a stop to, because you couldn't be bothered. He'd come home all busted up, and you never noticed, you just looked right through him, none of you bunch even noticed he was hurt. You are a miserable excuse for a parent, and that goes for you too, Angie. Now get the hell off my property!" Steve and Angie recognised the raw fury in Sarah's voice and beat a hasty retreat.
*
Casey came in from school, and did her usual twirl in front of the hall mirror, checking herself out, making sure she looked perfect from every angle, that her tight shirt and short, short plaid skirt revealed just enough without looking cheap. She was a pleasant eyeful in anybody's book, that much was true; long supple legs, taut, trim figure, long Copper-Auburn hair in a ponytail, and gray-hazel eyes. Pretty, slim, limber and athletic; the perfect cheerleader. Trouble was, she knew it too well. She clattered into the lounge, dropping her things on the coffee table and doing a graceful flop backwards onto the couch. Then something about her parents, and the strained silence in the room caught her attention, and she suddenly sensed the atmosphere, both parents looking hunted, drawn, almost furtive.
"Mom, what's going on, what's happened?" she demanded, "Dad, what is it?"
"Casey, it's Robbie..." began Angie, trailing off and looking helplessly at Steve.
"Robbie left, for good. We had...words, about college, and now he's gone, he took his stuff and left," said Steve, scowling at the memory of the pain Robbie'd caused him without breaking a sweat.
"Gone!" echoed Casey, "Gone where, why, what are you not telling me?" she demanded, "Why are you so wound-up over it, it's only Robbie! Where did he go?"
Angie answered "He's staying with the Andersons for now, long term...I don't know. But he won't come back here; he's gone."
Casey stalked out and jumped into her car, her brand new Escalade, and drove over to the Anderson residence, intending to give Robbie a piece of her mind. Sarah Anderson was sitting on the porch trying to calm herself after the confrontation she'd had with the Dolan's when Casey pulled up , got out and walked up to speak to her.
"Mrs. Anderson, may I please speak with Robbie, about..."
Sarah cut her short, a habit she was getting to like with this bunch. "No you may not, Robbie has had quite enough of you and that family of yours, leave him be, he's got a lot to deal with, and your whining voice is just another thing he wants to forget!"



Casey gawked at her, and Sarah couldn't help smiling nastily back at her. "Told you what they did, did they? How they refused to let him go to college so you could have a nice new luxury car and a trip to Europe, how he had to turn-down a full scholarship to Berkeley because your folks refused to help him in any way, how they want a bubble-head like you to go to college, not him, the only brain in the whole damn family? Enjoying your nice birthday presents, are you? You'd better, because that was your brother's future; think about it next time you and the rest of your slutty friends pile into your nice new car, or when you go slutting around Europe next year, and wonder how the hell your brother's supposed to make a life when you've taken his future from him; I hope it gives you a warm glow inside. You have to go now, I'm sure there's a boy somewhere you haven't shown your ass to yet!"
She drove home in shock, numb with the realisation of the truth she'd heard in Sarah's voice, her words running around in her mind, thinking about what she'd said, remembering how they treated him; like he was invisible. When was the last time she'd said 'thank you' when he'd done something for her, or said 'good morning' to him, or even just smiled at him, included him just once? She had time for everyone, but never any for her brother.
Sarah was right; they'd driven him out. They never gave him anything, or bought him anything, or did anything for him, or took him out anywhere; it was always just Mom, Dad and her. Robbie had never been on vacation with them, preferring to stay with Joey; at least, that's what the parents had always said; but supposing they had told him he couldn't, or worse, never even bothered to ask him along?
The birthday present had been a mean, shitty masterpiece, calculated to hurt, she now realised, Mom and Dad giving him a T-shirt, smirking like they were sharing the best joke in the world, with her giggling and rubbing it in because she'd just got a car. Now she remembered with painful clarity the hurt, lost look he'd had, and yet he'd still thanked them politely, humbly even, even though his face told them plainly that he'd come to the final recognition of just how little he meant to them. She and her parents had taken their meanest, lowest shot in a lifetime of petty meanness, and yet he'd still thanked them. In that one incident, Robbie had shown more grace under fire, more character than all the rest of his family, more courage in the face of adversity than the rest of them combined were capable of.
She thought about how thoughtless and malicious they'd all been to him all his life; Birthday, Casey gets an iPod, Robbie gets a book, Christmas, Casey gets a laptop, Robbie gets a book, next birthday Casey gets a car, Robbie gets a T-shirt, her parents no doubt chuckling inside at the stricken look on his calm face each time he got handed the shit-end of the stick, nobody ever going out on a limb and actually being nice to him, not once.
She remembered one occasion when she'd had to go into his room (room, hah! What a joke that was, an awkward little hutch of waste space that he'd been shoehorned into because there was no need to waste a real bedroom on him; it was only Robbie...) for some reason or other, and had smirked at how little there was in there, no trophies or medals, no TV or laptop, no stereo, nothing; God, he was such a loser! She'd noted on his little bookshelf 3 copies of the same book, all new looking, and giggled at the fact that they'd given him the same cheap book 3 years in a row, because no-one had ever bothered to ask him if he already had it. On his dresser, some battered plastic toy soldiers, and she'd sneered at him for being so juvenile; now she realised that they were there because they were all he had. Now it suddenly didn't seem so funny, mute evidence of just how little they thought of him. And what had she just said to her parents? 'It's only Robbie.....'
Casey stopped the car in a side street and, for the first time in her life, cried for her shy, soft-spoken, diffident big brother, for tuning him out, for hurting him so often, and for so long it had become second nature to her, to all of them. She cried for all the hurt and neglect, a lifetime of love and caring they'd withheld from him, for giving him a lifetime of not very much at all, realisation of her guilt drilling into her. When she got home, she ran into his tiny room and looked around.
His battered closet stood empty, and she realised it was her old Barbie 'Princess' closet, her discarded child's closet handed to him to save them from actually having to give him something of his own, yet another reminder of how little he meant to them. His few possessions, his books and toy soldiers were gone; he'd taken them with him, and now there was no evidence he'd ever been there. Robbie really was gone for good. Casey sat on his bed and cried hot, useless tears, a pointless atonement that brought no solace, finally understanding what it really meant when you took everything from someone and left them with nothing.
When Joey came in, Sarah filled him in on what had happened, and for once didn't rein him in when he let loose a string of invective, feeling like doing the same thing herself. "Joey, Robbie's going to stay with us for a while, so I want the two of you to clear out the spare bedroom, fix it up for him, OK? I'm calling your uncle Frank, I need a favour."
When they came down from setting up the room, Sarah sat Robbie down. "Robbie, I think I know what you can do. My brother has a good friend who owns a video game company, software, that kind of thing, in the San Francisco Bay Area, Silicone Valley. I've asked him to talk to his friend, because Joey tells me you know a lot about game software and programming, it might be the place for you. Are you OK with that?"
He stammered out his thanks; this was beyond his wildest dreams, the most anybody had ever done for him...
Sarah had her brother call Robbie and talk to him, and he in turn conferenced-in his friend, Steve Vargas of GameStx. Steve had a long, genial but searching conversation with Robbie, then asked him if he'd excuse him, he would like to talk privately with Frank, That evening, Frank called Sarah, and told her what Steve Vargas had told him.
"Sally, I've never seen Steve so excited. Your young man is a genuine, bona-fide, dyed-in-the-wool software genius! Steve's astounded that someone who's not even graduated from High School could have such an instinctive grasp of high-level programming like Robbie has. Right now, Steve is trying to work an accounting deal to snare Robbie before Activision, Eidos or Microsoft find out about him and try and lure him in. I'm negotiating with Steve, because I think Robbie is going to be the next big thing in the games and gaming software world, and I want him to get the best deal possible -- the last thing I want is you chasing my scalp!"
Sarah listened with her mouth hanging open, delighted at the possibilities opening up for young Robbie at last.
"I'm holding out for an initial salary for him of $8,000 a month, from the way Steve was watering at the mouth, I think young Robbie will be worth that and more, so I'm sticking to my guns while Steve hums and haws, mostly for form's sake, I promise you; Robbie will be a valuable asset, and I know he'll go places, fast. Steve knows this too, so he'll cough-up, I promise you! When Robbie gets out here, he'll stay with me and Caitlin until he can find a place of his own--or not; I trust you and Joey's feelings about this boy, if you think he's a good kid, so will Caitlin and I."
The next day Steve Vargas called Robbie and offered him a position as a developer at their site in Palo Alto, on a salary of $96,000. In addition, he would be staying with Frank and his family in Morgan Hill until he could get his own place. Steve gave him as much time as he needed to put his affairs in order, and promised him some juicy projects to sink his teeth into as soon as he arrived.
Robbie was a little shell-shocked at how quickly things had moved, and tried to stammer out his thanks to Sarah and Joey, but Sarah pooh-poohed his thanks, saying that was what family did for each other, and she was proud of both her boys. Joey punched him on the shoulder and threw him a coke to drink a toast, and that was all that needed saying
Robbie had a couple of weeks before he went, and he spent them with Sarah and Joey, Sarah buying him clothes and stuff he'd need, just hanging out, being part of a proper family for a while. The last thing Sarah did for him was something he never found out about.
Casey answered the knock at the door, and opened it to find Sarah standing there. She called her parents and asked Sarah to come in; Sarah, somewhat icily, politely declined.
"Steve, Angie, Your son needed $500 for air fare, I gave it to him, I would like it refunded please. He asked me not to divulge his whereabouts, and I promised not to; I take my promises seriously; in fact, I'm not too certain where he went myself. I would however just like to add a postscript of my own; Robbie is a quiet, sweet, serious, considerate, phenomenally talented young man with a genius-level IQ, which you'd know if you had ever bothered to attend even one of his guidance counselling sessions, or even just spoke to him once in a while; instead, you tried to crush him. God help you, you nearly succeeded."
"He's gone a long way away, and he's never coming back; you nearly destroyed him, and he has no happy memories of here or you, nothing to come back to. He give me a message to give to you; 'Stay away from me,' and that goes for you as well, young lady."
"You didn't want him to exist, so now you're getting your wish; I hope you choke on it. A wise man once said, be careful what you wish for, you may get it'. You will all live to regret the day you decided to destroy that boy, and I fervently hope I'm here to see it. He's going to make a big splash one day, and you could so easily have been part of that, but instead you chose to ignore and neglect him. You drove him away, so now you get to live with it. He's gone, it would be best for all if you just convinced yourselves he never existed, because really, that's what you wanted all along, wasn't it? "
"All that aside, however, and just to satisfy my own personal curiosity, I have just one question for you, and I really would like an answer someday; what did he ever do to you to make you despise him so much? I'll leave you to ponder that, see if you can come up with an answer that doesn't make me sick to my stomach. In the meantime I'll take a check or cash. Just think, $500 to get rid of your son forever, I'd call that a bargain, wouldn't you? It would be the first, last, and only thing you ever did for your little boy, how good does that make you feel?"
"One last thing; if you do try to find him, for whatever reason, I'll find out, and then Joey and I will make sure the whole town knows just how you nearly destroyed that poor child for no other reason than because you could; when that happens, people will cross the street just to spit on you; you don't discard your children because they can't play sports, do you hear me, Steven Dolan?"
Sarah left with her check, Angie and Casey crying, Steve ashen faced, the fact that their eldest child, their only son, was gone forever only now sinking in.
*
4 years passed. Robbie had quickly settled into his job at GameStx, working his way up from Developer to Team Leader to Project Manager, to Senior Game Designer at the incredible age of 22, designing and rolling out some of the most popular and biggest-selling multi-platform shoot 'em ups and fantasy games.
He lived near Lake Merced in Daly City, a dormitory community for San Francisco in San Mateo County. He'd also to managed to attend college, at UCSF, juggling work and coursework, gaining a degree in Computer Science after getting his GED at night school.
In a gesture typical of him, he'd been sending a large chunk of his salary back to Sarah every month; she needed help with Joey's college expenses, and Robbie was doing what any brother, any son, would do; helping his family where they needed it. He made only one condition, though; Joey was not to know; he wanted to do this for his best friend, his brother, but he didn't want him thinking he was a charity case.
Joey stayed in close touch with Robbie. He was a regular visitor to San Francisco, working for a national insurance company with offices off Market Street, not far from the transformed Embarcadero, so they got together every few weeks to eat pizza, drink beer, argue about baseball, and rehash school days.
In truth, part of the reason for Joey's frequent visits was at the urging of Sarah, although Joey also loved visiting his oldest friend. Sarah was concerned that Robbie was lonely; he had no girlfriend, no real social life other than Joey's regular visits, and Sarah was worried that he had become too introverted, job-oriented, and lonely.
Still she had to admit, he'd changed a lot, changing more and for the better each time she saw him; he'd learned how to smile, and no longer peered at the world through pebble glasses; laser surgery had corrected most of his vision defects, and now he wore small thin lenses in fashionable spidery frames. He was still very fit, the training Joey had put him through had become ingrained habit, and he looked muscular, healthy, and confident -- and handsome, Sarah reminded herself.
So why no girl hanging on his arm; why no adventures among the fairer sex? With his looks, his build, and his sweet nature, he should have cut quite a swathe through the local female population, and yet...nothing. Sarah never mentioned these concerns to him, though; she was as proud of him as though he were her own son, and reckoned that, when he was ready to begin dating, he'd tell her. Robbie called her most evenings, if only to say 'Good night', only now she was no longer 'Mrs. Anderson'; now he called her Mom. He never asked her about his parents or Casey, and she never offered any information about them; he was well off out of there.
GameStx had satellite offices in Sacramento, Mountain View and Santa Clara, so Robbie spent a fair amount of time in one or other of them, as well as his own comfortable hutch in the main site in Palo Alto. He had become the face of the company with the distributors, his in-depth knowledge of the game source codes and his uncanny ability to innovate and embrace and build-in advanced applications and future-proofing capabilities enabling them to confidently pitch their products at new and un-tapped markets and data environments.
All meetings with the distributors usually took place in Sacramento, in a conference suite in one hotel or another, so when these meetings were in the offing, Robbie would book a room in the same hotel and drive up, preferring to stay overnight rather than drive back at the end of a long day, even though it was only a 100 mile drive from Daly City to Sacramento. This particular occasion was no different. He drove up early, wanting to check in and freshen up before the meeting. After checking in, he had half an hour to spare, so he decided to have a coffee in the lobby coffee shop, sitting and idly watching the guests and staff to and fro.
One girl caught his eye. She looked familiar, and Robbie was puzzled; he didn't know anyone in Sacramento except the software team there, all male, but still she looked hauntingly familiar. She seemed to be some kind of hotel Customer Service rep, tall, slim, wearing a smart business suit in the hotel livery, dazzling bright bronze hair caught in a ponytail with a black scrunchie, and large hazel eyes.
She looked up, caught Robbie's gaze and smiled, then froze, her eyes widening as she dropped her clipboard. She slowly walked towards him, still with that deer--in-a-headlight expression, and came up to stand in front of him, lip trembling. Her hand came out, as though to touch him and then dropped to her side, and two big tears rolled down her cheeks. Robbie was startled by the strange reaction this girl was having to him, but she was looking more and more familiar, maybe he'd place her soon, a colleague's sister, perhaps, or someone he'd once had drinks with, but why the tears? She sat down opposite him, and whispered, "Robbie!" confirming she knew him, but he still none the wiser. "Robbie, it is you! Robbie, it's been so long, where have you been? Oh God, Robbie!" Suddenly her face clicked into place.
Casey.
His stomach rolled, and he felt hot and suddenly nauseous. He'd come half-way across the country to avoid ever meeting or speaking to his family ever again, and now here she was, the cause of all his problems in the first place, the one who'd denied him his life, the selfish little daddy's bitch herself!
He stared at her, anger flaring in his eyes, then stood up stiffly and marched to the desk, intending to cancel his booking, settle-up and leave, find another hotel to stay in, anywhere to avoid Casey, deny her existence before she ruined his life all over again..
"Wait, Robbie!" she called, and next thing her hand was on his arm, tugging him. Robbie tried to shake her off.
"Leave me alone, you ruined my life, I don't want to hear, what? That you're sorry? Too fucking late for that, now let go and fuck off!" he hissed at her, aware she was causing a scene.
Casey kept hold of his arm, pulling him around to face her, grabbing hold of both his arms, looking at his face, into his eyes, tears running down her face. "Robbie, I am so truly, deeply sorry! Dear God, I've been looking for you for four years now, just so I could say that! If you want to tell me to fuck off, please, go ahead. I deserve it, but it doesn't change the fact that I'm sorry. Please Robbie, please, you're my big brother, and I treated you like shit, and I am so, very, very sorry."
Robby was silent, staring at her, listening to her voice, the longest conversation she'd ever had with him, said slowly "The whole family left me out my entire life, there was no room in your family for me, why would I care anything about you and your damned family? You did that to me and laughed; you stood by and laughed while they did that to me. I have no part in your family. Now, let me go. Why don't you just fuck off?" Casey flinched. "Didn't like that, did you? Imagine having every day like that, 18 years of 'fuck off', and then you say sorry. Not good enough! I told you to fuck off, why are you still here?"
Casey recoiled like she'd been slapped. "Robbie, please, don't leave me again!" she whispered hoarsely. "I never knew how much you meant to me until you were gone. I haven't had a moment's peace or proper night's sleep since you left, I just spent my nights wondering where you were and worrying about you, and being frightened, really, honest to God frightened, that someone even worse than us was hurting you even more, all over again! Please, I felt like a part of my soul had been sliced open because you were gone, the way I should have always felt about you. I was a failure as a sister. I failed you, and I forced you out. I know now what I did, and I've cried for you more nights than I can count, but I always hoped I'd find you one day and say 'I'm sorry, I need my brother, I want him back'. Please, give me a chance to make this right between us. Don't walk away from me again, Robbie, please!"
She was crying openly now, other guests in the lobby staring at the big man making the girl cry; someone was bound to step in at some point soon.
Robbie sat down, handed her his handkerchief, muttering "OK, you've said your piece, now will you please go? I have a meeting in a few minutes, and I don't have time for your whining; you say you've had no peace, good, I think it's right you suffer; you took everything from me, and you gave me nothing. You left me with nothing, so I don't have anything to give you; you want absolution? Find a priest, I'm all out. All I want is to never see or hear from you and your parents ever again. I got tired of being nobody in your lives, now I have a life of my own, one that none of you can take from me, and I like it that way. No going back, Casey, and no room for you. Why can't you understand that I loathe and despise you? Go cry your crocodile tears someplace else, I'm busy!""



Just then a messenger arrived. "Mr. Anderson, your party has arrived, your meeting is in the Green Suite, please follow the signs to your left."
"Anderson?" whispered Casey.
"Of course I changed my name, Casey; did you really think I could stand to spend the rest of my life being one of you?" he murmured, furious at Casey for disturbing him so, for stirring up the old resentments, for being here when his life worked so well without her or any of the others.
The encounter had unsettled him, bringing all the old hurt and angers back to the surface, colouring his interaction with the distributors, paradoxically making them more eager than ever to invest in new product. Robbie was normally mild, compliant, amiable at these meetings, virtually rubber-stamping the distributors' requirements, letting them make suggestions and demands, confident he and the other programmers could come up with the right solution or work-around; it was what kept him on his game, constantly innovating to stay ahead of the pack.
Now he drove them, brow-beating them into accepting his terms, refusing to compromise, bending them to his requirements, telling them what they'd get, not what they wanted to hear, and what it would now cost to get exactly what they wanted, promising them increased playability, more and faster levels of game-play, enhanced engines and adaptability, and future-generation capabilities and options in return.
The meeting broke up with happy faces all round, and as they filed out of the conference suite, there was Casey, waiting for him again, tears glimmering in her eyes. He sighed; much as he wanted to tell her to fuck off, forever, her persistence had also gotten to him, so he walked over to her.
"OK, you got me, so talk," he said. "Not here, Robbie, somewhere private, please!" she begged, so he acquiesced, taking her to his room.
Once inside, he got two sodas from the mini-bar, handed her one and sat down on the couch opposite her. "Talk, Casey, you wanted to talk, say your piece and leave!"
She sat with her hands in her lap, nervously twisting her fingers together, looking down, before beginning to speak, her voice hushed, and tears not far away.
"Robbie, what we did was unforgivable, and I can't ask you for forgiveness, I have no right, not after the way I treated you. Mom and Dad taught me to look down on you instead of looking up to you, and I was too young to understand how I was hurting you, even as I watched myself doing it; it was just easier to do it, watch Mom and Dad do nothing about it, do it again, because I could. I learned to forget I had a big brother, and I ignored the fact that he needed me. You were our punching bag, and all we ever did was dump on you."
"I can never forgive myself for not being there for you. I'm sorry, truly sorry. I would give my right arm for the chance to turn back the clock, do it over again, but do it right. That's not possible, but I wanted you to know that's how I felt and how I feel now. I should have allowed myself to love my big brother, and I'm sorry, truly."
Robbie was mildly impressed; apparently she'd grown up a little, no longer the little airhead she was when he'd left.
"So, when did this realisation suddenly come on you?" he asked, unable to keep the twist of bitterness out of his voice, her head snapping up, eyes wide open as the question cracked out at her, eyes dropping once more, to answer him.
"Mrs Anderson told me what Mom and Dad had done to you. And it made me think of all the times where you weren't included or hadn't been allowed-in, all the things we did without you, the places we went and the vacations we had, all of them with a blank space where you should have been, and I realised I couldn't remember a single time I'd ever seen you happy, or smile, or be hugged, or...." Casey dissolved into tears, guilt and sorrow finally catching her again.
Robbie handed her another handkerchief, and waited for her to compose herself. When she'd dried off a little, she continued. "I tried to find you, I really did. I asked everyone who knew you, put ads in local and national newspapers, searched the internet, nothing. I even risked asking Joey. The first time, he told me to fuck off, just like you did, and I deserved it. Eventually I got up the nerve to ask him again and he told me he hadn't seen or heard from you since you took off, asked me if I was proud of what I'd done, what we'd all done."
Robby smiled thinly. "Good old Joey, he always knew how to keep his mouth shut!"
Casey looked puzzled, and then understanding dawned. "Joey's always known where you were, hasn't he?" she asked wonderingly, and Robbie nodded.
"Of course. He did for me what family does; he had my back. He was always there when I needed him. He comes see me every so often, spends a week or so, and Sarah too. They're my family, they always were; they kept me from going insane around you and your people. Sarah's the only mother I ever had, not your mother, not Angie."
Casey's lip trembled as she realised just how deep was the cut he'd made to sever his link with her. "Poor, abandoned Robbie, they gave you what we should have, they kept you safe when we failed so miserably. I hope God will forgive me, I have no right to ask you to, but I just wanted you to know, I tried for so long to find you, just so I could tell you this. I'll go now; your secret's safe with me; Mom will never know where you are, she doesn't deserve to." She looked at him, tears still glimmering in her eyes. "We took everything away from you, and gave you nothing in return; I'm so sorry."
Robbie had had enough of punishing her; she was obviously in distress, she seemed genuinely remorseful over what had gone before, and he was feeling sorry for her now, for her grief and sorrow, and to be completely honest, ashamed of himself for being so hostile in the face of her obvious pain. He stood up, and took her hand, gently urging to stand so he could help her dry her eyes, his compassionate nature reasserting itself as he guided her to the sofa. Sitting her down next to him, Casey buried her head in his shoulder as she sobbed, her arm around him, crying her guilt, and loss, and shame.
Eventually her sobs died away, Robbie patting her back as though she were three years old, hiccups giving way to murmuring as her grief played itself out, to look up at him."I'm sorry, I got your jacket all wet" she smiled, tremulously, Robbie just smiled back, the first real smile she'd ever seen on him, she realised with a shock, tears starting in her eyes again.
Robbie looked at her quizzically, and she smiled tremulously. "I've never seen you smile before, it's lovely, you have such a sweet smile." Her face clouded up. "That's something else we have to pay for; we stole your smile. Oh Robbie, you poor boy! How you must have hurt!" Casey hugged him tight, pulling herself against him.
Robbie held her helplessly as she dry sobbed, the years of guilt flaring up again. He was nonplussed. He'd not dealt with a situation like this before, so he resorted to once again patting her back, varying it with smoothing her hair and making soothing noises as she burrowed against him, hands clutching at him as she shook and sobbed. Finally, in desperation, he put both his arms around her and hugged her close, reflecting that this seemed to be a day for firsts; hugging his sister was a first for him, as was she hugging him, talking to him, and smiling at him.
Eventually she let go of him, wiping her eyes, as she straightened herself up, smiling shyly at him and getting a shy smile in return, then pulling herself closer to him, leaning on him as she collected her thoughts.
"Robbie, Mom won't hear from me where you are, or who you are now. How you want to deal with the parents is up to you, not a word from me, I promise. I looked back though the family photo albums, looking for a picture of you; but they all start with me. You never got to have a yearbook picture taken, so we don't even have that to remind us of what you look like; not that I ever needed it, but to see nothing in our family record only made it worse; we never included you at all, in anything. I couldn't believe we have almost no record of you at all, virtually no sign you'd ever been part of the family, just one anonymous baby picture, without even Mom and Dad holding you; it could be a picture of anyone, not even a member of the family..."
Robbie looked sideways at her. "Because I wasn't, don't you know that yet?" immediately regretting the tone and comment as she flinched.
She continued nervously. "The word got out about...you know, us, and Dad's business suffered, some graffiti around town, smashed windows, some contracts cancelled, so he paid, but only in a very small way. You remember Karen, Joey's girlfriend? She was on the squad with me, and, I guess Joey told her what had happened; she cornered me in the locker room and slapped me around; she was really furious. She passed the word around, and then the whole school was mad at me, even the other girls in the squad; if I'd ever looked, I'd have realised just how many people liked you, looked up to you even. The whole school knew about the scholarship, the principal had already made a plaque for you, the first Berkeley Computer Science scholarship ever awarded to one of his students; he had a ceremony planned for you, everything; he was furious with me, he wanted to suspend me. I was going to leave, change schools, get away somehow, but Mom made me stay, forced me to stay, really, and made me graduate. On Graduation Day, everyone cold-shouldered me, no one clapped, people booed me, and I deserved it. I guess that, more than anything, brought home to me what I'd done, what I allowed to happen."
Robbie glanced at his wallet on the table, the picture of him with Joey and Karen at their engagement party last year in San Francisco in the inside cover, and returned his gaze to Casey. He thought briefly what she'd said, about Karen; she'd said nothing to him at the party about confronting Casey.
"So, Robbie, what do you do that brings you to Sacramento?" asked Casey tremulously, visibly trying to lighten the mood.
He grinned. "I'm a game designer, I'm here meeting the distributors to thrash out what the requirements will be for the next generation of games; you know, nerd-stuff!"
Casey smiled back. "Sounds complicated, Sarah told us you were very smart, she obviously wasn't wrong!"
He was pleased Casey thought he was bright, and it unsettled him; why should he care what she thought? But he did. Casey, on the other hand was remembering the feel of him when she hugged him; as far as she could tell, he was all muscle, his chest felt like teak, solid dense muscle mass, his arms like steel cables in their firmness and rigidity. She'd never looked at him properly before, so she'd never realised he was so tall, or so toned.
He'd taken his jacket off, and she could see he must have at least a 42" chest, tapering down to probably a 30" waist, wide shoulders, and long legs with tight muscular buttocks. She realised with a start she was checking out her brother, and had to admit to herself, with his expression of mild good humour restored, his wavy, bright chestnut hair, his soft brown eyes and his upright posture, he was a very attractive young man.
This disturbed her; she was not supposed to think this way about her brother, especially one she had treated so badly he'd run away and disappeared.
"So Casey, what are you doing tonight, boyfriend, fiancé, plans? Because if you have none, I'm at a loose end, perhaps we can get dinner, tell me about your life!" said Robbie, surprising himself, but also wanting to make it up to her a little after setting-off her grief-stricken outburst with his own hard-edged hostility. Casey smiled. "I'm free now, and no, no boyfriend. If I can freshen up, I'll take you around my home town; perhaps show you places you don't know yet."
"Wait, you live here now?" asked Robbie, "what about your parents?"
Casey grinned. "I did a degree in Hospitality and Hotel Management at UC Davis, now I'm working in the graduate intern program for this hotel chain. I'm done for the week, so I'm free, we can take your car or mine, there are some good restaurants I know!"
They went down to the parking garage, where Casey gaped at Robbie's car, a Storm-Gray Bentley Continental GT, insisting on walking around and looking at it from all angles. "Wow! What a car, Robbie, you must be doing well!" she gasped, and Robbie grinned shyly. "I got lucky with a game last year, the royalty payments bought it. Actually, it was Joey's idea, that way he gets to drive it around when he comes to see me!
They explored the town a little, Casey showing him some of the less well known parts, before settling on a nice little steak house, enjoying their first ever meal together as brother and sister. After the meal, they talked about their lives. Casey admitted that, after he'd left, she'd been almost paralysed with guilt, and it had taken intensive therapy to make her face that guilt before she could function normally again. Steve and Angie had become almost recluses, aware of what they'd done but unwilling to accept their guilt, still completely emotionally constipated when it came to him, instead shutting themselves away in their business.
They moved on to lighter topics; his studies, her choice of a career in Hospitality, her ambitions to move into Corporate Leisure Management one day.
At last they broke it up, Casey had something she needed to do at home in the morning, and Robbie was supposed to be heading home himself for a long weekend, so he took her back to the hotel to get her car, and invited her back to his room for a nightcap.
By now, they were at ease in each other's company, friends at last, and, after sitting and chatting for a while, Casey made to leave, so Robbie stood, Casey hugging him, pulling his head down for a peck on the cheek. She maintained the hug, thinking to herself, "It could have been like this years ago, all along, why the hell did I have to treat him so badly?" and pulled him down to kiss his cheek again in apology, but changed her mind on an impulse, kissing him on the lips instead, startling him into immobility, and then his arms wrapped around her as he drew her in, his lips parting as he kissed her back, with her tongue slipping into his mouth to touch his tongue momentarily. Her arms tightened around his neck as she clung to him. They stayed locked together for a few more moments, lips pressed together as she probed his mouth with her tongue, then drew back to look into each other's eyes.
"What the hell was that that?" he murmured, looking at her as he felt his lips tingling from the pressure of her soft lips, the slightly stunned expression on her face, and the feel of her pressed against him. Casey was the first to move, stroking his face with her fingertips, running her hand through his hair, tipping his lips with her fingertips, looking at him closely. "You know, Robbie, I spent so much time looking at myself, I never noticed how cute you are!" she smiled. "Just imagine, I had a hottie of my very own in my home all the time, and I never noticed him!"
Robbie flushed, embarrassed at what she said. Casey looked at him closely. "Has no-one ever told you what a cute boy you are, Robbie? Someone must have tried to take a bite at some time, surely!"
He flushed even deeper. "Truth is, Casey, after all that ....business at home, I sort of avoided any...contact with other people, other than work-related, and to be honest, well, you're the first girl who's ever kissed me...." he trailed off, looking away in embarrassed confusion.
Casey pulled his face back round so she could look at him properly. "Robbie, are you honestly trying to tell me you've never been kissed, that you're still a virgin? A gorgeous guy like you? Oh my God, what a waste!"
He tried to explain. "Look, where I work, the type of work we do, there's not a lot of scope for meeting girls, all the developers and programmers are guys like me, so we sort of lean into it, worry about deadlines and delivery milestones, long hours and long weeks. Romance kind of gets left at the starting gate...."
Casey was incredulous. Her mind seemed to be thinking on two tracks at once; one track was thinking; back home, a body like his, looks like his, he would have been mobbed by every unattached girl in sight, and not a few attached ones as well, and he had no inkling just how gorgeous he really was; this was just too much!
But the other track was thinking more sobering thoughts; did we really push him so far into himself that he's incapable being aroused, of having a sexual relationship? Dear God, what have we done to him?
"Robby," she began, "I think you and I should talk, but not here, over there" pointing to the bed. "Come with me!" So saying, she led him to the bed, pulling off his tie and undoing his top button. Robbie sat down on the bed, Casey slipping off her jacket and pulling her blouse out of her waistband, taking off her cravat, and undoing the top two buttons of her blouse. She kicked off her shoes and slid onto the bed, patting it beside her, beckoning Robbie up to lie down next to her, confusion and trepidation showing on his face.
"Relax, Robbie, I'm not going to bite you!" not yet anyway, she thought to herself. "Robbie, have you ever wondered about, you know, girls, relationships and sex, and what to do, and how to get the most out of it?"
He blushed scarlet. "Well, I sort of know the basics and I always thought.....umm, er, no, not really, I don't know about it, no," he admitted, flushing again. "Why are you asking me, why do you want to know?"
"Robbie, did you never look on the internet at home, anywhere?"
Robbie mumbled "No, I didn't have a computer at home." No, you didn't, did you? I did, but you had nothing you poor, lost, boy, she thought, guiltily.
"We can't use the internet at work, for obvious reasons, and I won't have a PC or laptop at home, not after sitting on one 14 hours a day at work. So no, I don't have any reason or inclination to surf the internet, if that's what you're asking!"
No curiosity at all! How deep does this go? What else have we done to him? thought Casey.
"Relax, Robbie, relax and kiss me, you do it good and I want you to kiss me again!" smiled Casey, sliding down to pull Robbie toward her, his hand falling onto her flat stomach. She pulled his head down to her, her lips finally meeting his, her hand resting on the back of his head as he kissed her softly, almost tasting her, his tongue darting in to lick and brush against her tongue, their breathing rates increasing as they kissed and tasted each other's lips and tongues.
Robbie broke, to look at her strangely. "We shouldn't be doing this; you're my sister, this is what boyfriends and girlfriends do, not brothers and sisters. We have to stop this right now!" Suddenly, all the past humiliations, all the loss and the life denied, the hurt he'd endured from this girl flared up inside him. He pulled away from her, looked at her, anger flashing in his eyes.
This was Casey! Everything she'd done to him, everything she'd taken from him, now she wanted to make out with him? Not gonna happen! One evening of friendly chat, and she wanted to waltz back into his life? Pretend nothing happened? No!
Casey looked at him in confusion, seeing his eyes flash and harden, sensing a shutter slamming down behind his eyes, and now he was getting back off the bed, looking at her strangely, hostility creeping into his gaze.
"This was a bad idea, Casey, I should never have invited you here, spoken to you, everything. I don't need you in my life. You found me, you've said what you needed to say, I hope that eased your burden, now you should go, so please leave, I have an early start tomorrow."



Tears started in her eyes as she realised she'd moved too fast for him, that he was so deeply hurt, so damaged, that anything more she did tonight would just push him away all over again, even further this time, and then he truly would be gone forever.
"Robbie," she began, her eyes bright with unshed tears, "I don't know what happened just now, but I promise you, I will try and make up to you for what you lost, and for what I did. Please don't lock me out the way I did with you, you're better than that. I found you again; maybe we can find each other this time. Oh, Robbie, you were my big brother, and I should have held you close; let me keep hold of you now, I swear I won't ever let you go again, on my life!"
Robbie's head was whirling. He wanted to believe her, she sounded sincere, but this was Casey! The one person in the world he knew, with a rigid and unbending certainty, he couldn't trust, selfish, irresponsible, cruel, capricious and uncaring as she was. How did he know this wasn't just an act, a way of taking something more from him, looking for another way to deprive him of what he had?
"How can I trust you, Casey?" he finally managed, "after all that's gone before, after all you did, and knowing how much you cost me, how can I trust you? Would you trust someone like you?"
Casey cringed back from the bitterness in his voice, the anguish for all his lost days bubbling below the surface, asking her the one question she dared not answer, because any answer she gave would damn her in his eyes.
"Robbie," she whispered, "come back, sit down, please, let me show you how much I care, how much I've missed you, how much I want to be in your life again, please!"
He sat down, suddenly weary with the whole thing, wishing it were all over, that he'd never caught her eye in the lobby, that he'd never come to Sacramento this day of all days. Tears started in his eyes as the memories of how little his family had thought of him, how little they'd done for him or given him spun and echoed through him, ghosts he thought he'd laid to rest long ago, and his tears spilled over, running freely. For the first time in his life, he cried, for his loss, for the family life so casually denied him, for the careless abandonment he'd endured, for the cruel rejection that he'd done nothing to deserve, while Casey held him close, all his grief and pent-up loss and anguish finally bursting out, a silent flood of tears as the past reclaimed him.
Casey held on to him, smoothing his hair as he cried, frightened by the depth of his grief. All her life she'd ignored him, and now she was remembering how, even as a little boy, when he was denied or ignored, he had never cried, just turned his face away and waited for attention that never came. Sarah had said they would pay, now Casey understood fully what she meant, her heart fragmenting with the knowledge of what she'd done to this poor, sweet, damaged boy, and how he was still paying for it. She cursed herself for being so stupid, so eager to pull him back, she should never have come back with him, he'd let her back in, and now he was paying all over again. He'd left because he wanted to be gone, why couldn't she have let him stay gone, do that one thing for him?
She pulled him closer to her, cradling his head, tears on her cheeks as she watched her big, sweet, innocent brother collapse in on himself, all his defences crumbling as the long-suppressed past finally tore him apart.
Casey pulled herself further back along the bed, sliding her legs over and behind Robbie, sitting upright to gently pull and urge him to lie against her, still cradling his head as he leaned against her shoulder, stroking his face, whispering to him, hot tears of shame and guilt rolling silently down her face.
At last the shaking stopped, but his arm remained around her waist, clinging to her, Casey still whispering and murmuring into his hair as she rested her head against his, soothing him and letting him know she was there.
And now he slept, absolutely still, immobile, barely a breath sound to indicate he was still alive. Casey cradled his head in her lap, tears coursing down her cheeks as she wept silently and hopelessly, wracked with guilt for all the days she'd taken from him, the life he should have lived, the person he should have been, for the outcast they'd allowed him to become for want of a kind word or gesture. As she wept, she cast about in her mind for something, anything she'd done for him, in all his life, and found nothing.
Sarah had been right -- payment had come due, and it was a harsh and bitter tariff. She'd tried to save him to save herself, and this was the result. Why hadn't she just done the right thing and let him be alone and away from them, the one gift she could have given him that would have meant something? He'd made a new life far from the pathetic travesty of his old one, and now here she was, destroying that as well.
Casey looked down at his sleeping face, young and untroubled in repose, the face of the quiet little boy who had learned far too young that 'no' was the only word his family had for him, and cursed herself for leaving him out of her life, their lives, stroking his young face and crying anew for the simple warmth and love he'd been denied for no other reason than because he wasn't good enough to be one of them.
Robbie woke with a start in the early morning sunlight, confused and disoriented, his head in someone's lap. He was still dressed, and someone was holding him.
"Good morning!" said a soft voice, and he looked up, memory flooding back as he recognised Casey. She smiled at him, stroking his hair, still a new sensation for him, and very pleasurable, comforting and affectionate.
"You fell asleep. I didn't want to wake you, so I stayed here with you; it was very nice, actually; you obviously needed the rest, and I don't often get to hold such a handsome boy all night!"
Her expression and light tone conveyed nothing of the worry she'd felt all night as he lay motionless, afraid she'd locked him into some kind of traumatic, catatonic shell, breathing a sigh of relief when he'd finally wakened, confused but alert. With his awakening had come a rush of relief, and something else, a profound feeling of love and protectiveness for her brother, all the loss and anguish coalescing into a steely determination to keep him close and keep him safe, to keep him near her always and never let him go again.
Robbie stared at her in confusion tinged with wonder. It was Casey, someone he should be avoiding at all costs, that he'd run away from, yet all he could think of was how warm she was, how sweet her smile was, how good she felt as she held him close, and how pretty she was. His head was clear, and when he thought of her and what she'd done, there were only memories, lucid but remote, no anger, no hatred, just images and incidents, like scenes from a movie, remembered in detail, but holding no emotional impact.
"I'm, I'm sorry, you must have been...uncomfortable, I didn't mean to....!" he began, but Casey just smiled at him, touching her finger to his lips. "It's OK Robbie, I enjoyed watching you sleep, you looked so restful, it was a pleasure watching over you, really." she smiled.
Robbie was enjoying her fingers stroking her hair, it really was restful and comforting, and slid his head further into her lap, luxuriating in the sensation of soft fingers twining and stroking his hair, gentle and compassionate. "You must be so tired," he offered, "You sat there all night, like that. What happened?" he asked, memory vague as to how he'd got here.
Casey stroked his face as she gathered her thoughts. "You were in a pretty bad way, Robbie. I thought at first you were having a breakdown, not that I'd blame you, not after all we put you through, and I knew that you needed me, and it seemed only right, so I held you while you cried. I think it was good for you; you had a peaceful night. I know, because I watched you to make sure nothing happened to you, but you slept like a baby."
Robbie stared at her, wondering at the change in her, the old Casey no longer evident. He moved his head from her lap to lie stretched on the bed, head on the pillow, and took her hand, shyly kissed her palm, her fingertips, saying "Thank you for staying, Casey, I guess I did need you after all. Can I hug you? Can I hug my little sister to say I'm sorry for being such an asshole?"
Casey smiled, and slid down the bed to lie next to him, stretching out. "Ooh, this feels nice, so nice!" she smiled. Robbie, feeling guilty for depriving her of a night's sleep, pulled her in for a chaste, brotherly hug, Casey wrapping her arms around his neck and pulling him in tighter, lips brushing his cheek.
"There's nothing to be sorry for, Robbie, and I meant what I said," she said, "I won't let you go again!"
He hugged her as closely as he dared, remembering how slight she was, snugging her up close against him, feeling happy for the first time in a long, long time, and still slightly amazed that he was hugging Casey, of all people! She gently ruffled the back of his head, and he let her go, pulling back so he could look at her, smiling, genuinely happy to see her there smiling back at him. He lightly touched her face, her nose, lips, forehead, between her eyes, her chin, features he only vaguely remembered in isolation, and kissed her forehead, brotherly and proper.
Casey watched him connect with her his way, feeling a deep surge of...something, more than just familial kinship and love, as he explored her features, really looking at her for the first time in his life.
"You know," he began, "I never really got a good look at you, isn't that weird? I mean, I know what you look like, but if I were asked to describe you, I'd be stumped, I never really saw you. Guess I learned really early not to look at you too closely. Is that weird, or what?" he grinned. "Yesterday morning, in the lobby, I saw you, looked closely at you, but I still couldn't recognise you, and you're my sister, how fucked-up is that!" He laughed, a gentle, healthy laugh, no tinge of bitterness or anger.
Casey shook her head. "Not as much as all that, Robbie. When I first saw you come into the lobby and sit down, you walked right past me, I looked right at you, and nothing, at least not on the surface. Something inside rang a bell, though, and when I looked at you again, when you caught my eye, that's when all the bells rang at once. It just goes to show, it's possible to look at someone all your life, and still never actually see them."
She burrowed down, snuggling into his chest, and gently stroked his face. "I'll tell you now, though, I'll never stop seeing you again, Robbie, that's a promise!"
So saying, she gently pulled his chin down, and kissed him on the cheek, and Robbie turned her face to him, to kiss her on the lips, gently probing with his tongue. Casey's lips parted to touch his tongue tip with hers, their tongues sliding past each others' lips, exploring and tasting each other, attraction flaring between them.
Robbie broke for a second to look at her, smiling. "I remember this, last night. I got a bit difficult then; I promise I won't do that again, OK? I want to do this with you; it feels right, now, and it feels good. Do you want to do this with me?"
For answer, Casey pulled him close, kissing him long and deeply, her arms holding him close as she lovingly kissed this beautiful, sweet boy, a clean excitement building in her, not understanding what it was she was feeling for him, but untroubled by their sibling-hood, only concerned that this naive boy-man possess her as she now wanted to possess him. His simple humanity, his lack of guile and pretence, his obvious need for her and the love she could give him drew her in powerfully, filled her with a profound need to reciprocate his feelings, to keep him as the boy he was, to protect and keep that innocent inner-self of his intact.
Casey was at a loss to explain to herself how and why she felt like this, because she'd never experienced anything like this flood of feelings and emotions for any man, let alone her brother, but anyone with a less cluttered history could have put her straight in an instant. Casey was falling in love.
They kissed for a long, satisfying while, both of them enjoying the sensations of each others' lips and tongues, before Casey moved away from him to stand and quickly wriggle out of her skirt and lie back down, smiling at him, gently stroking his face. "Robbie, I want to feel and hold you properly!" she whispered. He looked at her blankly, confusion in his eyes, and she urged him to stand, and began tugging open his belt.
His eyes widened and then he grinned uncertainly, unclipping his cuff-links and unbuttoning his shirt, pulling it off and dropping it to a chair, undoing his belt and taking off his pants to drape them over the chair, levering off his shoes and pulling off his socks to finally stand in his shorts in front of her. Casey gave a long slow intake of breath. His well-developed body was ripped and toned, rippling and corded with muscle, every one sharply defined, skin clear and healthy-looking, clear evidence that he took his exercise regime seriously. "You're beautiful, Robbie" she smiled, "please, come here, I need you to hold me, I want to hold you!"
He slid onto the bed, Casey pulling his head close so she could kiss him again, taking his hand and resting it on her flank, letting him get used to the feeling of feminine skin, the sensation of holding someone close. Robbie sighed, closing his eyes to let his tactile senses savour the feel of her warm, smooth, silky skin. She pulled in closer, softly kissing him, feeling his hand move up and down her thigh to knead and stroke the taut flesh, then moving to her smooth, firm butt-cheek, sliding down and around to cup it under the tight cotton panties.
Casey murmured as she kissed him, encouraging sounds as he explored, touching someone else intimately for the first time in his life. Her hand slid down to his waist, further down to brush against his groin, to feel the hardness growing there. Her eyes widened in appreciation, and she began gently rubbing and squeezing him as he kissed her harder, enjoying the feel of her hands on his manhood, the first time he'd been touched in this way. He was sweating now, a new, tight sensation growing in his groin at her touch, his scrotum suddenly feeling tight against him, and a strange, pleasant feeling of expectancy, something imminent, in his groin and behind his scrotum.
Casey sat up on the bed, slowly unbuttoning her blouse, showing her lacy white bra underneath, and slid it off to toss it off the bed, then slid her hair scrunchie off, shaking out her hair to fall around her shoulders. Next she slid along the bed, stretching out, resting her head on one hand, arm bent at the elbow, her legs crossed at the ankle. Robbie stared and swallowed, smiling, and Casey watched the front of his shorts as the bulge there became much more noticeable, beginning to tent the front of his shorts.
She began once more gently rubbing the front of his shorts, kissing him as the bulge continued to grow. "Robbie, please, pull your shorts down" she whispered, Robbie doing so immediately, looking at her uncomprehendingly, but trustingly. His cock immediately slapped against his belly, 7 inches or so, swollen, thick, solid and heavy. Casey looked at it with a happy glint in her eye. "It's beautiful, Robbie, really, very sexy!" she said, as she started gently squeezing his shaft, pumping it with her hand as she kissed him, making the tight sensation deep inside him intensify. Casey clamped her lips over his, kissing him deeply as she pumped him, her other hand busily rubbing and caressing her own sex, frigging herself as she pumped him, while for Robbie that sensation of something imminent became intense.
Suddenly the pleasure was more intense than anything he'd ever felt before, heat somewhere behind the root of his penis and a tingling, almost a buzzing in the tops and backs of his thighs. His scrotum tightened as his ears simultaneously rang and popped, and a great spurt of semen shot out of him, splashing over his belly and Casey's hand, spattering his midsection almost to his chest, spurt after spurt pumping out as he cried out loud in the extremity of his pleasure, this new sensation almost blacking him out, his eyesight dimming and blurring as his eyes rolled back in his head, his abs tightening as his body arched. She pumped his cock continuously as he spurted, kissing him and stroking his face, urging him on, until he stopped ejaculating, his twitching penis beginning to subside.
He lay winded, chest heaving, beyond speech, as Casey fished a handful of tissues out of the night-stand and carefully wiped his sperm off him, her hand, and his cock. She was tempted to lick him dry, but held back; he was still a virgin, with no idea about oral sex, better to take it one step at a time, she didn't want to scare him all over again.
"Casey... that was...that was amazing! What happened there, it felt so...wonderful, painful, but so good, I thought my heart was going to burst!" he finally gasped, and Casey realised that this was the first time he'd ever orgasmed, that he'd never masturbated because he didn't know he could, or how; his lonely isolated life as he grew-up had left huge, tragic gaps in his experience of the world and how it worked, and had left him almost a total innocent, ignorant of the most basic human drives and urges, and how to relieve them.
Blinking back tears for this deprived, deserted boy, older than her, but so much younger in so many important ways, she smiled and whispered in his ear "It's called an orgasm, and it gets better, Robbie, lots better, would you like to see how?" He nodded eagerly, so Casey now pulled him round to face her. "Now, Robbie, kiss me, and hold me, would you do that for me?" He nodded, pulling her close to share a long slow kiss, his hands sliding down her body to cup and squeeze her firm cheeks, the act coming to him naturally, feeling somehow right. "This feels nice, Casey, do you mind?" he asked, and for answer she kissed him even harder.
Now he slid his hands into her panties, squeezing and kneading the warm taut flesh of her buttocks, edging her panties down, more out of instinct than any other desire just yet.
"Take them off me, Robbie!" she whispered into his lips, before resuming kissing him, and he did so, pushing them down and pulling them off, one leg at a time, to feel her pubic hair rub softly against his penis, the sensation making it jump and that feeling of tightness again as it began to grow hard again, firming up and standing out again as they kissed.
"Take my bra off, please" she whispered, "it unhooks at the back!" she smiled, seeing his momentary confusion. He obliged by reaching up from her taut buttocks and unclipping it, Casey quickly shrugging out of it. Immediately, Robbie felt her stiff nipples rubbing against his chest, and broke their kiss to look down at her bare breasts, the nipples poking into him as she dragged them back and forth across his chest.
He'd seen pictures of bare breasts before, but Casey's were much smaller than the huge balloon things the women in the pictures had, much more elegant, sexy and feminine, not blowsy or pendulous, and he felt a rush of excitement at seeing them, long-dormant instincts taking over to make him dip down and lick and nibble lightly at the pink points rubbing so sweetly across his chest.
Casey started, and giggled. "That's right Robbie; yes, do that, that's so nice, gently, ohhh...yesss!"
Pleased that he was doing something that she liked, he carried on, varying the pressure between licking, sucking and nibbling, Casey encouraging him, telling him to slow down or change pace, teaching him how to please her. At last, she rolled away from him, lying on her back, Robbie seeing that her pubic hair was trimmed and neat, a small heart-shaped patch of short light brown hair tufted at the very tip of her slit. Her labia were clearly visible, hairless folds of succulent flesh puffed-out and blushing pink as they began to engorge, little highlights of moisture glinting in the summer morning sunshine. He'd never seen pictures of women's' genitalia before, so he was fascinated, but could also feel his penis hardening even further, instincts long-suppressed or never expressed coming to the fore.



Casey pulled him to her, urging him to climb over her, parting her legs so he was taking his weight on his knees and elbows between her thighs while she kissed him, hands alternating between holding and caressing his face and hair, and fondling and squeezing his scrotum and penis. Now she gently pulled his penis down, whispering instructions to him, Robbie shuffling forward, Casey guiding and directing him until he slipped into the entrance to her pussy, delighting in the wet warmth that enveloped the head as he slipped in.
She directed his penetration, easing him when he pushed too hard, encouraging him when he would stop because she was gasping, assuring him that she was enjoying every second. At last he was in, and now she directed him to withdraw and push in again, buried instinct again taking over as he pumped slowly, pacing himself. Casey held him and moved against him as she brought herself on, rubbing and grinding against him. As his excitement rose, Robbie speeded up until he was pumping as fast as he could, with Casey groaning and sighing as she built towards her climax, Robbie approaching that peak with her, pacing her as he paced himself.
They came together, Casey shuddering and gasping as Robbie once more climaxed, his eyesight whiting-out, that place inside and behind his scrotum clenching and spasming, shooting jets of sperm into her hot tight pussy. He groaned with the force of his ejaculation, pleasure almost too much to bear blasting through him as he rammed and hammered his cock into her, pumping long ropes of sperm deep into her womb, until the last drop of semen had been expelled.
At last, shaking with reaction, he backed himself out of her, to fall over next to her on the bed, smiling back when she smiled at him."Thank you Robbie," she smiled, "that was amazing! You're now officially no longer a virgin!" He grinned to hear the humor in her voice. He waited until his heart stopped hammering so fast, breath finally returning at last, and rolled over to face her, resting on one elbow, curious about something.
"Casey, tell me something. Did you have an ...or...orgasm, sort of like mine I mean, there at the end?" She pulled herself close to him, kissed him softly, saying "You gave me a great orgasm, Robbie, one of the best ever, thank you for being so considerate. Always remember, when you do what we did, with me or any other girl, you have to think of her, too, make sure she gets as much pleasure as you did. If you orgasm, and leave the girl without one, she probably won't want to do it with you again, so promise me you'll always think of her first, OK? And there are so many other things you can do, or she can do for you; what we just did was just a part of it, and a lot of girls like to do the other things as well. We'll try some of those another time soon, OK?"
Robbie nodded, wide-eyed, and kissed her gently. "Thank you for telling me, I'll remember, but I only want to do this with you, Casey, I swear."
Casey felt her heart suddenly sing, a single pure note thrilling to his words, not understanding why, but looked at him curiously, asked the question. "That's very flattering, and very sweet, but why? Robbie, you're a very cute guy, and there's a whole world of girls out there; you should have some adventures; just remember what I told you. But I repeat, why only me?"
He replied in a low voice. "Because I only want you. You looked for me when I was gone, you never gave up, and you were sorry and tried to make it right. I was rude, disgusting and hateful to you, which was very wrong of me, Mom-Sarah taught me better than that, she taught me that two wrongs don't make a right, now I finally understand that. What you did was wrong, yes, but you didn't know it; I knew I was wrong to say those things to you, and yet I still said them, just to make you hurt, and it didn't make any difference inside, it didn't make what happened go away, or make me feel any better about it all. It was mean and small, and cruel, and I'm sorry. When I saw how I hurt you, it made me feel sick inside, not better; I may be your big brother, but that also means you're my little sister, and I'm not supposed to make you cry. Please forgive me, Casey, I won't ever do it again."
Casey listened with tears starting in her eyes, her own heart breaking as he poured his heart out, and she knew it was the truth he was speaking; he didn't know how to lie, he didn't possess that filter between his true thoughts and what he thought others wanted to hear him say, so he spoke the truth; that was all he knew, dismissing 18 years of hurt and neglect in a couple of sentences.
She pulled herself into him, holding herself tightly against him, crying silently, wishing the world had been kinder to him, that she'd been kinder. Thank God his sweet nature was intact, that the travesty of family life they'd subjected him to hadn't shredded him and left only the bitterness behind. One thought echoed in her head as she cried; Sarah Anderson had taught him; not his mother, not his family; it took an outsider to bring him up properly! How spectacular would this boy have been if only his own family had cared about him?
Eventually, her tears calmed, Robbie stroking her hair and murmuring to her, holding her close and comforting her. He held her out to look at her, making her smile at his frank scrutiny. "So, are we good now?" he asked her, and she smiled and nodded.
"Always Robbie, I will never leave you out again, I want you to be my big sweet boy and I'll be your only girl forever, OK?"
"It's a deal!" He grinned back, gently kissing her to seal it. Somewhere deep inside her, she felt a profound 'click, and she knew then with perfect clarity that she would always be there for this special, wonderful boy, that she could never be anything but what he needed her to be.
He lay back, smiling at the ceiling, truly happy for probably the first time in his life. Eventually he thought to look at his watch; almost time to check out, just time for a quick shower. He jumped off the bed, heading into the bathroom, Casey trailing behind him, wanting a shower too. They showered together, Robbie taking the time to fully see and admire her slim, trim figure, her neat pert breasts and firm rounded posterior, her long, athletic, dancer's legs and flat stomach, Casey meantime smoothing her hands over his muscular, sculpted arms and chest, squeezing and admiring his solid buttocks and running her hands over his wash-board stomach and columnar thighs.
While they were drying-off, Robbie asked her what she was doing for the next couple of days.
"I have something I need to do at home, but it can wait, if there's something you need, cutie!" she grinned.
Robbie blushed. "I was wondering if you'd like to come down to the Bay Area for a few days, hang out with me, let me show you my home-town, a thank you, if you like. I'm owed some time off, quite a lot of time off, actually, so I could perhaps spend some of it with you, unless you..."
Casey debated for a few seconds, then picked up her cell, called the Management Office, and requested a few sick days. That done, she dimpled at him. "Right, I'm good, let's get out of here!"
They packed up, checked out, and Robbie drove behind her to her home, so she could drop off her car and get some clothes, her room-mates goggling at the car picking her up. They made the 100 mile journey in just under 2 hours; I-80 was slightly congested, making the going a little slow, but it was a journey he'd made many times, although never with such a pretty companion, he mused, watching her luxuriate in the decadently soft parchment calfskin upholstery.
Robbie's apartment was a low condo near the lake, off Gellert, with an underground secured parking garage. Casey thought it a little sparse, a main room with just a few pieces of furniture and a gigantic plasma, and a king-size bed in the main bedroom. "That's more like it!" she thought happily to herself. There was a second, obviously spare bedroom with a more standard bed in it and some closets.
After they'd stowed their stuff, she and Robbie caught a bus up to the BART station to go into San Francisco, window shop, and try out some of the culinary delights available in Babylon-by-the-Bay. Robbie's favourite was a place up near Broadway, with a twin menu; beef or buffalo, and he and Casey worked their way through a gigantic meatball sandwich, apparently one of the best in town.
After a day of sightseeing, riding cable cars up and down California Street, and watching cars slaloming down Lombard Street, they headed back, Casey watching Robbie carefully, making sure he was OK. She was still worried about any possible emotional fall-out from the previous night, and was watching for any signs of stress or agitation that might mark another episode; but he seemed cheerful, happy, relaxed, enjoying her company, holding her close when she took his hand, kissing her back with warmth and conviction when she kissed him.
She was also much amused by the reaction of the sales assistants in the stores along Market Street; they'd make a beeline for him, drawn by his superb build, his soft wavy hair and gentle brown eyes, his soft voice and unassuming good looks, and enjoyed the way, as soon as any of them asked him a question, or smiled at him, he'd look over to her to get her OK before answering them back, making sure she knew he was with her, an endearing trait that she found almost irresistible.
He wanted to buy her any and everything she looked at, and she had to tell him that she didn't want things; she just wanted him to be happy with her. She understood perfectly, though; he was by nature giving and generous, and now he had someone in his life to be generous to, but she wanted him to be careful as well; some girls would see the car and figure anyone who could afford that would be ideal meal-ticket, and she was feeling very protective of him just now. They arrived back at the apartment ahead of the commuter rush, ordered pizza for dinner and talked about how things had turned out, and where their lives would go from here. Casey was just content to be with him right now as they rediscovered each other, to make him happy, and to let the future manage itself for now.
As the evening wore on, Robbie relaxed even more, the strain he'd lived under for so long it had become normal finally easing away completely. He wondered at the feeling. Does everyone feel like this all the time he wondered, smiling happily at Casey? How bizarre that the one person who had caused him so much loss and distress should be the one to give him his life back!
Casey noticed his expression, smiling back at him, her even white teeth flashing in a wide, perfect, genuine smile, and he was surprised and a little unsettled at the sudden rush of feelings he had for her. She was perfect in his opinion, slim, shapely, quietly beautiful without being intimidating, smart and savvy, tall, clear-skinned and confident, had a truly stunning smile, was generous and kind, and really seemed to care for him deeply. For the first time in his life, he felt wanted and loved, and wanted and loved someone in return.
Casey in turn had spent half the day watching over him, and the other half analysing her feelings. After the first rush of desire for him, for his beautiful masculine body and sweet, handsome face, had come the realisation that he was special, probably one of a kind. Robbie was a total innocent, no matter what the world had done to him; nothing his family had done to him had changed the boy inside, and she couldn't believe she'd been so thoughtless, so careless of a heart so kind and loving, a spirit so gentle and untouched by the evil of the world around him; even his anger, once he'd expressed it, cleansed himself of it, had evaporated completely, letting his own clear self shine through.
On the heels of that was the realisation and affirmation that she wanted him, really wanted him, not just to play with his body, but to keep him close and love him, protect that core of him that shone through so clearly now she had learned to see it. The fact that he was her brother was immaterial; she'd once pushed her brother away; now she wanted to hold him close, make him her lover, and keep him forever.
With the thought came the action, and she moved from her perch on the couch to his side, his arm draping around her as she snuggled into his side, reaching up to gently pull him down to her so she could kiss him. Robbie grinned. "What was that for, Case?"
Casey rested her head in the angle of his neck. "Just to say 'I love you', Robbie," she said, and looked into his eyes to see his reaction, hope flaring.
Robbie was amazed to see his own feelings echoing back at him, and smiled that slow, sweet smile of his. "I love you too, Casey, believe me!" he whispered, kissing her again, feeling her respond, her kiss longer, serious and lingering, arousing him as he held her and pulled her onto his lap.
"Case, shall we go in the bedroom, it's more comfortable than this couch?" he whispered, and her answering grin was all the affirmative he needed. He stood up, with her still cradled to him, Casey giggling in delight as he effortlessly carried her across the room and into the bedroom, to slide her onto the bed, then sit down next to her.
Casey jumped up, slipping off her shirt and unbuttoning her jeans to wriggle them down, to stand in her bra and tiny panties. Robbie had pulled off his polo shirt, and looked at her frankly from his seated position, admiring her slim, neat figure, long legs and small waist. He held out his arms and she stepped into them, with him resting his head against her, his arms locked about her waist.
"I do love you, you know," he began, "I'm not just saying that because I want to...you know, again, with you. I realised when I watched you that I need someone, and of all the people I ever met, all the parties I went to, all the girls I ever met, or talked to, you're the only one I ever felt this way about. Now that I have you, I don't know how I'm ever going to let you go."
Casey smiled down at the top of his head, running her fingers gently though his hair as she listened to the truth from him, knowing that he was incapable of lying, that he hadn't learned how to.
"Robbie, darling, I love you too. I want to be with you, stay with you and keep you warm and safe, watch out for the wolves and keep them from your door. If you'll have me, I'll be yours, I promise."
Robbie looked into her eyes, seeing tears glimmering there even as she smiled at him, and pulled her down to kiss her, to wipe away her tears and hug her as tight as he dared. While he was hugging her a thought occurred, and he grinned as he reached up to unhook her bra, Casey shrugging it off to let her breasts into his view. He immediately began licking and sucking her nipples, remembering what she'd shown him, nibbling and biting the way she liked, drawing little gasps and sighs from her as he worked her up, Casey squirming against him. He liked the sensation of her hard rubbery nipples between his teeth and against his tongue, and he loved the little jumps and starts and giggles she gave when he rubbed, sucked or flicked those nipples.
She pulled away, her face and neck flushed, to pull him to his feet, unbuttoning his jeans and pushing them down, eyes widening in appreciation at the tented bulge in the front of his boxers. Robbie kicked off his jeans and shoes, pulling Casey into him to kiss her while his hands roamed over her. She pushed him back down to sit on the bed, his hands going to her panty-clad rear, sliding into her panties to squeeze and fondle her butt-cheeks, revelling in the feel of them, taut, firm and springy. He slid her panties down, pulling her closer by those taut globes, returning his attention to her nipples, licking and nibbling while Casey sighed and gasped and giggled in appreciation.
He could feel himself getting bigger, his boxers bulging out even more, and finally Casey dropped to her knees, tugging at his shorts. Robbie lifted his hips so she could slide them down, smiling happily as his 7-inch penis popped into view, thick and engorged, the head already fully emerged, his shaft shiny and taut.
"Robbie," said Casey, "remember when I told you about some of those other things we could do?" He smiled, nodded. "Well, here's one of them, just for you. I promise you'll enjoy it, I know I will!"
With that, she leaned up and kissed the side of his shaft, his eyes widening at the sensation and the sight. She gently licked the shaft, making him start, and smiled at his reaction. Robbie closed his eyes as she licked further up along him, until she came to the crown, the sensation as she licked it making him open his eyes to watch. Casey licked and teased the head, sliding her tongue-tip gently into the little slit and hole, sweat breaking out on his face as she slid her lips over the end and began sucking, the sensation utterly delightful.
He was in a daze, this new thing was so good it was making his balls tighten and he could feel himself almost ready to orgasm again. Casey pumped his shaft as she sucked, head bobbing and mouth suctioning him, and when she looked up at him and smiled around his cock, he knew he was going to let go again.
"Uhh, Case, please...I'm going to...I'm...!" he stuttered, and she just looked at him, smiled and nodded. Robbie leaned back, hands on the bed behind him, feeling his sperm rising, and bucked his hips as the first bolt of spunk shot out of him, Casey swallowing as he shot again, and again, then once more, long spurts of sperm splashing against the back of her throat, she swallowing and pumping as he filled her mouth.
At last, his cock stopped shooting, and Casey stopped pumping, instead caressing and lightly squeezing his scrotum, the sensation calming and gentle after the climax just past, gently cleaning the tip of his penis with her tongue. Robbie slumped back on the bed, chest pumping like a bellows, heart racing, as she joined him on the bed, sliding next to him to kiss him and smile.
"So, I take it you enjoyed that!" she grinned, and he could only grin back, still unable to speak for lack of breath.
At last he was calm enough to speak. "What the hell was that, Case?" he asked.
"Robbie darling, that was a 'blow-job', oral sex. Boys can do it to girls, too, it 's only polite, really!" she giggled. "Some men love giving oral sex to girls, and vice versa, it's a very enjoyable experience for both!"
Robbie suddenly looked up, concern in his eyes. "Case, I want to do the same thing for you; could you show me how, sort of walk me through it, so I give you as much pleasure as you just gave me?" Casey looked at him in wonder, but not really surprised at the request. He really did want to pleasure her, his own nature demanding of him that he give as freely as he received.
"I'd love that, Robbie, I really would!" she smiled at him, and slid up the bed to lie down, holding her arms out to him. Robbie came to her, and they spent the next few minutes kissing and licking each other's lips, murmuring and touching, before Robbie began kissing her throat, making Casey close her eyes in pleasure. Robbie moved on down, kissing and sucking her nipples, making them stand up and thrum, excitement coursing through her as he stimulated her. He looked up for a second, seeking guidance on what to do next, and she gently urged his head further down, kissing her flat stomach, dipping his tongue in her navel and swirling it around, making her smile at the sensation.
Still watching her for hints, Robbie moved on down, licking and tasting her smooth skin, his tongue encountering her trimmed patch of silky-soft pubic hair, and enjoying the feel of the downy hairs against his tongue. As he moved his questing tongue ever further down, he encountered the lips of her sex, and the scent of her excitement, strange, tangy, fresh and appetising, and, on impulse, lapped at the lips of her vulva, denuded of any hairs, feeling the soft folds of flesh pulse and swell beneath his tongue. Her scent washed over him, awakening impulses and instincts from all the way back to the dawn of humanity, urging, driving him on.



Casey sighed and arched her back as soon as his tongue encountered her labia, and, startled, Robbie pulled back and looked up quickly, checking to see what he'd done wrong.
"No, don't stop, baby, you're doing just fine!" she murmured, gently caressing his face and opening her legs wider. Robbie dipped back down, and continued lapping at her, tasting her, feeling her labia slowly opening beneath his tongue, and lapping and slowly licking the pink exposed flesh, drawing more sighs and murmurs from her. As he lapped, he saw her clitoris emerging from its little hood, and, on impulse, licked it, pulling it into his mouth like a little fingertip, feeling it pulse and thrum beneath his tongue. Casey groaned and arched her back, murmuring "Yes, yes, like that, oh yes, Robbie, God, yes!" Encouraged, he licked and flicked it with his tongue, making her catch her breath and quiver, then sigh with delight.
Now that he'd found the centre of her arousal, Robbie concentrated on pleasuring her, enjoying the taste and smell of her, lapping and gently nibbling her clitoris with his lips, making her call his name as she shuddered and quivered, spurring him on. At last, stimulated beyond her ability to control her arousal any further, Casey groaned as her orgasm reared up and rolled over her, arching her back as her thighs clamped around his head, holding his still lapping tongue in place as wave after wave of pleasure rolled through her, his continued licking and sucking adding more and more to the pleasure she was already experiencing, until at last the waves of pleasure died away, and she relaxed, her legs falling back to the bed, releasing hold of him.
"Was that how it's done? Was it good?" was his first anxious query, and Casey giggled softly. "Yes darling, that was perfect in every way!" Robbie grinned back at her, relieved that he'd managed to please her the way she'd pleased him. He slid back up the bed to Casey, into her open arms, and took with gratitude the kiss she offered him, holding him close, aware of his burgeoning erection.
"Baby, it looks like you're ready to go again!" she grinned at him, and he smiled back, moving into position between her legs, letting her guide him into her, and settling into the old, old rhythm, instinct and arousal helping him to make love to his woman without instruction this time, enabling him to concentrate on increasing her arousal and satisfaction.
If anything, the oral session had made him even more aroused and his cock felt like an iron bar, something Casey noticed as soon as he entered her, and her smile of satisfaction was all the encouragement he needed. Robbie pumped as Casey rose up to meet him, on an on, both increasing their speed and effort as their excitement grew, until, unable to contain it any more, their mutual orgasm flared and billowed through them, Casey groaning out loud as her vagina clenched and convulsed on his rock-hard cock, Robbie crying out in release as he pumped a great splash of semen deep into her, followed by another, and another, her convulsing vagina rippling and sucking at him, wringing him dry.
They both fell back, deeply satisfied, consumed by the afterglow, post-coital somnolence quickly claiming them, and they slept, holding each other close, no cares left in the world.
Casey woke to the sound of the bedside phone, momentary disorientation passing as she picked it up and passed it over to Robbie, sliding back down into the warmth of his arm, pulling herself close to his chest and listening to his heartbeat and his voice rumbling in his chest.
"Sure, bro, love to, of course, see you later. Want me to pick you up, or are you grabbing a cab? OK, see you in a couple; I've got a surprise for you. Yeah, you'll find out, I think you'll like it, both of you. Later."
Casey looked at him quizzically. "That was Joey, he's in on a flyby, he had a meeting in LA, and he decided to surprise me on his way home. Karen's with him, are you OK with that? Because I could always..." Casey put a finger over his lips. "Don't be so silly. Joey's your brother, and he needs to know about me -- unless you're ashamed of what we're doing? I'm not, but I do understand if you want me to make myself scarce or something while he's here; I'm not afraid to meet him; I need to apologise to him as well, you know!"
Robbie looked stricken. "Case, I could never be ashamed of you, I love you! I know you and Robbie had words, and I know it didn't go well the last time you spoke, but I need my family to know about you and me, especially now I know how you feel about me. Joey and Karen are family, and so are you, now, so it's time we acted like one!"
Casey stared at him for a second, then hugged him tight, holding him so close he could feel her heart beating against him, wondering again at her stupidity at letting this fabulous man-child go so easily all those years ago.
Robbie caressed her, taking away any apprehension she might be feeling, kissing the top of her head as she hugged him close, aware that her nearness was making him react. Casey also noticed, her hand sliding down to fondle his rapidly erecting cock, holding and squeezing him as he firmed-up, pumping him as her lips sought his out.
His erection was a solid bar of flesh in her hands, and his hands moved over her, caressing, fondling, sliding down her back to her buttocks, his fingers parting her cheeks and sliding between them, gliding over her tight little anus and sliding between her lips, making her gasp as he kissed her. Casey rubbed her pussy against him, holding his cock erect as she slid herself against it, frigging herself against him. She draped a leg over his lap and sat up on him, pulling herself tight against him, kissing him as she slid her clitoris along the length of his penis, masturbating against him.
Robbie slid down to lie on his back, Casey squirming and gyrating on top of him as she straddled him, finally leaning down to kiss him long and deep, then slowly pushing herself against his cock, taking him into herself, impaling herself on his steel-hard cock, her cunt walls stretching to accommodate him. When he was in her to the hilt, she began raising and lowering, riding him as she pumped and ground her clitoris against him on the down-stroke. She began gyrating her hips to rub the head of his penis against the neck of her womb, stimulating her cervix and working herself up as he began instinctively lifting to meet her, thrusting back into her.
His hands came around to clasp and hold her firm globular cheeks, the feel of her taut young muscles flexing and thrusting against him thrilling and sexy, with the knowledge that this was his woman and she would only ever do this with him enhancing the sexual charge for him. She pumped and shuddered above him, breath coming in hissing gasps, her hands flat on his solid abdomen as she pounded and ground herself on him, until at last, her climax broke.
"Oh, oh, ooooh, ooooh, GOD! I'm coming, oh God Robbie! Oooh yesss, oooh YESSS!" She screamed, shuddering as waves of orgasmic pleasure rolled and billowed through her, pounding at her senses, her eyesight blurring as her eyes rolled back in their sockets. Robbie lost all control as her vaginal walls clamped down on him, rippling and sucking against his cock as she tossed like a flag in a gale on top of him, her head thrown back and nipples erect and throbbing. His hands clasped tight about her taut buttocks as he groaned in the extremity of his own orgasm, blasting jet after jet of hot semen into the heart of her, his head thrown back and eyes shut tight, his torso stiff and tense while his cock bucked and twisted like a live thing as it gave up its tribute to her, filling her with his seed.
After what seemed like an age, Casey slumped down onto him, her heart thudding in her chest, her lips seeking his, to kiss and thank him for being the loving, considerate, gentle man he was, had always been, if she had just looked, and for loving her enough to forgive her and let her into his life.
They lay back, enjoying the afterglow, feeling no need for conversation, the nearness of each other good enough for both of them just now. They lay in that place halfway between sleep and wakefulness, recovering their strength and resting after their exertions. Time slipped gently away, until Robbie stirred back to full alertness.
He nuzzled Casey, watching her smile in her semi-slumber, unable to explain fully to himself the depth of his feelings for this girl who'd come back into his life so suddenly, and opened up a whole new world for him, but he knew with rock-solid certainty that she was the one, the only one, and he'd never let her go. He was just beginning to feel the stirrings of arousal when the 'phone rang again. He answered and grinned.
"Sure thing, Meat-head, see you soon!"
He hung up and kissed Casey back to wakefulness. "Showtime, baby, better get dressed, Joey and Karen are on their way from the airport, so they'll be here in ten or fifteen minutes . Remember, I've got your back here, you just be who you are, they'll listen, I promise. Are you ready?"
Casey nodded apprehensively, but spoke resolutely. "If you and I are ever going to be together, I have to make it right with your family too. This is the only way, so yes; I'm ready to meet them!"
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____________________________
I was waiting to drive Ashley to school. Mother had checked with her insurance company and the DMV to see if I could drive her car using my UK License, and told me that I could drive her car with her permission, so I would be covered with her insurance, but she would get me added to her insurance as soon as possible, and that she would take me to the DMV later to get my New York driver's License sorted out. She was also taking me to get my Social Security number issued, and the Department of Labor to check my qualifications.
First though I was taking my gorgeous sister to school...
Ashley bounced out of the house, her bag and books under her arm and slid into the front next to me, waved cheerily at Mom, and grinned at me. "Let's go, Nicky, education awaits!"
As soon as we were out of sight, she slid as close to me as she could and I put my arm around her, Ashley giggling at the stir she was going to cause when I dropped her off. This whole idea of popular/outcast, where you're one of the in-kids, or you're nobody was a little hard for me to understand; the schools in England don't work that way, at least I never saw any evidence of it; we were all united in common cause against the teachers, who saw it as their mission to interrupt our bouts of intense lounging around with lessons, and I had happily ambled from one group to another without ever once wondering if they were the 'right' group to be a part of.
Perhaps it was because there was no premium placed on sporting achievement in the UK school system, none of that urge to win at all costs. I thought about it, but that didn't seem adequate or plausible; teenagers were the same the world over, surely, the same drives, ambitions, likes and dislikes, so what had made them turn so comprehensively on her, made her feel so unwanted? But, at least she was happy right now, so I was happy.
We pulled up outside the school, and Ashley waited for me to open her door for her and hand her out of the car. She curled her hand around the back of my head and pulled me in for a long, sizzling kiss that was definitely inappropriate at that time of the morning, but far too hot to pull away from! I kissed her back with enthusiasm and all the finesse I could muster, at one point her eyes rolling to indicate the group of other kids watching us with intense interest; then I got it; I was on display. OK, if it made her happy.
I eventually let her go and handed her all her stuff, pulling her back into me and planting little butterfly kisses all over her face, special deliveries from me to her, making her grin happily. She walked off inside smiling, without a sideways glance at anyone, obviously enjoying every second of the mystery she was creating. I grinned to myself – the girl had style, I had to give her that.
Still grinning, I turned around and headed back home, Mother had a busy day planned for me, time to get started.
+++
True to her word, Mother took me to the DMV, Department of Labor, Social Security Administration, helping me fill in endless forms and declarations, but at last, all my paperwork that properly identified me as an American Citizen with the right to work, pay taxes and drive was in the pipeline, so all I had to do now was wait until they came through. I spent the rest of the day chatting with Mother, helping her plan dinner, installing the automatic porch light, and cutting in the barrel-bolts in the front and rear doors. Now the house was secure, and they could relax at night. I hadn't installed a light on the rear door, as the neighbors had installed one on their rear porch after what happened to Ashley, and anyone approaching the rear of either house set that off, flooding the rear of both houses with light.
At almost 3pm Mother reminded me to go and pick up Ashley from school. She'd called her insurance agent and added me on to her insurance so I could now drive legally. I decided to wear one of the shirts Ashley'd insisted I buy, and drove down to the school to wait for her, being all 'Joe Cool' with aviator shades, leaning on the car, arms folded, my freshly washed hair flopping down over one eye, just posing like hell and laughing gleefully on the inside at myself for being such a poseur, something I'd always mocked and despised!
I got a few interested looks as people started filing out, and I wondered again at the differences between the school's here and back home; there, as soon as the bell rang we hit the blocks and sprinted for the exits, desperate to not spend a second more than necessary in that place, but here, it seemed as much social as educational; perhaps we could learn a thing or two, I mused.
Ashley eventually came tripping out, her books under her arm and her bag over her shoulder, grinning hugely at me, and planting a big kiss on me as she hand-combed my hair back off my face while a gaggle of girls looked on interestedly.
"Oh look, it's the Englishman!" brayed a harsh voice I recognised.
I turned slowly and slid my sunglasses down to look at chubby, stubby Monica, then slowly look her down, then up, then down again, Monica slowly flushing , the flush deepening when I said "Oh dear, Ashley darling, look, she's out again, and dressed like that, this time, will she never learn?!" The kids around her laughed and giggled, and I heard a muttered buzz "it's that guy...this morning...Ashley...English...DaVinci's...that accent...tall...!"
I looked her up and down one last time, trying desperately to keep a straight face and said "have you had enough yet, dear? Because I can do this all night, if you want! Take my advice and find a hobby, over-eating solves nothing! I do hope I see you again, we can play some more!"
After opening the door for Ashley and helping her get in, I walked around the car and climbed in, put my arm around her and kissed her properly, and drove away, seeing poor, piggy little Monica standing there, looking baffled, repartee obviously not one of her strong points, her limited intellect trying to work out if she'd been insulted or not. I was enjoying myself tremendously; the cod 'James Bond/Hugh Grant/Euro trash' accent was completely foreign to my normal mode of speech, but such huge fun to drop on an ignorant bully like Monica; perhaps she'd take the hint and leave Ashley alone from now on; if not, there was so much more where that came from...
Ashley was delighted. "Nick, everyone's curious about you, the school's buzzing about the mysterious English boy who's been seen around with me! People who haven't spoken to me in three years have been asking me who you are, are you really English, was it true about what you did to Monica in DaVinci's! I'm enjoying my moment, believe me, knowing I'm sleeping with Albany's latest Mystery-Man!"
I grinned at her obvious enjoyment of the whole situation. "So, did you tell anyone who I really am?" I teased her.
"Are you kidding, tell that bunch the truth about my brown-eyed handsome man? They'd be camping on our doorstep just to get a crack at you! All I told them was that you were English, that you'd come especially to see me, that you had perfect manners and olde-worlde courtesy, were charming, sophisticated, well-bred and completely infatuated with me! By the time I'd finished their mouths were watering and their knees were trembling; damn, it was fun!"
I was a little embarrassed at this litany, but Ashley just grinned, and quickly pecked me on the cheek.
"Turn here Nick, I want to show you something!" she ordered, so I obediently turned, following her directions a little way out of town until we came to a small secluded woodland glade. I put the car in 'Park' and turned to her. "OK Ashley, what is it you wanted to show me?" I asked.
"It's this place, Nick; this is my quiet place. It's where I used to come when things got too bad at school, when the taunting and the name-calling were too much to take. I could come here and be quiet, get some peace, think about daddy and remember the stories he used to tell me when I was small, and tell them to myself again so I could hear his voice inside my head again and feel close to him once more. Don't step there!"
I looked at my feet, there was nothing but sun-dappled grass and leaf litter, and I looked at her quizzically.
"That's Pooh and Piglet's heffalump trap, be careful, there's a few around. Over there, that's where Rabbit lives. Over there, that big old maple? That's where Owl and Piglet live, and here, this patch of cane, that's where the Woozle wasn't, so be quiet, it could be anywhere!"
At the edge of the glade was a small stream or brook, the water chuckling as it trickled through its stony bed, and she showed me where Ratty and Mole lived, and where they kept their little boat, and where Ratty dived for the picnic basket, and off in the blue distance Toad Hall, just visible if you looked just right, past the little islet where Ratty and Mole worshipped the Piper at the Gates of Dawn, and over across the stream, on the far bank, the Wild Wood and the home of Mr. Badger.
She looked so adorable, being perfectly serious as she introduced me to her favourite people and characters. Lucy and Edmund, Peter and Susan, Prigio and Ricardo, Bilbo, Frodo, Merlin and Wart, Dorothy, Ozma and Charlotte, they all came out to be introduced again; many of them were old friends from my own childhood, from stories told long ago in a perfect summer, and she made them come alive for me again here, in this place where she still felt safe and untroubled by the world, her lively imagination unfettered and uncoloured by her treatment at the hands of her peers.
Her sense of wonder at the stories her father had told her when she was small was undimmed by the passing of the years, childlike but not in the least childish; her faith and belief in the values of those characters was clear and compelling, and I found myself in turn enchanted, beguiled and utterly charmed by her all over again.
At last, though, she decided she'd shown me enough of her own timeless, secret world for now, leaving me feeling privileged to have entered it, if only for a short while. I knew now that this place would always be as enchanted for me as it was for her, and I was grateful to her for allowing me to step into her magical world, if only for a short time.
Reality slowly crowded back in, and now she wanted me to hold and kiss her, be hers, something I was only too willing to do.
We walked back to the car, and I lifted her up and sat her on the bonnet of the car, dipping down to kiss her properly, my hands pulling her close so I was standing between her legs. Ashley wrapped her legs around me and pulled me closer, trapping me against her as we kissed, our tongues fencing, my hands sliding automatically under her top and playing with her perfect little breasts, her delectable nipples.
As we kissed I tugged and squeezed her nipples lightly, making her sigh against my lips, her hand reaching for my rapidly hardening cock, and rubbing it as it bulged behind my fly.
"Nick, I want you now!" she murmured into my mouth, her hands insistent on me, making me hot and ready for her. I slid my hands up under her skirt and hooked the waistband of her panties, Ashley closing her legs as I tugged them down, and giggling as she kicked them off.
"I meant it Nick, you said you were mine, so that means I own you, and I want you now, so when you're ready...!"
I gently urged her back down onto the bonnet, lifting her legs behind her knees and pushing them up, and dipped my head down to gently kiss her on her bare little pussy, her eyes snapping open in shock; obviously this was a first for her (and to be honest, only a second for me, but the first time I'd done it, damn, it was good!) but as I kissed and nibbled and lapped, she purred and relaxed, enjoying the feel of my tongue on her rapidly swelling labia, and when I pointed my tongue and pushed it between her lips, she gave a loud groan, pushing her hips up to my mouth. I put my hands on her lovely taut buttocks and lifted her to me, licking and lapping at her, her scent rich and fresh and feminine. I licked from her little pink rosebud to her button in its little hood, teasing her and making her writhe and moan and buck against me, pushing her hooded clit against my tongue.
As her clit emerged, slick and dewy with her sweet juices, I lapped at it, making her almost convulse with the sensations emanating from that innocuous-looking little pearl of flesh, her hands coming up to hold my head tight against her pussy to keep on making her feel what she was feeling. Her nipples were rigidly erect, and she was pinching and pulling them as I ate her, moaning and gasping as she writhed under me, her face flushed and her orgasm building as I lapped and licked her.
At last, when I sucked her clit between my lips and rapidly brushed my tongue across it, she came like a thunderbolt, a scream of release escaping from her as her back arched, the tendons in her neck standing out in high relief as her climax billowed and gusted through her, a spray of her tangy, honeyed ejaculate squirting across my mouth and chin. She collapsed in a breathless, boneless heap on the bonnet of the car, a smile of fulfillment on her face, her eyes closed and breathing ragged as orgasmic aftershocks chased and faded through her.
Eventually, her breathing evened-out and her flush dissipated. Her eyes opened, and she smiled at me, a sweet, sunny smile. "Holy Shit, Nick, what the hell did you do to me? I have never done that before!" she grinned. Her eyes suddenly widened. "What about you, Nick, that was all for me, what about you?"
I handed her up off the bonnet and kissed her. "I can taste me!" she grinned, "Yum, nice!"
I turned her round and she bent over and placed her hands on the car bonnet, her perfect rump sticking out provocatively.
"Oooh, Nick, this is so nasty, you naughty boy, what are you going to do to me? On my own mother's car, too!" she grinned, sticking her tongue out at me. I moved up behind her and slid my hands up under her top, cupping her breasts and lightly pinching her nipples, still hard as two cherry-stones, rubbing her breasts and kissing her neck, nibbling her ear and licking the base of her throat. I freed myself from my jeans, and Ashley reached behind herself to guide me to her.
"Are you ready, Sweetheart?" I whispered, and she grinned and nodded, breathing deeply as I slid into her in one long thrust, burying myself to the hilt in her satiny cavern.
I pumped slowly, savouring the experience, enjoying the feel of her firm buttocks bouncing and moulding against my midsection as I pumped in and out of her, the feel of her wet heat enfolding my cock, the bullet-hardness and texture of her nipples as I rubbed and squeezed them as I jammed myself repeatedly into her.
The most exciting thing for me was the arch of her back as her short skirt rode up, exposing the full glory of her spectacular behind and the contours of the small of her back as she arched inwards under my onslaught. Coupled with the sight of my cock disappearing between those sweet, taut globes into her soaking little pussy, it was almost too much to bear. As I pumped her she moaned and gasped, her hand working away at her clit as she quivered under me, gabbling out encouragement to me as I fucked her.
"Yes, Nicky, fuck me hard, oh God, yes! Shove that cock in me, you belong to me, fuck me 'til I scream, big brother, fill your little sister up with your hot cum!"
Her words were having a definite effect on me; the sight of this lovely girl quivering under my onslaught, and my cock driving between those delectable cheeks, and her reinforcing the thought that I was her brother was only adding to the erotic and carnal delight of the moment. I was her brother, and I didn't give a fuck, all I wanted to do was hammer this girl with my cock, fill her with my essence, shatter the taboo and make her mine completely. I was besotted with her now, and I wanted to keep on doing this forever, with her and no-one else.
At last, I could hold back no longer. "Ashley, I can't...!" I gasped, and in that instant she clenched her teeth and gave a guttural groan, her pussy clamping down on me as she orgasmed, her whole body tense as a violin string while she shook and shuddered in the throes of an immense climax, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes as she came off on my cock. As I felt her come, I let myself go, shooting pulse after pulse of spunk deep into her inner recesses, filling her up as I fired my tribute into her hot, wet, fluttering pussy.
Eventually she stopped shaking, and slumped down over the bonnet, me on top of her, my own muscles twitching and quivering in reaction to the stress of orgasm, until my cock softened and slipped from her, a last tail of sperm bubbling out of me and splattering down the back of her thigh, making her giggle.
"That was wonderful, Nick, we should do this more often!" she breathed, twisting her head round to lick and nibble at my jaw as I supported myself on my forearms above her.
I grinned back, standing back up and pulling her upright to turn her around so I could hold and kiss her again, grab hold of her lovely hot silky little backside and grind her against me some more, and lick and nibble her sexy, pouty lips, just the act of doing that making my flaccid cock begin to firm-up and prime for action again.
Ashley bucked and giggled, twisting out of my grip. "Oh no you don't, Nick, we have to be at Judy's place, then we have to get home, if you keep me here any longer, Mom's gonna ask questions! Down boy!"
With that, she leaned into the car and took a pack of Wet Wipes from the glove compartment, and carefully cleaned the trickle of sperm bubbling down her thigh from her swollen, just-fucked pussy. She handed me the pack. "Better freshen-up too, Nick, we're kind of advertising what we've been doing!"
Once we cleaned up, Ashley directed me until we came to a very nice, definitely upscale neighborhood, large imposing houses set in their own gardens, mature trees, manicured lawns and sculpted hedges much in evidence, and a Range Rover, Mercedes-Benz or BMW parked on nearly every drive. We stopped outside a large red brick house with tall windows and a large weeping willow in the middle of the front lawn.
As I stopped the car Ashley jumped out and picked up her school bag.
"This is Judy's home, her entrance is round the side, this way, Nicky!"
She led me around the side of the house to an external staircase and ushered me up to the door at the top; as we got there it was opened by a short slim girl with multi-coloured streaked hair cut in a jagged mop. She was wearing a tiny denim skirt and an off the shoulder reprint Sex Pistols 'God Save The Queen' tee-shirt. She had thick black eyebrows, setting-off a piquantly pretty, pixie little face, with winged, you-be-damned pink glasses and a pendant piercing in her bottom lip.



Ashley grinned at me and hugged her friend.
"Judy, this is Nicky, my...friend, from England; Nicky, this is my best friend, Judy Nixon, founder member and current president of The Loser's Club!"
I shook hands with her. "It's nice to meet you, Judy, I'm very pleased to finally meet some of Ashley's friends!"
She beamed at me, and looked at Ashley's secret little smile.
"Whoo, that accent, how do you stop yourself climbing all over him...wait...NO, you already have, Ashley, you slut! Fucking-A, girl!"
Ashley was blushing scarlet, but grinning slyly, and Judy started demanding details. I felt I should say something at this point.
"Hello, excuse me, I'm still here..." and Ashley picked up on what I was saying, damping down her friend with a promise to reveal all another time.
"I brought you the English assignment, Jude, it's not due back 'til Monday, so no need to go crazy. There's also a History assignment, and oh, look, a math assignment!"
Judy took the papers from her and flicked through them
"Thanks Ash, I was afraid I was going to have to fuck that creep to get my English Lit grade, you saved me from a completely forgettable experience!"
The two of them hugged and we left as we had to be back to help finish dinner. On the way down the stairs, she explained why she was bringing assignments to her friend.
Apparently Judy likes to wear very short skirts, and very skimpy underwear, and the English teacher always made her sit in the front row, on the pretext that she needed watching. During the lesson, he would gradually slide down lower and lower in his seat until he was staring up her skirt at her crotch. She had objected, vocally, and at some length, using certain short and expressively robust Anglo-Saxon words, and had gotten herself suspended for a week, hence the side-trip for us.
As we were walking back to the car, I saw that one of the double-garage doors was up, and there was a man with the bonnet up on a black Range Rover Vogue, looking baffled. Ashley waved at him.
"Hi, Dr. Nixon! Problems?"
He waved back distractedly.
"Hello Ashley, yeah, something's wrong with the suspension, it's not adjusting, and I just spoke with the dealership, their so-called experts were out here earlier, they couldn't work out what the problem was, and now they're saying 4 weeks for a replacement air-suspension. 4 weeks!"
She nudged me. "Nick knows British cars, do you want him to have a look?"
Dr. Nixon Looked at me. "Are you a mechanic, young man?"
"Yes I am," I replied, "newly qualified, but I have a Jaguar-Land Rover certification."
He looked closely at me.
"English, eh? Well, you should know about these cars then. What's your opinion? New air-suspension system?"
I took the keys from him and turned the engine on and pressed the EAS button three times to jack it up fully, but not feeling the car rising up.
I went to the front of the car and unclipped the plastic cover to the suspension compressor at the left side of the engine bay, undid the three mounting nuts with a spanner from the open tool kit on the bench next to the car, and disconnected the outlet hose from the compressor for the air-suspension system. I could feel the motor gritting and vibrating, and when I put my finger over the outlet nozzle I wasn't feeling anything like the pressure I should have felt if it were working properly.
I grinned over at Judy's dad. "This is your problem, Dr. Nixon; the compressor is basically dead; if you touch it you can feel the impeller gritting and knocking, so the seals and bearings have failed. The good news is, they're nowhere near as expensive as a replacement air-system. They're about £250 in England, so probably about $500 here. It's a common fault with the Vogue and HSE 4 and 4.6 litre EAS models, but not in vehicles as young as this; they usually fail somewhere around 150,000 miles. The good news is, it's easily fixed. If you get your dealer to order you a replacement Land Rover compressor, not an after-market one, I'll come back and put it in for you. In the meantime, don't drive it, you'll permanently damage the suspension, and a complete replacement system costs £4,000 in England, so it would probably be at least double that here."
Dr. Nixon smiled at me, pulled out his cell and dialled a number, when it answered he handed the phone to me.
"Tell him what you just told me, and give him the part you need!"
I spoke briefly to the parts bloke on the other end, reading out the part number on the compressor body, and he gave me a 48 hour collection time.
I handed Dr. Nixon his phone and he grinned at me.
"What's your name, son?"
"My name's Nick, Nick Davies, I'm staying with Ashley and her Mother, I'm ..." Ashley jumped in with "...a family friend from England!"
"Well, Nick, Nick Davies, if you can diagnose the problem in a few seconds, perhaps you and I should have a talk. The so-called specialists from the dealership were here for over an hour, and all they could come up with was that I should probably have the entire suspension system replaced! Are you planning on staying in Albany?"
I told him I was, that I was waiting for my paperwork, that I was an American citizen but brought up in England, so I had to wait for my papers and qualifications to be issued and assessed, and that I was in the process of getting my Social Security number.
"OK Nick, if you come back on Thursday, put that back in for me and get it to work, I think we should have a talk afterwards."
I promised him I'd come as soon as the part was ready, and he thanked me. As we were walking back to the car, he stopped me again.
"Nick, what other European cars are you trained?"
I had to think for a second, all my papers were still with the Employment people,
"I have service and repair certifications for Jaguar-Land Rover, you already knew that, BMW and Mini-Cooper, Mercedes-Benz, Audi, Alfa Romeo, Fiat, Renault and Peugeot-Citroen, SEAT, Volvo and Saab, and I also hold a Lotus powertrain specialist mechanic's certificate. In 5 years, they cram in a lot in Technical College in England!" I grinned.
Dr. Nixon looked at me closely. "Have you got a job lined up anywhere yet, Nick?" he asked, and I confessed that I hadn't looked; I was still waiting for my assessments to come back.
"Look, I have some friends in town who might like to talk to you, how about we get this little problem here out of the way, and then we can start making some calls; with your background, I think some people are going to be very interested in you, so we'll make some calls once you're done here. See you Thursday!"
We shook hands and walked back to the car, Ashley nudging me excitedly. Once we got in the car she leaned over and kissed me.
"Wow, you sure charmed him, Nicky, I'm gonna have to keep a close eye on you!" she laughed. "I think you've scored a hit there! Just imagine, if he could help you find a job, how cool would that be?"
I chucked her chin.
"Don't get ahead of yourself, Ash, I haven't done anything yet!" I reminded her, "Let's see what happens Thursday, first!"
We got home and helped mother with the final preparations for dinner, but it was still only not quite 5 pm, too early for dinner for me, so I told mother I'd take Ashley out for a drive, look around town and relax after the busy day.
"Sure, Nicky, whatever you want, dinner at 6.30 sharp, OK?" she smiled.
Ashley followed me out, trying not to grin, and thanked me politely as I opened her door for her and handed her into the car. When we'd first come in, she'd changed into a tight white polo top and grey sweatpants, and looked lithe and athletic with her glossy, bright bronze hair tumbling loose around her shoulders, framing her beautiful face and setting-off her startling green eyes.
"So where we really going, Nicky, and what do you want to do, as if I didn't know!" she grinned
I looked at her innocently.
"I was just wondering if you had any more 'quiet places' you might want to show me, somewhere we can actually talk, instead of just...you know!"
She cocked her head at me and grinned. "Just...'talk', huh? OK, I'll show you another "quiet place", if all you want to do is...talk!"
I back-pedalled a little. "OK, I may want to do more than just talk, but talk first, OK?"
She winked at me and pointed down the road.
"That-away, Nicky, and don't spare the horses!"
Following her directions, on a different route out of town, we drove a long, meandering route until we were in a rural, almost wild part of the outskirts of town.
"Where are we, Ash? I'm lost, I'm not sure I could find my way home from here." I admitted.
"We're on French's Mill Road, that's Norman's Kill over there. Daddy used to bring me out here when I was small, he used to say this was as wild as he ever wanted to be and still be able to make it back to town if we saw a bear! Of course, there are no bears...or maybe..." she tried to keep a straight face, but started giggling.
"Oh Nicky, you should have seen your face when I mentioned bears! Nicky, this is Albany, not Yellowstone!"
I had to admit, the thought of bears had unsettled me momentarily; I'd forgotten that America has some large and ferocious predators lurking in the forests, not like the UK, where the largest wildlife you have to worry about is the occasional preoccupied badger ambling across the lawn or urbanised fox rooting around in your dustbins.
"So, Nicky, now that we're here, what do you want to talk about, and remember, we're on the clock, boy, so spit it out!"
I got out of the car, helped Ashley out, and leaned against the bonnet of the car, Ashley in the curl of my arm.
"Baby" I began, "where are we going here? I told you yesterday what I wanted, that hasn't changed one iota, and I want to be part of your life, maybe the major part, but I want to know how you see us doing this. If we're going to be us, you and me, then Mom...Mother needs to know; I've just dropped out of the sky into the middle of your lives, how am I going to stay there if I hide something this important from her? And by the way; I'm the world's worst liar, I might as well carry a big sign and blow a klaxon every time I try and lie, so I won't be able to tell a convincing story if Mother twigs on and asks me outright what's going on. So what do you want to do?"
She looked into my eyes, seeing...what? Eventually she nodded.
"You're right, Nicky, we should tell her as soon as possible. If she finds out, or catches us, well, I don't know, but it'll be bad, and look worse, like we were just casual fuck-buddies or something; I know mom was afraid I'd never recover from the...you know, the trauma thing, or that I'd go off the deep end, be unable to have any real relationships and just screw any and everybody in sight because my head was all fucked-up. I want to be able to tell her in a way that shows this isn't the case, that it's not simply the trauma kicking in and I've chosen to self-destruct as a career slut because I hate and can't trust all men. That's kind of an exaggerated take on how she's thinking right now, but it covers the main points."
She grinned at me.
"I know this whole 'long-lost brother' thing is also an issue, but we have to make her see, that's how we can make this work in our favour as a couple; four days ago we didn't even know you were alive, you disappeared before I was born, so you're not my brother, not really, there's no long family history together to get past; to be honest, other than that genetic connection, we have nothing, no shared experience of each other growing up, no sibling bond, anything. The guilt that goes with breaking that taboo doesn't exist here, because I think that guilt is based on the fact that you are disregarding all past connection and breaking all existing bonds in order to go forward with a new version of the relationship. None of that is true in our case; we have no history, period. She'll be hurt, I know, but I think, I hope, she'll see that, she's not stupid."
I was surprised and gratified to hear my own musings of the previous day reflected back at me like that. She'd obviously been giving this whole relationship of ours some in-depth consideration and reflection, and was articulating how she thought we should go forward with a lot more clarity and insight than I had been able to bring to it. For my part, I was well aware that she'd suffered a deep and bruising injury; even if it didn't show externally, there were probably still those memories and unresolved guilt, shame and anger issues lurking inside. She'd thrown herself into this thing with me, and while I'd enjoyed how it had happened, and was enthralled at the thought of continuing with her, a part of me was concerned at how rapidly it had happened. But my concern was solely for her. I was completely smitten with her, and I didn't ever want to give her cause to think or believe that I wasn't 150% into this relationship; to do less would be to damage her all over again, and lose her forever.
I thought I could understand, in a limited sense, what was going on with her; her apparent rapid recovery was really just her personality reasserting itself, compensating for the hurt and trauma; she had forced herself to get past what had happened to her, but inside, maybe nothing much had changed, maybe she'd just refused to let it dominate her. I didn't know how much or what type of rape counselling was available, but perhaps that was one area I could actually be of use, maybe I could convince her to join a group where she could unload whatever she was still carrying around, and help her to finally let go of the hurt and shame.
I really loved this girl, but I needed her to be with me because she wanted to be with me, not because she thought I was the only option available to her. I'd come to her when she was deeply vulnerable, so the very real possibility existed that what she was feeling for me was just passing reflexive need to reach out to another person. Once clarity of vision returned, if she decided that I was not the one for her, that what we were doing was not what she really wanted, I would have to respect that and let her go – she was still my little sister, that would never change, and I would never want her to think she had to stay with me simply because she thought she would hurt me if she left; it was all about what was right for her, not about what I wanted, it had to be.
Even so, the thought that I might have to let her go tore at me like steel hooks, and I could feel my eyes stinging at the thought of losing her, a hollow ache starting to build up inside me. Was this really what love was supposed to be like? Because right now, it hurt like hell, and who was I kidding, it could get a whole lot worse.
Ashley poked me gently in the ribs, and I realised I was staring blankly at nothing as all this ran through my head.
"You were thinking some pretty deep thoughts there, Nick, you were miles away. Care to share?"
I drew a deep breath, blinking away the tears, and Ashley saw the droplets on my eyelashes.
"Nick, what's wrong, why are you...?" I stopped her.
"Ashley, before you tell our mother, you have to be really, really sure that this is what you want. We kind of fell into bed with each other and started making all kinds of plans, getting all caught up in each other, but I don't think you should be making life choices like this unless and until you know for certain which part of you is doing the choosing. You say you're over what happened to you, and I want to believe you, I really do."
"What you have to ask yourself though is; have you really dealt with it and moved on, or just painted over it and hoped it'll go away with time? When I saw you properly for the first time, I thought you were the most beautiful girl I had ever seen, and I wondered how I could ever be anything more than just your older brother come home. What I don't know is whether you're ready to have, not just me, but anybody, in the same way. What happened to you is bound to leave scars, probably deep scars, you have to know that, and perhaps, just possibly, those feelings from what happened are leading you to make some wrong assumptions about what you want and who you need. I know you're the girl for me, and I don't want anyone else, but how can you be sure I'm the one for you, that you're not just over-responding to me because you think there's no-one else for you? I want to be your anchor in life, not just a convenient lifeline."
She looked at me with tears in her eyes, and she looked so adorable, so vulnerable, that I just wanted to hold her close and make it go away, but I had to make her understand what I was saying.
"Will you promise me one thing, Ashley?" I asked her
"Ask me first Nicky, I'm not promising anything until I know what you're going to say!"
"OK Ashley, will you promise me that you won't say anything to Mother until you've considered, really considered, what we're doing here? I want you to be mine, God I think you're perfect for me, but you have to be certain that what you're feeling for me isn't just because you feel like you have no other option, that it's real, and it's what you really want. You've captured my heart, and I want you to give me yours in return, but only when you're completely ready; I'm not going anywhere any time soon, so take your time."
She looked up at me.
"Oh Nicky, I do want you, and I'm sure I'm feeling what you're feeling; it's more than just attraction, it feels right, deep down inside, it doesn't make me want to shut off and cringe like I used to do when I'd be out with Judy and guys would try and pick us up. I used to feel repulsed by that, like it was dirty and unclean, like it would make me even dirtier than I already was, but I don't feel that way when I think about you, or hold you, or make love to you. You make me feel fresh and clean and new inside, like what happened is really over and gone."
"Maybe I do need therapy, I don't know; I did try it, I went to some counselling sessions with a group, but it only made me feel worse; those poor women and girls, they had really horrific stories to tell; mine was almost nothing compared to some of the ordeals those poor women went through, and it didn't help in the slightest; it made me feel like I was wallowing in their pain and misery, and just brought what happened to me into sharper focus, the last thing I wanted to happen."
She swallowed, and continued.
"If you ask me to, I'll give it another chance, and see if it helps clear out whatever's remaining, although I still think you're all the therapy I need now. I don't think I can relate to some therapist or counsellor, no matter how experienced or well-meaning; I've spent nights crying about what happened, I've had nightmares about it, I swore off boys and sex because they meant the same thing in my mind, and that was a place I couldn't go, but you changed that for me, so to answer your question, yes I've thought about this, and yes, I think I've made my choice for the right reasons, and yes, I think you're the one for me. That's three yes votes in a row, Nick; you can't get better than that! You're not rid of me just yet, Nicholas Davies, older brother of mine, emphasis on 'mine'!"
I grinned down at her. She really was stunning, fresh and beautiful, still innocent and trusting, and my heart went out to her all over again. I wanted her, but I could feel deep down inside, in that instinctual part of me that knew what was really going on, that I had to go slowly with her, let her set the pace, so we could make this work.
She hugged me, throwing her arms around me, the blaze of pain as her palms slapped my shoulder blades waking me up in a hurry. "Ashley...my back...my back...!" and she instantly let go, concern written all over her face.



"Oh gosh Nicky, I'm sorry, I forgot, please baby, take your shirt off, I want to see if I started you bleeding again!"
I smiled at her. "I see, a cunning ploy to get me naked! I've got your number now, Miss Lowry!" I teased her, and she lightly slapped my arm as she unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it down to look at my back and shoulders. There were a few small blood spots on the fabric, but nothing else. She took the opportunity to look properly at my injuries, checking on the state of the cuts and bruises.
"It's starting to heal, but it still looks chewed-up. You look like you've been flogged. You really should have had these looked at, it's gonna be permanently scarred baby, no question! You can tell our kids it happened when you were saving me from a shark attack, be the big hero-daddy!"
I grinned at that. "There's only one teeny, negligible, hardly worth mentioning little flaw in your plan, princess; no sharks in Albany!"
She pouted. "All right, we tell them the truth; that mommy's a screamer and she likes to claw while she's doing the belly-rub! Would they buy that?"
I laughed. "Ashley, you're a very naughty girl and a bad influence, no wonder my mother told me not to play with you!" I followed that up with a gentle pinch of her pneumatic little bum-cheek, making her jump and giggle. She helped me put my shirt back on, not that I needed it, but it was nice to feel her nimble little hands pulling my shirt straight and popping the buttons back in; and suddenly, I was transported back to my childhood, memories of Barbara dressing me when I was small suddenly bright and vivid, her smile as she showed me how to line up my buttons and do my shoelaces into proper bows. Two big tears rolled down my cheeks as the guilt I still had rolling around inside reared up and cannoned into me, reminding me how little I'd done for her, and four days ago, only four days, I'd left her and she'd...she'd...!
"Nicky? Nicky!" Ashley was holding my face in both hands, staring into my eyes. "Nicky, what is it, what happened, why are you crying? Talk to me, baby!"
At that, all my self control dissolved, and I held her tightly, all my shame and guilt at leaving her to her fate roiling inside me, image after image of Barbara flashing though my mind; her sitting with me at the breakfast table, chatting before I had to go to school, her tucking me in at night when I was small and calling me 'Little St Nick' before blowing me a kiss as she turned off the light, her sweet smile, and those terrible bruises and cuts on her arms and face from my father and his scotch and his belt and his fists. I'd never done anything for her, and now I never could, she was gone, at the end, all I had done was run, and I'd left her behind...
I slumped down to sit on the ground, uncaring where I was, my awakened guilt and misery raw and fresh, searing me all over again. I had forgotten her, just four days and I'd already forgotten her! How could I have been so thoughtless, so wrapped up in my own new world that I'd let her go just like that? I deserved some of the blame for what happened to her, she'd tried to protect me, and all I'd done was run, I'd left her and run, I hadn't tried hard enough to save her, she was my world and I'd done nothing to take her away from what was coming, it should have been me, she didn't have to die, I should burn, I should...
"Nick, baby, Nicky, what is it, tell me, please...!" I could hear Ashley's voice, but it was making no sense over the noise of my memories, Barbara shrieking and laughing as I chased her in the garden with an especially long earthworm in my hand, or her telling me folktales from all over England, her soft sweet voice reading to me from 'Dragon in the Harbour' and 'The Voyage of the Dawn Treader', her helpless cries as he battered her.
I felt someone tugging me to my feet, but it was a remote sensation, something happening to someone else, and the drive home was a blur of impressions, jarring confusingly with the tumult in my head as I tried desperately to rebuild her, to work out a way that the last few days couldn't have happened so I could have her back whole and safe, so that my shame could be wiped out and that yawning chasm of guilt down the middle of me would close.
We must have arrived home, the next thing I remember is Mother helping me out of the car, but I was such a mess, shaking, crying, gabbling hysterically, that I'm not even sure I'm remembering a true event. But I was home, so Ashley must have gotten me here somehow. I heard her on the phone in the other room.
"Judy? I need your dad, Nick's had some sort of flashback, or breakdown, something, but he's in a real mess, he needs help, and all I could think of was your dad, could you ask him. Could you come as well, please, Nicky's in a bad way. Hurry, Jude, please!"
Then Ashley was with me, sitting astride me, her fingers interlaced behind my neck, pulling me up to look at her, her voice softly thundering in my ears, speaking slowly and deliberately, but still making almost no sense.
"Nicky, look at me, look at me! Dr. Nixon's on his way over, he's going to look at you, can you talk, can you tell him what's going on? Nicky, honey, it's me, look at me!" Mother watched this with a look comprised of a strange mix of surprise, sadness and vindication, like she'd been proved right over something, not that I was in any real condition to draw conclusions from that; I was still wondering if the top of my head had come unscrewed and God was punching my brain for me.
Minutes or hours later there was a knock at the door and Mother answered, letting in Dr. Nixon, with Judy trailing him, who almost immediately went into a huddle with Ashley in the dining room. I remember him looking into my eyes and questioning me, but I don't have any idea what answers I gave, if any. At some point he unbuttoned my shirt and had mother help him roll me over to look at my back, and I remember him saying "His father did that? How? So mother told him. He gave a snort, and checked it over, saying that it was healing nicely, no signs of infection or reopening of any of the partially healed cuts.
He gave me a quick squirt of something up my nostrils, and asked Ashley and Judy to sit with me while he talked with Mother in the hallway.
"Mrs. Lowry, I gave Nick a shot of Midazolam, it's a mild sedative-hypnotic, it should calm him down, at least enough so he can get some sleep tonight. From what I can see, he's suffering from delayed emotional shock of some sort, coupled with stress, fatigue, and the after-effects of that beating; he's been holding it off pretty well but something triggered this...episode, some memory trigger that's caused a flashback. Whatever the cause, some sort of catharsis seems to have been achieved, but I'm not a psychiatrist, so I can't be sure what I'm seeing here. He's calmed down, so I think he'll be OK for now, but I'd like to see him again tomorrow. What brought this on?"
"Baby, what set Nicky off?" asked Mother, and Ashley told her she was looking at my back, she'd been helping me button up my shirt, when I'd started crying and talking to Barbara. Mother explained to Dr. Nixon who Barbara was, and what had happened to her, how she'd refused to leave with me, and instead had killed herself.
Dr. Nixon looked pensive. "That probably explains a lot. He's obviously still reacting to the news of her death, plus the aftermath of what happened to him. I met him earlier with Ashley when she dropped some assignments off for Judy. How does he come to be living with you?"
"He's my son, his father took him to England over 18 years ago, he's just come home." replied Mother, oblivious to the fact that we'd not mentioned our connection when we met the doctor earlier that day.
Dr. Nixon said nothing, but Ashley went pale, then red while Judy stared at her wide-eyed, before grinning slowly and nudging her suggestively. I watched this byplay uncomprehendingly; right now all I wanted was Barbara, but she was gone, forever, and I needed her so badly I could taste it.
Dr. Nixon chatted for a few more minutes with Mother, and then made to leave, asking Judy if she wanted to come along.
"No thanks Dad, I want to talk to Ashley, help her keep an eye on Nick, she'll drop me home later, right Ash?" said Judy, mugging furiously.
"What? Oh...yes, of course, I'll drop her off later, Dr. Nixon, don't worry!" said Ashley, avoiding his eye. Dr. Nixon started to say something and thought better of it, shook hands with Mother again and left.
Mother came back into the room, shooed the girls out and quickly helped me undress, pulling the sheets back up over me.
"You get some rest now Nicky, I'll bring you something to eat a little later, OK?" she smiled, and I nodded, although I didn't want anything, I just wanted to sleep. When she left, Ashley came back in and sat next to the bed, and Judy perched at the foot of the bed, grinning archly at me.
"Nicky, do you know who I am?" asked Ashley, and I smiled at such a silly question. Of course I knew, her name was...Ashley?
I looked at her uncertainly, memory still tumbling and whirling, her face one of a whole stream of memories that I couldn't quite grab hold of, all I knew was that she was important to me, although the reason why was just out of my grasp.
"Leave him, Ashley, he's in shock," said Judy, "I don't think he knows his own name right now. He'll be OK after he's had some rest; don't worry, girl, your secret's safe with me, I'm just jealous I don't have a hot brother to manhandle!"
Ashley looked troubled. "You don't think we're...sick, or, or, perverts or something do you? Because I can't help it, I love him, and he loves me, and we fit together like it was supposed to be; it doesn't feel wrong, just very, very right. Can you understand that, Jude? Really?" pleaded Ashley and Judy just grinned at her.
"'course I understand, Ashley, who you want is up to you, I'm not gonna judge, especially when you consider some of the morons I've dated in the past; at least Nick's a real guy, what you see is what you get, and he's got a bad case of you; he couldn't take his eyes off you, not once! Fuck, I should be lucky enough to have a brother like him; all I've got is a moron cousin who keeps grabbing my tits!"
Ashley smiled. "Thanks, Jude, I needed to hear that. Come on, let's leave Nicky to get some sleep, dinner's ready, I hope you like pork chops!"
As they were leaving, Judy smiled at Ashley and said; "You should have asked my dad to stay, I think he's interested in your mom; he could hardly take his eyes off her ass!"
Ashley spun around, a look of shock on her face. "Judy Nixon, what did you just say?"
Judy grinned back, completely unperturbed.
"I said,' you should have asked...!"
"I heard what you said, Judy, I wanna know what you mean by it!" interrupted Ashley.
Judy looked her in the eye.
"Ash, your Mom's cute, my dad's single, he's coming back to see Nick tomorrow, and for the record, my dad NEVER makes house-calls, and he was all goo-goo, dreamy-eyed when he left, it was sickening, really, so yeah, maybe we should get them together, see what happens, who knows...!"
Ashley smiled at the thought.
"It would be kind of cool for her to date someone, she's been alone for four years now, and you know what it's been like for us, for her, all...this, around us, maybe you're right..."
Their voices faded as they went into the dining room, and I suddenly felt an overwhelming need to sleep, exhaustion rising up out of nowhere and pulling my eyes shut.
I woke early, the sounds of Mother getting ready to go to work clear and distinct in the early morning. She looked in on me, and smiled back when I smiled at her.
"Good morning, sleepyhead, how are you this morning? You had us all quite worried yesterday, so Ashley's taking the day off to stay with you in case you need anything. Dr. Nixon is also coming to see you later, so you just rest, you've been overdoing things a little and you need to get your strength up. See you tonight, honey, and listen to what Ashley tells you!" she smiled mock sternly.
I heard her telling Ashley I was awake, and to listen out for me, and then the sound of the front door closing and the car pulling away. I daydreamed for a while, until I felt eyes on me, and there was Ashley in the bedroom doorway, wearing a longish T-shirt and panties and grinning broadly.
"Hi Nicky, need some company?" she drawled, and my cock immediately jumped. Without waiting for an answer, she peeled off her T-shirt and panties and slid into bed next to me, wrapping her arms around me and hugging me close.
"God, baby, you had me worried last night! How the hell I got you back in the car is a mystery, you weigh a ton, you big slab of meat! What happened, Nicky, I was so scared!"
I told her what I remembered, that I'd flashed-back on Barbara looking after me when I was small, and how in the midst of all the new things happening to me, especially Ashley, I'd pushed her to the back of my mind, virtually forgotten her, after just a few days, when she'd been the centre of my life from early childhood!
All the things I remembered about Barbara, and my feelings for her, rushed out of me, snapshot memories, of Barbara holding me and comforting when the dream monsters came for me, kissing it better when hurt myself, walking me to school, her hand in mine, sitting me on her lap on chilly evenings, wrapping a robe around the two of us and making me warm and drowsy, then putting me to bed, and kissing me good night, a million childhood moments wrapped around the woman I'd loved most in the entire world, and now she was gone.
Once, and only once, had I tried to help her, and a few hours later she was dead, and I could never again hold her, tell her I was sorry, tell her I needed her; all my last chances, to tell her how much I loved her, to take her away somewhere safe, to make it right with her, had been taken from me in one blow. Once again the hollow loss and sick despair rose up and washed over me, the guilt a bright venomous thread through all of it, a stinging lash of reproach for not doing enough when she needed me most, and suddenly Ashley was there, holding me, looking deeply into my eyes.
"Nicky, listen to me, listen!" she said, softly but intently. "She's always going to be there inside you, just like daddy's always there inside me, his voice, the smell of his cologne, the feel of his bristly chin on Saturday mornings when he didn't shave because he didn't have to, and anytime I need to I can talk to him, and hear his voice, and feel connected to him again. That's where Barbara is now, inside you, and you'll always have her, no-one can take her away from you ever again. She may not have been your mother, but she was your Mom when you needed one; she made you who you are, and we'll always be grateful for that."
"She kept you safe, and at the end, she sent you away to make sure you stayed safe, that was her biggest gift to you. Treasure her memory, Nicky, and remember how much she loved you. Baby, you didn't do anything wrong, at the end you did exactly what she wanted you to do. She loved you, and so she let you go, respect that, Nicky, remember her as she was, and keep her alive inside you, just like I keep my daddy alive inside me!"
I looked at her in wonder. Somehow she'd known to say exactly the right thing to pull me back out of myself, and again I felt myself drawing even closer to this enchanting, beautiful, exciting girl whose life I had so recently fallen into. I held her close and kissed her gratefully, thanking her for helping me see what Barbara had done for me, and why.
We lay a little while longer, enjoying the feel of skin on skin contact, the warmth and personal connection it brought. I was beginning to doze again, when I felt Ashley stirring restlessly against me. I turned to her and she seemed preoccupied about something, so I asked her what was wrong.
She got a little line between her eyebrows, a worry line.
"Nick, Judy's dad, he knows about us, he asked Mom why you lived here and she told him you were her son, and it sure didn't take him long to put two and two together. Judy's cool with it, she says she's envious of me, but I'm worried. Suppose he tells Mom before we get a chance to?"
I thought about it for a moment.
"Look, we already decided that we should go slow, so we shouldn't go jumping the gun just yet. When I see him today, I'll ask him to respect a confidence, and let you and I work it out with Mother; besides, I'm his patient, so if I ask him to keep a confidence, he has to respect doctor/patient privilege, doesn't he? Or is that just something for the TV shows? He seems like a decent man, perhaps he'll decide none of this is his business and keep out of it. Have faith, Ash, it will be alright, I promise!"
She grinned at me and her hand snaked down to grab my rapidly hardening cock.
"Do you swear by the power of this thing that it will be OK?" she grinned mischievously, giving me a quick shake and squeeze.
I grabbed her and disengaged her hand long enough to slip my shorts off, before pulling her on top of me.
"Now, where were we?" I asked her, and she immediately pulled herself up and kissed me passionately, my hands sliding down to grab and hold her delightfully firm and springy bum. Her kisses became slower, more considered, her tongue slowly fencing with mine as she ground and gyrated slowly on top of me, trapping my erect cock between her thighs as she slowly raised and lowered her pelvis. My manhood was throbbing painfully now, all seven inches and more at full stretch, and the sensation of her damp pussy lips sliding along it as she rubbed herself off on me pressed all my buttons and lit up my central nervous system like a Christmas tree.
She sat up and raised herself up slightly, aiming my cock with one small hand, and then slowly impaled herself on me, sliding down until I was embedded to the hilt in her. Then she started rocking back and forth, rising slightly as she did so, to rub her clit against my pubic hair as she pumped and squeezed me with her talented pussy muscles. Her movements caused my cock-head to flick against the neck of her womb, a sensation she obviously liked, judging by the groan she gave every time she did it, and the flush that spread down her throat and upper chest.
I rubbed and squeezed her nipples, making them stiff and solid, and each time I flicked them with my thumbs she groaned and tried to trap my hands against her breasts. At last she succeeded, and pressed my hands hard against her nipples, using my hands to stimulate herself. All the while the insistent motions of her hips as she rose and fell and gyrated on top of me were almost more than I could stand.
I dropped my hands down to hold her gorgeous arse, those fabulous globular buttocks drawing my hands like magnets, and as she pumped and shuddered above me, I squeezed and pulled them apart, one finger slowly sliding into her tight little anus, to pump in time with her as she pleasured herself on me. All too soon, her breathing began to hitch and speed up, and her movements on me became more uncontrolled, more frantic as she sped up, pumping and grinding and squeezing.
When her orgasm hit her, she screamed in release, her pussy rippling along the length of my cock like a milking machine, and I could hold back no longer. I cried out in the extremity of my own release, spunk bulleting out of me and deep inside her womb, splashing inside and spraying over her cervix. The sensation of me pumping inside her set her off again and the rippling contractions of her pussy rolled my own orgasm on and on, until at last I was wrung dry.
Ashley slumped down on top of me, breathless as she recovered from her shattering orgasm, eventually grinning and inching forward to kiss me.



"Thank you Nicky, as always, that was wonderful, I think I'll keep you!" she grinned. I was about to say something when we were interrupted by the sound of someone clapping. Ashley screamed and dived for cover, and my heart sank as I realised we were caught cold. I looked up fearfully, expecting to see Mother, but instead Judy was standing there in the doorway, leaning against the frame, with one raised eyebrow and a huge grin pasted on her pixie face. She hip-swayed into the room and pulled the covers up over my mid-section, grinning down at Ashley.
"Quite a show Ash, interesting technique; you should get him to try ramming that toad-sticker in your ass, now that'll really make you scream!" she smiled, and sat on the end of the bed.
"Judy! How did you ...when...why are you here?" stammered Ashley.
"Slow down, sweetie! I figured you'd stay home today, girl, so I thought I'd come and get some of the sordid details, help you minister to the fallen, that sort of thing; seems you were 'ministering' quite well all by yourself! You really should check your front door is locked before you decide to fuck your big brother!"
Judy grinned a big, happy, shit-eating grin, obviously having a ball. "Just imagine, I could have been ANYBODY, your mom for starters; I mean, HOW bad would that have been! You are such a dirty girl, your own brother, I'm shocked, I'm speechless, I'm jealous!"
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Part 2: Thou hast made us to drink the wine of astonishment; Psalms 60:3
Robbie looked out of the window at the taxi dropping-off Joey and Karen.
"OK Case, last chance, you can still duck out now, you don't have to do this just yet, not for me!"
Casey took his hand, squeezed it for moment, and smiled. "It's OK Robbie; I need to do this, for you as well as for me. I'll be fine, OK?"
The knock on the door announced they were there. "It's open!" called Robbie, and then Joey and Karen were in the hallway, calling out to him.
"In here, guys!" he called back, and they walked on in, long familiarity and family ease evident in their casual dumping of coats and flight bags
Joey, slightly shorter and stockier than Robbie, with young, conventionally handsome features, tousled dark blonde hair like Sarah's, came all the way into the living room, his face splitting into a wide grin on seeing a cute girl with coppery-bronze hair standing with Robbie, not recognising her right away. He took a step forward to introduce himself, and suddenly realised who he was looking at, his mouth dropping open in shock.
Karen, a tall, quietly beautiful girl with a tumbled mass of midnight black curls framing her piquant features, came forward to hug Robbie, a wide, happy smile on her face.
"Robbie, sweetheart, it's been too long since..." and stopped, shocked recognition making her gasp as she realised who was standing there with him. Anger flashed in her blue eyes as she spat out one word, a curse and a threat all in one. "YOU!"
She started forward, towards Casey, eyes narrowed in fury, stopping short as Robbie stepped in front of her, pushing Casey slightly behind him.
"Karen, Joey, please, calm down. There's a reason Casey's here, take it easy, please, guys, come on!"
Karen backed off, staring daggers at Casey, Joey still standing with his mouth hanging open like a boated cod, his eyes narrowing as shock gave way to anger.
"Robbie, what the hell is this...this...creature doing here!?" hissed Karen, sparks spitting in her eyes, glaring at Casey, who quailed at that glare and the sheer concentrated fury in her voice.
"Yeah Bro, just what the hell's going on? What the fuck is she doing here?" gritted Joey, his shocked expression gone, face immobile but his eyes still narrowed to two angry slits.
"Guys, please, for me, just lay off her for one second, please? I said I had a surprise. Casey and I, we kind of found each other; actually, she's been looking for me all this time, I listened to what she had to say, and I believed her. All that stuff in the past, that's all gone now, none of it matters anymore. I finally let it go, only because Casey showed me the way. I have a family that loves me, you guys, and I want you to hear her out, for my sake. Will you do that? At least just listen? Please?"
"For you, Robbie, I'll listen," said Karen, "But if I don't like what I'm hearing...!" she trailed off meaningfully, eyes still fixed distrustfully on Casey. "That goes for me too!" spat Joey,"this had better be fucking amazingly good! Why you let her..." his voice trailed off into angry muttering, his slitted eyes still fixed intently on her face as he shook his head in disgust.
Robbie squeezed Casey's hand, smoothed back her hair, and looked her in the eyes.
"Say your piece, Case. Don't hold anything back, there're no secrets between any of us, just tell Joey and Karen what you told me, don't be afraid, I'm here." His sweet smile was all the encouragement she needed.
Casey swallowed nervously, and began to speak.
"Joey, Karen, you both know how I behaved, what I did to Robbie. I have no excuses that mean anything, I did what I did because no-one told me I couldn't, and I paid for it, with shame and loss, more than I can ever describe. I took everything, and left nothing for him, ever, not a scrap of my time or a thought for him, and I only realised what I'd done when it was too late to make it right."
"I understood then that I should have been there for him. He'd always needed me, and I was too wrapped-up in myself to know that I needed him until he was gone, and it was too late. I looked for him because I wanted my big brother, I wanted him back, and I would have made any bargain, paid any price, just to get him back, to say sorry, to beg his forgiveness, and to tell him I loved and needed him. We gave him nothing, and we cast him away for no reason, left him alone when he needed us the most, and I cried for him night after night, knowing he was lost and alone when he needed me, and I needed him so badly. When Joey told me he didn't know where Robbie was, it felt like the bottom had dropped out of my world: If the one person Robbie loved and trusted most in this world didn't know where he was, then he truly was lost to me, he really was gone forever, I could never make it right with him, and it was all my fault. When Karen confronted me, what she did was no more than I deserved."
"When I found him again, all he had to do was tell me to go and slam the door on me forever. He didn't, because, thank God, he's not like me, nor ever could be. I left him out of my life, but he pulled me back into his, because that's who he is, and I can never forgive myself for letting him go so easily.
I did the most terrible thing in the world; I only had one chance to have a big brother, and I blew it; I threw him away, I nearly destroyed him, and I laughed when I did it, and it will weigh on my heart forever. Now I know how it feels to lose the most precious thing in the whole world, and I'm never letting him go again!"
She was crying openly now, hot tears pouring down her cheeks as her shame and guilt bloomed large inside her again. Karen looked at her, her expression flinty, but tears glimmered in her eyes, wringing Joey's hand between hers, mute evidence she was feeling the powerful emotional charge in the room. Joey was still in shock; this was a side to Casey he'd never expected to see, the confident, arrogant, cheerleader babe-about-town reduced to this emotional shambles, all her defenses down, and his heart went out to her as he felt the emotional impact of her deep sorrow and even deeper sincerity.
Robbie took her in his arms, holding her against him as she sobbed, smoothing her hair, murmuring gently to her, clumsily trying to calm her as he held her close. Casey wrapped her arms around him and held him tight, letting Robbie rock her gently against his chest, her hands holding and caressing him. Karen's expression slowly softened as she watched, realisation of the true nature of Robbie and Casey's relationship gradually dawning.
At last, Robbie let her go, dabbing her eyes as she rested her head against his chest and brushing her hair gently with his lips, silence in the room as all of them sat motionless, mulling-over what had just unfolded.
Joey stirred, breaking the spell, to hunker-down in front of Casey, wonder stirring in him as he finally got what was going on between Robbie and Casey, and reached out to gently touch her arm, take her hand. Casey looked at him through her tears, gradually seeing the look on his face, all his anger gone, only concern for her there.
"Hi Casey, I'm Joey, Robbie's brother, it's nice to finally meet you at last!" he smiled, flashing a quick look of concern and enquiry at Robbie, getting a quick nod and smile back, all the affirmation he needed. Casey smiled through her tears, grateful for the love and support Robbie had been given when he'd needed it, stricken that it wasn't her who'd done that for him.
"Hi Joey, I've heard so much about you; Robbie's told me all about his family, and how much he loves you all, I'm glad I finally met you!" she quavered, smiling tremulously, her eyes still bright with unshed tears.
Joey reached behind him, Karen's hand slipping into his as she moved up behind him, smiling at Casey when she looked up at her. "Casey, this is my fiancée, Karen. Karen, I'd like you to meet Casey, she's with Robbie!"
Karen held out her hand, Casey's slipping into it, the two of them holding hands as the family reunion unfolded around them, Karen also feeling the depth of Casey's sorrow and regret, and feeling and hearing her sincerity.
"Casey, come with me, let's get you cleaned up." said Karen gently, Robbie rising and handing up Casey from the couch, the two girls making for the bathroom to fix Casey's tear-ravaged makeup.
While they were gone, Joey and Robbie sat silently for a moment or two, Joey finally breaking the silence.
"Mom's gonna have a haemorrhage, you do know that don't you!" he grinned. "So, are the two of you really...uh...?"
Robbie grinned back at him. "Yeah, we're - significant pause - 'uh'! Is that a problem, meat-head?"
Joey grinned even wider. "Hell no, Casey always was a babe, even if I hated her with depth and conviction, but this whole ...relationship thing you two seem to have begun, it's gonna open a huge can of worms, you do know that, don't you? You got the stones to keep a lid on it, Rob?"
Robbie expression became sober, thoughtful. "Joey, I really think we can do this right, if you guys are willing to help us. How 'bout it? You gonna help out a friend in need?"
"Always and forever, Bro, even if you are a butthead geek, that's what family does, we help each other out, and then we never mention it again while somehow constantly reminding each other about it, and then we mind each other's business, so if you can get Mom on-side, expect a whole lot of her minding your business!" grinned Joey, walking into the kitchen to the refrigerator, rummaging around inside for a beer and tossing a cold one over to Robbie while he popped his own.
Joey suddenly grinned.
"Mom's gonna get 'that look', you know the one I mean? And that little vein, right in the middle of her forehead! It'll be like when we did that thing with the telescope and Jodie Hollister, man she shredded us good! And somehow, once again, this will be my fault; you do know that, don't you? You were always her fair-haired little golden boy, and I'm gonna catch heat for this one, I can feel it in my bones, so you are gonna owe me big-time! I shall demand payment when I figure out what you've got that I want most, so be prepared! Come to think of it, I just love that car of yours; I would look sooo good sitting behind the wheel of it all the time!"
Robbie grinned at him.
"Yeah, right, blow it out your butt, meathead!" he said as he motioned Joey to take a seat.
He sat down, took a long slow swallow of his beer, his eyes closed in enjoyment, then suddenly began coughing as he nearly choked.
Robbie jumped up, looking at him in consternation."You OK, man? Chrissake, Joey, take it easy, you don't earn enough to pay me to give you the kiss of life!"
Joey coughed and wheezed for a few seconds, giving him the finger before he caught his breath and looked Robbie straight in the face. "Jeez, Robbie, I forgot; Uncle Frank, and Aunt Caitlin! You know how they feel about your family; the pair of them and the girls are gonna skin Casey when they find out about this, she's top of their 'shred-before-recycling' list!"
Robbie grinned. "I think that's where you guys come in; when the time's right, I'm going to need you two to corral Aunt Caitlin so I can get Uncle Frank alone and tell him what's happened, then we can all kind of gang-up on Aunt Caitlin to calm her down before she goes ground-zero on us. Leave the twins to me, I know how their devious, mercenary little minds work, I can get them on-side. The hard one is going to be Mom, and the only thing that's going to work is total honesty -- anything else and we'll both be on that shred-list!"
Joey thought about it, and slowly nodded agreement. "Better call Mom later, make sure she knows about this before Uncle Frank or you'll be sorry. I'm just glad it's you making that call; she is most definitely not gonna like this!"
The girls came back then, so discussion ended, but at least tentative plans were now in place. Casey looked better, the earlier emotional storm of earlier had calmed; now she looked fresh, happier, back on an even keel.
Robbie and Joey stood up, letting the girls sit before sitting down themselves; some of Sarah's lessons in manners at least seemed to have taken firm hold.
Casey flashed Joey a tentative smile, her smile broadening when Joey smiled back, and leaned into the circle of Robbie's arm, pulling in close when his arm closed around her, resting her head against him.
"We all good now, Case?" he murmured, Casey squeezing his hand in the affirmative. "Good, let's go to dinner, I feel like taking my family out, who likes Szechuan? There's a new place in Serramonte, I feel the need for something sweet and hot, unless anyone else has got a preference?"
No-one had, so they piled into the car, Joey driving because Robbie knew how much he enjoyed driving the GT, but mainly because he wanted to sit in the back and huddle with Casey.
Dinner was everything they could have wanted, and they eventually headed back late to Daly City. Joey and Karen had to be back in Springfield in 2 days, so there was no rush for flights or anything. In the normal course of events, Joey and Robbie would spend a day with Frank, and a couple of days just hanging, but now they had things to do, people to see, and news to break. When they got back to the apartment, Robbie insisted Joey and Karen take the master bedroom, the cable was hooked through there and he knew how Joey like to watch late night movies, he and Casey camping out in the spare bedroom.
After they'd changed for bed, Karen and Joey discussed the day's revelations. Karen was still astonished at the changes in Casey; in school she'd been brash, self-assured, arrogant and uber-confident, at 16 already main contender for the school Alpha-Female crown, star of the cheer-leading squad, undisputed Prom Queen in waiting. Karen had despised her, suspected what she was like even then. When she'd discovered what Casey had stood-by and allowed to happen to Robbie, she'd been appalled and disgusted at just what kind of person Casey had really been. Now that old Casey was gone; Karen recognised the fundamental changes in her, a shift from focussing on herself to Robbie, and her obvious and profound remorse for the life she'd stood by and had let happen to him, and the reality of the relationship she and Robbie had struck-up. Karen was unconcerned that Casey was his sister; for most of her life she'd been anything but. To her own wonder, she recognised the paradigm shift she'd undergone in her own views and opinions of Casey; now she saw the girl underneath all that had gone before, and how much that girl wanted, and was wanted by, Robbie.
No, Karen was concerned for Robbie. He was a big, sweet kid, almost Joey's age but so much younger than him in every way that mattered, and emotional entanglements, with anyone, not just Casey, were going to be a minefield for him; he had no prior experience to help him negotiate that minefield, no history of dating or girls or anything that involved the opposite sex; like Sarah, she'd long been concerned that Robbie had consistently shown no interest or curiosity about girls, sex, dating, the things a young man should have been engaging in with headlong enthusiasm; instead, he'd seemed almost asexual in his lack of curiosity about the opposite sex. It was as if his sex drive, and everything that implied, had been completely sublimated, suppressed by so many layers of trauma for so long that it had ceased to become available to him, an almost autistic inability to connect with himself in this way. Age and maturity had not assisted him greatly; puberty for him had just meant he got taller and started shaving.
When she and Joey hugged and kissed in front of him, he'd always shown no reaction, no hint that he was curious about what they were doing, and that had always worried her deeply; it was like a piece of him was missing, like a door into himself that had been closed and was so well papered-over that he hadn't known it was there. It was both ironic and gratifying that Casey, of all people, had finally been able to drill down into that untapped part of him, and unlock the things that he needed to express so he could be complete. He'd needed someone that could help him re-engage with that part of his psyche, and unbelievably, Casey had been the one to get through the layers of defensive shrouding and unlock those parts of him that had lain forgotten there.
She just hoped Casey could bring him into his true adulthood in a way that matured him into who he should have been. Karen resolved to keep a close eye on her, not because she distrusted her, but because she might move too fast, damaging him in ways that none of them would be able to fix. Like Casey, Karen felt almost over-protective of Robbie, a deep sense of responsibility for him, as one would for any younger sibling; he may be almost Joey's age, but in almost every way he was still the baby of the family, a wide-eyed, almost pre-pubescent, innocent, and hurting him would be all too easy. It was all too possible to kill with kindness as easily as with malice.
In their room, Robbie and Casey were not discussing motives or maturity or emotional minefields; Robbie was still resonating with the way Casey had broken down again, pouring out her apologies in a heartfelt stream of regret and remorse, and all he wanted to do was hold her, feel her against him and protect her, to keep her safe in his family, his real family, Joey and Karen and everyone else, not that travesty back home. She was still very fragile; the emotional toll on her was high, and even Robbie, emotional juvenile that he was, recognised that these confrontations were costing her a heavy price; she couldn't do this over and over again, much as she believed she had to, it was going to break her, and he wouldn't allow that.
He got ready for bed, unselfconsciously stripping down to his shorts, Casey's eyes on him. He really was a beautiful specimen, she mused, like an anatomy exhibit of how the perfect male form should look, well muscled but not brooding or heavy, rippling without being over-developed, perfectly classically proportioned; Praxiteles would have sculpted him in an instant, she thought, smiling at the thought of Robbie being the model for the famous 'Hermes and Dionysus' at Olympia. Casey had never been particularly attracted to muscle-men; the line in 'Twins' where Danny DeVito asks Arnold Schwarzenegger if there's something wrong with him, he's all swelled-up, had always seemed apt, but now, when she looked at Robbie's sculpted form, she could understand the beauty of, and the attraction to, the well-developed, healthy male body.
"It's not right, and it shouldn't happen, but I love him" she thought, her heart filling again with regret for the years she'd lost with him. She moved up against him, hugging him around the waist, laying her head against his chest to listen to his heartbeat, strong and steady and slow, the pulse of the true athlete. Robbie smiled at her actions, folding his arms about her, holding her to him.



"Something on your mind, Case?" he inquired, Casey hearing the smile in his voice.
"I just wanted to be close to you, baby, just for a minute; do you mind?" she whispered.
"Never, Case, take as long as you want, it's kind of nice for me too!" said Robbie, stroking her hair
She grinned, kissed his chest, and pulled back, to look up at him. He looked back at her, complete trust, and something else, in his clear gaze.
"What is it, baby?" she asked, feeling a sense of foreboding.
Robbie sighed. "Tomorrow, Case, I have to tell Mom about you, about us. She's gonna be mad, I know, but I've got Joey and Karen to back us up, and she'll listen to me, but you're also going to have to do this all over again. I just don't know how many times you can do this without going out of your mind -- I can see what this is doing to you; say the word and we'll leave it be for now, let you get some of your balance back before you walk out there into the arena. How do you want to play this, Maximus?"
Casey grinned at the 'Gladiator' reference, and hugged him close again.
"It's OK, Robbie, if you're there with me, I can do it. Sarah's not like mom, and if she's angry, she has just cause, but she's not going to claw and maul me, I have that to be grateful for, and she adores you, so I'll be OK. Are you really sure we can do this by 'phone? I know if it were my son, I'd want to see him face to face when he tells me something like this!"
He looked thoughtful. "Good point, let me think about this tonight, maybe we can do it another way, let's talk in the morning, OK?" Casey nodded agreement, slipping in close for another hug, her hands around his waist, sliding down to grasp and squeeze his solid buttocks.
He grinned and began unbuttoning her shirt, pulling it out of her jeans and off her shoulders, admiring her slim shapely torso, her small but beautifully formed breasts confined inside her lacy white bra. He popped the button her of her jeans, sliding down the zipper, Casey wriggling to let them drop to the floor and daintily stepping out of them to stand before him in her skimpy, wispy, almost-there underwear.
Robbie gently pulled her closer, his head dipping down to kiss her, Casey responding, sliding her arms around his neck to hold him closer as she kissed him back passionately.
His hands slid up and fumbled with the clasp of her bra, unsnapping it, Casey pulling away for a second to undrape it from her and toss it aside. Still kissing her, his hands roamed down, cupping her shapely buttocks, pulling her in closer and sliding inside her panties to caress her naked skin.
She broke off their kiss to hook her thumbs in the waistband of her panties, sliding them down and wriggling slightly to let them drop to the floor, standing naked in front of her sweet man.
Robbie admired her frankly, enjoying the lines of her body, lithe and sleek like a dancer, but also soft, properly curved, entirely feminine. He held out his hand to her and she came to him, kissing him once more, his hands roaming over her as he 'saw' her with his other senses, feeling her silky warmth, her soft perfume and the smell of her hair dancing in his nostrils, subtle, alive and tempting.
Casey held him close, feeling him grow against her, needing to feel his warmth, wanting him to know how much she wanted him. She ground herself lightly against him, the contact between her mound and his stiffening cock delightful, promising, making him groan softly and kiss her even more passionately and hold her more tightly against him. Casey rubbed her hand along the line of his erect cock, feeling it's solidity through his shorts, wanting to hold it. She broke off their kiss to kneel, sliding his shorts down, his rigid cock springing into view in front of her face. Taking hold of it and sliding her mouth over the end, she sucked gently as her tongue roamed over the velvety crown. Robbie groaned, steadying himself against her as her head bobbed over his manhood, her tongue rubbing and licking over the large, bell-shaped end as her cheeks hollowed with her suctioning, lowering the pressure, making him harder as he engorged even further.
"No Case..not...like...this!" he gasped out, Casey looked up in surprise, the sight of her looking up at him with her big gray-hazel eyes and long lashes as she fellated him nearly making him come there and then. He backed out of her mouth, handing her up and backing toward the bed.
"It's kind of a special day today, let's celebrate properly!" he explained, in response to her questioning look. Casey understood, smiling, letting him pilot her to the bed, to lie down and wait for him. He slid on the bed next to her, gathering her to him and kissing her again, gently, softly, making her feel wanted, and wanting him in return. Now Casey took the initiative, leaning over him to push him down, kissing him lightly, teasingly, soft feather-like kisses on his lips, his face, dodging his hands and smiling as she weaved around above him, delighting in his smile as she continued to gently tease him.
She kissed him down his chest, gently catching his nipples between her teeth, making him gasp with the sensation, kissing him on further down, to take hold of his straining penis, gently kissing and licking the shaft, licking around the bulbous purple head, tasting his lubricant as his need grew. Her lips slipped over the swollen head, closing and sealing over the shaft, and her head began a long, slow bobbing motion, cheeks hollowing as she sucked, the sensation delighting and stimulating him. Her tongue slid in and through the furrow in the end of his cock, jolts of pleasure blasting through him every time she did this, her hand pumping and squeezing in time to her movements. Robbie couldn't last long like this; the build-up of stimulating sensations, the sight of her beautiful face concentrating on sucking his cock, all were too much for him, and he could feel his sperm rising, that prickling, tensing sensation in back of his scrotum and at the juncture of his thighs warning him what was about to happen.
"Case, I...now...Oh God...!" he gasped, and Casey nodded, smiling and sucking harder, pumping him harder. With a deep, heartfelt groan as he lost control, Robbie felt his cock swell, jetting his sperm into the back of her throat. Casey kept sucking as jet after jet of hot spunk slammed into her mouth, swallowing as fast as he could ejaculate, pumping him to milk every last drop into her hungry mouth, until the flood subsided, her tongue swirling around the head of his cock, licking him clean.
Robbie lay back, heart thudding and his chest rising and falling rapidly, Casey sliding up to lie next to him to gently stroke his face and brush his hair back from his forehead, kissing him lightly, before pulling herself tight into him, cuddling as close as she could get. Robbie turned to smile lazily at her. "How about you, Case, you got nothing out of that, let me..." Casey hushed him with a slim finger against his lips.
"Oh no, Robbie, I got a great deal from that! I got to kiss and hold and pleasure a very beautiful man indeed!"
"Even so...!" he said, turning to her, pulling her gently in to kiss her properly. As he did so, Casey felt his semi-flaccid cock twitch against her, a solid muscular twitch indicating that he wasn't finished just yet. She grinned happily -- just what kind of a monster had she created here?
As he kissed her, his hands roamed over her, caressing, squeezing, touching, holding, making her sigh and moan in expectation, his cock growing hard and solid against her. She reached out and took hold of his erect cock, feeling its muscular solidity, hot and smooth to the touch, throbbing with his pulse, Robbie sighing as her warm hands enfolded him. As she slowly pumped him, his finger slipped into her, gently caressing, exciting her, making her gasp out loud as he slid over her clitoris, warming her up, making her want him. She moved against him, her pumping hands matching the rhythm of his stroking, her thighs parting as she gave herself up completely.
Robbie moved over her, positioning himself, Casey guiding him until he was in position, then slowly sinking into her pussy as she pulled him into herself, her hiss of satisfaction loud in his ears, echoing his groan as the wet heat of her vulva enclosed him, beckoning him on, drawing him further into her. They moved slowly, almost languidly against each other, Casey meeting him stroke for stroke, lovers making love, not the excited coupling of attraction and lust, then stopping abruptly, Casey smiling at his look of concern. "It's all right sweetie, I'm OK, I just want you to do something else for me -- it'll be good, you'll like it, I promise!"
Robbie disengaged from her, kneeling up at her urging, and Casey turned around, getting on all fours in front of him, her open vulva in full view.
"Robbie, please, now..." she urged him, and now, instincts he didn't know he possessed coming to the fore, Robbie knelt up, aiming his penis at her and shuffling forward, Casey reaching behind to help him into her, until, with one thrust, he was able to slide into her again. Rhythm returned as he pumped, something making him reach forward to slide his hands around her ribcage to find her breasts and cup them, rubbing and lightly pinching her nipples, pulling them into hard, rubbery little points as he pumped his cock into her.
Casey was gasping and sighing; from this angle she felt filled, his cock fit inside her like a hand in a glove, the dragging friction as he slid in and out of her completely out of this world. She rubbed her clitoris as he pumped her, speeding up until he was pounding into her, her gasps giving way to squeals and groans of excitement. At last, thrilled and stimulated beyond endurance, she climaxed, her vagina quivering and squeezing rhythmically along the length of his rigid cock, her muscles spasming and giving way so she dropped her shoulders and face onto the pillow. This position, and the sucking and squeezing of her convulsing vagina, made the constriction around his cock delightfully unbearable, and he came with a deep, guttural groan, sperm pumping deep into her, his orgasm setting off Casey again, her loud exclamation of fulfillment ringing in his ears as she came powerfully in an extended series of waves crashing through her body, her muscles spasming uncontrollably against him.
At last he finished emptying himself into her, and, finally sated, he collapsed next to her, looking at her to see her satisfied smile and touch her beautiful face with his fingertip, smiling all the while at her.
As Robbie and Casey slid their arms about each other, in desperate need of sleep as the afterglow took them, Joey and Karen lay together in the master bedroom with smiles on their faces.
"Now that was fucking hot!" murmured Joey, grinning as his hands roamed over Karen's slim, tight body, cupping her breasts as she ground against him. "Sister or not, Casey sure knows how to keep Robbie satisfied!"
"I know, I heard!" smiled Karen, arousal burning in her from the erotic soundtrack they'd just had played for them. "Now you come here, I've got something for you, too!"
She turned to him, her hands also working as she caressed and squeezed him, feeling him respond as she kissed and nibbled her way down his torso, working her way towards his steel-hard erection.
"Just lie back and enjoy this, baby, I'm gonna to rock your world!" she grinned, and Joey could only smile happily, and as he did, a sudden thought flashed through his conscious mind; whatever else he was, Robbie was obviously a quick learner...
+++
Casey woke early, alert and apprehensive at the thought of meeting Robbie's family. He remained still sound asleep, his slow, even breathing the only sound as she slid gently out of bed and rummaged quietly through the dresser drawer he'd given her, looking for some clean underwear. As she rooted around she found a flat wooden case tucked away at the back of the drawer. Intrigued, she pulled it out and flicked the catch. She looked inside and gasped, tears instantly gathering in her eyes, brimming over to spill down her cheeks, unable to tear her eyes away. Inside the case, padded with cotton balls, were a handful of battered and chewed cheap plastic toy soldiers, preserved as carefully as though they were priceless, fragile treasures, his babyhood toys, the only things he'd ever owned and could call his own. Seeing them brought crashing home again to Casey how little they'd ever given, or done or felt for their son and brother, how paltry was the existence they'd allowed him to lead that this was all he had to show for a lifetime among them. She leaned against the wall, and slid down to huddle against the wall, crying silently and bitterly for everything they'd done to him, and for giving him nothing, ever, and finally forcing him out without even a passing concern for his life and future. He really had been nothing to them; here was the proof...
"Casey, what's wrong, what happened?" came the soft, anxious query from Robbie as he climbed out of bed, kneeling down next to her as she lifted her tear-streaked face to him. Wordlessly she showed him the open case, the toy soldiers inside, and Robbie understood immediately, moving to hold her close as she cried with the guilt still echoing inside her, now refreshed by this poignant reminder of the burden of shame she bore.
"I'm sorry, Case, I don't know why I kept them, I meant to throw them away, I will if you want me to..." he began, and she jerked her head up to stare piercingly at him.
"NO, never let these go!" she gritted, "these are the only things we ever allowed you to have, you should keep them so you never forget how we treated you! This was unforgivable, and it always will be, so don't ever let these go, promise me!"
He looked at her, concern washing over him as he realised that she still had much to forgive herself for, that her emotional state was still fragile and only tenuously maintained, and that the planned trip to Morgan Hill may not be such a good idea.
"I...promise, Case, I'll keep them safe until you tell me it's OK to get rid of them. OK?"
She pulled him in close, still jarred by her discovery, and he gently took the case away from her and slid it under the bed, to put it somewhere more secure later on.
Robbie stood up and helped her stand, urging her back to bed, to lie next to him so he could hold her and make the tears go away, his presence eventually calming her. Casey lay in silence, wondering how she could ever make it up to him; give him back what he should have had as his right. She lay silently, listening to Robbie breathe next to her, taking comfort in his nearness. At last, she decided that sleep wasn't going to come, so she grabbed a quick shower and started breakfast.
When Joey and Karen came in for breakfast, Casey had already made pancakes, bacon, eggs and sausage patties, and there was a pot of coffee on. Joey smiled in happy anticipation. "Ah, the food of the Gods, thank you, Casey, thank you! This one's definitely a keeper, bro; Karen only lets me have muesli, Switzerland's Revenge -- it's like licking the floor of a parrot's cage, and she says it's good for me!"
Robbie grinned. "That's what you get for taking up with a health-freak; I tried to warn yoOOWW!"
"Serves you right, Robert Anderson, you asked for it, and there's more where that came from!" grinned Karen, one eyebrow raised in challenge as she dared him to say anything more.
"But that hurt!" protested Robbie, holding his shoulder.
Karen swatted him with a magazine.
"Oh stop crying, for such a big man you are such a little girl! Honestly, Robbie, I'm ashamed of you!" she grinned, watching his sweet smile as he held up his hands in surrender.
OK, OK, you're the boss!" he grinned.
Karen swatted him once more. "And don't you forget it! This is the way to treat him, Casey, let him know who's boss, It works on all the Anderson men...!" she trailed off with a meaningful nod at Joey, who tried to look innocent, loading his plate with forbidden sausage and bacon while he had the chance, following the Man Credo that's been true since the dawn of time; food eaten outside the home has no calories, and is always good for you...
Casey watched this by-play wistfully; she'd never had anyone to horseplay with, had never dreamed of doing it with Robbie, and she wished she knew how to join in, to play with Robbie and his family, realising how much she'd really missed-out on. Robbie saw her expression, and pulled her close to include her, tipping her nose to see her smile and be happy.
At last, everything was ready, and everyone sat down to breakfast, chatting about the plans for the day. Robbie had some news.
"Guys, we'll come home with you tomorrow, Casey and I want to tell Mom in person; it's the right thing to do. This means we'll have to tell Uncle Frank today, so we need to head Aunt Kat off before she detonates, then tell Mom tomorrow. It's not ideal, and it's not the way I wanted to do it, but it's the only way we can all be in the same place at the same time. Any objections?"
Nobody had, so after their meal they cleared up and headed out for Frank's place in Morgan Hill, near San Jose, Robbie putting a couple of packages in the trunk.
"For the twins..." he explained, cryptically
Joey had called ahead, letting his uncle know they were on the way, Sarah having already told him that Joey and Karen were in town and would stop by to see them, so he was expecting them at some point during the day. He was pleased that Robbie was also with them; the boy was usually working, and only managed to see Frank and his family at widely spaced intervals, although they talked all the time, so it would be a treat for the twins as well.
Robbie was also relieved to hear that Caitlin was out with her friends, shopping in Oakland, and not expected back until late afternoon, which made things a little less complicated just then.
When they arrived, Frank Novak was waiting in the yard for them with the twins, Moira and Morag, who immediately mobbed Robbie, two puppies attacking a mastiff, squealing and giggling as he hugged them in a crushing bear hug. Casey could see he adored them, and they him, while Frank watched with amused tolerance. Casey couldn't help but note his strong resemblance to Joey and Sarah, and the look of affection he gave Robbie as he greeted him.
Robbie introduced Casey quickly, informally, glossing-over her identity, something Frank noted but didn't pry into, and they all went in out of the sun.
After the usual inquiries about work and health, Robbie asked Frank if he could speak with him in private. Frank looked puzzled but acquiesced, and called him into the den, Casey hand in hand with Robbie.
"Sit down, please both of you" said Frank, sitting in an armchair and waiting for Robbie to speak.
"Uncle Frank, you know about what happened with my...family, my parents....and my sister. This is Casey, my sister. She's been looking for me all these years, and we found each other a couple of days ago, in Sacramento. She told me how it had been for her, and apologised for what she'd done. She's really been through the mill these last couple of days, so please, go easy on her, or at least give her a chance; Joey and Karen both accept her. They understand how it's been for her, what she's been through looking for me, and I'd like you and Aunt Kat, the girls, to accept her as well, for my sake..." Robbie trailed off, looking at Frank almost pleadingly.
Frank said nothing, merely looked in Robbie's eyes. One of the things he found so attractive about the boy was that he had no idea how to lie, he always told the truth, he was painfully honest, sometimes embarrassingly so, and if he believed this girl was the real deal, then Frank was prepared to go with him on that. However...



"Son, what are you not telling me, about Casey and you, I mean? He asked, softly. "I get the feeling I'm missing out on something here, something important, and it's about you and your sister..."
"Mr. Novak, may I say something please?" interjected Casey, Frank replying "Please do, Casey, and it's Frank, OK?"
Casey smiled gratefully at him. "Thank you...Frank. You probably know what I did, Sarah must have given you all the nasty details. I was such a poor excuse for a sister I made my big brother leave, I drove him away, and I lost the most precious thing I had. I only realised what a gift I'd been given after I'd thrown it away. I tried and tried to find him, and all the time I was trying to find him I was terrified that he was alone, and frightened and someone so much worse than me was hurting him more, that all the evil that people can do was being done to him. I was so frightened for him, the way I should always have been, the way he deserved."
"I searched for him because I needed to say I was sorry for all the terrible, hurtful, spiteful things we'd done to him. I know that I'll pay for what I did, I should; some sins can't be wiped away with words or tears, but I found him, and I found I loved him more than anything in this world. All I want is for Robbie to be safe, and protected, and I swear to God I will be the one to do that for him -- I'll never let him go again, for as long as I live!"
Frank looked long and searchingly at her, at the tears standing in her eyes, at her hand holding Robbie's and his arm around her, gentle and protective, and suddenly he knew what had happened between them. He looked at them in wonder, moved by the sincerity in her voice, but also understanding what kind of obstacles they were going to face, and feeling a sudden rush of deep sympathy for what was heading their way.
"Casey, I believe you, and I'm glad that you and Robbie found each other at last, and I can only wish you luck, you're going to need it. However, Robbie has three very vocal champions in my home, my wife Caitlin, and Moira and Morag, good luck convincing them, really! You're going to have to be as honest and sincere with them as you just were with me, because they're going to take a great deal of convincing. I love Robbie like a son, I'd be proud to call him son, but the girls all adore him in a very special way, and they're not going to let you off easy. The twins aren't going to be particularly happy with anyone taking Robbie away from them, and when they find out who you really are, well, just be prepared for fireworks when you tell them. For what it's worth, I'm on your side; Robbie's happy so I'm happy, and I'm pleased he's finally found a girl who'll care for him as much as you obviously do."
"Caitlin, however, is going to be something else. Robbie lived with us for a couple of years, and Caitlin took him in and made him hers, just like the twins. When she thinks of her kids, Robbie sits in there as naturally as Moira and Morag; he's one of hers, and she's going to do or say anything she thinks fit to protect her boy; if she thinks she needs to, she'll stand over him and maul anyone who gets too near, make no mistake. Think of getting between momma bear and her cubs, and you'll have an idea of what she can be like when it comes to Robbie and the girls! Convince her, and you're home free, so make sure you're completely honest with her."
Frank stood up, smiled, and gently patted her shoulder. "It's nearly time for lunch, kids, so we'll leave this alone until Caitlin gets back; as far as the girls are concerned, for now you're just Robbie's girlfriend, OK?"
Casey and Robbie nodded, and Frank left to go and order pizza.
Lunch was noisy fun, the twins Moira and Morag, loud, brash, leggy 14 year old identical green-eyed red-heads, arguing with everyone and each other, disagreeing with the pizza choices, generally causing trouble, by turns fractious, adorable and just plain annoying; in every respect, a typical boisterous Sunday afternoon in the Novak household. The girls were ecstatic Joey had brought Robbie, they loved to pester him to take them cruising in the Bentley so the neighbourhood kids could see them being driven around in such a hot car, tugging and pulling him every which way, giving him no peace, trying to hit him up for new games and game handsets, and coercing him into digging into his wallet and passing them a few bucks that Mom didn't need to know about. And he loved it, this was his family, this was how it should be. The girls were curious about Casey, and Robbie introduced her as "my new girlfriend, Case", waiting on tenterhooks to see if they'd make the connection; they didn't; as usual, they weren't really paying attention to what was going on around them, deeply involved as they were in one of their own interminable cryptic squabbles.
At last, Caitlin arrived home, seeing Robbie's car in the drive and calling out for him as she came in, hugging him tightly, then Joey and Karen, and looking curiously at Casey, huddled in Robbie's arm. She was an older, taller version of the twins, slender and motherly, Casey noting how she linked arms with Robbie and held him close, protectively, obviously unaware she was doing so.
"Aunt Kat, we need to talk, all of us," said Robbie, his face sombre and serious. Caitlin pricked up her ears; she'd never seen Robbie like this before; something was up.
"OK, in the den. Girls, we need to talk for a while, grown-up stuff, we'll tell you about it later," shooing the two teens outside, ignoring their protests that they were grown-up's too.
Once they'd all filed in and sat down, Caitlin looked at Robbie and Casey.
"OK, baby, what's this about, and who's this young lady?"
Robbie braced himself, began speaking.
"Aunt Kat, you know all about what went on before, my...family. This is Casey, my sister, she came looking for me, she's been looking for me since I left, and we found each other by chance a couple of days ago in Sacramento." He waited apprehensively for the explosion, but, apart from a slight hardening of her eyes and a faint line appearing between her eyebrows, she just nodded, saying "Go on."
Robbie continued. "We spent a long time talking about what happened, and she told me about how she felt about me, about what she'd done, and how she was trying to make it right; I don't blame her, she was only a kid and did what she saw everyone else around her doing. She apologised to me, and to Joey and Karen, she's made it right with me, and now we want to make it right with the rest of my family, finally put this whole thing away forever. Aunt Kat, I finally found my little sister, and she found me, and we discovered something about us both. I love Casey, and she loves me, like brother and sister, but also the...other way. For me, that wipes out the past. Can you understand that?"
Caitlin was thunderstruck. Here was Robbie telling her that his sister, the girl who'd cost him so much, had come looking for him, had found him, and now he was in love with her!
She looked searchingly at Casey, noting the way she sat as he spoke, not defensively, leaning into him, passively accepting him as her protector, her eyes on his face as he spoke, her hands showing no flinching or drawing away when he took one of them, all her body language confirming what he was saying.
Caitlin finally spoke. "And you....Casey, just what have you got to say for yourself?" Her tone took away any sting her words might have had, and Casey lifted her eyes to look at her.
"Mrs. Novak, everything Robbie, Joey and Sarah have told you was true. I made poor Robbie's whole life unbearable, I cost him his big chance and took away the future he should have had. I have no excuses, I was old enough to say 'no, no more' and I didn't, it was just easier to keep on hurting him. We ground him into nothing, and threw him away. When he left, that was when I realised what I'd really lost, what I should have held onto. Robbie is my big brother, and I should have looked up to him, let him be my hero; instead, I drove him away, and that will always weigh on my heart; that I made him leave, alone and with no-one to care for him; it took strangers to be the family he needed, his own family weren't worthy of him. Now that we've found each other, I won't let him go again; I found him, and he let me back in, and I found a part of him that I need more than I can ever say. I love Robbie, in a way that you probably won't approve of, nor understand, but seems so simple to me. I couldn't be his sister when he needed me, but now I can be more than that for him, and he feels the same way, and wants that same thing from me."
Caitlin watched the tears roll down Casey's cheeks, saw Karen hold and squeeze her hand, and watched Robbie brush her hair with his lips as he smoothed it back from her forehead, noting the tears glimmering in Joey's eyes, and sighed.
"Casey, for years now I've wanted to give you a piece of my mind, and then the flat of my hand, and now I've got you here, I find I can't! Are you sure this is what you want, both of you? Because Robbie is an important part of this family, I love him like he was my own son, as does Sarah, and we look after our own, always. Will you promise me, with all of your heart, never to hurt him, to never do anything to make the hurt come back? Because if you can't swear that absolutely, you should leave, now!"
Casey looked directly at Caitlin, noted her pale, fixed features, her flared nostrils as her emotions got the better of her for a moment, all her protective instincts crowding together to defend one of her own, and said "Mrs. Novak, Robbie means the world to me; I will never hurt him again, ever. I've done enough of that, and I would die before I ever hurt him again. Now I just want to keep him close to me!"
Caitlin nodded, satisfied.
"And Joey, what's your part in all this?"
Joey looked nonplussed. "Aunt Kat, until last night I knew nothing of this; when we walked into Robbie's place last night and saw Casey, you could have knocked me down with a feather! But I believed her then, and I believe her now, and Robbie's happy, so we worked it out. Yeah, I welcomed her in, so did Karen, and you know what happened last time they met in a confined space!"
Caitlin grinned, knowing what Joey meant, and smiled at Casey. "Casey, Robbie obviously loves you, and you love him. I take it you've already talked to Frank?" They nodded, so she continued. "So I guess he's pointed out how hard this is going to be for you, the problems that you're both going to face? Robbie is special, and he's one of us, which I suppose makes you one of us now, and families hang together; otherwise, they'll hang us separately, so welcome to the family! We won't tell the girls exactly who you are; they can find that out when they're a little older. And by the way, I'm Aunt Kat or Caitlin; Mrs. Novak's what the paperboy calls me!"
As Joey and Karen left, Caitlin closed the door, obviously wanting a private word with the two of them.
"Robbie, Casey, you do know what you're doing here, don't you? This is a one-way street, there's no turning back, no do-over, no running for the border. Am I making myself clear?" They both nodded silently.
"Good, because you've chosen a hard row to hoe. People have a way of labelling, and they'll have some nasty names for what you're doing, and even worse names for the two of you. Are you going to be strong enough together to get past all that? Get through without giving-up on each other because of outside pressure? I sincerely hope so. We can help you some of the way, but you're going to have to do the lion's share by yourselves, with no magic solutions, no god-in-a-box from on-high to come down and make it right. My best advice to you is: keep your secrets, and keep them well guarded, it's the only way you'll survive!"
Her eyes were brimming, and Casey had a sudden flash of insight into why, but Caitlin said nothing further.
"And Robbie, don't ever tell the girls, they get an unhallowed thrill from spilling secrets, and this is too important to trust to them. They love you fiercely, but they've got mouths like jackrabbits, always running off at full speed, and they'll spill it eventually, by accident if nothing else."
They filed out of the den, the twins suddenly looking innocent, trying to look like they hadn't been eavesdropping, trying to pump any and everyone for information, agog to know what the adults had been discussing. Eventually Caitlin gave in, and told the girls that Robbie was getting engaged, Casey and Robbie grinning at her over their heads, immediately setting-off a barrage of questions about when, was there going to be a party, when were they getting married, could they be bridesmaids, squabbling about the bridesmaids' dresses and so on, eventually lapsing into 'twin-speak', gibberish comprehensible only to them.
Robbie and Joey left them to it, wandering off to find Frank in the garden, lying in a lounger under a spreading olive tree, drinking a beer and idly flicking through 'Sports Illustrated'. He looked at them closely. "No marks, still got all your teeth, either she's slowing down or she took it well!"
Robbie and Joey sat on the adjacent lounger and smiled. "She was OK, Uncle Frank, she accepted Casey. I'm worried about Casey, though; she's been through a lot these last few years, but these last few days have been really rough on her, and now this endless round of apologizing, dragging up the past. I'm worried about her; she can't keep beating herself up like this without paying for it. I was going to take her back home tomorrow, she wants Mom to know, make her peace there as well, but I've changed my mind, I think she needs to stay with me, just the two of us, get some stability back, before she turns into a basket-case. What do you think?"
Frank paused, took a slow, thoughtful swallow, and looked up at the sky for a moment. "There's a lot to what you say, and ordinarily I'd agree with you, but I think Casey needs to face this one last hurdle and get this off her chest once and for all; the longer she delays, the harder it's gonna get; Sarah needs to know, so they can both be at peace with this. I hear what you're saying, and I feel for her; she's a lovely girl, and she seems genuinely sorry for what happened, but I really think she needs to be square with your Mom right now; if you delay, it'll look like you're trying to hide something, and the longer you delay, the worse it will get. I really think you should take her home now, see Sarah, and close this all down for good. Trust your Mom, she may surprise you; you know she only ever wants what's best for you. Plus, if you drag this out and she finds out I knew long before she did, my life will suddenly become very complicated!" Frank gave a wry grin, and Robbie smiled in quick sympathy.
Joey stood up and stretched.
"So, are we all heading home tomorrow or not? Robbie?"
"I guess so bro."
Robbie and Casey quietly told Caitlin what they were planning, and she broadly agreed with Frank, so they made their farewells. Before they left, however, Robbie had a quick whispered conversation with Caitlin, earning him a raised eyebrow and a reluctant nod, and went out to the car. He came back in with the two packages from the trunk.
"Moira, Morag, come here, babies, I've got something for you!" he called, and waited until they came clattering in. "Girls, these are from Case and me, early birthday presents, OK?" the twins opened their packages and squealed; inside were the latest IPad's.
"Remember, these are for your birthday, so no begging phone calls on the day, OK?" he grinned. "Happy early-Birthday from Case and me!" The twins danced around hugging Robbie and Casey, swearing undying love for both of them, then hustled off to their room to get acquainted with their new toys and boast to their friends.
Once they'd all left, and the girls were locked way in their own world with their new toys, Caitlin went looking for Frank, finding him still lounging in the shade. She sat on his lap, locking her arms around his neck, burying her head in his shoulder. Frank slipped his arm around her waist, pulling her closer to him.
"You're thinking about what happened before, aren't you?" he asked, making it more of a statement than a question.
Caitlin murmured into his neck. "I'm scared, honey. I'm scared for those poor kids. It's happening again; dear God, I thought it was over, instead it's all happening again; how is Sarah going do it this time, really? After the last time, can she go through this again, even for Robbie? I know he's not her biological son, but he may as well be, he's family, and this is a family can of worms everyone thought was safely buried and forgotten. Robbie and Casey have got some big problems coming their way, is Sarah going to be able help them deal with all of it this time round? And there's Joey to consider as well. Whether he knows it or not, he's a part of this, a big part, supposing it all comes out while she's trying to get Robbie through this? It could tear his world apart, how can anything justify doing that to that poor kid? He doesn't deserve that!"
Frank stared thoughtfully into the canopy of the olive tree, gathering his thoughts.
"Sarah believes in Robbie, and the one person that Joey cares for more in the whole world than Sarah, or Karen, I suppose, is Robbie. If Joey finds out, I doubt he'll care one way or the other; I think you give him too little credit for being the kid that he is; there's more of Sarah in him than anyone else, so I don't think we should concern ourselves too much on that front. And Sarah, before, she was alone, flying blind, and yet she got it right; now, for Robbie, there's all of us there to help carry the load and make a difference. Sarah will get them both through this, with our help. Don't worry, baby, it'll work out fine, it'll be OK; Robbie's lucky, he's got two mom's to fight his corner, can you really see anyone getting past you and Sarah? Relax, they'll be fine, it will all work itself out!"
On the drive back, Joey noted the gifts. "Smart move bro, now, when they find out who Casey is, all they'll focus on is the fact she gave them IPad's!"
Robbie grinned. "That was kind of the plan; I told you I know what makes those two little mercenaries tick!" He didn't mention the conversation he'd had with Caitlin, but privately he knew, someday the girls would have to find out; they were family too, and Robbie loved them equally; they deserved to know, so he and Casey would have to work on that.
They arrived back in Daly City just about an hour after leaving Morgan Hill, and dropped Joey and Karen off to do some browsing in Westlake Shopping Center, the two of them asserting they 'knew how to find a taxi, it's OK, go home, see you later'. As Joey had pointed out, Robbie needed to call Sarah, and they wanted to shop.
Robbie called Sarah as soon as they got in; it was almost an hour later there, and she was enjoying a post lunch nap when he called.
"Hi, Mom? It's me. I was just calling to say I'm coming home to see you, coming back with Joey and Karen, and I've got a surprise for you. What? No, you'll find out tomorrow. I told, you it's a surprise! Yeah, I know, see you tomorrow lunchtime, I love you too, Mom!"
Robbie grimaced. "OK Casey, now comes the hard part; are you sure you're up to this?"
Casey smiled gently at him.
"Baby, I've made my peace with everyone in your family except the most important one, so yes, I think I'm ready for one last showdown! If I'm to have any chance of succeeding with your family and become a part of it, I have to do this, I have to clear this all out of the way now. I told you, I'll be fine, Sarah's not like my mom & dad, she's only looking out for you, like we should have, so if she wants to unload on me, well, she's earned the right, I guess. As long as you're there I'll be fine."



Robbie looked unconvinced, but Casey wanted to do this, and he could see why she needed to get this all out of her system, cleanse herself of all that had gone before, so she could finally move on.
"And Robbie, while we have some time alone, I need you to hold me tight, help me get ready for tomorrow, please!" she begged him, looking drawn and a little scared, and his heart went out to her.
He gathered her into him, hugging her as tight as he could without crushing her, Casey clinging to him, her head pressed to his chest, listening to his breath sounds, his heartbeat, sounds she found restful and reassuring, signs of life. She began lightly kissing his neck, his throat, little feather-light nibbles, letting him know she wanted him to do more than just hug her. Robbie looked down at her, smiling, pulling her closer so he could lean down and kiss her lips, her nose, and her eyelids, stroke her soft cheek and smooth her hair back from her forehead. For someone whose sex-life only kicked-off a couple days ago, he was really getting quite proficient at reading the signs!
Casey grinned and pushed herself away, standing up so she could undo the button on her jeans, to slide them down and step out of the puddle of denim, tugging her top over her head in one casual movement, flinging it over into the corner of the room, and standing before him in just her skimpy underwear. Robbie had meanwhile squirmed out of his jeans and loafers, yanked off his polo shirt and leaned back against the headboard clad in just his shorts. Casey climbed onto the bed, kneeling next to him to kiss him, giving him the opportunity to unhook her wispy bra and hook his fingers into the waistband of her panties, sliding them down enough for him to reach down and clasp her buttocks. Casey smiled and shrugged off her bra, kneeling up so he could slide her panties down to her knees, leaving her completely exposed to his gaze.
He gently urged her closer, holding her by her buttocks and kissing her lips, her neck, grazing on her smooth pale shoulder, licking and nibbling her ear, Casey alternately sighing and giggling. She gently shrugged him off, still smiling, and hooked her hands in the waistband of his shorts, making him lift his hips as she tugged them down. His erect cock immediately swung up, thick, hard and shiny, the bell-shaped tip an angry purplish-red. Her head dipped down to slide her lips over his cock-head, Robbie sighing in pleasure at the sensation. Casey's talented tongue swirled and massaged the sensitive tip, causing jolts of pleasure to blast into his groin, making his erection even harder, strain even further. Without thinking, he rubbed gently at her vulva, sliding his finger in the crease between her labia, making her gasp and wriggle as he teased her lips apart, and clamp her lips tightly over his cock, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked, the lowered pressure making the head of his penis swell as it engorged even further.
Robbie groaned, rubbing and stroking her lips slightly harder, slipping one then another finger inside her as she flowered open for him, and pumping gently, rhythmically in time with the bobbing motion of her head. His thumb unintentionally brushed the little pink pucker of her anus, and she jumped, grinning at him around her mouthful of cock and he grinned back, lightly stroked it again, and was rewarded with another wide-eyed grin. Filing that away for future reference, he concentrated on sliding his fingers in and out of her moist pussy, her juices running as her arousal rose. He slid her panties all the way off and pulled her onto him, her pussy facing him and level with his face as she bobbed on his cock, and gently pulled her closer, to lap his tongue along her rapidly swelling labia, her rising scent warm and rich and enticing. He dipped his tongue further between her lips, swirling around between them, teasing her inner lips, and exploring her inner recesses.
Casey sighed, and licked and sucked even harder, making him pull her closer into him, to rasp his tongue over her unhooded clitoris, the little nub standing out stiff and hard, like a pale nipple, inviting him to suck on it. Robbie slowly pulled her clitoris between his lips, twirling his tongue over it, making her gasp out loud, momentarily letting go of his cock in the extremity of her stimulation, her juices pouring over her open vulva, bathing his face in her essences. Casey began to come with a loud, guttural groan, her pussy spasming as the waves of pleasure rolled and billowed through her, building to a crescendo as Robbie kept sucking and licking her pussy, each stroke of his tongue sending another, higher wave rolling through her, until, at last, she reached that peak, screaming out in release as a gigantic swell of pleasure blasted through her, her muscles and tendons thrumming like violin strings as she shuddered and trembled, eyesight whiting-out and ears popping with the force of it.
At last, her shuddering subsided, and she lay quiet, chest heaving as she fought for breath, rolling off him and reaching out to take his hand.
"What about you, baby, what do you want?" she murmured smiling sleepily.
For answer, Robbie moved down between her parted thighs, waiting above her, smiling down at her.
"Oh, that!" she grinned, taking hold of him and directing him to her entrance. When he was in position, he slowly pushed into her, sliding himself into her in one long slow glide, making her gasp with the sensation as he filled her up. As she sighed under him, he began slowly pumping into her, supporting his weight on his hands, so he could see and memorize her features as he made love to her. He began to speed up, Casey pumping back against him, raising her hips up to meet him, her own arousal climbing again as she watched this handsome man watch her adoringly as he made love to her, his passion for her unmistakeable, his eyes full of his need for her, and she felt her whole being rushing out of her to join with him, losing herself in his eyes.
Robbie sped up even more, primal instincts pushing him to the final outcome of what they did here, ramping-up his need to mate with his woman and fill her with his seed. Casey began to gasp and rake his shoulders, his sides and back, digging in her fingernails as she tried to pull him further into her as her excitement mounted, until, at last, with a loud groan, she orgasmed, waves of pleasure rippling up and down her vaginal tube as her vagina fluttered and convulsed, sucking and clenching at his cock. His control evaporated at the sensations he was feeling, and he echoed her own cry of release, pumping jet after jet of hot sperm deep into the heart of her, filling her with his seed. Casey pulled him down to her, to press her lips to his, feeling him kiss her back with equal fervor and need, holding her tight against him as his cock twitched and convulsed, emptying himself inside her.
Robbie disengaged, moved off her to lie next to her so she could slide up close against him, into the circle of his arm and burrow down against him as he kissed her forehead. He noted that she seemed to have gotten over her stage-fright of earlier, and was now more relaxed at the thought of meeting Sarah again, especially since she had support from him, Joey, and Karen. As far as he was concerned, his whole family needed to be together, and this was the way to do it.
By the time Joey and Karen came back in, Casey and Robbie had their travel plans sorted, flights booked, and were fully braced for the storm. To ease themselves into it, they decided to have a quiet night out, so Robbie and Joey took the girls to a good Filipino restaurant they'd discovered down in Burlingame, off El Camino. After a pleasant evening, they made their way back to the apartment, preoccupied with what the next day would bring.
+++
Their flight was at 7:30, due into Springfield at 11:00 local, so Robbie called ahead to let Sarah know they were at San Francisco Airport domestic terminal, their flight called on time, so they'd see her in a few hours.
"This is it Case, crunch-time. If you say the word, we can get back in that taxi, do this another day!" said Robbie, looking carefully at Casey's set, immobile face. In just the short time they'd been together he'd learned to read her moods; Casey was scared, controlling her trembling by willpower alone, but scared like she'd never been before. His heart went out to her, and he hugged her close, comforting her with his presence, her close contact with him. Karen took her hand. "We'll all be there, don't worry, Sarah's not a dragon, she won't bite you, so calm down, OK?"
Joey touched her arm, grinned at her when she looked up, tweaked her nose, making her grin in spite of herself.
"There you go, that's more like it!" he grinned back."It's going to be OK, Casey, really, I promise you, mom's bark is worse that her bite, and her bark ain't all that!"
The flight was uneventful, the short drive back to the Anderson household more so, Casey sitting in the back of the rental car with her hands locked in a death grip with Robbie's.
They arrived at the Anderson house and Joey pulled into the driveway, where they piled out, Joey going ahead with Karen to greet Sarah while Robbie and Casey grabbed the bags from the trunk.
Sarah was excited to see Robbie again; while she'd seen him several times in the last four years, it had always been her visiting him in California, and she was intrigued at what could be so important to bring him back to the one place he hated more than anything on the planet. She hugged Joey and Karen as they came in, always delighted to see her future daughter-in-law, and waited for Robbie, curious to see the surprise he'd mentioned.
At last, Robbie came through the door, and Sarah hugged him fiercely, surprised at how much she'd missed him, before realising someone else had come in with him. Sarah glanced at her, and did a double-take as she realised who was standing with him, holding his hand!
"You!" she gasped, stepping back as Casey shrank against Robbie, Sarah noting their linked hands, their interlaced fingers.
"Robbie, what's going on here, why's she here?" demanded Sarah, and Casey quailed at the sheer anger and venom in that one word: 'she'.
Robbie unlaced his fingers from Casey's, slid his arm around her shoulder as she shrank even closer against him.
"Mom, we need to talk, you, me, Casey, we have a lot to talk about...and something to tell you."
Sarah stared at the pair of them, then turned to sweep Joey and Karen with her gaze. "And you two, what have you got to say about this?"
Joey held up a placating hand. "Ma, let Robbie say his piece, OK, just give him five minutes, then you can ask me anything, but hear him out first. OK?
Sarah stared at him for an uncomfortably long moment, then nodded.
"Alright, Robbie, please, by all means, talk, honey, this I have got to hear!"
He sat down, pulling Casey down next to him and motioning for Sarah to be seated.
"Mom, I met Casey in Sacramento a few days ago, by chance, she was working in the hotel I was staying at. We talked, we fought, we talked some more, we said everything that had to be said. Mom, Casey's been looking for me for four years, trying to find me so she could apologise, to try and make things right and find a way to be what she should have been. I think she did, I accept her and I've let go of all that stuff from before. I couldn't hate her; even with all that happened in the past, she's still a part of me, and hating her would be futile and wrong; you taught me that. I forgave her, and I want to ask you to forgive her, let her in the way you let me in. Please, Mom."
Sarah's face worked as various emotions battled for supremacy, finally settling into a neutral mask, her eyes hard and uncompromising.
"So Casey, the last time I saw you I threw you off my property. Why should I let you stay this time?"
Casey's eyes widened as she realised this was crunch time, now, and that Sarah was not going to take any prisoners.
"Mrs. Anderson, the last time I was here I was a selfish, spoiled, thoughtless bitch. I took everything from Robbie, I never gave a thought to him, not one moment of affection, never once bothered to notice he was hurting, or that I was taking his future, the life he should have had. That will always weigh on my heart, that I left him nothing, and laughed when I did it. He should have been my hero, and I made him into nobody, I helped drive him away, and let strangers be his family because his own family didn't care for him in any way. I paid for that every day, I cried for him, I searched for him, I spent my nights terrified that he was being hurt again and it was my fault. I left him out, and he let me back in, because he's who he is, and I should have seen that all along; I was so busy looking at myself, I never once looked at him. If I had, I would have seen the man that he is, what he would become in spite of what we did to him. Robbie is better than I could ever be, I know; I've seen what I am. He saved me, and I want him back, I need him back to be complete again, to love me the way I love him. I let him go once, I won't ever make that mistake again!"
Tears were rolling down her cheeks as she finished, Robbie sliding his arm around her, and brushing her hair away from her forehead as he whispered to her. Sarah's eyes widened as she took in the sight of Robbie caressing her; all she could think was 'Oh no, not again, please, not that, anything but that, don't make me go through that again, not again...'
Casey turned and buried her face in Robbie's shoulder, sobbing now as her sorrow finally vented, her heart finally unburdened. Sarah's eyes softened, her face losing its immobility as she watched them, listened to the truth in Casey's voice, her suspicions confirmed. But she had to know for certain, hear it from both of them; there were things to be done, to set in motion if she was right.
"Robbie, honey, what going on here, really?" she asked, her voice soft and concerned.
Robbie looked uncomfortable, which alerted Sarah that there was indeed more to come; Robbie had never been anything but completely open with her. "Mom, Casey and I, we have something else to tell you. When we...found each other, we found more than just a missing piece of each other. We knew that we were meant to be, the two of us. I love her, and she loves me, and we want to be together."
Sarah nodded. Bingo!
"And you, Casey, is this how you feel?" she asked, just as gently, sensing how fragile Casey's emotional balance was right now. Casey nodded, unable to speak, her hands twisting in her lap. Joey handed her a glass of water and she drank deeply, calming herself.
"Mrs Anderson," she began, voice barely audible, "I know you'll think this is wrong, but I love him, and he loves me. I need Robbie, he's the missing part of me, and I can't, I won't walk away from him. I won't live my life without him. I'm his, forever, and he's mine, it's as simple as that."
Sarah sighed. "Robbie, Casey, have you thought, I mean really, really thought about what you're doing here? This is a dangerous place for you both to be, can't you see that? It's not just the law, and God knows, that's tough enough on people who do what you two are contemplating, but other people, 2,000 years and more of history, saying you're wrong to want this, that there must be something wrong with you, the anger, the hostility, the bigotry, you're courting all of that; can you survive that, and keep going? Can you live with the secrets you'll have to keep and not come apart at the seams, survive the guilt? There'll be plenty of that, make no mistake!"
Joey looked at Sarah curiously. "Mom, how do you know so much about this, what makes you so sure this is what's in store for them?"
Sarah drew a deep breath. "I've been here before, Joey, it hurt then, and it's going to hurt now, I can feel it!" she responded flatly.
Joey looked astonished. "When, Ma, who?"
Sarah looked squarely at him. "When your Uncle Frank came to me and first told he was getting married, I was over the moon. I was so happy for my kid brother. I asked him who he was marrying, and he told me, and I had hysterics, screaming fits, I was so angry and disgusted!"
Joey looked perplexed. "Why Ma, what was so wrong with Aunt Kat, I mean...OH!"
"That's right, Joey; your aunt Kat is my baby sister, Caitlin! Even if she's only my half-sister, she's still my sister, and I was horrified, my brother was committing incest, and he wanted my blessing and my help!"
Joey looked thunderstruck as Sarah continued..
"He wanted me to help him get through it, to find a way to make it all come out right, and I had to try, they were my family, all I had left after your father died. It was such a hard thing to do; did you never wonder why Frank moved to California when his family, all his friends, everything he ever knew, were right here in Springfield? It was the only way I could think of to let them be together, get them to a place where no-one knew them, where they could stand up without looking over their shoulders to see who's watching them. I didn't want them to go, they were my kid brother and sister, my family, but they wanted to be together, so I had to let them go, go to somewhere they'd be safe from prying eyes and wagging tongues. Getting them there was easy; letting them go was the hardest thing I ever had to do, it hurt, and it still hurts, breaking up my family for the good of the family cost me everyone except you."
Joey slumped back in his seat. He looked shocked, dazed and confused. He swallowed a couple of times, then leaned forward to look at Sarah again. "Ma, this is turning into quite a day for revelations. Is there anything else you want to tell me, that you think I should know? Maybe it's time for the family skeletons to join the party!" he grinned mirthlessly.
Sarah looked at him, lips pursed, said nothing. "What, Ma, there's more?" he exclaimed. "Please, do tell, I'm all ears!"
"Not now, honey, we have bigger problems." said Sarah softly, a warning note in her voice, Robbie, Casey and Karen all looking at each other in embarrassment as Joey and Sarah squared-off.
"No Mom, what else are you not telling me, what could be worse than what you just told us? I'm waiting!"
"Joey, please, not now!" Her words lashed out, real anger evident in her tone. Joey leaned forward, eyes narrowed. "Ma, what are you not telling me, what could be so shameful that you can't say anything, even after what you just told us. The secrets and lies have to stop, now!"
Sarah looked up, and Joey and Robbie were shocked to see tears in her eyes. "Please baby, not now, this can wait, we need to sort out Robbie and Casey, later, I promise!"
Joey looked at her, and slowly shook his head. "No Ma, Robbie and Casey came here to tell you, because he loves you, and he won't keep secrets from you. You owe him that much, you owe all of us that much. There's been enough hiding and avoiding the truth, so tell me, please, what's so shameful I have to drag it out of you?"
Sarah looked near tears. "Please Joey, don't, can't you just accept I have my reasons and just let it go, can't you give me that much?"
Joey wavered, then set his jaw. "No Ma, let's clear all this stuff away once and for all. Robbie and Casey, Karen and I, we need a new start, we can't leave old garbage until it starts to stink, so now we clear it out once and for all; then we can go on. That's how it has to be, Mom, I'm sorry!"
Sarah looked at her son, impressed at his reasoning, seeing the resolution in him, so like Frank in so many ways. She began in a low voice.
"Sweetheart, it's about something that happened when I was in college. I met Joe Anderson my junior year, when his family moved here from Albuquerque, and when we first saw each other, there was just no-one else. He had the loveliest golden-brown eyes, and he was so good-looking I couldn't believe he would be interested in me, but he never took his eyes off me. We dated for almost a year, and we were in love.



Then, towards the end of my junior year, we started having a rough time of it, family pressure on both sides, pressure at school, everything, and we began arguing, fighting, really, and things were said, stupid things, just said to hurt, and it all blew up at a party at a friend's house. This girl, I hardly knew her, I just used to see her around the campus, told me she'd slept with Joe the week before, that he was her guy now, and she was leaving there now to go and be with him again that night, and I was so hurt, angry, furious with him for doing some tramp and letting her talk about it, I did something stupid; I decided what was good for him was equally good for me, so I picked up a guy at the party and went for a drive with him up to the bluffs, and we made out in his car, although we did more than make out.
A few weeks later, I found out I was pregnant. My mom was heartbroken; obviously I couldn't finish college. I was 20 and pregnant, no husband, no career waiting in the wings, the disgrace. My step-dad was more helpful, he asked the right questions, found out who the boy was from me, went to talk to him and got blown off by his family; they denied that he was the father, and refused to accept any responsibility for their son's actions.
The only person who stood by me was Joe; I told him what I'd done, and he refused to leave me floundering. He proposed to me, asked to be the father of my baby, and I said yes. Your father was the best man in the world; Joey, it's a cliché, I know, but truly, they broke the mould when they made him, and I loved him more than anything; he claimed you for his own, gave you his name; he brought you up without ever once thinking you were ever anything other than his son; he may not have been your father, but he was your daddy, and I will always love him for that."
"When he found out he had pancreatic cancer, that he was dying, his only thought was who was going to look after us, look after you, when he was gone, and his only regret and deepest sorrow was that he'd never get to play touch-football with you, or teach you how to throw a proper curve-ball, or teach you how to drive and fix cars, or watch the Cubs with him, or buy you a car as a graduation present. He died thinking he'd let you down, that he'd somehow abandoned you."
Tears were rolling down her cheeks as she stopped talking, Joey coming to kneel by her, wiping the tears from her cheeks.
"Mom, that's not so shameful. OK; it's something I needed to be told, but hardly earth-shattering. Why all the secrecy?"
Sarah lowered her voice even further. "It's about who your father is, Joey, the man who refused to acknowledge or accept any responsibility for his actions...."
Joey waited, eyes burning into her, suddenly not sure he wanted to know.
"Who was it Mom?" he whispered
"Oh Joey, I'm so sorry, you deserved so much better!" she said, tears pouring down her cheeks again, "It was Steven Dolan!"
Joey reared back in shock, falling backwards and scuttling crabwise away from his mother. "WHAT? That sack of shit, you...and him...Oh my Christ, I'm..!" He backed away as far as he could, fetching up with his back against the love-seat, his face twisted in shocked disgust.
"Joey, I'm sorry, I was never going to tell you, please, he was just there because I was angry with your father, and I did something stupid. There was never anything there, ever, I only ever loved your father!"
Joey suddenly thought of something, his head swivelling around to look at Robbie and Casey. "You mean, Robbie really IS my brother, and Casey is ...my sister?"
Sarah nodded miserably, Robbie and Casey staring in shock, mouths open as they processed what they'd just heard. Robbie was the first to recover.
"Joey, nothing's...changed between us, we're still bro's...right?" he whispered.
Joey looked puzzled for a second. "What...No, no, don't be ridiculous!" he said, "Nothing's changed between us, you're still a dopey butthead geek!"
Robbie grinned "and you're still a meathead jock!"
Casey slid onto the floor next to Joey, and took his hand in hers. "I have another big brother!" she said in wonder, tears welling up in her eyes, "Joey, you're my big brother too!"
He gathered her against him and grinned at her. "I guess I am, Case, yeah, I guess I am!" he said, holding her as her tears spilled over.
Sarah watched them all re-connect, hope uncoiling in her as Joey unhesitatingly accepted the biological reality of the role he'd filled emotionally for Robbie for years. Another thought occurred to Joey, and he looked up at Sarah, a lopsided grin on his face.
"So this is why you always made sure I looked out for Robbie, even when we were kids?"
Sarah nodded. "I heard, from everybody who knew, just how poorly the Dolan's treated Robbie, but no-one ever did anything about it; that's one of the things about small towns; even open secrets get brushed under the carpet if you've got enough money. I decided that if his father wasn't going to look out for him, maybe his big brother should. I had to do it; I couldn't leave that little boy alone and defenseless like that."
"I never thought you two would connect so deeply, but it did my heart good to see you take such good care of him, protecting him when he needed you most; you always were his big brother, in the best possible sense; what you just found out is just a little bit extra. I'm sorry I never told you before, I should have, and then when you two became such good friends, I thought I'd just let sleeping dogs lie. And now you have Casey, too; now at least she has someone to give her away when she and Robbie get married!"
All four heads snapped round at that. "Mom..." began Robbie, looking a little glassy-eyed, and Joey looked sandbagged. Karen spoke up. "Sarah, does this mean that you're ...OK with this, with Robbie and Casey's...relationship? That you're going to help them?"
Sarah snorted. "Of course I'm going to help them! My son's little brother and sister need help, what kind of a parent would I be if I left them out in the cold?"
Casey reached out to Sarah, took her hand. "Thank you Sarah, for being the best parent Robbie ever had; because of you I have him now, thank you for that!"
Sarah patted her hand. "It's OK Casey. After the last time, it took guts and backbone to walk back in here. I admire you for that, and for what you're giving up for my boy, so yes, I think you've redeemed yourself, I know Robbie thinks so, and Joey and Karen, so I think it's about time you started forgiving yourself too."
Casey's eyes sparkled with unshed tears as she hugged Sarah, finally letting-go of the nightmare of the last four years.
Sarah grinned. It looked like both her boys were getting married; she had some planning to do!
Joey stood up, indicated the kitchen with his chin, and Robbie got up, following him out. Casey made to go with him, but Karen put her hand on her arm. "No, Case, let them go, they probably have a few things to discuss, it's been a big day for Joey, and Robbie, too, they need to unbend a little."
++++
Robbie rummaged through the refrigerator, found two beers, and tossed one over to Joey, who popped it and swallowed gratefully.
"That was some scene in there, man!" grinned Robbie, Joey tipping his beer back at him.
"I heard that, bro; that was just so fucked-up, I mean, fucking Steve Dolan, Christ, I'll never live it down!"
Robbie grinned even wider. "I know, sucks, yeah? I mean, imagine having that shit-head for a parent as long as I did? You've only known for a couple of minutes and you're ready to retch! Makes your blood run cold, don't it!"
Joey grinned agreement. "Mom coming down on Casey's side like that was unexpected, I expected at least a few fireworks, but she just...slipped it in. She's like a...a genius. To Mom!"
"To Mom!" agreed Robbie, clinking cans with him, killing it and popping open another one.
"We'll rejoin the girls after this one" he observed, tossing another cold one to Joey. "Nah, let's wait awhile," said Joey, "they think we're in here cementing our new-found brotherly togetherness, why disappoint them? Dude, the beers are in here, they're cold, siddown!"
Robbie looked at Joey over the top of his glasses. "So bro, level with me, really, how freaked are you by this whole thing, this 'brother' business?"
Joey looked pensive. "On the How Fucked-Up Is That scale, this rates no more than 3/10; I was more freaked when Elvis Hood, the best goddamned defensive tackle in the history of Ellenbrook High tried to kiss me in the locker room; that was a fucking 8, believe me! Even now, I'm more freaked by what you're doing to my kid sister, you fucking sicko pervert, wait there while I find my shotgun!"
"Screw you, I saw her first!" grinned Robbie, "You're just jealous 'cause she makes me pancakes and sausage for breakfast, the Food of The Gods, and you just get muesli, The Food of The Goats!"
Joey looked back at Robbie. "Seriously dude, finding out you really are my brother was no big deal, Mom kind of defused that one over the years, so no biggie. Casey was more affected, if you want my opinion, so perhaps you should go easy on the 'I hate dad' thing for a while; she knew he was no prince, but this was just another slap she didn't need. Just saying. And with that, I think we should rejoin them, they probably think we're getting naked by now, so a good time to end this."
Robbie acquiesced, draining his beer and getting up. "One thing, Joey, I've been kicking around an idea, I want to talk about it with you tonight, show you some stuff, can you spare me an hour? I think it might be worth your while."
"Sure thing butthead; is 7 o'clock OK with you? "
"7 o'clock it is then, and we'll take mom and the girls to dinner at 8, make a night of it, OK?"
Joey grinned and nodded, as they trailed back into the sitting room, Casey and Karen looking at them expectantly. Joey burped reflectively, and Karen grinned.
"Nice beer, Joey?"
Joey looked guilty. "What beer? Robbie and I were discussing the bone-chilling horror of actually being related, but then we realised we love each other, in a very special, Man-Love way, so the engagement's off; however, now that you're both single, if you and Casey want to make out...?" He leered suggestively."
"You're disgusting; Sarah, tell him he's disgusting!" grinned Karen as she threw a cushion at him, Joey sidestepping it neatly to watch it smack into Robbie's surprised face.
Joey grinned "See, I warned you, long-term relationships can be so destructive!" he preached at Robbie, in his saddest and most sententious voice, "the first thing to go is any respect they might have had for you!"
He ducked as Karen picked up another cushion to lob at him, grinning that grin, the one that always made her grin back, no matter how mad she was.
Sarah was relieved to see that the revelations earlier hadn't rocked them; they were still like a pair of 12 year-olds when they got in the same room together, next thing they'd be digging out Joey's old telescope and looking up the street to see if the Hollister tramp still undressed with her shades up.
She smiled as she remembered the strip she'd torn off them when she found out about that, while laughing her ass off inside; it was such a very...boy thing to do, and they were nothing if not normal boys.
Lunch was a revelation to Casey. Joey and Robbie set the table and brought the dishes in like table staff in the best restaurants, every move telling of long practice under Sarah's watchful eye, but at the same time it was obvious they enjoyed doing it, that this really was their home, and the unconscious precision of their actions spoke volumes about the ease they felt when they were here. Casey hoped that one day she and Robbie would dance around each other like that, in their own home.
When the food was served, Casey couldn't help but notice the serious attention Robbie paid to it; again, it was obvious he missed having his mom cook for him (how strange now, that she could think of Sarah as Robbie's mom, not Angie!) and that coming back here was more than just a trip to tell Sarah about them, it was his chance to reconnect with his home, here. He'd left, but he'd never left it behind, and that was a good thing, Casey realised; this house, this family, these were his roots, and would always be an important part of him and his identity. Sarah had moulded the boy, and the man she had made was here now, and Casey was reminded of the old maxim; 'as the twig is bent, so grows the tree'.
Sarah watched Casey as she watched Robbie, understanding the insights Casey was having into his character, into what and who he really was, and Sarah noted with pleasure and reflected how much Casey had changed as she embraced his world and looked out through his eyes, seeing his family as he saw them. Sarah was pleased; now the old Casey really was gone forever, and the real Casey was left in her place.
Lunch over, Joey and Robbie washed up, their chore since boyhood, while the women talked about weddings and plans and life with their men. Once Robbie came back in, he took Casey to show her around his home, the little gym he and Joey had built-up over the years, finally lounging together on the porch to soak up some of the late afternoon sun. It was there that Sarah found them, Robbie stretched out on the lounger, Casey on his lap, her arms around his waist and her head on his chest as he absently toyed with a lock of her hair, the pair of them the picture of carefree relaxation.
Sarah sat down and cleared her throat.
"Casey, I wanted to ask you earlier; are you planning on seeing your parents while you're here? I'm guessing you've not been home for a while now, so are you planning on seeing them at all?
Casey blinked as she thought about it, then slowly shook her head.
"No Sarah, I don't think I want to see them again. I don't feel a part of them at all, and I can't find any real feelings for them except anger and contempt, for what they did to Robbie, and for what they turned me into. I've learned more in the last few days than a lifetime with them, and I don't think seeing them will do anything for me except remind me what they did. I guess I love them, and I'll always owe them for everything they did for me, but it was really for them, you know what I mean? Robbie didn't fit into that plan, so they did nothing for him at all, ever, just left him in free-fall, and that is the most contemptible thing, the one thing they should never be forgiven for. They warped me into some weird spin-off edition of them, and I can't forgive them for that. My reality is right here."
She slid her hand inside Robbie's shirt, to pat his muscular stomach and feel his warmth, her hand coming to rest against his side, her arm inside his shirt, wrapped around his midriff. Robbie stirred and kissed her forehead lightly.
"Are you sure, baby?" he murmured, "whatever their motives, everything they did was for you, which kind of lays a big obligation on you. Would it really be so traumatic to at least go see them, even if just to say goodbye? Be the bigger man, Case, go say your goodbyes, at least; you'll probably always regret it if you don't."
Sarah looked at him in astonishment. There really was no bitterness in his voice when he mentioned his parents, when he had every reason in the world to hate them like poison.
Casey also looked at him in surprise, indecision wavering in her eyes.
"Maybe you're right, but it feels...disloyal, walking back into that place where so much was done to you for so little reason. Let me think about it for a little, I need to give this some thought..."
She stood up , stretching and yawning luxuriously, Robbie watching her lithe form and grinning appreciatively.
At that moment, Angie Dolan, on her drive past the Anderson residence on her way back from doing the receipts, as she did every day at 4 pm, never once acknowledging, even in the privacy of her own head, that she came home this way every day hoping to see her son again one day, rationalising it instead as the better route home, looked on in stunned disbelief as a girl she could have sworn was Casey stretched out and yawned on Sarah Anderson's porch. Angie's first instinct was to dismiss the image. It couldn't be her daughter; she was in California, half a continent away, not standing and stretching on Sarah Anderson's porch!
She slowed to look again at this girl who'd reminded her so vividly of her daughter, and at that moment, a tall, boyishly handsome young man who looked somehow familiar, stood up from where he'd been sitting on a lounger and hugged her, the girl smiling and kissing him on the lips, like lovers would. As the girl pulled back from the kiss and turned her head to say something to Sarah, Angie looked directly into the face of her daughter, here, in Springfield, on Sarah Anderson's porch! Her head whirled with unanswerable questions; why was she here, and not at home; what was she doing here; how long had she been here, and why the Anderson residence, of all places? And just as troubling, who was that tall young man with her, where was he from, and what did he have to do with this, with Casey?
Her head spinning in shock, Angie drove on past, trying to find an explanation that fitted what she'd seen, her mind turning the image of Casey hugging that boy so closely, standing there so completely at ease with Sarah, over and over in her mind, trying to tell herself there was a simple explanation but unable to believe it for one second. She decided that she had to tell Steve; he was at home today, it was Monday, golf day, so he should be back by now. They had to go over there, find out what the hell was going on.
Angie drove through downtown (such as it was) remembering the look of happy relaxation on Casey's face, a look she'd almost forgotten, it was as though whatever had been troubling her these last few years had finally dropped away. Then the image of that young man dropped into place, overlaid with memory and recognition, and she gasped in horror as she screeched to a halt, earning her an angry blare from the beat-up F150 behind as he swerved to avoid her.
Robbie! Oh my God, she'd been kissing Robbie! In public, like two lovers! What the hell was she doing kissing Robbie, and where had he been all these years? Her eyes blurred as she thought of her son and daughter being ...like that...with each other. Steve had to know about this, she had to tell him, get him up here and get some answers; this was just wrong, so utterly, disgustingly wrong!
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Ashley stared fearfully at Judy, her eyes like saucers as Judy grinned happily.
"Jude, you won't say anything, will you? To...mom, or, or your dad or anybody, will you?" she pleaded, and Judy looked thoughtful, then wrinkled her nose, grinned, and winked at her.
"Nah, I told you before, Ash," she said, "it's your business; I don't care who you fuck, just as long as it's who you wanna fuck. Even big-brother stud-boy here, you sick tramp, you! Nice dick, by the way, now I know why Ashley's so into you!"
I cringed down even further under the covers at that, but Judy seemed to be completely unabashed at finding Ashley and I 'in flagrante', only hugely amused, and completely accepting.
"And you can stop worrying about my dad for now; last night he asked me if I'd known you two were brother and sister, I went all wide-eyed and innocent, and he said something about talking to the pair of you later. He also asked me about your mom, I think she made quite an impression on him!"
She grinned again, even wider this time "Anyway kids, as there's obviously not much wrong with Stud-boy over here, who feels like breakfast? Come on Stud-Muffin, up and at 'em, no need to be shy now, not after the award-winning performance I've just seen!"
She was obviously determined to wring as much amusement out of the situation as possible, and she wasn't going anywhere soon, and I wasn't particularly body-modest, but Ashley had that line between her eyes again, so I decided not to call her bluff; besides, she didn't look like she was bluffing...
"Do you mind..?" I asked as I picked up my discarded shorts, and Judy grinned and, a little reluctantly, I thought, turned her back while I slipped them back on. "All done now, ogle away!" I grinned, and Judy turned back to face us, me now wearing my shorts to preserve my modesty in Ashley's eyes. As I turned away to pick up a bath towel, Judy gasped. I'd forgotten, my back was still pretty raw, and it couldn't have been a pretty sight.
"Shit, Nick, what happened, you look like you got flayed! What the fuck did that?" she breathed, her eyes like saucers
Ashley pulled my sheet around herself and jumped off the bed to quickly flip the bath-towel around my waist and tuck it in. "His father did it." she said shortly, obviously not happy with me being semi-naked in front of her friend, so I made a mental note to make it up to her soon and not do it again.
"His father? Why, for Chrissake?" breathed Judy.
"Because he's an asshole and a sadist, that's why!" retorted Ashley flatly. "He beat up Nicky's step-mother at the same time, the same way. She gave Nicky our address and sent him to London, then she killed herself. That's what Nicky's father drove her to, that's the kind of man he is, and this is what he did to his son!"
I could see that Ashley was furious, with my father for hurting me, with the world for dumping on her, but mainly with herself for letting Judy catch us misbehaving so recklessly.
I headed her off.
"Judy, could you please wait for us in the living room? I think Ashley and I need a quick shower, we'll be with you in a few minutes!"
Judy grinned knowingly
"OK, fifteen minutes, then I'm climbing in with you, so don't hurry, kids!" she leered happily.
As Judy exited my room and Ashley made to leave, I slid my arms around her waist and pulled her back against me, holding her tight as I licked the back of her neck.
"Let go of me, Nicky!" she gritted, struggling to hold the sheet up and fend me off at the same time, still mad at me, but I licked her again, then licked inside her ear and blew on it, making her giggle and reach behind her and slide down into the waistband of my shorts to pinch my cock (not too tightly, thank goodness!).
"Were you really going to just jump out of bed buck-naked, in front of my best friend?" she asked, holding my (suddenly not so) limp cock warningly.
I grinned, picking my words carefully, mindful of what she was holding onto right then.
"No princess, I just wanted to call her bluff; if she'd stayed put, I had my shorts ready. Did you really think I was going to flash my slack-a-jack at your little friend? Not the breakfast treat I had planned for this morning, believe me!"
Ashley looked at me, her eyes dancing with glee, then tightened her grip on me, making me wince.
"If I thought for one second...! I told you before, you belong to me, and only I get to play with, hold, squeeze, use, see, feel and fantasize about this. Got it, mister?"
I nodded, happy to oblige, but as she emphasized each word with a shake and squeeze, the inevitable happened; I rose to the occasion.
Ashley looked into my eyes, grinning and biting her bottom lip, calculating, then called out to Judy.
"Jude, change of plans, twenty minutes, starting now!" and hustled me into the bathroom, closing and locking the door behind her.
"There, that should hold her for a while, now get in there, Nicky, I have needs, take care of them!" Her beautiful smile lit up the room as she dropped her sheet, my cock stretching even further at the sight of her delicious, desirable, naked body. She stretched out and turned-on the shower, stepping in under the hot water and pulling me into the stall, her arms going around my neck as she crushed her lips to mine. Her hands wandered down to squeeze and slowly pump my cock, and my hand in turn slid down her wet body to cup and stroke her pussy, finding her slick and slippery even under the warm water cascading over her body.
She gasped and grinned against my lips, and moved away from me to kiss my throat, my chest, pausing only to gently bite my nipples, the sensation making me gasp and my balls tighten, then continuing down my body until she was kneeling under the jets of hot water, her lips level with my straining cock. She smiled and leaned forward and licked gently at the tip of my manhood, making it jump slightly with the sensation then slid back the foreskin to lick all the way around the purple crown, the feel of her tongue on me absolutely exquisite.
I leaned back against the cool tile of the cubicle as Ashley slowly licked her way around my head, then slipped her lips over the tip, enclosing me in her mouth as she sucked. I nearly came there and then as I felt that first suctioning, this was definitely the sexiest thing she done for me yet, and I was hard put to not just empty myself there and then, just let my spunk bubble up and boil out me. She looked up at me and smiled, and I nearly lost it again, those big malachite eyes and sooty eyelashes calling out to something deeply primal inside me.
I pulled back, sliding myself out of her mouth and pulling her to her feet to stand with her back to me so I could pull and play with her lovely nipples, pulling them out to stiff points between my fingertips as I wedged my cock in the crack of her lovely arse. All the while, I was kissing her neck and shoulders and the nape of her neck, feeling her shiver as I did so, and continued to kiss down her lovely smooth, white back, enjoying the feel of her skin against my lips. I knelt behind her and kissed her in each of her lumbar dimples, making her giggle and squirm, her cute peach of a bum jiggling and bouncing enticingly as she wriggled.
Now I began licking her, sliding my tongue into the crease between her shapely buttocks, peeling them apart so I could kiss and lick all the way down into that shadowed cleft. At last I reached my target, her puckered little anus, the folded and creased rosebud that I wanted so much to lick and tease.
I touched her opening lightly with the tip of my tongue, making her jump.
"Nicky, no...!" she giggled softly, sticking her beautiful little rump out even further. I poked the tip of my tongue at her again, making her jump again.
"Nicky, not there...!" she protested half-heartedly, meanwhile pulling her cheeks open even wider for me as she stuck her taut arse out further, leaning her face and upper body against the tiles as she supported herself, her hands still firmly clutching her cheeks, holding them open as I invaded her further. I pulled her cheeks open, and Ashley took the opportunity to lean properly against the wall as I bored in with my tongue, opening up her anus as Judy's remark earlier about making her scream looped endlessly in my mind.
I slid first one, then two fingers, into her tight, hot little arse, Ashley breathing heavily but otherwise making no sound or protest as I plundered her secret hole.
Her eyes began to water as she shut them tightly, and her breathing quickened as she murmured softly and began pushing back against my hand. My fingers were slipping in and out of her easily now, lubricated by the fluids I gathered as they dripped so copiously from her pussy, so I stood up, and positioned myself behind her, rubbing my cock slowly over her crinkled anus as she rubbed and caressed her pussy.
"Baby, do you want to do this?" I asked her softly, kissing her neck and earlobe, and she pushed back firmly against my surging cock planted so purposefully right against its target.
"Yes, Nicky, do it, ever since Judy mentioned it I can't get it out of my head, I want to try this, do it to me now, please baby!" she whispered back at me with a small, naughty grin on her face, amazing me with how in-tune we were with each other.
I placed my hands on the cool tiles next to hers, and started to press forward, feeling the resistance as her anus fought to keep me out. I was trying to push in, but even with the lubrication streaming from my cock and smearing all over her back entrance it seemed impossible, the pressure that seemed to be required to do this beyond me; I'd never done this before, and I was beginning to wonder if it was even possible.
Ashley was moaning softly but gamely shoving back at me as hard as I was pressing into her. Suddenly her sphincter relaxed, and the head of my by now bone-hard cock slid into her, the ring of her anus immediately tightening in a noose around my cock shaft, holding me tightly just behind the head. Ashley let out a muffled yelp, and looked back over her shoulder for reassurance from me. I kissed her and moved my hands to her breasts, gently squeezing and rubbing those delectable mounds as I prepared to drill the rest of my cock into her tight rectum.
"Are you ready, princess?" I asked, mentally crossing my fingers that I was doing it right and not injuring her permanently, and at her nod I began slowly pushing forward, sliding myself deeper into her.
Ashley immediately began gasping, and I stopped, recognising the pain-sounds she was making.
"No...Don't...stop...keep...going...!" she gasped out, and so I kissed her once on the nape of her neck and pressed forward again. Now she began groaning, her hands flat against the cubicle wall as she quivered and pushed back against me.
"Oh God, it hurts, Nicky, but it feels good too! Don't you dare stop, I want it all!" she gritted, so I obliged. It felt incredible. Her rectum gripped me with an equal constrictive pressure along the entire length of my cock, like a tightly squeezing hand, and I was having great difficulty not coming like a volcano; I could feel my sperm boiling just below the surface as I pushed myself in all the way and paused.
"Are you ready baby? " I asked her, and she nodded again, and I started to withdraw, Ashley immediately spasming.
"Oh my God, that feels so good, keep doing that!" she groaned, and I obliged, pulling slowly out and pushing myself back in again. Ashley was panting like a marathon runner by now, and I was really having a hard time (no pun intended!) not coming as her rectum rippled and squeezed at me relentlessly. It was difficult to pull myself back from the vice-like grip of her rectum but going back in was easier as she loosened enough to let my cock slide a little easier.
I began sliding back and forth in her rectum, Ashley gasping and moaning "oh...oh...oh...!" in time to my thrusts, but I couldn't keep this up indefinitely, I wanted so much to come, but I wanted Ashley to have her moment first. It wasn't long in coming; She began to shudder as I pumped her, her hands coming behind her to clasp and lock behind my neck, allowing her to hold herself upright as she pumped and hammered herself against me, her back arched to keep her lovely rump lined up with my aching cock as I shoved myself up her arse as hard as I could.
Suddenly she began to shake and shudder. "Nick...Oh, fuck, Nicky, oh yes! God, yesss, yesss, YESSS!!" she shouted, a spray of warmth bathing my upper thighs as she squirted over me in the heat of her orgasm. This was too much for me, and I came like a shotgun, my spunk bursting out of me and spraying inside her anal tube as it pulsed and quivered all around my tightly-wedged cock, rippling like a milking machine cup, sucking all the sperm out of me. I think I came then more than I ever have in my life, all of it for my darling Ashley as I fucked her delectable arse.
We slumped against the cubicle wall, all thought dissipated in the white heat of orgasm, until my softening cock finally slipped out of her rear passage, an obscene blurt of spunk trailing out of her just-sodomized hole.
Ashley turned to me and kissed me deeply, passionately.
"Thank you for loving me Nicky, and thank you for making love to me!" she grinned, "we fuck good, don't we!" she laughed, and I laughed with her, even her vulgarity somehow ladylike and feminine, for my ears only, and not in the least bit crude, given the circumstances!
We finished our shower post-haste, as Judy was waiting, although I still took the opportunity for some free-style groping and fondling, seeing as I had her there, all naked and desirable and available, and briskly rubbed each other down, before Ashley draped her sheet over both of us for the sake of decency as we dashed from bathroom to bedroom. We tumbled out of the bathroom in a flurry of white sheeted limbs and kisses, and there, in the hallway, was our mother, one eyebrow raised, and a strange, calm expression on her face.
"Both of you had better have an incredibly good explanation for whatever's going on here!" she stated. "Clothes on, then living room, now!"
Ashley looked at me in stunned horror, and I must have had the same expression on my face as we shuffled back to my room for Ashley to pick up her T-shirt and panties. I pulled on a pair of shorts, my jeans and a loose tee-shirt, Ashley pulled her tee on, slid her panties back on, and we both made our way to the lounge, where mother was sitting with a scared-looking Judy.
"Sit down, both of you!" ordered mother, and we plopped down on the couch. Ashley was trembling, but I was feeling strangely detached, as though this was happening to someone else; the worst had happened, how much worse could it get now?
"Nick, how long has this been going on, and how far has it gone?" asked mother, her voice still calm, oddly calm, considering the circumstances.
"Sunday, Mother, Sunday morning, and...!" I began, but Ashley interrupted me.
"We're more than...friends, if that's what you're asking!" she stated flatly, the merest hint of a tremor in her voice, but her eyes remained fixed steadily on our mother.
"I see," said mother. "I guessed as much last night. So Nick, just let me ask you one thing; are you intending on forming some sort of attachment with my daughter, or is this just how you amuse yourself until it's time to move on to your next conquest?"
Ashley gasped, and my heart sank at how low her opinion of me must have been at that point. I decided to grab the bull by the horns.
"No, I love her, and I want to marry her one day, if she'll have me!"
Ashley looked at me in wonder, her eyes big as saucers, and Judy smirked at her, safely out of mother's eyeline, or so she thought, however, mother turned and pinned her down with a look.
"And what exactly were you doing here, Judy, while all this was going on, keeping a watch out for the mom, were you? And were you ever planning on letting me into this little secret you all seem to be sharing? You just sit there, young lady, you and I are going to have a little talk when I've finished with these two!"
Judy subsided, crouching back into the couch, looking helplessly at us, the frosty look mother gave her enough to keep her quiet for now.
Mother looked sceptically at me. "And how do you know you want to marry my daughter, after, what, 4 days? You came into my home, you seduced my daughter, your sister, and now you tell me you love her and want to marry her? Why should I believe you, even if I condoned this...this, I don't even want to say what it is!"
I opened my mouth to speak, but Ashley got there first.
"I believe him, mom, and I love him too. I'm over 18, that makes me responsible for the choices I make. This is what I'm choosing!"
Mother looked steadily at both of us and sighed as she stood up. I also rose, as did Ashley, and mother looked sadly at both of us. "She's your sister!" she whispered, and right then I felt so bad for her, knowing she was right, but also knowing how much I wanted Ashley. It must have shown on my face, as she took a step closer to me, her eyes never leaving my face, suddenly soft and concerned. I relaxed, and that's when she slapped me so hard it made my head ring. I reeled back and looked at her in shocked surprise, tinged with apprehension as she wrung her hand. She looked at me, shook her hand, and slapped me again, just as hard, her lips set and thin.
"Well, you didn't react like your father would have, so I'm pretty sure you're not going to be the man he was! My daughter can be grateful for that, at least!" she said almost conversationally. "Sit down, both of you, let's talk."
I was stunned. That had been a test? Where was she going with this, and why wasn't she going ballistic right now? Ashley looked at me, equally mystified, as wrong-footed as I was, shock and confusion mingling on her face.
"Mother," I began, "I know how this looks, and you pretty much told me what you think of me, I'll leave now, if that's what you want..."
She waved me to silence. "Shut up Nicky, I lost you once, and I waited 18 years to get you back, I won't lose you again, not even over this. Ashley's right, much as it pains me to admit it, she's old enough to know what she wants. If you go, so will she, and I'll have lost both my children, and I can't, I won't have that. For good or bad, this is what you both have chosen; I will accept that, for all our sakes. It doesn't mean I have to like it; my children are having sex with each other; do you know how much that disgusts me?"
"I'm sorry about just now, I wanted to see whether there was any of the anger in you that your father had so much of, but I guess you missed-out on that part of him. For Ashley's sake I'm glad. That doesn't mean I didn't like it, or that you didn't deserve it; just be grateful it was me, because if Ashley's father was alive right now, what he'd do to you would make your back look like a mild scratch!"
"If you stay here, then, as far as the outside world is concerned, you're Ashley's live-in boyfriend, because I don't know how you can be my son at the same time; the thought of my son and my daughter together like that disturbs me, so I just have to try and stop thinking of you as my son, and that's the hard part for me; I only just got you back, and now I have to deny you, because of what you want. I know what the two of you'll want to do together, I guess I can't do anything about it, so just keep it out of my sight as much as possible. If you want to sit and hold hands, that's fine; if you want to make out, find another room, or go somewhere else, I don't want to see any of that in front of me; I'm not ready for that yet, and I don't know when I will be. You're going to have to give me some time on that."



"Just remember, from now on, you're a couple, Nicky and Ashley, not brother and sister; you can't juggle two identities and hope to keep them straight indefinitely, one of you will make a slip. I suppose the fact that you have different names, and you're obviously English, Nicky, means nobody is going to make any connections between you two other than the obvious. Just make sure you keep quiet about who you really are, Nicky. That goes for you, too, young lady!" She shot at Judy, who nodded wordlessly, obviously wishing she was anywhere but here right now.
We both nodded wordlessly. Was that it? Was she really that accepting? I was confused, and I'm sure Ashley was; we were her children, and we'd been caught in the aftermath of a sexual encounter, and this was all she wanted to do about it? In all the possible scenario's I'd concocted, all the openings I'd considered giving myself to tell her about us, this situation here had never occurred as a possibility, and I was mentally gasping for air.
Ashley was the first to speak.
"Mom, do you really mean it? You're gonna let me and Nicky go on together?"
Mother grinned wryly.
"I can't see a way to stop it, not without driving both of you away! I don't like it, I really hate it, but I like the thought of losing you both even less, so this is how it has to be. Don't you dare let me down!"
She looked thoughtful for a second. "I suppose, if you'd grown up together, it would have seemed wrong, more wrong than it is, anyway, but Nicky's grown into a considerate, caring young man, not at all like Brian Davis, and he obviously cares for you, so that kind of takes some of the worry out of it for me. It could have been worse, much worse. This way, at least, my kids are happy; I think I'll come to accept it, just don't expect me to dance for joy just yet!"
Something she'd said had caught my attention.
"Mother, who's Brian Davis?" I asked her, wondering what he had to do with all this. Mother looked at me strangely, like I was simple. "He's your father, of course Nick, why are you asking such a silly question?"
It was my turn to look strangely at her. "My father's name is Robert Davies; my surname is Davies, look!" I pulled out my UK Driving License and showed her how my name was spelled.
"Go get your birth certificate, Nicky, I want to show you something!" she said, so I went and rummaged through my flight bag, and came back with the package Barbara had given me. I looked at my passport, my new US passport, and sure enough, my name was spelled Davis, as it was on my birth certificate. I hadn't noticed the different spelling; other than admiring my US passport and noting the part on my Birth Certificate that stated where I was born, I'd completely overlooked the different spelling to what I'd always believed was my surname.
I looked at her in confusion. "What's going on, mother?" I asked her.
Mother looked at me sorrowfully. "This is how your father hid you from me all those years; with a simple name change! His name is Brian Davis, he was born in Wrexham, in North Wales, and he grew up in Coventry, in the English Midlands. All your father did was add one letter to your surname and use his middle name; I've been searching for the wrong name for the last 18 years!"
She was in tears now, thinking of how she'd been misled by my father's deviousness and petty revenge-taking. He'd changed our name so she could never find me, which was just one more thing I had to pay him back for.
Ashley shifted uncomfortably, wanting to comfort her mother, but not knowing if she'd allow that just yet. I had no such qualms; my mother was crying, and this business with Ashley and I was on-hold for now, as far as I was concerned, so I put my arm around her and held her while she cried silently for the years taken from her with a simple trick.
I wondered at the mental state of a man prepared to take such a petty, and yet ultimately so profound a revenge on a woman his own rage and abuse had driven into the arms of another man. Even if mother had looked for us in Coventry, or the surrounding Midlands, she'd have drawn a blank; I grew up in Carlisle, in the far North-West of England, in the Scottish borderlands, hundreds of miles from Coventry, or Wrexham, or any of the surrounding areas she might have tried looking.
Eventually she stopped, fishing out a tissue from her purse and wiping her eyes, looking at me sorrowfully. "I tried to find you Nicky, I really did, now I know why I couldn't. I'm sorry, baby!"
I remembered a random factoid I'd read once when googling my name, that 'Davies' was the 6th commonest surname in the UK, and I realised my father had chosen to alter his name for precisely that reason; that any search would turn up hundreds of thousands, maybe a million people with the same name.
Judy stirred. "If it's OK with everyone, I'll just leave now..." she began, but a glance from mother nailed her back into her seat. "Wait there please, Judy, I'll get round to you in a minute!"
Now Ashley spoke.
"Mom, why did Nicky's dad leave you, and what does daddy have to do with all this?"
Mother looked resigned, as though she'd been waiting for this question, and was relieved it had finally been asked.
"Honey, when I was married to...Brian, I was only eighteen, younger than you are now. He was much older than me, almost twenty-eight, and my parents objected, but I loved him, so I married him anyway. After we were married, I discovered what kind of man he was, how violent he could be, what he was capable of. He...assaulted me, many times, and each time I'd leave him, but then he'd come and plead with me and promise not to do it again. I'd go back to him, and things would be fine, for a while, then he'd do it again."
"Nicky was born the first year we were married, when I was nineteen. Brian was becoming worse; he was dealing with some scary, shady people, and he'd bring them to the house, and there'd be arguments and shouting; on top of that, his fits of rage lasted longer, and came more often, especially when a deal with one of those people fell through or went wrong, and he'd take it out on me, over and over again, until I'd had enough. I met a good man, he was younger than Brian, only a little older than me, but he became a good friend, my best friend, and eventually I couldn't help it, I fell in love with him."
"I didn't love Brian any more, he and his 'business associates' frightened me, and I wanted to stay with James all the time, he was a better father to Nicky than Brian, so I left Brian and moved in with James, your father, honey, and asked Brian for a divorce. He refused, until I told him I was pregnant. He decided that he wanted nothing more to do with me, but that he wanted his son to live with him. I refused, and he made...threats, against me, against your father, against Nicky, threats I knew he was capable of carrying out, so I insisted we let a court decide."
"Brian petitioned for sole custody, but the court awarded us joint custody, with Nicky residing with me during the week, and with his father on weekends and public holidays; we had a visitation schedule drawn up and had it approved by the court, and at first, all went well. Then one day, when Brian had Nicky as part of his custody, he called me and said that Nicky was his, and he was taking what was his, and put the phone down."
"When James and I went to get Nicky back, the house was empty and he'd gone. I had no clue where he'd gone except that he'd most likely gone back to England, but I could never turn up a clue as to his whereabouts. Now I know why!"
Her tears began again, and I hugged her to me again.
At last I had the whole story of who I was and where I came from, and my heart was breaking for my mother; she'd lost so much, had so much go wrong for her, and now this, with Ashley and me. I should hang my head in shame for what I'd done. I was lucky indeed that my mother was human enough to recognise what Ashley and I had, and gentle enough to keep us all together any way she could. This was my family now, all of it, and I would never again do anything to hurt any of them, but especially mother; she'd had enough loss and grief and pain in her life already.
Ashley was silently weeping at the story, the full realisation of what mother had gone through hitting her, and when I held out my arm for her, she crept into the crook of it, burying her head in my shoulder as I hugged both of the women in my life close to me.
Eventually mother stirred and dried her eyes, passing Ashley a tissue so she could dry hers too. Now that everything was out in the open, the atmosphere lightened considerably, and I was able to leave and get dressed properly. Ashley followed me out, her hand finding mine, and mother didn't say anything.
When we'd dressed, we came back into the living room; mother and Judy still sat in the same places, waiting for us to return. Ashley rescued Judy, taking her into her room and closing the door, leaving mother and me some privacy while we talked.
Mother looked at me sadly, her voice soft, almost pleading.
"Nicky, this whole business here, you and Ashley, why didn't you just tell me? I wouldn't have understood any more than I do now, but at least you'd have come and stood in front of me and told me to my face. Catching you like that was the worst feeling in the world, like I was spying on my kids!"
I hung my head in shame at that. We'd planned how to tell her, and the exact thing we didn't to happen, for her to catch us red-handed, had happened.
I cleared my throat, and tried to explain.
"We'd decided to tell you, mother, truly, we were just waiting for what seemed like a good opening. I've already had this conversation with Ashley, and I told her then how bad it made me feel that we were hiding from you. If you'd asked me outright, I wouldn't have been able to lie to you, I'm no good at that..."
She looked at me steadily, then reached out and gently lifted my chin, raising my head to look into my eyes.
"Right now, I'm feeling very confused, angry, a little sad, and a lot disturbed by all this. I want you to go out, both of you, be gone for a few hours while I get my head round this. Can you do that for me? Just give me some time to think about this, please, I promise I won't go back on what I said, but I really need to be alone here right now. Will you do that for me Nicky?"
I took her hand in mine, squeezed it gently.
"We can do that, sure, are you sure you'll be OK?" I asked her.
She smiled back at me. "Yes, I'll be fine, Nicky, I just need to be alone for a while, just some time to think about how our family's going to work. One thing, Nicky..."
I looked at her. "Yes Mother?"
"You will...be careful with Ashley, won't you?" she asked me almost fearfully, "she's had so much to deal with for so long, please promise me you won't hurt her, she's been hurt too many times already..."
I took my mother's hands in mine. "Mother, I swear to you, Ashley is the only thing I want in this world; I will never do anything to hurt her, or make her doubt me. I know I'm still only young, but I've never been so sure of anything in my life. I love her, and wherever I go, I'm not going without her!"
Mother looked deeply into my eyes for a few seconds longer, then smiled and patted my hand.
"I believe you. Now go, take Ashley with you, and poor Judy, I think I've terrified her out of a year's growth! Be back in time for lunch, OK?"
I nodded. "Whatever you say, mother, or we could grab lunch somewhere, give you a bit more time...?"
She shook her head. "No, I want to have lunch with my children." I grinned and went to collect Ashley and Judy.
"Nicky..?" called mother, and I turned back to her. "Yes mother?"
"Why don't you call me 'mom'?" she asked, a quizzical smile on her face.
I smiled sheepishly back. "I feel weird saying 'mom', it doesn't fit my accent, it sounds phony when I say it, like I'm mocking you, and 'mum' probably sounds just as strange to you!" I said, watching her answering grin.
"Call me 'mum', then Nicky, 'Mother' sounds so...stilted, formal, you know what I mean?"
I nodded and grinned, just glad that we could still talk normally after the morning's revelations. "OK, mum!" and she grinned back.
We took Judy's car and headed to the nearest golden arches, Judy giving a sigh of relief as we left the house.
"I am so glad to be out of there! Next time, remind me not to be so fucking smug, I nearly fainted when your mom walked in the door, and when she asked where you were, I...kind of told her. Look, I couldn't help it, OK? She's just not the kind of person I can lie to...!"
We sat in a corner booth in the fast-food joint after we'd ordered and picked up our breakfasts. While the girls were finishing their coffee's I ducked into the mens room, and when I came out two high-school boys were lounging at the booth, leering over Ashley and Judy. I noticed Ashley was flushing scarlet at whatever was being said to her, so I ghosted up behind them to hear for myself.
The taller of the two was dressed expensively, but badly, a lot of money had been spent on his clothes but he didn't wear them well, and as I came up I heard him say to her "I think you should come with me and my friend here, everyone knows about you, what you are, but if you're nice to us, we'll be nice to you, both of you. How 'bout it, Rag Doll, you wanna fuck?"
OK, that did it. I clamped my hand over the back of his neck and squeezed, hard, while I smacked his friend in the crotch just hard enough for him to lose interest in things for a while; playing rugby for five years has its advantages....
"Who's this fuck-wit, Darling?" I asked, and she looked at him with cold anger in her eyes. "His name's Bobby Czyzyck, he's a dick!"
I swung Bobby round to face me, and smiled brightly at him.
"Is that right Bobby, are you a dick? Tell you what, you apologise to the nice young lady, you say 'I'm very sorry for being a little dick, Miss Lowry', and I won't kick you 'til your eye-sockets bleed, does that sound reasonable?"
Bobby gabbled out an apology, and then I frogmarched him outside and into the alleyway by the side of the restaurant, turned him round and gave him a kick in the plums that made two little lumps pop up on top of his head. As his eyes crossed and he started to fold over, I gave him an open-handed slap that spun him round and sent him flying into a pile of what looked suspiciously like dogshit. I stood over him and waited until the retching stopped and I'd got his complete attention, then spoke to him.
"Now you listen to me, you little dog's cock; if you come within fifty feet of Ashley again, or look at her, or say anything to her, or try and breathe the same air as her, I promise that I will come and find you and fuck you up, and if you or anybody, doesn't matter who, touches her, I'll chop off your fingers. Think how stupid you'll look, doing up your zipper with your teeth for the rest of your life, and how will you ever jerk-off again? Do we have an understanding here, Bobby? He nodded fearfully, trying to look like he wasn't about to piss himself. Then I had an idea from a film I'd once seen, I think it was 'Goodfella's'.
"Give me your wallet, Bobby. Come on, hand it over!"
He lurched to his feet and passed over his wallet and I took out his driver's license, tossing his wallet back to him.
"OK Bobby, now I know where you live, I can come and find you anytime I like. Remember what I told you; if I turn up on your doorstep, it's because you did something to bring me there, so be very careful what you do, what you say, or where you go." Hollywood definitely has all the best lines...
He lunged at me, trying to grab his license back, and I dodged him, grabbed him by the scruff of his neck and rammed his face a few times against the wall, not too hard, just enough to split his lip, abrade him enough to leave a nice reminder, and possibly knock a few teeth loose, then spun him around and tripped him back into that same pile of dogshit; as he lay there, the front of his designer jeans darkened; it really wasn't turning out to be his day. I stood over him and nudged him with my foot.
"That was stupid, and pointless, don't ever try that again!" I told him pleasantly. "Remember, now I know where you live, I can come and have a little chat with you any time I want, would you like that, Bobby?" I watched the colour drain from his face, and he shook his head vehemently, little weasel eyes darting around in fear.
"Good," I said, "Now we understand each other perfectly. We're communicating, isn't that nice. One more thing, you little maggot; never speak to or go near Ashley Lowry ever again, or any of her friends. That goes for you or any of your little maggot friends. If any of your pus-bag little boyfriends want to talk to me, send them over; when I've finished with them, I'll come and find you. I think we're going to be such close friends, Bobby, I'm looking forward to getting to know you really well. Oh, and remember, if you put your bastard's breath in my girl's face again, I'll cut your face off and use it to wipe my arse, you hear me? Anything happens to Ashley, anyone makes her unhappy, anyone says anything out of turn, it's going to be your fault, and I'm going to come and find you. She stays happy, you stay healthy, got that?" He nodded, thoroughly cowed. Good.
No, of course I wasn't going to hurt him; I wouldn't know how, I'm a mechanic, not a thug, and I'm certainly not my father; his response would have been to beat this boy into a body-cast, and for all that he was an obnoxious, stupid, spoiled little prick, he was still only a boy. No, my usual response to major confrontation is to run in the direction of 'away', sobbing like little Suzie. But he didn't know that; for a bluff, it worked pretty well, though, and now, Ashley had a protector, someone who thought their own survival depended on keeping everyone else off her back, forever. I love it when everything goes right for a change...
I went back into the restaurant, where Bobby's sidekick was still hunched over in his own private world of pain. I pulled him upright by the hair just in front of his ear, and he stared at me with wide, frightened eyes.
"Your boyfriend's lying down in the alleyway, go and pick him up, just be careful where you put your hands, he's covered in dogshit, and I think he's pissed himself. What I told him goes for you as well, so I don't ever want to see your face again, and neither do these ladies, understood?"
He quickly nodded, one step away from crying with fear, which was quite gratifying for me; I'd only ever been in three fights in my life, and I lost two of them...
I escorted him out, and sent him on his way with a ringing slap to the back of his head as a reminder, making him stumble as he walked away to retrieve Bobby.
I was getting the 'my hero' vibe from Ashley, and even Judy took my arm when we left, so I walked out of there pleased as Punch, with two pretty girls on my arm; if I'd grinned any wider the top half of my head would have fallen off!
As we walked back to the car, I asked Ashley what the story was with this Bobby character. She was reticent at first, but with Judy prompting her I finally got the basic story. After the rape, when she'd finally gone back to school, this Bobby creep had started pestering her, gradually getting more and more aggressive in his approach, making no bones about his intentions.
The fact that he was a low-forehead shambling idiot with the IQ of a bowling ball hadn't deterred him. Most of the girls in the school had been on the receiving end of his attentions at one time or another, his step-father's money shielding him from any major repercussions so far. Judy had once given him the knee, but Ashley had been a particular target of his, and he'd been at her constantly for two years now.



I was happy to reassure her that from now on she'd be free from his pestering; I'd done better than putting the fear of God in him; I'd put the fear of me in there; I was a lot nearer and much more immediate, so I was confident he'd keep well away from my girl from now on; and if he didn't, well, I might be tempted to take him somewhere remote and, in a spirit of educational endeavour, beat seven shades of shit out of him...
We went back to Judy's place, mother had asked us to be gone until lunchtime, so we had a couple of hours to kill, and Ashley wanted to talk, somewhere more private than a mall or coffee-shop.
When we got inside, Ashley got right to it.
"Nick, you said to mom that you wanted to marry me. How serious were you?"
I looked into her fabulous dark green eyes.
"Princess, I do want to marry you, but not until you're absolutely certain you want to marry me. I know I kind of got backed into a corner by mum when I said it, but it doesn't change the fact that I meant it when I said it. There's only one life I want; a life with you, when you're ready. And, as I never got the chance earlier, I'll ask you now. Ashley Lowry, will you marry me one day?"
Ashley sat silently looking into my eyes, her lips moving slightly as she replayed everything I'd said. Judy fidgeted for a few seconds then blurted out "Say yes, you dumb bitch, or I'm taking him!"
Ashley burst out laughing, and dropped into my lap, pulling me close to her as she kissed me soundly.
"Yes Nicholas Davis, I will marry you! And now, I think I'd like to stand up for a little, my bum's sore, I wonder why?" she inquired archly, one eyebrow raised in query.
Judy raised an eyebrow at her words, grinned, and then laughed .
"Ashley Lowry, I never knew you were such a slut! And with your own brother, too! I was only teasing you about what I had said earlier. You actually let him put that pogo-stick of his in your ass? Oh my God! You're braver than I thought, I mean...!"
Ashley looked at her loftily.
"I love him Judy. I would do anything Nicky asked as long as it didn't involve jail-time or folk-dancing! You should try it sometime..."
Judy grinned again, even wider this time. "What, folk-dancing? OK, but I'd have to kill myself afterwards! And as for the other thing, are you offering me Nick as a try-out? The answer's yes!"
Ashley snorted and smiled sweetly."Now who's the slut, Judy 'I am a huge tramp' Nixon!"
I listened to this byplay with amusement, and a certain amount of embarrassment
"Hello, ladies," I interjected, "just wanted to remind you, I'm still sat right here! Ashley, sweetheart, does it really hurt that bad? I'm sorry Princess, if I'd known...!"
Ashley smiled brightly at me, a great big, phony 'Flight-Attendant' smile.
"No Nicky, it didn't hurt one bit. But if you want to gain some perspective, sort of see things from my point of view, I could always borrow one of Judy's extensive range of truly frightening dildo's and use it on you so you can feel just what I'm feeling right now!"
I blushed, deeply.
"Ah, no thank you, darling, I think I'll pass, if it's all the same to you, and I'm sorry, Princess, we don't have to do it again if it makes you feel like this. I don't want to force anything on you, ever!"
Ashley came round behind me and leaned down to hug me.
"It did hurt just a little, Nicky, but it hurt so good, you know what I mean? We will be doing it again, I like the idea of you forcing things into me, just give me a couple days!" she murmured, and gently nipped my earlobe.
Once again, I grinned so wide all that was holding the top of my head on was my ears! I slipped my arm around her waist and held her close to me, resting my head against her midriff, listening to her heartbeat.
Judy on her bed and looked at me quizzically.
"So Nick, are there any more like you back in England, maybe one I can snag, or are you a one-off?" she asked, a slight smile playing around her lips.
I scratched my head.
"I have two half-brothers; Robert's almost four years younger than me, and Richard's a year younger than him, and you definitely don't want to get mixed-up with those two poisonous little twerps!" I told her, remembering their whining and their attitudes to people, so much like my father's.
"Oh really? Do tell!" she prompted, so I gave her the matinee version.
"Richard and Robert are Barbara's sons, but they're nothing like her; my father made them into younger versions of himself, and I truly believe Barbara had no time for them; I never saw them show or give her any affection or appreciation, or respect; it's like he used her to give him sons, then took them away from her, and I think that's how she felt. But she had me, and I had her, and that was enough for us both. Can we stop talking about this now, please?" I begged her, near tears again, and Judy's little face showed concerned sympathy as Ashley hugged me close, hearing the sadness and guilt in my voice again.
I buried my face in Ashley's midriff and mopped my eyes on her shirt, and Judy reached out and touched my knee.
"I'm sorry Nicky, I didn't think..." she whispered, while I wondered how long this hurt was going to keep pulling me down, how long it would be before I could think of her without turning into a quivering wreck; I wasn't indulging myself, wallowing in my guilt and loss, I was sure of that. Ashley had been on the right track; I just hadn't worked out a way to forgive myself yet, nor did I think I'd earned it, not yet.
I got myself back under control, and apologised to Judy for making her feel uncomfortable in her own home. She came over and hugged me where I sat and said "Nicky, it's OK to mourn, and it's OK to cry, you loved her, and it's only been a few days. Any time you need to cry for her, you should." I hugged her back and thanked her for being there for me as well.
Ashley decided at that point that it was more or less lunchtime, so we should be going, and Judy offered to drop us back. As we walked down the stairs I saw an Olde-English silver Bristol car pull into the driveway, and Dr. Nixon got out. He saw us and waved, and stood waiting for us by that stunning car.
"Hello Ashley, Nick, how are you feeling?" he asked. I told him I felt fine, and that I was free if he wanted to discuss last night at all, but he claimed he was too busy, and that he'd drop by later to check me over. I was only half listening to him; my attention was riveted on that beautiful hand-built aluminium-bodied car, and he noticed my rapt gaze.
"Like her, Nick? He asked me, and I could only nod. "Where did you find a 408 in America?"I asked him softly, my attention still fixed on the car, and he sounded impressed.
"You know what it is?" and I nodded; this car was an English classic and a schoolboy fantasy to drive, and I'd only ever seen one, in the National Motor Museum at Beaulieu Abbey in Hampshire, a mecca for motor-heads the world over.
"She's a 1964 Bristol 408 with the Chrysler of Canada 5.2 litre engine, they only made 83, and you've got one, oh my God!" was all I could say, "I can't believe you drive her around, what if she gets pranged? Is there anyone here who even knows how to shape aluminium body panels for her?"
Dr. Nixon grinned. "Nope, which is why I only drive her after the rush-hour is over; while the Range Rover's off the road, she's my only transport, and the only way I'll be seen in Judy's Prius is after I'm dead, so I have to go careful; I shudder to think what it would cost to fabricate duplicate body panels from scratch! I know about this marque and this model, so normally she only comes out when I can't resist her any more."
"I found her twenty years ago in a car lot in Raleigh, North Carolina, the bodywork and suspension were fine, but the engine and gearbox and torque converter were shot, and the interior was tattered; the dealer didn't know and didn't care what she was, which is why I was able to snap her up. It took me nearly ten years to put her back in shape, and there she is! Want to sit in her?"
I grinned and nodded, and he opened the door for me. The car was an import from England, so right-hand drive, and the sumptuous Connolly leather and beautifully restored and polished walnut interior was more like a gentleman's club than the interior of a car. In its day, this car, hand-built by craftsmen, had been competing with Rolls Royce and Bentley for quality, comfort and prestige, and it still showed; it oozed style and elegance.
I caught Ashley's expression, and eventually managed to tear myself away, reluctantly, and braced myself for questions about Ashley and myself, but none came, so I decided to make the first move.
"Dr. Nixon, I need to have a word with you, is there somewhere we can talk for a few minutes, please? Alone?
He looked at me and nodded, motioning me to follow him into the house while Ashley and Judy stood outside, whispering together as they leaned against Judy's despised Prius. When we got inside, Dr. Nixon motioned me to take a seat.
"So Nick, what can I do for you?" he asked.
"Dr. Nixon, Ashley says you know I'm her brother, well, half-brother. I expect you're wondering what kind of relationship we have?"
He looked at me for a moment, then leaned back in his seat and smiled slightly.
"Actually, no, I think I guessed after yesterday. What do you want me to say? That I disapprove? Speaking as a medical professional, of course I have an opinion, and that opinion is loaded against you. What you're doing is illegal, and by rights I should report you, but, as you've not stated outright what you're doing, technically I'm still unaware, let's leave it that way. My personal opinion is immaterial. However, there's the issue of children. The children of incest have a better than fair chance of inheriting recessive genetic traits that may well end up expressing themselves down through their own families."
"I can't in all honesty condone what you're doing, if only for the sake of the children you may have, and the burden you could conceivably impose on them. However, I think you're both old enough to understand what you're doing and it's not my place to offer opinion on what you do as consenting adults. My medical opinion you've just heard, anything else is not relevant."
I nodded, waiting for him to continue.
"Ashley looks to be happy, for the first time in a long time. I know what happened to her, Judy keeps me fully up-to-date, and my concern for her was always that she'd never really addressed what happened to her, or found an outlet to express her feelings about it. I do see a difference in her now, so perhaps now she's found that outlet in you, which is no bad thing."
"That you're half-siblings is always going to be a matter of concern, for the reasons I mentioned earlier, but that's for the two of you to resolve. I see far more bizarre and outlandish goings-on in some of the more...rural areas of the state, believe me! Your relationship hardly raises a tick on the Weird-O-Meter compared to what I've seen out in the wilds of this great state. I guess what I'm really saying is that your affairs are yours, it's not my place to judge, and I'm not going to."
"I would however urge you to carefully consider what you're doing if the subject of children raises its head. Close monitoring of any pregnancy will be a must, and early testing to ensure no genetic anomalies are being expressed is highly indicated. I would recommend you both come and talk to me before you do embark on a pregnancy, just so we all know where this could go, and if you do go ahead, I would definitely urge an amniocentesis and periodic MRI scans. The clinic where I work has advanced pre-natal care facilities and I can make them available to you if and when you need them. There is a good chance that your children will be unaffected, but there's also a definite possibility that they could, it's a coin-toss, so think carefully."
"As you are currently under my care, any conversations I have with you, or confidences you ask me to keep are covered by privilege, so I can't and won't discuss this with anyone without your express consent. I hope I've opened your eyes to the possible consequences of your relationship with Ashley. Personally, I hope you and Ashley succeed; I like her a lot, and she needs the kind of stability a strong relationship can offer."
He smiled and stood up.
"Now I think we've left Ashley alone too long out there with Judy, never a good idea! Shall we rejoin them?"
We left together, my mind at ease now. Judy's dad was a regular human-type person when he wasn't wearing his 'Dr. Nixon' hat. He'd given me some food for thought, while clearly stating his intention to stay out of our business, so I could put Ashley's fears to bed too. There was no more reason to hide the truth from mother, but the rest of the community certainly didn't need to know.
As I was climbing into the car a thought struck me, and I looked for Dr. Nixon again.
"Dr. Nixon, as I'm here, are you sure you don't want to check me over again, or..."
He actually blushed. "Actually, Nick, I'm really quite busy, but I'll be over this evening, if you could let your mother know I'll be there about Seven o'clock or thereabouts...!"
I thanked him, watching him still blushing furiously, and told him I'd look forward to his visit, and with that we pulled away.
Judy was grinning like a chimp, so I asked her what had got her so happy.
"He's so full of it, he's not busy, he's not working today, he'll be in his study watching 'Rocket Monkeys' on Nickelodeon all afternoon! He just wants to make sure he has another chance to meet up with your mom!"
When we arrived back home, Ashley dragged Judy in with her, much against her will; mother had really put the wind up her, and she didn't relish spending any time anywhere near her just now, but Ashley insisted; she wanted her oldest friend with her right now, and Judy gave in.
Lunch wasn't strained or particularly atmospheric; mother was friendly and gracious, spooking Judy even further; she sat on the edge of her seat the whole time. I didn't know what she thought, that mother was suddenly going to reach over and stab her with a fork, or gouge her eye out with a spoon or something, but she was visibly relieved when lunch was over and we cleared-up and returned to the living room. Judy noted where mother sat, then chose the furthest point from her; I had to hide a grin, poor Judy really was spooked bad!
Mother composed herself, obviously gathering her thoughts, and began.
"Nicky, Ashley, I've been thinking about what happened this morning, about the two of you, and I need you both to tell me where this is going, what you think the future holds. Ashley?"
Ashley glanced at me, and started.
"Mom, we didn't mean for this to happen, and Nicky didn't set out to seduce me, as you put it; if anything, I jumped him, and he gave me umpteen chances to back out and not have to be doing this someday. I saw him, and I saw my future, I can't put it any other way. I love him, and I will marry him; he's already asked me, and I've accepted. Oh, we're not getting married tomorrow, Nick wants to get a job first, get settled-in, but eventually we will get married, have our own home, babies, everything."
"Mom, I know you think this is wrong, but it feels right to me, Nicky makes me feel happy all the way through, I believe in him, and I believe he's sincere when he tells me he loves me."
Mother nodded all through this, then cocked an eyebrow at me.
"And you, Nicky, what do you have to say?"
I swallowed, and took-up where Ashley left off.
"I love Ashley, mum, I think I loved her from the first time I actually saw at her, and when I did, it was like something clicked-on in my head, and I knew she was the one. I don't want to break up this family, and we don't have to; like you said, we can't be your kids in here and a couple out there, so we'll be one thing all the time, just Ashley and Nick, a couple, but you'll always be my mum, and we're still going to be your children, that will never change."
"I want to marry Ashley, I know from deep down inside that she's the one I want, and I promise I'll always make her day end with a smile; I won't promise we won't fight, I can't do that, but I do promise we'll never end the day in anger. That's one thing I learned from Barbara; even when I made her mad enough to send me to my room, she still came and wished me goodnight and told me she still loved me, and I would tell her I was sorry."
"Life's too short, mum, and you may not ever get the chance to say sorry, so I always say it first. I'm sorry, mum, for not telling you sooner, and I apologise for hurting you, but I love Ashley, and I want her to be my wife; I know it seems too short a time, but it isn't, not for me; I knew from the moment I saw her, and nothing's going to change that. I will always love her, and I will never make her cry, I swear to you."
Mother looked at me, and back to Ashley, then down at her hands folded in her lap.
"This is not what I dreamed for you Ashley. I had so much planned for you. I know that things happened to take all that away, and I learned to live with what I could salvage, but I never thought I'd be giving you away to my son, but..."
"But mom, you said....!" burst out Ashley, but mother held her hand up to silence her.
"No, baby, let me finish. What I was going to say was, I'm glad for you, because you're happy, at last. Your happiness is the only thing I've ever wanted. All I wanted was for us to be a strong, close-knit family, but I didn't want it at any price, including breaking your heart or driving you away because of what I thought was right or wrong. You love Nicky, and I can see that he loves you. He's an honest, compassionate, loving young man; he'll be a strong arm for you to lean on."
"My children need to be happy; too much has happened to them already in their short lives for me to take that away from them, and either I fight against this because of what people say is wrong, and lose them, or I accept it because it's right for my children. I have to accept that you both are together, that you love each other, and that you want to make a life together. If you're both happy together, I don't dare come between you and risk losing both of you. I lost my little boy for so long, I can't lose him again just when I've got him back."
"So this is what we'll have to do. You'll both live here, my daughter and her fiancé, we'll turn Nicky's room into your room, we'll move some things around to give you a bit more room in there. What I said earlier, about being...together, in front of me, forget that; if you can't be together and be in love in your own home, why bother living there? And Nicky, please, just keep calling me mum; as far as the world knows or cares, you're my son-in-law to-be, so it'll seem normal. In due course, you may decide to get a place of your own, get married and have a family, I'll be there for you both then as well. Did I miss anything?"
I looked on in open-mouthed astonishment. Mother had just given me the biggest, most desired gift of all, Ashley, without batting an eyelid. Ashley was in a similar state; we'd expected hostility, some backtracking and negotiation, but this, this was just...incredible. Ashley was the first to move, hugging her mom tightly, tears on her cheeks while mother smiled indulgently, even though I could see in her eyes what this decision was really costing her. I hung back until Ashley let me near mother, but I gave up waiting and squeezed them both, mother again grinning as I bear-hugged my family.
"Nick...Nick...can't breathe"! laughed mother, and I released them, un-squashing Ashley in the process, who grinned and jabbed me with her elbow as payback for nearly flattening her.



Eventually Ashley let go of her so I could get a chance to hug her and thank her, choosing to go to our room with Judy and do whatever it was the two of them did in there, and leaving me some space to talk with our mother.
Mother smiled at me. "Something on your mind, Nicky?" and I had to grin. I didn't know where to start.
"Mum...I will do everything I can for Ashley, I wasn't lying, or feeding you a line; she means the world to me, and I don't know why, or how it happened so quickly, but it did, and I won't let her go, not until she wants to go."
Mother looked at me, and leaned over and kissed me lightly on the cheek.
"I believe you Nicky, and I trust you to do the right thing by her, always. She's not just your girl, she's also your little sister, and you have to remember that when you deal with her; there are going to be 'my girlfriend' times, and there are going to be 'my kid sister' times, you have to keep them separate and deal with them like that. I don't think it will be too difficult; Ashley's made up her mind about you, and when she makes up her mind, she tends to be the immovable object, so take fair warning; don't try and butt heads with her unless you want to lose like a girl!"
I smiled; I'd sort of come to the same conclusion, but I also had some other questions for her.
"If Ashley and I decide to have children, and I don't think it's a very big 'if', how are you going to be with that?"
Mother leaned back and smiled to herself. "Nicky, I often wondered during the last two years if I ever would have grandchildren; I didn't think I would, to be honest, I thought Ashley was never going to be whole again, she never dated, she never went out unless she had Judy with her, she always got back before dark, and she made no plans to go to college or do anything. Then you came along, and it's like a light went on inside her, and now she's making plans, she's becoming outgoing and more like herself again, and she's planning her future. That's because of you, Nicky, and if the two of you have children, it'll be because you wanted them, and I'll love them as much as I love my daughter and my long-lost son. Does that answer your question, Nick?"
I had to grin. "Yes it does, mum, and thank you. I'll always try and be worthy of her, she's a fabulous girl, and I still can't believe she loves me as much as I love her, and I promise you, she'll always come first with me, in everything. Tell me one last thing, mum, when you came back this morning, was it because you were hoping to catch us in...er, 'flagrante', or why did you come back so soon?"
Her eyes opened wide, and she grinned.
"I completely forgot, I came back so quickly because I brought something for Ashley and with everything last night I clean forgot to give it to her, it's in the car, and in the middle of all this, I forgot why I came back! Wait here, I'll just get it from the car. Ashley!"
Ashley and Judy came out of her room as mum came back in with a case and handed it to her.
"What is it, mom?" grinned Ashley.
"Open it, it's for you!" smiled mother.
Ashley opened it and squealed; inside was a new Dell laptop.
"It's got a webcam built-in apparently, and I know we don't have Wi-Fi, but we soon will; the company's paying for a fast broadband link for me so I can work at home, so they're installing a...a hub, I think he called it, so you'll be able to do whatever it is you need a laptop for! Later, you'll have to go downtown with Nicky and buy a printer, I'm sure he knows what to look for."
Ashley was ecstatic, gabbling her thanks to mother, but she waved it off. "Thank Nicky, honey, he gave me the money, and we promised you a laptop, so there it is!"
Ashley kissed me on the cheek, and whispered "I'll thank you properly tonight, baby!" Of course I blushed, mother was standing two feet away!
Ashley and Judy disappeared back into her room to try out her new toy, leaving mother and I sitting together on the couch.
I finally asked the question I'd wanted to ask since mother had told me about her husband.
"Mum," I asked softly, "how did Ashley's father die?"
She looked at me levelly.
"James died of advanced Stage Four Pharyngeal cancer; when the doctors finally realised what they were dealing with, it had progressed beyond the scope of available treatment; all they could give was palliative care. Poor James, his tongue and throat were worst affected, he developed secondary cancers in his mouth, at the base of his tongue, and in his oesophagus; at the end he couldn't talk or swallow, or even whisper properly."
"Ashley saw all this happen, how he deteriorated almost daily, how all our money went on care and pain meds, she was only twelve years old when he was diagnosed, and she watched as he deteriorated a little more every day. He died two years later. That's why I'm so concerned for her; nothing has gone right for her for so long, I really can't bear to see her lose and get hurt again. You promised me you'd always take care of her, please, just make sure you do!"
I held her hands, seeing the plea in her eyes.
"I promised you, and I was telling the truth; Ashley will never have anything from me except the best I can give her, always!"
Mother seemed satisfied with that, and patted my knee. "OK, now that's sorted, let's go and set up that bedroom for you and Ashley, and I can't believe I just said that!" she grinned.
I went and collared Ashley, and press-ganged Judy into helping us clear the room I was staying in and moving Ashley's stuff in there. Her current room was right next to mother's room, to be as close to her as possible at night, and my room was at the other end of the house. I knew why mother wanted us in there, and it did give me a pang for a moment, but Ashley also twigged why mother was moving us as far away from her as possible; sound carries well, at night...
We laboured for a couple of hours, getting the room just so, according to some complex organisational vision she had, and Judy and I just followed orders; well, I did; after a while, Judy decided to not assist any further and just climbed on the bed and lay back to watch. Her reasoning was disarmingly simple; it was our den of iniquity, not hers, so she didn't see why we couldn't set it up ourselves. As a bonus, the room was larger than Ashley's old room, so she had more room to spread out in. As mentioned earlier, I only had a holdall and a few new shirts, so I wasn't overburdened with a need for closet space just yet. While we, correction, I laboured, mother began putting dinner together.
Once I'd finished, I wandered in and started giving mother a hand with dinner; (and before you think it, I'm not some kind of goody-goody or brown-noser; the fact was, with no job, and Ashley and Judy closeted with their heads together, I'd run out of things to do and people to talk to, I was at a complete loose end, and I don't do sitting around idly well, so I thought I'd make myself useful for a while).
Mother had me peeling potatoes and chopping carrots while she chatted about her job, about her husband, about Ashley when she was small, filling me in on my sister's life a little, giving me a better picture of the girl I loved. From mother's description of how it used to be, they'd had a pretty good life; James had been a contractor, making a very healthy living out of urban renewal projects, and building several housing developments.
They used to live elsewhere in Albany, a place called Crestwood, and they'd bought this house a a development project to renovate and remodel in line with the surrounding dwellings, and then James had become sick, and had to stop working, and the money ran out very quickly. The house in Crestwood was foreclosed, and this dilapidated house became the family home. Ashley had been most affected; she'd lived in a large house with a pool and a summerhouse, with her own playroom, everything she'd wanted or needed, vacations at Cape Cod and Nantucket Island, and then it was all gone.
I pondered all this while we were getting everything ready, and I also reminded mother that Dr. Nixon was coming over later, so perhaps he'd appreciate being invited to join us for dinner...?
Mother readily agreed, flushing slightly. Oho, I thought, Judy was right, there's definitely something there, well, well, well!
I asked her if she needed anything else done, and she smiled and said she was fine, I'd done enough for now, so I went off in search of Ashley. I found her still in my (our!) room. She'd gotten dressed now, out of her baggy T-shirt and into a summer top with spaghetti straps and a pair of unfeasibly tight jeans; they looked sprayed on! They showed every curve and line of her long, elegant legs, and her smooth, rounded, delectable bum, and I have no problem admitting they made my mouth water! Ashley saw me looking and stretched out like a photo-shoot model.
"You like, young Sir?" she asked coquettishly, and I nodded, still busy ogling her, because she was definitely worth every second of ogle I could squeeze out of the moment!
Judy grinned at us.
"Why don't you two get a room? Oh yes, you have! Do you want me to leave?"
Ashley grinned even wider.
"Shush, Judy, my boy wants to ogle me, I quite like being an object of ogle!"
"You said you wanted some jeans tight enough to give mum a stroke, I'm going out on a limb here and supposing these are one and the same?" I asked, and she smiled back.
"Yup, but they're not really jeans, they're Jeggings, leggings made to look like jeans, feel them, they're made of spandex or something, not denim. Very big in England right now, I hear, so you should feel right at home!"
She undulated to illustrate just how figure hugging they were, her lovely behind and flanks rippling and quivering fetchingly, making me feel weak and horny and completely fetched! I also failed to see any VPL, no matter how closely I looked. Ashley grinned happily at me.
"I'm not wearing any, not with these, well, you just can't...!"
That was it. My PHL (Personal Horniness Level) shot up from tick-over to full throttle right away, as Ashley and Judy just grinned at me, knowing full well what was going through my mind. I was fighting to keep my little friend (well, perhaps not so little...) under wraps and under control, and I just knew that they knew what a struggle I was having; something was going to blow soon
Judy leaned over to pat me on the knee.
"Calm down, Lover Boy, keep your pants zipped, you've got all night, go get a shower, read a book, do a crossword, she'll be here when you get back! Savour the anticipation, Old Bean!" she grinned, "Besides, I thought you English would rather drink tea than fuck, and it's not like I haven't seen your busy little love-token before; shall I make you some tea, or would you like to go somewhere and become...comfortable again? Or you and Ashley could just...?" Oh, she was having so much fun!
"I'm not English, I'm American!" I gritted, trying to keep my condition out of sight, but Judy was trying determinedly to see what was making me so uncomfortable, and I had to keep moving to avoid that interested stare; now I know how a fan dancer feels when she drops her fans. I wasn't so much hot under the collar as heated under the belt-buckle, and she bloody well knew it...
"OK Judy, you can stick a fork in him, he's done!" grinned Ashley, and Judy looked disappointed, but slapped my backside and said "OK Stud-Brother, I'm done too, you can relax now!"
Easier said than done, believe me...
Ashley pulled me down next to her, and I promptly pulled a cushion over my lap, to hide...things.
"Ignore her, she's a past master at this," grinned Ashley, "I've seen her reduce bigger guys than you to drooling chimps, you got off light! Just be glad she likes you...!" Judy grinned and held up the peace sign, so I did as well, and peace reigned in splendour abundant once again. Well, until the next time she decided to press my buttons, anyway...
We pretty much camped-out in our room (OUR room!) for the rest of the day, chatting and kidding around until we heard the door chime.
"There's dad, right on cue!" remarked Judy, and left the room with Ashley to go watch the fun when he and mother tried to act all nonchalant around each other.
Mother showed Dr. Nixon into our room, and he did all the doctor-type things you'd expect, but I could see his heart wasn't really in it; he obviously had other things on his mind. Mother too looked different, and it took me a little while to work out that she'd changed into something a little less 'mom' and a little more 'Oh, Hello!'
She had on modest shorts that nevertheless showed off her long, very nice legs, and a short-sleeved white shirt with a couple of buttons undone at the neck and a hint of cleavage. Go mum!
When he'd finished with me, Dr. Nixon asked me a few questions about the previous night, nodding as I tried to explain how I'd felt, then and now.
"It's OK to feel that way, Nick, and completely understandable," he began, "what you're exhibiting is an almost text-book case of something some therapists call 'Survivor's Guilt'. I assure you, it's normal, and it will pass. I know you feel like you abandoned her, it's natural that you would, seeing as what came after, but you didn't, she sent you away, for your own good, as she saw it. What happened to her isn't your fault, and at some point you're going to have to stop beating yourself-up over it. If you want to speak to a more competent therapist than me, I can give you some names, would that help?"
I declined. Ashley was helping me cope, and Judy, strangely enough. Having their kind of normality around me was pulling me through, and I explained that to Dr. Nixon.
He looked skeptical. "Judy, eh? As a therapist I would have thought she'd fall somewhere between Attila the Hun and Slipknot, but she does keep you awake and aware, I'll give you that! The girl has a beautiful mind, it's a pity she chooses to dress, walk and talk like Cindy Lauper's hooker sister...I sometimes think the only reason the anti-Christ hasn't come yet is because he knows Judy's up here waiting for him!" He grinned and told me to button my shirt, we were done. As he turned to leave, he stopped and turned back.
"Almost forgot, I got a call, the part you ordered is in, so they'll deliver it tomorrow morning at nine, are you still going to install it for me?"
I grinned and nodded. "I'll be there just after, then, it shouldn't take more than a few minutes to get you back on the road; that should save you some peace of mind with the 408!"
He smiled and made to leave, and when he paused to say goodbye to mother, she asked him if he'd like to join us for dinner. He looked pleased, and a little awkward, almost shy, but he readily accepted. Mother had laid a place for him already, so we all sat down to eat. It looked like a typical family dinner, if you discounted Judy and her 'Hot Beaver' T-shirt and her violently clashing hair streaks and pierced lip...
Mother kept calling him 'Dr. Nixon', and he grinned.
"I think we can dispense with the formalities, my name's David!"
Mother also grinned, shyly.
"And my name's Julia, David!"
Ashley, Judy and I watched this with suppressed grins; it really was like watching two fourteen year-olds on their first date; which it was, in a way. The girls and I wolfed down our food and asked to be excused, mother looking at us in consternation at being left alone at the table with a man for the first time in several years, and asked why we were being so rude.
Judy piped up.
"I promised Ashley I'd help her with her math homework, so we need to crack on, and Nicky's very busy, aren't you, Nicky?" while jabbing me with a sharp elbow.
I was jolted into awareness of what she was saying.
"What? Oh...yes, I have this...thing I have to do, very busy, got to go now. So sorry!" and I bolted, promising we'd do the washing up later, so just leave everything in the kitchen.
Ashley and Judy were giggling like lunatics in our room, congratulating themselves on what good plotters they were. I was happy; dinner had gone well, mother had looked happy and relaxed, chatting about everything except our family, and Dr. Nixon looked really pleased to be in her company; maybe there really was something there, and if so, well, she deserved it.
Eventually Judy decided that she needed to be getting home, she had those assignments to finish for Monday, so she wanted to make a start, so with much hugging, she left, only to come back and call us out to silently creep down the hall so we could peek in the kitchen. Mother was washing, and 'David' was drying, both of them talking and making big eye contact, oblivious to the world.
Judy left and Ashley and I went back to our room to wait for Dr. Nixon to leave so we could interrogate mother. Eventually I heard him leaving, and we sneaked out to hear him ask mother out to dinner on Friday. She accepted, of course, no big surprise there, and thanked him with a peck on the cheek, making him smile in surprised pleasure. Like I said, like a pair of fourteen year-olds!
We said our good nights and Ashley and I returned to our room. I was excited; tonight I got to spend the night with my girl, for the first time, and the suspense was killing me! Ashley seemed to be feeling the same, and as soon as the door was closed, she pounced (figuratively speaking), wasting no time in getting my shirt off as I tugged her skin-tight 'Jeggings' off, discovering that she was indeed 'commando' underneath. Ashley slid my jeans and briefs off me, leaving me naked as I tugged her top off so she could join me. My cock was feeling the need for attention, and stood out straining, a fact she took note of as she kissed me, her hand working up and down as our tongues fenced and my hand found her moist pussy and lightly rubbed and slid around between her legs.
And someone knocked at the door! Ashley squealed as she dived for cover, and I stood there foolishly staring, unable to move if mother opened that door...
"Kids I'm heading to bed. Ashley don't stay up too late, you know it's a school night, and Nicky don't forget about what you told David, I mean Dr. Nixon. I love you, babies, and thank you, I had a fun night!" We heard her walk back down the hall, and then the sound of her bedroom door closing.
"Damn, Nicky that was close," giggled Ashley, coming back up to my side and pushing my mouth closed. "Breathe, baby, that's it! It could have been so much worse; supposing she'd walked in and found me with my ass in the air and your dick in my mouth? Jeez! Tomorrow, before anything else, you're putting a lock on that fucking door!"
With that, she pushed me back towards the bed, making me sit down so she could kneel on the floor between my legs, her hands squeezing my balls as she slowly pumped my cock back to full recovery, then she started to kiss my length, from the root to the crown. I held my breath as she kissed and then licked the head, finally slipping her lips over the end to envelope me in the warm wetness of her mouth.
She started to suck, gently at first, then increasing the suction, her cheeks hollowing with the effort, and the effect on me was galvanising. I could feel my orgasm gathering, pressure building as she suctioned me, her head bobbing as she slid her lips up and down over the engorged head and her hands pumping me as she squeezed and fondled my balls rhythmically, readying them to empty into her.
The end came suddenly, as the dam inside me burst. I felt a wave of electricity mount up my spinal column, flaring all my nerve endings, to burst in a soundless pulse of white light behind my eyes, my stomach and thighs rippling and tensing in sweet anguish as the pleasure burned unbearably though me, and then suddenly all was released in a pulsing, muscular spasm that shot my sperm into her mouth in long, satisfying jets, pulse after pulse bursting out of me, filling her mouth again and again. Ashley swallowed and swallowed again, until I finally stopped ejaculating, wrung dry, for now, and she licked and sucked every last remnant of sperm from my cock, cleaning my head and licking me dry.



She looked up at me and smiled as I trembled and shuddered in the dying reaches of my orgasm, wondering how she could do that to me, giving thanks that she could.
"That should hold you for a while, stud!" she grinned, standing up and pushing me backwards to land on top of me.
She stood up and gently pushed me backwards, climbing on to the bed to lie next to me, her lips too close to resist, so I didn't. After a kiss that lasted a lifetime, she pulled away to grin at me, a grin I knew well by now. I bent my head down to kiss along her neck down her shoulder and further on down, to lick and gently bite her nipple, enjoying the little cries and starts she gave as I licked and sucked, first one nipple then the other. Meanwhile my hand had found her soft and very wet pussy, and as I kissed her I rubbed and stroked and touched her, feeling her lips swell and part as she became even more aroused.
One finger found its way into her, and slowly rubbed and touched between her folds of flesh, until it rubbed against the hard little nub of her clitoris. The effect on her was electric; her eyes snapped open, and she leaned up to push me onto my back, and she swung her leg over me to lie on me, her knees on either side of me as she kissed me. She sat up and grinned again, and took hold of my raging cock, lifting up to slide herself back down, the sensation of damp heat and soft velvety pressure as she engulfed me nearly taking my breath away.
Ashley began to rock, sliding herself up and down on me, and grinding against me as she did, her eyes closed as she brought herself off, that little smile never leaving her face. Her pussy was clenching and squeezing me, clasping and releasing as she tightened and relaxed her inner muscles, and the picture of her above me, her beautiful face rapt as she pleasured herself, all these things were having their effect on me.
I pumped back against her, definitely feeling the need rising again. Ashley sped up, pounding herself against me as she approached that peak, and then, suddenly, her orgasm crashed into her, and she stiffened and leaned forward, gasping as the waves of orgasm crashed through her, her pussy tightening around my throbbing cock as I lost it, pouring stream after stream of spunk into her, her clasping, squeezing pussy rippling as it massaged every drop of sperm out of my straining cock.
She slumped down, utterly spent, her heart hammering and her chest heaving as she fought for breath, my heart rate and breathing a close match. Eventually she raised her head to grin at me, and kiss me once on the tip of my nose.
"That was...amazing, we should do that again soon!"
I could only agree.
In the morning, once again, I took her to school, again going through the whole 'kissing her extravagantly' pantomime just to piss-off the people who'd given her such a hard time, although I enjoyed it thoroughly, as always, then headed off to the Nixon house to install that replacement compressor for Dr. Nixon.
As I predicted, it only took a few minutes, and it worked, as I knew it would, so he was a happy man, a very happy man, so happy he pressed three hundred dollars into my hand as a thank-you for saving him thousands more; not bad for 15 minutes work! When I made to leave, he called me inside, and asked me to wait while he made a couple of phone calls. That done, he came and sat with me.
"Nick, I just got off the phone with an old friend of mine. He has a specialist auto repair facility downtown, handling only European cars. I told him about you, and he's especially interested in the fact that you have a Lotus Mechanic certification; if he has you on board, he can get a Lotus dealership, something he's been trying to do for years; like me, he has a bit of a thing for hand-built British cars, and he wants to see you this afternoon, so I told him I'd bring you over; actually, I had to stop him coming over here right away!"
I thanked him profusely; maybe I was finally on my way to getting a job!
When I left, I mentioned how pleased my mother would be if I could get a job, it would certainly help buoy-up the family finances, and Dr. Nixon grinned.
"I'd certainly like to see her face when you tell her; Julia's a fine looking woman!" he admitted and then blushed scarlet as he realised he'd blurted out something he'd probably not meant to say out loud.
I had to hide a grin, and innocently asked him if he'd like to come home with me, so I could tell mother, and take him out to breakfast as a thank you. Of course he agreed, and we headed back to the house.
When we got there, mother was sitting on the couch, a large envelope in her hand, and a letter. She looked up at me, her face ashen, and that's when I knew something was badly wrong, as did Dr. Nixon. She handed me the letter wordlessly, and my eyes immediately blurred with tears as I recognised the handwriting; it had been on every birthday card and gift tag I'd ever received, on every school Report Card I'd ever brought home. It was Barbara's handwriting, and for a second I considered not reading it, but even a message from beyond the grave was something from her, a link, of sorts, and it was better than nothing...
I read, and as I read, my anger, and my gorge rose. I read it again, and looked at mother. "Mum...?" I croaked, the nausea pulsing through me, the clamour of it almost deafening me as my mouth filled with the sour taste of vomit.
She started crying and shaking, and David Nixon had to catch her or she'd have fallen.
"What is it, Nick, what's in the letter?" he demanded, and I sat down hard as my knees gave way.
I held the letter out. "I know who raped Ashley, and why...it's all here...!" I managed to say through tightly clenched teeth while mother cried and shuddered against him.
And then I had to stumble to the bathroom and be sick, to retch endlessly until I had nothing left to throw up, and only the pain remained as I dry heaved.
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Excerpt from the private diary of Nguye't Morrison
Friday, 6th May, 2011
On Thursday evening, Jamie and I spoke to this bloke in Toronto that Limbu, his contact in Singapore, had given him, a Sergeant Louis D'Hérault, a man who's spent the last 15 years tracking down illegally adopted children funnelled into Canada from Asia, the former Russian hegemony, and South America. This man seemed to think we had a good chance of tracking Hu'e as there were indications that one of the crooked adoption agencies he'd made it his business to close down may have been the one that handled the sale of the child. My blood was boiling by the end of the conversation.
The Asian policemen we'd talked to, like prod-noses everywhere, had been reluctant to use that word 'sale'; 'traffic' was the closest they'd allowed themselves. This man was under no illusions as to the transaction that took place, and employed no euphemisms; as far as he was concerned, it was a human being, a child, who'd been put up for sale, like a can of beans or a sack of onions. We talked for almost an hour, and afterwards, Jamie and I had decided; we needed to go to Toronto, there was a good chance we could pick up the trail there and follow it through to the end.
This was always supposing we were actually following Hu'e's trail; I tried not to think of the other possible fates she might have endured; I could only manage to fit my head around the possibility that she'd been adopted and brought up by a good family. To think otherwise would lead me to something I can't even begin to consider; the possibility of her death years before, or life as a sex-slave or prostitute in some hell-hole. Either one of those possibilities can't be allowed into my head; to entertain them is to despair, and I still have hope, as does Jamie, darling, brave, caring Polar Bear that he is. As long as I believe that Hu'e had and is having a good life, I can keep on searching for her; to even consider any other possibility is to lose heart and quit, and I won't do that, not while hope remains.
++++
Jamie
Yesterday evening, Nia and I had a long and interesting chat with this French-Canadian guy, a real, live Mountie, working with the Toronto Organised Crime Squad, together with the Special Victims Unit of the Sex Crimes Unit, of all things, digging into babies-for-cash adoption rackets, both recent and historical, and he mentioned that he may have possibly located Hu'e and the family who adopted her. He mentioned the information Limbu had sent him, and, in conjunction with the collated data from the stuff I'd brought back with me from Da Nang, hinted he was almost positive he had the right child, right age and gender, right timeframe, and was waiting for confirmation of some things from the US State Department.
He also mentioned that had been receiving some encouraging feedback from various overseas and foreign adoption advisory bodies in the United States, as well as some unofficial but very helpful intelligence from the FBI. He finished by stating that we could do worse than look over the information and files he had, and invited us over to do just that. That was all I was waiting for, so this morning Nia trotted over to the Canadian High Commission in Grosvenor Square, a short walk from Bond Street tube station, to get our visa status confirmed. Luckily, UK citizens don't need visa's, so I was in the throes of sorting out flights for us to go to Toronto.
Nia was excited at travelling to Canada, and keyed-up at the prospect of possibly tracking down her sister, our sister, in the next few days. I didn't want to burst her bubble by telling her how unlikely and unrealistic her expectations were; she needed this, she needed to feel as if she was making headway against 28 years of silence and conspiracy in the disappearance of her older sister.
Last night the reality of what had happened to Hu'e finally seemed to have hit home, kicked-off in part by this Mountie bloke's refusal to use the term 'trafficking' in relation to the baby trade; he preferred to be blunt, and told Nia that her sister had been bought and sold, like so many hundreds of thousands of children spirited away from their families, a commodity with a cash value. She spent a good part of last night crying as that truth finally came home to her.
I managed to get us two standby seats for Toronto from Gatwick on Sunday morning, so Nia packed a couple of flight bags while I booked us a cab for the trip to Victoria so w could get the Gatwick Express train -- driving to Gatwick was always an unrewarding experience, especially if the M25 motorway was playing its usual 'world's biggest Car-Park' game.
I went to see mum while Nia was out doing some last minute shopping, I popped over to give her a hug, and get one in return; I was starting to feel the strain here; I wanted to get this over with, but at the same time I didn't want to get anyone's hopes up. There were just too many long-shots to hope for here, and even Nia's breezy confidence, her 'million-to-one shots come-up nine times out of ten' attitude was starting to grate on me.
I lived in a world of certainties and cautious gambles based on an informed understanding of the variables involved and the risk/benefit ratio. It was a predictable world, and to be suddenly catapulted into a course of action with no predictable outcome worried me, and for a very good reason; I could see how emotionally invested Nia had become in this quest of hers, how much she believed in the happy ending as an inevitable consequence of our efforts; but what would happen if it all came to nothing, if Hu'e had indeed been swallowed up and destroyed by this whole thing years ago, or become one of those faceless women haunting the meat-rack alleys and side streets of London, Paris, Tokyo, Odessa, Sao Paolo? What would happen to Nia then? What kind of a fall was she heading for? That was my fear; that was what was keeping me awake at nights. That was why I needed mum, right now.
Mum was fatalistic about our success or failure; like me, she was more concerned about the effect this whole thing was having on both Nia and on us as a couple. Mum completely approved of our relationship, and to be truthful, I had almost completely forgotten that Nia, quite apart from being the absolute centre of my world, was also my younger sister, but now a very big-brotherly concern was building in me, and I needed to share it with mum. She was pragmatic, but caring, and, as usual, managed to give me a measure of calm and rebalanced perspective.
"Little boy, you worry too much about how I feeling about this. If you want my blessing, I give it, but this thing you both have decided to do, it is for Nguye't, not for me. I am grateful and pleased my children want to help me find my baby, but she gone a long time ago, I have other babies here, now, and I worried about them, what this doing to them. Nguye't have strong passions, that is good, she will be good, strong mother one day, but passion need to be...balanced? yes, balanced, with other parts of life, otherwise become obsession, that not good. This is where my little boy must help her. If she not find Hu'e, or find out she is gone, that is when she will need Huyn'h, she will need your strength."
"If you not find Hu'e, she must learn to understand, then, and you must help her, little boy, that I have not really lost Hu'e; every time I see Nguye't, I also see Hu'e, so she still here, a small part of her, in Nguye't, and I see her very day. This is what Nguye't need to understand, this is what little boy can help her to see; that both my daughters are still here, they both have same part of me, and so I see them both every day, just like I look at my little boy and see my sister every day. No-one ever really leave, it just how you look for them that count. I not have separate place in heart for each of my children, all of them live there together, so little girl not really gone, for me she will always be in my heart, maybe best place for her, yes?"
I was far too big to lean on mum now, like I used to when I was small, but I really needed to huddle up against her right now and whisper how scared I was, like I did when I was little, but grown men can't do that. She sensed what I was feeling though, so she leaned on me instead, her arm around my waist and my arm around her shoulder, still comforting, still my mum. I sat in silence, not knowing how to tell her what was wrong, but of course she knew she knew something was bugging me; she'd been reading my mind for years, after all. She'd also perfected the art of the pointed silence years ago, and now she was pointing it at me, forcing me to say what was really on my mind. Finally I couldn't hold out any longer.
"I'm still worried about Nia, mum. She's become this focussed, driven thing, she's forgotten about the job she wanted so much, everything in her is pointing at what we're doing to find Hu'e. I sometimes wish we'd never started this, because if it comes out any way other than us finding her alive and well and happy, it will destroy Nia, and I can't allow that. Talk to her, please, mum, get her to damp it down a bit, make her see that this may not have a happy ending, because I don't know how to!"
I was nearly in tears over this. Nia was worrying me no end with this task she'd thrown herself into, this quest I'd that I'd promised I'd see through with her. The problem is, she couldn't see that sometimes things don't end the way you want them to, and if you invest all your time, and effort, and heart in them, where do you go if they collapse and fail?
Mum patted me on the chest, her favourite comfort gesture.
"Little boy not have to worry, Nguye't coming here from shopping, I talk to her. You go home, calm down, make sure you have everything you need for trip, I make daughter see what she doing, not to worry!"
Feeling much less pressure now that mum had agreed to head Nia off, I went home and puttered around, checking and re-checking our ticket claim documents and passports half a dozen times, adding and removing again clothes from our flight bags, and checking and re-checking our documents again. Eventually I sat down and watched a film, getting half-way through it before I realised I had no idea what it was about, nor did I care. At last Nia came flying in, calling out my name and tossing her bags and packets aside to jump on me, a very gratifying feeling.
"Oh Jamie, I'm sorry, baby, really, mum told me what you talked about, I never realised you were so worried! I'm sorry, Polar Bear!"
All the while, she was kissing me all over my face and lips, pecking me as she apologised, her smile back again as she saw mine, and the lump in my pants was also a source of an extra large grin from her!
She jumped off me, tugging me to my feet, and towed me into the bedroom, where she began undressing, throwing her clothes off in her haste to get naked. When she got down to her underwear I stopped her; this was my area of expertise, and I intended to apply my considerable skills in the area of extracting a pretty girl from her underwear.
I slipped my hands into the back of her panties, enjoying the feel of her silky smooth bum, jiggling the cheeks slightly as I kissed her, and pushing her panties down to free her lovely globes. Nia kicked them off and reached up to unhook her bra, but I got there first, peeling it off her and dipping down to nibble and kiss her delectable little nipples.
Nia was meanwhile undoing my jeans and unbuttoning my shirt, while somehow managing to keep a firm hold of junior and giving him an encouraging squeeze every few seconds, just to keep him alert and ready to rumble...
I managed to get stripped-off and my cock was able to stretch out at last, instead of being confined. Nia has this effect on me, and even after three years together, all she has to do is walk in the room and I get that old feelin' and Jamie jr. unfurls and starts knocking on my fly. Being around her is definitely an on-going turn-on situation, with imminent leg-over prospects!
Nia took hold of me and pumped suggestively a few times, while curling her hand up and around the back of my neck to pull me in for a long, slow kiss, the kind she does so well, the kind that blow-torches my brain and lights up my groin. The combination of that kiss, and her hand on me was enough to make my cock rock hard; she was so obviously into the moment, and, from the feel of her cute little pussy, ready for action, that I couldn't resist backing her up to the bed. She smelled so sweet and delicious I wanted a serious taste, right now!
She backed-up until the backs of her knees contacted the bed, and sat down, her face level with my cock, but I didn't want to go there, not just yet. No, I wanted some fun first, so I urged her back onto the bed, laying her down so I could kiss her from tip to toe, starting with her legs. Nia loves it when I take my time, and pay attention to all her body, not just the obvious bits, so I started kissing up along the inside of her right leg, starting at the ankle.
I brushed little feather kisses in a line up the inside of her leg while she lay back contentedly, a small smile on her face as I played her favourite game. I kissed slowly, sometimes stopping to lick lightly, especially the soft skin behind her knee, making her sigh aloud and murmur "yes Jamie, oh yes, just there, like that, oh yes!" and so on up, until I was kissing and licking the inside of her creamy, satiny thigh, my kisses slowly approaching the sweet treat at the juncture of her thighs.
Nia was slowly squirming on the bed as I took my time; this was a treat for me, and I wanted to enjoy every second of it. I kissed up to the narrow strip of flesh that separate the labia from the top of the inner thigh, then switched to the corresponding thin strip of flesh at the top of the left inner thigh, blowing lightly on her labia as I passed, making her jump and squirm. Now I kissed down the left inner thigh, again soft, feather-like kisses, a torment for Nia, but one she gladly endured as the prelude to what she really wanted.
Slowly I worked my way down her left leg, kissing and licking and occasionally nibbling, enjoying the sight of her gently squirming and undulating, the sounds of her sighs and muttered encouragement, and the occasional giggle as a particularly tender or ticklish spot caught my attention. As I worked my way down, I could smell the scent of her arousal, the fresh, tangy, musky sweetness of my darling little sister bride-to-be as she waited for the next act.
By the time I reached her ankle (and a sexy ankle it is too!) she was shifting impatiently, squirming even more, her pussy starting to demand attention, and her face starting to blush, the prelude to the alluring flush she always developed when she was approaching orgasm. I knelt up between her legs, kissing her once on each of her sexy knees, looking down and grinning at her to gently torture her, making her wait for what I actually wanted to do most of all.
"Jamie, please, don't..." she moaned, so I moved in for the kill.
Her pussy was beginning to engorge, the hairless lips swelling and blushing, her tantalising scent rising more strongly now as her excitement increased. I leaned in and kissed her softly on her labia, tipping my tongue in the crease between the two lips, making her sigh and gently trail her fingers across the top of my head. I pushed my tongue between her lips, hearing her gasp as I penetrated her, lapping at her as her labia swelled even further and parted revealing her pink inner flesh.
I licked along the length of her slit, tapping her hooded clitoris with the tip of my tongue, making her gasp and writhe delightedly, rubbing her vulva against my face. I took the hint and concentrated on her hooded clitoris, probing and stroking with my tongue until it fully emerged, stiff and engorged, slick with her juices and my saliva. I licked and flicked the little fleshy button, making Nia jump and squirm, then retreated, sliding my tongue between her labia again to lap and taste her inner recesses, and flick her inner lips, something I know she particularly likes. She showed her appreciation by gasping and murmuring my name, that breathy murmuring that always gives me a raging erection...
I changed tack now, sliding my tongue the entire length of her vulva and beyond, from her clitoris to her little pink anus, long wet, sweeping strokes that made her breathing deepen as she became even more stimulated, pushing herself into my face, forcing my tongue to rasp faster at her clitoris, until, with a long gasping groan, she orgasmed, her juices flooding out of her to coat my face and chin. She shook and quivered as the waves of pleasure beat through her, her thighs quivering on either side of my head as she clamped them tight in the throes of her orgasm.
At last she came down, relaxing her grip on my head and allowing me to surface, breathless but happy, my erection solid and needy.
Nia smiled languidly at me. "Your turn Polar Bear!" she husked, but I already knew what I wanted. Eating her delicious pussy had punched all my buttons, and had built in me a powerful need to fuck her, hard, and nothing was going to get in the way of that...
She saw in my eyes what I wanted, once again that ability to sense what I'm thinking and needing, and grinned, nibbling her bottom lip as I moved up to rear above her. She took hold of me and rubbed the head around her sopping wet pussy, frigging herself with me before pushing me inside herself, me following suit as I slowly slid the rest of the way into her, enjoying the sound of her hissing intake of breath as I filled her.
As I began to slide in and out, she laced her fingers behind my neck, supporting herself as she rose against me, using me as leverage to hump herself into me, rubbing her pussy against me and stimulating her clitoris as I pounded into her. I could feel the effect this was having, her pussy was rhythmically contracting and squeezing my length as I slid in and out of her, and her neck and chest were flushing deeper as she raced for another orgasm. I was close to the edge, and when she began to hitch and gasp, I began to speed up, feeling that tightening in the pit of my belly that told me I was going to come, and soon.
Nia sensed this, her own pumping redoubled, the walls of her pussy squeezing me in rapid pulsating ripples as her orgasm built, until; "Oooh, YES! God, Yes, Jamie, oooh, oooh, oooh, YESS!" she shouted, her head going back and her juices squirting out from her, bathing my lower belly and balls in her warmth, the sensation setting off my own eruption, long, satisfying bolts of spunk exploding deep inside her as I came like a train, my spunk powering into her again and again until I was emptied out, dry heaving as I gave all my sperm to my gorgeous sister.



I withdrew and slumped down, head ringing from the force and depth of my orgasm, gasping for breath, Nia equally winded, both of our chests heaving with our exertions and the intensity of our mutual orgasm. At last, though, we calmed, hearts slowing to normal, our breathing slowing, and we held each other and touched, caressed and kissed lightly, gently, maintaining connection and contact.
Nia rose up on one elbow to lean down and kiss me once, firmly, on the lips.
"That's to say 'Sorry' once again, Polar Bear. Mum told me how worried you were, and you were right. I'm sorry. I forgot about us, baby, but it won't happen again, ever, I promise! If this trip takes us nowhere, then I'll accept that, I'll know that at least we tried, and we can go back to being us, and our life, and our future. I love you so much, Jamie Morrison!"
That was all I wanted to hear, and I held her close to me, feeling her warmth, her heartbeat, listening to her soft breathing sounds, and enjoying the feel of her softness against me.
"And I love you, Nguye't Morrison!" I said, kissing her once again.
++++
We checked into our hotel, the Radisson Hotel Admiral on the harbour front, not far from the famous CN Tower, but we weren't there to sight-see. The flight was uneventful, more so clearing Customs and Immigration, and we grabbed a cab to get to the hotel. Nia called the Mountie bloke, speaking to him in French, as his English seemed a little hit and miss. We arranged to meet at our hotel in a couple of hours to discuss what we'd found, to match up with what he'd got, and, hopefully, to get our next move.
While she was on the phone, I pulled out a change of clothes, stripping out of my travel clothes as I asked Nia what she wanted to wear.
"Nothing Jamie, you just keep going, I'll catch up with you in a second!" she grinned.
Young Jamie heard that, and immediately started clamouring for attention, something not lost on Nia!
"Oh Jamie, I knew you were a good boy-scout, you came prepared!" she grinned, unzipping her light summer dress and letting it fall to the ground, revealing not a stitch on underneath.
I gaped, but I had to grin; she'd been sitting next to me on a crowded transatlantic flight practically naked for almost nine hours; she had style, I had to give her that!
I dropped my last shred of clothing and moved to lie down, patting the bed beside me, grinning like an idiot as my girl padded toward me, making a show of climbing slowly and languidly up next to me. We were both tired from our flight, and hungry for a real meal, but some appetites have to take priority, and right now I wanted to nibble my sister a little, and hump her a lot, so dinner was tabled until we'd had a little canoodling time!
"So Princess, what do you want to do first?" I grinned, kissing her delectable little nipples as I squeezed and fondled her silky firm bum-cheeks.
Nia grinned back at me, pulling my head down for a soft kiss, and whispered "I want to practice making babies, Jamie; it's time to start now, before we forget what we mean to each other!"
I pulled back in astonishment, suddenly seeing a new side to her, the adult inside the playful girl she'd always been. She misread my reaction, tears clouding her glorious eyes.
"Don't you want children, Polar Bear; don't you want to make babies with me?" she asked plaintively, and I nearly choked with all the answers that tried to rush out of me, so I pulled her tight to me, crushing her against me, letting my actions speak for me while I tried to say something coherent.
"Princess, I want to make babies with you more than anything in the entire world, I've thought of nothing else for you and I for the last three years!" I managed to choke out at last, afraid I'd hurt my Princess, seeing her lovely eyes glitter as she smiled, her sexy coral-pink lips curved in an arc of pure happiness. She burrowed down against me, wriggling until she was nearly underneath me, then grinned again, mischief and good-humour restored.
"What are you waiting for, big boy, come play in my lady-garden!" she smiled, fondling me and rubbing my cock back to full stretch. I dipped down to kiss her again, slipping my tongue between her lips to roll and slide it against hers.
Nia lay flat on her back, pulling me over her, her need obvious and apparent, holding me and rubbing my head over her damp pussy as our tongues fenced and darted inside each others' mouths.
Nia took a firmer hold of me and rubbed me more deliberately against her dewy pussy, gasping at the sensation as I rubbed over her swelling clitoris. As much as I wanted to lap at her for a while, to suck and nibble that little nubbin of flesh that did such good things for her, I was also feeling her need now. I needed no more encouragement to lean in and slowly slide inside her, enjoying the sigh of satisfaction as I slid home.
Nia slid her arms around my neck and wrapped her legs around my thighs as I began pumping into her, she responding by thrusting her pelvis back at me in counterpoint, meeting me as my length slid in and out of her, her pussy squeezing my cock rhythmically, delightfully, as I pumped. I was rapidly approaching the point of no return, as was Nia, her breathing was hitching in short, rapid breaths, and that tell-tale flush was spreading down her throat to blush her upper chest and neck.
At last, though, her movements became rapid, ragged and forceful as she jammed herself against me, and she went rigid, her body tense as a wire, her head thrown back, as her pussy tightened around my length and squeezed me remorselessly as her orgasm broke over her.
"Oh God, Jamie, yesss, so good, oh fuck, yesss, yesss, YESS!!" she screamed, release pounding through her, making her shudder and tremble as waves of orgasmic pleasure coursed through her. I couldn't withstand the torrent of sensations shuddering through me as her pussy squeezed and massaged my cock, and I erupted in jet after jet of sperm, long thrilling spurts deep into her womb.
Eventually, she stopped shuddering and quivering, and she rolled back off me and grinned at me as I slipped out of her. Her eyes were hooded as she slowly rubbed her pussy, lubricating her finger until she could slide it into her tight little anus, in and out, in an increasing tempo. She began to squeeze my still-hard cock, and I hardened even more as I realised what she wanted.
"Jamie...?" she moaned, and I leaned forward, pushing my cock against the tight ring of her anus as she raised her legs up so I could hold her behind the knees, holding her legs high enough to bring her anus into line with my cock. I slowly pushed forward, feeling the tightness engulf me like a squeezing glove, her ring clamping down over me once the head popped through, and then equal pressure along my length as her rectum stretched to accommodate my girth.
The feeling made me want to come again, immediately, and I had to grit my teeth and think unsexy thoughts to back myself off; not easy when a stunner like Nia was staring back at me with that little grin on her face!
Now I began pumping, Nia pushing back against me, holding herself tight to me to give herself leverage to pump back. I could feel everything happening inside her, the ripples and squeezing of her rectum as she built toward another orgasm, the tell-tale flush showing me just how close she was.
Nia suddenly began to gasp and groan as her orgasm burned through her, her anus fluttering and squeezing in sympathy with her vagina as it too contracted and fluttered, rolling her orgasm on and on.
"Oooh God, Jamie, oooh, yess, oooh yesss, Jamie...!" she groaned, clamping down tight on me as her anus contracted. The feeling of her clenching and clamping me was too much, and I came in an explosion of sperm, groaning as I came inside her depths, the sensation at once joyful and extremely satisfying. I came again and again, blasting my spunk into the depths of her bowels, bathing her insides with my seed.
We slumped back, sweaty and satisfied, to relax and bask in the afterglow, muscles twitching and fluttering as adrenaline raced around our bodies and only slowly dissipated.
Nia raised up on one elbow and grinned down at me.
"So, Jamie, are you going to marry me and make babies any time soon?" she asked, her eyes twinkling, and I could only grin back as I gently pulled her against me.
"Princess, you just say the word and we go for it, I'm ready!" I reassured her, hoping my words convinced her. I felt ready for a family, and I wanted one with her, so I hoped she got that from me.
Suddenly her eyes opened wide and she looked at my watch as she jumped up.
"Ready! Oh Christ, Jamie, that Mountie's going to be here in a few minutes, up, Jamie, up!"
We hustled off the bed and into the bathroom, Nia pushing me into the shower first, telling me I should go first so I could delay him while she showered, so after the world's quickest shower, just a lick and a promise, really, I waited in the room while Nia did whatever it was that women did in showers for the three hours it takes them to take a shower; I was wondering if she'd decided to re-grout the bathroom while she was in there when she finally made her grand entrance, and this Louis D'Hérault bloke still hadn't made an appearance, so we decided to go see if we could intercept him in the foyer.
When we got to the main desk, I asked if there had been any messages for us, and the clerk pointed us at a paunchy, rumpled-looking man, telling me that my guest had opted to wait for us rather than be sent on up to our room. Nia and I walked over to introduce ourselves, and he jumped up, suddenly all smiles, grinning appreciatively at Nia.
"Your Pardon, M'sieur, for not coming up to your room, they told me you had a beautiful lady with you, so I thought it best not to disturb you!" he asserted, Nia smiling at the compliment, while I thought "Yep, this guy's definitely French!"
After a few amenities, and some lavish compliments to Nia, which she politely accepted, he got down to the reason for us all being here, and it was a bombshell.
"M'sieur, I have been going through past investigations, witness testimony, and trial transcripts, and I believe I know where the child you are seeking was taken, and who she was adopted by."
Nia gasped, and I leaned forward, eager to hear more, as he continued.
"She was originally passed off as an orphan from a children's home run by a family we had reason to believe was involved in people trafficking. This home was in Vancouver, but all records of her in Vancouver are missing, probably destroyed in an attempt to disguise the true scale of the operation in Canada. However, a child closely matching her description was legally adopted by a family in San Francisco through an agency in Sacramento connected to, and possibly run by the same family. My colleague in the San Francisco Police Department and his contacts in Children & Family Services have managed to locate the child involved, and are waiting for a judge to rule on whether you can contact her, seeing as you are not the birth parents. As she's over 21 now, there may not be a problem, but I'll have to wait for a ruling and the go-ahead from the District Attorney's office in San Francisco before I can direct you further."
I got all this second hand, as his English was too fragmentary for me to understand what he was saying, so the body of the story was related to Nia in French, but Canadian 'Quebecois' French dialect, which is a little like a modern English-speaker trying to have a conversation about computers and data processing with an eighteenth century Welsh milkmaid. Nia only spoke modern French, so she spent a certain amount of time screwing up her forehead as she tried to puzzle out what he was saying through the maze of anachronisms and local dialect shifts.
We got the gist of it, though; Nia was trembling with excitement at the thought of finally getting to meet her sister. I, however was anxious in case some judge in California decided that we had no right or compelling reason to contact this woman who may or may not be Nia's sister. If necessary, we could fly to the Bay Area tomorrow; both Nia and I had multiple-entry visa's from previous trips, I had a B1 and Nia had a B2 holiday visa, so the whole ESTA 72-hour thing didn't apply, otherwise I think Nia would have gone berserk in the US Consulate in Toronto, a place noted for its mind-numbingly long waits and legendary lack of urgency.
We decided to take the sergeant to dinner as a thank you, Nia noting with well hidden amusement his attempts to be charming as his eyes rolled up and down her. More than once she had to twist away from him as he slipped his hand onto the small of her back and tried slowly sliding it downwards.
I watched this in amusement; anyone who tries to grope Nia usually ends up bitterly regretting it; ask Mark Jameson if you don't believe me, but eventually amusement ran out, and I had to have a word with him, something along the lines of if he didn't keep his hands to himself, then copper or not, I'd shove his head so far up his arse he could use his bellybutton as a blow-hole, and even in my fractured French he got the message.
After this, dinner went off very cordially, and we parted having agreed to come and see him and his files at nine a.m. the following day. We were both bushed; local time was 10 p.m. but our body clocks were still on GMT, and it was three a.m. for us, on top of that the exhaustion from a transatlantic flight, plus the fun and games earlier. Right now, the thought of bed and some sleep was uppermost in both our minds. When we got back to the hotel, we had the Room Service send us up some coffee and a club sandwich to share; Thai-Nouvelle Cuisine fusion is all well and good, if a somewhat odd combination, but there's nothing there to get your teeth into, and tired as we were, we were already feeling the pangs.
We sat and chatted and while we ate our sandwich and absorbed the fact that we were in Toronto. Nia idly played with her bracelet, holding it in front of the lamp to watch blue glints cast by the diamond's spilling over the tablecloth and my face, turning it in fascination to watch the stones glitter and sparkle.
"Jamie, look, the light on the tablecloth, look, it's exactly the same colour as your eyes, or mine I suppose; how marvellous, you said you bought it to match my eyes, now I believe you!"
We finished up and got ready for bed, Nia yawning hugely as she undressed and climbed into bed. I followed suit and switched off the light on my nightstand, while Nia kept her bedside lamp on, as she always does. I was just falling asleep when I heard her stirring restlessly and muttering, the click as she turned on the radio and the muted gabble as she hunted through stations. The sound of classic Philly soul made itself heard, and she gave a sigh, relaxing as The O'Jays played softly in the background. I listened to the sound and drifted away, dreaming of Nia and her incredible eyes.
++++
Monday, 9th May, 2012
10th & Anza, San Francisco
Bethany woke with a start, realising she'd been dozing in front of the TV again. She'd especially wanted to see the episode of NCIS where Ari gets nailed for murdering Caitlin Todd and attempting to kill Gibbs, and now she'd missed it, again. Her dream had been strange and confused, and it was already fading as she woke; she'd been holding a bracelet with blue stones sparkling in lamplight, and had wanted to hold the bracelet up to the lamplight again, to admire the frosty blue glint, but the little boy, Jamie, had appeared from nowhere and taken the bracelet away and said to her "She's coming soon, you have to be ready, remember that, Bethany, and wake up Bethany, WAKE UP!"
She'd jolted awake to see Corey standing there, a cup of coffee for her.
"Wake up, honey, you were snoring! If you want to sleep, you should go to bed! Heavy day today, huh?" he grinned, passing her the cup as he picked up his own off the side table.
Bethany glared at him. "I do NOT snore! If you want to talk about snoring, let's start with your mother, shall we...? And I wasn't asleep, just...contemplating, OK?"
Corey grinned. "Sure, baby, just look this way a second..."
He wiped the corner of her mouth with his thumb. "Little bit of contemplation just...leaked out there...got it!"
He grinned at her expression, and eventually Bethany grinned back.
"Where are the kids, Corey?" she asked, luxuriously stretching out and pointing her toes.
Corey leaned back and stretched as well, enjoying the pleasant crackle as his joints popped.
"Jodie's waiting for you to tuck her in, and Ryan's playing some kid game with orc's and wizards and dragons and shit like that on-line with his new friend; don't worry, parental controls are on, and it's age-appropriate."
Bethany cocked an eyebrow at him. "What new friend is this?"
Cory closed his eyes as he leaned all the way back. "Some kid he met at school, little older than him. Johnnie, or Jamie, or something. Seems to like him, I saw him, little oriental kid, dresses kinda strange, punky, y'know, like something out of the 'Bad' music video, but he seems OK. He gave Ryan this." Corey flipped something to Bethany, and she caught it to look curiously at it. It was a small silvery medallion with a depiction of a tiger surrounded by Chinese ideograms.
Bethany turned it over between her fingers, stood up and went over to the shelf and picked up the token the little boy had given her five days ago.
"Look at this, Corey, some kid gave it to me last week, he insisted it was mine. His name was Jamie, too..."
Corey examined the token carefully. "This looks real old, why'd some kid want to give it to you out of the blue? You say he gave it to you last week? Funny, I never noticed it. And it's a tiger as well. Looks like we've started collecting Chinese tigers!" he grinned. Bethany took it back from him; as soon as Corey took it from her, she'd felt uneasy, a sense of loss pervading her, disappearing as soon as she took it back from him. Strange that he'd not noticed something so gaudy in a room dominated by neutral shades and pale tones, she mused as she walked out of the room to tuck her daughter in and get Ryan off the Internet and into bed.
++++
I woke gradually, lying on my side, without, for once, Nia's arm draped across my face. Instead, she was spooned behind me, her arm around my midriff and her breathing slow and soft against my back. I lay still, not wanting to disturb her, and enjoying the absolute quiet and peace of the room. After a few minutes, however, she stirred and gently patted my stomach.
"Morning, Polar Bear," she murmured into my back. How did she do that, I wondered, how did she always know I was awake or asleep? It was like she was tuned-in on Radio Jamie and always picked up my current state. Mum tells me that whenever I'm dozing in front of the TV with dad, Nia will come into the house quietly, telling mum she doesn't want to disturb me. How does she know I'm asleep before she's even come in the house?
I put all that away as I turned to her.
"Morning Princess, welcome to Canada, what's your pleasure this morning?" I smiled at her, and she grinned back and slipped her hand into my shorts, wrapping her warm little fingers around my hardening cock.
"Oh, I see!" I smiled back, pulling her closer for a nuzzle and a grope, slipping my hands inside her panties to cup and squeeze her delectable little bum cheeks. Nia continued to squeeze and gently slide her hand up and down my cock while I squeezed and moulded her buttocks, pulling them apart to slide my fingers along her damp slit, feeling the lips swell and part as I lightly rubbed between them. Nia pulled herself closer to me and kissed me gently as she continued to rub and squeeze me, pulling me into solid, throbbing hardness.



I slipped her panties down past her hips, and she let go of me to pull them all the way off, and sat up briefly to tug her t-shirt over her head, before hooking my shorts and yanking them down far enough for me to kick them off. I gathered her into me, and she smiled and gently pushed me back down onto my back, sliding a slim leg over me to pull herself on top of me. My hands slid down her soft, smooth back to once again cup and fondle her taut buttocks, and Nia smiled at me as she reached behind and found me, pointing my hardness at her and sliding down to slowly impale herself on me.
The feel of her moist heat engulfing my head was incredible, as always, the tight warmth slowly enveloping my length as she slid down me until I was balls-deep inside her. Now she began to undulate, sliding herself up and down on me, gripping and squeezing my length as she did so, while simultaneously rubbing her clitoris on the wiry hair at the base of my penis. Neither one of us could stand this long, and I watched as the flush spread down her throat and across her upper chest as her arousal built. Her movements against me became more and more definite as she ground and slid above me, the squeezing and clenching of her pussy walls becoming harder as she moved faster against me.
The end came for her with a loud, hissing groan, and she collapsed on top of me, holding me tight as she shuddered and quivered on top of me, her head buried in my shoulder and her teeth not quite breaking the skin of my shoulder as she clamped down on me. The pulsing and squeezing of her vaginal walls and the sudden sharp thrill of pain from her teeth clamped on my shoulder was too much to bear. I came with a loud groan, filling my darling sister-fiancée's pussy with my sperm as my balls tightened and delivered their tribute into her.
At last, my convulsing penis was stilled, the torrent of spunk reduced to a trickle, and I lay back, satisfied, the afterglow feeling hazy and warm, my Nia sprawled on top of me with my hands still holding her tight to me by her delightful bum.
All good things have to come to an end, and even though I would have preferred to lie there all day with my girl held tightly against me, I knew we had places to go and people to see. I smacked her on her bum, lightly, of course, just enough to make her grin.
"Come on, you, we have to go and see Sergeant Happy Hands, I bet you're looking forward with bated-breath to even more of his blue-chinned leering, aren't you?"
Nia grinned cheekily at me. "But of course! I live for middle-aged Lothario's pawing at me; you're just a distraction until the right combination of middle-aged spread and hair-loss comes along!"
We showered in turns, Nia went first then she ordered breakfast while I showered, then we took a cab to the Metropolitan Toronto Police HQ on College Street to meet the sergeant again. After the usual amenities, enquiries if we slept well, that sort of thing, but this time without the leering innuendo, we went to the office he shared with the Special Victims Unit to talk about his progress, if any, with the San Francisco District Attorney.
The upshot of the discussion was that various state and federal agencies had been informed and were assisting in California, and we should go back to our hotel and wait. Louis assured us that the various people involved would work out a way for us to meet with the woman we supposed to be Hu'e. He gave us a fairly detailed run-down on how it would work, but to be honest, I soon got lost in the maze of legal and federal rules and regulations governing these situations, but as this apparently had happened before, legal precedent existed. He was hopeful that we should hear very soon, and advised us to sight-see and enjoy Toronto for a couple of days. He ended the meeting with a promise to call us or leave a message as soon as he heard.
We left in good spirits; Louis was confident that all would be well. He explained that this wasn't unusual, and he expressed his hope that we'd soon be on our way. Nia hugged and thanked him, which brought a delighted smile to his rumpled face. I saw his hands twitch to go around her; however, he also saw me watching him, and he'd obviously taken my quiet word with him the previous night to heart, as his hands stayed firmly by his sides...
We spent the next two days sightseeing in Toronto, as suggested, and lazing in our room, feeling useless but waiting for that word that meant we could finally go and see if this was over, at last. It had taken three years of our lives, and to be honest, it was starting to become wearisome and depressing; a resolution one way or the other would have been welcome, whatever the outcome.
I was really starting to feel like we'd come as far as we ever would; perhaps she really was gone forever, and we'd followed a dud clue to the wrong person? The fact is, I'd lost hope, and I'd lost faith in Nia's certainty that her sister as somehow still alive, happy, healthy and rarin' to find her real family; supposing she was happy in her family here; had Nia considered that? I didn't think so...
++++
Wednesday, 12th May, 2012
10th & Anza, San Francisco
Bethany and Cory were sitting in the kitchen, chatting about work and drinking a coffee while they waited for the lasagne to finish, when there came a ring at the doorbell. Bethany looked accusingly at Corey.
"If that's your mother again, I swear, I'm driving her up to Marin Headlands and kicking her off! Every time one of her 'relationships' implodes, she comes here, loaded, and then I have to explain to the kids, again, why Gramma's crying. And she won't leave! She drives me batshit and she won't go home, and that drives me even more batshit!"
Corey grinned ruefully as he headed for the door.
"She doesn't mean anything by it; she's just trying to be part of the family!"
Bethany snorted. "Why can't she be part of Jo and Eric's family, or Carl and Lena's family? I'll tell you why; it's because Eric and Lena both put their foot down, that's why. Visits I don't mind, turning up unannounced and loaded is becoming a regular thing, like it's some kind of right. Your family saw me coming, that's the problem; your sister and your brother don't have any problem keeping her and her drinking away, why don't you?"
Bethany turned and went back into the kitchen to check on the lasagne; despite her objections, she knew she wouldn't turn Corey's mother away, she never had, no matter how scary drunk she'd been in the past, so she contented herself with muttering darkly about the family members who lived inconveniently far away and so had a perfect excuse not to take on Maureen Warren and her relationship issues. Bethany heard the sound of voices, male voices, not Maureen's slurred tones, Corey speaking with however it was, and the sound of the door closing, and him asking someone to take a seat.
Corey appeared in the kitchen doorway.
"Babe, turn that off, someone's here to see you."
His tone and the expression on his face told her something was up, so, setting the oven timer for another 20 minutes, she wiped her hands and followed him into the living room.
There were two men standing up as she came into the room, and they introduced themselves as Detective Harry Regan, of the SFPD Special Victims Unit, and FBI Special Agent John Davison.
Bethany moved closer to Corey, unnerved by having the police and the FBI in her home.
"Corey, what's this about, why have...?" she began, but Regan was quick to ease her fears.
"Mrs. Warren, we belong to a Task Force that's been investigating child trafficking and babies for cash dealers, both here in the continental United States, and in conjunction with other National, federal and local police and law-enforcement bodies worldwide. One of the items that came up was the matter of your own adoption. The Agency that arranged the adoption with your parents was a front for an international criminal enterprise selling babies on the black-market for legitimate adoption. We believe you yourself were obtained in this way, from an agency in Vancouver, smuggled into the US, and passed off as another child, with falsified birth records. Special Agent Davison has been in contact with a team in Canada investigating the same organisation in Canada and worldwide."
Special Agent Davison spoke up now.
"Mrs. Warren, the team in Canada were able to track you across Asia and into Canada, thence to California due to the cooperation of several dedicated and motivated teams in various countries. A female child closely matching your description, including the birthmark on the left side of your neck, was stolen from a subdivision of Da Nang known as Hoa Hiep."
"That child subsequently surfaced in Vancouver less than a month later, and promptly disappeared, the child that was listed under that name and adopted in Vancouver was the wrong gender and age, and then a child closely matching the original description from Vancouver was adopted by John and Phyllis Keyes of Pleasanton. I understand your adoptive parents have passed away, please accept my condolences. I want you to understand, they did nothing wrong; all the paperwork was correctly filed and notarized, and they took delivery of what they had every reason to believe was an orphan legitimately placed for adoption."
He stirred, looking closely at Bethany.
"Mrs. Warren, your real family have never stopped hoping for news of you. They have been searching for you, and it was them who alerted us to your case through their own investigations conducted in Vietnam, in Hong Kong, Thailand, Laos and Singapore. I was asked to show you this."
He took out a photograph and passed it over to Bethany who looked at her own face, her hair, even her birthmark, but it wasn't her, it was an older woman. She wordlessly passed the photograph to Corey, who whistled at the resemblance.
"Special Agent Davison, who is this woman?" she asked, her voice low and steady.
Davison looked at her steadily. "This is Anh Thienh Lo, your birth mother," he said, gauging her reaction.
"I see. Will you excuse me please?" said Bethany in that same low monotone, rising and walking away into the kitchen, mechanically checking the lasagne and getting the plates and glasses out of the cabinet.
Corey apologised with his eyes and slipped into the kitchen.
"Babe, don't you want to know more, anything else they might have to tell you?
Bethany looked at him steadily, and slowly shook her head.
"I had a mom, and a dad, they're gone, but they were my mom and dad, not some face in a photograph!"
Corey tried a different approach.
"Don't you want to know about the rest of your family, who and where they are?" and again Bethany shook her head.
"My family are here, and I know who they are!" she almost shouted, lowering her voice to tell him, "I don't want to talk about it, Corey; I just want to have dinner!"
Corey nodded assent and rejoined the two men in the living room.
"She's a little shaken by all this just now, let me have some time with her, I'm sure I'll be able to get her to come round."
The two men agreed, and left their cards with him. As they were leaving, Special Agent Davison added one thing.
"Mrs. Warren's younger sister is the one who finally helped us track her down; she put the final pieces together, she's been looking for her older sister for years; you might want to let your wife know that there are others in this who are hurting as well, who want to see her again, perhaps it may help her see things differently."
Corey came back into the kitchen to find Bethany sitting at the breakfast bar with tears in her eyes, the photograph of Anh on the counter in front of her.
"Why did I have to find out, Corey, why now? I only just got over losing her, now I have another one, when does this end, who else am I supposed to lose before it stops hurting and just becomes normal? How many mother's do you have to lose?"
Corey hugged her, understanding what she was saying, but his eyes kept being drawn back to the photograph on the counter. The woman in it was definitely Bethany's birth mother, there was no doubt about that, the resemblance was startling, with even the same quirk in her smile.
Bethany noticed the direction of his gaze, and grimaced.
"I know, and I accept she's my real mother, but if I accept that, then what about my mom, where's she supposed to fit in all this? She was my real mom too, and I loved her, no-one's going to replace her!"
Corey soothed her as she began to cry.
"It's all right, it's OK to feel like that, mom brought you up, not this woman, but she's also hurting. You were stolen away from her, she didn't give you away, and she's been hoping and waiting for her girl to come back as well. You have a sister, did I tell you? She's the one who found you, and she wants to meet you, just to know her sister is alive and well I suppose. How much could it hurt to meet this girl, your kid sister?"
Bethany stopped crying to look levelly at him.
"I have a kid sister? Really?"
Corey nodded.
"That's what the FBI said. She's the one who's been digging around the world, looking for you, trying to trace you; are you sure you want to tell her to go away? Whether you accept her or not, she's committed herself to finding you; you owe her something for that at least!"
++++
I woke in the middle of the night, thinking Nia had called me, but she was fast asleep, her breathing slow and deep, so I dismissed it as a dream. As I drifted, Nia suddenly spoke, but she wasn't speaking to me; she was dreaming, and talking in Ting Viet, or so I assumed for a second, then years of listening to mum kicked in, and I realised it wasn't Vietnamese, it was some other language. I'd heard something like it once before, and I struggled to think where, then an image of Nia kneeling, hands clasped in prayer popped into my mind, and I knew where I'd heard this before. It was Cham, the Vietnamese Latin, and Nia had told me she didn't speak it, she only knew the prayers. Now she was having a conversation in her dreams, and she was speaking Cham like a native tongue, having a long and involved discourse with...someone.
Whatever this conversation was, it was beginning to have an effect on her; she was speaking faster, almost desperately, and her head began whipping from side to side. I switched on my bedside lamp, and reached over to touch her, and her eyes snapped open, staring at me, but they weren't her eyes. Gone were her sapphire blue doll's eyes, now her eyes in the muted golden light from the lamp seemed to flash light smoky amber, golden and sharp. Her eyes narrowed, and she said something to me, still in Cham, then she smiled, and closed her eyes, her face relaxing as she dropped back into deep sleep.
I the morning, I asked her casually if she'd had a good night. She looked at me and pursed her lips, debating whether or not to share with me.
"Jamie, I had the strangest dream. I dreamed of Hu'e, but that's not her name; her name's ...I can't remember. In my dream, she had a husband, and a little girl, and maybe a boy. She lived...somewhere with lots of wires overhead, I could see them in shadows on her face. She looked just like mum! She asked me for my bracelet, and I gave it to her, and she gave me a little coin in return, a red coin with a golden...thing on it, then I was in the Linh Son Temple in Upper Norwood with mum, and I was looking at the big statue of Hu Ye, and he spoke to me; he said 'You must go to her, now she is ready'. And I asked him where I was supposed to go, and he said 'You will know when you know'" and I woke up. I tell you, when I have weird dreams, I have world-class ones! I suppose I'm just lucky it wasn't carrots with teeth and an overwhelming fear of boots!"
I looked at her, relieved she wasn't reading portents and omens and God knows what into it. She accepted it was just the usual type of hugely significant dream that means so much while you're having it, and fades to nothing after you waken.
"You were talking in your sleep last night, which is a first, you were gabbling away in Cham, long involved and noisy!" I grinned, and she grinned back.
"Bullshit, I don't speak Cham, and neither do you. It was just garbled dream nonsense! What are we doing today?"
We spent the morning poking around various markets and little shops, not finding anything particularly unavailable in London, but Nia's addicted to street markets, so we poked and prodded and rummaged, looking through 'genuine' Native American handicrafts with the 'Made in China' printing still just visible, wobbly Mexican pottery from Taiwan, and bootleg CD's by the box-load.
When we finally got back to the hotel at lunchtime, Nia's appetite for pawing through cheap tat finally sated, there was a message asking us to call Louis at Toronto Police HQ.
When I'd finished speaking to him, Nia looked at me questioningly, so I grinned at her.
"Let's get packed, we're going to San Francisco!"
Nia squealed and jumped on me, then calmed down as we started to work out the logistics of this. I had a date and a place to meet this woman, Bethany Warren; Friday, May 14th, at the FBI building on Golden Gate Avenue. We were meeting Agent Davison, and a policeman, Detective Harry Regan of the Special Victims Unit, at three p.m. that day. I had the front desk arrange our booking for the Radisson Hotel on Fisherman's Wharf, not a million miles from Golden Gate Avenue, and asked them to arrange flights for us for that afternoon or early evening to San Francisco. They had our card details, and there was a knock at the door before we'd even finished packing, a Customer Assistant with our flight details for later that afternoon and ticket claim checks.
We arrived at the hotel at seven p.m. to be met by Detective Regan, a pleasant man in his mid-thirties, who briefed us on what the meeting was about.
"Bethany Warren was not too happy about this meet," he explained, "she grew up the daughter of a family from Pleasanton, in the East bay, Alameda County, so she was understandably more than a little shocked to hear what we had to tell her. I showed her the picture of her birth mother, and I have to say, the resemblance is startling, as it is with you, Miss Morrison; there's no doubt in my mind that you and she are siblings, the resemblance is extraordinary!"
Nia wanted to know if Bethany would be amenable or hostile, and Detective Regan shrugged.
"I...think she'll be...approachable. This is all a great shock to her, but she's handling it as well as could be expected; just don't get your hopes up that she'll run into your arms; she's still not comfortable about how this has all come about."
We had a quiet dinner at a superb place on Fisherman's Wharf, just a few minutes' walk from the hotel, and watched the seals basking in the last of the evening sun as we chatted about what the next day would bring. Nia was excited but pragmatic. I thought she'd had some unrealistic expectations from the start, but Detective Regan telling us that this Bethany wasn't exactly straining at the leash to meet us had wound Nia down several notches.
After a restless night, Nia finally fell asleep in the early hours, waking again with a start at nine o'clock, jittery and unable to relax. She paced, twiddled, chewed her lip and whistled tunelessly until I could take it no longer. As we had several hours to kill, and we were in San Francisco, I decided that we might as well do some touristy things, so we rode a cable car and a Muni train, took pictures of the city from Marin Headlands, strolled back across the Golden Gate Bridge and took pictures of the double-decked Bay Bridge. We wandered down Market Street for Nia to buy something for mum and dad, and by then it was time to go to our meeting.
At 2.45 p.m. we were waiting in the lobby of the FBI building for Special Agent Davison and Detective Regan. We'd been given to understand that Regan was here at the request of Bethany, which seemed odd, but it was her choice.



Agent Davison came and retrieved us and took us to his office, where we waited for Bethany and her husband to arrive. Eventually here came a knock at the door, and Regan came in followed by two people. As he stepped out of the way, Nia gasped, as did the woman standing there. I was speechless. She looked exactly like mum, her expression, the way she held her head, everything. Nia was half standing, her hand pressed against her lips, and we all stood there in silence. Eventually, Bethany's husband gently nudged her, and she gave a start, tearing her eyes away from her rapt study of Nia's features.
Once we were all seated again, Agent Davison introduced us all, and I learned that the man with Bethany was her husband, Corey, Nia's brother-in-law.
Bethany began by asking us how we'd traced her, never once taking her eyes of Nia, and Nia just sat there transfixed, so I made all the running.
"Your mother, Anh lives in England now. She escaped to Laos after you were stolen, to get away from a police captain, a man named Thuyet. He wanted your mother to pass around among his friends, and he'd decided that he'd had enough of waiting. Mum went to the market one day, and when she came back, you were gone, and so was your father, Vienh. A neighbour smuggled her into Laos after your father's body was found; he'd been murdered, and you'd disappeared without trace. Your name was Hu'e Vienh Lo, and mum has never forgotten you, and never stopped wanting you back."
I paused, trying to gauge her reaction, but Bethany's face remained impassive while I unreeled what we'd been doing over the past few years
"Nia and I first learned about you three years ago, just before Nia went to university. While she studied Law, I've been digging around in Vietnam, Thailand, Singapore, and Hong Kong, using my connections, and friends, and friends of friends, to try and get a line on you."
"A little while ago, we caught a break. I work in the Oil industry, and while I was on a survey in Vietnam, I managed to find some records that led me to Laos, then to Hong Kong and a gang of people traffickers. My friend in the Thai Border Force gave me some records and details, which I'm sure Agent Davison here has copies of."
Special Agent Davison nodded in affirmation.
"The records and information we obtained from Mr. Morrison and his contacts have been invaluable in closing several other cases of this nature here in the US and in Canada." he asserted. He nodded at me to go on.
"Mum, your mother, my stepmother, has been hoping for news of you for 28 years, and it's only now, because of the sharing of information between several national and regional law enforcement agencies, that we've been able together all the clues that led us here."
I stopped, because something was wrong here. Bethany looked disinterested, almost hostile, and the way she was looking at Nia wasn't sisterly at all; quite the opposite.
"Can I ask you something?" she requested, sounding laconic and bored, and I nodded.
"What exactly does this have to do with me?" she asked, looking at Nia, at me, at the FBI agent. Nia looked like she'd been slapped, and I could see from Davison's expression that this was not how he'd expected this to go.
"I'm sorry, Mrs. Warren, I don't understand...!" he said, looking mystified, and Bethany stood up, looking at Nia and I.
"All this is very interesting, but it's ancient history and I'm sorry, but really don't see that it has anything to do with me. Corey, can we go now?" she asked, her husband also looking equally surprised at her tone.
Nia half-rose from her seat, looking at Bethany in something closely akin to shock, while I moved to hold her as she wavered.
"No, please, don't go, please...!" she murmured, reaching out to Bethany, who looked at her outstretched hand, and looked away, disinterest radiating off her.
"Corey, this is nothing to do with us, the sitter goes home at six, so we have to go!"
"But you're my sister, don't you want to...?" began Nia, but Bethany cut her off.
"No I don't, and I'm sorry, but you're not my sister. I have no family except my children, I had a mother, and I loved her and she's gone. Your mother is your mother, not mine; none of this has any bearing on me or my life, so I think you should just please leave me alone. I want no part of you or your family; they're not my family, and my life works just fine right now without any of you in it. It may have meant something 28 years ago, but you're 28 years too late, and I have nothing for you, and you have nothing I want. Corey!"
Now I felt like I'd been slapped, but the look on Nia's sweet face was boring an acid hole in the pit of my stomach.
"Please, you're my sister! My mother...!" and again Bethany cut across her.
"Your mother missed me so much she wasted no time in replacing me with you, is that what you were going to say? I've heard enough of this; this is your issue, not mine, it has nothing to do with me, and I have to go, my kids need me! Corey, we're leaving!"
Nia was whispering "That's not true, it's not true, how can you say that? Please, don't leave; I looked for you for so long, we all did, please...!
She turned to me, shocked and stunned.
"Jamie, please...don't...Jamie...please...no ..." she whispered, tears filling her eyes and spilling down her cheeks. My girl needed me to make this nightmare not be happening to her, and I knotted-up inside, because I didn't know how. Bethany resolutely looked away as Nia clung to me, my heart breaking for her as the hurt from Bethany's rejection etched itself on her face.
I gathered her into me as she started to sob, Bethany's face still impassive, unconcerned. Her husband looked shocked, an expression almost of distaste on his face as he stared at his wife. Bethany waited for Agent Davison to show her out, and she and Corey left, his look and shrug apologetic as the door closed behind him.
Detective Regan was shocked, confused, and sympathetic.
"I'm really sorry it turned out this way," he stated, "I've never seen a reaction like that before, it caught me completely off-guard. I really thought Mrs. Warren was eager to meet her sister, obviously I was mistaken. I'm so sorry."
Special Agent Davison came back and said pretty much the same thing. He had no idea what had sparked-off Bethany's hostile, almost aggressive response to us, to Nia in particular, and to be honest, I didn't really care. This was the fall I had been trying so desperately to avert for Nia, the thing I had feared most of all, and now I had to try and salvage her from this bloody mess.
She'd spent three years of her life, all her spare time and effort, boundless emotional investment, and she'd been rejected out of hand by the one person in the whole world she wanted so much to find. Bethany had refused to even touch her, and I think that had hurt as much as the outright rejection. Out of nowhere the old aphorism popped into my head; 'Be careful what you wish for, you may just get it'. Here was the living truth of that.
I was outraged at the callous rudeness and lack of common politeness that woman had shown; what had my Nia ever done to her except search the world over for her? My girl was one step away from hysterics here, and that woman had looked at her like she was a nasty stain on the sidewalk. If anybody richly deserved a slap right now, it was Bethany Warren, I was certain of it.
++++
Friday May 14th
10th & Anza
Corey sat tight-lipped in front of the television, staring blankly and bouncing his keys, a pall of anger and shame surrounding him; anger at Bethany for her callous cruelty, and shame for the way his wife had behaved toward those two kids, who'd done nothing except criss-cross the planet looking for her. They'd looked like such nice kids, they'd tried to reach out to her, and she'd slapped them away, instead spitting bile and bitterness he never knew she had in her, showing a side of her he'd never seen before; he'd always believed Bethany was the sweetest, most compassionate, most loving person he'd ever met, so who was that obnoxious bitch back at the FBI Building?
Bethany was avoiding him, and even the kids had picked up that daddy was in no mood to be trifled with; one look at his face and they'd faded into their rooms; he'd been silent and uncommunicative in the cab back from Golden Gate Avenue, and Bethany knew that he was mad at her; no, correction, he was furious with her. He sat pondering, not seeing the images on the screen, instead seeing again and again the shocked anguish in that young girl's eyes, in Bethany's sister's eyes, reminding himself again that there had been no need for it, she'd lashed out at an innocent target. Right now Corey wasn't feeling particularly friendly toward his wife; she'd done a mean, cruel and spiteful thing, and he was ashamed of her, and ashamed of himself for watching her do it and not stepping-in to call a halt.
He came to a decision, stood up, and headed toward the door, bouncing his keys. Bethany stepped in front of him as he fumbled with the door latch.
"Honey, where are you going?" she asked, although she had a fairly good idea.
Corey looked at her levelly. "Please get out of my way Bethany, I have to go out, I have to fix this and I may be a while." He brushed past her, and yanked the door open, and paused, turning to look back at her.
"Why did you hurt those kids like that, baby? They did nothing to you; nothing at all. They came looking for you, all they wanted to do was see you, so they could tell their mom that her daughter's alive and well; they were reaching out to you, all you had to do was just smile, give a little back, and walk away; instead you pissed in their faces. I hope you feel proud of yourself, you made that little girl cry for nothing. Who are you, and what have you done with my Bethany? Because the Bethany I married would never have been so cruel or callous. While I'm gone, why don't you go sit down somewhere and think of a really good reason why you behaved like that, because I can't!"
Bethany watched him leave, wanting to go with him, not daring to call him back, and writhing inside with shame at the disappointment she knew he was feeling right now.
He was right; those kids had done nothing, and she'd felt a small, mean sense of triumph at lashing out at them to demonstrate just how much she didn't need them, to drive home that they weren't her family, in any sense. Bethany knew anything she told herself right now was rationalisation, pure and simple; the truth was, the thought of having another family had made her feel that she'd never really belonged to her mom and dad, but even thinking that had felt deeply disloyal to their memory; they were her parents, and though they'd now passed away, she was afraid of anyone taking her away from them.
Feeling that way, it had been easy to attempt to drive these interlopers away, these people who'd come to claim her for their own family when she knew she wasn't and never had been one of them. She wanted to keep on being Bethany Keyes, married to Corey Warren, not this Hu'e whatever persona they were trying to saddle her with.
Even so, the look on that girl's face, in her eyes, the hurt she'd caused her, hadn't made Bethany feel any better. She'd set out to hurt these people for intruding in her life, and she'd succeeded, and knowing she was wrong had only compounded it for her, because having gone there, it had been easy to keep lashing out, and that poor kid hadn't done anything to deserve it. Bethany felt wretched, and found herself wishing she'd been less dismissive, less obnoxious, and a little more understanding of what those two kids had been doing and where they'd had to go to find her.
Now it was too late; she'd burned her bridges there, no doubt about that. Corey had gone to try and make it right, but she doubted he could, nor should he have had to; it should have been her, and that made her feel even more wretched, that she'd forced poor Corey to go and try and undo what should never have happened at all. Bethany looked at herself in the hall mirror. She needed to apologise, but she didn't know how she could, and Corey shouldn't be trying to do it for her. The look on his face had hurt her deeply, and she knew she'd lost a little of him because of this, and that hurt even more.
"I thought you were better than that..." she whispered to her reflection, and the eyes that looked back at her were filled with guilt and self-loathing.
++++
Nia was crying, my baby was crying in the other room, and I couldn't do anything about it. Bethany's rejection of her had cut right through her, and wounded her deeply, and I didn't know how to make it better. Now I had to call mum, tell her what had happened, and ask her how to comfort Nia, because right now, I wasn't in a comforting mood; right now I wanted to find Bethany Warren and tell her exactly what I thought of cruel bitches that hurt my baby and made her cry for nothing. I was just getting in the right frame of mind to pick up the phone and make that call when it rang. It was the Front Desk; I had a visitor, so I asked them to direct him up to the suite. A few minutes later there was a light knock at the door. I opened it expecting to see Regan or Agent Davison, but it was Corey Warren.
"Hello James, I...I wanted to see you before you left," he started, "may I come in? This will only take a few minutes, I promise, please, just hear me out!"
I invited him in, and motioned him to a seat, and I sat down opposite him.
"What can I do for you...?" I began.
"Corey, please, call me Corey; we are family, after all!" he smiled gently, and I found myself warming to him.
"OK, what can we do for you...Corey? I asked, returning his grin.
He clasped his hands together tightly in front of him, his fingers interlaced. "I came here to apologise for my wife's behaviour. What she did was uncalled for, and completely out of character, and to be honest, I really don't want to see her for a while, not until I've apologised properly to you, and to ...Nia?
That little girl didn't deserve what Bethany did, and neither did you, and I honestly don't know why she did that. But it's done, and all I can do now is try and make it right."
I could feel the sincerity radiating off him, and I grinned.
"Would you like to meet Nia, properly, this time?" I asked him and he grinned back.
"I'd like that very much indeed," he said, "she looks so much like Bethany when she was that age! Whatever's going on in Bethany's head right now, there's absolutely no doubt in my mind they really are sisters!"
"Wait there, I'll just be one moment." I said, and knocked on the bedroom door before I went in. Nia was huddled on the bed, clasping a pillow tightly and staring into space. Her face was stained where her makeup had run and smeared, and her eyes were red and swollen. She turned to look at me, and tears welled up in her eyes again.
"Mum was right; some things should just be left alone. I was better off not knowing; all of this has been a fool's errand, Jamie, and I dragged you on it, I pushed you into the most God-forsaken places because of it, and you never complained, you just did it for me, and it was all for nothing. I'm sorry Polar Bear; I should have listened to mum, I should have just let this all go years ago! I wish I'd never heard of her, or come to this bloody place!"
My heart wrenched as I listened to the last of her hope and idealism drain away, something else Bethany had taken away from her, but I still smiled and slid her close to me.
"We have a visitor, there's someone here to see you." I told her. She stared at me and I smiled encouragingly. "Come on, princess, family calls!"
Nia jumped up, knuckling her eyes. "Bethany...? and I shook my head.
"No, but her husband's here, he wants to meet his sister-in-law!"
Nia smiled sadly. "Give me five minutes and I'll be there, OK?
I rejoined Corey in the sitting room. "She's just making herself presentable; give her a few minutes...about four hours ought to do it!"
Corey grinned back. "Bethany's the same, it takes her most of the day to take a shower, and she always leaves the door tight shut, it's like a sauna in there for the rest of the day, and the smell of wet hair and conditioner is overpowering!"
We chatted about nothing much until the bedroom door opened, and Nia gingerly poked her head out. Corey saw her, and immediately stood, smiling broadly at her. Encouraged, she smiled back and crept into the room to huddle against me. Corey offered her his hand, and when she took it he pulled her close and gave her a quick hug, making her squeak with surprise.
We all sat down, and Corey spoke directly to Nia. "I came here to apologise for my wife's behaviour. I'm sorry you had to see that, I don't know where that came from. I've never seen her do that before in all the years I've known her, and I don't know why she did that to you, of all people. I'm sorry."
Nia smiled sadly at him. "It wasn't your fault, I shouldn't have got my hopes and expectations up; she had no reason to accept me out of the blue like that."
Corey demurred. "Nevertheless, what she said and did was wrong, and she knew it. I can't explain it, I don't know what was going through her head, but all I can offer is my sincerest apologies for what happened; you're her little sister, and she had no right to behave like that!"
Just then, the telephone rang again. I answered it and was told we had a visitor. I was puzzled, but asked they they be sent up to our suite. Nia looked at me enquiringly, and I told her we had another visitor on the way up to see us. Sure enough, a couple of minutes later there was a knock at the door, and I opened it to see Bethany standing there!
I was momentarily wrong-footed, and even Corey gaped to see his wife standing there.
"I'm sorry for coming here like this," she said quietly, "I wanted to apologise to you...and to my sister."
Nia had risen from her seat, and Corey also stood, offering her his hand to help her rise. Wordlessly, I invited Bethany in, motioning her to sit, while Corey watched her in silence.
Bethany stood with her eyes fixed on Nia.
"James...Nia, I want to apologise for what I said today; my behaviour was inexcusable, and I'm truly sorry I hurt you. I was wrong, you are my sister, and you deserved better than what I offered; I'm sorry. Can we talk, please?"
Nia waited in silence, her eyes big and fearful. Bethany looked at Corey, at me, for any clue as to how to approach her. I nodded and pointed with my chin in Nia's direction, and Bethany held her hand out to her. Nia tentatively reached out and took her hand, and smiled as two big tears rolled down her cheeks. Cory took Bethany's other hand and kissed her lightly on the cheek. "So there you are, I was wondering where you'd gone!" I heard him whisper.
We all sat down, Nia not letting go of Bethany's hand, but I think the breakthrough moment actually came when Bethany leaned over and gently blotted Nia's tears with her handkerchief, a 'mum' gesture I had seen a thousand times when Nia was small.
Bethany spoke first. "Nia, I'm sorry, really, truly sorry, for the way I reacted earlier. I know I hurt you, and I apologise for that; I guess I wanted to hurt you for trying to make me part of you, because I didn't want to let go of my mom and dad, my adoptive parents. Does that make sense? I guess I overreacted when you started talking about 'our' mother. I couldn't hear that, because if I accepted your mom as mine too, then I'd have to let go of my mom, and I can't do that. My parents loved me very much, and I loved them and I miss them every single day!"
Nia nodded in understanding.
"I would never ask you to give them up; they brought you up, they loved you, and it would be wrong and cruel to insist you let them go for a stranger. But my mum has a claim on you too. She didn't give you away, or abandon you, or sell you; she and her husband loved you very much, the three of you were all that was left of her family, and then you were taken, and they had to kill your father to take you away from him."



"You were stolen, Bethany, by a man who's now sweltering in a hell-hole prison, thanks to Jamie, and sold to another man who's going to hang in a Chinese jail one day soon. Jamie and I wanted to find you, but not so we could tell you to turn your back on everything you know and love and come with us because you belong to us; we came to find you so my mum, who lost you so long ago, can finally know her little girl is safe, and well, and happy; that's all. I look at your face, and I see my mum; I look at you and I see my features as well, so I know you and I are family, the children of Anh Thienh Lo and all she's concerned about is the happiness of her children; you, me, and Jamie."
Bethany looked at me. "You're my...brother?"
I grinned. "In a manner of speaking. After you were abducted, mum had to be smuggled out of Vietnam and into Laos, because the man who took you wanted her as his own personal plaything, and he'd already had no qualms about killing her husband. She was still only a young teenager with no family to protect her; her husband was dead, her mother died in the war and her father died in a border skirmish, all she had in the world was her husband, and you."
"In Laos, she met a missionary family from England. When they came back to England, mum was still only a teenager, and she came with them. The missionary couple were my grandparents, and when they died mum and Laura, their daughter stayed together. Laura was my mother, she met my father at university but she died soon after I was born. When she found out how sick she was, she gave me to mum, her adopted sister, to be her son. Eventually mum married my father, and they had Nia; she's your half-sister and my half-sister, on both sides of the family."
Bethany nodded sombrely. "She's had quite a life, by the sound of it. What's she like?"
Nia looked at me, so I started. "Mum is...mum; she's funny, wise, smart, she's tiny and beautiful, a fabulous cook, she makes the best bread on the planet, and I'll fight anyone who disagrees, she puts up with my dad's awful jokes, she'll feed anybody at the drop of a hat, and she makes mango ice cream all the time; I virtually live on it. You'll like her. She calls me 'Huynh', which means 'Big Brother', but mostly she calls me 'little boy', which is a bit rich, coming from a tiny little lady like her! How about you, Bethany, have you any children?"
Her eyes went soft for a moment. "We have two; Ryan and Jodie. Would you like to meet them?"
Nia's eyes lit up. "Oh yes, please, but when?" and Bethany grinned.
"They're in the Lobby with Detective Regan; I couldn't get a sitter, and I didn't know where you were staying, so I called him, and he offered to bring me and the kids. I'll go get them!"
Bethany came back with two adorable little kids, a boy about six, and a little girl maybe a year younger, Ryan and Jodie. Ryan took after Corey, with a shock of jet black hair and grey eyes, but Jodie looked amazingly like Nia when she was that age, more proof, if any was needed, that these were her family.
We ordered dinner in the suite for everyone, and Corey and I watched Nia connect with Bethany, talking about their lives, kids, college...and our marriage plans.
Bethany looked puzzled at that.
"I thought you and Nia were half-siblings?" she asked, and Nia explained how we'd come about. Bethany was surprised and intrigued by our relationship, but chose not to make an issue of it.
"I won't hide anything from you," she'd told Bethany, "this is our family, warts and all. I've always loved Jamie, and he fell in love with me, we got engaged a few weeks ago, and we intend to get married as soon as we can. In fact, Jamie, you may as well know, the date booked for the church solemnization is July 16th, so no pressure, Polar Bear! Bethany, please come to my wedding, it would mean the world to me, and to mum, if you would!"
Bethany looked thoughtful for a moment.
"Just over two months away, I'm sure we can work something out. Corey?" Corey agreed, and so we were set. During our conversations one useful fact emerged. I happened to mention that we were getting married in Hong Kong, as per Nia's original plan, and Corey asked why we didn't just drive over to Reno and do it there. Because we were foreigners, all they needed was a photo document issued by a foreign government, and Nia and I both had UK driving licenses, which were acceptable as ID. They had different addresses, in different towns, so the names could be explained as coincidence, as Nia was not obviously my sister.
One odd incident; While Bethany and Nia were chatting, Bethany suddenly took hold of Nia's wrist and held up her bracelet, looking at it curiously. Nia asked her if there was anything wrong and Bethany shook her head, then said "I dreamed of a bracelet like this the other night, it was flashing blue light onto a tablecloth, and then my dream got all garbled, but I'm sure I've seen this bracelet before somewhere..." Nia looked oddly at her, and spoke slowly.
"I was...doing that...on Monday, in here, and I dreamed I gave you my bracelet, and you gave me a...a coin, or a medal or something, red, it was red and gold..." she trailed off as Bethany showed her the token the little boy Jamie had given her. Nia looked at me in confusion.
"No it's not ...possible, just coincidence, a fluke...Jamie?"
I made sure I was deeply in conversation with Corey so I didn't hear her; whatever had happened between Bethany and Nia, I had no explanation, and I wasn't about to start reaching for one.
We followed Corey's suggestion, and two days later, we were legally married in Reno, the chapel even taking our documents to the courthouse to get the license for us. Nia had finally decided that she didn't want to work for UNICEF, she was wary of being posted abroad for years at a time; we'd talked about starting a family and we couldn't very well do that if Nia was seconded to Yemen or Djibouti or wherever. I decided I needed a legal advisor, and she had an International Law Diploma, so I asked her to come and work with me.
So now, because we suddenly had no pressing reason to return home, no deadline date for Nia to start work, and I had a couple of weeks before I had to go away again on any assignments, we based ourselves in San Francisco for a few days, sightseeing properly, spending time with our new family, and bonding closer with Corey, Bethany and the kids
++++
Nia and I were pacing around the arrivals gate at Heathrow Terminal 3; Bethany's flight had touched down almost 40 minutes earlier, and Nia was getting impatient. I was trying to be reasonable; Heathrow in the summer is always a nightmare, it's the third busiest airport in the world, and it shows. The Arrivals lobby was heaving with people, and Nia resorted to standing on a seat to see if she could spot Corey anywhere, but so far no luck.
At last, she pointed, and I looked in the direction she indicated, seeing Corey's mop of black hair in among the crowd, so we waded toward them, Nia in my lee, holding onto my belt to avoid being swept away by the crowds. We finally caught them, Nia and Bethany hugging and sniffling at each other, and Cory and I exchanging handshakes. We'd left mum at home, waiting on tenterhooks, as we didn't think an airport was the place for a family reunion, so we headed down to the parking garage to load up and get back to South London.
The reunion was kind of what I expected; Bethany had been quiet, almost subdued on the drive back, but I noticed she had her hand tightly locked in Nia's, and Corey was stroking the back of her neck and whispering to her the entire time. When we arrived home, Nia took Bethany inside while Corey and I distracted the kids, unloaded the luggage and gave mum and Bethany a little time.
When we finally went inside, mum and Bethany were having their own moment of non-verbal communication, and Nia was smiling and crying at the same time, holding on tight to dad as her mother and sister reunited. Mum saw the children, and that's when she lost it, and I must admit, I had a fairly sizeable lump in my throat while I watched her hold and kiss her grandchildren for the first time ever.
Eventually, mum noticed Corey and I, and beckoned us over. Corey introduced himself, and mum hugged him, then pulled my head down to kiss me.
"Thank you little boy!" she whispered, and patted my chest, "now all my children in one place; I have my daughters here, and I have my little boy, and new son as well, you have done well, my little boy, sister is very proud of you, I can hear her laughing; listen carefully, and so will you!"
The wedding, our proper wedding, went off perfectly. We were married in church in Streatham, South London, in a Church of England church so Nia could have the bells ringing for her wedding day. She looked absolutely stunning in her white dress and long veil, with a silver tiara dad and I had bought her, and a trailing bouquet of white and pink roses dotted with vivid sky-blue Forget-me-nots. Bethany was her Maid of Honour, and she, Julie and Shelagh all wore pale blue gowns, Nia's favourite colour. Ryan was Page Boy, although he nearly rebelled when he saw the outfit Nia had picked out for him, and only some fast footwork and a couple of twenties persuaded him to accept his fate. Little Jodie was our flower girl, in a white crinoline dress and carrying a basket of rose petals (I know, but it was Nia's idea, her wedding etc.)
Mark stood as my best man, and Corey and Shelagh's boyfriend acted as Ushers. It was the wedding Nia had always dreamed of, the day we'd looked forward to for so long now; Reno was to legalise our union, today was when we would really become man and wife, in our eyes, and in the eyes of our family and closest friends.
We made love that night as man and wife, the culmination of all those years of being so close, a lifetime growing-up together, and the final act in our quest to be together. When I took Nia home, she really was my wife, in my heart as well as in fact, no longer my girl, not my sister anymore, but my real, true wife, and she was everything I'd always wanted.
I helped her out of her wedding dress, almost drooling with anticipation. We'd stayed apart for the last week, Nia at mum's and me staying alone in the flat. She'd wanted our wedding night to be special, and now I was bursting with the need to make love to my beautiful wife. Wife! I still couldn't believe we'd finally gotten here.
As I peeled her dress off her, I re-acquainted myself with every feature of her body; her full lips, her smooth porcelain neck and flawless skin, her small, beautiful coral-tipped breasts, her elegant narrow waist, and, as her dress slipped down to the ground, her perfect, pert buttocks and pussy accentuated by the tiny thong she was wearing. She was wearing her blue diamond bracelet and a pair of antique earrings, and a pendant from mum's jewellery box, so that she fulfilled the 'something old, something new, something borrowed, something blue' wedding maxim.
She stepped out of her dress and let me admire her for a few seconds, but she was also eager for this night, and she wasted no time helping me unbutton and pull off my shirt, undo my belt and take of my trousers to stand in just my shorts, my excitement plain to see. I led her to the bed, and urged her to climb on, and lay down next to her.
Nia pulled herself closer to me, sliding her hands down to my shorts and gauging my erection, grinning as I squeezed her lovely bum and dipped down to lick and nibble her perfect nipples.
She slid my shorts down as I hooked her wispy thong with my thumbs and slid it off, Nia responding by kissing me firmly, determinedly, making a production of it. My cock responded, hardening even further against her, and I slid my hand down to find her pussy wet and ready for me.
"No foreplay, please Polar Bear!" she whispered urgently, "I've had to wait for you all week, and now all day today, please, make love to me, just fuck me, Jamie!"
To hear is to obey, and I pulled her on top of me, wanting to see her above me, so I could hold and squeeze her beautiful tits, suck her nipples, and kiss her while I pumped her, but Nia had other ideas.
"No, Jamie, like this, please!" she whispered, sliding off me to lie next to me, beckoning me over to her.
I moved between her thighs, Nia taking hold of my swollen cock and rubbing herself with the end, the moist heat from her soaking pussy delightful and very stimulating. She grinned at me as she continued to play with my cock, one of her favourite gambits before penetration, so I let her have her fun before I moved over her and began pressing forward.
Nia gasped as I slid into her, the feel of her tight hot pussy enfolding my cock almost indescribable. She began to move against me, the week of abstinence obviously making itself felt, and as I pumped, she pushed back against me, meeting me stroke for stroke.
At first I was content to keep a steady pace; the feel of her was incredible, and I wanted to keep hold of that feeling for as long as possible. Gradually our mutual efforts gathered pace and we moved faster together, my cock hammering into her, and her pelvis meeting me at every stroke as she pumped and ground against me. At last I couldn't hold back any longer, and as I felt myself gathering inside, that unstoppable urgency rising, Nia's head lolled back as she groaned loudly, her pussy clenching down tightly on me as she orgasmed. As the waves of her orgasm pulsed through her, I came in a surging tide of ejaculation, stream after stream of spunk shooting into her and bathing her womb, more than I think I'd ever come in my life.
At last, we slipped into the calm on the other side of our mutual orgasm, my ejaculation slowing to a trickle as I emptied out into my darling sister-wife, and Nia's orgasmic after-shocks slowing and finally dying away, and I slipped out of her and dropped down to lie next to her. Nia pulled herself up against me, hugging me. She leaned in and kissed me once, to get my attention, and grinned happily.
"OK Polar bear, I think we made a baby tonight!" she smiled, and I looked at her quizzically. She looked back with that cocked-eyebrow she does so well.
"Darling Jamie, I picked this date for a reason, for a very good reason. It's the right time in my cycle, and I stopped taking the pill a while ago, so hopefully we made our baby tonight. I hope so!"
She was right. Four weeks later, I was woken at five in the morning by the sound of retching, the flush going, then Nia coming out of the en-suite wiping her mouth. In my muzzy state I asked her if she was alright, and she grinned happily.
"Polar Bear, I'm just fine for a girl in my condition!"
It took a second for what she was saying to sink-in, then I sat bolt upright as Nia climbed on the bed next to me and hugged me.
"I was right, Jamie, you shot and scored, pat yourself on the back, we're having a baby!"
++++
Epilogue.
March 21st, 2011
Nia groaned and panted in the delivery room, holding tight to my hand as another contraction started.
"OK Nia, big push now, nearly there!" encouraged the midwife, "Yes, it's crowning, big breath ...and push, that's it Nia, Yes!" and the baby was, out, placed in the bassinet and the cord clamped and cut, and one of the nursing team intubated to clear the infant's lungs, allowing her to cry for the first time but there was no time to stop and admire the baby, Nia was having another contraction.
"That's it, Nia, breathe... breathe... breathe...now! Push, that's it push, bear down, Nia, steady pressure, steady, keep bearing down...and PUSH! That's it, that's it!"
The other little body slipped out and was deftly wiped and wrapped and placed on the bassinet to have the cord clamped, cut and taped and go through the intubation procedure.
Nia lay back, exhausted, but held her arms out to hold her babies and the nurses put one in the crook of each arm. She looked ...radiant is the only word I have, absolutely glowing as she held her children for the first time.
Nia looked down at the two tiny little people in her arms.
"Hello Jamie, hello Laura!" she murmured, and that's when I took the picture that sits on our mantelpiece.
"Alright Jamie, you can go now, we have ...things to do, and you're in the way. She hasn't finished just yet, so let her get a little more presentable! There's a whole room of people out there who want to see her, go talk to them, we'll call you when we're done, go on, out you go!" prodded the midwife, shooing me out of the delivery room.
I wandered in a daze into the Family Room, and there was mum and dad, Julie, Mark, Shelagh, all the people who meant anything to us. Julie had little Markie with her, and Shelagh had a huge floppy rabbit for each of the babies.
"All went well, a boy and a girl!" I announced, and mum grinned like sunlight, and dad cried like a girl. Mum handed me my phone, and I called Bethany.
"Bethany? Jamie. A boy and a girl!" I could hear the whoop of joy and then Corey picked up the phone.
"Jamie, we're leaving right now, her flight's in two hours, she'll be with you tonight. Congratulations, man!"
I handed the phone back to dad as the midwife poked her head in and nodded, so I went back to the room, to find Julie and Shelagh already chucking and cuddling the two little people, MY little people!
Shelagh handed Laura to me, and pecked me on the cheek, then went to retrieve Markie from her father, because men are not really supposed to handle newborns in case they breathe beer on them, or infect them with bad habits or something. I pondered on the fact that Julie had given birth only two days earlier; that must have taken some nifty planning, I mused.
Mum came in, so I handed her granddaughter to her, and leaned over to kiss Nia.
"Bethany's on her way, she'll be here in the morning. How are you feeling? I asked, and she bit her lip and grinned as she kissed me back tenderly.
"Like someone just pulled a beach-ball out of my arse, Jamie, how do you think I feel? I love you more than anything in this world, but don't you ever touch me again!"
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Casey stretched luxuriously, revelling in the relaxed feeling as she did so, watching Robbie eye her appreciatively. His expression changed from a tiny smile to a grin as he stood up and pulled her close for a kiss and a tight hug.
"Casey" said Sarah, "Robbie's right, you know, you should visit your parents, if only to say good bye. No-one here will think any the less of you for it; in fact, it's the right thing to do. If you really do mean to end that part of your life, that's the way to do it. I don't mean to tell you what to do, heaven forbid, but I do want you to do what's right."
Casey smiled wanly at her. "You're right, Mrs. Anderson, and you shouldn't have to remind me of that; I'm sorry, of course I'll go and see them, and let them know what's happened, and say my goodbyes; I owe them that, at least."
Robbie patted her flank encouragingly. "That's my girl!" he smiled, and Casey smiled back her eyes dancing over his. "That's right; I am your girl, now and always, Robert Anderson!"
Neither one of them noticed the late-model graphite Buick Regal prowling past and disappearing into the distance, or the figure inside, head turning to stare at them as it purred past the house.
"Don't forget, our flights are at 11 o'clock tomorrow, so why don't you do it now and get it over with? We don't really have time in the morning, and they won't be there together anyway; isn't Tuesday morning your mother's Book Club or something?" asked Robbie, and Casey looked curiously at him.
"How on earth did you remember that, baby?" she asked, and Robbie grinned. "I have perfect recall, plus, she always used to kick me out on Tuesdays if I was home in case I embarrassed her in front of her friends!"
Casey grinned, but she couldn't quite suppress a sudden wash of guilt as she remembered being sent to tell Robbie on those days to clear off, mom had guests and she didn't want him around. The expression on his face right now told her he knew exactly what was going through her mind, but he pulled her close and gently tweaked her nose
"Hey, all forgotten, remember? It's all new from now on, OK, Case? This is our new beginning; all that old stuff, we've brushed it away, let it stay gone!"
Casey pulled his head down and kissed him, wondering at the ease with which he'd dismissed all the hurt of the past, and feeling him smile against her lips then kiss her back quickly and tug her back to the lounger.
"I need to spend an hour with Joey at seven o'clock, then we're going out to dinner," he said, "So you've got a couple of hours to do your thing. Joey and I'll come with you, just in case Steve tries to get funny with you or anything, sound good to you?"
Casey looked at him in wonder.
"You'd really come back to that place? After all we did to you there?"
Robbie grinned. "Yeah, 'course, anything for you, babe!"
Robbie, Joey, and Casey had just finished working out what she was going to tell her parents when suddenly there was no need. A screech of tires and the slam of car doors brought their attention to the front of the house, to see Steve and Angie stalking up the sidewalk toward the house, Steve with a furious expression on his face.
"Casey, get the hell down here right now!" bawled Steve as he saw her with her arm around Robbie and reddened when she looked calmly back at him, and slowly shook her head.
"God damn it, Casey, get your ass down here now, that's an order!" he screamed, walking up to the porch. Robbie stepped forward and pushed Casey behind him.
"That's far enough, Steve!" he said, and Steve stopped dead, hearing the resolve and implied threat in his voice. His anger made him reckless, though, and he couldn't keep quiet.
"So you came back, you spineless little bastard, you finally managed to slink back into town. Where you been, dummy? Or have you been hiding here with these losers all this time?"
Joey stirred at that but Robbie motioned him back.
"Talk's cheap, Steve, and that's all you've got. You said your piece, Casey's staying with me, and you're not wanted here. Go home."
Steve swelled up. "She's your sister, you fucking pervert! Are you so starved for some ass you got to tap your sister? It makes me want to puke! I swear to God, I'll kill you for this, you fucking degenerate!"
Robbie slowly looked him up and down, and said again, so soft it was barely audible; "I asked you once, Steve, now I'm telling you; go away, you're done here, and we're busy."
Steve stared, and then flushed. He'd been dismissed, by his own son, and that rankled. He switched his gaze to Casey.
"Are you gonna stand there and tell me you'd rather live with that...that degenerate piece of shit than come home and live like real people? He's a fucking loser, is that what you want, a life with a loser?"
Casey spoke up. "He's not a loser, and I don't care what you say, or think; I'm staying with Robbie. I love him, and he's what I need, not you, never again. You should go now, Dad, really."
Steve stood, silently mouthing, and Angie decided to say something. "Casey, this is wrong, what you're doing is wrong, and sick; he's your brother, for God's sake!"
Casey looked back steadily, and once again, slowly shook her head.
"I don't care. He loves me, and he makes me happy, and I want him. We're going away again, and you can wish us well, or hate me forever, but I'm still going with him. I know you've never cared about Robbie, both of you gave him nothing, not your love, not your time, nothing his entire life, and you made me just like you. But not anymore. I've changed, and now you have a chance to change too, dad. I know why you're here, but I'm with Robbie now, and you'll never be able to do that to me again, I won't let you. I love you, mom, and I guess I even love you too, dad, but I love Robbie more. Look at him, Mom, he's a wonderful man, he's your son, why won't you just accept him? I had to lose him to find him, but he's here now, you won't have to look for him, he came back. Try, Mom, for once in your life, just...try and love your son."
Casey looked at Robbie, then walked down to take her mother's hands in hers. "Try it mom, try to see Robbie, for once in his life; he's your son, not some nobody, try and be his mom, and let him know it's OK. Can you do that? For me?"
Angie looked at her, then at Robbie, wavering, impressed by her daughter's eloquence, and her obvious feelings for Robbie, but her feeling that this was wrong still swelled strong within her.
As she wavered, Steve decided things for her by grabbing Casey's arm to yank her away from Angie and shake her like a terrier with a rat.
Suddenly, Robbie was there, to pull Steve's hand off Casey and effortlessly shove him staggering backwards, his arms flailing to keep his balance. Robbie turned to ask Casey if she was OK, and Steve closed in again, his fist cocked and intent to hurt Robbie writ large on his face.
"Dad, no!" screamed Casey, and Steve's hand lashed out, backhanding her, and sending her flying. Robbie spun, there was a meaty, butcher-shop sound, and Steve was flying across the sidewalk to collide heavily with the car and slide limply to the ground. Joey came running down to pick up a stunned Casey, and hand her back to Robbie, who gently inspected the reddening mark on her cheekbone where Steve had struck her.
Joey walked over to Steve, who was stirring groggily, blood pouring from his nose and split lip, and nudged him with his foot.
"Get up, you piece of shit," he said almost conversationally, "you hit my sister. That means I get to tear you a new one, so get on your feet, Daddy!"
Angie's head snapped round to stare at Joey. "What did you say?" she demanded, and Joey grinned mirthlessly, dislike showing on his handsome face and curling his lip.
"I called him Daddy. He knows why, he knows who I am, he always has, isn't that right, Daddy?"
Steve looked groggily at Angie. "He's lying, how can you listen to this...shit from this fucking nobody? They're a pack of liars and fucking losers, all of them. Just get in the car!"
Angie stayed where she was, trying to process what had just happened. She looked at Joey again.
"Is it true, really, you're his...son?"
Joey cocked an eye at her. "Why do you think mom had me look out for Robbie all his life? Because he was my kid brother, and none of you ow-life's ever did a damn thing for him! And before you ask, I'm not gonna start calling him daddy or asking him for his love and be all vying for his attention; no, when this lying little sack of shit stands up, I'm gonna beat the crap out of him for attacking my family and threatening my brother. Nobody comes to my mom's house and tries to fuck with my family, you hear me... daddy?"
Angie sat down on the porch stair, her head spinning, and Sarah, who'd been a silent witness while this whole episode unfolded around her, suddenly felt a rush of sympathy for her, but not enough that she felt compelled to go down there and offer her some comfort. Angie Dolan had been a willing participant in this, had been one of the prime causes of it way back; she would have to see it through by herself.
"Joey, leave him, please!" begged Casey, and Joey grinned at her. "Sure thing Sis, for you, anything!" He ambled back to the porch, slapping Robbie on the arm as he passed.
"Teach him some manners, bro!" he grinned, before rejoining Karen and Sarah on the porch.
Steve staggered to his feet and stood to glare at Robbie,
"This isn't over, you fucking sick little bastard, you and that little whore are fucking doomed, you hear me? Angie, get in the car, we're leaving!"
Angie stayed where she was.
"When were you going to tell me, Steve? When were you going to tell me about you and Sarah, about your...son, all of it? It must have happened just before we got married; you were playing even then? I always forgave your...indiscretions, but you had a child, right here in town, and you hid it from me...!"
Steve's face worked as he tried to say too many things at once, and he came to a decision. Lurching over to Angie, he grabbed her by her upper arm and hauled her upright, ignoring her cry of pain. Suddenly Robbie was there. He clamped his hand on Steve's forearm with crushing force, making Steve cry out in pain himself, and forcing him to let go of Angie.
Steve swung his free hand at Robbie, and Robbie leaned away, caught his arm and twisted it, making Steve cry out again.
"I promised you once I'd break your arm if you ever tried to hit me again. Back off now, Steve, I'm warning you!" stated Robbie, his face calm, no a trace of anger, just possibly, a tinge of regret that nothing had changed in his father, nothing at all.
Robbie marched his father back to his car, and gave him a push that sent him sprawling against it again.
"Go away, Steve, you're done here, please don't make me do this!" he stated, watching the intent rise again in Steve's eyes. Robbie sighed; did this man never learn?
Steve lurched upright and stared at Robbie.
"I'm still your father, you little prick, and you'll do as I tell you. Lay off your sister, or I'll kill you!" he gritted, his face flushing as Robbie shook his head.
"Get lost, Steve, go away and stay away, we're done here. You're not my father, and you'll get hurt if you keep attacking me. Just go." stated Robbie, and the anger flared up large in Steve, overriding any common sense he might have still possessed.
With an inarticulate bellow, he swung a punch with everything he had, all his anger and frustration packed inside it, and once again, as so long ago, his fist smacked into Robbie's outstretched hand. Robbie closed his hand and twisted sharply, there was a sickening crackling noise and Steve screamed as his wrist snapped and his arm fractured at the elbow.
Robbie turned to Angie.
"Get him out of here, please; he's going to need help to get to the Emergency Room, and no-one else here feels like taking him."
Angie looked at Casey, who was holding Joey's arm throughout this, noting the vivid red mark under her left eye, right on her cheekbone, where Steve had backhanded her, and also saw the look of undisguised loathing on her face when she looked at her father; loathing, and...relief?
In a sudden flash of insight, unusual for her, Angie saw how Steven Dolan had so comprehensively alienated all his children, including the one he'd never acknowledged or admitted to. She looked over at Steve, slumped back against his car, sweat beading his face as his arm hung uselessly by his side, his hand hanging limply to one side, and marvelled that Robbie had done that with so little effort, with one hand. Angie couldn't help but feel a small bloom of pride that her son had managed and manhandled Steve so effortlessly.
"Mom," said Robbie, and Angie's head snapped round to look at him; something inside her tore when she realised he was talking to Sarah.
"Could you look at Casey's eye, please, mom, maybe get her an icepack of something?" Sarah nodded and went back inside.
"I'm your mom....!" whispered Angie, tearing a little more inside when Robbie shook his head.
"No, you're not, my mom's over there. Now please, just take him to the ER, he can't stay like that much longer."
Robbie walked away, Angie watching him while her head whirled, wanting to call out to him but not knowing what to say. Sarah came back out with the icepack and handed it to Joey, all the while watching Angie, and again feeling a pang of sympathy for her, understanding how she must be feeling, but more concerned for Robbie after what had just happened.
Angie looked up at Sarah, her mouth twisting as she tried not to cry. "You took my son away, Sarah!" she whispered, and Sarah shook her head.
"No Angie, you broke him and you threw him away; all I did was pick up the pieces and try to glue him back together. You did so much harm to that boy, for so long, for so little reason it beggars belief; one tiny little defect was enough to damn him, in your eyes, and so you left him out, you and Mr. Wonderful over there. Did you really expect him to embrace you with a shout of joy? The first time you sideline your child because you can't be bothered with him, that's the instant you lose all rights to that child's love."
"Robbie stopped being your son over twenty years ago; that's the crop you sowed, now you get to harvest it in full, and I feel sorry for you, but I can't help you reap it; you have to do that yourself. I asked you a question once; I asked you if you could come up with a good reason for doing what you and that man did to that poor boy; have you ever thought about answering that question, even to yourself?"
"But what am I to do now?" moaned Angie, and Sarah leaned forward.
"I don't know, Angie, really, I wish I did. Casey gave you one last chance, a golden opportunity, I heard her, so did you; you chose not to take it. But then you had a chance every day of Robbie's life, and you never took it once; instead, you took every opportunity to cheap-shot him, to mock him, to play nasty, malicious, cruel little party-tricks on him. He waited and waited for his mom, and she never came; it was only ever you, and you hurt him more with every passing day. He forgot how to smile, and, because he had no-one to love, he forgot how to do that as well. You have no-one to blame but yourself for the fact that your son has absolutely no connection to you. He was born entitled to only one thing, his mother's unconditional love, and you wouldn't even give him that."
Sarah paused, to glance over at Robbie, gently dabbing Casey's cheekbone with the ice pack, with Angie's eyes following her glance, her eyes widening as she finally understood what was happening between the two of them.
Sarah spoke softly to Angie, indicating the two of them.
"The things you did to that boy, you and Steve, and Casey, the mess you made of him, the place you left him in, by rights he should be institutionalized; but the biggest wonder to me in all this mess is that it took Casey to finish putting him back together. She pulled him back from a place he should never have been in the first place, a place you left him, and that's why they're together."
Sarah sighed and sat down on the step next to Angie.
"I wish I could help you find him again, Angie, truly, but I wouldn't know where to start; he doesn't need you anymore, you see; you wouldn't let him have any part of you, and so you stopped meaning anything to him. That part of him that needed you is long gone now; you don't exist anymore, there's no pattern in his brain anywhere that says 'Angie = Mom'. The only thing he needs now is Casey."
Sarah sighed again, not relishing what she was saying, but knowing Angie needed to hear it.
"When he was small you never touched him, or picked him up and carried him, or spoke to him, or cuddled him; hell, when he was young, I couldn't even touch him, because he firmly believed that he wasn't supposed to be touched; no-one in his house ever touched him, or hugged him, or played with him, or even said hello to him; you just left him to one side while the three of you got on with your happy, perfect, American-Dream lives."
She stopped to draw breath, watching the horror mount in Angie's eyes as the truth's she was hearing finally began to hit home.
"Robbie's going home tomorrow, and I don't know if he'll ever come back. He came here for a very specific reason, and now he's done what he had to do, I don't think he'll ever want to come back here again. I told you before, he has no good memories of this place, or of you and Steve; even now, when you saw him, after more than four years, your first impulse was to attack him, and you heard what your husband, his father, called him. So tell me, why should he come back?"
Angie was almost in tears now.
"Sarah, how do I get him back, what do I do to tell him I'm sorry? Please, help me!"
Sarah looked at her pityingly, finally moved by her sincerity.
"Well Angie, I think you could try needing him. You should need him the way a mother needs her child; when you know all the way through, from all the way down inside you, from deep in the blood and the bone, that you can't rest until you've moved heaven and earth for your baby, maybe that's the time you've earned the right to his love. There are people I could mention who would go down fighting for Robbie, who'd stand over him on bloody stumps and defend him to the last, who'd face down the glare of Hell for him; when you can feel like that about him, you can try talking to him again. And now I think you'd better take Father of The Year over there to the ER before he collapses."
Angie opened the car door and waited for Steve to climb in as best he could; she was in no mood to help him. When they arrived at the ER, the Triage Intern took one look at his arm and sent him to an examination room. The doctor poked and prodded his arm and his wrist, gave him something for the pain, and then sent Steve down for an X-Ray. When they brought him back up, the doctor examined the plates, and then returned to the examination room.



"Mr. Dolan, how exactly did this occur?" he asked, and Steve scowled and began to speak but Angie spoke up first.
"He fell on the driveway, isn't that right dear?" said Angie, and Steve mumbled agreement.
The doctor looked skeptical, but accepted their explanation, even though he could see it couldn't possibly have resulted from a simple fall. The ulna showed a displacement fracture, while the radius showed a rotational fracture. Tellingly, there was no injury or evidence of fall or impact to the Olecranon, the 'point' of the elbow characteristically damaged when falling on the arm with sufficient force to break one or both of the bones. Additionally, the wrist fracture was an almost textbook Colles' Fracture. Taken together, both injuries pointed to a lateral twisting force, as though someone had tried to wring his arm off, a combination he'd previously only ever seen in child abuse cases. The strength needed to do this to an adult male would have been enormous.
However, they were adults, and they were both adamant it was caused by a fall, so the Ortho filed it under the 'none of my business' heading and went ahead describing the treatment. Steve was not best pleased. Because of the misalignment and displacement of the fractures, the ulna and radius bones would have to be screwed back in place with a plate and titanium screws. His arm and hand would then be immobilized in a solid cast from shoulder to fingertips for six to eight weeks to prevent further injury to the fractured bones while they knitted again.
Steve was admitted and scheduled for surgery the following morning, so Angie followed the orderly as he was wheeled from ER to Surgical One for pre-op checks, and waited until he was settled in his room.
"When I get out of here, I'll...!" he began, but Angie cut him short.
"No, you won't. You'll leave your children alone, all three of them!" she snapped. "You won't touch them, contact them, talk about them, nothing. I'm sick of this, Steve, and I'm sick of you. Today was the last straw. You were never going to tell me about the Anderson boy, were you? How many other bastards are you hiding from me around my home town?"
Steve scowled at the memory of Robbie throwing him across the yard like he weighed nothing, and glared at Angie.
"There aren't any! How can you believe that pack of liars over your own husband?" he snarled, but his eyes told a different story. Angie looked him over, comparing him with Robbie, physically so similar, so many facial features in common and yet Robbie made such better use of his. Steve seemed to possess two expressions; sullen deviousness or cocky arrogance, and nothing in between. Angie was remembering the open smiling face she'd seen earlier that afternoon, the realization that her son was handsome suddenly dawning on her. Robbie hadn't changed that much, she realised, what had changed was her perception of him. And with that realization came another one; she didn't want to be with this man any more.
"Shut up Steven Dolan, just...shut up! Don't bother lying to me anymore; I know about the girl in Pueblo, and the girl in Santa Fe, and the girl in Topeka, shall I go on? Did you also promise them that you'd leave me for them, or was that just the girl in Pueblo? Melanie or Melody, or whatever her name was? Did you manage to knock up any of the others as well, or was it just her? What was the money for, an abortion? Because it wasn't enough for child support; is that what it was? If you're going to play around, you should know better than to play with your own employees. Prime rule of cheating, Steve; never shit on your own doorstep!"
Angie stood up, gathering her stuff.
"I want a divorce, Steve. Today I finally saw what you're capable of; you attacked your own children; I should have let Joey beat you after what you did to my daughter..."
"Daughter? She's fucking her brother, she a fucking little incest-slut!" burst out Steve, and Angie stepped closer to prod him on his broken arm, causing a lance of pain to shoot through his body, making him groan.
"She's my daughter, and yours, so you keep a civil tongue in your head. I still don't fully understand this thing with Robbie, and I don't like it, but there's one thing I do understand; she's with the one man on this planet I'm absolutely certain would never hurt her or make her cry, and she loves him. We drove that boy, our boy, away; we made him into Sarah Anderson's son, and now we have no right to judge him. Sarah was right, we stood by and watched him slowly disintegrate, and we never once found any time for him; our own son! I saw Robbie smile today; do you know how it makes me feel to realise that I've never seen my son smile, that I never once gave him anything to smile for? Can you even imagine what it feels like for your own son to stare you in the face and call someone else mom? I carried him under my heart for nine months, and he looked at me today like I was nothing to him; I did that to him, and so did you, you bastard! Now I need to find a way to apologise to him for never giving him anything of me. We should burn for what we did to that boy, and one day I'll have to stand before my maker and explain myself, and so will you; what are you going to say?"
Angie paused in the doorway, and looked back at Steve.
"I'm going now, I'll move your stuff into the pool-house, when you get out you can stay out there until you can make alternate living arrangements, but I don't want to see you again. I'm sorry Steve, I need to see my children, and I need to try and apologise to Robbie for what I did to him. You should think about what I said, Steve, it's not too late to try and find your kids again."
Steve stared at her.
"Angie, please, at least wait until I get out of here, we can talk about this, please, we've been together for nearly twenty-four years, since we were kids in school, surely another few days won't hurt...?"
He broke off as Angie slowly shook her head. "No, Steve, in a few days or a few weeks or a few months, I'm still going to want the same thing. We're over; we have been for years. All your little 'adventures' in Topeka and Pueblo, and Santa Fe and everywhere else, all of them, they meant so little to you, but they carved me away from you piece by piece. If you'd only ever learned to keep it in your pants maybe we wouldn't be here right now. But you lied to me, constantly, you cheated on me endlessly, and I looked the other way, for what? For a new car every year, and a pool? Or maybe some jewellery when you remembered our anniversary?"
She paused to gather her thoughts.
"But you forgot one thing, Steve, you forgot about our kids; you locked one out of your life, and today you lost the other one forever; I helped you do that, and I don't know how I can ask my children to forgive me, but I'm willing to try; are you? And what about Joey Anderson, did you ever do anything for him? You left your son and his mother to fend for themselves, you never once put your hand in your pocket and said 'can I help, what do you need?' It would have been a shock, and it would have hurt me, but I would have respected you for trying to do the right thing by your oldest son; but you never once tried to be a stand-up guy; instead you just swept it under the mat and hoped it would never surface. Goodbye Steve, you'll be hearing from my lawyer."
Angie called her lawyer on the way to the car, gaining a march on Steve; she wanted him served as soon as possible, while he was still in hospital. She had his cell, so he wouldn't be making any furtive calls to his lawyers and accountants just yet;
Angie was determined to make sure that she got what she was due, and that her children, both of them, would benefit. She pondered Sarah's words, the truths that she had been forced her to face, and wondered how she could ever repair a lifetime of neglect with her son.
Her eyes pricked with tears as she finally confronted the memories of the look on his little face every time he'd held his arms out to her to pick him up, or hold him, or just let him be with her, and she'd pushed him away or ignored him in favor of Casey.
Hot shame flashed through her as she remembered the countless occasions when they'd abandoned him in his playpen, left alone and isolated in another room day after day while they fawned and fussed over Casey. Then there were the times they'd looked right through him when they knew he needed them, and most shameful of all, the spiteful, nasty little pranks and tricks they'd played on him, just because they could.
Angie climbed into the car and absently started the engine, still thinking about what Sarah had said; they'd fed him, clothed him, and ignored him his entire young life, and she suddenly froze as she realised she couldn't remember his birthday; her own son, and she'd forgotten when his birthday was! They'd put their perfect daughter and their supposedly less than perfect son side by side, and chosen one over the other, and so they'd deleted him from their lives for reasons so trivial that she now had trouble believing they could have done it; but they had, and now she had to pay for it.
Without knowing she was echoing her daughter all those years ago, Angie slumped against the steering wheel, resting her forehead on the wheel as she cried at last for her son, for the little boy she'd wronged for so little reason, and for the man he'd become, the man she would never know.
As Angie was driving Steve to the ER, Robbie was tending to Casey, who was still trembling with reaction after being assaulted by her father. Sarah, Joey, and Karen orbited around her as she clung to Robbie, her face stinging where Steve's hand had landed squarely across her cheekbone. A reddened bruise was already appearing despite the ice-pack. Karen sat down next to her and started dabbing some soothing ointment on the bruise, and Casey's self-control finally broke.
Karen held her as her fright and pain manifested itself in shaking and crying and Karen held her like a small child, smoothing her hair as she sobbed against her. Robbie looked on helplessly, sensing that now was one of those times when Casey needed another woman, not him. He and Joey backed away as Sarah took her away from Karen, and held her close. Sarah caught Robbie's eye and looked upwards, indicating his old room, and he nodded in understanding.
Robbie took over from Sarah, and dabbed at Casey's eyes.
"I think you'd better come lie down for a while, Case," he said, helping her to rise, "You can use my old room, come on."
So saying, Robbie took her upstairs and urged her to lie down, making her as comfortable as possible. He sat in silence with her for a while, stroking her hair while she hugged him, until he noticed she was crying again, but silently, the tears rolling down her cheeks. He sat with her, gently wiping her tears away, being careful of the large bruise appearing on her left cheekbone.
"Casey, don't please, it's over now, they know about us, so it's all done now. Now it's you and me. Your father paid for doing that to you, now he knows what the score is, and we're free. Casey, I know this seems like a weird time to talk about this, but now that there's no more to say, will you do one thing for me?"
Casey smiled at him, wincing as she stretched her bruised cheek.
"Ouch! Of course, baby, anything for you!" she grinned, "including taking a punch!"
Robbie grinned. "I'm sorry about that, I took my eye off him for just a second, I guess I just never thought he'd do something like that to you, of all people!"
Casey grinned smiled a little wistfully.
"I guess, at bottom, I still believed he'd be dad enough to stop and listen to me. Mom almost did, I almost got to her, but him, I never..." She shook her head, and smiled back up Robbie.
"What did you want to ask me, baby?"
Robbie flushed, and knelt down by the bed, to put his head on level with hers, so he could look into her eyes.
"Casey, you know how I feel about you, and you know more than anybody what we've got, and I wanted to ask you if, when you're ready, you'd consider...maybe...I don't know, umm...marrying me, perhaps?"
Casey was thrilled, moved, and almost overwhelmed by the rush of love and trust she felt for him, tinged with amusement at how quickly he'd changed from being her confident and competent defender to this tongue-tied blushing teenager.
She sat up and cupped his face in her hands, to speak directly to him.
"Baby, thank you for asking me. I would be honored to marry you, to be your wife, and have your children!"
Robbie smiled slowly, his smile transmuting into a wide happy grin. He leaned in and kissed her once, softly, and took her left hand. "Mom gave me this ring, it was her grandmother's ring, and she told me I should give it one day to the girl I marry, so now I'm giving to you, for you to wear as my wife to be. I love you Casey Roisian Dolan!"
"And I love you too, Robbie Anderson!" she grinned back.
Robbie slid the antique diamond engagement ring onto Casey's ring finger, watching as she smiled wistfully.
"I used to daydream about this moment when I was younger," she smiled, "I just never dreamed I'd be saying 'yes' to my hottie big brother!"
Robbie grinned and leaned in for another, longer kiss.
"Joey and I were planning on taking you, Karen and Mom out to dinner, I'll tell Joey to go ahead without us, unless..." said Robbie, and Casey grimaced.
"I don't think I want to be seen looking like this, if you don't mind; my face hurts, but you go, Sarah wants to have dinner with both her boys, I'll be fine."
Robbie shook his head. "I'll tell them to go ahead, we'll order in, or raid the fridge; besides, we'll have her to ourselves later tonight and tomorrow morning anyway, so no harm, no foul!"
Robbie went in search of Joey, to tell him of the change of plan, while Casey lay back down and stretched her hand out, admiring her ring.
Shortly he was back. "All arranged, Joey and Karen will bring mom home, and we'll order in, or you can have a dig through the fridge later, see what turns up. You rest now, I need to go and talk with Joey for a few minutes, don't go away!"
Joey was lounging on the porch, idly watching the street when Robbie caught up with him. Joey looked up at him and grinned.
"So tell me, butthead, how did it feel, kicking daddy's ass for him? I hope you got as much out of it as I got watching it!"
Robbie grinned. It had been kind of satisfying, but in a small, mean way, and he didn't want to go there or get to liking the feeling; that was kind of how this all started in the first place. He decided instead to change the subject, he had something important to think about, and he needed advice.
"Joey, I needed to get a smart opinion, but I couldn't find anyone local, so I thought you'd do!" he smiled, plumping down onto the porch seat next to Joey
Joey grinned and lazily flipped him a finger.
"So talk to me, butthead! What's so all-fired important you have to disturb my bout of medically-sanctioned lazing while I reminisce about daddy swan-diving face first into the sidewalk?"
Robbie looked pensive, his silence catching Joey's attention, causing him to slide upright and sit still, waiting for him to marshal his thoughts. At last, Robbie stirred.
"Joey, last week I had a conversation with Steve Vargas, about where I was going, what I wanted from GameStx, what I wanted out of life, and he kind of made me an offer I really need to talk to you about. He seemed to think I was getting ready to jump ship, although I don't know where he could have got that from; after you guys, Mom, Aunt Kat, everyone, I love that man more than anyone in the world and I wouldn't hurt him to save my own life. He's the one who gave me everything I have, and more, but he was so concerned I'd leave he offered to make me a partner with him and his brother, Elio. I would never leave Steve in the lurch, but I don't know if I could be a partner in what we look set to become; a software mill, just churning out this year's version of last year's hit, so I told him I'd think about it, and being here, with you, Mom, Karen, and Casey, has helped me to come to a decision."
Robbie paused, taking a deep breath.
"I'm going to accept his offer, not because of the money, you know me, I don't really need money, but I'll only accept on one condition; that you come with me as part of the deal. I think together we could turn GameStx into an innovator, instead of just a market responder, but we'd need someone like you to push us into the spotlight. I know I'm asking a lot, but before you say no, please, just think about it, talk it over with Karen, whatever you need to do. Steve's given me a month to give him an answer, and two weeks are up already."
"However things go, I'm not leaving Steve, but I think GameStx needs to move forward, and I know Elio is behind me on this; he sees the need for us to step up and start taking on EA and Activision and all the other big boys at their own game. If we don't, we disappear, and we do good stuff, too good to just disappear into the background. I think you can help us do that, but only from the inside, so please, a slow yes is better than a quick no, so think it over, please!"
Joey looked him over slowly, seeing the concern there, and the plea for his older brother to help him out, and to be honest, the idea appealed; the company he and Karen worked for had offices in San Francisco, if she agreed, she could transfer and remain in full employment while he took a chance with Robbie.
Joey stood up and stretched, and grinned down at Robbie's anxious, open face.
"Looks like I'm taking mom and Karen to dinner solo, so wait up for us, I think Karen will want to talk to you as well, this is a decision that affects us both, so you be up and around when we get back, OK?"
Robbie grinned.
"I'll be here, count on it! And...thanks, Joey! Now, I think Casey needs me, so if you'll excuse me...!"
He went back upstairs, to find Casey examining her reflection in the mirror, gently touching and mapping out the pain spots in the bruise forming on her left cheekbone.
She looked up as Robbie came in the room, and tilted her head back to look up at him.
"He really did a number on me, don't you think?" she half-smiled, making Robbie smile back. "I'll have to borrow some Concealer from Karen or Sarah tomorrow, but you know what, it's not that painful now!" She skittered her fingertips across the bruise and winced, giving lie to the words.
Robbie sat down next to her and pulled her close, examining her features, admiring her hair, her profile, her pale, translucent skin. He thought to himself how lucky he was that someone like her could want to be with someone like him. Casey meanwhile was thinking pretty much the same thing.
On impulse, she pulled his head down and found his lips, kissing him tenderly, happily while his arm tightened around her as he bore her backwards. He lay on his side, Casey in the crook of his arm, his head turned to her so he could continue to kiss and nuzzle her. Casey kissed him back with equal enthusiasm, her hands coming up to hold his face as he showered her with kisses.
Casey grinned and bit her bottom lip, something wicked dancing in her eyes, and she reached for his jeans, popping the button and tugging the zipper down in one move. Robbie's eyes widened, then he too grinned and returned the favor, his hands grasping the waistband of her jeans as he pushed them down and tugged them off her.
Casey slid her hand inside his open jeans and took hold of his burgeoning erection through the material of his shorts, squeezing him rhythmically as he began to rub and caress her panties where they stretched around her damp pussy lips, now clearly visible through the thin material. Casey moaned and shut her eyes at the pleasurable sensation, humping her crotch back against his fingers as he drew her close to lick and nibble and kiss her neck, her throat, her chin and her lips, his lips feeling like they were coated with fire as they burned and sizzled across her skin.



"Get up Robbie, now please!" she gasped, and as he stood, she sat up and pushed his jeans down. Robbie tugged his shirt off and stepped out of his jeans, toeing-off his shoes and pulling his socks off. Now Casey stood and Robbie helped her pull off her blouse, and then slid his hands around her to unhook her bra even as he met her lips in a lingering kiss.
As Casey shrugged her bra off, Robbie hooked the waistband of her panties, pulling them down to just below the curve of her buttocks, and dropped his hands down to cup and squeeze her butt cheeks together and pull them apart, the sensation making her gasp anew as his fingers rubbed lightly across her rosebud.
"Robbie, that's...oh that's so naughty, please...do it again..." she murmured, and Robbie obliged, one finger slowly rubbing her secret place as he continued to play with and squeeze her firm satiny cheeks. Casey sighed and pushed back against his hand, his finger slowly sliding into her tight little pucker, her eyes widening at his gentle, persistent invasion. She pulled herself closer to him, to rub and grind her damp crotch against his bulging cock in his shorts.
Just then Joey's voice came from downstairs.
"Rob, Casey, we're off! We'll be back at 10, we'll talk then, OK?"
Robbie called back. "OK guys, have a nice dinner, see you then!" and grinned at Casey. "Right, where were we...?"
Casey bit her lip and grinned as she pushed back against his finger, forcing him even deeper into her. Her eyes danced as she felt him moving inside her even as she slid and ground her increasingly damp pussy against his hard cock, her moist lips leaving a damp spot outlining his cock on the material of his shorts.
Robbie began to thrust back against her, enjoying the motion of his cock against her damp pussy as they kissed and nibbled each other, until Casey pulled away slightly to push her hands into the sides of his shorts and slide them down, freeing his throbbing hard cock. She wrapped her hand around him and pumped him slowly, wriggling as his finger slid slowly in and out of her anus in time to her pumping hand.
Casey pulled him forward by his solid erection, grinning as she backed onto the bed. Robbie kicked away his shorts and knelt on the bed next to her, his lips seeking out hers as his hands clasped her ass again, his finger once again sliding into her tight anus.
Casey grinned even wider.
"You like that, don't you?" Robbie could only nod. "Do something about it then, I dare you!" she smiled, her eyes dancing and challenging all at once. Robbie's eyes widened as he suddenly realised what she was saying, then he smiled slowly as he pulled her closer, bearing her back down to the bed with her underneath him. Casey squirmed under him and arched her back, thrusting her breasts up at him, giving him an invitation he couldn't refuse.
He dipped down and caught an erect nipple between his lips, sucking the hard rubbery nub to make her gasp and sigh pleasurably. At the same time, his hand dropped down to tug her panties all the way off, and slip between her thighs to caress the soft, slick flesh, and tease open the crease between her rapidly swelling labia. Casey murmured and pushed her mound against his teasing finger, forcing it into her wet slit, and gasping as he brushed against her erect clitoris.
Robbie continued to gently rub and slide his finger into her, joining it with a second, and brushing his thumb over her aching clitoris, making her writhe and catch her bottom lip between her teeth, unable to stifle the gasps and moans as he frigged her so wonderfully.
Her orgasm hit suddenly, her whole body convulsing as the first powerful wave of pleasure arced through her, making her cry out loud in the pleasure-shock of release, a rush of warmth flooding Robbie's hand as he worked ceaselessly at her convulsing pussy. She reached up and clamped her lips against his as she convulsed again, and again, the waves of orgasmic pleasure bulleting through her and leaving her gasping for breath in their wake.
Finally she slumped back down, sated, her eyes closed and small tears at the corners, mute evidence of the strength and power of her orgasm, the base of her throat fluttering as her pulse raced.
Eventually she opened her eyes to smile at Robbie.
"Wow, Baby, you give good hand jobs!" she giggled softly, her hand slipping down and one finger rubbing and sliding in and out of her pussy. Robbie watched as her slick finger withdrew from her pussy and slid into her anus, her own juices wetting and lubricating her tight little anus.
"Your turn, baby, go easy, OK?" she murmured, turning onto her stomach and sliding a pillow under her pelvis to raise her beautifully pert rump off the bed. Robbie eyed her rounded ass appreciatively, and moving into position behind her. His cock was already running with his own clear lubrication as he leaned down over her, lining-up his cock with her wet slit, and slowly easing himself inside her, making her hiss with satisfaction at the sudden feeling of fullness. He began to slowly slide in and out, pumping her with his rock-hard erection, until Casey looked back over her shoulder at him.
"Now Robbie, do it now!" she whispered. He responded by withdrawing from her, his member well lubricated by Casey's pussy and his own secretions, and slowly pressed the swollen purple head against her crinkled rosebud. Casey bore back against him as he slowly pushed himself into her, her breath coming in gasps as he forced his head past the tight ligature of her anus and into her rectum.
As the head popped in past her ring, his cock slowly slid into her tight velvety rectum until he was buried to the hilt in her. He stopped, waiting for her to catch her breath. Casey was in agony. Robbie's cock was far larger than the last one she'd had rammed into her ass; every time she'd done this in the past, it had been reluctantly, with a man who was only out to please himself. This was the first time she actually wanted to do this, to completely give herself to her man and she wanted it to be good for him.
Robbie paused, waiting for her to let him know what she wanted him to do next, and she loved him for his consideration. He was so tight within her that she could feel his pulse as his cock throbbed inside the tight glove of her rectum. At last, she could feel herself relaxing, and her breathing slowing as her anus accommodated the intrusion of his cock. Casey looked back at Robbie, smiling and nodding at him to continue. Robbie began sliding his member back, feeling the resistance, and hearing Casey gasp as he withdrew.
"OH MY GOD! Yeeesss! Yes Robbie, yes Baby, oh yes, like that...!" she gasped, pushing her ass back against him as he pushed back into her, feeling a lot less resistance as he went back in,. He dropped onto his forearms, sliding his hands under her to cup and squeeze her breasts and pinch and tease her nipples as he pumped her ass in an increasing tempo, until he was pounding his cock into her as Casey writhed and gasped under him. He could feel his orgasm approaching, and Casey was humping back against him harder and harder as she tried to take in more and more of his big cock into her tight velvet tunnel, her hand working furiously at her throbbing clitoris.
She came explosively, screaming out his name, a spray of her juices bathing his groin as her pussy contracted in sympathy with her anus. Robbie gasped as her anal ring clamped down on him, holding him firmly. At the same time, her hot rectum squeezed him like an iron hand in a soft glove, inexorable pressure along his entire length bringing him to explosive orgasm. His eyes actually bulged as he felt his cock head swell to wedge tightly in her ass, and then came the almost overwhelming sensation of his spunk racing out of him, the rippling squeezing contractions of her rectum milking the sperm out of his over-stimulated cock, sending it bulleting along the length of his cock to spray deep into her bowels with unstoppable force.
Bolt after bolt of hot semen bathed her insides as Robbie came hard, groaning out loud as more spunk than he had ever thought possible burst out of him to spray inside her tight rectum. Casey felt every hot splash as it splashed into her, so much that Robbie could feel it being forced back along the length of his shaft to drain out of her tight-stretched anus and run down across her pussy to pool on the bed.
He remained poised above her, his weight on his elbows as he rested his forehead on the pillow next to her head, her head resting in the hollow of his neck as his breath hissed in counterpoint to his racing heart. As he gulped and sobbed for breath he gradually became aware of the trip-hammer beat of her heart slowing as the aftershocks died away. Eventually he softened and slid from her, to slump down beside her, his chest still heaving from the unprecedented force and power of his climax.
Casey murmured as she rolled into the shelter of his arm, her eyes still tight shut as she recovered from the shock and power of her own shattering orgasm, eventually opening her eyes to smile sleepily at him.
"Hello Lover-Boy, that was...intense!" she smiled. "Of all the times I've done that, that was the first time I came like that, or came at all! You were amazing, baby!"
Robbie smiled back. "So you've done that before, eh? Anyone I know?" he asked jokingly, and watched as her eyes filled with tears and she looked away, turning away from him and huddling into herself, almost curling into a ball.
"Case, baby, what's the matter, what did I say?" he asked her softly, bewildered at her reaction to his half-serious question, not knowing just how he'd offended her, or what he'd said to provoke such an extreme reaction following their lovemaking. He put his hand on her and was astonished to find she was crying, silently sobbing. Robbie gently pulled her around, holding her close against him as her sudden paroxysm of grief played itself out as he folded his arms about her.
At last she stopped crying, so Robbie used his shirt to mop her eyes, finally kissing her gently and stroking her hair to calm her down.
"So please, tell me baby, what was that for, what happened just now?" he asked her gently.
Casey looked up at him guardedly, wondering just how she was supposed to tell him, or how much.
"I only ever came home from college once in a while, when I really couldn't avoid it, and I had a really good reason for that." She paused, her lips moving but saying nothing.
"Go on, Case, I'm listening..." prompted Robbie
She swallowed and continued. "What we did, how we did it just now, dad used to do that to me every chance he got. I'm sorry baby; I didn't know how to tell you!"
She started crying again, silently but powerfully, silent sobs wracking her body. Robbie pulled her close, fiercely, holding her as tight to him as he dared as she shook against him.
Eventually Casey stopped and wiped her tears away.
"He started on the night of the Senior Prom, just two weeks after my eighteenth birthday, I went with Mark Henry, but he never danced with me once...no one did. When he brought me home, Dad was waiting up for me. He took me into his study, saying I was an adult now, and he gave me a drink, and I sat with him drinking brandy and feeling all grown-up and worldly."
"When I finished my drink he asked me to dance with him, so I did, and suddenly his hands were all over me, and then they were up under my dress, then he was pushing me over his desk, and that's when he did it. Oh Robbie, it hurt so much, he was hurting me and I couldn't stop him! I'd never done anything like that before, and I felt so dirty, my own father! After that, he did it to me nearly every day. Robbie, he knew how much it hurt me but he wouldn't stop, no matter how much I begged him! I didn't know how to stop him! I didn't know how to tell mom, or if she'd even believe me, or maybe she knew, and just didn't care, and there was no-one else I could tell. I had no-one to protect me, there was no-one in town, not one person I could turn to after what I'd done to you, no big brother to help me, God, I made sure of that..."
She stopped to swallow, her eyes unfocussed as her memory unreeled.
"He kept on doing it until I left for college. I had to come home eventually, mom would get at me to come home when I had a break, and I couldn't tell her why I didn't want to, and then he'd call-up and start on at me about how mom was missing me so much, then he'd get angry and threaten to cut off my tuition, and get me kicked out of my dorm, and tell mom I tried to seduce him."
"College was all I had, my only way of not being there with them, so I'd come home, hoping that he'd leave me alone, but no, he'd be waiting, and he'd keep me with him until mom wasn't around, and he'd do it to me some more. That was when I really needed you, Robbie, I wanted you so much to be there to help me, but you were gone, I'd already gotten rid of you...I'm so sorry, Robbie, I tried to find you to tell you I was sorry, but I also wanted you to come home so you could help me, because I needed your help so badly. I knew he'd never touch me if you were there, he was afraid of you, and I wanted you to protect me, but you weren't there, and it was all my fault...!"
She paused again, her eyes still far away as the tears welled up.
"I started to think I was being punished; this was what happened to people who did what I did to you and I deserved it. I prayed for it to stop, but it kept on and on, until I realised no-one was listening, and maybe what was happening to me was my penance for doing what I did, and I thought that if once, just once, I'd been a real sister to you, perhaps it would eventually stop when I'd been punished enough, but it never did...!"
Robbie cut her off with a finger on her lip.
"Shh, Case, it's OK, it's over now, it's all in the past, dead and buried, remember?"
Casey couldn't let it go, the tears pouring down her face as she relived her own private shame and fear.
"When he came here today, he wanted to take me back, that's the only reason he was here, and I was so scared he'd somehow manage to do it; he doesn't care about you, or me, all he was angry about was that someone else had a hold of his little fuck-toy, that's all I am to him! Please don't let him get me again, Robbie, please...!"
Robbie held her close as she broke down again. "Shh! You're safe now Case, you've got Joey and me, both your big brother's are here, and we've got your back! And before you ask, no, I don't think it was your fault, and no, I don't think you asked for it, and no, I don't think you deserved it. So get rid of that now, because I'm never gonna think that!"
"I think this had better remain between us; if you tell Joey, he's liable to go down there and hurt Steve really badly; you're with me, and in Joey's eyes that makes you one of us; and he really doesn't like people messing with any of us! But let me tell you just one thing, and then we let this go forever, OK? Even with everything that happened before between us, if you'd come to me and asked me to help you, I would have; you're my little sister, and I would never have let anyone hurt you."
Casey looked at him, her vision blurring with tears of shame at what she'd confessed, seeing the truth of what he was saying. Robbie wiped away her tears, and gently kissed her as he soothed her fears away. He understood now that they were both victims of their father, but Casey had suffered abuse he hadn't been able to imagine their own father could dish out, she'd been violated by the one man she was supposed to depend on.
Robbie was incapable of desiring revenge; if Steve showed his face again, Robbie would do anything to protect Casey, but hunting down someone and taking violent revenge was not a part of his psyche. He was just glad to his depths that he was taking her with him, that she'd never again have to face their father, and that Steve would never again have the opportunity to vent his sexual predilections on his only daughter.
As he pondered, he became aware that Casey's breathing had slowed and deepened; she was asleep, which was no surprise, given their earlier exertions and then her emotional confession to him. Robbie smiled and slowly slid out of bed, to grab a shower before the others got back. He'd just finished toweling-off when there came a light, almost hesitant knock at the front door. At first disinclined to answer it, Sarah's lessons in good manners and politeness took over, so tugging on his jeans he quickly ran downstairs in his bare feet, his hair still wet and tangled, to open the door to whoever was calling at this hour.
To his surprise, Angie was standing there, looking better than she had earlier, but with a tightness about her eyes and lips that belied her apparently calm appearance.
"H...Hello Robbie. May I please come in? she asked softly, and again Robbie could sense the control she was exerting over herself, the feel of tightly-reined emotions just below the surface.
Robbie looked at her blankly for a second, then opened the door and motioned her in.
"Casey's asleep, if you'll please wait a moment I'll go and...
Angie put her hand on his arm to stop him.
"No, Robbie, please...I wanted to talk to you. It will only take a few moments, please!"
Robbie looked at her hand on his arm, and she yanked it away like she'd been burned. Robbie indicated the way to the living room, and followed her in, motioning her to take a seat.
"So, ah...Mrs. Dolan, how can I help you? Like I said, Casey's asleep, it won't take but a moment to get her...?"
Angie's face tightened further as she realised Robbie only thought of her as 'Mrs. Dolan, Casey's mom', and couldn't think of any reason why she should want to talk to him.
"Robbie, I know this is probably too late to make a difference, and I know you don't think much of me anyway, but I just wanted to say 'sorry'. I'm sorry for everything I did, all the things I didn't do, all the times I left you out, I'm sorry for all that. I know you don't think I'm your mom, and you have every reason in the world to think that way, but I am your mom, and I wanted to let you know that I'm sorry for what I did to you, and to beg you to let me back in. What I did was wrong, I know that now, and I have no excuse, but I do know one thing; I love my children, even if I forgot that for a while, and I need them to know that."
A movement in the corner of her eye caught her attention, and she turned her head to see Casey leaning against the door-frame, legs and feet bare, wearing what looked like the shirt Robbie was wearing earlier that day. It hung almost to her knees, the sleeves were impossibly long on her, and she looked young, small, and vulnerable.
Her heart leaped into her mouth when she saw the purple bruise decorating Casey's left cheekbone, her anger with Steve flaring again as she saw what he'd done to her daughter. Angie half rose, but Casey quickly walked over to Robbie and climbed onto the couch behind him, resting her chin on his shoulder as her arms circled his torso. As she clambered behind up him, Angie saw enough to know she was naked under the shirt, and she blushed as she realised what they must have been doing. She resolutely put that from her mind; she was here to apologise to Robbie, not question his relationship with Casey. Casey handed something to Robbie, and Angie saw it was a T-shirt, which he quickly pulled on.
Angie turned her attention to Casey.
"Honey, I also want to apologise to you, for dragging you down with us, and for everything that happened, and especially for today; I saw something I didn't understand, and...I overreacted, and I'm sorry. Whatever you and Robbie do, wherever you go, if you're happy, then I'm happy for you. I don't know what your father thought he was doing, but that..." she indicated the bruise on her face, "that was inexcusable; he had no call to go attacking anybody. Well, he paid for it; he's having surgery tomorrow to repair his arm, and he'll be in a cast until the end of the summer, that should keep him occupied."



Robbie stirred.
"I gave him fair warning, I asked him to leave, he chose to ignore me and attack me, so..."
Angie nodded.
"I know, I heard you warn him at least twice. He's lucky it was only his arm; it should have been his neck...!"
Casey looked closely at her mother.
"Mom, what's happened, why aren't you with dad?"
Angie looked at Casey, pale but resolute.
"Honey, your father and I are getting a divorce. After today, there's no way I can remain married to that man, not after what I found out this afternoon, or the way he's been behaving for years; today just brought it to a head. I'm sorry; I know you and he used to be close, now..."
Casey gave a bitter snort.
"Close, is that what you think? Really?"
She looked away, and Angie saw tears trembling on her eyelashes.
"Casey, what's the matter, why are you crying, is it because of the divorce? We'll still be your parents, you don't..."
She trailed of as she saw Casey shake her head.
"I never want to see him again, Mom, not after what he did to me! And I don't mean this...!" she touched her cheek. "Why do you think I hate coming home, why do you think he was so angry today? After what he did to me...!" She trailed off, choking back tears and burying her face in Robbie's shoulder.
Angie stared at her in puzzlement, and then her mouth dropped open as understanding suddenly dawned on her.
"Oh God, no, oh no, not that, please...!" she begged, horror mounting in her eyes as Robbie slowly nodded, his eyes confirming what she feared the most.
"Baby, I'm so sorry, I never thought he could...why didn't you tell me, I would have helped you, I would have believed you...!"
Casey grinned mirthlessly.
"Would you, Mom, after all we did to Robbie, would you have believed anything I said about dad? You never helped me look for your son, you never tried to find him, you just gave him up without a fight. I thought you knew about dad, I thought you gave me up as well, that's why I never came to you, because I didn't trust you. That's how screwed-up this whole family is, and that's why I have to go with Robbie; with him I have a chance for a new start far away from here and all this."
Angie sat ashen faced, her discovery about Steve and now Casey's rejection of her a double hammer-blow. She'd come here to ask for forgiveness, only to discover just how much she needed to be forgiven for; both her children had suffered at the hands of her husband, and both of them saw her as the one who'd rejected and neglected them. Her eyes brimmed and overflowed as the full extent of her children's misery unfurled, and she found herself reaching out to them, needing physical contact to try and bridge the gaping chasm that opened between them.
Casey's face slowly softened as she realised her mother wasn't involved, she had truly been unaware and unsuspecting of what Steve had been doing to her. Casey also realised that Angie needed her daughter to forgive her for being so disconnected from what had been happening under her very nose. She climbed off the couch to kneel by her mother and take her outstretched hand.
"Mom, I'm sorry I was so harsh. For me it's over now. I've got Robbie, and I don't need or want revenge, or punishment, for dad; as much as he needs to suffer for what he did to me, that won't accomplish anything; being with Robbie is enough for me, so all I want to do is let it go and move on. Robbie's showing me how, because that's how he survived, by learning how to be someone else, with a family that loved and cared for him."
"He and I are going to be a family again, but a different kind of family this time, one where we love and care for each other. Accept that, Mom, and let him go properly; you can't be his mom, you gave that away a long time ago, but you'll always be mine, and still part of the family that Robbie and I will be, just not the way you want it to be. Take it or leave it, Mom."
Angie blinked back tears as she realised the compromise Casey was offering her was as good as it was going to get. Robbie, her son Robbie, was irretrievably lost to her, but Casey was offering her a way to still be a part of his life. She looked up at him and saw him smiling at her, a good sign, the first time he'd done anything except stare blankly at her. Angie came to a decision. This would have to do; this was a way to keep a connection with her children, and maybe when enough time had passed she could attempt some sort of rapprochement, if and when the time was right. As she held Casey's hand, her fingers found the antique engagement ring placed there by Robbie, and she smiled sadly as she realised what she had to do.
She stood, Robbie also rising to his feet and taking her hands when she reached out to him.
"Promise me, Robert Anderson that you'll always look after my daughter." she smiled through tear-blurry eyes, and was rewarded with a beautiful sunny smile from this tall quiet man her daughter loved so much.
"I will, I swear!" he grinned, looking into her eyes.
"Well go on, genius, hug your mother-in-law!" Casey stage-whispered as she nudged him, and his grin widened as he and Angie hugged each other properly for the first time in more than twenty years, Angie's hug the more poignant as she both welcomed him and let him go forever.
++++
When Joey, Karen and Sarah returned from dinner, they were met with the sight of Casey, Robbie, and Angie chatting like old friends, faces wreathed in smiles, no sign of the animosity and anguish of earlier that day.
Angie rose, smiling, as they walked in, the first genuine smile Sarah had ever seen on her face.
"Sarah, Joey, I'm glad I saw you before I left. I wanted to apologise for this afternoon. My husband was completely out of line, and he got what he deserved. I also told him I wanted a divorce, and he's not going to contest it, at least, not if he knows what's good for him!"
"Joey, I'm sorry you and your mother were dragged into this, and that my husband never made any provision for you while you were growing up, so I'm sure the divorce settlement will include a substantial provision for you; just think of it as all the back-payments he should have been making to support his son...it will probably enable you to plan a very nice wedding and honeymoon! Casey, Robbie, I'll see you soon, darlings, and remember, I love you both very much. Sarah, may I speak with you...in private, please?"
Sarah was intrigued; nice Angie was a new one for her, and she was curious to see what Angie could possibly want with her. Angie kissed and hugged Robbie and Casey, and then she and Sarah made their way to the porch, past an open-mouthed Joey and Karen, and a smiling Robbie and Casey.
Angie began.
"Sarah, I just wanted to tell you, you were right; about Robbie, I mean. I have no way to reconnect with him as my son, there's nothing left there for me to pull back, and perhaps that's for the best." Her eyes sparkled with unshed tears. "It's a painful, awful thing to admit, but I was a useless mother, and I lost him too long ago to fix it now; I really have no claim on him at all as a mother, I put nothing into him, and it was wrong of me to assume I could somehow just claim him back. But, as his mother-in-law, I still have a chance to be part of his life, that's the option Casey gave me, and I accepted it. It gives me a way to be in his life, and to remain a part of Casey's too, and the children they'll have one day. You really are his mother now; Hell, you always have been, so please, do one thing for me; look after my baby."
Sarah could see what this admission had cost her, and it tore at her heart too, but she knew Angie was right; it wasn't a perfect solution, but it was a solution.
Angie dabbed at her eyes as she made to leave.
"I always envied you, Sarah, even if I couldn't admit it to myself, you were always a better person than me, and I was too stupid or arrogant to ask you how you did it. But that part of you rubbed off on Robbie. What he is today, he owes to you, so thank you for being what he needed most of all. Now I can see what Casey loves so much about him. You did good, girl! And now, I'm off to make Steve Dolan's life a miserable corner of Hell, wish me luck!"
Sarah smiled as Angie waved to her as she walked to her car, then Sarah went in to see to her family.
"Mom, just in time!" grinned Joey, as Sarah walked into the dining room. "Family Conference time, can we all be seated please, Robbie and I have something we think everyone needs to know about."
Mystified, Sarah took a seat, getting an equally puzzled look from Casey.
Joey took the chair. "Mom, Casey, Robbie and I had a talk earlier today about something that I think affects us all. Robbie?"
Robbie took over. "Two weeks ago, my boss, Steve Vargas offered to make me a partner in GameStx." Casey and Sarah looked stunned, Karen grinned and Joey just looked pleased with himself.
"So far I've held off on giving him an answer, because I was concerned about the direction we were heading in, and I wasn't sure I wanted to be part of that. Eventually I decided I would accept, but only on one condition."
He drew a deep breath.
"I decided I'd accept only if Joey came with me as part of the deal. We need someone like him, someone to push the company into being an innovator. We have a high-quality team working far below their true potential, we have the talent on board to gun for the big boys, and I think Joey, with his background in business and marketing, and his experience and talent as a Business Analyst would be the one to do it for us. I intend to stipulate to Steve that Joey be brought in as Vice-President in charge of Commercial Affairs and Marketing with a salary commensurate with the position. I know that Joey is keen on the idea, but other things have to happen as well. Karen?"
Karen looked thoughtful, briefly drumming her fingers on the table in front of her.
"Joey and I discussed this briefly at dinner, and the fact is, I could transfer to the San Francisco office relatively easily; the new Claims Handling software is ready to be rolled out, I don't see that doing it from there is any different to doing it from here, all my family lives in Southern California, so yes, I'm in favor. I'm in!"
Joey looked at Sarah.
"Mom?"
Sarah smiled at all of them.
"You don't need my approval, I think my boys can make a grown-up decision without my help. For what it's worth, I think it's a good idea, and it's a chance for both of you to stretch your wings a little. Good luck, all of you!"
Casey didn't need to voice an opinion. Whatever Robbie decided, she would go along with it.
Joey stood up grinning.
"OK, that's us decided. Robbie, I would be honored to come and work with you; it sounds like you need someone with a sense of humor who's not gonna die a virgin to come in there and motivate you bunch!"
Robbie grinned and punched Joey's shoulder as he and Karen ambled away to discuss the logistics of moving to California.
Sarah pulled Robbie closer and reached up to pull his head down so she could kiss him on the forehead, "I'm so very proud of my youngest son, my little lost boy! I'm glad my boys are going to be together, I know you and Joey will make a good team!"
Robbie blushed and made to move away, but Sarah pulled his head down again, and kissed him once more on the forehead. "And that's from someone who loves you very much and who's also very proud of you!" Robbie looked slightly puzzled at that, but Casey put her arm in his and kissed him as well. "I'll explain it to you later!" she smiled.
Sarah took Casey's hand and smiled at the ring Robbie had given her.
Casey looked worried. "I hope you don't mind, Robbie asked me to...and I..."
Sarah smiled back as she lightly kissed Casey on the cheek.
"Casey, I think Gramma Novak would be very pleased indeed to know who was wearing her ring today. Robbie chose well, and so did you."
Robbie took his arm away from Casey to hug Sarah.
"Why don't you come to San Francisco with us, mom? With Joey and Karen gone, there'll be nothing keeping you here; all your family will be in the Bay Area, so why don't you think about coming out as well; at least we'll all be in the same time-zone. I know Joey's in love with Bel Marin Keys, now he'll be able to afford that boat he's always wanted and do...y'know, boat...things, whatever. Maybe you could perhaps think about living somewhere round there, I dunno, Novato, maybe, or Corte Madera. Remember I took you there once, and we had a picnic in the town park, and you said how nice and green it was around there? And it's only a little way to San Pedro Bay, and the Napa wineries; you know you love it around there, why not move to the North Bay now? Think about it, mom, please, I don't want you here alone..."
Sarah looked thoughtful; he was making sense, maybe she should join the rest of the family now.
"I'll think about it, sweetheart, really. Now you go to bed, you kids have an early check-in tomorrow, and it's an hour to the airport from here. I'll call you tomorrow night and we'll talk some more."
Robbie and Casey hugged Joey and Karen goodbye; they had work the next day, so this was the last time they'd see them until they made the move to California.
Robbie watched Casey undressing, which really meant no more than stripping off the shirt she was wearing. She really was an enticing sight; her long slender legs, taut buttocks, and small firm breasts tipped with delicate pink nipples, and he could feel himself responding, a delicious warm tightness in his groin spreading to center itself at the base of his penis. Robbie felt himself hardening as he watched her graceful, almost balletic movements as she folded his clothes and stowed them in his flight bag, her economy of movement matched only by her complete unconsciousness of his scrutiny. Eventually, though, she became aware of his eyes on her, that subtle sense all humans possess that tells them they're being watched causing her to look over at him and smile quizzically.
"Something you wanted, baby?" she smiled, and grinned widely as he crooked a finger at her.
Robbie slid his arms around her to cup and squeeze her tight cheeks as he kissed her, the smooth flesh of her backside firm and arousing under his fingers, and his groin tensed even further as his rapidly hardening cock flexed and pressed against his flies.
Casey smiled against his lips, grinding her mound against him to let him know she was also feeling the stirrings of arousal. She reached down to feel the bulge in his jeans, fondling his package as she slid her hand around his neck to pull him down for a more serious and intense kiss.
She stepped back and away from him to clamber onto the bed, Robbie's cock twitching as he caught a glimpse of her damp, swollen pussy lips as she crawled onto the bed, and he quickly stripped off his tee and jeans to follow her.
As he slid next to her, he caught her up and pulled her to him, mashing his lips against hers in a fervent, passionate kiss. Casey squirmed under him without breaking their kiss, her arms pulling and urging him to lie on top of her, at last breaking contact to smile up at him.
"Make love to me now, Robbie; make love to your wife-to-be, show me how it's going to be, baby!"
Robbie grinned down at her as her hands fondled and caressed his burgeoning erection, rubbing his wet cock head against her equally damp and syrupy pussy lips while gently squeezing and scratching at his balls with her other hand, teasing herself as she lubricated their sexes with their combined secretions. Robbie tensed as he slowly pushed forward, his fat cock slipping slowly into her tight pussy, her breath warm against his cheek as he slid into her. Casey's arms slipped around his torso, her hands gripping his back as he began to slowly pump in and out of her.
Casey responded by lifting her pelvis to meet his thrusts, pumping her wet pussy up and down on his thrusting cock. She angled her pelvis to rub her clitoris on his wiry pubic hair, pleasuring herself as she tensed and relaxed her pussy muscles, alternately squeezing and releasing his cock and making him gasp with the sensation.
As Robbie pumped and hammered into her, she felt her climax approaching. That surging rushing tide started to build somewhere deep inside, making her tingle from head to foot and causing sharp little jolts of electricity to coil out and into her from her clitoris. His mat of coarse wiry pubic hair was a delightful source of stimulation as it rubbed and tickled her delicate little button as he hammered into her. Every time he rubbed against her, she gasped and squeezed him, eliciting a gasp in return, and so, building each other toward their mutual orgasm, they pumped, and thrust as they reached for their ultimate goal.
When her orgasm hit her, it was like a soundless explosion of white light, a tsunami of pleasure swamping her and making her groan and call his name, her entire body rigid as every muscle tensed in the ecstasy of release. Her pussy clamped down on Robbie's cock, the constrictor muscles squeezing him with irresistible, delicious, glove-like tightness, pushing him over the edge. Now it was his turn to groan out loud as he came explosively, hot, soul-draining jets of his seed hosing into her, his fertile spunk filling her every inner crevice and secret place.
Finally he stopped ejaculating, the powerful jets of sperm reducing to a sticky trickle as he emptied out into her receptive pussy. Casey also relaxed, her shattering orgasm diminishing and fading in a series of aftershocks that left her weak and sleepy, but satisfied. Robbie withdrew and slumped down next to heron the rumpled bed
"Baby, if you do me like that every time, I'm definitely keeping you!" she smiled, rolling on her side to slide her arm across his midriff and down, to squeeze and knead the sculpted muscle mass that was his buttock.
"Did I ever tell you, baby, you've got a great ass!" she quipped, grinning as Robbie slipped his hand down the curve of her thigh to clasp and gently squeeze her firm yielding cheek in return.
"But your ass is much nicer!" he smiled, dipping down to lightly kiss her as he pulled her closer, his smile widening as she burrowed into him, squirming round to spoon into the shelter of his arm as he pulled the covers over them both.
"Get some sleep, babe, we've got a seven o'clock start, and we have to be away by nine."
Casey yawned. "I remember, don't worry, the alarm's set, g'night Baby, love you!"
++++
When Steve was wheeled in from surgery, Angie was waiting for him, a sweet smile on her face. Steve's hopes leaped as he saw her, thoughts of forgiveness and reconciliation racing through his mind, to be dashed as a thick envelope hit him on the chest.
"What's this?" he demanded, and Angie's smile broadened into a big grin.
"This is the end of your life as you know it, you sick son of a bitch!" she gritted, the smile never leaving her face. She pulled her chair closer so she could lean over him. "I know what you did to my daughter, and the only reason the Sheriff's not here right now is because that fat, sweaty, worthless piece of shit is your cousin. If I had my way you'd be the sweet treat at the Saturday Night gang-bang in Laroque County Jail, so you better listen really closely, mister!"
Steve shrank back as the rage and hatred in Angie's eyes burned into him.
Angie continued.
"These are divorce papers; you are going to sign them, and agree to all my demands. I want what I deserve after 23 years of putting-up with you and your bullshit, and you are going to pay. In addition, these clauses here mean you never contact Casey, Robbie or Joe Anderson; you're to stay out of their lives forever. Any breach of that and I shall feel compelled to file at least 15 charges of anal rape and incest committed over three years against our daughter, who has agreed to testify against you if charges are brought. The rape statute in this state is very interesting; each charge carries a five year term, so you could go away for a very long time. Adding in the incest charges I will file, you could die in jail. Am I making myself clear? Your mutt Sheriff is going to run for cover, and your family contacts in City Hall are going to drop you like a turd sandwich when this hits the papers, and it will, I promise you. You are going to pay, Steven Dolan, and your children are finally going to get some justice."



Steve read through the papers, his face alternately tightening and blanching as he read through the list of her demands.
"You want the house...and the lodge? Not the lodge, my father built...!"
Angie cut him off.
"Steven, if you don't agree to everything there, you're not going to need either one. As it is, you're going to be far too busy rebuilding your business to need vacations in Lake Tahoe if word of this gets out...and it will if you don't toe the line. I'm not being unreasonable; this is not California, after all, I'm not going to strip you bare, although it may feel like it; all I want is what's mine, to eventually go to my children and grandchildren, and to Joey as well; he's your son too. What you do with what's left is of no interest to me; leave it one of your little tramps for all I care, but you will sign this and make sure your children get their due. You just need to consider the consequences of not complying with the clauses in that piece of paper in your hand. Sign it, keep your word, and nothing ever surfaces ever again. Fight me on this, and you'll find out just what I'm prepared to do to bring you to your knees. Are we communicating now, Steven Dolan?"
Steve nodded, a sick expression on his face, and when Angie proffered a pen and pointed to the documents, he signed without a quibble.
Angie took the papers from his unresisting hands.
"Now that's done, I never want to see or hear from you ever again, is that understood? My lawyers will be in touch with you to finalise the agreement, and remember, you stay away from your children or you go to jail. This is how you pay for what you did to our kids, and you're getting off lightly; if it had been up to me I'd have taken a shotgun and blown your balls off for what you did to Casey, but this way, our kids can rest assured they'll never have to hear from you ever again. It's not justice, but it is payback, and it will have to do."
She stood up and folded the documents Steve had signed, pushing them into her purse and flicking her hair out of her eyes. She made to leave, but paused at the door.
"I went to see Robbie and Casey, they're happy together, he adores her, and he forgave me for her sake. I tried, and he let me back in, just a little way, but at least I still have a small part of my son to hold onto. You could have had the same, you could have tried. But did you even want to, I wonder? Well, now you'll never know, and at the end of your days, when you're alone, will you ask yourself 'what if...?' Maybe then you'll finally understand what it means to destroy the most precious gift you were ever given. Goodbye Steve."
Angie walked out of the hospital, stopped, and took a deep breath. As she did, she thought of Robbie and Casey, and a bright, happy smile spread across her face.
++++
Three months passed, three hectic, busy months; Casey graduated 28th in a class of 200, and immediately moved down from Sacramento to Daly City, Robbie and Joey hiring a U-haul van to collect all her stuff and bring it back to the condo on Gellert. Joey and Karen moved to Daly City, to an apartment on Southgate Avenue, an easy commute to Palo Alto and a five-minute drive from Robbie and Casey. Joey had joined Robbie within three weeks of quitting his job, and had quickly immersed himself in the task of pushing GameStx into the forefront as a major player in the game software market. Already he had developed and unveiled plans for the company that had Steve and Elio Vargas salivating; Robbie merely smiled, his faith in Joey completely vindicated. Other plans also began to come together, marriage plans. Karen wanted to get married in the local Catholic Church, Our Lady of Pity, her parents wanted them to marry in their church in San Bernadino, and Joey didn't care where they got married as long as they actually got married.
At last the day dawned. Joey and Karen finally tied the knot in Daly City, their family and closest friends around them, and one surprising guest; Angie Rayne-Dolan, who, after a few tentative overtures, had become friendly with Sarah, and had been invited at Joey's request, on the grounds that she was, almost, family. The Reception was held at the Hilton on Union Square, a gift from Steve and Elio Vargas.
After the toasts, and the banquet that followed, Joey led Karen onto the floor for their first dance, followed after a circuit by Robbie and Casey, then Sarah partnered with Steve, and surprisingly, Elio and Angie, looking very shy and self-conscious. During the course of the day the ladies were passed around from partner to partner, until Casey decided that she needed some Robbie time, so she decoyed him away from the family and led him away.
"Babe, where are we going, Joey's gonna...?" inquired Robbie.
"Shush Robbie, just follow me, all will be revealed!" grinned Casey, taking him up to one of the suites. "This is Karen and Joey's Suite; Karen gave me the key, I want to have you to myself for a while, so get in there, boy!"
Robbie grinned and went to unlock the door, but it was already open. He peered inside, but nothing seemed to have been disturbed, so he shrugged and pulled Casey in and closed the door behind them. The drapes were closed so the room was in dim light, but Robbie could see it was a sitting room, part of a two-room suite with what was obviously a bedroom through another door. As soon as the door was closed, Casey turned to him and pulled him down to kiss him seriously, meaningfully.
Robbie felt himself hardening, as did Casey, her hands rubbing and fondling his crotch as he squeezed her taut buttocks while they kissed.
Casey fumbled with his belt, and Robbie responded by slipping her dress off her shoulders to let it pool on the ground around her feet. She was only wearing wispy little mesh panties, and they soon followed the dress as Robbie stripped her. His need was now almost overwhelming, and as Casey released him from his pants and tugged his cock out of his shorts, he lifted her by her perfect ass, allowing her to wrap her legs around his waist. As she did, he thrust forward, impaling her in one movement. Casey gasped as he slid into her so fast, and Robbie moved until her back was to the door, pinning her there as he began to piston his cock into her.
Casey was gasping and sobbing with the intensity of being fucked in this way, as was Robbie, and he was rapidly approaching the point of no return. Casey felt the orgasm building through her, the raw sexual energy they were releasing swirling and coursing through her like a tidal wave of heat and emotion, and she came like white lightning, screaming with the force of her release. As her pussy clamped down on him, Robbie came with a shout of pure ecstasy, his cock swelling and surging into her, pulsing rope after rope of sperm boiling into her innermost recesses as he gave up all his essence for her.
Sated, Robbie leaned against the door, supporting himself as his forehead pressed against the cool paintwork, still holding Casey against him as she trembled and after-shocked from the volcanic orgasm. Eventually he let her go, allowing his shrinking cock to slip from her as she slid back down to stand and lean against him.
"Wow, babe, we need to do that again, soon!" she giggled, and stopped, her head cocked, listening.
"Robbie, there's someone in there!" she hissed, pointing to the bedroom.
Robbie made himself presentable as Casey slipped her underwear and dress back on, and the two of them silently approached the bedroom door. Sure enough, the unmistakeable sounds of people in the throes of passion made themselves heard. Robbie grinned, and made to leave but Casey stopped him.
"There's not supposed to be anyone in here, go check it out, please!"
Robbie silently pressed down on the handle and swung the door open. In the bed could be seen two figures engaged in what looked and sounded like very satisfying sex. Casey snapped on the light, and the woman shrieked and yanked the sheets up over her head, while the man gazed back at Robbie with an embarrassed 'busted' expression on his face.
"Steve?" gasped Robbie, as Casey nudged him and indicated with her chin the female occupant. Slowly she emerged, to stare sheepishly at Robbie.
"Mom!" he gasped, "what...why...with...Mom!" he burbled, transfixed, shocked at catching his mom in such a compromising position, while Casey grinned and tugged his arm to pull him out of the room.
"Sorry, folks, didn't mean to disturb you, please, go on with...whatever you were doing, we didn't see a thing, really, come on Robbie...!" she called out, towing him out of the room as he spluttered and blushed.
As soon as they closed the connecting door, Casey collapsed against him, unable to contain her fit of giggles.
"Oh baby, you should have seen your face, oh my God, I wish I had a camera just to catch that look, you were so funny!"
"But mom...Steve...!" began Robbie, to be cut short by Casey.
"They were doing nothing wrong, nothing you and I don't do every day of the week, so don't be such a prude! Honestly, Robbie, Sarah's a woman, not a plaster saint, and she's finished being your mommy, now she needs some time for some fun of her own. No, not another word!"
Robbie looked rebellious for a moment, then grinned.
"Do you know you looked exactly like mom when you said that!?"
Casey laughed out loud, and led him back down to the ballroom.
Sarah and Steve joined them shortly, Sarah avoiding their eyes until Robbie gave her a quick hug.
"Steve's one of the good guys, Mom, you need one of those, go for it!" he whispered in her ear, and Sarah smiled back at him, her hand searching for Steve's. Just then Casey came up to them and pulled Robbie over to one side.
"Baby, I want to show you something!" she giggled, eyes dancing with glee. She led him over to the bar, and pointed out onto one of the balconies, where Angie and Elio were engaged in a passionate bout of lip-wrestling.
"Must be something in the air...!" she commented, barely able to contain her laughter.
They circulated around a little more, eventually spotting Angie and Elio trying to look nonchalant, and as they caught her eye, she waved them over.
"Babies, I have something for Joey, and I want you there as well, where is he?"
Robbie spotted Joey and Karen and called them over.
Angie held out her hand, and Joey, looking slightly mystified, took it.
"Joey," she began, "I have something for you, a sort of wedding present." With that she handed him a thick file, and a set of keys.
"These are the title deeds, and the keys, for the lodge at Lake Tahoe. It was built by my ex-husband's father, your grandfather, and, as you're the oldest son, I think it's only right you should have it. There are three Ski-doo snowmobiles in the garage, and a Jeep Cherokee and snowmobile trailer; they're all yours as well, all the papers are there. No, don't thank me; for years you looked after Robbie, so thank you!"
Joey looked stunned and lost for words, eventually managing to gasp out his thanks.
"Thank you for such a wonderful gift, but wouldn't you rather keep it in the family?"
Angie smiled.
"Joey, you are family, the best family Robbie ever had, and besides, I could never go back to that place again; every time winter rolls around, my thoughts turn to West Palm Beach, not snowmobiles on a snow capped mountain!"
Joey and Karen both hugged her; there seemed nothing more to be said.
Robbie cleared his throat.
"Joey, I wanted to wait until we were all together before I gave you your present, as there's kind of a reason for it."
With that he handed Joey the keys to his Bentley Continental GT.
Joey blanched.
"No, Robbie, I was only kidding, I don't want your car, you love that car, Karen, tell him!"
Robbie grinned.
"I know you love that car too, and that's why I want you to have it. Casey and I need something a little more...family friendly."
Joey looked blank for a second, then his eyes widened.
"Holy Shit Robbie, you guys are...you mean, you and Casey...are...I'm gonna be an uncle?"
Casey smiled. "I found out last week for certain, but we wanted to wait until everyone was here before we told the family!"
Joey whooped and grabbed Robbie round the waist, lifting him off the floor as he laughed, then he picked up Casey and spun her round before kissing her soundly and handing her back to Robbie, slightly dazed but smiling broadly.
"Anyone else got anything they feel like telling me?
Angie handed him another envelope, and smiled at him. "Go ahead, open it!"
Joey opened it and pulled out two airline tickets and a booking slip. He looked at them and went pale, wordlessly handing them to Karen, whose eyes popped.
"The Kahala Hotel in Oahu, two weeks! Oh my God! Where did these come from?"
Angie smiled at him.
"Let's just say you have a rich relative; although perhaps not so rich now!" she dimpled, her smile broadening into a wide grin
Joey stared at her, knowing exactly who she meant, then began to laugh, leaning against Robbie as he laughed until Robbie also began to laugh, finally getting the joke.
++++
Robbie pulled up outside the church to a waiting Angie, and pulled two baby carriers from the back seat of the sleek silver Mercedes-Benz S-350 AMG. He handed one carrier to Casey and the other to Angie, then jumped back in to park the car around the corner from the church. That done, all three of them headed into the church, the interior cool, dim and muted after the blazing sunshine and wall of heat outside.
Robbie left the babies with Casey and Angie as he made his way to the front pew. It was a special day today; he and Joey were giving their mother's hand in marriage to Steve Vargas, and he wanted nothing to go wrong. He passed by Frank and Caitlin and the twins, the girls and Caitlin all reaching out to brush fingertips with him as he passed on his way to the front of the church to wait for Joey and Sarah, grinning at Steve and Elio as they fidgeted nervously.
The ceremony was short, as Steve and Sarah had requested, simple words and a modest ceremony, and then the family was congregating outside for some photographs. When they'd finished, Elio, Sarah and her new husband went looking for Casey and Angie.
They found them sitting in the shade of an olive tree, Casey and Angie sitting on a bench with the two baby carrier between them. As Sarah came up, Angie undid the straps on the carrier next to her and handed the baby to Sarah, then linked arms with Elio, her constant companion for almost a year now as he sat down next to her.
"Hello Caitlin, did you miss mommy?" cooed Sarah, nuzzling her daughter while Casey unstrapped the other baby and cuddled little Robbie before handing him to his grandmother. They had a few moments of peace before Moira and Morag came bustling up, demanding they be allowed to hold the babies and asking everyone to photograph them holding their little cousins. Frank and Caitlin also joined them, all the family congregating around the two newest members of the family and taking turns to hold and cuddle them.
Robbie and Joey watched their family from the shade of another olive tree across the car park as Karen came up to join them, her baby-bump becoming really obvious as she linked arms with both of them.
"Your turn soon, meat-head, are you ready for the joys of parenthood?" asked Robbie, grinning as Joey nodded emphatically.
"Ready, willing and able!" he retorted. "Speaking of being ready, if you get to feeling jittery about your own wedding, go have a talk with Uncle Frank and Aunt Kat, they did wonders for me when it came to getting my head facing the right way, little brother!"
Karen looked at Casey and the twins, and smiled as she rested her head for a moment on Robbie's shoulder.
"You did OK, Robbie, you have a beautiful family and you'll be just fine on the day, trust me!" she whispered as she patted his arm.
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I sat huddled against the bathroom wall, the cold tiles feeling frigid against the heat radiating from my face. My throat burned, and my sides ached from vomiting so long and so hard. I couldn't think straight, except to home in on that one huge, horrifying fact. Ashley had been raped, violated, and abused, and it was no impulse crime, no isolated opportunist attack on a defenceless girl; it had been planned, masterminded, set-up; that sick, sick fucker, what kind of mental state did you have to be in to do something like that?
I could hear Mum crying, weeping hysterically as David tried to console her and calm her down, and I thought briefly that it should be me comforting her, but I couldn't bring myself to stand, walk in there and see her face, not knowing what I did now. Now I wanted to kill someone, at last I felt the urge to truly hurt someone, to keep on hurting them until they were past all pain.
Barbara, my real Mum in all but fact, the one person who'd kept me sane as she brought me up, had unveiled what my father had done, how he'd plotted and planned and carried out that cowardly, evil, bastardly act for no reason other than to salvage his own ego. Barbara had told us how he did it, sent Mum all the details she could find, and then she'd died; the postmark on the envelope was the day I was busily getting my new passport. I was preparing for a new life, and she was losing hers.
I sat bolt upright as a horrifying thought shot through me; dear God, was this why she'd died? The thought of that was too terrible to contemplate, and I heard a low moaning; it was a while before I realised it was me, hovering on the edge of hysteria. She'd died after telling Mum the truth, had she died because she'd told Mum the truth, had she died for helping me come here? I begged God, Yahweh, Buddha, anyone or anything who was listening; please not that, don't make it my fault, please don't let her have died because of me, not after all she'd done for me, anything but that...
I dropped my head down to my hands and cried for her, for what I was sure I'd brought on her, and swore again the same oath I'd sworn in London, after I'd seen the news of her death. I swore that I would give him a lifetime of pain and blood and suffering for all he'd done. I swore I would be there to shove the knife in him, and when I'd stared into his eyes, and seen him recognise me and know who had stuck that knife into him. Then I was going to twist it, and twist it again, and cause him pain that no prayers to God, man or devil would release him from.
Mum had said she was glad I wasn't the man my father was, but now I knew she was wrong because I wanted to do things to him that only a sick, depraved, evil rat-fuck like him would be capable of. If I was my father's son, so much the better, I would hurt him in ways only he could devise for what he'd done to me and mine, to my Ashley, to my Mum, and most of all to the one I had always loved like a mother.
I stared into the white tiled wall, seeing Barbara's face, needing her so much it was a physical pain locked in the base of my throat, trying to hear what she was saying to me, trying desperately to recapture the sound of her voice, her laughter, but my mind's eye continually turned to horrific fantasies of how it had been for her at the end, what he'd done to her, the woman I had loved since my earliest childhood, and who'd loved me back unconditionally, who'd made me her own, and had finally made me leave her at the mercy of that evil, sadistic...
"Nick! Nick, where are you?"
I came back to reality with a bump, all the revenge fantasies vanishing on hearing a male voice calling me. It took a few seconds before I recognised it. Dr. Nixon, it was Dr. Nixon. Mum!
I scrambled to my feet, and staggered as a sudden wave of dizziness rolled over me.
"I'm...here, I'm coming...!" I croaked, my throat burning and rasping from the acid vomit I'd been spewing out, and I realised I needed to wash my mouth and clear my head of the horrible taste and smell of what I'd been doing. I also splashed my face with cold water, trying to revive myself and clear some of the fog from my brain.
Finally feeling a little better, I stumbled back to the living room, to find Mum still huddled against David, and a small part of me thought how natural she looked being held by someone again. But the memory of what I'd read returned when I saw that damned, hateful, horrifying letter on the table in front of her. Barbara had spoken to me one last time and what she'd told me had destroyed what remained of my old life, filled me with rage and nausea, and given me one more reason to hate that hell-bastard I called a father.
I knew what I had sworn was never going to happen; people like me, like us, never get to take revenge or plot payback, we can only fantasize about it, and that knowledge gnawed at me as well. We would have to live with this knowledge forever, and that son of a whore was going to live a life of freedom and ease, never paying for what he'd done, happily giving us the finger from 3,000 miles away.
I squatted down next to Mum and put my hand on hers. She jumped like she'd been burned, her eyes flicking open and seeing me.
"Nicky, how could he...how...what...?" she stumbled, her fingers twining in mine as she squeezed our hands together. She was still near tears, as she looked from me to David and back again.
"She never did anything...!"
I didn't know what to say; boasting about what I'd do to him was a hollow waste of time and wasn't going to undo this serpents tangle, and all I could do was lean my forehead against her arm to show her I was with her, that she wasn't alone here. The sight of her in distress was making my eyes well-up too, and I was still having trouble believing a man could store up that much hate and rage to commit such an ungodly, diabolical act against an innocent girl.
David was reading the letter again, a look of profound disgust on his face as he absorbed the full nastiness of what Barbara had revealed. Suddenly he looked keenly at me; obviously something had struck him.
"Nicky, what date was this letter sent, please, check the postmark..."
I didn't need to, I'd already seen it.
"Last Friday morning, it's time-stamped. And yes, Barbara killed herself that evening, after she posted this. So what, how does that help?" I asked dully, crushingly aware that we were helpless to do anything about it, people like us don't have the resources to make something of a mess like this and so we just had to live with the injustice of it, especially Ashley, the one person in all this who couldn't possibly have roused any kind of ire in that man and yet she'd paid a price no-once should have had to pay.
David looked thoughtful.
"Nick, I have a couple of friends with the FBI, I think they should see this; this looks like something that should be investigated properly, by the federal authorities. Julia, can I take this with me? I promise I'll keep you fully informed whatever happens."
Mum nodded agreement, and I shrugged because I felt deep-down inside that nothing was going to fix this, and that smug bastard hiding 3,000 miles away in England was going to get away with this scot-free.
Mum spoke up, talking to David and me.
"Nicky? David? I don't know if anything will come of this, so please, please, don't let Ashley know about this; that poor child's had enough to deal with without handing her any false hopes or pretending that this is going to come out right, so just keep this between us, OK? We let David's friends do what they can. In the meantime, life goes on as normal. Will you both promise me you won't say anything until something can be done about all this?"
I exchanged glances with David, but Mum was right; the last thing I wanted to do was rake this over for Ashley all over again, but I certainly wasn't happy about keeping secrets from her. If David's friends could swing a way to make that bastard pay for what he'd done, then I would be the first one to tell her, let her know that she had some hope of justice, but until then I would keep silent.
"I...promise, mum, I won't say a word until it's time to tell her. But I get to tell her, OK? If we have a way to drag that sick bitch's bastard over here and stuff him in a hole forever, I want to be the one to tell her, so she'll have no doubts as to how I feel about him. Agreed? "
Mum nodded, her hand tightening on mine as she did, and David nodded as well, sealing our conspiracy. I really hated the idea of basically lying to my girl; even if I was lying by omission, I was still lying, but I hoped she'd understand that we'd been trying to do something about it. It would be so much worse if she found out that we'd known, but had done nothing...
David stood up, folded the papers and documents Barbara had sent and slid them back in the envelope.
"Nick, as you and I were going for breakfast, for the sake of normalcy I think we should go do that, and I think you should join us, Julia; let's make a start on getting everything back to normal as quickly as we can."
I could see she wasn't really in the mood, hell, neither was I, but I understood that we had to try and make things look normal again. Mum and I would carry this if it meant Ashley didn't have to. She forced a thin smile, trying to maintain the charade.
"This wasn't the build-up to a date I was anticipating, but yes, I think I'd like that..."
We went to breakfast at a diner David knew, false smiles pasted on our faces, pretending that there was nothing wrong in our world, working hard at letting this all crust over so we wouldn't give ourselves away. It was going to be a hard charade to carry out; I can't lie to save my life, and I really didn't know how I could keep this from her for very long; only time would tell.
During breakfast, David asked me to come with him that afternoon when he went to see his friends, as he wanted to take me to meet his friend with the specialist European car repair shop. Mum would collect Ashley from school, telling her I was with David and I'd gone to see a man about a job, as had been the plan this morning before the world caved-in. Hopefully, if I was offered a job, I could be happy and off-edge enough to not think about what kind of day I'd really had, and Ashley would remain none the wiser. It was a thin hope; she was so in-tune with me she could almost read my mind, but I held on to it.
After he dropped Mum back at home, David asked me if I could talk with him, in private. I agreed, and so we drove back to his house, where we had a long discussion about my father, what kind of man he was, what my brothers were like, and my life with Barbara. As we talked, I could feel myself uncoiling inside. Telling this man about the life I'd had before I came here, about school, about England was almost therapeutic, relaxing, even, and I warmed to him even more. His penetrating wit and warm sense of humour were a delight, and I found myself comparing him to my father and finding no points of comparison. I know now what he was doing, but right then I was drawn to him, not understanding his motive for drawing me out but feeling better for the experience. He'd said to me before he was no therapist; I think I'd have argued that point with him now.
Eventually, after several coffees and a long, searching, and invigorating talk he dropped me back home, my spirits considerably lifted, reminding me that he would be picking me up at two o'clock to drop the documents off at the FBI then we would go to meet his friend.
While he was dropping me off, he had another, brief chat with mum, and whatever he said seemed to have lifted her spirits considerably by the time he left. Mum actually smiled at me several times; it appeared David was good for her too...
Mum and I had a light lunch and were just clearing the remnants when David arrived. Mum looked suddenly worried again, but David reassured her that all he was doing was taking those hateful documents to his friends, and they could decide how to proceed; he and I were focusing on landing me a job, so not to worry, and we'd see her later that afternoon.
David's friend, Mark was a true Brit-car enthusiast, and his shop, Mark One Auto-Sport, was a mecca of classic British roadsters. Scattered around the shop were a selection of MG A's and BGT's being stripped and refurbished, an original Mini Cooper S with rally roundels side-by-side with a pristine Triumph Stag and a stunning silver TVR Cerbera. In addition, a Morgan 4/4 with the Ford Germany Zetec engine, and several older Jaguar's were in various stages of repair. My eyes were drawn to a beautiful Caterham Seven in the classic Lotus livery of British Racing Green with the yellow nose-cone, and Mark followed my gaze.
"She's a beauty, isn't she?" he asked me, and I grinned back at him.
"This is a customer vehicle," he said, "but one day I'm going to get myself an original Lotus 7, with the Colin Chapman badge, just so I can say I own one; then let's see David lord it over me with that Bristol of his!"
We talked about what I'd done in college, the manufacturer certifications I had, and the specific diagnostic skills I had learned, and he appeared satisfied.
"OK Nick, I think you have what I need. I can't start you as a Senior Technician, so I'll make you a deal; you sit out the probationary period as Junior Technician and study for your ASE certification, at my expense, and we'll talk about advancement after your probation is up. The money's not that great to start with, but it'll get better if you show me what you can do. Deal?"
I looked over at David for a cue, and he smiled and nodded slightly, so I grinned.
"When can I start?"
Mark grinned back.
"Bring your Social Security documentation as soon as you get it, but I see no reason why you can't start...a week Monday? That should be enough time for all your paperwork to be finalized. I have a couple of MG SRV8's and a 1986 Esprit S3 HCi due in for servicing about then, so they're yours. Welcome aboard!"
I was grinning like a pumpkin; I had a job!
Mark walked me around the shop, and introduced me to the other technicians, who were intrigued at the idea of having an Englishman working with them, and I had to explain several times I was an American, brought up in England, which they seemed to think was odd; if I was American, why did I sound so British...? That aside, they were a friendly bunch, and genuinely welcoming, and I even got to potter around with a couple of them inside the engine bay of a lovely Jaguar XJS while Mark talked to David; I was looking forward to working with them.
After washing up, David drove us to the FBI building on McCarty Avenue, and introduced me to his friend, Special Agent Mike Walker. After a short preamble, David handed over the documents Barbara had sent us.
"Mike, this arrived from England this morning. Nick's stepmother sent this to him last week; she sent Nick to London to escape his father, and the next day she was dead, apparently she took her own life the same day these documents were mailed, last Friday afternoon, in England. She and Nick were badly beaten by his father the night before, which is why he was sent away. Nick, do you mind...?"
I stood up and unbuttoned my shirt, pulling it up at the back so Agent Walker could see my back. I heard the sharp intake of breath as he surveyed what that man had done to me.
"Jesus Christ, what the fu...!" I heard him mutter under his breath.
David quickly checked my back and told me to do my shirt up, before turning to the FBI agent.
"His father did this to him five days ago. He abducted Nick when he was a small child and took him to England, and Nick only returned a few days ago when he found out where his Mother was. This is the kind of man we're dealing with here, Mike, and I have to be honest, the coincidence of Nick's stepmother mailing these documents to Nick's mother, his ex-wife, and then dying the following day is stretching my credibility to the limit. Do me a favor, please; ask the police in England if you can what their investigations into Barbara Davies' 'suicide' turned-up, if anything? I just have a bad feeling about this, and from what I've seen in those documents, something bad and very dangerous is going on here; 'by the pricking of my thumbs...', you know what I mean?"
Agent Walker nodded slowly.
"I'll pass this on to Alan Dubowski, he's the Special Agent in Charge here in Albany, I think he's definitely going to want to see this; he can get this moved up to a higher level if anyone can. Leave this with me and I'll see if I can get some quick action on it."
We stood up to leave, and Agent Walker smiled at David.
"Please, give my best to Judy. How's she doing these days?"
David grinned back.
"Judy's...Judy, what more can I say?!"
Agent Walker grinned even wider.
"I heard that! One day either she'll be working with us, or her picture's gonna be on that wall out there with a reward notice, and I wouldn't want to bet which one it's going to be!"
David laughed out loud, and we took our leave of his friend, an intern escorting us to the lobby.
I was quiet on the way home, and eventually David asked me what was troubling me. I stayed silent, not wanting to talk about what I was thinking, until I noticed we'd arrived at David's house.
"OK Nick, we had this talk this morning, tell me, what's going on?" He asked.
"I want that son of a bitch to stand in front of me so I can rip his fucking throat out, that's what I want; I want him to look into my eyes as I kick the chair away from under him, and I want to see the look on his face and the fear in his eyes when he gets that short drop and the sudden stop! I want him to scream in pain, and know it's me doing it to him, and I..!"
David cut me short.
"Stop it Nick, now! This is not you, and you know it. We've done all we can, you've done everything you could; now it's up to the authorities to drag that bastard over here and make him pay. Leave it alone, Nick, revenge is not you, there's too much of your mother in you to behave like him! I heard what you did to those two boys in the burger joint; anyone else would have put them in hospital, but you had enough restraint to teach them a sharp lesson without actually injuring them; that's the mark of a man, not the capacity to plot bloody revenge. Confucius once said 'Before you embark on a journey of revenge, first dig two graves', and you know what? He was right; don't deliberately set out to become the man your father is, you're better than that!"
I sat there and listened to him because I respected him, and because he made sense, but the anger remained, and I had no way of cooling it down without feeling that I'd let Mum and Ashley down. As I pondered his words, I could feel myself calming down; one day, the people here would yank that complacent bastard out of his smug little hideout and stretch his neck, and we'd get, if not justice, then at least payback. Then, we could walk away secure in the knowledge that he was paying for everything he'd done, everything he'd set in motion, and all the hurt he'd caused the innocent.
David watched me calming down and accepting that this was how it would have to be, then grinned, and patted me on the shoulder.
"Good man, that's the stuff. Don't worry, Nick, just have faith in the system, he will fall, believe me!"
I had to grin at his optimism, and clambered out of the car with him, wondering why we'd come back here, so I asked him. David just grinned at me and told me to follow him. He opened one of the four garage doors and there was a silver Dodge Caliber.



"This was Judy's car until she decided that she was going to save the planet...with a Prius, pardon me while I barf...! Anyway, I don't need it, Judy doesn't want it, so I was wondering if you'd maybe like to borrow it until you can get your own car, or make me an offer for this one. You're going to need a car to for work, and this is just gathering dust, so..."
I was speechless. I tried to thank him but he just waved it off.
"You need it; I don't, so it's yours for as long as you need it! You may need to use the battery-charger over there; the car's been sitting for several months so the battery's probably dead."
We puttered around with it until we got it started using the jump-box David had. Once it started we let it run for a few minutes, then turned it off and I hooked-up the battery-charger, just to make sure. While we waited, I thought I'd do a little digging of my own.
"So, David, where are you taking my Mum this weekend?" I grinned, watching him blush again.
"I was thinking of a nice Italian place I know on Colonie, I know Julia likes Italian," was his response. I looked quizzically at him.
"You really like her, don't you?" I asked and he grinned ruefully.
"That obvious, huh?" and I grinned happily, glad to have something to take my mind off our troubles.
He continued.
"She's different to most of the women I meet. The dates I've been on recently, well, perhaps not all that recently, were all with women who were either gold-diggers or opportunists looking for a doctor for a husband. Judy used to spot them and launch into them, and I came to trust her instincts, so I kind of fell out of the habit of dating. Your mother, now, she's different; for one thing Judy likes and trusts her, and she's self reliant; she's not looking for a free ride. I know she's had a hard life over the last few years, and I think she deserves a little pampering. Judy filled me in on what it's been like for her, and yet she's kept her head up, and made a life when everything fell apart, and I find her wholly admirable, and beautiful, of course. So, to answer your question, yeah, I really like her, and I hope she likes me too, because I plan on seeing a lot more of her, with your permission of course!"
I grinned again. "She's over 21, David, and I've only been back in her life a few days; you really don't need my permission, but for what it's worth, I approve, and I feel sure Ashley will too; my mum needs a good bloke, hopefully that'll be you!"
We chatted some more as we walked back to the garage, where I unplugged the charger and tried turning the engine over. It started immediately, and I grinned over at David.
"Are you absolutely sure about this?" and he nodded back.
"Go ahead, she's all yours for as long as you need her, my pleasure, Nick, I'm just glad I can help! Oh, and almost forgot; don't worry about tags and insurance, she's fully covered and you'll be covered to drive it. If you decide later on you want to buy her, we'll worry about that stuff later."
I jumped in and waved at him as I headed home; I had a car, I had a job, and I had a beautiful girl waiting for me at home; my life was coming together, and things were changing for the better for my family, except for just one detail; the knowledge of who had raped Ashley, and why, still sizzled in the pit of my stomach. I knew it wasn't New Year's, but I made a resolution; I would do all I could to make those people pay for what they'd done to my Ashley, but I'd keep out of it until the time was right, then anything I could do, I would do. Punishment was due to somebody, and I promised myself I'd be there to see it handed out.
++++
I pulled into our driveway and parked behind Mum's car, bursting to give her my good news. As I came in, the first person I saw was Ashley, her smile lighting up the room as she saw the expression on my face.
"How did it go, Nick?" she asked, and I couldn't help grinning.
"I start a week Monday! I've got a job!"
Ashley squealed and jumped on me, and Mum came out of the kitchen to see what all the noise was about.
"Mum, I got the job, I start a week Monday!" I exulted, making sure I kept all trace of what had happened earlier out of my voice. "And I've got a car, come see!"
Mum and Ashley came outside with me, Mum astonished at the car, and Ashley looking curiously at it. I explained the deal with David and the car; Ashley looked at me oddly as I explained, but said nothing. After we'd had dinner, I asked her if she'd like to go for a drive so I could show her off.
Ashley looked at me with a big, artless grin on her face.
"So tell me, brother of mine, who are you going to show off; me or the car?" she asked almost innocently, and that earned her a pinch on the bum that made her jump and giggle as I shooed her out the door.
"Perhaps we need to visit a 'quiet place' again, Nick!" she murmured in my ear, and I smiled to myself as I picked-up on what she was saying.
We took a long meandering route this time; I guessed she was taking me to one of her more rural hidey-holes. We drove a fair way out of town, eventually skirting a large lake and following a path through the forest to park in among a stand of broad-leafed hardwood trees; maple, I guessed, although I'm no botanist.
I admired the view; there was a lot to admire, wild-looking woodland and forest alive with bird sounds and the sound of the wind soughing in the trees, and the occasional glimpse of the dark water of the reservoir just visible through the trees.
"Ashley, where are we?" I asked, and she hooked her arm in mine.
"That's the Tomahannock Reservoir down there, Vermont State line's over that way, and Massachusetts is over there. Daddy used to bring us out here and detour over to the Berlin State Forest because he used to say you can see three states from there. I never saw it, though; one clump of trees and poison ivy looks pretty much like another!"
I leaned back against the car, holding her and enjoying the warmth and smell of her, a delicious light flowery scent with undertones of vanilla; she smelled delicious. She leaned against me, her head on my chest and her arms around my waist, enjoying the silence together.
After a while she began drumming distractedly on the small of my back, a light tapping that I noticed she did when she was thinking, a rhythm that seemed to focus her concentration.
"Nicky," she asked, hesitantly, "If I ask you something, will you be completely honest with me?"
I nuzzled her, enjoying the feel of her hair against my lips. "Of course, Princess, always, you know that! Just ask away."
"Nicky, when you came in earlier, when you saw me you looked like a deer in the headlights; why? All afternoon Mom's been all sweetness and light and all is good with the world. I thought at first she was just happy about having a date for Friday, but then I realised she was acting exactly the way she used to be when she'd come back from the hospital and I'd ask her about daddy, and she'd say he was fine, when we both knew it was all going badly."
She paused, looking back up at me with her clear, frank gaze.
"Then there's you, acting happy-clappy and peppy, not your normal self with your little jokes and puns and that goofy grin of yours, and now Dr. Nixon suddenly gives you Judy's car. Tell me something OK? Why? What the fuck is going on? And don't even think about lying to me, I can read you like a book, big brother!"
Shit.
I tried to squirm my way out of it. "It's nothing, babe, I'm really happy I got a job so quickly, and mum's just happy for me too...!" I trailed off as she slowly shook her head.
"Nick Davis, right now I can see a great big 'I Am Lying' sign flashing on and off over your head. What am I missing here? Talk, English-boy, or sleep on the porch, and I mean it!"
I was busted, and she was right, I couldn't lie to her, or to anyone, come to that; I just wasn't set-up that way.
I sighed and wrapped my arm even tighter around her, cuddling her close to me.
"Look baby-girl, it's about ...what...happened to you."
Ashley looked up at me. "I was raped, Nicky, say it, it's OK, it doesn't have any power over me anymore; you can mention it, you know!"
That was encouraging.
"Baby, about the ...rape, we had a letter today, from England, from...Barbara. She sent it Friday, the day..."
"...the day she died, Oh Nicky, I'm so sorry!" finished Ashley, her hand suddenly cool and reassuring on my cheek. I cleared my throat and continued.
"In the letter she gave details, lots of details, about what happened to you. I'm so sorry, I wish I didn't know ..."
Ashley looked worried.
"What Nick, what is it? Tell me!"
I stared at the ground as I began to speak, unable to look her in the face.
"Baby, what happened to you, it was planned, it wasn't some random lowlife, it wasn't an opportunist crime; someone was sent to do that...by my father..."
Her eyes were two saucers, shock and outrage growing in them. I could feel her tensing and drawing away from me, and I was already regretting my honesty, but it was too late to backtrack now.
"You knew this...and you yet still brought me out here? Why, why would you keep something like that from me?"
I swallowed.
"Baby girl, there's more, oh God it gets worse...!"
She looked at me big-eyed and fearful. "Worse, what do you mean, how much worse...?"
I avoided her eyes. "When that...creature...did what he did to you, it wasn't you he was waiting for; you just happened to walk in at the wrong time...!"
Her eyes narrowed, then widened in horror. "You mean...!" she gasped, her hands flying up to her mouth.
I nodded miserably.
"He was waiting for mum, that's what it was about; my father, that sick, twisted rat-bastard set it up, we saw the emails, Barbara sent them all; he's fucking insane! This was his way of punishing mum for leaving him! Remember I told you he was vicious and vindictive? Well now we know just how far gone he really is. Barbara said he'd never let her go, I should have listened to what she was telling me...
He bided his time, and then he decided to set this in motion, for reasons that only make sense to him, and you got caught in the middle; I'm so sorry, baby, I wish I could make it all un-happen..."
Ashley's mouth was an 'O' of shock, horror rising in her eyes as she realised that she'd been caught in a trap set for our mother, and had paid for it by being raped in her place. I tried to hug her to me, but she pulled away from me, shaking me off and backing away.
"Don't...touch me!"" she flared, looking at me with something akin to hatred in her eyes. "You're his son, how do I know I'm not hooking up with the son of fucking Frankenstein? For all I know you're as bad as that fucking maniac, so keep the fuck away from me!"
The hurt roared through me as she said that, and she knew that because she resolutely turned away from me, her arms clamped tight around herself as she sank to her knees. My eyes blurred as I realised I'd blown it with her, I'd tried to protect her and instead I'd shown her how to hate me.
Her shoulders were shaking as she sobbed silently, and all I wanted to do was hold her and comfort her, but I was the son of Satan right now, and she didn't want to hear anything from me. I tried, anyway, though...
"Ashley, please..."
She stood up, turned, and glared at me, her face working, to stalk up to me and push me aside.
"Get out of my way!" she gritted, so I did, allowing her to climb back in the car. She slammed the door and I heard the locks go on as she leaned on the wheel. With one last hate-filled glare at me she started the engine and skidded away, spraying me with sour-smelling leaf-mould and leaving me standing there, alone, and pretty much lost in the woods somewhere around the reservoir. I had a sort of clue as to which way we'd come, so I started walking, but I didn't know how far I'd get; darkness was falling, I had no money, my wallet with my ID was in my jacket, and my jacket was in the car, and I hadn't seen any houses or other cars the whole time we'd been here; also, and just to make it easier, it was the dark of the moon, so I'd have nothing to give me any light once full dark set in.
After slipping and stumbling for two hours (according to the trusty 'Transformers' watch Barbara gave me when I was nine), I was pretty much completely lost. As night fell the forest had become first a deep gloomy wall, and then a deeper velvety blackness under the tree canopy, and oppressively silent, except for my yelps as I stepped in things, tripped over things, or walked into things. One of those things' I walked into really hurt, and I did get some light then, big stars that bloomed and faded in front of my eyes as I smelled and tasted brass, and I could feel a sticky wetness seeping down my face and into my eye. Blood, I assumed, but I couldn't tell, as I couldn't see my hand in front of my face by now.
Eventually I came onto a cinder track, actually I tripped over something and landed on the track, which is how I knew it was there, more a country lane than anything, and where it led was anybody's guess; I was so completely turned around in the dark that I could have been walking to Canada for all I knew. I mentally flipped a coin, and trudged in the direction indicated, again in complete silence. The cloud had been hazy and low earlier in the evening, and now it felt like I was walking in an anechoic chamber where the only sound was that of my breathing. I had never seen a night so black, or so silent, and if I had been of that turn of mind, I would have been freaked by it. At least I was going somewhere, though, even if I had no clue where. I walked along that track for over two hours, seeing no cars or signs of human habitation and by now I would have welcomed anything to break-up the pitch blackness, a house, a gingerbread cottage, three bears, anything. Scenes from 'Deliverance' were beginning to play out in my head when I heard a car in the distance and saw headlights splashing the trees when I looked back over my shoulder.
I stepped onto the verge, not wanting to be run down by whoever was gunning that car along this deserted track at this time of night; they wouldn't be expecting me to be walking along the middle of it at dead of night. They probably wouldn't even see me until it was too late. So, with a vague notion of flagging them down, perhaps begging a ride, or even just getting some directions, I waited on the verge, waving my shirt as it was light coloured, something to catch in a headlight.
I tried not to look at the headlights as the car approached. After so long in the dark the glare was painfully bright, so my eyes were slitted as I waited for the approaching car, not really knowing whether whoever was driving would stop for a battered looking stranger with no shirt in the middle of the night. The car slid to a halt and the door opened.
"NICKY!!" screamed Ashley, running at me full tilt and slamming into me, almost knocking me over.
"Nicky, I'm so sorry, I left you alone out here, oh God, you could have been killed, I went back and you were gone and I couldn't find you and I've been driving for hours looking for you, I left you all alone, Oh Nicky please, I'm sorry, you could have died out here, I'm sorry, I'm sorry!" she gabbled, her arms locked around my neck. I was just so glad to see her, and apparently she didn't hate me anymore, so no harm, no foul as far as I was concerned.
Ashley tugged me back to the car, and ran her gentle fingers over the nice big lump over my right eye. Now that I had light, I realised I could barely see out of that eye. She pulled down the vanity mirror so I could see the damage for myself; a three-inch gash ran across above my eyebrow, and the blood had caked the side of my face and limned my eye. She ran light, trembling fingers across my face, tears rolling down her cheeks as she looked at the cut, and the blood smeared across my face and forearms where I'd been using them to wipe the blood out of my eyes.
"Look at this Nicky, oh God, look at this, it's my fault, I left you out here alone, you didn't do anything and I just left you here, supposing you'd been killed...!"
I tried to laugh it off by telling her it was my fault for letting a tree bite me, but she wasn't having it.
"Hikers go missing up here all the time, there's sink-holes, dead-falls, or you could have fallen in one of the ponds or marshes, they're everywhere, or fallen in a ravine, and I left you here, in the dark, oh God, you could have been killed, I just ran off and left you out here alone, oh God...!"
I held her close while she trembled and cried, and I have to say, holding her again was the best feeling in the world, after the way she left earlier.
When she'd calmed down, she told me we had to find the Ranger Station. I asked her why, and got an answer that surprised me.
"To let them know you're safe; the Park Rangers, State Troopers, Doctor Nixon, Judy, Mom, they're all out looking for you; this is Pittstown State Forest and we're miles from where I dumped you; you were heading toward Vermont, but if you'd stayed in the forest we might never have found you again, and it would have been my fault...!"
She started crying again, and I held her some more, calming her, and letting her know it was alright. Eventually she started telling me what had happened after she left me.
After she'd gone a few miles she'd calmed down, and turned round and come back, but I was gone. Not knowing what to do, she'd gone straight to Judy, and told her the whole story. Judy had flipped when she heard Ashley had left me alone in the forest at night, and went and got her dad, who'd driven up to the Ranger Station and told them I was lost somewhere in Pittstown Forest.
Meanwhile, Judy and Ashley had gone to get Mum, and then the four of them had fanned out along the roads leading away from where Ashley had left me. Ashley got the road I was on by sheer luck. While she was talking, she took a packet of Kleenex from the glove box and wetted one from a bottle of water she found in there, and started cleaning that cut over my eye as well as cleaning off some of the blood from my face, arms and hands. When she cleaned the cut, that's when I discovered how much pain I could take; if she hadn't been sitting astride me I'd have launched right through the moon roof...
Once she'd cleaned the worst of it away, she made me put my shirt back on, and she put the car in gear, turning around to head back the way she came. We eventually got back to blacktop near some houses, and she pulled over and pulled out Judy's spare cell phone, telling me she was calling Judy.
Ashley had a quick conversation with Judy, just telling her I was safe, and that I was going to need her father, no I wasn't badly hurt, just a little dinged-up, as she put it.
We rendezvoused at Judy's home; mum's car was there, and a State Police cruiser, with David outside talking with the two troopers, before waving me in and following us. Mum jumped up when I walked in and her eyes filled when she saw my face, as did Judy's.
"Poor Nicky, you keep getting hurt!" she whispered, and again I tried to laugh it off.
"Mum, I'm OK, really, a tree jumped out at me, but I fought it off, honest!" and I saw a quick smile flit across her face. David came in then and told me sit so he could examine my forehead. When I complied, he pulled on some examination gloves and gently prodded the cut, squeezing the lips together to check the extent of the swelling, and opened a bottle of some brown pungent stuff.
"This may sting a little, try and not cry, kick or bite please!"
He picked up a long curved hemostat and wrapped a length of cotton wool around the jaws, poured the liquid on it, then swabbed the cut. The pain was incredible, like being painted with acid, and I had to use all my willpower not to jerk away.



"I thought you said it would only sting a little?" I asked.
He grinned. "Yeah, well, I lied, but would you have sat still if I said 'this is going to hurt sooo bad, now just sit there please? I think not. Now sit still and shut up!"
When he'd finished swabbing it, he picked up a thing that looked like the satanic offspring of a nail-gun and a desk stapler and grinned at me. I shrank back.
"What is that thing?" I asked, and he grinned even wider.
"It's a surgical stapler, Nick, and it does what it says; it staples. Now look over there and keep still!"
"Is it going to hurt?" I asked, and his answering grin was evil, I thought; he was definitely enjoying himself just a little too much!
"Yes, it is going to hurt, I think I can almost guarantee that! I can give you a local, but to be honest, this is will be over in a minute; if I give you a local it's going to feel like your eye wants to fall out of its socket for the next two hours; it won't, it'll just feel like it. It's your choice, quick and painful, or long, drawn-out and weird, which is it going to be? Or I can hand-suture, without a local, in which case it's going to feel like someone's gnawing your eyebrow off. Decision time, Nick!"
I had to grin. "I'll have the quick and painful, when you put it like that, how can I refuse?"
He put three titanium staples in and painted the wound again, dried it off, and sprayed a clear dressing over it.
"All done, the staples will have to stay in at least a week, come see me and I'll remove them for you if they're ready to come out."
Ashley hugged me, all her anger of earlier forgotten, diluted, I suspect, by a large amount of guilt, but I wasn't going there; I'd come too close to losing her to chance screwing it up again.
"I'm sorry about earlier, I didn't mean to freak you out, honest!" I whispered in her ear, and the answering nibble of my earlobe was what I was waiting for, her way of telling me it was over. Judy, however, seemed to have something on her mind.
"Ashley, may I speak with you, alone, now!" she gritted, and Ashley let go of me, looking sheepishly at Judy as she trailed after her into the dining room. Mum gently ran her fingers over the swollen lump over my eye.
"Every time I see you, you look more banged-up and injured. This has to stop, Nicky!" she smiled, and I leaned over and kissed her on the cheek.
"Whatever you say, Mum!" I grinned, and tweaked her nose lightly, making her gasp as the memory of my doing that so long ago suddenly rose up for both of us. Lately, more and more memories were surfacing, images of Mum when she was much younger, with longer hair, and blurry memories of a man, who I assumed must have been James. Something occurred to me, and I thought I'd ask her while we were alone.
"Mum, I remember doing this," and my hands formed into a series of shapes and gestures. "Why do I remember that, what does it mean?"
Mum smiled sadly.
"James had a hearing-impaired older sister, Ashley, he was teaching you to hand-sign for her, what you were doing there was 'Hello Ashley'. She died when my Ashley was two. You had quite a vocabulary, James used to talk to you like that, before Brian..."
We were interrupted by raised voices coming from the dining room, Judy's, for the most part.
"....and so you just drove off and left him there? He's only been here a few days, what was he supposed to do, follow a trail of breadcrumbs? Wait for Goldilocks? Hope the seven fucking dwarves found him? Of course he went wandering; it was night, and he was alone in the dark, and he was lost. He could have died out there, but you never thought of that, you got in a snit and you just fucked-off! I thought you loved him!"
A lower voice, Ashley's, said something indistinct, and Judy's cut her off.
"Whatever his lunatic father did, it wasn't Nicky; didn't you see his back? Don't you remember what brought him here? And with all that, you still just fucking abandoned him in the forest, with no idea where he was and no way of getting home! Who knows what the fuck is roaming around in those woods, supposing he'd startled a bear with cubs? How long would he have survived? Did you even think of that? You might as well have just backed-over him a few times and finished him off; it would have been fucking kinder!!"
I thought I'd better step in there; this looked like it was getting out of hand, but mum put a hand on my harm.
"Wait, Nicky..." as more muttered comments came through the door.
There came the sound of a slap, and mum nodded at me.
"OK Nicky, now you can go break it up!"
As I reached for the double doors into the dining room, they opened, and Ashley came out, her head down and one hand on her face, followed by Judy, red-faced, tears on her cheeks, but her eyes still alight with anger. I took Ashley in my arms and gently tilted her chin up; on her left cheek, was a clear hand-print. Judy looked at me, and I held out my hand to her, and she hugged me too, burrowing her head into me.
"We were so worried about you, Nicky, that place is a fucking death-trap at night!" she muttered into my chest, her voice muffled by my shirt.
I smiled; I hadn't realised I'd made such an impression on her, but it was gratifying to know that I'd made a friend already. As she hugged me Ashley kept her face buried in my shoulder, and she was crying again, which I really didn't want; it had all turned out OK, so no harm done (other than a world-class scar I was going to tell my kids I got when I fought a bear; hey, if you're going to lie, make it a good 'un...)
As the two girls hugged me, Ashley's hand came up and hugged Judy as well, gently stroking her shaggy mop-cut hair as she included her in her hug, so I guessed that particular argument was over as well.
Just then David came out of the kitchen with a large tray.
"Anybody for a late supper? We have Monterey Jack, Ardennes Pâté, wheat crackers, some English Stilton that you really should try, Jewish Rye bread and black olives; dig in or Judy'll eat most of it!"
Mum tried to refuse, saying we'd already put him out enough, but David wouldn't take no for an answer, once again taking the opportunity to spend some time with her; I nudged the girls and glanced over at our respective parents, noting again how good they looked together as they ate and talked, a natural couple if I'd ever seen one.
At last mum decided we really should leave, it was very late, and we'd had a real roller-coaster of a day, so time to rest. Judy and Ashley kissed and made up; the mark on Ashley's face was already fading, and Judy apologised for slapping Ashley, but mum surprised us all.
"There's no need to apologise, Judy, you saved me the trouble! Goodnight, dear!"
Ashley drove me home; my right eye was almost swollen shut now, so driving at night was a little hazardous with almost no depth perception.
When we got in I got a good look at myself. Boy was I an ugly sight; my hair was matted with dried blood, my shirt was stiff and crusted with dried blood, and my face and forehead were streaked with dried blood, while what looked like a bulging third eye was trying to erupt above my eye. Mum stood behind me and studied me.
"Get a shower, Nicky, just be careful of that dressing; much as it weird's me out to say it, you should ask Ashley to help you, she's a lot gentler than you are!"
I grinned at that and at mum's expression, and she smiled back, so I relaxed. Ashley came out of our room in time to hear mum suggest I ask her, and of course she said yes. Mum looked coolly at her and walked away, leaving her looking guilty and sad.
"Don't worry; she'll be fine in the morning!"I grinned, and pulled her close for a quick fondle and grope. She smiled as she held herself against me, her nearness enough to trigger a particular male response, and her eyes widened as she grinned, nipping my ear.
"Are you ever not horny, Nicky?" she breathed in my ear, reaching down to tweak the end of my cock. "Wash first, you're covered in blood, you look like Hannibal the Cannibal!"
I followed her into the bathroom and stripped off, Ashley pursing her lips at the myriad small cuts and bruises I'd collected during my walk in the forest. She had me squat down and lean back against the wall as she gently washed the dried blood out of my hair, the sight of the diluted blood running in streams down my body making me feel distinctly nauseous, then she washed the dried blood off my face, finally washing, and dabbing dry, all the little cuts, nicks and grazes.
She then moved to my back, carefully dabbed and dried me, and declared me fit to be seen in public again. She was of course naked in the shower with me, and I was sorely tempted to take a run at her again, maybe try for a reprise of our last shower escapade, but sanity prevailed when she slapped my hand away and reminded me that mum was still up and around, and she probably wouldn't appreciate the two of us hooting like howler monkeys two doors away from her bedroom; she'd put us in the end-bedroom for a reason...
Ashley toweled me off and left me to do the bits I could reach while she wrapped a towel around herself and disappeared into our room, where I soon heard the sound of a dryer. Once I was as dry as I felt comfortable with, I made haste to join her. She was wearing a long t-shirt and panties, her standard sleeping attire; not for long, if I had anything to say about it! She stood up to hug me again, whispering apologies again, apologies I brushed away; I wasn't interested in hearing her say sorry, only in having her hold me again as though this evening had never happened.
I held her close, needing her presence and contact with her after the trauma of the day, and Ashley responded happily to me, holding me close as my hands roamed over her back and around her waist. I leaned down to kiss her, and she kissed me back hungrily, her hands in turn gently gliding over me, carefully avoiding my back.
My hands just naturally slipped down to cup her lovely firm bum cheeks as we kissed, and she ground against my rapidly hardening cock, making approving noises as she felt it grow against her. I slid my hands into her panties, sliding them down a little so I could hold and squeeze those firm peach buttocks of hers, holding and gently pulling them apart as we kissed more and more passionately. We moved to the bed, and lay down together without once breaking our kiss until I reached down to lift the hem of her shirt and pull it up, Ashley sliding her panties off and kicking them away.
Once I had her naked, I could nibble, bite, kiss, and lick her all I wanted. I kissed her in a line down from her chin, along her neck and between her breasts (not forgetting a quick nibble and suck of her nipples) before continuing down to swirl my tongue in her navel, drawing a quick breath and a giggle from her before kissing and lightly licking my way to her bald slit.
As soon as my tongue brushed her slit, she sighed and quivered, opening her legs slightly to allow me better access. I moved between her thighs and dipped down to lightly lick and brush my flattened tongue against her shaven, dark pink folds of soft flesh. As I licked I could feel those folds start to swell, her scent becoming richer and stronger as her arousal rose.
She smelled and tasted divine; if I could have, I would have spent the rest of my life licking and tasting her while I inhaled her warm, heady, exciting, scent. Ashley wriggled and murmured as I flicked my tongue along her damp slit, pointing my tongue into her pink little rosebud, making her gasp and wriggle more, then flattening it and licking in long slow strokes to the hood covering her clitoris, lapping insistently at her tender flesh.
I parted the folds of her wet gash, poking my tongue inside her, making her giggle and sigh as her legs opened even further. As I brushed the hood of her clit, I could feel the hard little bean beneath sliding out into the open, slick and buttery with her juices, the scent, and taste of her inflaming and drawing me in.
As I lapped and probed her, her hand reached for and found my straining cock, and began rhythmically squeezing and sliding up as I worked at her pussy. As I licked she began to gasp, her head moving from side to side as I licked and probed her inner recesses, and when I pulled her clitoris between my lips and sucked, she went wild.
"OH YES! Nick, yesss, like that, oh God, OHHH!! Ohhh! Jeezus, yess, like that, oh fuck, oh fuck, OHH FUCK YESSS!" she screamed, her thighs clamping around my head as her hands twined in my hair. The blood thundered in my ears as her thighs tensed, and as I sucked and rubbed her clit with my tongue, she came like a runaway freight train, her juices squirting into my mouth and face as she screamed in ecstasy, thrusting and hunching her pussy against my probing tongue as her hands and thighs held me fast against her.
At last her straining thighs relaxed, releasing me as she slumped down, her face and neck flushed from the recent storm, a sweet smile of utter fulfillment on her lips, her eyes closed in post-coital languor. I moved up next to her, stopping to dip my tongue in her navel again, making her giggle softly.
"What about you, baby?" she inquired softly, her hand taking hold of me and slowly pumping as she grinned at me.
I knelt up, my aching erection pointing at her, and she leaned up, bending down to kiss and then slowly lick the tip of my bursting cock.
"Mmm, you taste nice, I could get to like this!" she grinned, looking up at me before dipping down again to slide her lips over the end and begin slowly sucking me.
I leaned back, my eyes half-closed the; the first time she'd done this, it was exquisite, what she was doing now was almost unbearably exciting. Her mouth was a paradise of suctioning wet heat enfolding my cock as her tongue rubbed and flicked around and behind the head, and into the slit of my straining cock, making me jump as she gently plated the sensitive tissue. At the same time she rhythmically squeezed and pumped the shaft of my penis with one hand, and fondled my scrotum with the other, gently squeezing it in time with her pumping.
I was in heaven; whoever she'd learned this from had taught her well, so well in fact that I could already feel my scrotum tightening as the urge to ejaculate grew ever stronger, and the muscles at the juncture of my thighs began to tighten, together with my abs, signalling that I was close.
"Uh, Ashley...I'm going to...Ashley!" I tried to warn her, but she just looked up at me and smiled, sucking and licking even harder, and I lost it.
I leaned back as bolt after bolt of spunk pulsed out of me, splashing into her mouth, and she clamped her lips around me, sucking and swallowing every jet of spunk as it sprayed into her mouth. I must have shot seven or eight strong jets into her mouth, filling it with my spunk, and she swallowed every last one, even swirling her tongue around the head of my penis after I'd finished ejaculating and only a weak trickle of spunk bubbled from my still hard cock.
Ashley continued to suck until all the sperm was cleaned from my cock head, then she released me with a final kiss to the tip, and a sly grin.
"Looks like someone's still excited," she husked, "I wonder what he should do with that thing?"
With that she lay back and winked at me. My cock twitched and suddenly felt almost painfully solid as I realised what I wanted to do. Ashley held out her hands to me, and I slid up next to her, holding her as I kissed her, tasting myself as we kissed. She took hold of me and slowly pumped and squeezed, the sensation almost tipping me over the edge again.
"Waiting, Nicky!" she grinned, and I took the hint, sliding between her legs and leaning up to kiss and lick her nipples, sucking and nibbling them as my hands slid under her, to cup and hold her delightful derriere.
As I moved forward, Ashley took hold of my cock and rubbed the tip over her wet and swollen pussy lips, teasing us both, before lifting her pelvis up as I slid into her. She felt like warm velvet against the head of my overheated cock, and her breath hissed out as I slid all the way in, burying myself in her wet, hot depths as I stretched her open again.
Almost immediately she began moving against me, lifting her hips to bring her clit into contact with the wiry mat of hair at the base of my cock, pleasuring herself against me as I pumped into her. I slid my fingers around her cheeks to hold her bum more securely, pulling the cheeks apart as I poled into her, my finger sliding into her tight little anus in time to my thrusts.
"Oh God yes, Nicky, like that, yesss!" she muttered as I increased my tempo, hammering into her as she humped and pumped against me. I slid another finger into her tight hole and pumped her as I rammed my cock into her.
"Ooooohhhhh Goooddd!" she moaned as I thrust into her, "Like that, baby, yess, yesss, God, yesss!!" she panted, and I responded by jamming myself into her as fast as I could, pistoning my aching cock into her as both of us reached for release.
She came with a loud whistling groan, her nails digging painfully into my arms as her cunt walls squeezed me as though they would force me out of her. I couldn't resist the sensation, and I came explosively, pumping long ropes of spunk deep into the recesses of her velvety cunt, mating with her, filling her with endless jets of my sperm, all my love for her concentrated in this one act as we joined together in mutual release.
At last, I finished spurting; I had nothing more to give her, and my rigid cock softened as we kissed and touched and murmured in the afterglow of our lovemaking. I rolled away from her, to lie on my back next to her, my arm around her to hold her, maintaining that connection that we renewed every time we made love.
Ashley was the same, her hand lying gently on my chest, feeling my heartbeat slow down and normalise. She pulled herself closer, and my arm curled around her to hold her close against me. I looked deep into her dove-grey eyes, and saw only love and trust reflected back at me, and I knew, if I had looked the world over, I wouldn't have found another girl as perfect as this one right here in the crook of my arm. We lay in silence, no words needed just yet, both of us enjoying the pre-dawn cool after the heat and sweat of our sexual encounter.
I woke with a start, bright sunshine flooding the room and no sign of Ashley. I smelled bacon, so I slid into my jeans and padded out of the room to track it down. Ashley was in the kitchen, dressed in just an apron as she grilled bacon, and brewed coffee, the two things on this planet guaranteed to make me rise from the dead (apart from Ashley, of course; for her, I'd dig my way out my grave with my teeth...)
She turned, smiling like sunshine as I came into the kitchen, and I almost had to pinch myself to believe that this was my girl; God, she was hot!
"Good afternoon, Rip van Winkle," she grinned, "I thought you were going to sleep all day! It's almost midday, mom's gone to work, and I don't have any classes today, so you got me all to yourself; just think what fun we'll have -- after we have a little talk, about yesterday, and some other...stuff. Now eat up!" So saying, she passed me a plate of bacon, eggs and toast, the breakfast holy trinity where I grew up; I had had something else entirely in mind for breakfast, but bacon and eggs was good, too...
While I ate, Ashley checked my staples and got a bottle of antiseptic and some cotton from the bathroom cabinet, then waited for me, watching, and smiling impishly while I engulfed the food cooked so well by her fair hand, which I told her made it taste ten times better. She smiled at me tenderly as she said "You are so full of shit your eyeballs are floating! If you want some, ask, but don't try and lie your way into my pants, you're not very good at it...the lying, bit, I mean; everything else is a big Ten, OK!"



I love that girl's sense of humour!
As I took my plate and cutlery over to the sink and started to wash up, she came over and stood behind me, dabbing something cold that stung on the dozens of little scratches and grazes I'd picked up from my night communing with nature as well as the bumper collection I'd got as a going-away present from my dog- cock father.
Where it hadn't hurt that much before, by the time she'd finished it would be fair to say I'd been better off not knowing all those little cuts were there; that stuff stung like buggery, and my back and shoulders were now on fire, making me twitch involuntarily every time she touched a raw spot.
Ashley finally grabbed my ear and hauled me down to her level.
"Nick, if you don't stand still I'm gonna rub alcohol on your balls; that'll really give you something to twitch about, now stay still! Jeez, you're like a three-year old girl, quit squirming!"
Once she'd finished torturing me (sorry, 'tending to my wounds'), she pinched my arse and grinned.
"OK He-Man, all done, grab a coffee; we have things to discuss...and some apologies as well, so chop-chop!"
I followed her into the living room, hypnotized by her spectacular arse twitching as she walked, the fact that she was wearing nothing except a brief apron playing trills and arpeggio's on my libido; I was sporting a more than respectable hard-on within 10 paces, and I had to resort to shuffling to avoid tangling my balls in the material of my suddenly too tight jeans.
Ashley looked back at me over her shoulder, and the combination of that look, her smile, and the sudden extra bouncy twitch her cheeks developed had me mentally stripping down and listing an Alfa Romeo SZ gearbox before I went off like a Roman candle...
By the time we reached the living room, I was in agony; whatever she had in mind had better be quick, I had something of my own I wanted to get in the open, and certain pressing matters I wanted to press against her! She led me to the couch and climbed onto it, tucking her legs under and wrapping the apron demurely around herself. I sat down, and waited for her to start.
"Nicky, about last night, I just wanted to tell you I was so wrong to leave you alone like that. Judy was right; you could have been killed, and it didn't even occur to me, I just drove off in a rage. I got a couple of miles down the road and I realised what I'd done, and how wrong I was to leave you stranded like that."
"I came back for you, but you were gone, and I called out for you, I screamed out for you, but you must have been out of earshot; I was so scared at what I'd done, I thought you were lost, and it made me feel like I was in free-fall, like stepping off a cliff, and I felt and scared, and alone. I guess I never really thought about how much you meant to me until I thought I'd lost you; I was just happy to float along being in love with you, without understanding what that actually meant, then when I thought I'd lost you, all I wanted was you, nothing else, forever."
"Judy warned me she'd make me pay for what I did, but nothing she could do compares to what I felt when I found you gone. I love you Nick Davis, and I want you, forever, no games, no secrets, no holding back, just the two of us. You tried to shelter me yesterday, and I appreciate that, but from now on, no more secrets. There's nothing so bad, so god-awful that you can't tell me, I know that now; yesterday grew me up, and I realized the one good thing I have is the only thing I'll ever need."
She dimpled at me and took my hand.
"I know you asked me once already, but this year's a Leap Year, so right now I'm exercising my prerogative as spinster of the parish; Nicky Davis, the love of my life, will you marry me?"
I gaped at her, then grabbed her hands and held them tightly.
"Christ, yes, yes, a million times, yes!" I whispered in her ear, my heart almost bursting with delight after almost losing her forever just a few hours before
She grinned up at me and leaned in to kiss me, one of those kisses that completely wipes your mind and leaves you slack-jawed and drooling.
"I'm never leaving you anywhere, ever again, I promise!" she laughed, a clear, bell-like chiming that made me ache for her long legs and smooth thighs just an arm's reach away under a flimsy apron, and my groin tightened almost unbearably.
There's only so much a mortal man can take, and I pulled her to me, sliding her astride my lap as I squeezed her perfect cheeks, the feel of those smooth, firm globes nearly tipping me over the edge.
"No, Nick, down boy, down!" she giggled, "You haven't got time, Judy's on her way over. Your new boss called, he needs you to sign some paperwork, Judy said she'll take you, so go get washed up, now! Mom won't be home until seven, so we'll have plenty of time to play when you get back!"
I was intrigued as to what I was going to sign, but Ashley just replied that he didn't say. I asked why her Judy had to take me, and she actually blushed shamefacedly.
"I'd like to take you, but...I'm grounded; at my age! Can you believe it?"
I had to laugh, it was just too funny; Ashley looked indignant, but eventually she started to see the funny side too.
+++
Judy was quiet and subdued as we drove into town, saying nothing, and flicking the occasional glance at me, until at last the silence got to me.
"Judy, pull over, please!" I asked her, and she did so without a word. Once she'd parked-up, she sat with her hands on the wheel, looking straight ahead.
I broke the strained silence.
"OK Judy, what's going on? You haven't said a word since we set out, you won't even look me in the eye, what's up?"
She turned and looked at me, and there were tears in her eyes.
"Nick, last night, I thought we'd lost you, and it scared me; Ashley's my best friend; she's like my sister, and I thought she'd abandoned you, and that made me feel sick and really fucking angry, I thought I'd lost you as well!"
She wiped her eyes with the heels of her hands, and stared at me with an almost aggressive expression.
I was getting a funny feeling about this conversation; why was Judy so cut-up over Ashley and I falling out, however briefly?
I had to say something, just to break the thickening silence building up in the car.
"Jude, why would you feel like that about me...ah!"
She grinned at me, a lopsided, 'at last he gets it' kind of grin.
"Yeah Nick, that's right, God help me, and I know it's wrong, but I think I'm in love with my best friend's guy! And you know the real pisser about that? I know he'll only ever have eyes for her, but it still doesn't change the way I feel. If there was no Ashley I'd be all over you, but as it is, I know I'll never have a chance with you, nor would I ever make a move; I wouldn't ever hurt her like that; you're her happiness, not mine. So there we are; now you know!"
I tried to be as gentle as I could; I could see how much pain she was in.
"Judy, I..."I began, but she cut me off.
"It's OK Nick, I know I can't have you, and I accept that. But I had to tell you, just once, just so I didn't explode, and now we can go on with our lives. Just do one thing for me? Hug me, please, just once, let me pretend for a few seconds that you're with me."
I couldn't refuse such a gracious request, and I pulled her to me, hugging her as warmly as I could, letting her have her fantasy, heartbreaking as it must have been.
One thing I knew for certain, though; despite my promise to Ashley, this was one conversation I would keep secret and take to the grave; if Judy ever felt like telling Ashley, well, that was her right; it was her secret. I would never tell.
After a while she patted my shoulder and let me go, sliding back into her seat and swiping her forearm across her eyes. When she looked back at me, her pixie grin was back, then she looked over her shoulder and pulled away from the kerb.
By the time we reached our destination, she was almost her old self again, making outrageous and sharply observed comments about every subject we touched on as we chatted.
While I filled-in various employment forms and applications, Judy wandered around looking at the glamorous sports cars scattered around the service bays. I kept one eye on her as I filled-in forms in triplicate and made various declarations; she was a pretty girl in a tiny skirt in a workshop full of horny mechanics, so I felt a little extra vigilance was called for. Judy, however, seemed quite un-fazed by some of the remarks made to her, and some of her retorts would have blistered paint.
At one point I saw her leaning against a stunning black Lister Storm that hadn't been there before, smiling, and chatting animatedly with the young technician. He couldn't seem to take his eyes of her, and she seemed to be making a lot of eye contact, so maybe she'd made a conquest; I hoped so. I did love Judy, but only as my girl's best friend and I wished her nothing but the best.
When I was making ready to leave, Mark grinned as he nodded toward Judy.
"When she was seven, she bit my hand so hard it drew blood. I put her over my knee and spanked her good! She's quite something! Are you and she...?
I grinned back. "Oh no, Judy's my fiancée's best friend. Ashley couldn't bring me so Judy got the short straw."
Mark smiled at me and held out his hand.
"We're all caught up here, so I'll look forward to seeing you a week from Monday!"
As I left the office, I saw Judy write something on a piece of paper and slip it into the young technician's pocket, and I grinned. Apparently she'd gotten over me...
On the way back, certain things I'd been chewing over in my mind solidified into a plan, so I asked Judy if there was a men's outfitter's anywhere near. She decided to take me to the one her father uses; I wanted to buy some leather gloves, I thought I was going to need them.
I bought a pair of tight black calfskin gloves, thin, and supple, what they call 'Burglar's Gloves' in my part of the world. I asked Judy the way to Bobby Czyzyck's home, I had something to ask him, and I was determined to get some answers. Judy offered to drive me there, curious as to what I wanted with that little weasel.
When he answered the door, he went the colour of old yoghurt as the blood drained from his face. He tried to slam the door, but I had my foot there, and it was easy to reach in there and yank him out. He was nearly gibbering with fear as I held him against the wall, my gloved fist around his scrawny neck; good; just the place I wanted him to be.
"Bobby," I said, in a friendly, even tone, "do you remember when I said that if I showed up on your doorstep, it would be because you did something to bring me there? You've been a bad boy, Bobby, I know what you did to Ashley Lowry, and now I'm going to take you for a little drive a long way from anywhere, and I'm going to hurt you lots and lots. Man-up Bobby, it's time to pay!"
The pathetic little maggot was nearly crying with fear, but I wasn't finished with him just yet. I cuffed him a couple of times to get his full attention, although what I really felt like doing was chaining him to the rear bumper and dragging him a few miles at 40mph.
"I'm giving you a choice, Bobby; you can talk to the police, or you can talk to me, in a forest clearing a long way from anyone who can hear you scream. Now what do you want to do; talk to me, or spill your pathetic guts to the law? You have until I count to five, then you're just a distant memory. One...!"
No, I wasn't going to hurt him; I told you before, I'm a pacifist motor-mac, not a mafia enforcer, but after reading those emails, I didn't feel like asking him nicely for his cooperation. What he did have was a deep and abiding fear of me, and now it was time to build on that, turn the screw a little more. It was his good fortune that I was nothing like the man my father was; if it had been him here, right now, Bobby would just be a pile of anonymous body parts in a garbage sack; I was definitely the soft option here...
"Don't...please...don't...!" he stuttered, "I'll go with you!", which was all I wanted to hear, because I damn sure didn't want to be charged with kidnapping this disgusting little weevil. I led him to the car and shoved him in the back seat, then climbed in next to him, my hand holding him tightly by the scruff of his neck in case he decided to try and bail out of the car once we were on our way.
Judy watched all this in silence until we were in the car, and then turned to me.
"OK Nicky, what's this about, and where are we taking this smelly retard?"
I gathered my thoughts, emphasising my points with a finger tap on his scrawny neck each time, and he jumped like he'd been branded each time I did it, all the proof I needed of his involvement in brutalising my girl.
"You remember Ashley told you about the emails from England, about the rape, and the plot my pig's prick of a father set in motion? Well Judy Nixon, I'd like to introduce you to Bobby Czyzyck, rapist and scumbag, and soon to be convicted felon; he's going to confess, aren't you, Bobby?" I grinned at him, and his eyes rolled up in their sockets as his fear of me overwhelmed him. "Remember, Bobby, if you don't confess, if you try and run, I'll find you in whatever pit you lie low in, and I will drag you into the daylight, and I will fucking chop you up with a chainsaw, are you hearing me?"
Oh I was enjoying playing the heavy! Of the three fights I'd had in my life, I'd lost two, and one of those was to a girl, although, in my defence I was only six, and she was nine, and built like a brick shithouse...
Here and now, I had no intention whatsoever of hurting the little kerb-sniffer, but he didn't know that; all he knew was the scary psycho who'd given him a slapping was back, angry, and out for blood, and he was alone in a car with him and a girl who'd gladly watch him being fed to the hogs. Time to turn up the heat.
"Actually, Judy, on reflection, I think our creepy little friend here might try and wriggle out of our deal; there's no guarantee they'll believe him, and he might try claiming he was coerced into confessing. What do you think?"
Judy picked up on what I was doing right away, smart girl.
"I think you're right, Nick, he could do a deal and never actually do any time at all. I think you'd get more justice if you just took him somewhere in the deep woods, cut him a little to make him bleed, and tied him to a tree so the bears and wolverines and weasels and other fucking vermin can finish him off!"
Bobby was bug-eyed with fright now; hell, so was I; Judy looked like the Angel of Vengeance, and she looked at him like he was already dead. Any doubts he may have been harbouring about our sincerity dissipated as he started blubbering and begging us not to hurt him, and pomising in exchange for not hurting him that he'd tell everything.
That was what I wanted to hear, so Judy got on the phone and called the police, telling them that someone wanted to confess to a rape. A detective in the Special Victims Unit talked with Judy, and asked her to bring her 'friend' (as she described him) to Arch Street police station, where the SVU was based.
I took a moment to remind Bobby that I would be waiting for him if he walked out of that police station under his own power, and that he could run, but I'd be right behind him every day of his life until he dropped dead or gave up. I think I can safely say, with no fear of contradiction, Bobby would happily have climbed into the tiger enclosure at London Zoo and kicked one of them in the nuts rather than cross me right there and then.
When we arrived at Arch Street, the SVU detective, a tall black woman named Shauna asked Bobby if he understood why he was being questioned, and did he want anybody to be with him, a lawyer, or his parents. He looked nervously at Judy and me, and shook his head, stating that he wanted to talk about the rape of Ashley Lowry.
We waited while Shauna and another SVU detective questioned Bobby in the captain's office, then I saw him being beckoned upright, turned around, and have his hands cuffed behind him while Shauna spoke to him; I'd seen enough cop shows to realise he was being given Miranda, so the little snot was under arrest. Shauna stuck her head out and gestured for both of us to be seated before opening the door and leading Bobby to a holding cell, presumably until his lawyer arrived.
Shauna came back to the desk we were waiting at and sat down, tapping her keyboard. Finally she looked up at me.
"So tell me," she began, "why did Robert Czyzyck confess his part in the Lowry case, and what exactly is your connection to both of them?"
I explained my relationship with Ashley, and the story of how I'd come to America, and the documents we'd received the previous day that we'd passed to the FBI. I gave her the name of the Agent I'd spoken to, and suggested that perhaps she could get a more balanced and in-depth view from him. Shauna snorted.
"The feds will share exactly as much as they feel like sharing, when they feel like sharing it, and if this case involves foreign nationals on their home soil, well, it's not our jurisdiction and they'll tell us to keep our noses out of it. What I can do is put in a request for Agent Walker to brief me on the aspects of their investigation that involve the Lowry case, and just how Czyzyck is involved; he's admitting he was there, but he denies the act; he says it was someone else. That in itself is immaterial; accessory to or facilitating a rape is still a felony violation of Section 130 of the State Penal Code, so he's equally as guilty in the eyes of the law."
Just then her male colleague came over and had a brief whispered conversation with her, then went over to another desk and pulled a gun and his badge out of the top drawer.
"We just got lucky," stated Shauna, "your friend in there just gave us the alleged rapist's name and address. My team member is on his way now to make the arrest; there's no further need for you to remain here, we have your contact information if we need to talk to you any further. Thank you for all your assistance, we'll keep you posted on the progress of the case."
At last, Ashley was going to get some justice for what had happened to her. I still wanted my father yanked over the pond and stuffed in a hell-hole prison for what I was sure he'd done to Barbara, but Judy pointed out that there would have to be all kinds of negotiations before the US Government could grab him and try him. We'd have to settle for what we could get right now; the mills of God etc.
Judy dropped me at home but declined to come in; she had a date, with the young technician, Leon, so she wanted to get ready.
"See Nick, I'm over you already!" she grinned, before blowing me a kiss and beeping the horn as she pulled away.
When I went in, Ashley was watching TV wearing a long t-shirt, but something about the way she moved told me she was naked under there, so I formulated a cunning plan to confirm it. I sat next to her and slid her onto my lap, having a surreptitious feel while I was doing that; yep, I was right.
"Hi baby, wanna fool around?" she leered happily at me, and my cock started limbering up.
"Of course, my angel, you know me!" I grinned, standing up with her in my arms and heading for the corridor.
Once we were in our room, I wasted no time in stripping off and joining her on the bed. She was looking particularly appealing right now, probably because I'd come so close to losing her, and all I wanted to do was hold her close (and ravage her, of course, give me time...)
Before we started anything, though, Ashley propped herself up on one elbow and looked searchingly at me.
"OK, Nicky, what's going on?"
I told her all that had happened since I left at Midday, about grabbing Bobby and 'persuading' him to confess to what he'd done. Ashley looked puzzled at that.



"Nick, it wasn't Bobby Czyzyck, I know that for a fact!" she stated, and as I knew he'd already said as much in the police station, I asked her how she knew.
"Bobby smells funny, he always has; it's some kind of glandular thing; that's why he's never had any luck with girls, even with all his money. That smell of his is distinctive, and I know it well; he wasn't he one who did it!"
I thought I'd smelled something funny in the car, I'd just put it down to poor personal hygiene on the part of Bobby.
"There's more, baby, "I told her, "Remember I said Barbara sent details of my father's plans, instructions to his accomplice over here? That was Bobby's step-father, his old partner. The emails were instructions from my father on what he wanted done, and to whom, or he was going to expose Bobby's step-father's involvement in something or the other. The fact remains, though; my father was blackmailing Bobby's step-father to have mum raped and beaten as a punishment for leaving him; the instructions were explicit, as were the emails back to my father, detailing exactly what was done; he was supposed to use Bobby, as he could easily control him. I'm sorry. "
Ashley looked levelly at me.
"This is what you were trying to tell me yesterday, isn't it?" and I nodded unhappily; even thinking about it made me depressed and exhausted and angry.
"There is one final thing, though; the FBI. They might be able to use the UK/US Extradition Treaty to haul that prick over here. It might take a while though; my father is contemptuous of the law, but he won't hesitate to use it to his own advantage; I suppose it all comes down to your State Department convincing a judge in England that they should hand him over for justice in America."
Ashley leaned over to stroke my face gently.
"Then leave it, Nick, let the big boys fight over it now; we've done everything ordinary people can do, and it's in motion now; if it takes a while, so be it. At least we'll know we tried, and look, something's come out of it; Bobby and his father and whoever they used to do...what they did, they're going to jail, hopefully for a long time, so some kind of justice is gonna happen, and I have closure now. How about you?"
I was still keenly aware that there was no justice here for my Barbara, even though I knew in my heart of hearts that the sick son of a bitch had killed her; maybe the police would be able to prove it one day soon, and he'd be punished for that as well, but I still grieved for her, and there was no closure yet and maybe there never would be, not until that bastard was twisting in the wind and feeding the fucking crows.
Ashley pulled me back against her, her uncanny ability to tell what I was thinking letting her know the tenor of my thoughts.
"Let it go Nicky, let her go. She asked you to remember her, so do that; think of how much you loved her, not how much you think she'd want you to avenge her; from what you've told me about her, I think she'd be horrified to see her boy thinking those kind of thoughts, she brought you up better than that!"
Something she'd said had struck a chord; her boy. I was her boy, and she was my mother, and Ashley was right; I owed her more than revenge. She'd asked me to remember her, how could I have forgotten that simple fact? Whether or not she gave birth to me, she was my mother, and she'd brought me up to not be like my father, and she'd succeeded.
Part of me was part of her, and I realised that as long as I remembered that, she was never going to be far away. As realisation struck, I heard, as plain as day, her low musical chuckle and her voice saying something she'd said so many times when she was teaching me to read; "That's right, little Saint Nick, you've got it!"
I started, and Ashley jumped as well.
"What, what is it Nicky?"
"I just heard her, I heard Barbara's voice! She spoke to me!"
Ashley smiled, and rested her head against mine.
"I know, baby, you finally let yourself hear her again, just like I had to learn to hear daddy again after he was gone. Now you're free at last,Nicky; doesn't it feel great?"
I pulled her close to me, luxuriating in the feel of her warmth against me, her clean, fresh smell, her soft, gentle hands, and most of all the feel of her skin against my hands as I roamed over her. Ashley sighed and laid back down, inviting me to kiss her some more while I stroked and caressed her, the taste of her lips and her hands on me exciting and so very stimulating. As we kissed, my hands cupped her marvellous backside, the firm round cheeks a delight to squeeze and knead, turning me on even further as we kissed and probed each other's mouths and lips.
I slipped between her thighs, licking and sucking her pebbled nipples, drawing them between my teeth and making her gasp, before kissing down her flat stomach to her little navel, kissing, and tipping my tongue in the little jewel before licking and kissing lower. My questing tongue finally found her labia, the folds of flesh beginning to darken and swell as her arousal mounted.
I probed and licked between the lips, pushing my tongue into her and finding her clitoris behind the little hood. My tongue on her little nub had an electric effect on her. She arched her back as she grabbed my head to hold it in place, her hips lifting to push her mons harder against my mouth, her breath coming in gasps as I probed, licked, and sucked.
When I flatted my tongue and rubbed against her clitoris, her orgasm reared-up and rolled over her, making her groan out loud, as wave after wave made her pussy convulse against my tongue, but when I pointed my tongue and shoved it as far as I could into her tight little anus that was when she screamed out loud as a giant orgasm ripped through her, her hole clenching and forcing my tongue out as she squirted her fragrant juices in a spray across my mouth and chin.
Ashley slumped back on the bed, her body twitching and shuddering as aftershocks rolled through her and faded. I hovered over her, watching her beautiful features as she slowly relaxed, her lovely smile finally breaking out.
"Nicky, that was so...oh my God, that was so intense!" she smiled. "Your turn, baby!"
With that she lifted her legs and pulled them back, holding herself behind her knees, tilting her entire crotch up at me.
"Can you guess what I want, big boy?" she teased, her little anus gaping open.
I shuffled up to her, sliding my screaming erection into her puffy slit, making her gasp with the sudden penetration, but I was just lubricating myself to do what she really wanted.
After a few strokes, I withdrew, and pushed my swollen head against the tight pucker of her back door, and slowly pushed forward, my solid, bone-hard cock slowly sliding into her. Ashley caught her lip between her teeth as I slid slowly but unstoppably into her, until my entire length was embedded in her tight arse, my balls firmly up against her cheeks. I began to slide out again, and her eyes widened as I pulled back preparatory to pumping back in again.
"Oh God, yes, like that, oh yes, God, yes, harder, baby, do it harder...!" she muttered, her eyes closing as she floated in her own private world. Her rectum pulsed and rippled against me, the whole length of my cock gripped firmly by what felt like a warm velvet hand, rhythmically squeezing me as I pumped into her.
I couldn't hold out much longer as she pumped against me, and when she draped her legs over my shoulders so she could squeeze and massage her own nipples, the sight was too much for me.
I felt my cock head swell and jam tight in her as my balls tightened, spunk bolting out of me to spray the inside of her accommodating arse, jet after jet of hot man-fat bathing her insides and coating her bowels with my seed. Ashley screamed as she came, her hands clutching convulsively at the bed as another hot spray of her own juices bathed my lower belly, cock, and balls as we rode the crest our mutual orgasm.
At last I softened and slid from her, slumping down next to her and holding her close as my heart slowed and my breathing slowly returned to normal.
"Do that to me on our wedding night, OK Baby?" she grinned, stroking my chest and gently running her hand over my back, and I could only grin back as I nodded breathlessly.
+++
Two days later, Judy dropped by with a copy of the Times Union newspaper, and there on the front cover, at the bottom of the page, were three photographs. The first was Bobby, and there was a picture of a greying middle-aged man, his name given as Michael Czyzyck, Bobby's stepfather. The third picture was what shocked me; it was the little maggot I'd slapped outside the burger joint, Bobby's friend. He had admitted rape and felony sexual assault, as had Bobby, and Michael Czyzyck had been arrested and had admitted procuring a rape, procuring a felony sexual assault and 2nd degree sexual assault. He was also being investigated by the FBI under the provisions of the 2001 USA PATRIOT Act.
Ashley read the article in silence, then walked into our room and closed the door behind her. I made to follow her, but Judy held me back.
"No Nick, let her be, she needs to do this alone. She'll be OK, she knows we're here, you'll know when she needs you."
We sat in the living room, waiting for Ashley to come back, and I asked Judy about her date, more for something to break the silence than out of any prurient interest. She grinned wickedly.
"Let's just say that Leon had certain...qualities that I tested to the limits last night; I only got in at 6.30 this morning! The boy is definitely a keeper!" she smiled happily at the recollection.
"So you'll be seeing him again, then?" I inquired innocently.
""Oh, I think that's pretty much a given, Nick!" she grinned, "Something that good definitely needs a second bite, just to compare to the first!"
I was happy that our friend was happy, hopefully Leon was the one for her, but if not, at least she was out there and not moping in some Emo den somewhere. We chatted about the news until the door opened and Ashley came out again. Her eyes were red and puffy where she'd obviously been crying, but she was smiling.
I was there instantly, but she didn't need me, not now.
"It's OK, Nicky, I'm OK, it's over, it's finally over!" she grinned, and I had to smile back.
++++
Work took up a significant amount of my time. Ashley had decided to go to college, she was studying for an MBA at SUNY right here in Albany, so while I worked, she studied, and mum grew ever closer to David; I suppose the turning point in our understanding of their relationship was the first time he stayed over; I got up early one Sunday morning to relieve myself, and apparently so did he; I almost walked into him coming out of the bathroom. After a moment's awkward silence we both grinned and carried on. As soon as I got back to our room, I shook Ashley awake.
"Ashley, I know something you don't know!" I sing-song'd at her, and she stared blearily at me.
"Nicky, it's Sunday morning, it's too early for guessing games; either tell me or let me go back to sleep!" she croaked.
I was grinning like a Cheshire Cat. "David's still here!"
She bolted upright.
"NO! Really? Oh my God!"She picked up her cell.
"What are you doing, baby?" I asked, although I had a fair idea.
"Calling Judy, this is big, this is real big!"
She spoke for a few seconds and hung up.
"She's on her way over; she wants to see for herself!"
Ten minutes later, Judy was sitting cross-legged on the end of our bed, grinning like a pumpkin.
"I told you, I fucking told you!" she crowed, "pay up, Lowry, you lose, I win, Oh yeah, I am so smart, you're not, ha ha!" She was obviously enjoying herself immensely.
Ashley looked at me with her hand out.
"Nick?"
I handed her my wallet and she pulled two tens out and handed them to Judy, who gleefully snatched them and took her time putting them away, smirking cattily at Ashley. I sat there wondering how it came to be that Ashley lost bets but I had to pay up; must be a relationship thing...
We heard mum stirring around in her room, so we all quietly hustled into the dining room and sat around the table waiting for her to show up. When she walked in we all grinned at her at once, big, insincere, happy, innocent grins, and watched her slowly go beet red.
I decided to put her out of her misery.
"We don't mind, mum! We like David, Judy likes you, if you guys want to be...together, no biggie, honest!"
She stared at us, and smiled guiltily, then looked back over her shoulder.
"Sweetheart, can you come here please?" she called, and he appeared at her shoulder, wearing just pyjama bottoms and smiling slightly sheepishly at Ashley and me; then he spotted Judy. His expression was priceless; I wish I'd had a camera!
"Hi dad!" she piped up, giving him a small wave and grinning slightly maliciously, "What are you doing here so early, and where's your clothes?"
Ashley stood up and hugged mum.
"I'm so happy for you, Mom, for both of you!"
Mum looked relieved, and then sat down.
"You're sure both of you are OK with this? Really?" we both nodded, followed by Judy.
She smiled. "Good, because we were wondering how to tell you, but as all three of you are here, now's as good a time as any." She looked at David who nodded and put his arm around her shoulder.
"Kids, all of you, David and I love each other, and we want to be together. David has asked me to move in with him. I told him I'd only do that if all three of you agreed. I didn't want anyone to feel I was leaving them behind, or," glancing at Judy, "invading their home, so I want to tell you, and ask you how you feel."
Ashley leaned over and kissed her.
"Nick and I are fine, Mom, honest; if it's what you want, do it, David's one of the good guys, so go for it!"
Judy tapped her father on the arm and hugged him, then hugged Mum, before grinning at them both.
"One up-side I can think of springs to mind right away; at last, someone will be there who can actually cook, no more dinners with microwave cooking times printed on them, oh boy, I can hardly wait!"
Mum, David, and Judy soon settled in as the nuclear family, while Ashley and I remained at the house, which I slowly began to renovate; I wanted a nice, cosy, secure home, as we had plans, and we needed our home ready for that part of our life. However, David and mum surprised us with an announcement; they were getting married. Not that surprising, you may think, but part two was; mum was expecting. Ashley was in a haze when she heard, Judy more so. They were both getting a sibling, and they would be step-sisters. Judy asked Ashley if that meant she was entitled to take a run at me, as they were going to be sisters, and Ashley's reply was short, pungent, and to the point;
"Stay away from my man, you bandy-legged little trollop, or so help me, I swear I'll teach you the true meaning of the word 'pain'!"
Judy just grinned; she was still being bent double and pummeled by Leon at every possible opportunity, she just wanted to see the expression on Ashley's face when she asked her...
I had become Senior Technician at Mark One, and as word got around that they had someone on-board who was actually certified for the various specialist cars from Britain that came in, their owners kept coming back. Mark got his Lotus dealership, and the look on his face when the first tranche of Exige's and Elise's were delivered was a sight to behold. They were sold off the trailer, people were so eager to have them, and because we were a proper Lotus dealership, people knew they had the full warranty and service backup those kind of cars demand.
The day Mark told me he wanted to sell up and live a little was a sore blow; I'd been busily building a relationship with every customer, and with jobs so hard to find, all that would be gone; there were no other places like Mark One; I was sunk. Or so I thought.
I got a call one day to come and see David right after work, so I collected Ashley and went to see my parents, as I now thought of them. Mum was looking radiant; she was nearly seven months along now, and was absolutely beautiful, and David had that soppy 'expectant father' look permanently pasted on his face, but he was still rational, thank God.
After the usual family courtesies, mum went off to make dinner with Ashley in tow, leaving David and me alone. David got right down to business.
"Nick, I heard from Mark what his plans are and I think you and I could do something there. I'm seriously considering buying the business and I'd like you to run it; when Ashley finishes college, she may want to step-in on the business side, I know Judy's not interested, she's finally decided to study medicine, so I need someone who knows what they're doing to be the one to move the business forward; are you interested?"
Of course I was; this was a God-send!
I gabbled out my thanks, but David waved them away.
"Nonsense, this is to do with family, so I'll have a meeting with Mark tomorrow and see if I can't beat him down a little on his price. Now let's go and see if the ladies need a hand."
There was one other piece of good news, and I saw it quite by accident, as I happened to pause my TV channel hopping on CNN one evening two years later.
My father had been fighting extradition for almost two years now; he and Michael Czyzyck had been very naughty boys, selling black market computer chips and special solid-state batteries, the kind used in cruise missiles, to Iran, through a dummy company based in Odessa, on the Black Sea coast.
The Court of Appeal in London had finally decided that he had committed an offence against the United States; under the USA PATRIOT Act that constituted grounds for granting the State Department's request for extradition.
The bastard was coming here, and with any luck they'd stuff him in a cell with a huge rapist where he'd spend the rest of his miserable life being Bubba's gang-bang bitch. I could hear Barbara's laughter as I watched the news segment, seeing that face I'd honestly hoped I'd never see again collapse as the judgement was given against him.
The next morning, I was woken by the sound of Ashley being noisily sick. I immediately jumped out of bed to see if she needed help, but she waved me away as she wiped her mouth and rinsed with mouthwash.
"Baby, are you Ok? What's wrong?" I asked, hovering over her.
"Nothing baby, I'm fine, everything's fine, this is normal!" she smiled.
I was still worried. "You don't sound fine, you sound terrible, healthy people don't yark like that...!"
She turned and smiled at me, then laid her head on my chest.
"Nicky, we're fine; both of us are fine, honest!"
Now I was puzzled. "What do you mean both of u...Oh, OH! Oh MY GOD! You're pregnant!"
She smiled shyly at me and nodded. I was shaking, I was going to be a father, we were having a baby, OMIGOD!
"Nicky, Nicky, NICKY!"
Eventually I calmed down enough to realise she was talking to me.
"Calm down, baby, we're not having it today, relax! Call Mom and Dad, call Judy, and then get dressed. Move, baby!"
I was floating; after the initial euphoria, all I could think was 'I'm going to be a dad; I'm going to be a dad!'
I never saw or heard of my father again. Much as I had wanted to push him off someplace high with a stout rope around his neck, I knew that was not the way to deal with someone like him; his greed, his contempt for the law, for his fellow man, and for his beautiful, wronged, wives had brought him to this, but I wouldn't rejoice in his punishment; Barbara had brought me up better than that. His punishment was just and fitting, that was good enough for me. The mills of God grind slowly, but they grind exceeding small...
++++
I knelt by the grave in Stanwix Cemetery in Carlisle, on a cold late-November morning. The wind coming in from the highlands of Scotland, and frigid with the promise of early snow, blew leaf litter and small twigs around me as I finished clearing the gravesite. I dusted a few more away, and then I could finally cry.



Ashley stood back, tears sparkling in her eyes, with our little daughter held against her to keep her warm in the frigid wind, letting me have my moment alone with my mother so I could say goodbye properly. The new headstone simply said 'Barbara Davies, beloved mother, taken too soon. I love you, Mum'. We'd had the original headstone, an ornate stone slab covered in his phony, lying, un-felt messages of love, a disgusting monument to my father's hypocrisy, taken down and crushed for road-stone, and had this one put in its place. My father was currently serving a 40-year term in a federal penitentiary 3,000 miles away with no hope of parole, so I doubted he'd be objecting.
Ashley had finally convinced me to reach out to my two half-brothers, to let them know that I was back, and ask them to meet me one last time; they'd never responded, and I was in no mood to pursue them. There was no evidence they'd ever come here to see their mother, either, even though the cemetery was only half a mile from the house; the grave had been untended, neglected, and overgrown. Even now they'd elected to stay away, but I was relieved and untroubled by their absence. Whatever tenuous link we'd had was gone now, and I was free of any further encumbrance from this part of my family; with Barbara's death, all connection to these people had gone, and that was how it should be.
The baby finally squirmed out of Ashley's grip and toddled toward me, so I picked her up and showed her to her grandmother.
"Mum; this is your granddaughter, her name's Barbara! Baby, say hello to my mummy!"
My little girl dropped the flower she was carrying onto the grave, enunciating lovely little pear-shaped sounds as she grinned toothlessly at me. Ashley knelt and arranged the posy she was carrying in the little flower-holder, and with that there was no more to say or do, so we left, all three of us, to go back to our life and our loved ones; I don't think I'll ever go back; I don't need to; no-one is truly gone until you stop saying their name, and with my daughter named after her grandmother, I will never be done saying her name.
We drove away, and pointed north, heading for the M6 motorway to take us back to Birmingham and our hotel for our flight from Birmingham International in the morning. I'd just taken the southbound exit for the four-hour drive from Carlisle to the airport hotel when Ashley flicked on the radio and my one-time favourite FM station, Lakeland Radio came on.
I listened to the end of an old Neil Diamond track and the DJ announced the next lunchtime request, another oldie, a special request for Nick, from Barbara. My eyes widened as the Beach Boys sang 'Little Saint Nick'. Ashley went to change stations, but I stopped her; it could have been a coincidence, but I felt somehow that it wasn't, that it was a message for me, my mother finally telling me it was over, and saying goodbye, and so I listened with tears on my cheeks as I said goodbye to her for the very last time.
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So here I am, hammering my cock into my kid sister, and my aunt loves every second of it. I kiss my sister hungrily as I pound into her, and my aunt kisses me back just as needily. Confused? I was, so let me clue you in, by beginning at the beginning.
I grew up in Bristol in the 1980's, in Clifton, the elegant Regency-period town-within-the-town at the top of the Avon Gorge, in the west of England. I had only one sibling, a sister, Marlene, Lena for short, who was just under a year younger than me. We lived in a huge, echoing, icy-cold Georgian house near Clifton College and the famous Clifton suspension bridge, attended the local Catholic primary school, and maintained the usual older brother/annoying little sister relationship that one would expect from our normal background and family life.
Dad worked at Rolls-Royce, in the engine division at Filton, precision machining blades for jet turbines. Mum was a Head Nurse in the Renal Unit at the Bristol Royal Infirmary in the centre of Bristol, not too far from where we lived. When I left Primary School and moved into Secondary School, Lena was devastated. Every day of her entire school life, I'd taken her to school, sat with her in the dining hall for lunch, and then brought her home with me in the afternoon, and now she'd have to do that journey and spend the day alone, for a whole year. She was not happy, and the thing about Lena is, when she's not happy, she gets democratic and makes sure everybody gets some, so there was a lot of ill-feeling and tantrums. The only bright spot (for her) was that my new school, over in Long Ashton, gave out 45 minutes before her school, so I had time to get home and go and collect her, and this became my routine.
I honestly never minded; Lena was a pretty little girl, tall for her age, with long, straight, bright chestnut hair cut in bangs, and piercing blue eyes, just like mum (and nothing like me, which should have given me pause for thought; I had dusty blonde hair, and green eyes; dad had light brown hair and blue eyes too, so I should have wondered where my green eyes came from; but I never did), and she would tell me of her day, hold my hand when we crossed the road, and basically enjoy as much of my time as I was able to give her.
It turned out to be quite a lot; dad's workplace was way across the other side of town, and mum worked unpredictable and irregular shifts, so Lena and I would be home first most of the time, so we'd do whatever homework we had, and usually be finished by the time dad came in, around 6pm or so. Dad would start dinner, and collapse exhausted in a recliner while Lena and I would potter around, talk, watch TV while keeping an eye on whatever was cooking, and generally kill time until mum came home. Not an exciting life, but a normal one.
When Lena hit 11, she moved up into secondary school, and she of course elected to attend my school, no surprises there. As I was now one year ahead of her, (Year Seven) I was becoming allergic to her presence; I was starting to hit that age when girls become...interesting, and the last thing I needed when I was trying to look all windswept and interestingly cool to Year Seven girls was to have my Year Six sister hanging around me all the time. As I got older, it got worse, and I started telling her to leave me alone, to get lost, and I took to avoiding her as my embarrassment at having her hanging around me grew. Now, when I look back on how I was with her, I hate myself; she was my little sister, and for years I'd been the centre of her world, and now here I was, pushing her away, and not being too polite about it either.
I didn't pick up on this, of course; all I knew was that I'd come home from school, alone, having ducked her somewhere, then hear her slam in and run up to her room and start crying, but it never occurred to me that it was me making her cry. And it never occurred to me to go and comfort her; that wasn't my job anymore, I was a grown-up now. Yes, I know, don't judge, you were a young teen boy yourself once.
I never noticed she was growing, either, I never noticed anything about her these days, self-absorbed little tick that I was, and Lena was becoming more and more attractive as she got older. When I was 16, one of my classmates told me he was going to ask Lena out. I was a little puzzled as to why he'd want to ask out a Year 10, when he was a Year 11, and he looked at me like I was stupid.
"Because Lena's a real looker, that's why! Any objections if I ask her out?"
I said something along the lines of "why are you telling me, I don't care, just keep your hands to yourself!" and off he went to ask her out to the cinema that night. A couple of hours later, our paths crossed and I remembered that he was going to ask my sister out.
"So what did she say?" I asked him, more out of something to say than any real interest.
"She asked me what you said, so I told her you said you didn't care, and she got mad at me, and started crying and stormed off like I just spat on her or something. Your sister's a fruit loop, did you know that?" he said nastily, so I dragged him around a corner and smacked him around a little, just to remind him to watch what he said about my sister, but it was automatic outrage, done because it was expected of me, not because I felt he was impugning my sister – I truly thought I didn't care what he said about her.
When I got home that afternoon, delayed because of cricket practice, Lena was already home, locked away in her room, so I left her to it, and got down to my homework. I heard mum come in, then dad, and soon I started smelling dinner being prepared. I was miles away in my history homework when a knock on my door brought me back to the present day.
"Come in!" I called and when no-one did I walked over and opened the door. Lena was standing there, her face tear stained and her eyes red, so I asked her what the problem was.
"Darryl, why do you hate me?" she asked me flatly, catching me off-balance, so I blustered a reply.
"Don't be so daft, I don't hate you, what a stupid question!"
She looked ready to cry again. "You do hate me, you won't talk to me, you avoid me, you're rude to me all the time, you're always angry with me. Why are you so angry with me, Darryl? I never did anything to you, yet you won't even let me talk to you! What did I ever do to you to make you hate me so much?"
Nothing at all. She'd done absolutely nothing.
I had no answer, other than the right one, which was I'd gotten so used to ignoring her in my quest to look cool, I didn't know how else to treat her anymore. She only ever tried to be nice to me, and I treated her like she didn't exist, or I took everything out on her, when it wasn't her fault at all. Realising that only made me angry with myself, and she was standing there, the perfect target.
"Look, you half-wit, I don't hate you, but I really have no time for you or your pathetic whining, I don't care what you think, and I don't care what you do, or who you do it with, just as long as you do it somewhere else, and leave me alone! Now piss off and stop annoying me; get some friends, get a life, and stay out of mine!"
I said it to hurt, and she looked liked I'd slapped her, the tears ran down her face, and I knew I'd finally gone too far, but it was too late, the words had been said, and I couldn't recall them. All she'd wanted was some time with her big brother, for me to hug her and say "don't be silly, of course I don't hate you!" and sit down with her for five minutes, and I didn't even have that for her. Oh I'd fucked-up royally; I knew it there and then.
Lena turned and ran into her room, sobbing, and I followed her as she slammed her door. I knocked and called out to her, telling her I was sorry, but it was already too late; in her mind I'd finally told her what I really thought of her, and now I'd lost her for good. She never came down for dinner, and mum went up to see what was wrong, coming back down to stare daggers at me. She and dad had a whispered conference in the kitchen, then dad called me into the lounge.
"Darryl, just what did you say to Lena? She's upstairs having hysterics, what did you do?"
He dragged the whole thing out of me, in pieces. He and mum both knew I was uncomfortable with Lena hanging around me, and as I gave him the reasons for my outburst he looked less and less friendly.
"So she wanted to know why you turned from her big brother into the surly little prick you are now? I would guess it's because you've turned into a surly little prick. She's only 15, and she looked up to you and trusted you, and this is how you behave? In another age I'd take my belt to you, but now, you have to live with it. She looked up to you, but you had to go and tell her that you didn't care what she did, or what happened to her! You couldn't let her be your kid sister, just once in a while, even for a little while. Well, mister, you just proved how unworthy you are of the respect and trust she's been trying to give you for years. Lena's been trying for years to be part of your life, and you never let her in, not once, and now you've lost her. I hope you feel proud of what you've done; I hope it makes you feel big and manly! I'm ashamed of you; now just...just get out of my sight. And stay away from your mother; she's trying to fix what you did, and she's in no mood for your attitude and smart mouth! And you stay away from Lena, you hear me?"
I slunk up to my room. Everything he'd said was true, and now I'd have to face what I'd said and done to my only kid sister.
I didn't sleep much that night; everything I'd said, and everything dad said, rolled around continuously in my mind. When I came down for breakfast in the morning, I didn't wait for the others, for Lena, I'd been ordered to stay away from all of them, so I just grabbed a banana for breakfast and left; anyway, I couldn't face anyone, not after last night.
I spent all day trying to spot Lena in school, but had no luck, and went home as late as I could, slinking into the house and up to my room. When mum called me for dinner, I made an excuse and went to bed early. As a consequence, I got up early, so again, I took a piece of fruit for breakfast and left before anyone else was around. Again, I spent the day trying to spot Lena, and again no luck, and when I got in, I went straight to my room and skipped dinner, again – I really had no appetite anymore, I had my guilt to chew on, that kept me busy as I reflected on how completely I'd managed to throw myself out of the family.
This became my routine now, leave the house early, early, see Lena in school and avoid her, go back as late as I could, do my homework and go to bed. I think the family got used to not having me at dinner; mum would knock and call me, but I never answered, so she probably assumed I was asleep, and sometimes Lena would knock too, calling out to me. Dad would come and knock for me too, I pointedly ignored all of them; I had nothing more to do with them, and I was rapidly losing contact with them. I'd find some dinner on a tray outside my room in the morning, and I'd step over it, or take it down and leave it on the counter, take some fruit and go to school. Weekends, I'd leave early in the morning, go to the cricket nets at Bower Ashton and work on my batting form; then stay there 'til it got too dark to see the ball, and I got too tired to swing that 2 ½ lb bat any more, and then go home, let myself in, go to bed, and sleep like a stone.
I hardly ever felt hungry, either, but I did get tired more easily, I slept like a stone most of the evening and all night, and I had a lot of really bad headaches. This went on for weeks; I was in no mood or suitable frame of mind to spend time with any of my family, and other than quick glimpses of Lena at school, I never saw or spoke to any of them.
The last weeks of school-term before the summer holidays, I managed to avoid all contact with my family. I usually came in late enough that they were already engrossed in the TV, so they never heard me come in. They'd stopped calling me for dinner, or leaving me any, I never answered or ate any of it, and I'd developed the habit of moving around so quietly in my room I'm not even sure they knew I was in there. All I knew was, I'd been told they didn't want me near them anymore, and I certainly didn't want to see any of them again. I had no more homework, my GCSE examinations were all over, and where I'd once planned on going into the 6th Form to study for my A-Level examinations, I thought that would be pointless now.
All I wanted to do was get out, find a job somewhere a long way away, and never come back; I had to, I wasn't wanted or needed here anymore. I gradually convinced myself that I was no longer a part of this family. They didn't need or want me, and I'd hurt everyone too much to go back to them. I stopped needing to eat, food just made me sick anyway, and a piece of fruit in the morning gave me all the energy I needed without making me feel sick or throw up. The one thought in my mind was that I had to get out. I had some savings; they'd do until find somewhere I could fit in. I
t would be true to say that at this point, what dad had said to me had taken over my mind and I wasn't even remotely rational anymore; the idea that I wasn't wanted, that I wasn't part of them anymore had completely taken me over, and the only real thought in my head at any given moment was that I was supposed to leave, soon.
Dad had other ideas however.
I slipped into my room one night to find him sitting on my bed, and mum standing there, waiting for me; I flicked on the light and there they were. Mum came over to me, and tried to hug me, but I stepped back; suddenly I didn't want anyone touching me, and especially not her; the last thing I remembered clearly about her was the expression on her face as she glared at me. She stepped in closer, and hugged me anyway, and it felt...wrong, unpleasant, and I twisted out of her grasp.
"Don't do that again, don't...touch me!" I asked her, not really seeing the shocked, hurt expression on her face, in her eyes; I was busy shuddering as my skin crawled from the contact.
"Darryl what have you done? You're all bones! Oh my God, you've lost so much weight...!" There it was, more criticism, one more reason to leave.
"Baby, we haven't seen or heard from you for weeks; you don't talk to us, you don't eat anything here, you don't eat lunch in school, you don't spend any time with us, we don't know where you are, or what's wrong! Sweetheart, we're all so worried about you! Why are you doing this to yourself?"
I looked at her with almost complete disinterest in what she was saying."
"I'm doing what you wanted, I'm leaving. I'll try and find a job somewhere, find my own place, and stay away from all of you, that's what you both wanted."
Now dad had a question.
"Son, why do you think you need to leave?" and I knew the answer to that one right away.
"Because I screwed-up so big I can never fix it. Lena will never be my little sister again, and she'll never need me again. So I should go; no-one wants me here, you told me that; I have no reason to be in this family, and no need to be here; maybe I can fit-in somewhere else."
Pretty pathetic, huh?
Dad sagged, looking old and defeated. "Darryl, I'm so sorry, I never realised what we were doing to you. Your mum and I were mad at you, yes, but that was then, and we never wanted you out of our family, you're our son! We want you here, we want you to go back to school in September, take your exams, and be what you want. Come and have dinner with us, we waited for you..."
I demurred. "I had some fruit earlier today, I'm fine!" but dad wouldn't have it.
"Darryl, you're starving to death, look at you, you have to eat something besides a piece of fruit now and then!"
Mum spoke up again.
"Baby, how much weight have you lost?" and I grinned at her.
"Couple of pounds, nothing I couldn't afford to lose, besides, what's it got to do with you?"
Mum was shaking her head.
"Baby, you've lost more than that; look in the mirror, that rugby shirt is supposed to be form-fitting; it's hanging on you like a sack!"
I got mad then.
"If you people just came in here to criticise, you can leave, I don't want to hear it. I don't want to eat with you, and I feel just fine! Now could you please just go!"
The truth was, I didn't want to sit around a table with them; I felt fine, but I'd become isolated and insular, and I felt that I now had no connection to these people anymore; I'd done something bad enough to permanently exclude me from their family, and they'd told me to go, so I had no way back in; or so I believed; remember, whatever was going on in my head now, it was mostly irrational, built around an angry outburst from my father, and my reasoning, if you could call it that, made perfect sense to me. Sometimes the mind selects and fixates on the strangest, most trivial reasons for going off the rails, and I'd derailed so completely I wasn't even aware of my own altered perception of reality
Dad wasn't letting go of it.
"I know Lena misses you desperately, she wants to see you; she'd tell us she saw you at school, but you always gave her the slip, and we never knew where you were. Your little sister spends her evenings crying for you, she's worried sick about you, son. We'd check your room, and you weren't there, your mother and I came to the school time and again, but we never found you, you'd always disappeared; you don't talk to anyone anymore, you don't tell anyone where you are, and your friends say you haven't spoken to them in weeks. Your teachers asked us to help you, they're just as concerned with what you're doing to yourself, they know you need help, let us help you, please!"
I tried to get across to him what I was feeling.
"Dad, I don't need any help, I'm fine, and if Lena wanted to see me, she'd be here. I feel fine, there's nothing wrong with me, why can't you understand, I can't be here anymore? I have to leave, I want you to leave, and I definitely don't want to see Lena again, not after last time! "
And then, behind me, came the voice I'd been dreading the most.
"But I want to see you, Darryl, please, please talk to me..."
I turned around slowly, and there was my little sister, crying. Great, I'd made her cry again.
"Go away Lena, I'm not supposed to talk to you! Didn't you hear me? Just leave me alone!" I grated, angry that she was here, and angry with myself for setting all this in motion, because of her.
She came into my room and suddenly hugged me, and gasped.
"Darryl, why are you so thin, what happened to you? God, there's nothing left of you!"
I tried to push her away, and I couldn't; an 80lb girl and I couldn't move her, I had no strength at all; I might as well have tried to push a bus uphill.
Then I realised something; the feel of her hugging me was...pleasant, like someone had flicked a switch in my brain. Suddenly I felt...something, a connection to her I thought I'd severed for good.
Automatically, my arms came up and held her, the feel of my sister against me warm, and loving, and concerned; my little sister still needed me, I hadn't lost her yet!
Lena slid her hands over my back, and pulled back to look at me, shock, horror and overwhelming concern in her eyes.



"Oh God Darryl, what happend to you? Are you sick? You've lost so much weight I can feel every bone in your body! Look at you, you're emaciated! What happened, Dar, why didn't you ask me for help? I would have done anything for you, you should have known that!"
Two big tears rolled down her cheeks, and I cursed myself for hurting this sweet girl again, for trying to kill myself though neglect, because I thought I'd lost her. Right there I realised how much I needed her, and how much she meant to me; she was my little sister,and I loved her, and I would never hurt her again.
It took a while for me to truly believe my family wanted me back, had never in fact stopped wanting me, and I spent all that summer learning how to eat again. Mum had put me on a diet of simple food, steamed fish and mashed potatoes, a little fruit, sugary oatmeal, easily digested food; I was still too far gone for red meat or pork chops just yet.
I had daily counselling to help me resolve the eating and image issues I'd developed, and Lena was the one who helped me the most when the bouts of depression set in. Even today, after all these years, sometimes when I pass a mirror, I get a resurgence of those feelings, and I have to go and find Lena and she helps me until the depression and the urge to stop eating and punish myself passes.
++++
My counsellors decided I had made enough progress by September that I could go back to school, as I had originally intended. I eventually completed my two years in 6th Form, passing my exams at age 18 with a sufficient number of A-passes to get me accepted at the University of London St George's Medical School to do my MBBS medical training.
Lena was heartbroken that I would be gone for 5 years, plus another 2 years to do the General Medical Council Foundation so I could get my GMC License to Practice, but she knew it was what I wanted. She was 17 when I left, in another year she'd be at university herself, maybe she'd go into medicine too.
All Lena was focussing on, though, was the fact that I'd be gone for most of the year, with only the occasional visit home for the next 7 years.
Leaving home to start my training was the most painful thing I've ever done; mum, dad and Lena took me to London, to the student accommodation unit, to get my room ready and have a look around the hospital. Mum was definitely on the teary side, and even dad was a little gruff at times, but Lena made no bones about how she felt, and when it was time for them to leave, her expression was so forlorn I nearly climbed into the car and went back with them.
I'd never been anywhere without them, and even though I'd spent so long being such an obnoxious little cock when it came to Lena, in the last two years I'd made up a lot of lost time with her, and I missed my little sister desperately; she'd become my confidante, my partner in crime, and my best friend, and I didn't know how I was going to function without seeing her every day.
The wrench and sense of loss when the car finally turned the corner and disappeared was almost physical in its intensity. I know I was growing up and moving on, and it was supposed to be the start of the next part of my life, but I felt so fucking bad about letting go of this part.
The next five years were hectic, to say the least. I spent as much time at home as I could, but to be honest, it wasn't that much; Lena had gone to university, to Warwick, where she studied Law with a Sociology Honour for 4 years, followed by a post-graduate Diploma in International Economic Law, so I hardly saw her even when I was home, as we were usually out of sync; when I was free, she was knee-deep in lectures 150 miles away, and when she was free, I was on Night-Call or research or something. We only managed to maintain reasonable contact by phone, and that only occasionally.
At last, I qualified and obtained my GMC license, now all I had to do was find a job where they actually needed a newbie with surgical and clinical skills but no actual real-world experience. However, after seven years of running myself ragged, I decided that a job could wait; I wanted some time with my family. Lena was newly graduated as well, in the same boat as me, and looking for some family time.
When I eventually arrived home, I was disappointed that she wasn't there, but mum assured me that she would be there that evening, she was just waiting for her landlord to come around and collect her keys, as she was moving back to Bristol to save money. I spent the day on tenterhooks; I'd not seen her in almost 2 years now, and I was anxious to see her again soon; I even poked my head inside her room, just to re-acquaint myself with the place where we'd spent many happy hours talking, swapping confidences, doing homework together or just being companionable.
Eventually, I ended up watching TV in the lounge, where I fell asleep waiting for her, and was awakened by someone dropping heavily into my lap. My eyes flew open, and there was Lena, large as life, and twice as pretty. She giggled, and hugged me, and I hugged her back, bursting with happiness now I had my best friend back.
"Hello, Angel Eyes!" I smiled, and she giggled as she hugged me.
I held her out at arm's length to look at her, re-acquainting myself with her features. Her glossy chestnut hair was longer than ever, nearly all the way down her back now, and her blue eyes were, if anything, an even more intense blue than I remembered, almost violet in their intensity. And she was so beautiful; no, I take that back; my little sister was gorgeous! Her glorious eyes, deep and calm and pellucid, her fair skin lightly dusted with freckles across the bridge of her cute little nose, her lips a deep, coral pink. Naturally fresh-complexioned, and innocent of any make-up or lipstick, she was just absolutely stunning, a true English Rose.
She giggled and squirmed under my scrutiny, then jumped up and pulled me up to go and have a coffee with her in the kitchen with mum. I couldn't help staring at her as she walked in front of me, her rear view equally captivating in the Royal Blue minidress she was wearing, and I found myself deeply envying the man who eventually captured her.
"So, Darryl, any young doctresses falling under the spell of your manly charms?" she asked, grinning, and I grinned back.
"Nope, bit of a dry spell, what with being on call 24/7 for weeks on end!" I retorted, "How about you? Any rich, corporate lawyer-types circling you?"
She dimpled "A couple, I like to keep my options open!"
As we stood and chatted, sipping our coffees, I couldn't help but look her over. She really was the perfect package, her short, figure-hugging dress emphasising her long legs and small waist, and her elegant figure. Her long straight hair set-off her tall slender frame perfectly, and all I could think was how much she reminded me of a singer I'd seen on TV when I was a boy, Crystal Gayle, except Lena was much better looking! Her skin was pale, translucent, like fine eggshell porcelain, no marks or blemishes except that adorable spray of pale freckles across her nose, and her eyes were the deepest blue-violet I had ever seen; my little sister really was a stunner, no two ways about it! Why she wasn't already married, or at least engaged, was a mystery to me.
Dad came in from work while we were chatting, and we gave him the lowdown on career prospects, preferred jobs, and what we intended to do next. I had applied for Orthopaedic Team internships and locum slots at several London and Home Counties hospitals, as well as signing up to several specialist medical recruiters. Lena was looking for a Civil Service position, hopefully with the Department For International Development (DFID) in Whitehall, in London, as well as various international agencies and public bodies, but it was summer, nothing much was popping in the job world for either of us, so it seemed like a good time to come home and get together for a while.
Dinner was wonderful, although dad seemed to be having some sort of coughing fits, periodically wheezing and coughing discreetly into a wadded handkerchief, and I resolved to pull him aside after dinner and have a listen to his chest. In the meantime, I settled down to enjoy the meal.
Mum had pulled out all the stops, it was the first family meal I'd had in over two years where we were all there, which made it all the better for me. Dad looked older since the last time I'd seen him, and I realised with a shock that he'd be retiring soon; he must be, what, 61? 62? Whatever his age, he'd seemed preoccupied during dinner, like he had something on his mind, and even mum seemed a little distracted, and this continued after the meal, when we were sitting around in the lounge, having a coffee and chatting. Eventually, dad seemed to come to a decision.
"Darryl, I...we need to talk to you, there's something I need you to know, about you...and us."
The way he said it immediately put me on alert.
"What's up, dad, what about me and you?" I asked.
Dad looked at mum, and she nodded, so he looked back at me.
"Son, it's about your mother...and your father." Now I was confused. I looked at mum, but she was watching dad, and, strangely, Lena.
"But you're my father, surely?" I asked him, still confused, and watched his head shake slowly.
"No Darryl, I'm not. Your father was Robert Fraser. His...partner was Elizabeth, my daughter, your mother. I'm your grandfather, Darryl."
Lena clutched my arm so tightly I thought she'd stop the circulation, but it was barely registering.
I was floundering.
"And Lena, is she...? and dad shook his head.
"No, Lena's my daughter; she's Elizabeth's half-sister...and your aunt."
Lena started whimpering, her eyes fixed on my face as they filled up and spilled over. I put my arm around her, trying to get my balance here. Lena wasn't my sister, I wasn't their son, and my whole family life here had been a lie!
"Dad, why are you telling me, now of all times, I'm 25, and now I find out my whole family isn't my family, I don't have a little sister, my mother isn't my mother, it's some woman I never heard of, where is she, where's she been my entire life? Where's this father of mine, this Robert Fraser, why has he never showed up? "
"Daryl..." began mum, and I glanced at her.
"And you're my grandmother, are you?" and she shook her head.
"No Darryl, Elizabeth is from a relationship your grandfather had when he was in his late teens. Elizabeth's mother had left her with him and disappeared, so he brought her up alone. I married him just after you were born; Elizabeth was nearly 18 then, and your father, Robert, had been killed in the Falklands in 1982, a few months after Elizabeth found out she was pregnant; he was still only a boy himself, only 19. I met your grandfather soon after that, and we decided to get married. Elizabeth couldn't handle bringing up a child alone at such a young age, so we took you to bring you up as our son. Lena came along 10 months later, and we brought you up as brother and sister."
"But you didn't adopt me, yes?" I asked her, and she shook her head.
"And you're not my grandmother?" I asked her, and she shook her head again.
"So you're not my birth-mother, you're not my adoptive mother, you're not my grandmother, so really, you're nothing to me, no relation at all, yes?" and I saw the hurt in her eyes again.
"No, Darryl, I'm still your mum, that hasn't changed..."
I interrupted her. "No you're not. You never made a move to make me yours, you just kept me around, like an umbrella you found on a bus, then suddenly, completely out of the blue, you choose to tell me. Both of you lied to me my whole life, you take away my family, you take away my little sister, you tell me I'm not even who I thought I was, and you expect me to be, what, happy that the truth's finally out? I was happy! I was happy not knowing, did that ever occur to you? How could you rip my family away from me and shred my life, and not expect me to feel anything? Why didn't you just shoot me and stuff me in a fucking dumpster?"
Dad stirred at that, but said nothing, and mum just looked stricken. Lena never took her eyes off me, her whimpering getting louder, until, with a high-pitched keening, she began crying, holding on to my arm in a death-grip, rocking as she sobbed, holding me tight. Mum tried to comfort her, and she shook her off, pushing her away and scrabbling for a handkerchief. I gave her mine, which only seemed to make her cry more.
I stood up, absolutely sure of only one thing; I had to get out of there, away from this nightmare, from these people who'd lied to me every single day of my life.
As I went to get my jacket and holdall, mum came out and put her hand on my arm.
"Daryl, don't go, please, we need to talk!"
I grimaced, trying not to cry. "We're done talking, mum, or should I call you 'Gran'?" and she flinched.
"Please Darryl, come back in, talk to him, he needs to talk to you some more, at least hear him out, won't you?"
I shook my head.
"There's nothing more to say; you just destroyed my life, you took away my family, you took away Lena, so I think you've said it all! Now I have to go, this conversation is over!"
"Please Darryl, he has his reasons for telling you, won't you at least give him a chance to tell you what they are?"
I took her hand off my arm.
"I don't care what his reasons are. You people play-acted around me my whole life; you aren't my mother, he's not my father, Lena's not my sister, nothing here is mine; it didn't stop you taking it all away, though, did it? You took it all away, and now you want to talk! No, you can't fix this, mum, or Granny, or whoever the hell you are. The only person round here who didn't lie to me is Lena, and you had no problem lying to her too; I loved being her big brother, she was my little sister, and you took that away from both of us!"
"I hate you for what you've done to me, and what you've done to Lena; she didn't deserve this. Our whole life has been some kind of weird theatrical production; no-one in it is who they say they are, not even me; I'm 25 and I don't even know who the fuck I am. That's what you did to me, so are you satisfied now?"
I picked up my holdall and took out my keys, taking the front door key off my key-ring and tossing it to her.
"I won't need this anymore, because I swear to God I will never set foot in this house again!" I told her, her expression stricken as I turned to leave.
Lena came hurtling out to hug onto me, holding me desperately, then grabbing her coat and bag as well.
"I'm coming with you; I'm not staying here another second!" she gritted.
"Lena, what are you doing?" asked mum, and Lena whirled to face her.
"He may not be your son, but he IS my brother, and I'm going with him. Can't you even see what you've done? How dare the two of you pull his whole world apart! You took away his whole identity, and then you try and act like it was necessary. Did you ever stop to think that this is exactly what might happen? He was right; he was happier not knowing. If you ever really thought of him as your son, you'd never have done this! He's right to hate you; I hate you for what you did! You didn't have to tell us, can't you see it was cruel and unnecessary?"
I opened the door and she walked through it, dumping her bag into the car boot along with mine, and climbed into the passenger seat. I pulled away from the kerb, and got as far as the end of the road before I had to stop, the tears were making my vision blurred. Lena held me while I cried for the past that was gone, and the family I'd lost, and the life that had all been a lie.
My mum was gone, my dad was gone, even my little sister was gone, taken away in a couple of sentences; but then, none of them had ever really existed, none of it had been true, nothing.
Eventually I calmed down enough to drive safely, and headed out of town, down through Clifton and through the centre of Bristol, heading for the M4 and London. All the way home, it drummed in my head. Mum and dad had been lying to me all my life, they'd been lying to Lena all her life, just told us a convenient lie and left it at that. They'd said no more about my real mother, who'd certainly never made an appearance in my entire life; was she dead, or had she never wanted me in the first place, and dumped me with...them because they were convenient and I was cramping her style?
My phone rang endlessly, one or other of...them (I couldn't bring myself to call them mum and dad anymore; they weren't, were they?) hanging on the line, hoping for me to pick up. I let it ring, until they switched to Lena's phone. She just switched hers off and dumped it in the glove compartment along with mine.
We eventually got back to my place in Tooting Broadway, just around the corner from St George's, about midnight, only stopping once at the Chieveley Services on the M4 for Lena to stretch her legs a little. I live in a 2 bedroom maisonette, the top floor of a medium-sized Edwardian house, what they used to call a gentleman's residence back in the days of 'la belle époque', but the second bedroom was set-up as an office/storage/work-out space for me, so I gave Lena my room and made up a bed for myself on the couch in the living room.
We changed out of our day clothes into something more suitable for sleeping; Lena into a long Tee-shirt, and me in a University College London rowing shirt and shorts, and made some coffee while we discussed what to do next.
"We can't go back, can we?" said Lena morosely, and I nodded agreement, although I'd been thinking about why she'd come with me in the first place.
"You didn't have to come, Sis, they're still your parents," I observed, and she grimaced back at me, eyes filling again.
"Fuck 'em! They should have been yours as well; they should have just kept quiet and just been your mum and dad and taken it to their graves, full stop, The End. You're my brother, no matter what they said, and I'll take my chances with you, thank you very much! Like I said, fuck 'em!"
I had to grin; Lena never swears, she always said swearing is the last resort of the verbally constipated, and now here she was, cursing her own parents!
As if on cue, my 'phone started ringing again; one glance told me it was...them, again, as if they hadn't got the message by now. Lena grinned nastily.
"Turn it off, let them sweat. Mine's off, and it's staying off. Tomorrow I'm getting a new number, let them try and get hold of me. You destroy your family, this is the price you pay. Bastards!"
I looked closely at her. She really was furious, I'd never seen her so angry before and it was a revelation; Lena was the calm one in the family, totally unflappable, with the kind of nerveless self-control that would let her face a charging rhino with a slightly raised eyebrow, and here she was, simmering and steaming, her legendary self-control finally cracked wide open.
"Hungry?" I asked her, and she shook her head.
"I'm going to bed, Darryl. You know, you don't have to give me your bed, I'm quite happy to bunk out here, or we can share the bed, it's got to be more comfy that that horrible couch!"
She was making sense. I was emotionally and physically drained, and that bed was looking attractive. Still...
Lena cocked an eyebrow at me and grinned. "If you're worried about climbing into bed with me, I assure you, you're safe; I find you completely resistible!"
I had to grin, and nodded assent, if the day ever came when I couldn't split a bed with my little sister, it would be a bad day indeed.
We climbed in and killed the lights, and lay there, slowly drifting away; at least I was, until I became aware of Lena trembling and quivering. I turned and put the bedside light back on, and she was crying, sobbing silently. I didn't ask stupid, inane questions; I knew why she was crying, I was only a sob and a sniffle from joining her, so I put my arm around her, and pulled her close, letting her sob into my chest while I stroked her hair, but not saying anything; what was there to say?



Eventually her sobbing slowed, then stopped, and her breathing evened out and slowed, deepening as she fell asleep still clutching on to me. I lay awake for a long time, my emotions still roiling as I contemplated a life without parents, trying not to remember the life I had when I still had a family, trying not to feel sorry for myself, and not succeeding very well.
I woke early, my med student time-sense flipping me from sleep to full wakefulness with no intermediate state. I was confused for a moment; wasn't I supposed to be at home? Then memory flooded back; there was no home; this was home now. Then came the realisation and recollection that Lena was here with me, and why, with her leg thrown over mine, and her arm flung across my chest.
I eased her arm back and her leg off me so I could slip out of bed and take a pee, then debated getting back into bed or getting dressed. I didn't really want to get back into bed with my kid sister; it felt weird and pervy, so I quietly got a change of clothes and went to have a quick shower before getting some breakfast. When I came back, to wake Lena and ask her what she wanted to do about breakfast, she'd rolled onto her stomach, with her shirt pulled up around her waist, and I could see she was wearing a pink thong. I'd never thought of my sister in a remotely sexual way before, she was just Lena, and now, here was her very shapely rump practically naked to my view, just the string of the thong disappearing into the cleft between her softly rounded buttocks to say she wasn't completely naked under her sleeping Tee.
Admittedly, in my time on the wards at St. George's I'd seen more bare backsides than a man should see in a long lifetime, but there was something so sweetly innocent, and yet so furiously sexy about Lena's practically bare, perfectly formed bottom thrust out at me in that way; innocent yet desirable. I shook myself.
'Get a grip, she's your sister!' I told myself severely, and reached over to pull the sheet up over her, hiding that lovely bum from my view.
I had nothing to eat here; I'd expected to be away for a couple of weeks, or maybe longer, so I'd run the fridge dry, emptied the freezer, and switched them both off. Luckily, there was a golden arches at Amen Corner, just round the corner from the flat, so I went there and bought two sausage muffins and two orange juices for breakfast.
When I came back in, I heard Lena call my name, so I pushed the bedroom door open, and froze. Lena was on her back, her eyes closed and her t-shirt pushed right up under her chin, one hand squeezing and tugging her nipples and the other hand was down inside the front of her thong, working furiously as she rubbed herself. I was transfixed; she had lovely firm breasts, probably 34C or better, a nice handful in any case, topped with long pink nipples, stiff and delicious-looking, surmounting small rose-pink areolas.
"Yes, Darryl, ooh God, yes, like that!" she moaned, and I broke out of my frozen trance to hurriedly back out before she saw me. I walked back to the sitting room in a daze, with just one thought clanging around in my head; Lena was masturbating over me, oh my God! Now what did I do? I'd seen her, heard her, how was I supposed to act around her now? Christ, did she see me? Fuck, this could get awkward really quickly.
To say I was super-weirded out would be an understatement; and yet, the image of her slender figure, her erect nipples, and her hand working away between her thighs remained with me. Every detail of her beautiful face flushed with arousal, her smooth rounded thighs flexing and corded as she thrust her mons against her hand, and her gorgeous pink nipples, stiff and up thrust as she pulled and squeezed them was imprinted on my mind. I could feel myself getting hard as that scene replayed yet again in my mind's eye.
Shaking myself to try and clear the images from my head, I pondered what to do next. I knew I wouldn't confront her, even if I wanted to; a person's fantasies are their own personal property, and if she wanted to rub-off over me, it didn't really affect me; (or at least it hadn't until I'd walked in on her and discovered her doing it). In the meantime breakfast was getting cold, and I had no burning desire to have anything like that kind of conversation with my kid sister (even if she wasn't, a sharp jab of melancholy reminded me...).
Just then, a loud sobbing moan from the bedroom reminded me what Lena was doing in there, and she was probably finished now, so time to arrive...
Getting up, I silently opened and then slammed the front door, to alert her to the fact I was back, and called out to her.
"Lena, fast-food breakfast, come and get it while it's edible!" I shouted, hoping no trace of what I'd seen was in my voice or tone to alert her I was uncomfortable or embarrassed about something.
She appeared at the doorway, smiling, still in her long t-shirt, to sit cross-legged on the couch and dig into her sausage muffin and juice.
"So Darryl, what's the plan for today?" she inquired, and I looked blankly at her; I hadn't thought about it, as I'd planned on a fairly stress-free few weeks with mum and da...them, so my calendar was empty. I plopped down on the other end of the couch and looked at her.
"Lena, I don't know what to do next. I've got quite a bit of cash stored up, so that should tide me...us over for a good while yet, but I wasn't planning on being disinherited so completely, so I don't know. Baby steps, I suppose. Do some shopping. Look for jobs. Work out who I am and where I'm supposed to go now."
Lena slid up next to me, and wrapped her arm around my waist as she laid her head on my shoulder.
"Darryl, you don't need to work out who you are; you're Doctor Daryl Morgan, graduate of the University of London, St. George's Medical School, surgeon par excellence, that hasn't changed, and you're my big brother, and that hasn't changed either. The only identity crisis we need to worry about is the one going on back in Bristol with those two idiots who seem to think they're not your parents!"
I had to grin at that. Talking to Lena was always a lift for my spirits, her irreverence, wit, observational skills and ability to judge character were a delight to listen to when she was in full flow.
She leaned up and pecked me on the cheek.
"Right now we have more immediate matters to attend to; you have no food or supplies, so we need to go shopping soon; a muffin for breakfast may seem like the ideal way to start the day, but that's just advertising propaganda; we need to get some real food, something to stick to the ribs, as well as toiletries, all the things they tell us we can't live without! Thank you for letting me stay with you, I'll go as soon as I can find a place of my own, I promise."
I grinned at her. "Don't be daft, Lena, I'd love you to stay as long as you want; a day, a week, a month, a year, forever, I don't care; you're my little sister and it's still my job to look after you!"
She dimpled at that.
"And that's why I love you so much, Darryl Morgan! Just wait 'til I get dressed, and I'll make you a lunch you'd write home about."
She dressed in an outfit guaranteed to stop traffic, a tiny black skirt of some stretchy material that just covered the cheeks of her bum, a low-cut, figure-hugging black top that outlined every curve and jiggle, and teetering heels that made her legs go on forever. If she hadn't been my sister/aunt/whatever, I'd have a made a grab at her, and she seemed to know that was the effect she was having on me. Had she dressed like this just to tempt me and reel me in? An intriguing, uncomfortable, arousing thought.
We shopped at the local Sainsbury's in Balham. I told Lena to have a ball, my treat, buy anything she wanted, and she took me at my word, loading the shopping trolley with any and everything that took her fancy. As we strolled around the supermarket, I pushed the shopping trolley, and she linked arms with me, walking close enough to bump hips with me, and occasionally flashing me that 1,000 kilowatt smile of hers.
She got a lot of looks, I have to admit, and I did feel more than a little ego-boosted to have such a beautiful girl hanging on my arm as though we were actually a real couple.
When we got back to the flat, I stashed the groceries while Lena started cooking, and in an hour we were sitting down to her speciality, a fabulous Cottage Pie with green beans and cabbage, good, old-fashioned comfort food. She'd changed into a t-shirt and a pair of track-suit bottoms to cook, and I couldn't help noticing how they clung to her svelte legs and firm bum.
I didn't have a dining room, only a small dinette table I sometimes used for studying, so we ate in front of the TV, one at each end of that atrocious couch so we could talk as we ate. Our conversation was mostly about her parents. I still couldn't bring myself to resume calling them 'mum & dad'; well, they weren't, were they?
Lena tapped her fork thoughtfully against her bottom lip.
"You know, Darryl, much as I thought about it, and tried to put myself in their place, and tried to see it from their point of view, I couldn't; they had no right to just cast you adrift like that. They should have told you when you were a small boy, or never. You had a right to know, and they had a duty to either tell you from the outset, or kept their mouths shut forever after, amen!"
I was kind of in agreement with her, but they were still her parents, and dumping them like that seemed a little drastic. I said as much to her, and she looked at me with that diamond-hard stare she'd given her mother last night as she walked out of her house.
"I said it once before, Darryl, do pay attention! They tried to take my big brother away from me; hell, they DID take him away; in their eyes he never existed, they just kept you because they didn't know what else to do. They made my brother into a phantom with a couple of sentences, and they wonder why you reacted the way you did. Well, you may not be their son, but you are my brother, and you're all the family I want or need around me, end of story!"
She put her plate down on the coffee table and slid next to me, slipping her arm around my waist as she rested her head on my shoulder.
"I want you to know one thing, sweetie; I will never, ever, desert you or hurt you like that, I swear. After last night, I know you need me, and God knows, I need you too, but I need you to know and believe that you still have family who love you, you have me. We're family, the only family we have left, and we need to stick together. I'll always be here for you, just like you were always there for me when I was growing up. OK?"
With that, she leant up and kissed me, a small, firm kiss on the corner of my mouth, gentle, loving and genuine, a sisterly kiss, but it burned as it chimed and resonated through me.
We avoided the subject for the rest of the day, talking instead about what we were going to do next, our ideal jobs and how to find them, and mutual friends from back home. I'd almost forgotten how much I needed Lena; almost losing her nine years before had scared me in a way I'd never thought possible, and she'd become very precious to me, both as my sister and as my very best friend.
It was Lena who taught me to dance, who vetted my girlfriends (not that there were that many; it was Lena I used as a yardstick for comparison, and not many at all came even close to measuring up to her), and who commiserated with me when one of my fleeting relationships went south, as they all inevitably did; I guess, when I look back now, subconsciously I was looking for the one girl who was everything Lena was without actually being Lena. I never found her.
Eventually, we ended-up side-by-side on that hideous couch, Lena with her legs curled under her and my arm around her, watching some soppy late-night movie.
Chick-flick movies were Lena's one weakness, and I sat with her, mainly to hand her tissues as she sniffled, sobbed, and gasped along with the mush-headed heroine, who seemed to me to be going out of her way to fuck-up her relationship with her equally mush-headed love-interest. I decided early-on he should have been out instead looking for a slutty chick with fewer commitment issues, instead of hoping for some from this dimwit, so I shut off completely.
At last, the interminable epic was over, I was almost terminally bored, and there was a pile of crumpled tissues on the couch next to Lena, so a successful evening from her point of view. As the end credits rolled, Lena made no effort to move, and I thought that (God help me...please) there was yet another one of these horror stories coming on, but no...
Lena reached up and pulled my head down, kissed me on the cheek and whispered;
"Thank you for sitting-up with me, Dar, I know you hate these films. You can let go of my arse now...!"
I looked at her in mild incomprehension, then my eyes widened in shock as I realised I was holding her buttock firmly, not even realising I was doing it in my stunned state from watching that God-awful film...
I let her go like I'd been scalded, stuttering out apologies as my face burned, but she pecked me on the cheek again.
"It's alright, Dar, I know you weren't trying anything on with me, I could see how out of it you were. Besides," she grinned cheekily, "it was quite nice, if you know what I mean!"
She scootched up even closer to me, took my hand and put it back on her bum.
"There, that feels better, I like it there, Dar, keep it there for a while, please!" she smiled, so I did, much as I wanted to snatch it away; I had no business holding my sister, aunt, whatever, so intimately, but she obviously felt differently. I tried slowly sliding it off her smooth flank, but she just clicked her tongue and put it right back, growling;
"I said liked it; now stop moving it away, Dar!"
We sat for a while, Lena obviously enjoying the feel of my hand on her taut buttock, and to be honest, so was I; I was at war with myself; part of me was repulsed at the thought I was effectively groping my kid sister's backside, but another, darker, hornier part of me was thoroughly enjoying the smooth supple feel of her delightful rump under my hand. I began to make involuntary squeezing, massaging movements with my hand, and Lena sighed and moved even tighter against me, putting her arm around my waist and pressing her face into the crook of my neck.
When I realised what I was doing I stopped, Lena making a small discontented sound into my neck, but I really thought enough was enough; after what I'd seen that morning, this was perhaps a step too far. Instead I gently patted her bottom, a chaste, brotherly 'tap, tap'.
"Come on you, it's late, don't you want to go to bed?" I said, realising how it sounded as the words left my mouth, but Lena didn't bite, she just uncurled and slid upright, pulling me up with her.
"Come on then Darryl, you made me get up, so you have to get up too!"
I grinned and indicated the bathroom to her, she smiled prettily and slipped into the bedroom to change into her night wear while I checked the doors and windows and pulled down the window-shades. Just then, Lena came out of the bedroom, her toiletries and a bath towel over her arm.
"I'm having a nice long shower, if I come back and find you snoring and sprawled across the bed, I'll kick you, got it?" she grinned at me, one eyebrow raised, and I had to grin as I nodded in agreement.
I changed and slid into bed, still slightly weirded-out by sharing a bed with my sister, but made sure I only took up the minimum space on the not overly large double-bed. I was just beginning to drop off when I heard Lena's hairdryer humming in the sitting room. The rhythmic sound lulled me, and I fell fast asleep.
I woke with the scent of strawberries in my nostrils, Lena's shampoo, but that wasn't what woke me; years of sleeping with one ear open listening for my pager to go off had honed my hearing to a fine-tuned detection device, and what had awakened me had been a gasp from Lena, intruding into my confused dream of soft skin and damp heat, and pulling me back into wakefulness.
At the same time a feeling of moist warmth was enveloping the tip of my penis, which was at an aching pitch of throbbing hardness, solidly, painfully erect. A warm hand was wrapped around me, holding me as the sensation of hot moistness ebbed and flowed. Lena was holding me, and as I looked down at her, she looked back up at me, her bottom lip caught between her teeth as she grinned at me.
"The sleeper awakens!" she whispered, as I struggled between the echoes of my dream, and the reality of now, which was that Lena was lying up against me, naked, her lovely, hard-nippled breasts pressed against me as she rubbed my cock against her moist hairless slit. My shorts were half way down my thighs, so presumably she'd slid them down when she pulled out my cock.
I lay there for a moment, enjoying the feel of her dampness against my sensitive head, the heat from her slit enticing and sexy, before I realised what we were doing and began to pull away from her.
"Uh-uh, Doctor-Boy, not finished yet!" gasped Lena, rubbing the head of my cock against her clitoris, the hard nub obvious against the tender flesh of my cock head. She began to gasp harder, her movements faster and more definite as she stroked her slit against my hardness, the lips dragging wetly along my length. Her hips pumped as she masturbated fiercely against me, until suddenly she went rigid, her eyes rolling back as a spurt of warmth coated my cock and balls. Lena shuddered and mewled as her orgasm pulsed through her, her shudders gradually dying away as she came down, to collapse into me.
I held her close, feeling her heart hammering even as I wondered how the hell I was going to get out of this without really offending her; however, the one question I wanted to avoid at all costs was the only one I could think of asking; 'what made you decide to have a wank against me, Lena, now of all times?'
Eventually she slid her arms around my neck and looked up at me, no trace of guilt or embarrassment, just a happy grin as she pulled herself up and kissed me on the tip of my nose.
"That was nice, Darryl, I should have done that years ago!" she giggled, and then laughed at my expression.
"Oh Darryl, you should see your face; you look like someone just shoved an extra-large cucumber right up your arse!"
I looked at her, painfully aware that my erection was undimmed by her finishing herself off on it; if anything, it was even more engorged, and her pebble-hard nipples poking solidly into me were not helping matters any.
She reached down and started to slide my shorts off, and I resisted, until I realised that there was no point; I had a tremendous boner prodding her in the stomach, so modesty wasn't my most pressing concern right now.
I tipped her head back to look into her eyes.
"Why, Lena, why now?
She grinned cheekily.
"If I'd asked, would you have said yes?"
I looked away.
"Probably not."
She pulled my head back around to look at her.
"That's why Darryl. I've wanted to do that, and more, for the longest time now, but you were gone for so long, and then all that business at home happened, and I had to choose between the olds and you; I chose you."
I snorted.
"Lena, you left your parents because you wanted to rub-off against me? That's just not rational, and I thought you were nothing but!"
She kissed me on the base of my throat.
"No Darryl, I didn't choose you because I wanted a cheap thrill; I came with you because I've been in love with you since I was five years old; couldn't you tell? All I ever wanted was to be near you, all I ever did was to please you! When we had that...that thing, when I was 15, and I thought I'd lost you, I was really afraid you were going to leave, sick as you were, just sneak away one day and never come back. I was terrified they'd find you dead in some squalid room somewhere, starved to death or with a needle in your arm, or something like that. I was so frightened I cried for days. I used to get up at night, every night, and check your room, just to make sure you were still there, that I hadn't lost you, but you never knew, because I wanted you to be happy to be home with me again, with me, do you understand? I love you Darryl Morgan, and you're not going anywhere without me!"



To say I was dumbfounded would be to put it lightly; Lena? My kid sister? ("but she's not your kid sister, is she? She's something else, entirely, isn't she?" whispered a small voice inside me...)
I stroked her hair, conscious of the fact that my erection hadn't abated in the slightest.
"So what is it you want from me, sis?" I asked her.
Lena slid her hand down and wrapped it around my straining cock shaft.
"I want this, with you attached, of course, Darryl," she grinned, "I want to own you and be owned by you, I want you in the morning, at midday, and at dead of night, any way I can have you, and any way you want to have me. I've waited 20 years for you; you owe me for that, even if you were too dense to see the debt accumulating!"
I swallowed hard; it was hard to resist her when her hand was slowly sliding up and down my bone-hard cock; at the end of the day, she was a lovely girl, and I'd already thought it before; if she wasn't my sister, I'd have made a serious pass at her, so the thought, if not the intent, was already there.
"Lena, you're my sister..."
She brushed that away.
"That doesn't matter, Dar; what my parents said and did yesterday threw you out of their family like you were never part of them; as far as I'm concerned, that makes you all mine; besides, if they're to be believed, and I'm still having a debate about that, I'm not your sister, I'm your real mother's half sister, my damned mother isn't yours, my father isn't yours, so we only have a vague connection at best. That doesn't matter, though; I still want you, and I know you want me; this tells me so."
She gave my hard cock a squeeze, making me groan. I thought I'd better come clean (no pun intended) about earlier that morning.
"Umm, Lena, there's one other thing; this morning, when I came in with breakfast, I sort of saw you, you know, doing...I'm sorry, I heard you call my name..."
She giggled.
"Don't worry, Dar, I saw you, it didn't make any difference; matter of fact, it made it even better for me!"
I was stunned.
"You saw...?"
She grinned back.
"Of course I saw you; I was wanking, not comatose!"
I grinned, and she chose that moment to pull herself up to me and kiss me, a proper, full-contact, lips, tongue and serious-intent type of kiss, and it nearly blew my cork there and then; a light went on somewhere inside my head, and all I knew right then was that I wanted, no, I needed her to kiss me like that again, and again, and again.
She rolled me onto my back as she kissed me, her hair a sweet-smelling net over both our faces as my hands, released of all inhibition, slid down her back to hold and squeeze her lovely, firm, squeezable bum cheeks. I felt her grin against me as I gave in to her, finally letting go of all the past, and concentrated on groping and feeling-up the lovely girl I had here in bed with me.
Lena slid on top of me, her knees on either side of my torso as she straddled me. I continued holding her arse; it was so worth holding on to, believe me! My cock was lying along my stomach, and I could feel the tip just barely rubbing against her moist slit. Lena grinned at me and slid herself back slightly to allow me to just slip between her labia, then looked down at me.
"Go easy with me, Darryl, OK?" she asked as she slid further down me, and my eyes widened as I realised what she was saying.
"What, never, Lena, really?" I whispered, and she nodded.
"I only ever wanted this from you, and you were never there, and I wasn't going to do this with just anyone! Now just shut up and fuck me, Darryl!"
I grinned as I arched my back, Lena pushing herself even further back, and then I was sliding into her, her lips opening to accommodate me as I sank fully into her. Lena's eyes opened wide, her lips forming an 'O' as she felt the full 7 inches of my fat cock stretch her open, and she slumped down on me, gasping for breath.
"Wait Dar, please, let me get used to this. Slowly, please, slowly...ooohhh yes, like that Dar, yes, like that!" as I pumped slowly into her. She pushed herself upright, her hands flat on my chest as she slid herself up and down on me, feeling a cock inside her for the first time.
As I squeezed and kneaded her lovely bum, she leaned back and clutched her breasts, rubbing her nipples as she rolled her hips around me, her hips sliding back and forth like a champion bull-rider; she may have been doing this for the first time, but by God she was doing it right!
She began to speed up, her pussy squeezing and releasing me as she pumped and rolled on me, and her face flushed as she began to approach her climax. I pumped and thrust harder, making her breasts jiggle with every thrust, our combined motion finally pushing her over the edge.
Lena leaned back, a guttural moan escaping her as she climaxed, and she rested her hands on my thighs as her pussy clamped down tight on me, a gush of warmth flooding my cock and lower belly. She continued to spasm above me, her hands seeking out mine, and her fingers interlaced with mine as she spasmed again and again. She gasped out loud as each new wave of pleasure billowed through her, the spasms rippling in her pussy as it clenched and released me rhythmically. At last she slumped down onto me, her face and neck flushed, to lay her head against my chest.
"Wow, Dar, that was...incredible, thank you!" she grinned, her hands going around me to hold herself tight against me. "Did you...?"
I smiled down at her.
"No, I want to do this another way. Careful now!"
With that, I rolled over, taking her with me, to rear above her with my weight on my hands and knees. Lena smiled and spread her arms, relaxing her legs and arching her back, allowing me to slide my forearms under her and push her nipples up to where I could get to them with my lips. As I sucked and nibbled at the delectable pink little pillars, her pussy continued to gently squeeze and release me, and her sighs and moans became more pronounced. She began to move against me, gently raising her hips as I slowly slid in and out of her, both of us gradually speeding-up as our excitement mounted until I was pumping into her as fast and hard as I could. Her legs wrapped tight around me as she pushed herself against me, meeting me thrust for thrust as we pumped and humped against each other.
Lena suddenly pulled herself tight against me, her fingers digging painfully into my back and her teeth sinking in my shoulder almost hard enough to draw blood as she orgasmed, a whistling scream of release escaping from her, and this time the sensation of her pussy clamping tight around me was too much to bear.
I groaned out loud as I came in a spray of spunk, jet after jet of hot semen pumping into my sister/aunt, weeks of pent-up pressure hosing into her in long, endless, satisfying spurts; I can truthfully state I have never come so much in my entire life; it felt like I pumped a pint of sperm into her! The sensation was so overwhelming I continued to pump into her long after I had finished ejaculating, with my exertions finally leaving me drained and weak.
I rolled off before I collapsed on her, slumping down next to her as I tried to catch my breath. She rolled on her side to look at me sleepily, a big smile on her face.
"Is it always this good, Dar, or were you making a special effort?" she teased, and I turned to face her, letting her slide her arms around me as I held her to me.
"I'm always going to make a special effort for you, Lena. You said it earlier; all we have now is each other, we have to make it special for each other now."
Lena smiled, but there were tears trembling on her lashes.
"I've got you now, that was all I wanted, Daryl, and I've never been happier; I just never thought I'd have to lose my parents to get you!"
I pulled her tight against me.
"Lena, you don't have to lose them, you know; they'll always love you, and they never threw you out or anything like that; you'll always have a home to go back to."
She pulled away and looked up at me.
"And if I do that, I lose you! No Dar, if that's the price I'll have to pay, it's far too high, I won't do it. I want to be with them, of course I do, but I need to be with you; does that make sense? I love them, yes, but I'll never forgive them for lying to us all our lives, and for cutting you out of our family with a couple of sentences; that was just cruel, that whole, 'by the way, I'm not your father and she's not your mother, but we like to think of you as our son' fucking bullshit! That was unforgiveable!"
I grinned; Christ, she really was mad over the way things had turned out, but I was still sad that she'd had to give up her family for me; sad, and humbled at the same time; she really did love me so much she was prepared to give up her mum and dad for me! As I thought about them my eyes started to fill. I'd tried to avoid thinking about them, but now the facts were staring me in the face; they used to be my mum and dad, too, until they'd taken that away from me forever, and I missed them desperately.
But things had changed irrevocably, and I could never change them back; I could never again have someone I could call 'Dad', never again have a Mum to ring on Christmas Day, all that was gone because they'd lied to me. Humpty Dumpty had well and truly fallen off the wall, now his life was in a million pieces, and there was no possible way to put it back together. The tears spilled out then, and Lena sat up with an exclamation, pulling me close as I cried against her. She knew exactly why I was crying, and hugged me close as she stroked my hair, just like mum had done when I was small; but she wasn't my mum, was she...?
I just have been really tired and drained, because I woke up and bright, late morning sunshine was spilling into the room. Someone was spooned against me, and as I turned to see who it was, memory flooded back. Equal parts guilt, arousal, love and attraction chased through me as I remembered the sweaty interlude of the previous night with Lena, and the declaration she'd made to me. Sometime during my time asleep, the part of me deep down inside that made the real decisions had concluded that she was the one for me, our past relationship was just that, in the past, and now it was time to move forward. I loved her, and I wanted her, and I was going to keep her, no matter what; if she decided to leave me at some point, I would have to let her go, but I would fight to convince her to stay; everything worthwhile is worth fighting for.
Her eyes fluttered open, and she smiled as she touched the tip of my nose with her forefinger.
"Good morning, sleepyhead, how's my favourite nephew?"
She laughed at my grimace of distaste at the expression, knowing full well I didn't want reminding of what our actual relationship was. I decided to pay her back in her own coin.
"I'm fine, Aunty! How's my favourite Maiden Aunt?" I grinned maliciously, watching her expression, especially the dangerous way her eyes narrowed.
"Maiden Aunt, eh? She gritted, her hand diving under the covers and gripping hold of my most precious possession.
"Come, on Smart-Boy, say that again and see what your 'Aunty' does to your favourite piece of hardware!"
I held up my hands in surrender, noting how, whether in peril or not, my cock decided to flex and start firming-up. As I started planning another frontal assault on her, a sudden thought stuck.
"Darling, do you have protection? We just went at it last night like a pair of crazed mink, and I never even thought to check. Should we be concerned?"
Lena looked unconcerned, although she did smile at the endearment, the first time I'd used one on her.
"You are so sweet! And no, actually, I don't, but it's my safe time, so..."
I climbed out of bed and went into my office, rummaging around inside the bureau until I found what I was looking for. Then I went to the fridge and got a bottle of mineral water, bringing both back to the bed and handing them to her.
Lena looked at the foil-wrapped tablet in her hand.
"Dar, what's this?"
"It's Levonorgestrel, sweetheart, it's a 'morning-after' pill, emergency hormonal contraception." I told her.
"Back in my single days, I had the occasional female med-student of questionable morals up here for a night of uninhibited point-and-shoot rumpy-pumpy; having these on hand meant we never had to pay for a night of thrills with a lifetime of bills!"
Lena laughed and swallowed the tablet with a gulp of water, re-capped the bottle and put it on the night-stand, and grinned widely at me.
"So, you had women up here, eh? In this bed? Eewww, remind me to have it boiled, and maybe you as well, I don't know where you've been!"
I slid back into bed with her, pulling her down to me to share a long, happy 'Good Morning' kiss. Lena happily cuddled up next to me, her hand snaking down to gently cup and squeeze my scrotum, grinning as my cock twitched and started to stiffen-up.
"So, Darryl what were you planning for this morning?" she grinned up at me, her eyes dancing as her hand worked my cock and balls, both of them responding to the stimulation. I pulled her closer, dipping my head down and drawing her nipple gently through my teeth, the sensation making her gasp sharply. I switched to the other nipple, just in the name of balance, you understand, and also to hear that sexy sharp intake of breath again.
I lifted back up and kissed her on her beautiful rosy lips, enjoying the feel, the warmth, the softness, and the joy of ownership; these were my lips now, for me alone, and I would never let anyone come between us now.
Lena seemed to be having the same thoughts, her hand coming away from me to cup the back of my head and draw me even closer as we kissed.
"I'll never let you go, Darryl, you're mine now!" she breathed as her lips searched and teased mine, both of us looking for new places we hadn't kissed yet.
Her hand had been doing a sterling job on my precious package, but that kiss did it all, and my cock stretched out painfully, straining out to her even harder and more erect than last night, it that was possible.
Lena felt the rigid bar of flesh pressing into her, and slid her hand down to pump me again, making me groan softly at the sensation. She smiled at me mischievously and slid down the bed to kiss my shaft lightly, making me twitch in anticipation. She giggled softly at that, and did it again, feeling the answering twitch again at the feel of her warm lips against me. She looked up at me, her eyes dancing, and slowly licked the entire length of my cock in one long, slow lick, making me shudder at the sensation. She did it again, teasing me, although it felt like she was torturing me. She did it again, her eyes narrowed as she watched me writhe in an agony of anticipation, and then she slowly, oh! So slowly! slid her lips over the engorged glans, enveloping me in wet warmth.
I watched in a haze of arousal, twitching as I fought to control my impulse to just ram myself into her mouth and fuck her face; I wouldn't do that; this was my sister!
Lena leaned-up over me, resting on her knees, her lovely heart-shaped bum in the air as her head bobbed slowly on me, her hot wet mouth engulfing my cock as she sucked me. As she sucked, she squeezed and pumped me, and the three things combined were working their magic; that tensing of the backs of my thighs and behind my scrotum told me I was getting close.
"Uh, Lena...!" I gasped, and she glanced at me, smiling around her mouthful of me, and sucked even harder, pushing me over the edge. As the head of my penis swelled, she sucked one last time, and that was it. I came in a rush of sperm, long spurts filling her mouth, and she gulped and swallowed each pulse of spunk as I ejaculated. My back arched and my stomach muscles tightened as I came, endlessly, it seemed, my eyes whiting-out with the intensity of my climax.
At last I stopped spurting, Lena licking and sucking the last remnants of sperm as it bubbled and oozed from my still-rigid cock, before swirling her tongue around the head, cleaning me off, and then sliding back up to hold me close.
"There, baby, a present all for you!" she grinned, and I had to smile back; I couldn't speak, my heart was trip-hammering and I was still trying to catch my breath! Eventually things calmed down and I was able to speak again.
"Wow, Lena, where the hell did you learn that?" I grinned, and she looked at me with hooded eyes, a small, secret smile on her lips.
"Sunday School...!" she replied, and knowing Lena as well as I did, that was all the answer I was ever going to get...
Something else had been buzzing in my head, and with that reminder of school it suddenly popped into focus.
"Lena, you said you were a virgin, but I remember, Jason Lawrence told all his friends that you and he...you know...! I beat the ugly off him, then beat it back on again for telling that story around, but it wasn't true, was it?"
Lena smiled up at me, one eyebrow cocked.
"No, it wasn't true, you were my first, OK?"
I back-pedalled furiously.
"Look, sweetheart, I wasn't doubting you, and it makes no difference to me, I wasn't exactly pure as the driven snow myself, but I thought...and after just now, well, there's a little...experience there, yes?"
She smiled archly at me.
"Darryl Morgan, if you're asking about my sex-life before you, I was a true, blue, card-carrying virgin until you relieved me of that blessed state, but I wasn't locked in a chastity belt, and I certainly didn't spend my spare time playing scrabble and drinking cocoa with nuns! I've had a few...adventures, okay? I even met a few boys I thought could be the one, but none of them was convincing enough to turn me off you, so I never went all the way with any of them; I'd just about decided to take a crack at you this summer anyway."
"If you rejected me, or told me you didn't feel that way about me, well and good, I'd at least be able to move on and try and find someone I could have, who I'd want as much as I wanted you. Then all that stuff happened at home and I finally had you all to myself, for the first time ever. Think of the irony; it took my family throwing you away to let me finally catch you!"
I had to grin at that. Without conscious thought my hand slipped down her back to cup her wonderful behind, and I began to squeeze and massage a cheek as my hand caressed her satiny skin, enjoying the feel of her lovely, plush girl-flesh. My other hand slid lower, to slip between her legs and rub lightly between her lips, feeling the soft damp folds open under my fingers.
I slipped one finger inside her, making her gasp and grind against me, and we kissed as I continued to slip one finger in and out of her moist pussy, teasing her and making her gasp and wriggle against me. She began to push herself against my hand, sliding my finger deeper inside her with every thrust of her hips, and I obliged, rubbing her pussy faster and more firmly with my free hand.
As I rubbed and frigged her, I slid down the bed and between her parted legs, kissing slowly and softly up her inner thighs, and blowing gently on her puffy lips, making her writhe and hold my head still.
"Damn it, Darryl, don't torture me, just do it!" she gritted, and I grinned at the note of pleading in her voice. I kissed her vulva, dragging my tongue lightly over the crease between her lips, feeling them swell and open as I lingered there. A rich, sweet, musky, earthy scent was rising from her, the scent of her arousal, powerful and alluring, flicking switches up and down my limbic system, pulling me in as I lapped and gently sucked her. Lena responded by moaning and squirming against me, pushing her mound back into my mouth as I pressed forward.
I reached under her and took a double handful of her firm backside, and lifted her hips so I could attack her mons better with my tongue. Lena responded by gently thrusting against me as my tongue delved deeper and deeper into her, licking and sucking at her succulent, syrup-drenched flesh. When I sucked her clitoris, she gasped and stiffened, her breathing becoming faster and more ragged, and her movements against me became more pronounced, more rhythmic, building to her climax.



I licked, sucked and nibbled her delicious pussy as she rubbed herself over my mouth, and when I licked and then poked my tongue into her shell-pink little bum hole, she screamed my name as she came in a shattering orgasm. Her whole body shuddered as she pounded and rubbed herself frenziedly against me, and a warm gush of sweet, salty, tangy, musky nectar filled my mouth.
Her orgasm rolled on, her pussy convulsing against my mouth as wave after wave engulfed her until she slumped back down, her head thrown back and her face and neck flushed, perspiration beading her forehead. A pulse beat strongly, rapidly, in the base of her throat as her heart raced, and her chest rose and fell as she tried to catch her breath.
Lena opened her eyes and smiled blurrily at me, holding out her open arms in invitation, and I slid back up level with her, quickly wiping my face and chin on the bed sheet as I did so.
"Wow, Darryl, that was...amazing!" she grinned, "If I'd known you were that good, I'd have climbed on your face years ago!"
I kissed her on the tip of her sexy little nose.
"All in a day's work, I assure you, Miss Morgan!" I quipped, watching the answering twinkle in her eye as she reached up and gently nipped my chin with her white, even teeth.
"Thank you, Darryl! I love you, baby!" she murmured, briefly kissing me once on the lips before slotting her head into the angle of my head and neck, and sighing as she fitted herself against me.
I rubbed her soft warm back.
"I love you too, Angel Eyes!" I whispered, and kissed her lips gently as she stretched sleepily against me.
Lena was fast asleep, and I nearly was too, when there was a soft knock at my door. Perhaps I should explain a little at this point. The downstairs maisonette had it's own front door, and we shared a communal street door with a keypad entry device; only people who'd been given the code could use it to come in, and then they would have to knock on one or other of the inner front doors, depending on who they were visiting; it was done that way to keep random intruders out and prevent tramps from dossing in the downstairs hallway, so whoever was knocking had the entry code, probably one of my pals from St. George's.
I staggered out of bed, still half-asleep, managing to slip on a pair of shorts and weave my way over to the front door. I pulled it open fully expecting to see one of my friends, but there outside the door, looking apprehensive and somehow smaller than I remembered, was mum.
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___________________
My name is John Cameron, but my family and fireside name is Jack, and always has been, except for my Grandad, who invariably calls me Jacko, the same name as his scruffy, smelly Jack Russell. Was he trying to tell me something....?
When I was just over a year old, my parents separated, and my mother brought me back to England from Japan, where we'd lived. My father remained in Osaka, where he was Chief Consular something or other, some sort of senior diplomat with the Foreign & Commonwealth Office. He had no interest in coming back to England, he preferred to stay in Japan, and as I had zero interest in ever going back to Japan, especially to see or stay with a man I didn't know at all, I never saw him again.
Not that I minded; I didn't remember him at all, only the odd flash of recall when I saw a photo of him at home. My total connection with my father was limited to birthday cards, Christmas presents when I was younger, his payment of my school fees, and the (very) occasional phone call; he wasn't what you would call the affectionate type. My mother was content to be his best friend, and vice versa, as being husband and wife was something neither one of them could manage to make work. As long-distance best friends their relationship seemed to work well, and both of them were quite happy with that state of affairs, as was I.
I grew up in a fairly large, comfortable house in Copthorne, in Shrewsbury, a small town on the River Severn in the Welsh border marches, a place of no real significance except that it's the county town of Shropshire. My father paid for me to attend Shrewsbury School as a day-boy, one of the few local boys among a horde of trust-fund boarders.
My mother had the occasional boyfriend as I was growing up, but they left me alone, and I completely ignored them for the most part, an arrangement that suited all parties. As a result, I had no other significant male influence except my grandfather, my mother's father, who lived in a huge 18th century former Rectory outside Oswestry, about 20 miles from Shrewsbury.
My father married a Japanese lady, Setsuko, not long after he and mother divorced, and about a year later they had a daughter, Teruko, which means 'Shining Child' apparently, and once in a while, (especially when she was younger) I would get exquisite little calligraphic birthday and Christmas cards from her, addressed to 'Revered Elder Brother' and even a couple of photographs of her over the years.
I could see why she was called 'Shining Child'. She was very fair-skinned, not that pinkish 'peaches & cream' complexion that some Japanese and Korean girls have, more Caucasian, and she had fine, long, light hair, a dark honey-colour, not quite as fair as my father's, and nothing like mine, which is deep brown, like my mother's. Taken with her big jet-black eyes, she looked quite arresting, a pretty little kid all around. Her features obviously favoured her mother, as I could see no immediate resemblance between her and my father or myself.
When I was 18, I managed to pass all my A-Level examinations, and applied to university. I wanted to study Mechanical Engineering at Manchester or Imperial College, London, so I dutifully filled in all my applications and sent them off for processing. I had already applied for funding, so I wasn't going to ask my father; he'd stopped supporting me on my 18th birthday, which was all fine and according to the agreement he and mum had made when they first separated, and it didn't seem fair to put the arm on him again.
Now that my finals were over, I had a large chunk of the summer recess to kill, and mother suggested I take a few days and go away somewhere, maybe Ayia Napa or Rimini, or maybe Mykonos, go and party, and blow off some post-exam steam. So I went to Rimini with a bunch of school friends, drank a huge amount, and lost weight through partying excessively round the clock.
I arrived back home a week later, oozing alcohol from every pore, to terrible news.
My father and Setsuko had been involved in a car accident in Osaka the day before, they both died in the crash, and mum, and I were listed as next of kin. Teruko was only 15, and as her sole relative, I was requested by the British Consulate in Osaka to come and retrieve her.
I arrived in Osaka after a flight lasting almost 14 hours, to find an aide from the British Consul-General and an official from the office of the Shusho, the Prime Minister, waiting for me. It was a courtesy, really, for the consular aide to be there. My father had been killed while he was on personal travel, on holiday for a few days with his family.
Apparently, they were on their way to collect Teruko from boarding school when the accident happened. As he was off the diplomatic reservation, the Consulate were not able to sign any of the police documentation because he was on leave when he died, hence my presence.
The Japanese government, however, were falling over themselves to ease the way for me. It wouldn't look at all good in the international press to have it known that a senior British diplomat had been killed by a Japanese national, hence the Prime Minister's aide.
He spent what seemed like an inordinate time apologising for the circumstances leading to the death of my father and his wife, in quite perfect, 'received-pronunciation' English. I put him at his ease, assuring him that I didn't blame him, the Prime Minister, The Emperor, the Japanese people, Mothra, Rodan, or Godzilla; it was a simple, tragic accident, and that these things happen. It seemed to be the only way to calm him down and basically get rid of him.
After the usual courtesies and condolences, the Consular aide got down to my reason for being there.
"I'll be taking you to see your sister, Mr. Cameron" he told me. "When we heard what had happened, the Consul and his wife picked her up from school and broke the news to her about the accident; she's staying with the Consul and his family, so I'll take you there now; I'm sorry, I really don't envy you right now. Have you met your sister before?"
I had to confess, I only had a couple of old photos of her, taken when she was nine or ten, so I really had no idea what she was like or how she'd react to me.
When we arrived at the Consul's residence, the British Consul himself, a Mr. Simpson, was waiting for me; he was obviously aware that father had passed away, but so far he'd only told Teruko that they'd been involved in an accident, but hadn't told her the worst part yet; he thought news like that should come from a family member. After some desultory small talk and passing of condolences, he asked me if I would like to meet her. I assented, and he went into the hallway and called out in Japanese, "Teruko, can you come here please?"
After a few seconds wait, I saw a slight figure coming down the stairs accompanied by an older woman, probably the Consul's wife.
When she came into the room, I got my first look at my little sister. She was smaller than I expected for a 15 year-old schoolgirl; 5'2" or so, slim and elfin, with tiny little hands and big, dark, almond eyes, and that vivid, honey-coloured hair, cascading down almost to the small of her back. She looked exquisite, like a porcelain doll. I was a little unsure how to greet her, or whether she spoke any English; did I hug her, kiss her cheek, or just shake hands?
When she saw me her eyes widened, so she obviously recognised me from my photos, and she stopped and smiled hesitantly, before bowing. She then said something formally, almost ritualistically, and I looked helplessly at the Consul for help.
"She said 'Hello, greetings to revered Elder Brother'" said Mr. Simpson softly. I nodded my thanks to him.
"Teruko, please, be seated, I have very sad news," and the consul translated for me again. Her eyes got even bigger, and tears began to well up, so I gave her my handkerchief.
"Your mother and my, our, father died of their injuries, I am so sorry" and once again he translated. Her little face crumpled, and tears rolled down her cheeks. I offered her my arm, and she pulled herself into me, crying silently, sobs wracking her slight frame as I held her to me and patted her gently, not sure how to deal with grief like this.
For all I knew, I was now her sole family, and while it was my duty to look after her, I was concerned about dragging her to England when all she knew was Japan. I looked over at Simpson.
"What happens to her now, does she have grandparents or family she could perhaps live with here, rather than me uprooting her to a foreign country?" I asked him, and he gently questioned her once she had calmed down and composed herself a little.
" Teruko, where are your grandparents?"
She looked alarmed, and started talking rapidly.
I sat there while she rattled on, Mr. Simpson's face becoming more and more sombre, until she'd finished, more tears rolling down her cheeks.
"Jack, she can't go to her grandparents. What she said was, she can't live with them, because she's mixed-race, and because racial purity is so important to Japanese people, she's effectively an outcast, she has no place in their family, and they can't, or won't look after her; it would dishonour them, she's frightened of what they would do to her, and she asks, no, begs that you, her 'Revered Elder Brother' now look after her.
I was appalled; I'd never heard anything so medieval and ridiculous. I thought for a second.
"Mr. Simpson, I need to talk to my mother. Obviously I can't leave her here by herself. How difficult would it be to get a visa for her to travel to the UK with me?"
He smiled.
"There's no problem, your father registered her as a British Citizen when she was born, I'll arrange for a passport to be issued to her, she could go with you as early as tomorrow if it came to it; in fact, I could compel you to take her by appointing you her guardian pro-tem; technically, she's a British Citizen and a minor in distress and you are her next of kin, but I don't think it will come to that; will it?" he asked me searchingly.
I put my arm around her, held her small frame close to me and smiled at her, trying to convey reassurance and comfort.
"Mr. Simpson, please tell her exactly what I'm saying," and he nodded assent.
"Teruko, you are my little sister, and I am taking you to England with me, you will be safe there with my family. We will look after you, you will be part of my family now."
Simpson spoke briefly with her; she listened carefully, hugged me, and stood to bow again, once more saying something almost ritualistic in its formality.
Simpson smiled." She said 'Thank you very much, Revered Older Brother!' Now, if you want to call home, you should probably do it now; we're nine hours ahead here, so it's just about seven a.m. in England, there's a telephone in the dining room if you want some privacy. The international code is 0044 before the number, and these are secured-lines if that kind of thing concerns you."
I called home and let mum know what I'd done so far, and that I would have to take Teruko to her home to collect her stuff. Mum had cried a little more; I guess me telling her baldly about the things I was having to do now really drove home to her that he was dead and gone. She and father may have been divorced for many years, but they still loved each other, they just weren't in love with each other, and they were old friends to boot, so the fact of his death had hit her quite hard.
I told her what was likely to happen to Teruko if I left her here alone, and that I'd sort of pledged to look after her, and mum agreed: a civilised man doesn't abandon a child like that. For the first time ever, she actually told me she was proud of me, which made me feel good inside. She also pointed out that Granddad would be pleased; Teruko was the grand-daughter of his oldest friend, and he would happily support us if we brought her into our family.
The consulate's services group had agreed to arrange the funeral for father and Setsuko, and promised they would be in touch with Teruko's guardian (me, I suppose) or her trustees regarding father's Civil Service pensions, his Death-In-Service benefits, and his property and effects. As I was over 18, and her brother, the Consul-General wasted no time in appointing me her legal guardian pro-tem and releasing her into my care.
Going through my father's home with Teruko was a strange and eerie experience. Even though I had no real memory of him, the sense of his presence was everywhere, from his shaving kit laid out the bathroom, to what was obviously his favourite coffee mug on the counter in the kitchen, to the clutter of assorted keys, coins, cufflinks, and other paraphernalia in a tray on his dresser.
Teruko mainly wanted her clothes, and I helped her pack a holdall with an amazing number of 'Hello Kitty' and 'Keroppi' T-shirts, windcheaters, and plastic rain capes, although I did grab a couple of padded jackets for her; England can be cold and damply unpredictable, even in summer.
She stuffed another bag with a pile of photo albums of her mother and father, and some family memento's. Poor little Teruko was in tears by the time we left, this was her home, but her parents were never coming back, and she was being taken to a foreign country. I didn't blame her for crying, to be honest I was feeling pretty rotten myself by now; I'd never really made an effort to connect with my father, and now I never could.
She held my hand all the way back to the Residency, tears streaming down her face, and all I could do was pat her hand...
When we got back, we had dinner with the Simpsons, and then Mrs. Simpson took Teruko to her room and got her settled. I was shown to another guest room, where I soon discovered I couldn't sleep, the events of the day playing out in my head over and over again. I tossed and turned for several hours, before finally turning on a bedside lamp and fishing out a book from my flight bag. I had barely begun reading when there was a light tap on the door. I investigated, and there was Teruko, in a floor length nightgown, eyes bright with un-shed tears, looking small and vulnerable. I gestured for her to come in, and she came in and sat on my bed, lip trembling. I sat next to her and tried to dry her eyes, but she buried her face in my shoulder and cried.
I don't know how long we sat like that, but at last her tears dried up, and she hugged onto me. At some point she decided she wanted to talk, and she just talked, an endless stream of fluting, liquid syllables, rising and falling in tone, expressive and melodic. Japanese is a nine-toned language, and the constantly shifting tonal phrasing was musical and hypnotic. I began to catch the words 'Haha' and 'Chichi', the words for Mother and Father, so I knew she was telling me about her parents. Her monologue went on and on; obviously she had a lot to tell me, and I was fascinated, and half hypnotised, listening to the cadence of her speech. Obviously I couldn't understand what she was saying, so I began making up stories to myself about what she was telling me, about her parents, school, family holidays, and her friends.
She stopped now and then to politely yawn, and I sat more comfortably on my bed, leaning against the backrest with the pillows piled up to prop me up, and Teruko huddled up against me, with my arm around her, still talking, but slower now, yawning very prettily, her speech becoming blurry as she talked herself out.
We must have fallen asleep together, and I awoke to find her fast asleep against me, her hand clutched around my arm as she huddled against me under my arm. She looked even younger asleep, her bottom lip pooched-out adorably, and I felt a wave of compassion and sorrow for her. No-one should have to undergo what had happened to her; what would have happened to her if I hadn't turned up, who would have taken her, where would she have gone? I shuddered to think; at least she would be safe with Mother and me, with Granddad as a backup.
The funeral was a week later, at the Catholic Cathedral in Osaka, and my father and his wife were buried in the Uriwari Memorial Park cemetery, a non-denominational cemetery for interfaith and non-Shinto burials. It was a strange, almost surreal experience. Mother was unable to attend, her job commitments wouldn't allow it, and the only other mourners were Consular staff who were ordered to be there, plus a few stragglers from the various foreign legations, Charges-d'affaires and Consulates in Osaka. We did get a brief murmured condolence from the British Ambassador from Tokyo, and a tele-message from 10 Downing Street, and that was that.
After that, there seemed nothing to do except come home, bring Teruko back to her new life, and hope she could adjust to a new country, a new language and customs, and vastly different surroundings. She seemed resigned, she knew the alternative that waited for her in Japan with no family to protect or shelter her.
*
Mum met us at Heathrow, with a long padded coat and soft, warm gloves for Teruko; the weather had taken a turn for the worse, and it felt more like late autumn than late summer. She was able to hold a halting conversation with Teruko, her long-ago memories of Japanese gradually reawakening now that she was conversing with a native speaker again.
It was dark when we finally arrived back home in Shropshire, Teruko's eyes large and astonished at the size of the house, the number of rooms, and the size of the kitchen and bathrooms. She was a little daunted by the space we had, as houses in Japan, unless you're very well-off, are small, compact, and huddled together. Our house, standing alone with gardens all round it must have seemed impossibly huge to her after the apartment in Osaka.
Mum had made steamed fish and rice, Miso soup and Ramen noodles, to give Teruko a taste of home, and it only took a short while to heat it up for dinner. Teruko ate in silence, answering mum's questions but asking none of her own. When she yawned, mum asked her if she would like to sleep now, and when she nodded, she showed her to her room. She was half-way up the stairs when she stopped and looked back at me, saying something.
I looked enquiringly at Mum, who smiled at me.
"She's asking you to come with her, she's calling you 'Onii-san', it means 'big brother'. You should call her 'Imoto'; it means little 'sister'. It's a lot less formal than using her full name all the time."
I followed them upstairs and showed Teruko her room; again she was wide-eyed at how much space she was going to occupy. I showed her how the aging shower unit worked in the family bathroom, and where my room was in case she got frightened or confused, mum translating as best she could. Once she was settled in, I was done; it had been a long flight, followed by a long drive, and I was bushed, so I headed off to bed.



I was awakened in the middle of the night by a persistent light tapping on my shoulder. I turned to see Teruko standing there, looking 12 and adorable in her long nightdress. As soon as she saw I was awake, she clambered onto the bed next to me and huddled up against me, talking softly, probably telling me she'd had a nightmare. I let her talk until she began to nod off, and held her until I was sure she was fast asleep. Once she was sound asleep, I picked her up, amazed at how little she weighed, and carried her back to her room, putting her back in her bed and pulling the covers back up over her. I know she felt comforted by having me near her, I was the only relatively familiar thing in her life right now, but she was a young teenage girl, so it was definitely inappropriate for her to sleep in my bed, for whatever reason, when I was there too.
I woke early to the sound of voices downstairs, mum and Teruko chatting in Japanese, Teruko speaking slowly for her benefit. I wondered how school was going to work, or if we should maybe get her an English tutor, let her learn some of the language before unleashing the teeming metropolis that was Shrewsbury on her. I had a quick shower and shave, and dressed in tracksuit top and joggers, to go for my early morning run before the school traffic built up around the Meole Brace and Priory schools down the road from our house.
I ambled downstairs and into the kitchen to get a diet cola from the fridge, seeing mother and Teruko seated at the kitchen island with cereal bowls. As soon as she saw me, she slammed to her feet and bowed, intoning "Ohayo aniki."
Mum smiled. "She said 'good morning, Big Brother!" You should reply "Ohayo imoto."That means, 'Good Morning, little Sister'."
I grinned at Teruko, and did as mother asked. "Ohayo imoto." I sat her back down again, and took her hand and tapped my chest with it. "Jack" I said, smiling, and tapped my chest again and repeated myself. "Jack!"
"Jakku-san?" she tried, and I grinned wryly; it seemed I was stuck with Grandad's smelly dog's name. I nodded agreement. "Jakku-san!"
I looked over at mum.
"Mum, if you don't mind, I'd like to take Teruko over to Grandad's today; I think he'd like to meet his friend's granddaughter."
Mum agreed, and called him to say we'd be over later. In the meantime I went for my run, down through Kingsland and over the Kingsland Bridge, past St. Chad's and as far as the Severn Theatre in Frankwell. That was my half-way point, so I turned and ran back over the same route, to give me a solid five-mile run.
When I got in, I had a quick shower and dressed and, grabbing a bowl of cereal, I sat and watched the news channel to catch up with events while I'd been gone. I was absorbed with the England v New Zealand Cricket Test-Match highlights when I felt a light tap on my shoulder. I turned to see Teruko offering me a mug.
" I made you some tea"
I smiled and took it, looked inside, tea, yuk. I thanked her and manfully drank the horrible stuff, trying to look like I was enjoying it, and touched by the gesture. Mum came in as I was finishing my breakfast, carrying a padded jacket for Teruko, and spoke to her in Japanese.
"Teruko, we are visiting my father today"
She handed Teruko her jacket, and helped her pull her hair out and rearrange it. As she did that her eyes had that faraway look I knew so well. She was about to reminisce at me.
"Oh Jack, if only you knew how often I wished you were a girl when you were small, just so I could sit and brush your hair! Now I really can, it's a little fantasy come true for me! When we get back, I'm going to make this little girl sit down and I'm going to brush her hair for as long as she can stand it, then I'm going to plait it!"
++++
All too soon I had to go down to London, to get my stuff set up in my room in the student hall of residence, get my books ordered and delivered, and familiarise myself with the campus in Kensington I would be based at. All this took time, and then lessons and lectures began, and once again I was in full-time education. My studies didn't leave me much spare time, and certainly very few weekends, and besides, I had a weekend job, answering phones in a mail-order warehouse. It was a massively tedious job, but it helped ease the financial burden on mum and grandad.
Teruko had been placed in as a day-student in an international Boarding School in Acton Burnell, a short way from Shrewsbury. Mum had chosen that particular school because a large number of the students were Japanese, both overseas students and the children of the directors of the huge Japanese electronics factories in Telford, so she would at least be among children her age with whom she could converse and learn from.
Father's estate had been proven, and mum had appointed two legal firms in Shrewsbury as trustees of the money she had inherited. It was a very large sum, easily enough to pay for her secondary and tertiary education, in case she decided to attend university.
Teruko and Granddad had hit it off from day one, and she liked to spend her weekends with him, playing with that bad-tempered scruffy mutt of his, helping him with his chickens and naming all the newly hatched chicks. They couldn't understand each other, but they communicated non-verbally through the medium of chickens.
What with one thing and another, I didn't get home until the Christmas break. It was a relief; uni was hard work, and working all weekends was mentally tiring, and I was looking forward to a little family time, to a nice festive family Christmas.
When I arrived home, Teruko came running out to greet me, first flinging herself on me and chattering in Japanese, then drawing herself up and bowing formally, saying "Welcome Home, Jakku-San!", heavily accented, to be sure, but definitely making progress with her English. She looked better than when I had last seen her, at the end of August, when she had been withdrawn, sombre, quiet, and shy. Now she was bright, cheerful, and happy, completely settled-in in her role as the teenage daughter of a new family. She really had a lovely, dazzling smile, it lit up her whole face; she was a very pretty young girl and one day she was going to be a real heartbreaker.
She insisted on helping me bring my stuff in from the car, although I made sure I grabbed the presents before she saw them. As we came in the house, I was greeted by the sound of barking, and a young black Labrador came bounding down the stairs to sniff and bark at me, smiling at me as only Labrador's can, as his tail wagged madly. I looked at Teruko, who grinned back.
"Senshi, be quiet, this is Big Brother, Jack!"
Mum came out of the kitchen, wiping her hands, and kissed me on the cheek.
"I see you've met the latest addition to the family. This is Senshi, Daddy gave him to Teruko because he's gun-shy, and the breeder was going to put him down, so he lives here now."
I hunkered down and like all good Labradors everywhere, he came and made friends, then scampered off into the kitchen, probably looking for food, again, just like all Labradors. I took my stuff upstairs and dumped it in my room, hiding Teruko's and mum's presents in my wardrobe, and stretching out on my bed for a luxuriant yawn and stretch.
I was just beginning to doze when 35lbs. of young Labrador landed on my midsection and zipper, occupying my attention fully. As I rolled over, gasping, there was Teruko, politely trying not to laugh. She came into the room and pushed the dog to make him jump off the bed, and sat down next to me, patting my back vaguely, trying to help me get my breath back.
"So sorry, Jakku-san, dog very naughty sometime, I tell him off next time!" she grinned, and I had to grin back; I was impressed, her English had come along in leaps and bounds in less than four months.
"Imoto, do you like your new school?" I asked her, and she smiled, nodding.
"Yes, Jakku-san, there are many Nipponjin, many Japanese there, I have many new friends, they help me learn English, my English is good now, but they teach me not good English words, moth-er tell me what good and what not good words to say!"
I had to smile; her friends, with all the innocent malice of school kids the world over, had probably told her some of the basest obscenities and told her it was okay to use them all the time, just to see what happened when she did. I'd done that myself, to some of the more gullible overseas exchange students at school...
"Are you looking forward to Christmas?" I asked her, and she looked blank. I wracked my brain for the Japanese word for 'Christmas' I had committed to memory earlier. Ah, I had it. "Kurisumasu?"
She beamed.
"I have Kurisumasu no Okurimono, a gift for you; I will give it to you at...Christ-mas?" I nodded, and she beamed again.
Christmas was a happy family affair. Teruko's presence added something that had been missing, and with Grandad and the dogs, it made for a loud, noisy, boisterous time, a big success. Teruko surprised us by knowing a lot of the classic Christmas carols, sung in English, although she'd learned them phonetically, so she had no idea what she was saying. She had a sweet singing voice, and it was a nice touch to hear her sing them for us on Christmas morning.
We had all clubbed together and bought her a laptop and Rosetta Stone language software, to help her learn English faster. Mum and Grandad had bought me clothes, as they had both remarked before that I was looking a little threadbare. The best present I got, though, was a hand painted ceramic plaque from Teruko, with a well-known haiku, a poem with 17 syllables that she had written out for me in beautiful calligraphic Japanese ideograms.
Sugasugashii
(Refreshing)
Bofuu no ato ni
(After the gale)
Tsuki kyo shi
(The moon rises, shining)
I still have that plaque; it has pride of place on my desk and is a source of much interest from my friends and colleagues, even now.
I came home as often as I could over the next three years, always for the Christmas and summer breaks, each time Teruko spoke better English and had more to tell me. She and her dog had become a familiar sight around Copthorne; everyone was used to seeing her walking Senshi at all hours. The boys at the boarding-school were especially interested; she was a beautiful girl, I had to admit, and had been invited many times to Tudor Court, the private club inside the school for the older 6th Form boys.
It had taken a couple of calls and a word with the headmaster to drive home that she was off-limits, at all times. Any hanky-panky or wandering hands and I'd personally kick the offender's arse until his nose bled. As I had been a legendary, nay notorious prop-forward for the school's rugby First XV, I was taken seriously. Everybody understood that crossing me when it came to Teruko would mean a brief experience involving extreme pain before everything went dark; sometimes belated big-brother instincts have their uses...
When I was home, she'd spend her time exclusively with me, always no more than a few feet away from me, shadowing me, almost haunting my footsteps. If I went to the corner shop, she'd insist on coming with me, slipping her arm through mine, or holding my hand tightly, like she was afraid I'd float away. Many a morning I woke up to find her huddled against me, wrapped in a quilt, fast asleep, Senshi stretched out snoring on the floor next to her.
When she was 18, Teruko decided that she wanted to study PPE (Philosophy, Politics, and Economics) in London, so Mum asked me if I would find her somewhere to live, as Goldsmith's College, her university of choice, had only limited student accommodation locally.
I suggested she live with me. After I'd finished university, I had found a job with the Ministry of Defence DSG, the Defence Support Group, project-managing armoured-vehicle refits and maintenance. I had kept the flat in Lewisham I had been living in as a student for the previous two years as I was based at the Woolwich Arsenal, not too far from Lewisham.
Goldsmith's College, part of univ London, was local to Lewisham, and it solved two problems; I could keep an eye on her, and it wouldn't drain what money she had left from father's estate to shell-out for student accommodation in London, always costly and difficult to find these days. So with little or no fanfare, I suddenly had my little sister sharing my compact two-bedroom flat on Lewisham High Street.
Mum had warned me that Teruko had a few...quirks, and she wasn't overly body-modest, so I was advised to keep an eye on her (but not too closely!) and certainly not when she wandered around dressed in bugger-all.
We fitted-in well; she never dated, or brought boys over from uni, and I never brought girls back either. You're hardly likely to meet many girls when you're clambering around inside gutted Armoured Personnel Carriers or stripped-down Challenger battle tanks, so we mainly kept each other company in the evenings and at weekends.
Teruko was a good cook, and she enjoyed cooking for both of us, and we soon settled into an almost-married domesticity, although her habit of wandering around in a loosely draped towel or flapping-open bathrobe taught me to keep my eyes closed or concentrate on whatever I was doing in case I looked up and saw too much of what I really didn't need to see at all...
She still sneaked into my room and huddled up against me at night, though, and I tried telling her it was inappropriate, much to her bewilderment.
"Jakku-san, what is wrong with big brother making bad dream go away? I feel safe with you, I like to hear you when you sleep, it help me sleep, too; what is wrong with that?"
As she was usually bare naked underneath the throw or quilt she was wrapped in, I felt there was every possible thing wrong with it, but I couldn't explain to her because I couldn't explain my point in a way she could understand; skin meant nothing to her; western notions of body-modesty were a bit beyond my ability to explain, other than to insist it was wrong for her to be in my room while she was naked, which only hurt her feelings.
Plus, had to admit, I was getting to like it, which worried me not a little -- this was my little sister, for Chrissake!
And so it went on; I would see her out of the corner of my eye, bending over to take something out of the oven, her robe would flap open, and suddenly I'm unable to look away and catching an eyeful or 10 of her increasingly intriguing body.
Or she'd come out of her room to wish me good night, and slide down onto the sofa next to me to hug me, and I'd realise that under her short shorts she'd gone 'commando', and her baggy sleep top would slip down over one shoulder and all kinds of things would jiggle around. I began to argue with myself over whether she was doing it deliberately or was she really that unaware of the effect she was having on me?
Whichever it was, she was slowly cooking me, keeping the heat turned up to just the right degree, and I was unsure I wanted her to turn it down again; I was actually beginning to enjoy the flashes, the innocent (?) tease of her loose and almost-indecent nightwear, and her seeming blindness to the effect she was having on me.
It all came to a head (for me, anyway) when I walked out of my room very early one Friday morning, naked, half-asleep, and bursting for a pee. My morning glory was throbbing painfully, seven inches of uncontrollable flesh pulling me out of bed and into the bathroom with my eyes half closed and gummed up with sleep, no other thought in my mind than to drain the snake and flop back into bed.
I stumbled into the bathroom, to stand rooted to the spot, wide-eyed and stunned at the sight of my beautiful 18 year-old sister in the open shower cubicle. She was naked as a jaybird and soaking wet, towelling her hair vigorously, with all kinds of interesting bits jiggling around and glowing pinkly at me. I was literally frozen to the spot, erection suddenly even harder, my need to pee completely forgotten. When it came to feminine curves, either Teruko was atypically Japanese, or her Caucasian genes had kicked in, because suddenly there were more curves in view than a Swiss alpine switchback. I finally realised that my cute little sister was in fact tall, 5'8" or so, beautiful, incredibly well put-together, and wasn't really that little...
I was the first to move, my hands trying to cover-up what would have needed a potato-sack by now, my erection not even slightly affected by my own shock and embarrassment; if anything, it grew even harder. She, on the other hand, just looked me up and down, then down some more, and smiled happily.
"Not worry, Jakku-san, it normal!" she smiled, and passed me a towel, a small face towel, so hardly adequate to cover the stubbornly swollen evidence of my reaction to her. As I couldn't get it around my waist, I resorted to holding it in front of me and backing away, for all the world like a clothing-optional matador, only this time, the big horn was on my side of the cape...
The whole time, Teruko had made no move to cover herself; in fact, she turned away as if the matter was forgotten, displaying the most magnificent bum I had ever seen, and I cursed myself for looking, no, ogling it as I (slowly!) shuffled backwards out of the bathroom. I knew then that I was going to hell for staring at my gorgeous sister's fabulous bare arse (and that's how I described it to myself; my gorgeous sister's fabulous bare arse. Oh yes, I was definitely going to burn, if I'd been a Catholic I'd have been catatonic with fear by now...)
Once safely out of the bathroom, I scuttled (really) back to my room to put some clothes on and talk sternly to my raging erection, who'd seen the rabbit and now wanted a bite, at the same time trying to get the image of her naked, wet, stunning body, with her long fair hair hanging wetly down her back, and her nipples and other things jiggling around delightfully as she towelled her hair, out of my head.
When I heard her leave the bathroom and close her bedroom door, I managed to wrestle my unruly erection into submission and finally took a pee, and only then, with some semblance of balance returned, could I venture out to knock on her door.
"Imoto, when you're dressed, can we talk please?"
Her door opened, and I immediately turned my back and shut my eyes, although a large part of me wanted to check out if she was still naked...
"What is matter, Jakku-san? What you want to talk about?" I heard her say, and I could swear she was grinning at me, I could hear it in her voice.
My mouth was dry, but I still managed to croak out a reply. "Imoto, I want to apologise for...for walking in on you while you were...were..."
"While I was in shower, Jakku-san?" she interrupted me. "Not necessary, you did not know I was there, I apologise to you for making you embarr...what is word?"
"Embarrassed," I supplied. I always spoke carefully to her, avoiding idiomatic English, which she still had a problem with.
"Teruko, you are a very attractive young girl, and you did not embarrass me, but I apologise if I embarrassed you, walking in on your privacy. Because you are a young lady, and to protect your modesty, could you please in future wear more clothes around the house; if people see you wearing few clothes, they might think wrong things about you..."
She tapped me gently on the shoulder.
"Onii-san, why you turn your back on me? Have I offended you?" she asked me in a soft voice, and I could hear the tears waiting. "I apologise for offending you, I did not mean to, please do not be angry with me!"
When I didn't turn around, mainly because I'd been trying, unsuccessfully, to not think of her naked, and had another raging hard-on as a result, she whispered "I am so sorry, Onii-san!" and I heard a sob before her bedroom door slammed.



Great, now I'd made her cry as well, just fucking marvellous, just what I needed to start the day, I'd made my kid sister cry for no reason. I tapped on her bedroom door, and listened, and I could hear the sound of sobbing. I opened the door, to see her, in a large fluffy bathrobe, trying to cram her things into a pair of flight bags, crying as she tried to shove her clothes and shoes into the two bags. Then I remembered; to turn your back deliberately on someone in Japan is an insult, it means that you are shunning them. Oh fuck.
"Teruko, what are you doing, where are you going?" I asked her, and she stopped to bow formally.
"I have offended you, and angered you, I must leave your house, mum-my will help me find somewhere else to live, I cannot live here anymore..." she whispered, not looking at me, and at that she started crying again. I took her by the hands and sat her down on the bed next to me with my arm around her.
"Imoto, I am not offended, or angry with you," I said, "you gave me a surprise, that is all. I want you to live here, I like having you live with me, you are my little sister, and I know you are safe when you are here with me. Put your things away, and we will go and have some coffee, yes?"
She looked shyly at me, tears still staining her cheeks and I picked up what I thought was a handkerchief to wipe her eyes, wondering why she giggled. I looked at what I was holding; it was a pair of tiny panties, and I dropped them as though they were red-hot; yes, I was going to burn, for ogling her, for making her cry, and now fondling her underwear; it was just a blessing mum wasn't here to see this and make my downfall complete...
Teruko took my hands and said "I apologise for embarrass you, I will be...careful what I wear. Thank you for let me stay, Onii-san!" She smiled at me, and moved to kiss me on the cheek, but something made me turn my head, maybe a combination of all the slow heat over the last few weeks, her closeness, I don't know, but I chose to obey that impulse and intercept her kiss, and her beautiful mouth landed lip-first on mine.
She froze, but then, amazingly, she kissed me some more, and not in a little-sister-thanking-her-brother way, either; no, this was a full blown, high-pressure, vacuum-seal-around-my-mouth kiss.
I broke the kiss to stare at her in astonishment, my lips tingling from the feel of hers pressed against them. Talk about the biter bit! Teruko looked back, a small smile on her lips and her eyes dancing with...something.
"Teruko, why did you..." I began, and she kissed me again, this time with her arms around me, one hand on the back of my head, holding me close as her lips and tongue explored my mouth. And I kissed her back, God help me, I kissed her back with at least as much heat and commitment as she was putting into kissing me. Yes, I snogged my little sister, and I enjoyed it; who wouldn't, it was a hot, arousing kiss from a beautiful girl!
My arms went around her almost instinctively, and I just soaked-up the sensation of holding her while we kissed. For the first time in my life, I fully understood the meaning of the word 'nubile'. Teruko was nubile, and she was kissing me, and I had the most painfully solid erection of my entire life; a cat couldn't have climbed it with ropes and a team of Sherpa's...
She leaned against me, pushing me backwards until I was lying down, and she was on top of me, her lips still glued to mine as her tongue fenced madly with mine. All thoughts of who she was fled my mind; all of me was concentrating instead on savouring this beautiful girl and her powerfully erotic kiss. At last she lifted her lips away from mine, to smile a little secret smile at me.
"That was for thank you, Jakku-san, did you like?"
I nodded silently. I liked very much, too much, this was my sister, dammit!
Her eyes danced again, and she kissed me again, and once again, I slid my arms around her, and held her tightly against me as I enjoyed every nuance of her kiss.
Eventually I had to surface for air, and she moved to straddle me, still smiling that secret smile, like she knew something and was waiting for me to guess it.
"Teruko, why did you let me kiss you? I'm your brother, surely you know this is wrong...?"
She put a finger on my lips to silence me.
"Jakku-san, I am eighteen, yes? I nodded.
"And in England it mean I am adult, yes? I nodded again.
"So it mean, if I am adult, I make decision as adult, yes?"
Again I nodded, concerned where this might be going.
"Good, then there is nothing to say; I want do this, with you, and you like do this with me; you say I can do anything I want, and now I want do this!"
There was a major flaw in her argument; the whole 'sibling' thing, but right now, with her sitting on the big lump in my groin, her robe slipping open, and her lovely, kissable mouth a few inches from mine, whatever I was thinking with, and it certainly wasn't my brain, could only agree with her. I definitely wanted to do this with her, and more, oh yes!
She must have seen the need in my eyes because she leaned down to kiss me again, her tongue snaking into my mouth to fence with mine, while her hand wandered down to rub my raging hard-on. I in turn slid her robe off her shoulders, my hands delighting in the feel of her warm, silken skin as I roamed across her back, eventually sliding down to hold and rhythmically squeeze her lovely, firm, phenomenally sexy bum-cheeks.
A small part of me was saying 'no, don't do this, are you crazy, she's your sister, what are you doing, think of the consequences!', while a much larger (and harder) part of me was saying 'YESSS, what a lovely arse, thank you, God!' as I groped and squeezed and fondled her magnificent backside.
All the while, Teruko kept up ferociously kissing me, almost eating my face, what Henry Fonda used to call 'Face-Sucking' while her little hand rhythmically squeezed my improbably hard erection. The thought briefly crossed my mind that I shouldn't have started this, that I should be fending her off, maybe talking sense into her, but the other 99% of my mind ganged-up with my libido and told it to fuck off, so it did.
She broke away from me, and sat up, still astride me, her hands on my shoulders, as she began to slowly slide back and forth on my cock as it lay ridged behind the zipper of my jeans. This brought those pneumatic boobs within reach of my sweaty little hands, and I took full advantage of the opportunity to hold, squeeze, and rub her lovely bubblies and tasty-looking pale pink nipples, pulling them into rigid little point fully half an inch long.
Teruko's head lolled back and her face and neck began to flush as the combined sensations of my fingers and her pussy rubbing against my cock began to get to her. I rubbed and squeezed harder, and she responded by bearing down on me as I pushed back against her.
Suddenly her eyes snapped shut as she threw her head back, and her breathing began to hitch and stall, hissing through her clenched teeth. She gave a guttural groan, and I felt sudden warmth across my zipper region as she orgasmed, her juices flooding out of her to soak the front of my jeans as her body shuddered and spasmed above me.
She finally stopped shuddering and quivering to slump down onto me, a big grin on her lovely lips as she kissed me. "Thank you, Onii-San, that was very nice, now your turn!" she whispered in my ear as she nibbled my earlobe and kissed the side of my neck, before sliding off me and dropping her bathrobe to the floor.
I had to admit, she was stunningly well assembled; it was as though some horny god somewhere had decided what the most alluring package for a woman should be, and had sent her out to test-market the idea. Her breasts were gravity-defying teardrops of pale porcelain flesh, at least 32C, a perfect handful, each tipped with a dainty, pale pink confection. Her stomach was flat and smooth, with just a tiny hint of soft, feminine double-dome roundness around her dimpled little navel, while her tiny waist swooped in and flared-out into gently rounded hips. She had the most mouth-watering bum it had ever been my distinct pleasure to see in the flesh, two round, firm, globes that I had every intention of ravaging as soon as possible. Her pubic hair at the juncture of her thighs was a trimmed silky tuft, and her legs were long, slim and shapely. She was just the most touchable, squeezable, kissable thing I'd ever seen, and my cock took full notice.
"Get up please, Jakku-san, must take clothes off now, please!" she cooed at me, and I jumped up to obey, unzipping my jeans and yanking off my T-shirt as I stepped out of my jeans, and tugged off my briefs to stand before her.
Teruko moved closer to me and slid her arms around my neck, kissing me and urging me backwards until the backs of my knees hit the bed, at which point I sat down and she swooped on top of me, bearing me over backwards. I instinctively wrapped my arms around her, both hands ending up with a lovely firm bum-cheek to play with. My cock was trapped between us, and she rolled her body to squeeze me, making me gasp with pleasure and anticipation as I pulled her closer to me, kissing her even harder as I squeezed and cupped her wondrous arse cheeks.
She broke our kiss to begin kissing my neck and chest, pausing to lick and gently bite my nipples, making me gasp at the sensation, before sliding on down, kissing and gently licking along the plume of hair that ran down between my abs to my navel to merge with my pubic hair.
I watched in happy disbelief as she took hold of my cock, and kissed along the length of it, her warm lips and tongue exquisite as she moved from the root to the crown. When she got to the crown of my penis, she lapped gently, lightly, examining the taste, and obviously she liked it because she slipped her lips over the end, sucking slowly as she squeezed and pumped the shaft.
An abstract part of me wondered where she'd learned to do this, but the main part of my brain was thinking on two tracks simultaneously; one track was thinking "this is your sister, how could you, you know this is wrong, you should be ashamed of yourself..."
However, the other track was thinking "Yes, Yes , I know, but she's so fucking hot, and she's giving you a gobble; shut the fuck up and go with it, what are you, gay?!"
Track Two won the argument, and so I leaned back and enjoyed the sight and sensations of this beautiful exotic girl, my sister, with my cock in her mouth, pleasuring me in such an intimate and erotic way. Her tongue lapped and flicked over the crown, sliding through the slit and teasing the hole, my cock giving a lurch each time she did that. Coupled with the delicious suction, I could feel my scrotum tightening, and my sperm rising and I knew I didn't have much time left.
"Imoto, I'm...you need to stop...oh God!" Teruko just looked at me and smiled around her mouthful of cock, and with that I came explosively, groaning out loud as spunk barrelled out of me to splash into her mouth in long, thrilling spurts, filling her mouth. I came more than I had ever managed before with any other of my admittedly few sex partners, spurt after spurt of spunk blasting out of me, until I had no more to give, but I filled her mouth to overflowing, as the drips running down her chin mutely testified.
She swallowed as fast as I came, until I stopped shooting and only a trickle bubbled from the end of my cock. She sucked every last drop out, and dried off the head with her tongue, before lifting her mouth away from me and smiling brightly, dazzlingly, at me, licking her lips and using her finger to wipe the runoff from her chin and lick it off.
"You enjoy, yes, Jakku-san? Feel nice?" she asked, and I could only agree with her.
"Yes Imoto, it was very nice, it was wonderful, thank you, thank you!" (I fervently believe in thanking a girl as properly and enthusiastically as possible for sexual favours rendered; that way you stand a better than fair chance of actually getting some more at some point in the not too-distant future...)
She smiled happily and scooted up to lie next to me, my arm going around her to automatically cup and jiggle her bum cheek. I had to know, though, why she'd done this with me; not that I was complaining or anything, but it had kind of come out of nowhere.
I turned her face to me and kissed her lightly, and asked "Little Sister, why did you do this with me, and why now?"
She grinned happily.
"I have wanted to do this for long time, see picture, read book, want to try with you, could not do it before, now you say I am adult, so I can do it. Did you not like, want to do again?"
I grinned. Boy did I want to do again!
She continued.
"When ryoshin, my...parents, die, I was alone and you came and save me, so I not have 'Haji no jinsei' -- a life of shame. You give me your Haha to be mine as well, so now I have family again. Now I am belonging to you, not for repayment, cannot repay, but because I love you, and want you belong to me. I pick university because it near you; can study same subject at War...wick University, close to home, choose Goldsmith in London so can live with Onii-san, be near him always. Did I do wrong, Jakku-san?"
I was more than a little nonplussed, which is not to say I wasn't extremely aroused at the same time, having so much marvellous teen female flesh at such proximity. I had watched Teruko mature, and had always thought she was a beautiful girl, but had never, until fairly recently, thought of her in a sexual way, not until all the relentless teasing, provocation, and slow-burn arousal had begun. At home she'd always just been my little sister, quiet, studious, absorbed with her dog, her studies, mum, and her pet chicks at Grandad's place.
I had always felt protective about her, prepared to commit mayhem if anybody had done with her what I had just done, so the way she described feeling about me puzzled me mightily. I had never considered myself particularly desirable. Tall, yes, well-built, playing rugby for seven years will do that to you, brown eyes, brown hair, forgettable, regular features, definitely nothing to indicate I was love's elusive dream. No obvious clues at all as to why a knockout like Teruko would find me so irresistible...
"Teruko, you are Imoto, my little sister, you should not be feeling his way about me, I'm your brother, and this is wrong, what I did was wrong!" I tried, not wanting to say it but feeling I should.
She dimpled at me, looking even more beautiful than ever.
"Cannot help how I feel, it not feel wrong to me; you do what you wanted to do, so did I. Now I will always belong to Jakku-San; and Jakku-san belong to me!" she finished, eyes flashing.
Oh well, I'd tried, I'd gone once more unto the breach, done my best for God, King, and Country and it hadn't worked, I'd run out of arguments, and there was only one thing left to do.
"Come here, you!" I made a two-handed grab for her, making her shriek and giggle as I pulled her closer to me so I could kiss her this time. Last time we kissed, she'd made all the running, now it was my turn to show her what I could do. I kissed her soundly, starting with her lips, those lovely coral-pink, smiling lips, made for kissing, and my tongue made short work of parting them to fence with hers, gently sucking her tongue before moving down her neck and throat until I reached her perfect breasts. I kissed and licked her nipples, making her sigh and giggle as I licked, sucked, and nibbled them, pulling them into hard rubbery little peaks, and enjoyed the sensation of flicking them with my tongue while sucking them. At the same time I squeezed and pulled her bum cheeks apart and squashed them together, enjoying the feel of the firm, satiny flesh as I played with it, rubbing a finger lightly over her slit as I tickled her rosebud with the side of my thumb.
She obviously enjoyed it, if the flush on her face and throat was anything to go by, and the sensation for me, squeezing and fondling her while I licked, sucked, and nibbled her nipples, was out of this world. I'd been seeing more and more of these beauties over the last few weeks, and it was still hard to believe I actually had them to myself, right here, right now.
Eventually I moved on, I could come back to these lovelies later, I had a different destination in mind right now. I kissed and licked down her abdomen, pausing to lick and blow into her navel, causing her to giggle and murmur something in Japanese, then I was kissing and licking further on down. Her pubic hair was trimmed into a small V-patch at the very apex of her slit, but her labia had been waxed or shaved to leave them denuded and pink, the lips tightly pressed together with just a hint of honeyed nectar oozing out to torment and tantalise me. She smelled heavenly as I moved between her thighs to gently poke and prise my tongue between her lips, searching out her clitoris in its hood. As I flicked my tongue-tip over that place, she jumped, and sighed, and her labia began to swell and darken under my tongue, shell pink giving way to deep coral and engorging as she became aroused again.
I continued to lick and probe with my tongue, sliding up and down the crease between her lips, licking from her little anus to the apex of her slit, enjoying the little start she gave every time I flicked my tongue tip over the brown, tightly creased rosebud of her tight little anus. She was starting to breathe deeply now, and her hips were beginning to thrust up against me as I licked and sucked her pussy, Teruko forcing her vulva against my mouth as I nibbled, licked, and teased.
I licked and sucked her clitoris, tonguing the hard little fingertip of dewy flesh, and her knees suddenly clamped against the sides of my head, locking me in place as she rolled and gyrated her pussy against my ceaselessly licking, probing tongue. Her hands twined into my hair as she began to buck, making loud mewling noises. Suddenly she spasmed, her back arching as she orgasmed, gasping something obviously heartfelt in Japanese, her eyes clenched and her mouth wide open as she gasped for breath. A flood of her juices poured out of her and washed across my mouth and chin. I kept lapping at her, drawing out her orgasm, enjoying the taste of her, the soft, slippery feel of her succulent pussy against my tongue and lips, the sweet, tangy, musky scent of her arousal.
At last she slumped back down, eyes opening for me to see the tears glimmering in the corners, mute evidence of the strength of her orgasm, and a soft, sleepy smile for me as she looked into my eyes.
"Thank you, Jakku-san, that was...very nice!" she understated, a grin spreading across her face and lighting up her eyes. I rubbed my face quickly on the bed sheet before sliding back up to lie next to her and take her in my arms, and kiss her all over again.
"Will Jakku-san keep me now?" she asked me, a cheeky grin on her face as she slid her arm across my midriff and pulled herself closer to me.
"Imoto, I want to keep you always!" I told her with perfect honesty, kissing her full lips as I squeezed and fondled her squeezable, designed to fondle, arse. The whole brother/sister/half-sibling/whatever thing was no longer of any great interest to me; all I knew was that I wanted her as much as she obviously wanted me. I thought about how she'd come into my life, and absently squeezed and caressed her phenomenally pneumatic, springy little arse cheeks as I thought back, eventually falling asleep again.
I woke several hours later, from a dream about Teruko, to discover the reality was even more captivating; she was here, in bed with me, fast asleep, naked, and desirable. The feel of her body next to me, the smell of her, the sound of her breathing, and the sight of her beautiful breasts rising and falling as she breathed was a powerfully erotic combination, and I felt myself hardening again, need ramping up inside me. She must have somehow sensed me looking so appreciatively at her, as her eyes fluttered open and she smiled softly at me.



"Good afternoon, my brother!" she murmured at me, and I smiled and kissed her, responding with one of the very few Japanese phrases I had actually managed to learn. "Good afternoon, beautiful sister."
She smiled, and walked her fingers down me to fondle my semi-erect cock.
"Jakku-san want to play some more!" she grinned, and I grinned back, my cock flexing to full rigidity at the touch of her hand, suddenly needing to make love to this girl.
I know, she was my sister, and a few hours ago I was having a crisis of conscience over seeing her naked. Well guess what? Crisis over; sometime while I was asleep, my inner self, that place deep inside where all of us keep our real thoughts and motivations, had decided that what I was doing with her really was right for me, for us. I'd accepted that I wanted her, I'd given in to temptation, I'd made her happy, she'd made me bloody ecstatic, and now here she was, mine for the taking.
Teruko leaned over me and kissed me, lightly squeezing my cock as her lips and tongue wrestled with mine, her long silky hair draped across my face like a net, smelling of her peach shampoo. I leaned up and bore her backwards, kissing her back down to the pillow so I was now leaning over her, my hand caressing and squeezing her nipples as we kissed.
I drifted my hand down to her crotch, lightly rubbing her soft pussy, feeling the lips start to swell as I slowly worked a finger in between them, probing for the delights within. She smiled and closed her eyes, wriggling as I rubbed and touched and caressed, gasping softly if I did something she especially liked. She pulled me over her, urging me between her legs, holding my straining cock as I leaned over her. I was suddenly reminded who this was, and just as suddenly was reluctant to do what she wanted me to do.
"Imoto, do you really want to do this?" I asked her, concern for her flaring up in me.
Teruko looked up at me, smiling and nibbling her bottom lip, then grinned broadly.
"Yes Jakku-san, this what I want to do, want to do this with you, for you only, you not want to do this with me?"
It was my turn to grin.
"Teruko, little sister, I want you to do this because you want to, not to please me. We can stop now, and nothing will change. If we do this, many things will change, do you want that?"
She looked stubborn. "It not matter to me, only you matter to me. I want to be yours for always, want you to be mine for always, that is all I want, Jakku-san!"
Satisfied, I shuffled forward on my knees, taking up position at the entrance to her puffy slit, the scent of her arousal strong and stimulating. Another thought struck me.
"Teruko, I have no protection, we can't..."
She giggled.
"Mummy send me to lady doctor, I have protection, Mummy say must be careful when I have boyfriend, not want any...accident while I am at university, so it okay, I am okay, we do this now, please Jakku-san, I am ready!"
Fair enough. I'd tried to talk myself out of this (but without much conviction, admittedly), used-up all my arguments and reasons and excuses, and now I really wanted to do this. Fuck the consequences, I'd deal with them when they arose; she was a true hottie, and she wanted me, who was I to argue with that?
Rationalising finished, and secure in my mind that I was doing what we both wanted, I leaned down over her and she took hold of my throbbing cock and rubbed her damp labia with it before slipping me in just past the lips, the wet heat emanating from inside her exquisite torture on my sensitive cock head.
Teruko looked into my eyes, trust and lust alternating in her eyes as I began to slide forward, watching her face for signs of major discomfort so I could stop if she needed me to. As I slid in she gasped and breathed heavily, little whimpers as I felt her tight pussy stretching to take me in, then squeezing my shaft tightly, like a hot velvety glove, and at one point an almost impenetrable tightness. As I paused and debated what to do, never actually having had a virgin before, Teruko made up my mind for me by wrapping her legs around mine and pulling me into her, giving a sharp gasp as I slid all the way into her. I was in; I was balls-deep in my younger sister!
Teruko was muttering and gasping in Japanese, an endless litany as I lay motionless, waiting for her to recover from the pain of me deflowering her, and I waited for her to finish, to give me some sign that she was ready to go on.
At last she opened her eyes and smiled tremulously at me.
"Why you stop, Jakku-san, you finish now?" she asked me, a disappointed, 'is that it?' look on her face.
I grinned. "Just waiting for you, little sister, now you tell me what you want!"
She looked at me helplessly, not understanding what I meant, so I decided now was probably the time to show her what a little of what we were doing could mean.
I began sliding back out of her, making her bite her lip as she gasped, and as I slid back in again, her discomfort seemed to be a lot less, and she let go of her bottom lip. As I slid back in again, her legs released mine and dropped to the bed as her hands convulsively grabbed the bed sheet and her eyes rolled back in her head, her mouth falling open as she murmured something soft and languorous in Japanese. I began sliding back out and felt her pussy walls twitch and squeeze my length rhythmically, a squeeze-and-release rhythm that was threatening my own self-control.
As I pumped in harder, she squeezed me harder, and for longer, holding me around the neck and lifting up her pelvis to thrust against me, moaning "Irete kudasai, Jakku-san!" (Fuck me, Jack!) as I pounded into her like a drop-hammer. Her pussy walls rippled like a soft, firm hand, alternately squeezing and releasing me, the pressure increasing as I rammed harder and faster.
She came with a gasping scream, her pussy convulsing to squirt a stream of fluid out of her, bathing my cock and balls and warming my lower belly. The sensation of her clasping pussy squeezing my cock was too much, and I came with a roar, pumping jet after jet of spunk deep inside her, filling her up as she moaned and gasped and writhed under me.
Our mutual orgasms died away, and I withdrew from her, slumping down next to her to see her beautiful, sad smile, and her large dark expressive eyes scrutinizing me.
"Is Jakku-san happy now?" she murmured, and I pulled her close to kiss her and show her how happy I was. I kissed her lips, her nose, and was going to kiss each of her eyelids, but saw that a tear was gathering in each of her beautiful almond eyes.
"Why are you crying, Teruko?" I asked her, and she turned away from me to wipe her eyes on the corner of her pillowcase.
I gently turned her back to face me.
"Teruko, why are you crying?" I asked her again, and she looked away.
"Jakku-san have me, now no longer need me, will find someone else, I cannot have Jakku-san for myself, he will not want me again, I no longer shojo, not...pure, Jakku san will want shojo now, not me..."
Was I hearing right? She thought that because I'd taken her virginity I was done with her? Just what kind of a hyena did she think I was? I pulled her close to me, kissing her eyes, her cheeks, her lips, her chin, making her smile sadly, showing her that I wasn't going to kick her out of bed now, that I wanted her with me.
I kissed her gently on her lips, her nose, her neck, holding her close all the while and running my hands over her wonderful body.
"Imoto, I will never let you go, do you understand? You belong to me now, and I belong to you, forever. This is your home, with me, this is our home, and you will always be the only girl for me, do you understand?"
She looked at me, hope dawning in her eyes, and I smiled back at her, watching her slowly smile back as she understood what I was saying.
"We will always be...together? You promise this?" she whispered, and I nodded.
"I need you to stay with me always. You and me, we will always be together, there will be no-one else, I promise you, only ever you. I will never leave you or send you away!"
"And I will only be for Jakku san for always, this I promise you! Will that make Jakku san happy?" she smiled back, her beautiful face lighting up as two small tears rolled down her cheeks, tears I wiped away with my thumbs as I pulled her in for a deep, loving kiss.
"That will make Jakku san very happy!" I smiled.
I was overwhelmed by what I was feeling for her right now. Call it the after-sex glow, the physical connection I had with her, whatever, but we'd imprinted on each other, and right now I'd have married her and kept her for myself forever, I felt that strongly for her.
My hand slipped down her smooth flat belly to tease and softly rub her silky pubic hair, moving further down to rub and touch her soft wet slit, making her gasp and kiss me hard.
"I want you to stay with me, Imoto, to live with me for always; that will make me happy!" I told her, and felt her smile against me as she kissed me. She leaned up, and as I rolled onto my back she slid on top of me, her knees on either side of me and her lovely tits crushed against my chest.
My semi flaccid cock solidified almost immediately, and was lying along my belly and twitching against the wet gash of her swollen pussy. I reached down and positioned myself against her wetness, feeling the heat of her pussy against my penis as the head split her lips. Teruko leaned up, smiled and pushed herself back and down onto me, engulfing my cock in one fluid moment of moist, dragging friction and soft velvety heat.
I cried out with the sudden sensation, the warm moist pressure of her pussy a delight against the sensitive head of my raging cock. Teruko closed her eyes as she began grinding herself against me, her breath hitching every time my engorged cock butted against the head of her cervix.
She suddenly leaned forward, resting her hands on the bed on either side of my head so her hair fell in a soft curtain around my face, obscuring everything except her lovely features, her lips tantalisingly just out of reach.
"We do this and then do anarusekkusu, yes? I think you will like, I want to try it with you, my...husband!" she whispered, and I grinned. Husband, yes, of course, that was what I'd asked her, and the thought of having her be my wife made my cock even stiffer, something she noticed as her eyes widened.
"I will enjoy being...wife of Jakku san, I will make you many babies one day!" she giggled, sticking her tongue out, and I responded likewise, our tongue tips just barely touching, the feel of her soft little tongue tip against mine erotic, sexy, and clean. I was in a haze of pleasure, enjoying the taste of her even as I held and squeezed her spectacular backside as she rubbed and pounded on top of me. However, a back corner of my mind thought how much I'd like to make babies with this beautiful girl and filed the thought as next subject for discussion (after I'd first finished ravaging her, of course).
I felt her hand rubbing and scratching at the underside of my cock as I thrust into her on top of me, but I sensed she wasn't trying to excite me further; she was doing something else. Suddenly she rose up and my cock slid out of her with an almost audible pop, her hand working away behind herself, then she took hold of me again. I pressed forward, but for some reason I couldn't penetrate her again, she seemed immensely tight and restricted.
Suddenly I realised where she was trying to feed my penis into, and my cock hardened like stone as I groaned and pushed forward even harder. Her face contorted as I pressed against her taut little rosebud, my distended cock head slowly sliding into her bum, and the tight muscular ring of her anus springing shut as the head popped into her arse. Her eyes nearly bugged out of her head as I slowly slid into her last secret place.
Anarusekkusu, of course, anal sex, she had told me she wanted to do this. Where had she learned to do this, though, or even learned that she could? I would have some questions for her later...much later!
She lay down on me, alternating between gasping, and muttering under her breath, her heart racing against mine, and then she smiled and slowly began moving against me, impaling herself and withdrawing from my rock-hard cock buried deep in her velvety anus. She raised up to sit astride me again, my cock still deeply embedded in her, and began a slow, rocking, bull-rider motion, dragging herself up and down on me, pleasuring herself while the muscles of her rectum pulsed and contracted around me, rhythmically squeezing, and releasing me.
She began to speed up; her breathing was becoming erratic, and her eyes had closed while she squeezed and rubbed her nipples as she ground against me. Her orgasm hit suddenly; her eyes snapped open, staring sightlessly as she groaned out loud, quivering on me as her orgasm raced through her. Her anus pulsed around my aching cock, and I couldn't hold back any longer, groaning myself as my cock head swelled and filled her rectum completely with what felt like a gallon of sperm blowing into the depths of her bowels. The spunk sprayed out of me in long satisfying jets, hosing her insides with my semen as I locked my arms around her waist, holding her tightly against me as I continued to pump spunk inside her.
Teruko slumped down, trembling against me as the waves of her orgasm rolled over her again, my eruption inside her causing her to orgasm yet again, her arms going around my neck as I continued to empty myself into her. She muttered and whispered in rapid-fire Japanese as her orgasms flared through her before finally diminishing and fading away. I could feel her racing heart gradually slowing and her breathing becoming less ragged and more even as she finally calmed down and languor overtook the excitement and damped it down.
She leaned up and looked down at me, grinned impishly and kissed me once, quickly, a 'thank-you' peck rather than a post-coital tongue-swap.
"That very nice, Onii-san!" she grinned, "We do again soon, yes?"
I nodded, hell yes we'd do this again!
I pulled her down on top of me again and held her as I slowly softened and slid from her, rolling onto my side to hold her and look into her lovely dark, almost black eyes.
"I love you, little sister!" I grinned, and she grinned back at me.
"I love you too, Onii-san, I have always love you!" she murmured, before slipping her arm around me and pulling herself close to me. "Very sleepy now, Jakku san, have a rest, we have much to do later!" she yawned, and tucked her head under my chin, falling asleep almost instantly.
I awoke with my stomach growling and that echoing empty feeling that called out to me; it said "Cheeseburger, large fries, doughnut, and a coffee, now!"
I rolled over and there was my gorgeous, exotic half sister, naked, asleep, and looking very inviting. As I had the thought, my cock began to harden and hoist itself up, and I just had to touch her. My hands slipped around her waist and continued on down to cup and squeeze her perfect buttocks. She murmured in her sleep, and a small moue formed on her perfect lips as I relaxed my grip on her bum to roam over her back and thighs, luxuriating in the feel of her warm silky-smooth skin.
I slid myself closer to her, moving down to lick the tip of her nose and her lips, my licking transmuting into soft feathery kisses as I woke her as gently as I could. Her eyes flickered open as she kissed me back, her lips curving as she smiled against my lips.
"Good afternoon, my brother, you are well?" she murmured, her arms going around my neck as she pulled herself closer to me, and as she slipped her leg over my hip, my erect cock butted against the entrance to her damp pussy, making us both gasp with the sensation.
"Husband want to play?" she smiled playfully, her hands already fondling and squeezing my member and lightly scratching the underside of my scrotum.
"Oh yes!" I grinned, rolling her onto her back so I was between her thighs. She spread her legs wide for me, and undulated her hips, rhythmically pushing her wetness against the tip of my reaching cock. I rose up on my elbows, and slid into her tight pussy again, stretching her open as I began sliding in and out of her. She looked up at me with half-closed eyes as her breathing became shallower and her hips moved more purposefully against me, rising up to meet me as I pumped down into her. We pumped and humped against each other, gasping, sighing, and moaning, no words needed, just the two of us sating ourselves, taking the edge off our mutual need as we raced to fulfilment.
Teruko came with a loud groan, her pussy squeezing me delightfully as a flood of her juices soaked my cock and balls, and the rippling, squeezing sensation was too much for me. I shouted out her name as I came forcefully, spraying spurt after spurt of my seed deep into her, coating the inside of her tight pussy and bathing her cervix in a flood of semen. I kept pumping long after I finished ejaculating, the thrill of fucking this gorgeous creature keeping me hard and focussed on her; if I could have pumped and come in her again and again all day and all night I would have, she was so damned enticing and exciting!
Alas, I'm not made of steel, just mortal flesh, and the effort, and exertion I'd put myself through had to be paid for; I slumped down next to her, my heart hammering as I tried to catch my breath. Teruko turned to me and pulled herself closer, smiling as she waited to catch her breath, her pulse fluttering in the hollow of her throat.
"Thank you, beloved...husband!" she grinned, her soft gentle hands rubbing and kneading the muscles of my back.
"Thank YOU, little wife!" I replied, seeing the happy smile flit across her face.
She leaned up and touched her finger lightly against my lips, her expression playful
"Onii san, I will be best wife for you, that is promise!"
One thing still puzzled me, though.
"Imoto, where did you learn to do these things?" I asked her, curious to learn how a virgin could be so knowledgeable about some of the incredibly sexy, mind-bendingly dirty stuff we'd done in the last few hours. She dimpled at me, her eyes dancing with humour.
"Jakku san, I look on internet, and other girl at school, they do this things, they tell me what it like, make me want to do too, when I have chance, I try with you. You like, no?"
I nodded vigorously; I like, yes!
She sat up, and slid out of bed.
"Come now, time for clean, we have shower, I am hungry, want to eat food I did not cook, we go to dinner, yes?"
Having a shower with her was a phenomenal experience; the hot water running off her in runnels over and between the cheeks of her comely bum, and cascading off her protruding breasts and stiffly erect nipples was a cock-stretching sight. Somehow, I don't know how, we ended-up with her leaning against the wall, the shower playing over her, as I pounded into her as hard as I could while my hands feasted on her sumptuous breasts.
Her cries and moans only spurred me on, and as she came, the flood of her hot juices over my cock triggered an orgasm so powerful it damned-near turned me inside out, I came so hard. I slid to my knees, Teruko slumping down to sit on my lap and lean back against me, her hot gaping pussy caressing my softening cock as my sperm poured out of her and trickled across my thighs. She was like an addiction; the more I had of her, the more I wanted, and I didn't think I could have enough of her, ever.
Even more fun and games ensued when she sat on her bed drying her hair. The sight of her shaking out that lustrous long hair, silken tumbles of it cascading down her back and floating in the hot breath of the hand dryer stirred something deep inside me.



Once again touching and caressing and kissing turned to more serious matters, with Teruko kneeling astride my mouth, my tongue probing deep inside her succulent pussy and tight little anus while her head bobbed rhythmically as she suckled on my iron-hard cock. I could feel her pussy clenching, and as her orgasm hit, I pushed my tongue deep into her anus, making her scream around the cock jammed in her mouth as her orgasm intensified. The vibration of her throat against my cock brought me to copious, and I mean copious, orgasm, jets of spunk hosing into her mouth as I filled it with my hot seed, echoing her hot juices pouring into my mouth from her sweet young pussy.
We only stopped playing because we were nearly dead with hunger by now; we'd spent all day coupling like a pair of crazed mink, so we dressed quickly and headed out to one of the local eateries, looking for a quick meal to fortify us for whatever the night may bring.
I sat across from her in the little cafe, watching as she daintily put away a club sandwich, noting with interest, and not a little pride that she was with me, the envious looks from every other male patron in the little bistro. With her finely-drawn oriental features, big dark eyes and mass of silky honey-coloured hair she was eye-catching, there was no doubt about that; my feelings for her no doubt magnified my perception of her, but even before I'd fallen so hard for her I'd thought she was gorgeous, and every other man in the place seemed to think so too.
Back home, however, it would be a very different story; Shrewsbury was still the heart of Middle-England, populated by clannish families who'd lived in the area since medieval times, and mostly related to each other. Foreigners were few and far between, and very much outsiders. The local boys had pretty much ignored her growing up because she was a foreigner.
The only boys who'd tried to make any headway with her were at the boy's school, boarders from less parochial, more cosmopolitan parts of Britain and the rest of the world. That had been a blessing; it meant I knew exactly where to find anybody who tried anything with her, and there was that long-standing warning that the whole school was aware of. Mess with Teruko Cameron, and Jack Cameron would make the remainder of your life brief and full of painful incident...
When we got back indoors, I was all for stripping her off and resuming mutual explorations, but Teruko wanted to talk, so I gave in with as much grace as I could muster. I had to content myself with sitting her astride me so I could at least nibble her lips from time to time as I held her firmly by her delectable bum; I'd become pretty much infatuated with her by now, and I wanted her within easy reach at all times.
"Jakku san, what we do now? " she asked me, and I looked at her blankly for a second or two before I twigged-on; she was asking where we went from here; we couldn't just go on having endless sex, much as the idea appealed; at some point Mum was going to find out, because one of us was going to let it slip, one way or another.
Also, there was the broader implication of what she was asking; what exactly did we do going forward; did we become a couple, make a life together with everything that implied, or did we just enjoy each other and then move on? I must admit, the thought of not being with her left a definite empty feeling in the pit of my stomach, but I could see she was waiting for her answer. I could also see that she'd made a decision for herself, so I had to make sure we were both singing off the same hymn-sheet.
"We tell Mum, she will need to know," I said, watching her reaction. In the three years Teruko had been part of her life, Mum had completely absorbed her into her life and family; she'd become her daughter, period. She got to do all the girly, mother/daughter things she'd always wanted to do but never had a chance to do with me, and she loved Teruko with a deep and abiding motherly passion. She was going to be shocked and hurt by this turn of events, but even more so if we tried to hide it; besides, Teruko was almost pathologically honest when it came to Mum, so I could see there'd be little mileage in trying to conceal anything from her. If she noticed anything strange about our relationship and asked her a direct question about us, Teruko would answer her truthfully.
Teruko smiled happily.
"Good, I like tell mummy truth, not lie to her, not telling her is lying to her, this is not good! We finish talking now?"
I grinned at her, understanding exactly what she was asking me. I pulled her gently toward me, and she leaned in, kissing me gently, her little tongue rubbing lightly at my teeth as we kissed and licked each other. I took hold of the hem of her top, lifting it preparatory to pulling it off, and she grinned, crossing her arms in front of herself and pulling it off. She wasn't wearing a bra, and those wonderfully pneumatic breasts of hers jiggled most fetchingly as I pulled her closer to me. Teruko wriggled on my lap, settling herself over the bulge on my jeans, and once again rubbing herself against me. I pulled her even closer, and sucked, licked, nibbled, and squeezed her darling little nipples, making her sigh and giggle softly.
Teruko gyrated slowly on my lap, rubbing herself against the bulge in my jeans, her eyes closed as she lost herself in what she was doing. My hands cupped her lovely springy bum cheeks as I licked, bit, and nibbled her nipples, until;
"Not here, Onii san!" she gasped, sliding off me and upright, holding out her hand to me. I stood up, looking in appreciation at her lovely protruding breasts and solidly erect nipples.
"My room, Onii san, we go to my room, yes?" she grinned.
I nodded, and as she turned to leave, I was captivated by the sight of her skirt pulled up around her waist and her panties pulled down to just below her bum cheeks. The way those two globular delights twinkled at me as she walked in front of me to her room was a truly awesome sight!
Once in her room, I sat on the bed and pulled her to me, licking her nipples as I slid her panties down, slowly, enjoying the slinky, sexy feel of the silky material sliding down her equally silky thighs. I followed that with her skirt, unzipping the miniscule skirt and tugging it down. I'd already disposed of her top in the other room, and now she was all naked, and all mine! I slid to my feet and fumbled with my belt, toeing-off my shoes and tugging down my jeans. Teruko pulled my polo shirt up and over my head as I yanked off my jeans and pulled my socks off, finally standing there in just my shorts, my erection clearly outlined to her smiling eyes.
"Husband ready to play?" she smiled slyly, hooking her finger lightly in the waistband of my shorts, and I grinned.
"Husband is always ready to play with little wife!" I grinned back at her, and she bit her lip as she slid my shorts down so I could kick them off.
Teruko took hold of my painfully erect cock, sliding her hand gently up and down it as she kissed me lightly and very gently, her tongue tip barely grazing mine as she slowly tasted me. As she kissed me, her other hand slipped between her legs, rubbing slowly along her slit, pleasuring herself as she gently masturbated me.
I could only keep my hands off her for so long, and the time was long past where I should have been rampaging all over her. I think she saw this in my eyes, and she stepped back away from me but not fast enough...
I grabbed her by her waist and pulled her close to me, kissing her wildly, leaving her breathless and giggling.
"Husband REALLY want to play!" she quipped, pulling my head down to kiss me, hard. I felt the smile forming against my lips, and she pushed me backward, tripping me as she pushed, so I fell backward onto the bed with her on top of me.
"That better, now we play!" she grinned. I could only agree; in this position, I had full access to her beauteous backside, and I took full advantage of the opportunity. As she kissed me, I squeezed, kneaded, and pulled on those bouncy works of art, spreading her for my questing fingers as she gasped and giggled on top of me. My steel-hard cock was lying along my belly, sandwiched between us, and Teruko looked at me, that gleam in her eye, before deliberately rolling from side to side, the sensation making my cock jump and throb between us. She looked down at me, a cheeky grin on her face.
"Husband like, yes?" Without waiting for an answer, she did it again, getting another twitch and throb from my tortured cock, and a groan from me. Again she grinned at me, obviously enjoying the fact that she was in control here. I still had both hands firmly clasped around her excellent bum, and as she rolled my cock again, I pulled her cheeks apart and slid my finger into her tight little pucker, making her gasp.
Now she changed her motion; instead of rolling me from side to side, she began sliding back and forth on me, rubbing her dampening lips against the firm solidity of my raging cock. All the while I continued to pump my finger into her tight hole, and my other hand slid across to rub her damp pussy, slipping inside her as she slid up and down against me.
Her sweet lips were in reach of mine, so I kissed her, her hands lacing themselves around my neck to hold herself tight against me for leverage as she slid herself back and forth. I was overloading; I had a stunning Japanese girl rubbing herself off on top of me while rubbing me off at the same time, while I shoved my fingers in her arse and tight pussy, and over all of this, the sweet agony as she squeezed me with her taut body. Too much was happening at once, and the situation was rapidly bringing me to the boil. She was feeling it too; her breathing was notching up, and she was murmuring and softly squealing sharp little Japanese words and phrases as she slid back and forth on me.
The end came suddenly; I felt my balls tighten, and my cock swelling as that feeling of fullness behind the root of my cock took over. Simultaneously, Teruko gave a short, gasping groan as she came, her anus tightening around my intruding finger as a burst of warmth covered my cock. That tipped me over, and I shoved my head back, my teeth gritting as I came in a huge pulse of spunk flooding my belly between us, followed by another, then another. Teruko held herself tight to me as her orgasm ricocheted through her, the tremors transmitting themselves to me as her pussy lips clasped and un-clasped my cock as they pressed against it.
At last, Teruko pushed herself up and off me, looking hot as all fuck with her long fair hair, her beautiful, exotic face, and her lovely body smeared with my spunk. I was in no better shape, I was covered in it too, spunk smeared all over my torso. Teruko looked at me, grinned, and leaned down, dipping her tongue in a pool of sperm in my navel.
"Nyotaimori!" she murmured, grinning at me. I looked blankly at her for a second, until memory kicked in; something I'd seen somewhere once. 'Body Sushi, or eating food off naked girls in Japan...
I had to grin, that she'd made that connection was funny, and apparently she thought so too.
"Do not move, Jakku san, I will clean you. You stay!" she ordered me as she left the room, to return in a few minutes with a basin of water and a washcloth. She dipped the cloth in the water, wrung it out, and mopped the mess off me, patting me dry with a soft towel. Once she'd cleaned me from scrotum to Adam's apple, she dipped the cloth in the water and cleaned herself off, and I have to say, the sight of her washing herself with a small cloth like that was extremely stimulating.
I leaped to dry her off, noting the way her nipples sprang to life when I paid them special attention. She grinned at that and pulled my head down for a long, hot, kiss, at the same time taking hold of my rapidly stiffening cock; as I said, she was like a drug, and I was totally hooked on her!
I slipped behind her, holding her lovely firm breasts as I snuggled my aching cock in the crack of her splendid arse, and she immediately began sliding herself up and down, wanking me with her bum cleft. Hot as that was, I wanted more, and I slid one hand down to cup her suddenly moist pussy, while I buried my face in her neck and nibbled her from her ear to her shoulder. Teruko slipped her hand between us and began stroking her bum hole with the tip of my cock, smearing the copious clear lubricant dripping from the end all over the spongy tissue. I was wide-eyed and grinning, knowing what she wanted, and I was eager to do it again, seeing as how fucking amazing it was last time out!
My hot little sister slipped her finger into herself, sliding it in and out, loosening herself for what was coming, a big grin on her face, and I slid both hands to her breasts, squeezing, pinching, and rubbing the warm flesh as I bent her over and pushed forward. Teruko pushed back against me, her tight anus resisting me, and then I felt her relaxing and my cock head slid in past the tight ring of her sphincter, which immediately clamped down around my shaft.
"Oh God that feel good!" she moaned as I began sliding deeper into her velvety anus, the pressure on my cock like a firm hand in a soft glove squeezing me equally at all points along my length. I began to slide in and out, the sexiness of the situation almost beyond my ability to stand. The sight of her soft, firm buttocks squashing and jiggling against my midriff as I pumped into her was jacking-up my arousal to new heights. At the same time, the sound of her hand rubbing and pulling her clitoris as she masturbated herself, and the feel of her bullet-hard nipples against my palms as I squeezed and mauled her incredible tits, all were combining to rush me headlong into oblivion.
I came in a rush of sensations that curled my toes and very nearly blew my eardrums across the room. My eyes whited-out and my ears rang as I came with a loud groan, all sensory input blocked except the feel of my cock blasting pulse after pulse of sperm into my incredible little sister. My orgasm triggered Teruko's, and she screamed out my name as she came in a gush of hot fluid, her anus clamping down on me as her pussy convulsed. We remained in one place, pumping, and hammering against each other as our orgasms ripped and rolled through us. Where I got the sperm from that I pumped into her I don't know; she'd been decanting me all day, I should have been dry-heaving by now. Instead, rope after rope of hot spunk bulleted into her from my seemingly inexhaustible supply!
At last our mutual storms died down. Teruko shook and quivered against me as she after-shocked from such a volcanic orgasm, and I wasn't far behind, my muscles twitching and trilling as the adrenaline overload slowly dissipated.
We slumped onto the bed, my cock reluctantly sliding from her quivering, winking little bum hole. At that she turned to me and pulled herself right up against me, sliding her arms around my neck and kissing me deeply, lovingly, whole-heartedly.
"Thank you, my husband!" she grinned, and snuggled close against me.
"We sleep now, husband, leave early tomorrow, need rest!"
I looked at her,
"Why, where are we going, darling?" I asked her, slightly puzzled.
She looked up at me, those huge, luminous, beautiful eyes of hers fixed on mine.
"We go home. We tell mum-my about us, I will not deceive her, I will not lie to Haha; neither will you, Jakku san. Do this for me, please, husband?"
When she put it like that, how could I refuse her? She was right, of course; mum needed to know, and lying to her by not telling her was still lying, no matter how you dressed it up. Teruko, and her simple, straight-line morality, had seen that right away; me, I was probably more than a little slower than her in actually thinking about how this should go, but I could see the right of it. In the morning, I would call mum, and we'd drive up to tell her about us, and then we'd just have to take it from there.
"My little wife, my darling Teruko, you know that for you I would do anything. Tomorrow, early, we go home."
She grinned happily.
"We stay a while with Haha, yes? Only thing, we cannot do ...this, you understand, Jakku san? We must not disrespect her house. When we come home here, then we do anything we want, but not in family home!"
I grinned at that.
"Okay, it's a deal; we'll come home Monday evening, is that okay?"
Teruko gave me a shy, sly smile.
"I did not say that, Jakku san! Maybe we come home...Sunday evening, yes?"
"Sounds good to me!" I grinned, guessing that two nights apart after what we had been doing would probably tie her in knots! "Now go to sleep, we have an early start!"
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This is the first part of a two-part conclusion to this series, after much enquiry from various people along the lines of 'when are you going to finish the story?' - I thought I had, but enough people obviously didn't think so, so here we go...
Many and varied thanks go to Firefly for her constant encouragement and willingness to point out flaws, inconsistencies and continuity problems, every writer on here needs someone like her! Mike for his support and just for being nice about my obviously deranged scribblings, and my dear wife for putting up with my strange hobbies...
If you like it, please vote for it, if you don't, please tell me why, and as always, the comments that make sense or are self-evidently from sane people are heeded, the loony, sinister and pointlessly rude ones get deleted.
________________________________
They say the key to telling a story is to know the ending and work backwards along the story 'til you come to the beginning, but where exactly is the beginning? When my five-times great-grandfather decided that a life as a cotton trader in India was too boring and so bought himself a commission in the East India Company army, beginning the family tradition of military service? Does it begin when my great-great-great grandfather scouted a hillside in Natal in 1879, in a place called Isandlwana, spotted a few Zulu's, and neglected to look over his shoulder at the other 20,000 Zulu warriors bearing down on him and his regiment, the 24th Regiment of Foot? Or is it when my Grandfather went on leave from Brunei and attended that party at the Raffles Hotel in Singapore and so met my grandmother for the first time? Or does it maybe start with my birth in the Queen Elizabeth II Hospital in Woolwich, right next door to my father's posting at the Woolwich Arsenal? All I can figure out for certain is that true beginnings are as difficult to grasp as smoke, you can go cross-eyed trying to work out the exact point a tale really truly begins, and only the story itself makes sense. All I know is that all the men in my family were soldiers, and all of them had died quite messily as soldiers, which seemed to be the other family tradition. Very depressing.
I was born to Juliette and Lawrence Boscombe, Lieutenant-Colonel Boscombe, 7th (Parachute) Regiment, Royal Horse Artillery, part of 16 Air Assault Brigade and just as gung –ho as all that implies. Wherever the British Army was deployed, whether as part of NATO peacekeeping, or in Northern Ireland, or as part of the EU security forces, there was my dad, in the thick of it.
My brother Gerry was born two years after me, presumably after a burst of friendliness with my mother on the rare occasions when both my parents were in the same country at the same time.
My mother died in childbirth, leaving Gerry and me in the care of assorted au-pairs and nannies while my father protected democracy in various hotspots around the world. Gerry and I never accompanied him when he was on long deployments, so I never really got to know him as a child, even more so for Gerry. The best we had was the latest carer or, as we got older, one of several boarding schools dotted around the country.
My father wasn't neglectful or anything like that, it was just that he saw his duty to protect Queen and Country as a little more important than bringing up his children, so I spent most of my childhood alone in some boarding school somewhere in the wilds. While I was off in boarding school, Gerry lived with family friends until he too was old enough to go to boarding school. Dad was a good provider, and although we never had a family home, we never lacked for money or things; he was a good father when he managed to forget he was a highly disciplined, single-focussed, military-minded killing machine.
Both Gerry and I took after our mother; we were both blonde, with blue eyes, unlike dad, and while I sometimes looked a little like her, Gerry was the spitting image of our mother, although I needed photographs to see that; I had only the vaguest memories of her. I did get the impression when I actually did meet-up with dad that he somehow blamed Gerry for her death, and as a result, dad had almost nothing to do with him other than provide for him as his responsibility.
As Gerry got older, he began to see it that way too, so he usually avoided dad with the flimsiest of reasons. It eventually got to the point where Gerry had managed to avoid seeing him for almost five years on the trot; he was always "staying with friends" when dad was on leave, and dad never really asked about him.
When I was 11 years old, as the child of a senior officer on deployment, I was sent to a seniors boarding school in Rutland, paid for by the Army, where I met my best and most precious friend, Lucy Manville. We both had the same background; Army brats with the privileges and zero family life that went with it, so we gravitated quite naturally to each other. I found a kindred spirit in Lucy; she hated the army as much as I did, and she hated her father for abandoning her and her younger brother to follow the drum wherever it led him.
When Lucy and I were 16 and our brothers were 14, both our father's were killed while on-deployment; Lucy's father was leading a company in the field against a concentration of Iraqi Republican Guard in a place called Al Zubair in Basra when he stepped on a landmine. He was the most senior British officer killed so far in that whole unholy mess. My dad died when his Chinook helicopter crashed or was shot down, we'll never know which, in Zakho in Northern Iraq. Thankfully there was no blather about how he died a warrior's death blah, blah, blah; the thing about having a warrior's death is, they're usually messy and you end up dead. Not good.
So there we were, four of us stranded in boarding school, four loose pieces left on the board as legacies and casualties of the Army game; Lucy, her gorgeous younger brother, Charlie, Gerry, and me. Charlie was everything Gerry wasn't; tall, jet-black curly hair, emerald eyes, spectacularly good-looking, at 14 already more man than most I'd ever seen, and he contrasted sharply with my thin, short, weedy, four-eyed, nondescript little brother.
I'd inherited some of dad's attitudes toward Gerry; he was almost effeminate, with his fluffy golden hair and his permanently vague expression behind thick pebble glasses, and I hate to admit it, but like dad, I came to blame him for taking my mother away from me. Then came the turning point in our relationship, where I went from disliking him to actively despising him.
One day, when I was just 17, in my last summer holiday before I left school for University, and he was almost 15, I caught him peeking at me.
I was taking a shower at the family friend's we stayed at when summer holidays rolled around, and I happened to notice a small hole low down in the wall, and a quick movement behind it, a shadow as of someone standing there. I twigged what it was, and I knew there was only one other person in the house at that time, Gerry, so I pretended not to notice; if he really was peeking at me, I would give him something to worry about, no fear!
I moved to the vanity and turned on the taps to mask any sound I might make, and eased the door open, slipping out into the corridor and sneaking up to the room next to the bathroom. Luckily I hadn't changed yet, so the little mole-rat wasn't going to get any free eyeful's today! I looked in, and sure enough, there he was, standing next to the hole in the wall adjoining the bathroom, obviously hoping for an eyeful. He was so intent on his disgusting little hobby that he never even heard or noticed me slip into the room.
I clicked my fingers, and as he snapped upright, a look of confusion on his pasty little face, I kicked him as hard as I could right where it would teach him the hardest lesson. He keeled over, gasping for breath as he clutched himself.
I leaned down and grabbed his ear.
"That's for perving on me. If I ever catch you doing anything like that again, I'm reporting you to the police, do you understand me, Gerry Boscombe?"
He writhed on the ground.
"I didn't...I wasn't...!" he gasped, but I was far too angry to listen to his excuses.
"You make me sick, you nasty little stain. From now on, when I'm in the house, you be somewhere else, or better still, find someone else to spend your holidays with, understand?"
With hindsight, if I'd really paid attention to him, I might have seen that there was no guilt on his face or in his voice, only confusion and innocence, but I was far too busy giving him his marching orders to ever actually listen to him. Was I ever that intolerant and overbearing? I guess I was.
He nodded, so I let go of his head and felt a small sense of satisfaction when it thudded on the floor as he curled up in a ball. A week later he was gone; he'd asked a school-friend if he could stay for the summer, and packed his stuff and gone. I couldn't care less; as far as I was concerned it was good riddance.
And that, pretty much, was that; I never heard from him again, and certainly never ever gave him a second's thought.
I went on to university that Autumn, the Slade in London, to study Fine Arts and Interior Design, and managed to completely forget I had a brother; besides, I was working on a plan to nab someone else's brother while I worked my way through the ranks of the Univ London students who could best meet my standards. I was learning a huge amount in the way of high arousal, deep kink, and low perversion, have no fear, and I had just the man in mind to unleash it all on...
When I heard Charlie Manville had finally left Wellington, all the way off in the wilds of darkest Somerset, and had entered the Royal Military Academy at Sandhurst, a short drive from where I lived in South-West London, all of that stopped, however. I wanted Charlie; I always had, and now that he was 18, it was time to pounce. So I did. I knew exactly how Lucy felt about him studying to be an officer and a gentleman; she thought he was an arse, and frankly, so did I, but I was prepared to forgive a lot because he was so fucking beautiful...
For the next three years, Charlie and I spent nearly every weekend learning just what the human body can inflict on itself in the way of sexual excess. However, although Charlie was never less than ecstatic to see me, and horny enough for a herd of Billy-goats, I soon picked up on the fact it was another blonde entirely that he wanted to be shoving his cannon-barrel of a cock into; his sister, Lucy. He was never crass enough to say so, but a couple of times, in the throes of passion, as he was gunning a bucket-full of spunk into my arse, for instance, he'd forget himself and moan out her name, but he never mentioned it after, and I never brought it up; it was, if not the elephant in the room, at least the grand piano in the bathroom, and we tacitly ignored it. I knew Charlie loved me, but while he was quite obviously in love with Lucy, he was content, and sweet enough, to love me the best he could if he couldn't have her. As for me, just to know that I had someone as gorgeous and sweet as Charlie Manville all to myself, for now, at least, was more than enough.
Just around the time Charlie was preparing to pass-out as a cadet and go to his regiment as a fully fledged officer and cannon-fodder, grist for the British Army's relentless mill in that pointless killing-zone, to Lucy's unabated horror and monumental anger, I received a short note from my pervert little brother.
He was asking me if I wanted to attend his graduation ceremony at Kings College, Cambridge, adding a footnote that I if I didn't want to come he'd understand. Cambridge? The little snot got into Cambridge? Maybe he had some brains; looking the way he did, he was going to need them if he ever managed to land a girl, although I couldn't imagine any woman in her right mind wanting a spotty specimen like him. I think it would be true to say I was still a little angry over my belief that he'd been perving on me, but conversely, I was proud of him for doing so well, and also a little guilty for cutting him out of my life so completely for almost seven years now.
To be honest, I was also feeling a little sorry for him; we had no other family, so he'd be alone at his graduation. There'd be no-one to take the mantel-piece picture of him in his Graduation robe, no one to stand next to him as he posed in his robe, and no-one to attend the family reception with. I'd had Lucy, and most of our old crew from school, but Gerry had always been a lonely kid, so I wasn't even sure he'd have any friends to be there for him.
On the day, I arrived two hours early at the address he'd given me, feeling distinctly uncomfortable at the thought of seeing him again after so many years, guilt warring with pity for him; after all, more than a third of his young life had gone by since I'd kicked him out of mine; I wondered briefly who'd been there for him for all the birthdays and Christmases I'd missed (ignored, an even deeper part of me reminded me, you ignored him), a fresh wash of guilt nearly making me turn around and leave, but I squared my shoulders, took a deep breath, and knocked. After a few seconds, a tall slender young Asian man wearing just a towel answered the door, and immediately jumped behind it in embarrassment when he saw me standing there.
"Can I help you, miss?" he asked, peering nervously around the door.
I had to suppress a smile at his sweet modesty in this day and age.
"I was looking for Gerry Boscombe....?"
He smiled even more nervously at me, and ducked back behind the door.
"Please, come in, he's around somewhere...GERRY! VISITOR!" he yelled, closing the door behind me and bolting for his room, clutching his towel tightly with both hands.
I sat down, looking around a typical male student flat, the smell of takeaways and a faint whiff of elderly laundry uppermost in the room.
"OK, who is it, Ramesh, did they give a name...Oh, Lorna...what are you doing here?" said a deep, soft voice behind me.
I turned expecting to see my brother, with a mental picture of the weedy youth I'd kicked so hard, maybe taller, but essentially still the same; instead I saw a gorgeous, beautifully proportioned, golden-skinned, six-foot blonde man, and what a man, his naked torso rippling with muscle, his arms and shoulders sculpted cables of flexing muscles, and a chest like a movie muscle-man, tapering down to a slim, highly defined stomach and waist. Even his face had changed; gone was that vague, slightly effeminate look that had been his habitual expression; with maturity had come eye-catching looks and high cheekbones, all set-off by his bright blonde hair, fabulous blue-violet dolls-eyes, and white, even teeth; fuck me, he was gorgeous! Even as I stared at him, I felt my pussy give a hitch and a twitch, and felt surprised at the reaction; this was my little brother!
"Why didn't you say you were coming, Lorna?" he asked, and I stopped nakedly ogling him to answer his question.
"I thought I'd surprise you and give you a present for your graduation."
I held out his gift, a chunky stainless-steel Breitling Chronomat Evolution watch with the secondary UTC watch built into the bracelet; it was a sufficiently 'grown-up' present for a young man of his age, and I thought it might be a way to say sorry for neglecting him for so long, for so little reason. He accepted my gift graciously and grinned broadly, suddenly looking 12 again (from the chin up, at least; everywhere else was all man, and what a man, oh my paws and whiskers, yes!)
"You certainly did that, Lor. I never heard back from you, so I assumed you were still mad at me and you wouldn't come, but I'm glad you did. Thank you for coming."
I was trying to control my breathing; for some reason I felt the need to pant, and my heart was hammering as I stared awestruck at this glorious vision of perfect, muscular man-flesh. I had to admit to myself; my brother was a total biscuit, man-child extraordinaire, a banquet of beef beyond fucking belief!
I sat back to catch my breath, my face boiling as I blushed scarlet. I cast around for something to say, something to fill the seven years since I'd last seen hide or hair of him, or even heard his voice.
"I see you've grown up!" I quipped, mentally kicking myself for being so inane, me, who prided herself on her mastery of the rapier cut and thrust of repartee and the razor-sharp, biting, witty retort...
Gerry grinned, his blue eyes sparkling as he looked me up and down, giving a quick flick at my high boobs in my slinky dress.
"So have you Lorna, and I have to say, you look even better now than the last time I saw you; only now, you seem to have shrunk; I distinctly remember you being a lot taller than me; and stronger, if that kick was anything to go by!"
I could have curled up in shame at being reminded what I'd done to him; he was only a young teenager; I could have permanently injured him! I started to gabble out an apology, but he just waved it away, instead just grinning at my discomfort, but not in a malicious way.
I stared up at him, and he smiled down at me.
"I was never peeking at you, you know," he said softly, "I was supposed to feed that idiot cat, I was looking for it in the room next to the shower room when I spotted the hole; I was going to call out to you and warn you, but, well, you know what happened. You never gave me a chance, but you never even stopped to wonder how a teenage boy, a guest in someone-one else's home, could possibly drill a hole in a solid masonry wall with just a collection of Star Wars figures...! I missed you, Lor..." he whispered
I cringed as I realised what he was saying, but when I looked up, I saw only warmth and understanding in his beautiful blue eyes.
"Pax?" he offered his hand.
"Pax!" I agreed, taking his hand and shaking it once, the boarding-school ritual satisfied.
I just had to know something.
"So Gerry, where did all this," I waved my hand up and down at him, "where did it all come from? You were such a weedy shrimp in school, how..?" Nice, Lor, subtle...
He sat down, the writhing cables of muscle and tight, cobblestone stomach nearly making me faint with the sight of all that muscular flesh rippling and flexing so tantalizingly close.
"Rowing, Lor, I'm a Blue for my college. I was in the team that won the Boat Race this year."
I was flabbergasted; my little brother had rowed, and won, the Oxford-Cambridge Boat race? Oh my God, students come from all over the world trying for a place in one of the colleges just so they could go home and say they'd competed in the Boat Race, and he'd actually won it! My heart was suddenly bursting with pride for my little brother. As a Boat Race winner, he was automatically a prospect for the Olympics Sixes.
At least now I could understand where that superb, and I mean superb, physique had come from; rowing is one of the most energy-sapping sports around, requiring truly astounding upper-body strength and endurance, and a champion rower needs to be honed to the peak of physical fitness; I knew this because during my Uni days I'd dated a couple of the Pairs and Diamond Sculls team rowers, and they were built like Gerry. Almost unbidden a thought flashed across my mind; was he as sexually voracious and endlessly energetic as those guys? I dismissed it right away as unnatural, but it lurked there, right on the periphery of my mind...
I mentally compared him to Charlie my Darling, and I have to say, while Charlie was gorgeous, and muscular, and tall and just beautiful, he had a soldier's physique, a body honed lean and supple for combat; Gerry was something else entirely; barrel-chested, massive shouldered, abdominal muscles like cobblestones, superbly well developed, handsome, and masculine, a body built for huge expenditure of energy and effort, with a level of physical fitness so extreme I couldn't believe he'd managed it; he'd seemed so detached and disinterested in everything except his collection of Star Wars figures when he was a teenager.



Gerry excused himself, saying he had to get dressed, which caused a wash of disappointment in me; I liked looking at him, he was like the model of the perfect male, and he made my mouth water, too!
He came back out again shortly, dressed this time in a black suit, snowy white dress shirt and a Cambridge Blue tie with his college crest on it. He looked delicious; the black suit fitted him perfectly, and coupled with that chiselled profile and wave of bright flaxen hair flopping down over one eye, it made him look young, strikingly handsome, and completely edible.
"We have to leave now, Lorna, I have to pick up my robe, they're using the refectory as a robing room this year, so let's go."
As we left, it seemed natural for me to slip my arm through his, and we strolled that way across the quadrangle from his rooms to the refectory, where the robes were ranged along tables to the rear, neatly folded and tagged for each graduate. Gerry was handed a black robe with a white tippet, and I helped him dress among a gaggle of his friends who'd descended upon us. He appeared to be a popular man, and I was honestly glad for him; I'd been so afraid he was an isolated loner, but he'd surprised me and come out of his shell.
He was graduating with a Double-First, from Cambridge, and I was completely awestruck. In his four years here, he had achieved a Double-First Class Honours degree; I just couldn't get my head around that. He'd be in good company; Francis Bacon, Isaac Newton, Charles Darwin, Lord Kelvin, and Crick and Watson, the Nobel Prize-winning discoverers of the DNA helix, and of course, the great Stephen Hawking; all Cambridge Alumni. My little brother was in some awesome company, and I was nearly bursting with pride!
When the Master of The College called him to collect his diploma I was in tears. I'd neglected him shamefully for far too long, punishing him out of all proportion for such a minor perceived transgression, a boyhood act, and now here he was, graduating from the most prestigious university in the world. After the ceremony, I tried to congratulate him, but I was too choked-up with pride, regret, and shame for leaving him out for so long. Gerry understood, crushing me to him as I hugged him tightly, my heart thudding as I held this gorgeous specimen as long as I could.
After the ritual of meeting and greeting the Master of The College, and The Chancellor, there was a formal dinner, and once that was done, there was a series of parties to choose from, all of which Gerry was invited to. We went to one at Girton, the Women's college, where every graduating female in Cambridge seemed to want to dance with him. I had a fair few offers myself, and I'd danced with a few of the more attractive (and sober) boys, but my attention was riveted on Gerry, and when he was slow-dancing with some girl, there was definitely a twinge, or several twinges, of jealousy. I was so preoccupied with him that I hardly noticed the amateurish efforts to seduce or grope me by the more ambitious, or drunk, graduates, almost absent-mindedly fending them off. As the evening wore on, Gerry finally noticed I wasn't really having a good time, so he asked me to dance, after having just had a stunningly beautiful oriental girl rubbing herself all over him.
As we danced, I leaned against him, feeling how firm and reassuring his chest was, his heartbeat slow and regular, and a bulge in the area of his groin that definitely needed thinking about; it felt like someone had shoved a lead bar down there, a very thick lead bar...
I rubbed against it unthinkingly, pressing my mound against him, and Gerry pulled back slightly, obviously taken aback.
"Sorry about that Lorna, I can't help it; Jenna Kwai-Lam may be a theoretical physicist, but she's a stunner, and we kind of...thing is, she knew exactly what she was doing to me. Sorry Sis."
So, he'd been doing...things, with that lovely girl, eh? Interesting. Now my interest in him notched-up another level. I actually simpered at him; God, I was obvious, back then...
"It's quite alright, Gerry, no harm done; actually, it felt quite nice...!"
He pulled away again, looking at me in something akin to shock, his fabulous blue eyes sharp and penetrating behind his sexy spider-frame glasses. As he processed what I'd said, or hinted, he slowly flushed, grinned a 'naughty-boy' grin, and stepped back into me. I took the opportunity to press myself into him and grind against him even more, feeling out the size and heft of that thing he had packed away down there, my head crowding with thoughts of where this evening might end.
As I danced with him, my evening began to feel better, and a wicked, dirty, and downright illegal plan began to formulate itself in my head; Gerry was gorgeous, I was horny, he was packing some serious poundage down there, Christ, it was a situation made in crazy-fuck heaven! My mind was made up; I was going to strip him, suck him, and fuck his brains out, brother or not, and the law could go piss on itself for all I cared. All I knew was that he was going to be subjected to the full Monty; every move and sluttish little trick I'd learned, he was going to get the benefit, lucky boy, and I was determined to get that large lump of man-meat shoved in me if I had to get him to do it at gunpoint!
We continued dancing together the rest of the evening, Gerry staring down into my eyes as I stared up into his, naked lust glinting between us like knife blades as we held each other close and ground ourselves together. At last, we silently came to a mutual decision; this evening needed to end, we had other, better things to do...
Once the decision was made, getting out of there was almost childishly simple.
"Gerry," I whispered, "let's go now, we need to go back to your place...!"
As I said that I slid a hand between us and gave his bedroom trophy a healthy squeeze, letting him know just what exactly I was talking about. He bundled me out of there with almost indecent haste (well, considering what was brewing between us, what word would YOU use?), and we virtually sprinted back to his digs. Luckily he lived in one of the quads at Kings, so we didn't have to trail across town to get home quickly. I kept a hand on his firm muscular bum the whole journey back to his place, keeping him constantly reminded why I needed to get him indoors and in private.
Once indoors we charged into the bedroom, unzipping, unbuttoning, and sliding-off our clothes in a frenzy of stripping; I was agog to see Gerry's package; that thing had been rubbing against my weeping slit all night, and I wanted to see what it was that had made me so horny. I wasn't disappointed.
Gerry was down to just his briefs, and there was the thickest, most intimidating bulge behind that tight-stretched material. I was still in my bra, panties, and stockings, and apparently he liked the view, from the way his cock lurched inside its prison. I have size 36C breasts, and my nipples were sticking out like chapel hat-pegs, giving him a shot I hope is imprinted in his memory forever after, amen! I only buy my lingerie from the 'Agent Provocateur' range, and the miniscule high-sided 'Juniper' mesh thong panties and matching bra was definitely ticking the 'Like' box with him. Good...
I had to see that thing in the flesh, so to speak, and stepped up to him, intending to help him release the beast, but Gerry pulled me close and dipped down to kiss me, the first actual moment of real intimacy between us. As our lips met, an airburst went off in my head; I actually sagged against him as a strange sensation coursed through me, and the need to hold and kiss him almost overwhelmed me. My hands came up and locked around his neck as I kissed him back wildly, bruisingly, unable to get enough of his suddenly unbearably sexy mouth.
Gerry's hands slid down my back, holding me against him by the small of my back as he ground his crotch against mine, before slipping them into my panties and cupping my bum, squeezing and kneading the flesh as he kissed me. My bum is one of my best features, and he was obviously enjoying what he found down there! My hands explored him as I writhed against him, my fingers finding his body a mass of solid, smooth muscle, hard and firm against my questing fingers, rippling enticingly as he moved against me.
I surfaced from that kiss gasping at the need for air and at the huge rush his kiss was sending around my body, and as his fingers slipped into the waistband of my thong, I reached behind me to unclip my bra and pull it away. My panties slipped free, and now I was naked in front of my spectacularly gorgeous baby brother, his figure like some sculptural masterpiece from one of the masters of old, and the products of arousal already seeping from between my bare lips and wetting my inner thighs.
I slid to my knees and once again massaged and squeezed that big bulge inside that flimsy cloth restraint, until I could take the suspense no longer, and pulled down his shorts, letting his member spring free, almost slapping me in the face.
I stared in awe; his cock wasn't as long as Charlie's, being about seven and a half inches or so, but it was incredibly thick. It looked like an aerosol spray can sticking out of a nest of tight golden curls, and I just wanted to lick, suck, and fondle that thick column of meat.
I dipped my head forward and licked the tip lightly, tasting him, a drizzle of clear lubricant oozing from the head as it crowned through his foreskin. He tasted tangy, salty-sweet and delicious, and I slid the skin back to expose the purple swollen head fully. I slipped my lips over him, licking and rubbing my tongue over him as I slid my mouth fully over him. There was no way I could fit that thing down my throat; my mouth was fully stretched open, and he filled it completely. I put my hands on his stomach to stop him pumping into my mouth; I didn't have enough room in there for him to fuck my mouth like that. No matter what, though, I still intended to fellate him properly and suck the spunk right out of that bar of hot man-flesh my lips were stretched around so obscenely.
As I sucked, I could feel his breathing quickening; he was approaching the point of no return. He was making tiny thrusting movements, his hands on each side of my head, holding me in place as I licked and sucked his cock, rolling my tongue around the sides of it and sliding it through the furrow across the tip. I did that again and again, feeling him shudder, until finally, when I thrust the tip of my tongue into the piss-slit and sucked hard, he lost all self-restraint.
"Oh God, Lor, I'm...!" he groaned.
I sucked one last time, hard, locking my lips tight around his shaft as I stared wide-eyed up into those bright blue eyes of his, so like mine, and he gave a groan, his cock head swelling-up even larger as his shaft gave a solid muscular pulse. A surge of hot sperm shot into the back of my throat, momentarily making me gag before the swallow reflex took over. Pulse after pulse of his hot cream followed, blasting into my mouth almost faster than I could swallow, but I managed to keep up with him as he filled my mouth with his delicious spunk.
At last he finished ejaculating, the jets of spunk dying away into one last trickle of sperm oozing and bubbling from his cock. He remained as hard as ever; no sign of his erection abating was evident, and I smiled to myself as I sucked the last remnants of spunk out of his cock and licked his cock-head clean and dry. That was the state of readiness I'd come to expect from my previous rower-boys, and it looked like this one was cut from the same cloth...
Gerry pulled me to my feet, and kissed me deeply as his hands roamed over me, touching, caressing, and enjoying himself. Meanwhile, his lips were also doing things to me. He dipped his head down and licked one and then another of my nipples, and both girls sprang to attention immediately. He licked them again, alternating between one and the other, teasing them out into hard, rubbery points by gently nibbling them and making me gasp as he pulled them lightly between his teeth. At the same time his hand slipped between my legs to stroke and caress my streaming pussy, one finger sliding between my lips and into my hole, frigging me as he sucked on my nipples.
His other hand snaked down my back to explore between my cheeks, finding, and lightly scratching and rubbing at my puckered little rosebud. He slid his finger down past my anus, and into my wet pussy, sliding in and out of me with alternate hands as he suckled on my achingly erect nipples. Then the hand that was behind me was withdrawn from my pussy and slid back up to my pucker, and as he raised his head to kiss me, he slid his finger deep into my anus, making me gasp at the sudden pleasurable invasion.
He continued to frig me in both holes as he kissed me, and the combination of his kiss and his fingers plugging my anus and lightly brushing against my clitoris was slowly driving me crazy. I broke our kiss and pulled him toward the bed, all I wanted was to get that meaty ramrod shoved deep into me, but Gerry had other ideas. As he helped me onto the bed, he pulled me back down toward him, draping my legs over the side of the bed as he knelt on the floor. I knew what he wanted, and I spread my legs willingly for him as he leaned forward and began planting soft, feather-touch kisses along my inner thighs and around my bare pussy.
He kept this up until I was almost out of my mind; I wanted his lips and tongue where they'd do the most good; firmly up against my steaming cunt. Each time I tried to press his head against my vulva he shook me off with a grin and went back to kissing and licking everywhere except where I needed it most.
Finally he relented and leaned in to kiss and lightly lick my gaping slit, those feather touches still tormenting me, but when I hunched my pussy up against his mouth, he jammed his tongue into my pussy as far as he could, licking my inner lips as his tongue filled my hole. I groaned out aloud with pleasure, and groaned again when his lips and tongue captured my aching clitoris, the thrills shuddering through me as my baby brother ate my cunt so expertly.
Gerry lapped and sucked my clitoris, keeping me on the brink of orgasm while he gently, expertly played my pussy like a concert violinist, not a note out of place as he took me to places I had rarely been, the big one building inside me the whole time. He kept me on that edge until finally he jammed his tongue into my tight rosebud. I came then, dissolving into a screaming maelstrom of pleasure as my whole body shuddered and quivered with the sensations roaring through me, wave after wave of pure ecstasy washing over me while white lightning danced through my eyes, blinding me with pleasure as my brother ate me so completely perfectly.
I think I passed out from the sheer overload of sensation, because the next thing I remember is being on the bed with Gerry's massive arms holding me tight against him. As I turned to smile at him, he kissed me again, and once again the need for him rose up and slammed into me like a wall. I wanted him, I needed him so badly right now, I wanted him to take me and make me his, I wanted to own and be owned by him, and I wanted it all to happen right now!
He must have seen something of this flicker in my eyes, and he smiled at me in complete understanding. His hands moved down to cup and squeeze my bum cheeks, pulling them apart as he kissed me. I turned onto my back, parting my legs to let him know I was ready for him, and Gerry moved up between my thighs, sliding his hand under the small of my back to push my midsection up, enabling him to lick and nibble on my nipples. As I writhed beneath him, the sensations from my nipples zinging up and down my central nervous system, I felt his solid cock prodding at the wet entrance to my pussy. I reached down and held him, aiming him properly, and nodded. Gerry smiled and began to slowly push forward.
Christ, he was thick! I could feel my gash splitting as his enormous cock-head slowly slid into me, but I had to make him go slowly; I'd never had anything that big in me before, and I needed to adjust and get used to it.
Slowly, inexorably, that fat pillar of flesh slid into me while I gasped like an Eskimo in a heat wave, until I felt his big soft velvety balls banging gently against my arsehole; he was in, oh my God, I'd actually fitted that thing into me!
He waited for me to stop gasping before he began to slowly, oh! so slowly, pump in and out of me , withdrawing almost all the way out, leaving me feeling empty, then sliding back in to restore that delicious feeling of fullness I was coming to need from this superb cock I had buried in me. As I became accustomed to the fit and the feel of him inside me, he slowly began to pump more rhythmically, sliding his cock in and out, in an increasing tempo while I shook, writhed and shuddered beneath him, orgasm after orgasm chasing though me. Even my darling Charlie and that axe-handle cock of his had never made me come so hard or so often, and my heart was drumming like Roger Taylor on steroids as Gerry pistoned that stone-hard column of flesh into me.
His hands slid further around my bum, gripping hold of the cheeks and pulling them apart as he pounded into me, and suddenly I knew what I wanted him to do to me. I leaned up and whispered into his ear, and he stopped pounding to look at me quizzically. I grinned and nodded, and so my cocksman of a brother slid his fabulous dick out of me, making my gaping pussy twinge with regret as that empty feeling rushed in again. Gerry knelt back as I took a moment to catch my breath from that raging-bull pounding I'd just had, and I turned onto my front, kneeling in front of him. As I leaned forward, sticking my arse in the air, Gerry took hold of my hips and pulled me to him. I was expecting him to mount me, but instead I felt his tongue slowly and gently lap at my gaping pussy, tasting me rather than stimulating me. Then his target became clear; with a sudden, slow, unstoppable push, he forced his tongue deep into my bum hole, rimming me deeply as his fingers slid into my streaming pussy.
As I gasped at the sensation, he withdrew, and once again I felt his cock pressing against my pussy, sliding into the gaping slit to bury itself deep inside me. I pouted and murmured in disappointment, but I needn't have worried; he was just lubricating himself, and after a couple of pumps he withdrew, placing his cock head instead against my quivering bum hole.
"Yes, Gerry, please, baby brother, fuck my arse, I want that thing in my arse now, shove it in me!" I begged him, and he obliged, slowly but inexorably pushing forward. I was used to this from doing it on a regular basis with Charlie, so I relaxed and pushed my ring out. Even so, he was significantly thicker than Charlie, so it was still a pretty hit and miss thing as to whether he was going to get that pillar of a cock into my arse, willing or no!
At last, I could feel his huge girth stretching me open, sliding into me millimetre by millimetre. Darling Gerry deliberately kept it as slow as possible, that sweet, considerate boy. He could tell from my gasping and twitching that it wasn't going in easy, but I was determined to get every inch of that magnificent sculpted cock shoved all the way up my arse, if it took the rest of the night.
Once he was in, he began that slow in-out motion, the sensation as he pulled back out thrilling me almost beyond endurance, and the breathtaking feeling of fullness as he slid back in to fill me again. All the while I was gabbling and praising him, almost incoherent with the pleasure overload as he fucked my back hole so perfectly.
"Oh God, oh God, yesss, yess, Oh Christ, Gerry, yess, like that, baby...!" the litany went on as he pounded into me, seemingly inexhaustible, his stamina, and ability to keep me gasping on the end of his mighty cock finally clearing away all childhood images of him and leaving behind only the picture in my mind of his sheer physical beauty; all I knew was, he was mine now, and I was his, now and forever; he owned me, and I would never again want or need anyone else; that was the simple truth of it.



The relentless pounding of his cock into my anus was having its effect on me; mini-orgasms chased and spun through me, making my belly quiver and my nipples tingle as one after another raced through me. Gerry was feeling it too, and he suddenly pulled me upright, his hands clasping my breasts tightly as he continued to piston his cock into me. The different angle, the feel of his warm hands rubbing and squeezing my nipples, and the whole incredibly filthy, erotic, hyper-sexual scenario we were playing-out here exploded in my mind. I came in a truly shattering wash of pulsating orgasmic shock, an earthquake of pleasure that had me shrieking out as I came like a feight-train, an orgasm no man had ever given me, not even my darling Charlie, inventively dirty-minded sex-god that he was!
As I came my anus tightened as my pussy convulsed and squirted my juices in a spray over the bedcovers, and that tipped Gerry over the edge; I felt his cock swell and stiffen even further, wedging in my tight hole as he spurted what felt like a gallon of hot spunk deep into my bowels, bathing my insides with his delicious cock-cream. Jet after jet of it rammed inside me, his thick cock plugging me so fully that not a drop flowed out, all of it was injected into the place that needed it most; my tight bumhole. As he filled me he continued to ram into me and the sensation of his spunk spraying inside me, his cock continually hammering me, his fingers rubbing and squeezing my tender nipples all combined into one long pulse beat of orgasms, one after another flaring through me, making me gasp and sob in fulfilment.
At last it was over, and I sagged against him, only holding myself upright by reaching behind him and locking my hands behind his neck. Gerry kissed me softly on the base of my neck, and slid his hands down from my breasts to cup my stomach and my pussy, holding me against him as I quivered and twitched in aftershock. He slowly released his grip on me, allowing me to disengage from that columnar cock still jammed in my arse and slide to the bed, so fucking sated it was untrue; I had literally been fucked to a standstill, me, Lorna Boscombe, voracious man-eater, Queen of Kink, and sexually inventive fuck-bunny par excellence, fucked almost senseless by my baby brother; how would I ever live it down!
I was utterly shagged-out; after climbing to that peak of sexual climax, all I wanted to do was sled down the gentle slope on the other side into sleep. Gerry seemed to understand this, and after pulling the soaked bedcovers off the bed and throwing a thick continental quilt from the closet over me, he climbed into bed and wrapped his arms around me as I spooned against him. The warmth of his body, the decadently thick softness of the quilt, and the reassuring feel of him pressed against me almost immediately sent me into the sleep of the truly jungle-fucked.
I awoke in the morning in a strange room, mildly disorientated for a few seconds, then memory of the previous day, and the hot, semen-soaked night came flooding back, and I turned to look at Gerry, my little brother, asleep naked in bed with me. I tried to work out what I was feeling. I tried to make myself feel revulsion for what I'd, we'd done, or anger at him for what he'd let me do with him, or disgust with myself for instigating the whole thing in the first place, but none of those things happened. Instead, all I could feel for him was complete adoration. I loved him, I loved his body, his sweet face, his soft gentle hands, his deep, soft voice, and most of all, his instant, unquestioning acceptance of me back into his life with no recriminations. I loved him for that and I suddenly realised something else; I loved him because I was in love with him. He'd finally reached that place in me that no-one else had, not even my darling Soldier-Boy, Charlie Manville.
I studied him carefully, noting the line of his jaw, the shape of his nose and chin, the errant wave of bright golden hair falling over one eye even in his sleep, and most of all that smooth, tanned, wonderfully sculpted body of his. In repose he looked young, sweet, and innocent, a little boy again, except no little boy could have a magnificent body like that! No wonder all those girls last night had been throwing themselves at him while I fumed in a corner. Now he was here, with me, and I almost wrung my hands in exultation at the thought; all that was mine, all mine!
But, and this was a big but, he was still my little brother; how did I get past that, and was I actually in love with him, or just deeply in lust? He'd given me a night of sexual pleasure I had never experienced before, with anyone, was I just reacting to that? I needed to get my head around this and sort myself out.
More to the point, how did Gerry feel about this turn of events? He was obviously sexually experienced, so was I just another notch on his belt-buckle, or did he share that connection I was feeling so strongly? I knew that having had this once, I would want it again, and soon. Would we just become fuck-buddies, screwing each other when the opportunity arose while we waited for the 'right' one to come along? I felt a definite unease at that thought; something deep inside me wanted him to be so much more than that, to anchor him more tightly to me than that, but I couldn't ask him; he'd have to tell me himself.
I was studying his features raptly, comparing those features to mine when his eyes fluttered open, to look directly into mine.
"Hello, beautiful!" he murmured, reaching out to touch my lip gently, smiling as I smiled back at him, then his smile disappeared, to be replaced by a look of real concern as two big tears rolled down my cheeks.
"Hey, no, Lor, please, don't do that, please!" he said, reaching for me. "What brought that on, Sis?" he murmured as he cradled me close, his chest broad and firm and reassuring as he held me tightly.
"Please, Lor, tell me what I did, I promise I won't do it again, I swear, baby, don't cry, darling, please!" he whispered as he rocked me gently, holding me tightly and so obviously scared he'd crush me, darling boy that was!
At last I stopped crying, memories of him calling me 'darling' and 'baby' coming to the fore. Was that really how he thought of me, or was he just being comforting? I had to know.
"Gerry," I started, my previous resolve so shaken that I felt I needed to ask him about us "I need to know something. I need you to do something for me; I need you to be honest with me. Will you do that? Please?"
He looked at me in puzzlement, but his big soft hands kept brushing my hair back from my forehead, and his arms around me never relaxed for one second.
"Of course, Lor, anything for you; I would never lie to you or deceive you!"
I heard the ring of truth and sincerity in his voice, and my heart rose.
"Gerry, I want, I need you to be honest with me right now. I want you to tell me what you think of me, what you want from me, and how you feel about me. I have to know, especially after last night!"
Gerry smoothed my hair one last time, and looked directly into my eyes.
"Lor, I kind of worked out that you'd been with a few guys, or maybe not so few, before last night. I don't care about that, truly. I've been with a few girls as well, so I'm hardly likely to take the moral high ground in that kind of dispute!" He grinned fleetingly.
"What I'm trying to say is that you may have had a few blokes before me, but I don't think you understand us as well as you think you do. Some of us, maybe more of us than you think, never forget their first love, even if she doesn't know that's what she was. We go through life falling in love, or not, but always remembering and pining, even a little bit way down inside, for that very first girl, the one who got away. I feel a little silly confessing this now; you were the one that got away from me, but you didn't know it."
"I've been in love with you since I was 12, Lorna, but you were never bothered with me. But that's okay; I guess I was kind of an annoying little tick, but even after everything that happened I never gave you up. I couldn't, you were always my picture of perfection, and I saw you in my mind's eye every single day. No-one ever came close enough to even start to eclipse you; well, maybe one." He looked pensive for a moment.
"I always compared girls I met, or fancied, or got to know, to you, and none of them ever matched up to you. You were the impossible dream!" He grinned at the corny phrase.
"When I saw you yesterday my heart nearly stopped; you were beautiful when you were young, but now you're absolutely stunning! Last night was the best night of my life, like all my Christmases and birthdays had come at once; I finally had you, you were mine, and you wanted me. I almost had to pinch myself to see if I'd wake up. I was actually afraid to go to sleep last night in case I woke up and it had all just been Gerry losing his mind and lucid dreaming about something that could never happen. But here you are, and there it is. I have always loved you, Lorna, I love you now, and I will always love you!"
I sat, open-mouthed in astonishment at him confessing how he felt about me. I'd asked him baldly to tell me what last night had meant to him, and he'd told me, and it was everything I wanted to hear, and more. I thrilled inside as I heard what he said. This was what I had hoped so desperately he would say, and my mind was whirling as my feelings crowded together in my heart, which burst and overflowed.
I launched myself at him, pushing him over onto his back as I landed on top of him, holding his face with both hands as I kissed him madly, wildly, laughing and crying in between deep, heartfelt kisses. Gerry grinned against my lips and held me tight, waiting for the storm to die down while kissing me back as enthusiastically as I was kissing him.
At last we surfaced for air, and Gerry held me up so he could look into my eyes.
"Apparently I said the right thing, Lor! You asked me, I said what I wanted to say, what I never thought I'd ever have the chance to say, and I take you're pleased with what I had to say. I had the chance to tell you, so I took it. Does this mean we're a couple now?"
I grinned at him through my tears.
"Gerald Boscombe, the only thing I want to say is, 'Miss Barkis is willing', always, everywhere, and in any way. I love you too Gerry. I was agonising about this earlier, but you decided me. Now we only have to find a way to make it work!"
Grinning like a pumpkin, Gerry pulled me back down to him.
"Less talk, then, and more play; we have all day to talk, let's fool around for a while!"
That sounded like a good idea; in fact, it sounded like a great idea!
We were just getting interested in some serious mutual groping when there came a hurried knock on the front door. Gerry sat up, looking puzzled.
"Who the hell could that be this early? Everyone I know should be comatose by now! Wait there, sweetie, I'll get rid of them!"
With that, he pulled on a pair of jeans and padded over to the front door.
As he opened it, the lovely oriental girl from the party last night flung her arms around his neck and planted a passionate, lingering kiss right on his lips. All my 'keep away from my bone' instincts reared up followed by a feeling of intense curiosity; was this 'the one' he'd mentioned earlier?
Gerry pulled away from her, holding her by her shoulders.
"Uh Jenna, I'm not alone...!" indicating his bedroom with a nod. Jenna's gaze followed his glance, seeing me through the open door sitting up in bed with the quilt pulled up under my arms, obviously naked. She seemed completely unabashed, instead grinning, then kissing her fingertip and tipping it at me. I couldn't help but grin back; the girl had panache, I had to admit!
"So Gerry, darling, who's the babe?" she grinned, while Gerry just stared at her in confusion. Jenna came into the bedroom and sat on the bed. I took the opportunity to study her; she truly was gorgeous; large expressive almond eyes, a small snub nose, high cheekbones, and wide curving red lips, with a cap of jet black hair cut in a glossy bob surrounding and perfectly framing her heart-shaped face. For some reason she was wearing a tightly belted raincoat, an expensive Burberry by the look of it.
"Hi, I'm Jenna, one of Gerry's...friends. Are you a...friend too?" she grinned broadly, the cheeky innuendo in the question not lost on me, and I found myself warming to her even more.
"Hi, I'm Lorna, and I'm Gerry's...friend!" I smiled back, and that was that.
Gerry came back into the bedroom now that the introductions were done, sat next to me and briefly nuzzled my neck, making me giggle. Jenna grinned at that, and slapped him smartly on his thigh.
"Oww, I must remember not to do that!" she grinned, shaking her hand and winking broadly at me. "Leave the girl alone, Gerry, you'll have plenty of time for that later!"
Gerry smiled slowly at her.
"So what brings you round here at this ungodly hour, Jenna? From what I saw you drinking last night, you should still be sound asleep under someone or other!"
Jenna twinkled at him.
"I was, he rolled over, I got up, got dressed, and came to say goodbye!"
Gerry grinned, but looked puzzled.
"Where are you going Jenna, it's only seven in the morning?"
Jenna smirked and leaned back against the footboard of the bed.
"As of right now, I'm no longer Jenna Kwai Lam. My new legal identity is in place, I'm now Genevieve Cole, got the passport to prove it, and I'm on my way to a research post at Stanford. I wanted to tell you before anyone else. My parents have already decided that I'm getting married; they've basically auctioned me off to the highest bidder. That's where it all goes pear-shaped for them; I absolutely refuse to spend the rest of my life as the wrist ornament of some shrivelled billionaire businessman; do I look like a fucking Rolex, Darling?"
"Tsu Lien Lai has my old passport and name, my parents can try and pass her off as me for all I care, I'm going to California and do research, not rot away a million miles away from anywhere married to some repulsive, tedious old fuck with a teeny-weenie little peenie! No, I'm going to have fun, hopefully I'll find a big shaggy blonde surfer-boy with a cock hanging around his knees and do a little howling of my own!"
Gerry was looking at her in astonishment.
"Jenna, what exactly have you done?"
Jenna grinned broadly, her perfect white teeth flashing.
"Don't worry, Darling Boy, it's all legal! I changed my name a few weeks ago, the college accepted that, and graduated me in my new name. I sort of...forgot to tell the parents when Graduation was, I really didn't want them turning up and spoiling it all, so they're blissfully ignorant in Kuala Lumpur while I'm fucking-off to California with a new name, so all is well with the world! Lai will use my name and my credit card all over the place for a while to lay a false trail for me, then she's joining me in California by a roundabout route, and we'll have a fucking ball. She's also got a post at Stanford, so we can hit the men there in a two-pronged attack!"
Gerry was laughing in delight by the time she'd finished, and I was grinning as well; she'd certainly planned well, and it was so audacious yet simple it couldn't help but work. This approach was something I was going to remember when another situation came up a couple of years later, but more of that later...
Gerry was still looking a little concerned.
"Jenna...Genevieve...whatever, what about your parents? I don't want to piss in your plate, but isn't that kind of a drastic way of making yourself an orphan? You do sort of owe them for paying for all this, so..."
Jenna grinned.
"Nonsense, you gorgeous boy you, they brought this on themselves! I absolutely refuse to be sold off like a piece of meat so they can swan around in the matched Mercedes-Benz's they'll demand as part of the marriage contract! They have other daughters, in fact, if the rumours are true, my father has a whole other family my mother knows nothing about, so they can fucking sell one of them; me, I'm heading off to see if it's true what they say about California surfer boys!"
Gerry smiled sadly.
"So I guess this really is goodbye, then. I'll miss you, Jenna!"
Jenna leaned over and pecked his cheek.
"I'll miss you too, Darling Boy. I came over here for one last hurrah, but you're otherwise occupied, so I suppose I'm wasting my time...?" She asked hopefully, unbuckling and letting her raincoat swing open; she was naked underneath.
I was immediately fascinated, and not a little interested, either. Gerry was obviously interested, but he looked at me helplessly. I wanted to see this, I wanted to watch my boy in action, so I gave him the dirtiest grin I could dredge up, winked at Jenna, and sat back to watch the show.
Jenna grinned a big happy grin and dropped her raincoat to the floor. She really was stunning, a long, lithe body with sexy peach-pink skin, long slim legs, a tiny waist, and high small breasts tipped with dark coral-pink stiffly erect nipples. Her pubes were bare, and the sight of her naked pussy made me feel all warm and liquid inside.
Somehow I knew that I'd be sampling her soon, and the anticipation made my own pussy swell and gently throb. I was always up for a little girl-on-girl, I enjoyed the taste of a sweet succulent pussy as much as I loved the feel of a man inside me or the taste of his cock, and I was eager for my chance to play with this beautiful girl.
Jenna tugged at Gerry's waistband, popping the button on his jeans and grabbing the sizeable bulge pushing out the zipper region. She squeezed him, hard, making him groan as she nipped his chin.
"Is that a python in your pants or are you just pleased to see me, blondie?" she slurred, licking his chin, and slipping her hand inside his jeans, groping him as she writhed against him.
"Holy Buggery, Batman, what have you been feeding this thing? It's fucking huge! Is that all for me?" she teased, while beads of perspiration slowly formed on his forehead. With one quick move she yanked open his zipper and tugged his jeans down over his hips, letting that superb column of meat spring unfettered from his groin.
"Christ, every time I see this thing it looks better!" she groaned, "what are you waiting for, pretty-boy, fuck me!"
At that, Gerry pushed his jeans down all the way and kicked them off as he guided Jenna back to the bed. As he sat down, Jenna pushed him back to lie flat as her lips and tongue travelled down his sculpted torso to finally engulf his superb penis. The sight of this beautiful oriental girl cocksucking my brother was making my pussy itch and twitch, and when she lifted her head and grinned at me, I knew what to do next.
Jenna slid back up my baby brother's body, straddling him and slowly impaling herself on that thick pillar of meat. I shuffled forward until my knees were on each side of his head, my pussy right over his mouth.
Gerry pulled me down to him, his tongue spearing into me as I settled over his face, and almost immediately he found my engorged clitoris. As he licked and sucked my wet gash, Jenna lifted and slid back down on his cock, pleasuring herself as she rode him. Gerry was nibbling and sucking my clitoris like crazy, and I was holding myself back with all the willpower I had; I didn't want this to end just yet, not until I'd had a chance to taste Jenna properly. As we pounded away on top of Gerry, our lips met, and Jenna and I tongue-fenced as we pumped, pounded and ground away on top of him.
I came first, a volcanic eruption of pleasure, fed by the game we were playing here, and as I shook and shuddered, Jenna sucked my tongue as she squeezed and rubbed my nipples, rolling my orgasm on and on.



As I slumped back and off his face, Gerry pulled Jenna down to kiss her, and she responded by licking my juices of his face, before looking at me and smacking her lips. God she was sexy!
Jenna climbed off Gerry, and swapped ends, sliding her lips over his raging cock, kneeling so her lovely backside was high in the air. I took this as an invitation, taking hold of those delicious globes and kissing and licking between them, tasting her secret hole and making her mewl around the cock buried in her mouth. She pushed back against me, forcing my tongue deeper into her bum, and we stayed like that for the sweetest while, her mouth sucking on Gerry's cock while I rimmed and reamed out her bum hole with my tongue. I was eager to taste her pussy, so, reluctantly, I pulled away from her sweet back hole and licked the folded crease of her pussy, inhaling her scent as I lapped and licked her. Her pussy was sweet and tangy, so I bored in, teasing, tasting and probing, making her moan and gasp around the cock in her mouth.
I pulled her cheeks apart so I could get in closer, sliding a finger into her tight hole as I licked her succulent pussy in long strokes from her clitoris to her rosebud, making her jump and twitch as I lapped all her sweet spots.
Eventually, my teasing and licking was too much for her, and her pussy convulsed a she came in a series of waves, her tight little anus winking at me as her orgasm swept over her, making her groan out loud. This was too much for Gerry, and he came in a rush and flood of spunk, filling her mouth as I jammed my tongue in her arse, her orgasm flaring as Gerry pumped himself dry into her hungry mouth.
We all collapsed on the bed, our hearts racing with the force and depth of our sexual release, too drained to do anything except paw and stroke each other, maintaining connection after that shattering experience.
Jenna was the first to recover.
"If I'd known Gerry's sister could fuck like that I'd have come looking for you myself, Lorna. No wonder Gerry's keeping you to himself in here!"
I froze.
"You...You know? How?"
Jenna laughed, a light, amused tinkle.
"Lorna, I'm not completely dense, you know! From certain angles, you and he are almost identical; it wasn't hard to put two and two together!"
Now I was worried, but Jenna rolled over to me and slipped her tongue into my mouth as her hands slid down to cup and squeeze my bum cheeks, pulling my mound tight against hers.
"Relax, Lorna; if I had a brother half as hot as Gerry I'd have pounded his cock into oblivion fucking years ago!"
As she talked she rubbed her pussy lips against mine, the wet friction doing strange things to me. I arched my back to push my pussy harder into hers, and she leaned forward and sucked my nipples between her teeth, chewing softly on one then the other, sending bursts of pleasure shooting up and down my spine. I slid further down the bed, while Jenna slid further back, her leg pushing under me until I lifted my hips to allow her leg under me, and suddenly our pussies were locked lip to lip, our clitorises grinding against the other's cunt in a mind-blowing welter of wet succulence and arousing heat. So this was what 'scissor sisters' felt like! I rubbed and rode my pussy against hers, our juices mingling and lubricating us as we slid back and forth and gyrated our hips to plunge our pussies against each other.
Jenna was breathing harder and harder, her movements becoming jerkier as she approached her orgasm, and I knew I was getting there with her. She came with a hissing scream, her convulsing pussy jammed against mine, setting me off in an orgasmic whirl of my own, making me scream out in fulfilment. We lay locked together as our mutual orgasm died away, finally untwining ourselves from each other and sharing a long passionate kiss.
I looked up to see Gerry grinning at us.
"Fucking hell, Lor, that was the horniest thing I've ever seen, please promise me you'll do that again soon!" he smiled, and I had to grin; under all that adult male exterior, the horny teenager still lurked in waiting!
Jenna rolled over to run her fingers slowly over Gerry's jawline and lip.
"I'm going to miss you, Darling Boy!" she murmured, and I could see tears glimmering in her eyes.
Gerry, sweet boy that he was, he caught her and held her close as she lunged at him, her arms locking around his neck as she collapsed into his lap. She cried silently, knowing this was the last time she'd see him, and I didn't begrudge her one second of it; she had a history with him, and she deserved her goodbye, no matter what form it took.
"You don't have to go, Jen, really!" he whispered, stroking her hair as she cried against his shoulder, and I wanted to hold her too, and comfort her, and keep her here with us; I think I might even have begun to fall in love with her.
She leaned back to look at up at him through teary, reddened eyes.
"Yes I do, Gerry, you know I do; if I stay, my parents will find me, and I'll end up being press-ganged into marrying some creepy old fucker in Malaysia or Singapore or somewhere just as God-forsaken! I love you like crazy, but I have to run, best I make a break for it while I still can. You know what, though? I'll come back one day, I promise, and you, Lorna, and I can play some more, okay? Keep a candle in the window for me!"
Now I was in tears; I'd only just found her, and she was leaving us, leaving me. Gerry looked at me with sympathy and understanding in his eyes as Jenna belted her raincoat back on and slipped on her shoes.
"I really have to run, darlings, I'm sorry, I need to get my stuff, my flight is from Stanstead at one o'clock and it's already eight! Gerry, don't you dare forget me, remember, I had you first, and I do, do love you so, you'll always be my Darling Boy! Lorna, look after him for me, and I promise you, I'll come back as soon as I can, keep a space warm in the bed for me, darlings!"
With a flurry of hugs, and a long passionate kiss for me, she was gone. Gerry put his arm around me, and all the promises I'd made myself about being strong went out the window as I cried for her like my heart was breaking. The last time I cried like that was for Zoe Huxley, my beautiful, quiet, sexy little school crush, who'd seduced me on the school ski trip my last year and taught me just how beautiful it could be with another girl. When she left to go to university in Milan, I was inconsolable.
Gerry pulled me against him and rocked me as I cried, his arms strong, and firm, and comforting, but when I looked up at him, his cheeks were wet too.
I woke up several hours later still in his arms. He was fast asleep, with me still cradled in his lap, and I saw that he'd been crying in his sleep. Poor boy, Jenna leaving had affected him deeply, and I remembered what he'd said to me about first loves; she may not have been his first love, but she was obviously one of his best and truest, and my heart ached for the pain my boy was feeling. I had a momentary twinge of jealousy as I remembered she'd said she was his first, something I could never have, and it had to mean something to him, he was crying for her. I promised myself I would never leave him. I was his first love; he told me so. I would be the one who stayed this time, I would never desert him.
He must have sensed I was awake, his eyes fluttered open and he looked at me, the momentary flash of pain and loss in his eyes stabbing me as I realised he was looking for Jenna.
"Jenna...?" he murmured, obviously still confused, and I loved him even more at that moment. He had loved her, and he'd lost her, and my heart ached for him, that he could love me as he had said, but still feel the loss of his other love.
"No Gerry, just me!" I quavered, also missing her, and the darling boy gathered me even closer.
"It will never be 'just' you, Lor, never! I love Jenna, but I'm in love with you, I always have been, but Jenna was there for me when no-one else was, I just need time to let her go. Is that okay with you? I don't want to hurt you, and I don't want to lose you, now that I've finally got you, but I..."
I understood what he was saying, and even though I was feeling her loss too, I was feeling even more than ever just how much I wanted this beautiful, sad, sweet, golden man-child here with me right now. I reached up to stroke his handsome, boyish face.
"It's okay, baby, I understand, take all the time you need; when you're ready, you'll find me there, don't worry; I miss her too, I've got to find a way to let her go too, maybe we can do it together?"
He looked down at me, and tried to smile, and that's when the tears spilled down his cheeks as he cried for her, unashamed in front of me, knowing I wasn't judging him, instead sharing his loss with an equal portion of my own. I had never seen Gerry cry. Even as a child he'd been solemn, controlled, closely shuttered, almost detached from his feelings. Now he was revealing to me his inner self, and it shook me, but left me feeling oddly privileged that he trusted me with his vulnerability. Now it was my turn to comfort him, to hold him close and murmur soothing words as I stroked his face, the back of his neck, his shoulders, maintaining contact with him, just letting him know I was still there.
I wanted to cry for him as well; our father had abandoned and ostracized him, then I'd done the same, and he'd grown up in the care of others, friends who'd cared more for him than we had. He'd had to make his way through life alone because neither dad nor I had cared enough about him to reach out and call him back. Of course he loved Jenna; she was one of those people who'd shown him true love and affection when he needed it most, maybe the only one, and yet he'd never let me go; with all my abandonment of him, he'd still held high that torch for me. I owed him for that, for never letting me go when I'd let him go years before. I owed him for believing, even in the face of all things to the contrary, that one day he'd be able to tell me what he felt for me. Who was the one here with the true depth of character and loyalty if not him? With that came the understanding that I loved Jenna not just for her, but because she'd loved Gerry well enough to keep his sweet self intact in spite of the way we'd abandoned him. She'd kept him safe and undamaged for me.
Eventually his tears stopped, and his composure began to return.
"Lor, I'm sorry about that, it's just, just... Jenna was always there for me, she was my first, I never thought I'd lose her, and now..." he rubbed his eyes with the heels of his hands, and continued.
"I never seriously believed that one day you and I could be like this. Oh, I hoped, but it was always a fantasy. Jenna was real, she was almost you, and it was enough of my fantasy come true that I thought I might find with her what I couldn't have with you. It was only ever you, but she came so close. Now she's gone. I'm sorry Lor; I loved her so much, and now she's gone...!"
His voice broke and tears started in his eyes again, but he mastered himself, and smiled through the film of tears in his eyes.
"But I loved you more, and you're still here! You won't leave me alone again, will you Lor?"
I knelt up and held him as close as I could, my heart breaking for the loss and longing in his voice. I knew then that I loved him, not just in a physical way, not even in a spiritual way, but in a completely normal, uncomplicated human way, the way a woman should love her man. In my mind he'd stopped being my younger brother; that bond was gone, Jenna had taken that away with her, and freed me to love him the way I should. As I held him, I silently thanked her for giving him to me in such a pristine state, no anger or resentment or stored-up hatred in him; she'd managed to keep his gentle soul, his disarming honesty, and his sweet nature intact and I would always love her for that.
Gerry held me close as I hugged him, kissing his forehead lightly and listening to his ragged breathing harsh in his throat as he fought to not cry anymore, small sobs dying unborn as he forced himself to breathe deeply and evenly. His arms tightened around me as he kissed my shoulders and the hollow of my throat, little feather touches to tell me he was back in control and that his storm was over.
I relaxed my grip on him, sliding back down to sit on his lap once more and rest my head on his chest. His heartbeat was slow, regular, and strong, soothing and hypnotic. I found myself being lulled by it, and nestled down in the security of his arms around me, keeping me safe from the outside world.
I was falling asleep, and caught myself several times; each time I started awake again, I looked up, and there was Gerry, looking at me with those beautiful blue-violet eyes, smiling gently at me.
This would never do, I decided, so I sat up and clambered off his lap, to climb into the bed and pull the duvet up over me. I flipped back the corner of the duvet in invitation, and he grinned as he slid in next to me and wrapped his arms around me. Now THAT was better! I rolled over on my side, and Gerry immediately spooned me against him, pulling me in close against his warm chest and stomach and once again wrapping his arms around me. Feeling protected, warm, and at peace, I fell asleep, to dream of blue eyes, golden hair, almond eyes and red lips, and a deep well of sadness and regret they swirled and danced in.
I woke alone, refreshed and upbeat, loss transmuted into nostalgic regret, and warmth in my heart replacing the chill of loss. I briefly wondered where Gerry was, then I heard the bathroom door open, and seconds later there he was, with a towel wrapped around his waist. His hair was wet, with beaded droplets of water running down his chest, and he looked just delicious and ready to ravage.
"Hello Lor!" he grinned. "It's getting late; lunchtime came and went hours ago, so I think it's only fair I buy you dinner. Come on, up and at 'em!"
I fished out my watch from the pile of clothes I'd dumped the night before and gasped in shock – it was nearly 6:30! With that came the realisation that I was ravenous; feasting on Gerry would have to wait; right now I needed food, real food. Wait, what I really needed was a shower...
I dashed into the bathroom and had a short but luxurious hot shower, the hot needle-spray relaxing and invigorating me, recharging me for more all-in wrestling with that equally hot boy out there, after a good meal, of course!
Gerry took me to Alimentum on Hills Road for dinner in his dilapidated but still gorgeous Morgan 2+2 ("It's Cambridge, darling Girl, can't be seen in a Jap-Trap, don't y'know!" he grinned at me outrageously), and we dined on pan-fried wild salmon, exquisite little venison pies with pickled redcurrants, grilled fillet of beef glazed with blue cheese, and summer vegetables, and a warm fruit compote of raspberries, apricots, apple and lime in pastry shells glazed with honey and dressed with sliced figs. Gerry kept the wine coming all evening, and I found myself drinking more of the excellent house Cabernet Sauvignon than I normally would have, but it was a special occasion, and I was with the one man I knew wouldn't take advantage of me; besides, he'd already rammed that wonderful cock of his up my arse as hard as he could, what else could he possibly do to me?
All through the meal, the sight of Gerry and his bright golden hair in the soft light, his beautiful, classic features, that spectacular physique of his had been catching the eyes of every female in the room, patron and waitress alike, but he only had eyes for me. I was thrilling all evening with the thought I'd be leaving with this mouth-watering, eye-catching chunk of manly fuck-meat, and every woman in the place knew it.
I was in my element. I deliberately didn't make a fuss of him; I absolutely knew any woman or girl there would gladly drop to their knees without hesitation if he asked them; I could feel the sexual tension building in the air, the way the females in a pride of lions twitch their tails and flick their ears when the alpha male stalks through the pride. Every woman there was signalling, subtly, and some not so subtly, that they were interested in him, and so I went out of my way to not strip him with my eyes, to not lean into him every chance I got, to not stare at his lips and eyes raptly, signalling the other females there that I didn't need to attract him, he was already mine, and he was leaving with me.
Poor Gerry never picked up on this, of course; he was just a male, and like 99% of all males, female body language was a closed book to him; he truly didn't get that by walking into the place he'd suddenly become the alpha-male; instead the sweet boy spent his entire evening watching me raptly, attending to my every whim and request, gently stroking my hand on the table, flicking an errant wisp of hair out of my face, unconsciously priming me to fuck him like a sex-crazed baboon when we got out of there.
As we ate, we talked about what we'd been doing since we were last in the same room together, almost seven years ago now; Gerry was fascinated to learn I'd graduated from The Slade School with a degree in Fine Arts, and had my own Interior Decorating and Design business in Oxfordshire, not far from Henley-on-Thames. As I rambled on about my life, and what I'd been doing with it, I hadn't realised just how much the wine had loosened my tongue, and I quite naturally found myself telling him about Lucy...and my adventures with Charlie.
I suddenly realised what I was saying, and clammed-up, looking at him fearfully, searching for signs of disgust or rejection or distaste, but all I saw was lively interest. He picked-up on my sudden silence, grinning at me.
"Lor, it's okay, really; you and this guy Charlie were obviously having something special, just like Jenna and me. It's okay to have a past, it happened, and it's a part of you. I've got Jenna, and you've got Charlie, we've swapped our love stories, and now we have each other. I don't own you, you know; you're not my personal possession, and I'm not going kill any man who looks at you! Charlie's a part of your life, just like Jenna's a part of mine, we can't deny that, and it would be foolish to try, so tell me about him, please!"
I couldn't resist that frank gaze, and the whole story came spilling out, haltingly at first, but then more coherently as I told him about Charlie's urge to join the army from young, his years of training at Sandhurst, his imminent departure for Afghanistan, and my own secret fear; that there was a bullet or a bomb or a grenade waiting for him out there. I began to cry then, Gerry notwithstanding, and lovely, understanding man that he was, he dried my eyes as I shed some tears for my beautiful Boy Soldier.
When I'd finished telling him everything, Gerry looked wistfully at me.
"He sounds special; I wish I'd met him, even if it was just to say 'Thank You' for making you so happy! Maybe I will one day; he sounds like the kind of bloke I could get on with."
I felt a warm glow when my lovely brother said that; I could see he really did mean it. One thing I did know and remember about him was his almost complete inability to lie, or even prevaricate just a little; even 'little white lies' were alien to him. Gerry saw the world in black and white, no shades of grey, so when he said he wished he'd met Charlie, he truly meant it. I beamed at him, proud of the straight-shooting, unconfused moral code he'd developed; he really was a fine man.
"What about you, Gerry, what comes next for you, are you looking for a job? After all, you have a Double First from Cambridge, the world is pretty much your oyster now!"
He grinned sheepishly.
"I kind of thought I'd stay on and do either my Master's, or work toward a D.Phil, what do you think, Lor?" He asked shyly, as though he really need my opinion!



I thought about it for a second, but I guessed I knew which way he was thinking.
"Master's, unless you think you can hold out for a D.Phil. Won't that take another three years?" I asked him, "How will you support yourself? I assume all the grants have dried up now that you've graduated? If you need, I can help you there; I can afford it, Gerry, and I'd be glad to!"
Gerry grinned.
"That's the most wonderful thing anyone ever said to me, and I want to thank you, I know it came from the heart. It's not necessary, though; I've actually been offered a place at the Computer Sciences Lab, it's sponsored by various companies, most of whom are household names, I'd get a living allowance, a maintenance grant, and three years tuition. All I have to agree to is a two year internship at one or the other sponsors' location of choice once I'm awarded my M.Sci. That was the route I thought most appropriate, as it puts me on the fast-track into industry, rather than doing a D.Phil and spending the next 3 years as a Teaching Assistant."
He tipped his glass at me.
"And now I think I'd like to take you home, I have a couple of things I want to talk to you about!"
As he said it he winked, and suddenly I was finished and raring to go!
We hustled back to the flat, his flatmate wasn't back yet, and we began stripping off before we even reached the bedroom, Gerry's hands making short work of my slinky dress, leaving me standing in just a thong and stockings. I could see the gleam of interest in his eyes, especially as my nipples popped out at him as he stared at them. I grinned at him, deliberately pointing the girls directly at him.
"Feeling the need, Gerry Boscombe, get a move on!" I grinned, and so he did, unzipping and discarding his slacks in one move, toeing off his shoes and socks, and pulling his shirt over his head and hanging it neatly on the floor.
I leaped on him; there's no other way to describe it; I was nicely sozzled, he was delicious, we were both horny, so I prodded things along a little, sue me...
Gerry caught me up and crushed me against him as I kissed him like a mad thing, eager to get my lips on him again, and he obliged, kissing me back like a friendly vacuum cleaner, the feel of his lips on mine draining all rational thought away. We collapsed back onto the bed, his hands firmly clasped around my bum cheeks, already pulling them apart as we kissed and tongue-fenced. I could feel the bulk of his super-size man meat lying between us, and so I slid back and forth along it, just a few centimetres, not a lot, but enough to make him groan and clench my cheeks and pull them even further apart.
I was ready for him; my pussy had been sopping for the last half-hour, now I wanted something to fill that aching space, and Gerry had just the remedy. I wriggled and squirmed against him until I could feel the solid head of that amazing cock just poking against my slick labia, and with a heave I impaled myself on him, sliding him into me in one smooth motion, almost passing-out from the sensation.
It would be true to say I saw stars; ramming something like that into me should have been approached with a little finesse, but I wanted a hard, raw, fuck from my brother and his amazing meat-stick, and the feel of that ...thing jamming into my wet gash was almost beyond belief. I definitely had to keep this boy on a short leash; you don't let a wonder-cock like that out alone and unsupervised, God knows who might just trip over it. The thought of anyone else fucking him filled me with a deep determination to never let it happen; this dick belonged to me, alone, and the beautiful body attached was mine as well, so any girl who wanted to try him out could just go want, no-one was climbing all over him except me, period.
Gerry could have seen some of this in my eyes, because he craned his neck up and kissed my throat, an incredibly sexy gesture in my current highly aroused state.
"Only you, Lor, I only want you, only you!" he whispered urgently, making my gaping pussy twitch around his embedded cock as his hand rhythmically squeezed and pulled my cheeks apart. I wanted him to pound that thing into me, I wanted to lie there and be hammer-fucked by him, to feel his muscles rippling and tensing as he rammed that thing into me, so I rolled over, Gerry following me down so he was now on top of me, my hands on his solid muscular buttocks as I pulled and urged him closer.
He needed no further encouragement, and reared up on his hands to look down at me, writhing under him as his pulse beat inside me from his distended cock shoved so deeply into me. He smiled and began that slow in and out, the feel of it absolutely exquisite as his steel-hard ridged cock rubbed every single nerve-ending inside me, orgasms already chasing their tails up and down inside my body.
I pumped back against him, clenching and squeezing him (as much as I was able!) as he sped up, riving me with that fabulous implement of his, turning me into an hysterical, gabbling wreck as gigantic orgasms blazed and battered their way through me. I think I came at least 10 times as he hammered me, my world narrowed down to just his eyes boring into mine, and the feel of his beautiful cock battering my cervix endlessly. My sides were aching from the constant orgasms when he eventually began to show signs of peaking, and his battering cock inside me was speeding up; he was on his vinegar strokes, and I wanted to see this.
"Jeez, Lor, I can't...I'm going to...!" he gasped, and I slid off him (not without some regrets!), squirming down to take hold of his massive cock with both hands and squeeze with both hands as hard as I could, simultaneously pumping him as hard as I could.
Gerry groaned, more like a muted roar than a groan, and I felt his shaft grow even more rigid, if that was possible, and actually saw the head swell and darken as it engorged.
A massive bolt of spunk shot from the tip, almost catching me unawares, I was so engrossed in examining his cock head. It sprayed across my lips and chin, followed by another, equally large wad of spunk, this time splashing across my neck and chest. Five more of these jets shot from him, covering my chest, stomach, and face in a dripping layer of thick, creamy man-fat. I slipped his head into my mouth as the jets died down, sucking the remnants of his spunk as it bubbled and trickled from his cock, licking him clean as I ran my finger slowly though the delicious glaze he'd coated me with.
He slumped down next to me, his heart thudding in his chest, all his systems jacked-up as he crested through and came down from that enormous orgasm. I watched the pulse throbbing in the base of his throat, waiting for him to calm down enough for speech. As I waited, I pulled the pillow case off and mopped myself down, taking a moment to massage some of his creamy tribute into my nipples, watching him grin as I pushed my nipples up in offering to him. He took me up on my offer, licking, gently biting, and sucking my nipples, tasting himself as he feasted on me, before dropping his head back down with a contented sigh and pulling me close to him.
"Better get some rest, sweetie!"I whispered in his ear, "The night is young!"
I should have kept my mouth shut...
Gerry clamped his hands around my buttocks and pulled me closer to him, his lips feather-kissing mine as his hands roamed over me, his fingers rubbing, touching, and slipping inside me, plundering both my holes as his lips drove me wild. His cock reared up between us again, and all I could think of was how much I'd like that thing rammed up inside me as hard and as far a possible!
Gerry must have been reading my mind, because he suddenly spun me around to lie face down as he reared up over me. His hands slid under me to cup and squeeze my tits, and I was nearly split in half as he jammed that club of a cock of his up inside my unprepared rectum, making me scream out in mingled pain, surprise and absolute ecstasy. I gasped, groaned and sighed as he sawed that thing into me, ramming it in as far as it would go and withdrawing nearly all the way, making me push back against him to keep that marvellous cock buried in me where it belonged.
Gerry began to pump harder and faster; he was on his short strokes, whereas I'd been orgasming almost continuously since he started reaming me with that magnificent meat-hammer.
I felt him thrust especially hard, and the head of his cock swell as he blasted sperm into my depths, the heat of him bathing my insides as i collapsed in yet another sobbing orgasm, my hearing blanking out so all I heard was my own heart beating like a devil's drum kit as my anal muscles milked his cock of every drop of spunk. He finally collapsed, thankfully not on me, and rolled to one side, taking me with him, his lovely cock still firmly embedded in my tight hole (although maybe not so tight after the stretching he'd just given it!)
As we lay recovering our strength, I realised I could feel his pulse, his heart beating inside me, the beat of his pulse echoing through me from the engorged slab of boy-beef still tightly wedged in my arse. As I lay, starting to drift, his hands began roaming over me again, and I surrendered to the inevitable; my hot kid brother was insatiable, how fucking lucky can a girl get!
Four more times that boy showed me God; he rammed that thing in my mouth, in my arse, and in my cunt, flooding all three with his endless supply of creamy spunk. As an encore he sprayed my face with his juice, and the hot feeling I got from feeling his man-fat drip down my face and run in long sticky runnels down my tits to drip off my nipples was simply out of this world. I eventually fell asleep (or passed-out) in the wee small hours, to be woken at some ungodly hour by my 'phone going off. It was my assistant/PA wanting to know a) where he hell I was, b) what I thought I was doing, and c) did I know I had four important client meetings that day, the first one in just over three hours in Oxford, etc, etc.
Gerry was still fast asleep, so I carefully climbed out of bed and took the world's fastest shower, and tried to sneak back in to collect my clothes before he woke, but he was already awake, staring happily at my wet naked body. I could see the sheets rising and, after an agonised 3 second internal debate, decided that work and earning a living had to come before getting on my knees and taking a lick of the most talented cock in Christendom. I decided that, what I actually did was succumb to temptation and suck the marrow out of his bone one last time, promising myself I'd be back for more..
As I left, Gerry seeing me off, I had a long ponder as to what I was going to do next; the thought of not seeing him again for days or maybe weeks at a time made me feel weak and trembly; but I lived in Henley, at least a two-hour drive from Cambridge along the A1(M), the most annoying, unpredictable road in the world, so how could I see him daily?
The obvious answer was to ask him to move in with me, but again, that presented difficulties for him; it was still a long way from Henley to Cambridge, where he'd be working on his M.Sci. Then the answer struck me. My business was in Henley, but I didn't have to actually live there, what if I took a place midway between the two? That would put me inside commuting distance to the office, and a short-ish way from Cambridge for Gerry if he decided to move in with me. Definitely the way to go. Luckily, Lucy was an Estate Agent, she could find me a place that fitted the bill. All I had to do now was run it by him and hope he was up for it...
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I staggered out of bed, still half-asleep, to answer the knock at my door. I wasn't expecting anyone, but I thought it might be a friend from St George's, just around the corner. I managed to slip on a pair of shorts in my partially asleep state and weave my way over to the front door. I pulled it open fully expecting to see one of my friends, and winding-up to give them a mouthful, but there outside the door, looking apprehensive and somehow smaller than I remembered, almost huddled, was mum.
I came awake immediately.
"What are you doing here...mum?" I asked flatly, trying not to respond to the instinctual rush of remembered feeling as I saw her, wanting and needing her, but the need overshadowed by the memory of how she and dad had excised me from their family with just a few words; I didn't hate her, but I was still hurting, and I didn't want to let that go, not yet.
She started when I said that, and her eyes filled, and I immediately dropped my eyes; I didn't want her to see my need for her in my eyes, all I wanted was for her to feel as lost as I did, just share what it felt like for a few seconds, but I couldn't...
I stepped aside.
"You'd better come in. Lena's asleep; I'll get her if you want...?"
She sat down and looked at me as I sat opposite her, her lip quivering.
"Darryl, please come home, both of you. Your father misses you dreadfully, he has so much to say, to tell you..."
I cut her short.
"But he's not my father, is he? And you're not my mother, and apparently that's not my home. I am home, here, mum, this is the reality for me now!"
Now she was crying, and I had to put an end to this; I didn't want to make her cry, just make her understand how far she'd cast me adrift; it didn't work though, all I could see was my mum crying, and it wrenched at my heart. I thought we'd said all there was to say, and I was still too angry and hurt to let the feeling of being in free-fall go just yet, much as I hated it; she'd done that to me, she was nothing to me, she wasn't even a part of my family, no relation at all, I told myself, not believing a word of it. I tried to believe that letting her in had been a mistake, yet why did I feel so glad to see her, and so bad about trying to let her go?
"You shouldn't have come here, I can't have you here. All you're doing is reminding me that everything I thought was mine is gone; can't you see that? Please go, just leave me alone. That's what I am now, and all you're doing is reminding me of that. I'll wake Lena now, and you can ask her to go back with you; I'm not keeping her here against her will, but I won't ask her to go, either."
With that I got up and walked into the bedroom, intending to waken Lena and tell her that her mother was here. She was already awake, sitting up in bed with the covers pulled up around her, her eyes big and concerned.
"Darryl, I heard what you said; I will never leave you alone, ever; you need to know that!"
I smiled and sat down to hug her, then hauled her bag up on the bed and rummaged through her stuff until I found a long T-shirt like the one she'd slept in that first night.
"Here, put this on, princess, and come out and talk to her, she's come a long way to see you!"
Lena took the shirt from me and hugged me, before tugging it over her head and pulling it down.
"There, that's as dressed as I'm getting; she can see me like this!" she grinned, pulling me close for a quick, heartfelt kiss before sliding off the bed.
I grinned back at her expression and took her hand to lead her out into the living room.
Mum went to hug Lena when she came out behind me, but Lena pulled back and away from her, instead pulling herself close to me with her arm around my waist. Mum looked hurt at that, but Lena had that expression on her face, the 'stay away' look she had when she was angry, one that mum knew only too well.
"Lena, your father and I, we...we miss you both, we waited so long for you to come home, both of you! Please, why don't you and Darryl come home, now, with me?"
Lena looked scornfully at her.
"Why would we do that? So you can tell Darryl all over again how his mother abandoned him, how you didn't want him enough to make him yours, that he was just 'Left-Luggage'?"
She was still really angry, so I wisely decided to say nothing.
"You should go now, mum; Darryl needs his family, and right now, that's me. You and dad never wanted him; if you had, you'd have adopted him when he was a child, or let him know who he really was, or just kept quiet forever and let him be your son. You could have told him the truth long ago, when he was still just a little boy, let him know who he really was, who you really were, but you didn't, you kept him around, you let him believe he was your son, and then you took it all away just like that!" She punctuated her sentence with a snap of her fingers.
"He thought you were his parents and he loved you with all his heart; why didn't you have at least that much for him? Go away, mum, I need my brother, and he needs me, and neither of us needs you!"
She slid her arms even tighter around me, and her head rested in the hollow of my neck. Mum could see that she was wearing only that thin cotton tee shirt, and I could see the suspicion forming in her eyes.
She cast around, her eyes lighting on the open door to the second bedroom, where she could see a jumble of exercise equipment and a desk and large bureau, but no bed. There was no sign that the couch had been used to sleep on, only the rumpled bed visible through the part-open door to the bedroom.
Her eyes narrowed.
"Lena, where did you sleep last night? And the night before?" she asked, her voice sharp with suspicion.
Lena looked at her, smiled sweetly, and answered "None of your damned business! What are you implying...mother?"
That tone was back in her voice; she was angry again, the sweet smile on her face falling away as the anger blazed through.
Mum recoiled from that, her eyes suddenly almost afraid.
"Please Lena, please don't tell me you...and Darryl...no, you didn't..!"
Lena smiled acidly at her.
"And if I did? For the record, I'm not admitting anything, but so what if I did? What's it to you? After all, I'm over 18, and it's not like he's my brother, you told me he's not my brother, in fact you made it quite clear he's not my brother at all...!"
Mum looked shocked, and a little sick.
"Don't say that! He is your brother...Oh Lena, what have you done, both of you? Darryl's your brother...!" she whispered, her voice shocked and horrified.
Lena smiled maliciously at her.
"Darryl, go make some coffee, there's a darling. Mum, sit down, you've got some listening to do, so pin back your ears. Darryl, go!"
I wanted to hear this, if only to hear Lena in full flow, she did it so well...
I wasn't interested in seeing mum squirm; to tell the truth, now that the shock and loss had eased a little, I missed her, desperately, and seeing her this morning had stirred up all the feelings I'd had for her before this...thing had dropped on me. But my mum was gone, and this person was left behind; she still looked just like my mum, though; the only thing that had changed was that now I knew she was nothing to me, but that didn't stop me desperately wanting her back, for none of this to have happened, for my mum and dad to be my mum and dad again, for this nightmare to be erased, to have never happened...
But I knew well that tone in Lena's voice, so I went. While I pottered around in the tiny kitchen, trying to find reasons to stay in there and not face mum or hear what Lena had to say, I nevertheless strained to listen to every word; it was the classic 'attraction/repulsion' thing I'd studied during long boring nights on-call.
"Sit, mum!" I heard her say, the anger even more evident in her voice now I couldn't see her face.
"You are going to tell me one thing, that's all. Why? Why did you have to destroy Darryl's life so completely? Why can't you understand what you've done? Why did you have to tell him I wasn't his sister, that I'm some kind of aunt? I loved being his little sister, he was my big brother and I was his best friend. Now I'm not his sister any more, how is he supposed to think of me; as his 'auntie'? What did we ever do to you that you had to do this to us? I know how easy it is to hurt him, I've always known, that's why I never did, and I never will; all he ever had was you and dad and me, and you took that away from him without hesitation; his family was the most important thing in his life, didn't you know that? Now you've gone and broken it up, and I don't know how to put it right, so I've had to put him back together a different way!"
"I suppose I should thank you, but it was only possible because you broke his heart, and all that loss and pain is still in there, all jumbled about! Do you remember when he was a boy, and he thought he'd lost us? He nearly died, he tried to kill himself because he thought he'd lost everything, and now he really has! I'm here so I can keep him safe, but why are you here? Why did you need to hurt him so? Answer me, mum!"
I could hear the tears in Lena's voice, but I could also hear mum crying softly, and a huge part of me wanted to rush out there and just hold her, to beg her pardon on bended knee for being such a petulant prick, but I had to know what was so all-fired important that they had to drive a wrecking ball right through Lena's life, and mine.
Eventually mum stopped crying.
"Lena, we told Darryl because he needs to know; your dad and I are planning on going away soon, and we're not coming back. Dad is not well, he's not well at all, and his doctors want him to leave England, the cold and damp are just making him worse..."
A cold hand stroked my spine, and I forgot all about my anger and loss and hurt feelings as I rushed back into the room, my need to know greater than all that now.
"Mum, what's wrong with dad, why do you have to go away? Please, tell me, mum, what's wrong with him!" I whispered, a chill rush of fear making my spine tingle and cold sweat collect in the small of my back and between my shoulder blades. The thought 'cancer' was rushing around in my head, but I was afraid to hear the words from her, afraid to turn and look the Gorgon in the face.
Mum looked ready to cry again.
"Your father has a condition something like pneumoconiosis, it's been caused by years of inhaling metallic dust. It was that job of his, all the time it was doing this to him. His lungs are badly damaged, so is his heart, and his doctors are afraid it will develop into acute COPD if he remains in a cold, damp climate. They think somewhere hot and dry might help hold it off a little longer. We've decided to move to Cyprus; your father has old friends there, and he was stationed there in the 1960's, so he knows the place. The hot, dry climate may be what he needs."
"We told you because we didn't want this to remain hidden any longer. Your dad wanted to make everything right before we left, he didn't want to leave you with any loose ends and he didn't want to take any secrets with him or leave anything unfinished. Can you understand that, both of you? Please try and forgive him, forgive both of us, he just wanted you to know the truth while there was still someone to tell it to you."
Lena was looking shocked and confused, emotions warring on her face, until her lip quivered, and two big tears ran down her cheeks. Suddenly she was that little girl who'd tagged along to school with me every day, the annoying little sister I loved so much and had nearly lost.
"He...he's sick? How long have you known, mum? When were you going to tell me? Mum...mummy, is daddy dying? oh God, no, please...!" she whispered, her face crumpling as she cried.
The strength drained away from my legs and I sat down heavily as Lena's grief and fear communicated itself to me; dad, my dad, was seriously ill, there was no cure for what he had, and it was going to kill him; not now, not tomorrow, but soon, far too soon, and I'd wasted precious time being a prick, being angry with him. I knew exactly what pneumoconiosis was, and all its variants, what an insidious slow killer it was, and what was in store for my dad. Going to Cyprus was a desperation move dreamed up by his doctor; there was nothing that could help him now...
I felt stupid and disloyal, a complete bastard, venting anger and childish spite on a sick man. I suddenly realised just how petty and thoughtless I'd been; he and mum had spent my whole life being my parents; they'd never made any difference between Lena and me, and the fact they'd never adopted me was inconsequential, a mere detail. My dad was dying, and I was here, 150 miles away, sulking like a spoiled child after a stupid, thoughtless outburst.
My heart lurched and turned over in my chest as I remembered all the times he'd been there for me, and those times I'd not listened to him, or silently cursed him, or ignored him, or just plain disobeyed him, and a part of me yearned desperately for the chance to go back and undo each and every one of them. If God, the universe, whatever would just let me do that, perhaps this present wouldn't have happened, and he'd still be hale and healthy. Foolish, I know, but right then I'd have given my soul and every breath in my body for the chance to have him back as he should be, growing old peacefully, here, with us around him, not choking his life out in a foreign country.
I managed to find my way to mum, to kneel by her side and take her hand. She hugged me close and held me as she cried, and what was left of my self-control evaporated as I realised she was as frightened as I was. The tears spilled out of me as I cried for my dad, for the hole in my life that should have been filled by him for years to come. Lena took my hand, and slid down next to me, her head in my neck as she hugged me, silent sobs wracking her body.
Eventually the tears stopped, as they must, and mum, Lena and I sat motionless, each of us busy with our own thoughts and memories. A thought occurred to me.
"Mum, if you're here, who's with dad?"
Lena's head snapped up at that, as the same thought echoed in her.
Mum smiled gently, her bottom lip still quivering slightly.
"Your Auntie Min's with him, she'll keep him entertained and occupied until I get home. Will you come back home, kids? Please?"
For answer, I went into the bedroom and started stuffing clean clothes into a holdall, signalling Lena to do the same. While I was packing I asked her how she'd come down from Bristol, as I couldn't see her car, and she told me she'd been brought down by Aunt Min's son, who'd taken his mother up to Bristol to see dad.
Once I'd finished packing, Lena began rummaging around for her clothes and knick-knacks, mum watching her and noting that we were both using the same bedroom, same closets, and the same bed. Lena and I finished by making the bed and switching off the fridge, putting all the perishables in a carrier bag to take with us rather than throw them away. Mum forbore to comment on any of this, her suspicions obviously confirmed, but also recognising that there were other, more important things to deal with right now.
The drive back was subdued. We drove non-stop, mum at the wheel of my Golf while Lena and I held hands in the back seat, too numb to talk and only dimly aware of the other's presence as the fear galloped around inside us, getting bigger with every mile closer to home.
When we arrived back at the house, Aunt Min let us in, holding her finger to her lips to tell us to be quiet. She looked drawn and pale, and also looked smaller, as though what was unfolding here was somehow diminishing her. Min was Dad's older sister, larger than life and usually the life of the party, always the first to arrive and the last to leave, loud, brash, and fun, her chubby fingers banging away at the piano, her arms festooned with expensive gold bangles and cheap clanking costume jewellery, swilling down gin & orange and Port & Lemon by the bucketful. She was always good for some extra cash at Christmas, as Lena and I well knew, as well as a peppermint, a cough-sweet or a large toffee when mum wasn't looking. She was extrovert and jolly, trailing Chanel No.5 and peppermint behind her wherever she went; now, to see her subdued like this made my heart leap into my mouth; had something happened while mum was away? A movement caught my eye, and there in the doorway to the dining room was Aunt Doreen, dad's oldest sister.
She was a spinster who lived a few miles away and she was the complete opposite of Min; slender, quiet, reserved, plainly dressed, with no jewellery or make-up. She was a calm, elegant, empathic, quietly witty lady, a retired Headmistress, but in her own way as fun and comforting to have around as Min; when I was a boy, she'd always been my refuge when mum wasn't around, and I loved her dearly. Now she came to us as we came in the front door, and took my face in her hands, kissing my forehead briefly before hugging me.
"Darryl, we heard what happened, what was said, and I want you to know, you are loved, we all love you, and we need you to be here, with us. Your dad needs you, go and see him, please."
I broke down then, Doreen holding me close as I turned into a scared five year-old again, only this time I was scared for my dad, for what he was going to tell me, so afraid I was going to hear something that would destroy me completely. My anger at my parents was gone; it was foolish, childish and wrong; now I really had something to worry about, and I was scared I wouldn't be able to handle it.
Doreen seemed to understand all this, her soft hand on my face as she comforted me the way she had when I was a small child. I looked up and there was Lena holding Min, her face buried in Min's shoulder.
Doreen ruffled my hair, a gesture from my boyhood.
"Come on, Darryl, go and talk to your dad; he knows you're here, he's in the sitting room; go on now!"
I looked fearfully at Lena, and she wiped her eyes and took my hand, letting me lead her to the sitting room door. I knocked, and cracked the door open, and there was dad snoozing in his old recliner chair, looking for all the world as though there was nothing wrong whatsoever.
As we looked in on him, he opened one eye and looked right at us.
"So you came back, then!" he grinned, taking any sting out of it. "Come in, don't stand there hovering, both of you, come on in; I'm not dead yet!"
He looked so normal, for a second a wild hope flared in me; this was just a nightmare, he looked so...dad...how could he be so sick?
Lena gulped, biting back more tears, and pushed past me to cross over to him and hug him tightly. I was just a second behind her, biting my lip desperately so I didn't start bawling like a three year-old.
Dad sat up (with a certain amount of difficulty, I noted) and hugged her properly, holding my arm as he did so. His grip still seemed strong, confident, but his chest...
I could hear the churning, undersea sound as he breathed in and out, my heart sinking as I realised how serious his condition really was; all this time he'd kept it from us, obviously masking his condition with his meds, and now it was only a matter of time, and probably not much of that...



Lena saw that as well, my expression must have showed what I was thinking, and two big tears rolled down her cheeks. I could feel my eyes brimming as loss and fear fought with guilt over what I'd said in the first heat of anger, something dad also saw. He wiped Lena's tears away, catching the end of her nose as he did, grinning his old grin, and Lena smiling back in spite of herself. Then dad did something he'd not done to me since I was a small boy; he pulled me down close to him, and kissed me once on the cheek, his way of saying it was alright, that we were okay again.
I didn't want that, it felt like goodbye to me, and I wasn't ready to say goodbye to my dad, not yet, not for a long time to come. But it wasn't going to happen. My dad was going, long before his time, and there was nothing I could do about it; there's that old saw about 'Physician, heal thyself', what I wanted was to heal my dad; but I couldn't.
Dad obviously picked up on the tenor of my thoughts, and grinned at me, his old self suddenly gleaming through.
"Let it go Darryl, there's nothing you can do about it; this started a long time ago, before you were born, I just never knew it. Now it's come to this. You can't do anything for me, so just look after your mum and your sister for me, okay?"
I nodded mutely, unable to say anything, but marvelling at his calm acceptance of his impending mortality; people are intellectually aware of the fact of their own death one day; no-one is going to live forever. But most people are also emotionally incapable of accepting the fact of their own death one day, unable to accept that the world will go on without them. Dad seemed to have a handle on that, and his calm acceptance certainly calmed me down, even though I was still incapable of contemplating a world without him in it.
He grinned up at me again.
"Say something, son, you look like someone just smacked you with a big fish!"
I didn't know where to start.
"Dad, I'm sorry, I acted like a complete dick, I'm so sorry...!"
He held his hand up.
"Calm down Darryl! We dropped a huge cowpat on you; I'm not surprised you flew off the handle! It's okay, you said your piece and charged off, now you're back, it's over. My kids are back, so no harm done! There was a time I thought we'd really lost you, that was the only time I was scared you'd go and I'd never see you again. I hoped you'd be back once you blew-off some steam; you're just like your mother in that respect. I wish I knew where she was. Once she left you, I never saw her again; I don't know what I did to make her leave, there were no words or anything, she just...left, but there's been no word from her in 25 years, now it's probably too late..."
Lena started crying again, and dad reached up and gently rubbed her cheek while looking directly into my eyes.
"I know how Lena feels about you, and I just want to say one thing while I still can; don't you hurt her; she's spent her life wanting you, don't make her regret it."
I gaped at him.
"Dad, you...know?"
He looked away testily.
"Of course I know, Darryl, you're my kids, I know all about how you feel about each other and what you've probably already done; I have eyes and a brain too, you know!"
He clicked the button on the chair and it folded upright, sitting him up and enabling him to look at both of us.
"Now, where was I? Oh yes, you and Lena. As I was going to say, I knew something like this would happen, it was only a matter of time, I suppose. The two of you were always closer than usual, and after that business when you were younger, it became even more obvious, even without Lena crying for you every night. Your mum and I discussed it a lot; I wanted to split you two up, your mum wanted to leave you to grow up and hope you drifted apart. We were both wrong, and we would have been wrong no matter what we did, so we did nothing and hoped it would go away."
I couldn't contain my curiosity.
"How long have you known?" I asked, and he smiled back.
"I've always known. If you mean 'when did I know for certain'? It was about two minutes ago; you really should learn to keep a cap on it, you know; how do you expect to face a firing squad if you can't keep calm and self-possessed under the slightest pressure?"
I said something about never actually planning on facing a firing-squad, which he brushed-of as 'a mere detail'.
"Darryl, every man should live his life as though the firing squad was around the next corner; don't leave things un-done that should be finished, don't leave things un-said that should be said, don't leave loose ends for others to try and tie up, and leave your mark, but lightly; plan for the future, but live in the now, change the world, if you can, but don't damage it along the way, and leave memories that others will be proud to keep and cherish."
I nodded, finally listening to the words I should have been listening to all my life; I always thought I'd have all the time in the world to listen to this from him, now suddenly that wasn't true.
The door opened, and mum, Doreen and Min came in, mum looking relieved that we were all talking and actually smiling again. Dad asked mum to pass him a large Manila folder from the bureau, and he took out various documents.
"Darryl, Lena, these are the deeds to the house, it's yours, both of you. Mum and I bought a place in Kolossi, in the Akrotiri Sovereign Base Area part of the village, and she won't be returning after...you know, so you can do what you like with this place. It's split 50/50 between you both, so the two of you can decide what you want to do with it. There are various funds and suchlike, mum and I will be needing them, so all we have to leave you is the house, it's up to you what the pair of you do with it; all I'll say is it's a nice family home..."
"Just remember one thing; we'll always be your parents, and we're not abandoning you; your mother and I have to go, but Doreen and Min will still be here, so you'll still have family nearby."
Mum passed the folder to me, but I handed it to Lena, and hugged mum instead.
"Mum, I'm sorry, I was wrong to say what I said, you are my mum, and you always were. If you want to slap my face, go ahead, I deserve it for what I said to you; you will always be my mum, and I love you more than anything in the world!"
Mum hugged me tight, then let go so Min could hug me as well. As she let go of me, she murmured "just one other thing, Darryl..., " and with that gave me a slap that made my head sing. As I reeled back, she stood over me, back to her full size and terrifying with it, looking like a Spanish galleon in full sail as she bore down on me and jabbed me in the chest with her pudgy forefinger.
"If you ever speak like that to anyone in this family ever again, I promise you, Doctor Darryl 'High and Mighty' Morgan, I will pull down your pants and spank your arse in front of everyone, do you hear me?"
I could only nod, completely dumbfounded by this side of Min I'd never seen before. She glared back, her face red, then subsided and yanked me close, hugging me like a friendly grizzly bear. She abruptly held me out at arms' length.
"Always remember, baby, you have parents who love you, you have a family that loves you, and if you ever forget that, I've got a right hand to remind you of it, got it?!"
I could only nod again, still too shocked to speak. Doreen moved up and I leaned back out of range, but she only smiled at me, and kissed me lightly on the cheek.
"Don't worry, I'm not going to slap you, Min drew that straw!" she smiled.
"And she lost?" I hazarded, and Doreen gave a wide grin.
"No, she won!"
I looked round to see Lena grinning, until at last she could hold it in no longer, and she burst out laughing, breaking the tension in the room, even dad smiling broadly at my complete drubbing. At last I saw the funny side too, and began to laugh, and when mum kissed me it was like coming home for Christmas; I had my parents back, I still had them, I hadn't lost them at all.
Dinner was paradoxically, a joyful occasion; all my family was there at once, it was a reunion in many ways, and nothing was allowed to mar the happiness of the event. Mum and dad played down the reason for us being there, and never once referred to Lena and me except in the positive; that they knew we'd be good for each other, that they knew we'd look after each other, and so forth; even Min and Doreen, curtain-twitchers to the stars and gossip-mongers extraordinaire, were acting so non-judgemental I was starting to get suspicious, and I could see Lena's radar twitching as well.
After a while, though, dad began to look drawn and pale, and his breathing began to wheeze. Lena looked at me in alarm. I hurried around to his side, opened his shirt and began massaging his chest, sending Lena to get my bag from the car. While she did that, I propped him upright and held him against me as I compressed his chest, trying to ease his breathing. The chest compressions seemed to help, his breathing sounding less laboured and more normal after a few more compressions.
Lena came rushing back with my bag, and held it open for me while I rummaged around, pulling out my stethoscope and an inhaler. As I listened to his chest, I could hear everything that mum had told me; his heart sounds were not good, laboured with a pronounced right-ventricular heave and his lungs were congested, the functional impairment a possible precursor of Congestive Obstructive Pulmonary Disease (COPD) and bearing out what his doctor had identified, that he was already undergoing progressive architectural destruction of the lungs.
I was trying to be detached and professional, trying to maintain a calm 'bedside' manner, but I couldn't do it; this wasn't a relatively anonymous patient, it was my dad, he was being eaten away inside, and there was nothing I could do to stop it, slow it, or bring him back. I glanced up at Lena, trying to wear my 'doctor' face, but she knew me too well, and her face paled as she saw what I'd found for myself. Mum handed me his relief medication, I checked the label, it was Salbutamol, a short-acting Beta-Agonist usually used for COPD, and obviously it wasn't having too much effect, which worried me even more, so I gave dad the inhaler from my bag and asked him to give it three good long breaths.
"What is this, son?" he asked.
"It's Formeterol, it's a long-acting bronchodilator, it'll taste foul, but it will help relax your lungs and make breathing a little easier. Three good breaths, now, as deep as you can!"
He humoured me, the sound of his lungs wheezing as he inhaled breaking my heart, but I tried not to let anything show; Lena was watching me, and I had to be strong for her now.
Dad leaned back, his eyes shut and his face red as the effort of taking deep breaths told on him, and I waited anxiously for any sign of his pulmonary distress abating. After a while, he seemed to calm down, and his breathing grew less laboured and more even. Lena looked hopefully at me, but I shook my head, trying desperately not to start tearing-up. I'd seen this so many times on the wards, and been clinical about it every time, but this was my dad, and clinical detachment wasn't going to cut it this time.
After a while, just when I thought he'd dropped off against me, he opened one eye and smiled at me. His breathing had levelled-off, and was no longer churning and rasping in his chest.
"Not bad, son, not so bad at all, all those years finally paid off!" and I had to grin back.
I looked over at mum.
"How long has he been like this?" I asked her.
Mum looked resigned.
"These episodes have really only been getting worse in the last few months; before that it wasn't so bad, just shortness of breath, coughing fits, that kind of thing. Of course we knew what it was; your father was diagnosed almost three years ago, but we had reason to believe it wasn't progressive, especially as he'd stopped working in the blade-grinding section by then. He was moved to a nice airy, well ventilated office well away from possible airborne contaminants. It was all going so well; he wasn't getting any better, but he wasn't deteriorating either. Then a few months ago this breathing issue cropped up. You know the rest. Most days he could go to work, come home, no problems, but that's not the case anymore."
Lena leaned over.
"Mum, how will you and dad pay for treatment in Cyprus? It's got to be more expensive over there than here!"
Mum leaned back slightly, suddenly looking less weary, almost relieved.
"The company he worked for are settling an Industrial Injuries claim out of court, and your dad's going to be receiving a large payout as compensation, plus his pension and insurance, so we'll be okay. The Base Area hospital in Akrotiri provides free care for dependants of employees, which is what I'll be; I quit my job at the Bristol Royal Infirmary to become Head of the Renal Unit in Akrotiri. Hopefully the climate and the specialist care there will be helpful to your dad."
Dad tapped my arm.
"Help me upstairs, please son." He requested, and slowly, making sure I didn't hurry him, we made our way upstairs, where I helped him into bed, reviewed his medications, and set up his nebuliser. I noted that there was oxygen and a nasal cannula still in the unopened sterile packaging, which was good, he wasn't far enough gone to need oxygen replenishment just yet. I wondered at how much he'd deteriorated in just the couple of days since I'd gone storming out like a spoiled brat, and wondered, with a sudden stab of guilt, whether I'd been the cause of it.
"Goodnight Dad!" I said, trying to sound cheerful, and he waved me closer.
"Darryl, did I ever tell you about my Great-Uncle Sidney?" he asked.
I shook my head, so he continued.
"He died of acute asbestosis, such a shame. We had him cremated -- it took two weeks... Then there was your Uncle Freddy; he took Liver Salts every day for 60 years, right up until the day he died. Four days after the funeral we had to go back to the cemetery and beat his liver to death with a stick!"
I roared with laughter while dad lay back, a smug grin on his face as I left to go downstairs, still laughing, glad that my dad was together enough to indulge in a bit of gallows humour...
The sleeping arrangements that night were more traditional. Min and Doreen had the guest bedrooms on the top floor, Lena and I had our own rooms on the second floor, and mum and dad were in their bedroom on the floor below. When we said goodnight, I saw mum tense up slightly, waiting for us to announce that we were going to share a room, but that would have been too much, given all that had gone before, and I almost felt the sigh of relief when Lena and I went our separate ways.
I woke fully alert; something had tripped my over-sensitive hearing; it was the sound of my bedroom door inching open. I looked at my watch, it was after two a.m., and as I watched, Lena slipped into the room and padded over to the bed.
"Darryl! Dar! Wake up, it's me, move over!" came the loud stage whisper.
"Shush! You'll wake the house!" I said in a less loud whisper as she slid into my bed, her body warm and soft against mine.
"What's the matter, princess, I thought we agreed...?" I began, but she put her finger to my lip.
"Just shut up and tell me one thing, Darryl. How long?"
I sighed and rolled onto my back, wishing desperately she'd not asked me that one question.
"Princess, please, don't...!" I began, but she instinctively elbowed me in the ribs, her childhood persuader, before gasping and kissing me by way of apology.
"Sorry, baby, but just tell me!" she hissed, and I sighed again, trying to not let emotion overcome me.
"A year, maybe eighteen months, there, are you happy now you made me say it?" I whispered, near tears now.
"Dar, I'm so sorry, I had to know and I knew you'd tell me the truth. Please hold me, baby!"
I was happy to; I needed someone now, in fact I needed Lena, just like I'd always done, but this was one demon she wasn't going to help me get rid of. As I held her close, I realised her eyes were brimming over too, and I reached up and wiped her tears away.
"Don't do that, Lena. Dad's doing this his way, and he doesn't want any of this mourning and sobbing around him; I finally got that. Remember what he used to say to you when you were small?"
Lena drew her arm across her eyes.
"What, 'big girls don't cry'? How did you remember that?"
I kissed her on the corners of her eyes. "It's my favourite song. Now shut up and go to sleep!"
Lena still had something on her mind.
"Darryl, do you think they'll forgive me for what I said to them?"
I stared into the darkness.
"Sis, all you did was grouch; I acted like a complete prick, I went steaming out of the house like a spoiled four-year old in a tantrum, I'm supposed to be a doctor and a rational adult, not an emotional juvenile. I'm surprised you didn't rear up and sock me one as well! I just hope I've learned enough not to jump the gun like that again."
Lena kissed me.
"You're a human being as well, when you lose that part of you is when I'll start to worry. Clinical detachment is all well and good, but you can't bottle these things up inside forever and stay sane. You got hurt, you reacted. It proves you're human, not some robotic medical android, and I'm glad; it means the real Darryl, my Darryl, hasn't been discarded somewhere so Doctor Darryl can take over. Five years on the wards seeing suffering every day hasn't hardened you or diluted your humanity, and I'm glad."
I kissed her back, glad for her simple support and understanding; those things I'd said to mum were vile, done purely to hurt, and I deserved that slap from Min; in fact, I probably deserved a couple more, but I consoled myself with the fact that at least I knew that now. I would never speak to my mum or dad like that again.
My head full of thoughts like these, I fell asleep with her head cradled against my shoulder, my arm under her neck and her arm thrown across my chest, the sound of her breathing finally lulling me to sleep.
I awoke in the pre-dawn dark to find Lena cuddled up close against me. Her eyes were tight closed, not moving under the eyelids, her breathing slow and even; she was deeply asleep. As I stirred, her arm on my chest tightened, and she muttered "no Dar...stay here...me...love you.... before falling silent again. I slowly turned away from her, sliding my now-dead arm from under her, and she rolled against me, her arm around my waist and her hand flat against my stomach. I froze, hoping not to disturb her, and, after muttering something that sound like 'munumunumunum', she subsided, her breathing deepening and slowing down again.
I was enjoying the feel of her spooned against me, her arm around me, when I felt her hand slowly moving south. I moved it back only for it to begin its slow-motion creep south again, leading me to wonder just how deeply asleep she really was. Ordinarily I would have happily joined-in, but I was sharply aware of where we were, and why, and I really wasn't in the mood for any hanky-panky.
Lena mumbled against my back, her breasts pushing into me, and I realised I could feel her stiff nipples like two fingertips poking me in the back. I wriggled my shoulder blades, to see what kind of reaction I'd get, and was rewarded with a softly-hissed intake of breath. Ah ha, so she wanted to play silly buggers, good, this was a game I knew well, I knew the rules, and I even had a few moves of my own!
I wriggled my shoulder blades again, making her hiss again, then abruptly slid to the other side of the bed, well away from her, grinning to myself.
"Darryl Morgan, you come back here this instant!" was the hissed response this time.



"I thought you were asleep, Lena!" I taunted her, getting a sharp pinch for it.
"Okay Sis, you win, what can I do for you, as if I didn't know?" I leered at her, sliding back to her as I turned around to face her.
"Hold me, Dar, the way you did yesterday!" she whispered, and I gladly obliged, sliding my hands down to her lovely pert little bum and squeezing the luscious cheeks through her panties like a market trader testing the ripeness of the fruit. Yep, these were ripe alright...
Lena responded by grinding her mons against my rapidly hardening cock and nipping my bottom lip as she did so, teasing me as I tried to kiss her. I tugged the hem of her sleeping shirt, and she wriggled as she tugged it up and over her head, leaving her in just her panties, the light silky material stretched tight across the globes of her deliciously tempting bottom.
"Your turn!" she hissed softly at me, tugging at the waistband of my shorts. I obliged as I had no real option with her tugging at them, sliding them off and allowing my stiff cock to spring forward into her waiting hands.
"Lena, this is not a good idea!" I hissed back, "you know who's here don't you? We're surrounded by the family, we must be out of our bloody minds!"
Lena leaned forward and licked the tip of my nose.
"I know, cool, huh? I feel so dirty right now, let's do something really dirty!"
I was trying to restrain my impulses, but my hands refused to leave her perfect buttocks alone, and the thought of her naked was doing things to my cock that no amount of Viagra could ever hope to compete with. I slid my hands inside the back of her panties, running my finger up and down the deep crease between her buttocks, making her quiver and giggle softly.
"You can do better than that, Dar, don't I inspire you?" she asked in a sexy, little-girl lisp, and I grinned as I slid her panties down and pulled her buttocks open, rubbing my finger over her tight little rosebud. Lena responded by pushing back against my hand, forcing her pucker against my questing finger, so I slid one into the tight little hole, listening to the gasp as I invaded her secret place.
"There you go, you wanted dirty, how much dirtier do you want it to be?" I grinned, thinking I was calling her bluff.
"Keep that in there and fuck me, Dar, it feels so nice, I can imagine how good it'll feel when you're shoving this into me!" she grinned, squeezing the shaft of my straining cock.
By now I was in no mood to stop. Her nearness, her teasing and goading me, and her hands squeezing my cock and massaging my balls could only have one outcome. I pulled her closer and rolled her on top of me, keeping my finger inside her tight anus, wriggling it around and making 'come here' curling motions with it as I pumped it in and out of her, making her gasp as I positioned my cock at her entrance. Lena wriggled and kicked her panties down and off, straddling me as I rubbed my cock against her wet pussy.
"Now Dar, please, do me now!" she gasped, and I slowly slid into her, enjoying immensely the tight constriction of her vagina around my twitching cock.
"Ooooh yesss, God yes, just like that, Dar, oh Christ yesss, ooohhh...!" she murmured, gyrating her hips as she pumped herself on me. For someone who'd only ever done this for the first time 24 hours ago, she was a fast and inventive learner, I had to admit! I clasped hold of her bum with my free hand, and leaned up to capture a nipple between my lips, groping, plundering, and squeezing her backside as I chewed, licked, and sucked on her delightfully firm and rubbery nipples.
She began to hitch and pump harder against me, her breathing becoming harsher as her orgasm approached, and I slid my finger out of her anus to hold both her fabulous buttocks as I hammered into her, driving my cock up into her as she pumped back down against me.
Lena gave a muffled groan as her orgasm rolled over her, the convulsions in her pussy almost making me come there and then in her unprotected pussy. I gritted my teeth and kept pumping, feeling the sensations as the waves rippled through her until she was done, and she slumped down on top of me, her heart hammering against mine. Eventually she raised up and leaned down to kiss me happily.
"Thank you, baby, God that was wonderful, but what about you?" she asked, "what did you get out of that?"
I smiled and helped her off my still rock-hard cock, and turned her around, pulling her up on her knees so I could squeeze and rub her firm breasts and hard nipples. Lena has rose pink nipples, at least half an inch when erect, and firm and solid to the touch, crowning firm, soft, malleable breasts. It was a delight and a feast for my hands to hold and squeeze those beauties as I rubbed my cock in the cleft between her beautiful buttocks. Lena sighed and leaned back against me, her hands going to my sides to steady herself as I rubbed and squeezed her breasts, until she turned her head and kissed me on the side of the mouth.
"Now Darryl, please...!"
I bent her forward enough to slide my cock back into her depths, holding her upright with my arm around her waist and one of her arms around the back of my neck, holding herself against my steady thrusting. We pumped and thrust like this as the excitement built again; at one point I slid both my hands up to cup her breasts as I pounded into her, while she rubbed her clitoris as she thrust back against me. At last she slumped down on all fours, before laying her head flat on the pillow, her beautiful rump thrust up at me. I could clearly see her tight little anus winking at me as I jammed my cock into her dripping pussy, and it was a terrific struggle not to just let go and blast stream after stream of spunk into her tight, unprotected pussy and take my chances; not that I cared; Lena was mine, and I wanted to make her mine in every way, make babies with her, spend my life with her. But that was a choice she had to make too, it wasn't just mine to make.
I was approaching that point of no return, and as I clamped my hands down on her lovely sculpted hindquarters, enjoying immensely the sight of her lumbar dimples as her bottom quivered and shook from my thrusting into her, I slid my thumb into her anus.
That did it; she came with a muffled scream, her face buried in the pillow as a massive orgasm ripped through her. I barely managed to withdraw before I came explosively, my sperm blasting out of me in long jets, to splash on her marvellous bum, the backs of her thighs, and the small of her back.
I slumped over, my breath harsh in my throat as my chest bellowsed and my heart hammered in my chest like a piston. Lena slumped down flat on the bed, her body dripping runnels of spunk, her breathing harsh and shallow as she shuddered and quivered with aftershocks from her volcanic orgasm. At last I recovered enough to pick up my shirt and use it to wipe the mess from her body, Lena mewing contentedly as I gently wiped her clean.
As I wadded up my soiled shirt, Lena reached up and pulled me down next to her.
"Thank you Darryl, that was fabulous, I never felt so good. You do special things to me, you know that? I want you to keep on doing that to me forever!"
I kissed her lightly.
"I intend to, darling, believe me! That was close, though, I don't have any morning-after pills with me, so we should be a little more careful from now on, okay?"
Lena pulled herself close to me and looked me in the eyes, her eyes luminous in the half light.
"I meant it; you belong to me; you always have, you just didn't know it! When this is all over, you and I have to have a talk about us, about our life, and about our future. We need to talk about what comes next. Once mum and dad leave, there's only you and I; Min and Doreen are old ladies, we're really all we've got, so we have to sort our lives out; and by that I mean who we are together, as a couple, not just as individuals. I just want to make one thing clear, though; I absolutely fucking refuse to be your auntie!"
She was right, of course, but I didn't want to think about what comes next, because that meant thinking about life after my dad was gone, and I couldn't go there, not yet.
"Can we talk about this after they leave? I promise I'll sit down with you and we'll make some real plans. Right now all I want is for you and me to be together, for the two of us to be there for each other before they leave. Deal?"
Lena looked me closely in the eyes, then nipped my chin again, which seemed to be her way of sealing an agreement.
"Deal, Darryl, after they leave!"
"Good, now you'd better get back to your room before someone finds you in here!" I grinned, Lena rather grandly ignoring me.
"Shut up Darryl, I'm perfectly comfortable, I believe I'll stay right here, now lie down and go back to sleep!"
Grinning in defeat, I climbed back under the covers and hugged my kid sister (for now, anyway...) to me, grateful for her presence, and aroused by her condition i.e. stark naked and just roundly fucked by me. Lena seemed to sense this, and squirmed around to meet me lip to lip, my hands dropping down to cradle and gently knead her awesome little backside while we spent a very enjoyable pre-dawn snogging session, something we hadn't done enough of, in my opinion. Kissing Lena was a sexy, satisfying, highly arousing experience, and I was determined to enjoy every last second of it. Her lips were soft, delightful, demanding, submissive, delicate to the touch, a bondage I found it impossible to break away from; we indulged in light, playful feather touch kisses, fleeting brushes of lip on lip and tongue tip to tongue tip, long, indulgent, soulful kisses, mad, frenetic French-kisses with duelling tongues and frantic scrabbling of hands as each fought to hold the other down; in short, the entire spectrum of osculation as we determined to explore the many and varied ways it was possible to kiss one person. Each time I kissed her, the bond with her deepened and took firmer hold, until it anchored in the very bedrock of me.
At last, stimulated beyond my ability to withstand it, I slid my achingly erect penis into her once again, our lips locked together as we made love as the couple we now were. We made love, not animalistic fucking to satisfy our urges, not copulating for the thrill of it, but rather our own private sacrament, the final realisation, recognition, and fulfilment of an underlying truth that had resonated between the two of us for years; this was meant to be, we were meant for each other, and always had been. When we finally came, in a mutual orgasm like a blaze of liquid fire down my spinal column, I barely managed to withdraw in time, my semen spraying across her stomach and chest as I literally blasted myself empty on to her beautiful, desirable body. Lena clamped her mouth down on my shoulder, her scream muffled as she bit down on me, her body quivering as waves of pleasure threatened to overwhelm her as her orgasm rolled on and on. When we'd finished, we slumped down in exhaustion, uncaring where we were, only that we finally got to sleep.
I was awakened one more time, quiet sobs from Lena quivering in her and jarring me awake. I turned over and pulled her against me.
"Why the tears, Lena, I thought we gone past that for now?" I asked her.
"Oh Darryl, it hurts, it hurts so much!" she sobbed quietly, "Why did this have to happen, and why did I have to know? I liked being your little sister, it was my favourite thing in the world, knowing how much you needed me! Now that's gone, and if I'm not your sister, who was I all those years? Who am I now?"
I hugged her close, letting her cry herself out, asking myself the same question; who was I, really?
We awoke together, the early morning sunshine waking me as it had done every day of my childhood, flooding the room through the tall windows of this classic Georgian house. Lena was huddled up against me, her arm around me and her head in the crook of my neck. My eyes blinked open at the same time as hers, and I was instantly blessed with a soft kiss on the base of my throat.
"Good morning Dar, how's my horny big brother this bright and cheerful morning?" she smiled, her fit of the blues obviously passed. She tweaked my already painful morning erection and grinning knowingly.
For answer, I slid my fingers around her naked, firm little backside and into the cleft between her cheeks, rubbing and brushing my fingers over her intriguing little rosebud, making her grin and bite her bottom lip.
"Last night you said you wanted 'dirty';" I said, "I know a couple of things we could do that fit the requirement; are you ready?"
She clasped hold of my cock and began rubbing and squeezing it.
"Why Darryl Morgan, whatever are you suggesting?" she asked coquettishly, while simultaneously squeezing and massaging my scrotum, making my balls tighten up in anticipation.
I smiled as dirtily as I knew how.
"You started this, you dirty girl, all I'm doing is following instructions from my darling partner and wife to be!"
Lena gasped, her beautiful eyes widening as she smiled a slow, bewitching smile.
"You'd better mean that, Darryl Morgan, don't you dare say something like that unless you mean it!" she whispered.
I pulled her closer by those enchanting buttocks, copping a serious feel as I did so.
"I meant every word, Lena. We agreed, once mum and dad have left, there's only you and me, so this is the only way we can go forward. There's only one girl for me, and there only ever will be -- but not my sister, and definitely not my aunt, because I can't get my head around either of those. So there you are, one slightly bedraggled, out-of-work doctor, it's all I have, but it's all yours, forever, debts and all, if you're sure that's what you want!"
Lena looked distantly at me.
"So what will we be if I can't be your sister, which apparently is your top option, and I refuse to accept that I'm your aunt? What about what I want? Answer me, smart boy!"
I could see that angry glint in her eyes, and thought I'd dropped a huge clanger somewhere. I quickly replayed everything I'd said, and then it hit me; she was getting-off on the sister/brother fucking thing, she was actually enjoying the whole 'this is incest, isn't it fun!' thing going on here. I had to put a stop to this, now, because I couldn't have a relationship based solely on the fact that Lena wanted to live-out the kink; we both had to be in for the same reason, or both out, no half-measures. I'd already emotionally re-adjusted my outlook to ignore the fact that she was my aunt, and I wanted her, oh how I wanted her, but only as Lena, a beautiful, desirable girl, not Lena, my aunt and sometime sister.
"Lena, I can't be with you while you're my sister, don't you get that?" I asked her, looking her directly in the eyes. "As long as I know I'm not having sex with my sister, I can ignore the fact that you're my mythical biological mother's half-sister; can't you see that? It puts you far enough outside the pale for the Darryl inside me to see you as fair game. We can make this work, but not as we are; we have to change, we can't go the rest of our lives with you being my sister and me trying to ignore it; there's just too much history, too much baggage with that relationship;I can't do it. I can love you as a lover and partner, or as my sister; I can't do both. If you want to be my sister, that's all you'll have to be, I'm sorry, so truly sorry, I can't do it any other way!"
Lena was looking less hostile, but only slightly so.
"So what you're saying is, I can be your sister, and no matter how I feel about you, or what we've already done, that's all I'll ever be to you, or I can stop being your sister, just let that go forever, which breaks my heart, so you can love me like I want, is that the size of it? I'll be your, what, partner? Girlfriend? And you'll be the same to me, just a normal couple, no 'brother/sister' thing going on?"
I nodded, my own heart breaking for the loss I could see in her eyes.
"I know some people would say that it's a bit late to be thinking like that, considering what we've already done, and I have no excuse for that; I got caught up in it and went along with it because it felt so good, and you're so beautiful, and sexy and just hot, when what I should have done was called a halt before it went this far. I wasn't thinking straight then, but now I want to be as honest with you as I know how, and I have to tell you, I know now that I can't be with my sister, not in the way you want. I can be with you if I have a way for you to not be my sister, otherwise it all falls apart for me; I should have thought about this, I'm supposed to be the older one here, dammit!"
"If you want to go back to just being my sister I'll understand; I'll always love you anyway Lena, nothing's changed there, I'll have my little sister back and we'll just keep on being brother and sister, and let this slip away; I can't be your lover and your brother, it has to be one or the other."
Lena pulled herself closer to me, her hands on either side of my face as she looked into my eyes. I could see resolve in hers, and her mood lightening, which was a good sign.
"Of course I want to keep on being your sister, the thought of fucking my big brother was a huge turn-on for me, but you say if I want you any other way, I have to let that go, so we can be together as a normal couple? Okay, it's done; I so want to be with you, and I want you to be with me in the worst way, so I'll take you any way I can get you; at least this way I get you with no reservations, no holding back from you, and just a few small regrets from me, but I can live with those. It's a deal, podnuh!" she drawled like John Wayne, her good humour restored.
She pulled me down and kissed me to seal the deal, her arms going around my neck as I once more slid my hands down to knead and fondle those splendid cheeks, my erection by this time truly epic; bone hard, brutally swollen and distended out of all recognition.
Lena felt me prodding her, and slid her hand down to grasp and squeeze me, her eyes lighting up while mine nearly popped out...
"Did I do this, Dar?" she asked in that sexy, little-girl lisp, and I grinned back.
"What can I say; you bring out the worst in me!"
Lena pulled herself right up against me, her lips looking for mine, and I obliged; she was a great kisser, no doubt about that... While I kissed her, I continued to lightly rub and circle her spongy little anus, feeling the little hole jerk and contract as I tickled it, Lena gasping into my mouth every time her little hole reacted to my probing fingers. I moved over her, holding her by her sexy little bum, and slowly slid my aching cock into her sopping wet pussy, Lena breathing out in one long, drawn out sigh as I slid in all the way. Her arms tightened around my neck as she raised her head to kiss me.
"Okay Dar, now you've got me, do something dirty to me, make me howl like a banshee, do something to make me glad I climbed into bed with you!"
I grinned; I had something planned alright, but I learned one cardinal rule in the St. George's Medical School Poker and Getting Blitzed School; never tip your hand until you're ready for the showdown. I wasn't ready just yet, I wanted her in just the right frame of mind for what I had in mind; luckily she was almost there...
I began a slow, languid pumping motion, gently sliding myself in and out of her. Lena laid back, relaxing her hold on my neck to slide her hands up and down my back as I made love to her, her breath hot in my ear as she nibbled and kissed the side of my face, my earlobe, and whispered how she was feeling as I drilled as deep into her as I could get. She began moving more definitely against me, her pelvis rising up to meet me as I thrust down, the two of us bound together as our bodies fought to stay in synchronisation as we humped and pounded against each other.



When her orgasm broke, I covered her mouth with mine, her cries of release and satiation muffled by my lips and tongue. She clamped her legs around my thighs, holding me to her as she shook and mewled, eventually releasing my lips from hers to pant against my shoulder as waves of pleasure swept through her. Eventually she slumped back, flushed and breathless, her heart beating a pulse in the hollow of her throat. I made to move away from her, but she pulled me back down to her and kissed the tip of my nose before biting it lightly, one eyebrow arched upwards in query.
"I thought you had something special and dirty to show me," she gritted, "I wanted spectacularly filthy, imaginatively mucky, I got...this, which was very, very nice, oh fuck yes, but come on Dar, where's that dirty, perverted mind I've heard medical students all have? I'm offering you a chance to do your worst, don't make me take it back!"
I looked at her, at that cheeky, challenging grin, and smiled back, thinking; 'You have no idea, missy; never tease a strange dog, it might just turn around and bite you on your arse...'
I slid down between her thighs, kissing her lovely firm nipples, taking the time to nibble and chew lightly on them, just enough to make her gasp and push them back at me, asking for more of the same. I moved further down, planting kisses in a trail from between her breasts and down her stomach to dip my tongue in her cute little navel, making her giggle and quiver.
"Darryl, stop it, it tickles!" she giggled, squirming happily as I tickled her with my tongue-tip, so I obliged, continuing to make a trail of kisses until I came to tip of her wet slit. She smelled delicious, tangy, spicy and sweet, and I dipped my tongue into her, tasting her syrupy nectar. Lena shuddered as I did that, her thighs tensing as she sighed, then moving further apart to afford me better access to her little honey pot. I slid and wriggled my tongue into her, tasting her slick, dewy flesh as she sighed and held my head in place against her soaking wet pussy.
I slowly slid two fingers into her as I licked and sucked her pussy, Lena murmuring as I slid them in and out in time to my stabbing licks at her clitoris. Lena was pushing her mound into my face by now, my two fingers inside her gently massaging the walls of her vagina as I licked and sucked at her. Now I withdrew them, and as I licked her, I slowly slid one into her tight anus, making her gasp at the sensation. Continuing to slide it in and out, I carried on licking her, before sliding a second finger into her tight little anus.
"Oh God, Darryl, what are you doing...!" she exclaimed, starting up before slumping back down with a groan as I sucked hard on her clitoris. I began making scissor movements with the two fingers buried in her arse, slowly stretching her open as I frigged her, always licking her pussy, keeping her at that peak of pleasure in readiness for what was coming next.
I reluctantly moved away from her pussy, kneeling up on the bed as I helped her to roll onto her stomach, then slid the two fingers back into her bum, making her groan. While I was doing that, I slid my cock into her soaking wet pussy; it had been flagging a little, but the feel of her hot tightness was enough to restore me to full solidity. I pumped a couple of times to lubricate me properly, then slid out of her and pushed my cock head against her anus.
Lena twigged-on immediately what I was doing.
"No, Darryl, no, not that, not yet, no, stop, don't you dare...!"
I leaned down and whispered in her ear;
"You want dirty, you got dirty!" and with that I pushed forward gently but firmly, Lena gasping as I slowly slid into her tight arsehole, my hands holding hers outstretched on either side of her as I pushed into her. The feel of her ring snapping around the shaft of my cock was indescribable, and Lena, for all her protestations, began pushing back against me, helping me to slide even further in.
At last I was in up to the hilt, my cock buried in Lena's tight, velvety arse, my stomach resting against her plush, satiny bum-cheeks. I lay still, waiting for her to get used to the feel of this...thing jammed tightly in her backside, listening to the constant, low-level muttering coming from her.
"Just you wait, Darryl Morgan, I mean it, stick your knob up my arse would you, I'll fucking fix you, when this is done I'm going to fucking kill you, you little shit...!" and so on.
I leaned down and whispered in her ear "Are you happy now, Princess? You wanted dirty, I'm giving you dirty, now quit grumbling, shut your trap, and ponder this; Confucius he say 'be careful what you wish for, you may get it'! Gung Hei Fat Choy, Happy fucking New Year!"
Lena glared sideways at me.
"When this is over, you're a dead man, Darryl, I swear..!" she hissed, her voice outraged but her eyes saying something else entirely.
I grinned and began to slide back out of her.
"OH MY FUCKING GOD!" she whispered hoarsely, her body trembling as spasm after spasm wracked her, her voice cracking as I slid further out then slid back in again, then out and in again, ramming my cock her in her tight-stretched anus, introducing her to the joys of anal sex, ani sexus, le sexe anal, sodomiticum, however you say it, she was getting it and very much enjoying it; who said 'one up the bum isn't much fun'?"
She was orgasming almost continuously as I pumped into her, my hands sliding under her to hold and squeeze her stiff nipples as I rammed my bloated cock ever deeper into her searing hot anal tube. Lena pumped back against me as she rode my cock with her accommodating anus, the feel of her velvety tightness squeezing and releasing me almost too much to bear. As she orgasmed, wave after wave crashing through her body, her uterus fluttered rhythmically against the thin wall separating her rectum from her juicy vagina, the contractions transmitting themselves into her rectum to beat against my already over-stimulated cock.
I hammered into her until I could feel my spunk rising as my balls tightened, and held her tight to me as my cock head swelled in the restricted confines of her anal tube. I came like lightning, like hot steel, like a river of lava, biting my lip hard to stop myself screaming out loud as my cock wedged tight inside her. My spunk sprayed into her hot clasping rectum in endless thrilling jets of liquid heat, painting her insides and bulleting deep into her bowels, filling her up to the brim with my essence.
Lena bit down on the pillow to muffle her scream of ecstasy as she came in a gigantic orgasm that nearly dislodged me from her, her body shaking like a leaf in a gale as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her, the feel of my release inside her triggering her own.
"Oh God, Darryl, harder, oh fucking Christ, yesss, like that, yesss, yesss, YESSS! Oh God I love you, Darryl, fuck my arse, give it to me...!""
At last the heat died down, our climaxes stilled, and our bodies relaxed after the effort we'd expended. My cock softened and slipped from her tight confines, and Lena slumped down to lie motionless, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she gasped for air. I was in no better condition, heart hammering and chest bellowsing from my exertions.
After a while, Lena rolled over to put her arm around me and lightly bite the tip of my chin.
"That was...amazing, I never knew...! Do that to me again, baby, that was the best thing ever, oh God it was sooo good, only, next time, give me a little more warning before you shove that pump handle up the old tight-spot! Where did you learn that?"
I grinned at her.
"Gower Street Nurses Quarters, so many young, willing, sex-starved, nubile, needy nurses, so few male medical students...!"
She reached out and pinched my nipple, hard.
"You're a filthy disgusting animal, no woman's safe from you; just remind me to have you boiled in Listerine, God knows what you've picked-up, from God knows who!" she grinned,
I slid my hands around her soft firm buttocks and pulled her against me as I kissed her.
"Are we okay now, Lena?" I asked her, "I only ever wanted you, I know that now. It never occurred to me that the girl I was looking for all along was you, and I know there were things you wanted out of this that I can't do, not yet, or even deal with, but...maybe later. Whatever happens, I want you to know, it will only ever be you, always."
Lena nuzzled my nose gently with hers.
"I know, and I know you know what I want from you, and maybe one day you can be that as well. Until then, if you don't mind, I'll keep my big brother locked away inside me; I won't get rid of him; who knows, I might need him back again one day! Until then, we'll be Darryl and Lena Morgan, a loving couple, and hopefully parents, one day soon!"
I had to grin; this was the deal she wanted, and to be honest, it wasn't that big a deal, if it meant she was happy with the small compromise I'd asked of her; to forget for now that I was her brother so we could be what we both wanted, a real couple.
As I lay there, absently fondling her and stroking her smooth flanks, something she'd said finally caught my attention. I leaned back to look at her closely.
"Parents? Is that what you want, a baby? When?"
Lena slid her finger around on my chest in a meaningless pattern while I waited to hear what she wanted; to be honest, the thought of making babies with her was a very exciting one, so I just needed to know when she was expecting this to happen, and how she planned to deal with it. Eventually she rolled me onto my back, and leaned up over me, which put her sexy bum within easy reach, a fact I immediately took full advantage of.
"Dar, you say dad's only got a year, maybe eighteen months left, okay, I don't want to believe you, but I have to. So I want to give him something before he's gone; I want him to hold his grandchild at least once before we lose him. I want you to give me a baby, our baby, so dad will see and hold that baby, and know that life will go on for us and his family. Is it so wrong of me to want that for us, and for him?"
Tears were running down her cheeks, and I had a huge lump in my throat as well. Our baby, the result of our love and commitment, would be the perfect gift to give him before it was too late. I realised that more than anything, I wanted to take that picture of my dad holding my child, something to treasure against the coming loss, all the years we would never have with him. However, a few realities needed to intrude here.
"Darling, I don't have a job, or even a proper home, not somewhere we can bring up a child, anyway. How can we start thinking about babies when we don't even know how we're going to feed ourselves in six month's time?"
Lena pinched me again.
"We have a home; this one! Weren't you listening? Dad gave us this house, we have somewhere to live, and as for jobs, have you even looked at local jobs, at vacancies here in the Bristol hospitals? There are at least eight hospitals here in Bristol quite apart from Frenchay, Southmead and the Royal Infirmary, and so many more in Somerset, have you applied to them? No, you only applied to London hospitals. Take a chance, Dar, please, for me, for you, for both of us. I'm ovulating in the next few days, I want to make my baby here, with you, in this house where we grew up with so much love!"
She was right; I'd only applied to London hospitals, and only the bigger ones at that, hoping they'd select me from the hundreds of applicants they probably got for each surgical vacancy they advertised. Maybe I could do worse than be a doctor in my home town, perhaps I didn't need the prestige of working at one of the top London hospitals, plus, the thought of making babies with Lena appealed enormously; she was gorgeous, sexy, determined, and she believed in me, all evidence to the contrary. She'd chosen me to be the father of her baby; with her believing in me, perhaps that was all I needed to make it work.
"Give me a couple of days, baby, I'll start making some calls, maybe I can scare up an interview, or maybe even a Locum spot somewhere, just something to get me into the system."
Lena smiled tremulously, looking so adorable I had to gather her in to me. I couldn't help but glory in the feeling of this vital, sparkling girl in my arms, basking in the fact that she was mine, that maybe I had finally grown-up enough to deserve her, and resolving to do everything humanly possible to keep her wanting me the way she did right now.
The sound of footsteps overhead reminded us that there were other people in the house, and that Lena needed to get back to her own room before she was discovered 'in flagrante' in my room; not that we really cared; the cat was pretty much out of the bag now, but there was no mileage in rubbing everyone's noses in it either. With a dazzling smile, a hot kiss, and a breathtaking wriggle as she slid her sleeping t-shirt back on that made my cock sit up and take notice, she was gone, padding silently out of my room and flitting down the corridor to her own.
After I'd had a long, leisurely shower, I came downstairs to find mum and Lena making breakfast, the smell of toast and bacon making my stomach rumble, while dad, looking much better than he had last night, was sitting at the table reading some papers. As I came into the kitchen, Min opened the doors to the dining room and we all trooped through, mum, Lena, Min and Doreen bringing all the breakfast things through to set them on the table. Lena ate her staple breakfast, the one she'd had nearly every day of her life; a slice of toast smothered in baked beans, with a fried egg and two rashers of bacon on top, the sight of it making me feel pleasantly nostalgic for the days when we were still kids, before everything happened that had brought us here today.
While Lena and the aunts chatted, I sat with mum and tried to make conversation while keeping one eye cocked on dad, just in case. After a while he put down his coffee and folded the last of the papers he'd brought through with him. He looked at me meaningfully, so I interrupted Lena so she could hear this too.
"Kids, the last of the property deeds have been signed and assigned to you; this house is now legally yours; there's a folder on the kitchen table with all the Land Registry stuff in it, get a safety deposit box and keep that safe, it's your title to this place. That's not it though; your mother and I have something important to tell you."
He looked at mum, who nodded.
"We confirmed our flights this morning; we'll be leaving tomorrow, we'd like it if you could come and see us off, but I don't want you to come to Cyprus with us, it would be far too depressing watching you leave to come home. It's better this way; mum and I want to get settled-in first before you to come and see us, so give us a month or so first, okay?"
I heard a clatter as Lena dropped her fork onto her plate.
"So...soon? Mum? Daddy? You're leaving? No, not yet, a little longer, please, don't go, daddy? Please?"
Mum was suddenly at her side, holding her close as she continued to protest. I said nothing; what could I say? I knew every minute here was a minute less for him, he had to go soon, and the sooner the better; it still didn't make it any better, though.
"Dar, please, tell them, not yet, please, I want my dad a little longer, please..." She was in tears now, and she pushed mum away and ran upstairs, her bedroom door slamming a few seconds later. Mum looked at me in mute appeal, and I nodded, going after her.
I found her in her closet, sitting on the floor with her forehead resting on her knees, her arms hugging her knees the way she would when she was ten years old when something had upset her. I sat next to her, leaning against the wall, carefully not touching her; Lena lets you know when she wants to be touched, and right now she was radiating her 'keep away' field cranked up high.
After a while she spoke to me, her voice low and muffled.
"You didn't say anything, not a thing. Why not Dar?"
I sighed and let my head loll back against the wall.
"Because I know, and so do you, that it would do no good. They have to go, you know that, and nothing you or I could say would stop them, not if dad's to have any chance of living just a little longer. They have to go, and I won't try and stop them; neither will you. We have to let them go, but you should go with them, if you feel you need to, there's nothing holding you here, and I'll still be here when you get back, no matter how long it takes."
Lena looked up at me.
"You'd let me go with them, stay with them until...until it's over, and you'll wait for me? Really?"
I nodded and took her hand, kissing the back of it.
"I told you earlier, there's no-one else for me, only you, and maybe you need to do this. I understand, truly, and I'll wait right here for you to come back, I promise."
Lena slid over next to me and wrapped her arm around my waist, resting her head on my chest, the top of her head under my chin, like she used to when she was small.
Eventually she sat back up and looked up at me.
"Okay, Dar, I think I can let them go now!" she smiled, her lip trembling as two big tears quivered on her eyelashes. I wiped them away with my thumbs, brushing her hair back away from her beautiful face.
"Less of that, young lady!" I grinned, "Big girls don't cry, remember?"
Lena smiled back and leaned over to kiss me on the lips, a loving, warm kiss, one that thanked and rewarded without being freighted with sexual promise, a kiss between spouses.
"You always knew what to say, Dar; I think that's why I love you so much. You always made it right. Thank you, for now and for all those other times as well."
I led her back downstairs, where mum was waiting anxiously, her face relaxing when Lena smiled at her.
"We'll wait 6 weeks then we're coming out to see you, okay? Make sure you kill the fatted calf, it's been a long time since I ate a fat calf!"
Dad grinned at her joke, and reached up to take her hand, his other hand stroking her cheek as he nodded gratefully at me. Mum came up and hugged Lena as well, dissipating the last of the tenseness between them.
Breakfast continued, mum and dad telling us more about their travelling plans, with me trying to be as interested and supportive as I could, while Lena just stared intently at them, drinking-in every detail of their faces, storing up memories of them while they were still here with us in England.
Mum was curious about what my plans were once they'd gone, and I had to gather my thoughts; my plans and hopes were far down the agenda at the moment, I was still trying to come to terms with so many life-altering changes; the impending loss of my dad, my mum going away to basically sit the death-watch over him, my drastically and dramatically changed relationship with Lena, and the shock of actually growing up overnight; it would be true to say my head felt like it was bursting with trying to cope with so many changes in so short a time.
At last I was sufficiently together to answer her, seeing the hope grow in her eyes that I was going be alright.
"Well, mum, you've given us the family home, so I think my plans entail finding a job here in Bristol -- Lena and I have to eat, pay the bills, keep the lights on and the house in good shape, so no, I'm not planning on doing a bunk for London just yet. I can't speak for Lena, but I'm not going anywhere."
Lena squeezed my hand under the table, which I think mum caught, from the sudden change in her expression.
"Lena, what about you?" she asked, more for form's sake than because she had to ask; Lena was staying with me, here, in her home, and mum knew, or guessed, or intuited what was going on between the two of us.
"I'm staying with Darryl; this is my home too, and I don't want to leave it; I'm not leaving Darryl behind again!"



Mum looked sad at that.
"Is that how it is, then, the two of you...?" and we both nodded, unable to lie to her, unable to deny any longer what was happening between us.
Min chose that moment to speak up.
"Let it go, Maureen, and don't worry about them, they'll be okay; they have what they want, and they have what they need; just be happy for them."
I snapped round to look at Min, hardly expecting her to understand, or to catch the smile of understanding and approval on Doreen's face. Min took my hand.
"Darryl, Lena, are you both positive this is what you really want? Because what you do now is for real, and there's no going back, so tell me, are you ready for this?"
I looked at dad, but he was obviously waiting for my answer, as was Lena, her eyes shining with unshed tears.
"Mum, dad, Aunt Min, Lena and I love each other. We've had a whole lifetime to work this out, even if I didn't know that was what I was doing. There's no-one else for me, there never really has been, there's only Lena, and I can't leave her, I won't. I love her, and I always will. Mum, you and dad can go away now, Lena and I will be fine, I promise, we'll be here, we'll always be here for each other!"
Mum hugged me, kissed me on the forehead and slipped a small package into my hand.
"Open it and give it to Lena!" she whispered, so I opened it. Inside was an antique gold engagement ring, a cluster of small diamonds in a small exquisite heart setting.
"It was your Great-Grandmother's, now go on, you know what to do!"
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I was dreaming about Teruko, shopping with her in Tokyo, in one of the boutiques on Shinjuku, and she looked so adorable, not to say hot and desirable in the little skirt and sailor shirt she was wearing, like a fantasy Anime princess, and I had to kiss her, but as I leaned down, she touched my lips with her finger tip, gently stroking my bottom lip.
"Time to go now, Jakku-san, we must go, it getting late!" she smiled, and with that I came fully awake.
"You awake now, my husband?" she grinned, "It early but getting late, we must go soon, must call mummy first, please!"
I shook my head to clear it of the cobwebs of sleep still surrounding it, noting sourly that Teruko was obviously a very early-morning kind of person; how depressing...
She climbed off the bed and retrieved my handset from my trouser pocket, handing it to me.
"Call now, please, must go soon, miss traffic!"
Mum was a little surprised to hear from me so early, immediately panicking and wanting to know what was wrong. I reassured her that nothing was wrong, that I was calling so early because we were coming up for the weekend and Teruko wanted to leave early to avoid the Saturday morning traffic on the M40 motorway out of London. Once mum was calmed down, she wanted to know what had brought this on, and I had to do some nifty footwork to avoid blurting out the real reason for our visit; that I was busy rumping my little sister, and I wanted her blessing, or at least to look the other way...
Instead I told her that Teruko was homesick and missing her, something guaranteed to make her all eager and motherly -- God, I'm so manipulative sometimes...
I had a quick shower while Teruko made breakfast, and we sat and ate together before she went to take her own shower. I sat with my cup of coffee, thinking about her, alone in that big scary shower, all naked, and wet, and slippery, and helpless, and needful, and considered whether I should offer to protect her from anything that crawled out of the drain-hole; of course, that meant I had to be in there with her, but sometimes a man's got to do what a man's got to do...
I debated with myself over what I should do; leave her in peace to have a nice invigorating shower, or slide in there and introduce her to Jack junior and his two dangly friends. Decisions, decisions, but eventually the part of me that was currently doing most of my thinking said 'okay, she's wet, she's slippery, she's got a body made for sin, and she's obviously in dire need of some inflation from that very handy pump you've got there, what are you waiting for, a damsel in distress awaits, fucking get on with it, she'll be done soon...'
My conscience pricked at this point. What was I doing, she was my little sister, for God's sake! And that was when the real me chimed in.
"Oh yeah? Really? That didn't stop you yesterday, all day and half the fucking night! You went at it like a pair of energizer bunnies on Meth, you just kept going, and going, and going, so it's a little late to be thinking 'she's my sister'! Either you want this girl, and let me just remind you of what she looks like naked...there, got that, wasn't that nice?...in which case get in there and bang her the way she likes it, or strap your cock to your leg, find a Trappist monastery, put on a hair shirt, and shut the fuck up for the rest of your life; make up your fucking mind, Jackie-boy, I think she's about to go 'Ding'...!"
Arguing with myself, horny and conflicted, definitely not a good state of mind. In my head I sounded like a screenplay for a Woody Allen film, so I let my instincts make an executive decision about what to do next. They made me drain my cup, check junior was ready to rumble, yep, all working there, and sneak up to the bathroom. Grinning like a circus chimp, all doubts now resolved, or at least cuffed and gagged and shoved in a trunk, I slid silently through the door, dropping my robe on the floor and easing the shower-cubicle door open, basically intending to pounce on her unsuspecting, hot little body, but she was waiting, one eyebrow raised, smiling brightly.
"I wait for you, I want see how long it take you to make up mind! Now you here, do back, please, my husband!"
I needed no second invitation, taking the shower gel and pouring a liberal handful on her back, taking my time to rub it into her soft shoulders and sleek, sexy back. I worked my way down, admiring the way the suds ran down her back as the warm water drummed down on both of us, eventually reaching my first target, her spectacular backside. I took my time to massage the gel into her firm springy cheeks, pulling them apart as I gently rubbed her anus with a soapy finger before sliding it into her. Teruko giggled and pushed back against me, arching her back to make her jutting breasts even more prominent.
I pulled my finger out of her and slid my hands up her ribcage to enfold her magnificent tits, feeling the nipples turn to pebbles under my fingers. Oh yes, she was into this alright! (and by the way and just to clarify things; some girls have breasts, some girls have boobs, and then some, a few, a lucky, lucky few, have tits; magnificent, malleable, made-to-manhandle tits; Teruko was very definitely in the third category...)
She turned around to face me, wrapping one leg around me, which made the tip of my erect cock brush her pussy lips. A grin played on her lips as she rubbed her slit lightly along my cock head, watching the sweet agony building in my eyes. I held her tightly by her waist, and pushed back against her, the tip of my cock only just parting her lips and wringing a sighing groan from her.
"Down, please Jakku-san, please to kneel down...!" she gasped, and I obliged, sinking to my knees, my cock standing loud and proud as it jutted up, purple and swollen, ready for her.
Now Teruko straddled me, slowly sinking down to take hold of me and guide me between her labia, then suddenly dropping down, impaling herself on me, drawing a loud gasp from both of us. I held her by her sides as she leaned up over me, her hands stroking and caressing my face as we kissed like demons, wild, savage kisses, our lips pressed together in a tight seal as our tongues fenced and wove around inside each other's mouth. All the while, Teruko humped and ground herself on me, her pussy rhythmically clasping and releasing my cock as she hammered herself onto me. The delicious squeeze and release sensation was driving me mad with lust, all I wanted was to hear her scream in orgasm as I pummelled her pussy into submission and filled it to the brim with my spunk. She seemed to have the same objective in mind, and so we hammered and pumped against each other, slamming our sexes together, fucking like two jungle animals, lust and desire bursting out of every pore. At some point we ended up on the floor of the shower with me on top of her, slamming my cock into her as hard as I could while she humped her pussy against me with equal vigour.
She came with a scream of release, her pussy clamping down on my aching cock as she shuddered and trembled against me, obviously having an epic, monumental orgasm, which was all I needed to blow my stack. My cock lurched as spunk roared out of me in an unstoppable jet, hosing into her, the feeling so intense I blanked everything except the feeling of being inside her as I came, and the incredible tightness of her pussy clamped around me, milking my pulsating cock.
Teruko slumped down as I collapsed on top of her, her heart hammering in time with mine, her chest heaving as she slowly recovered. Her pussy fluttered and clenched around my still-hard cock as mini-orgasms and aftershocks flared inside her, finally dissipating to leave her limp and sated underneath me while the warm water sprayed us both.
Finally she leaned up and kissed me once, very tenderly, a thank-you kiss.
"That so good, Jakku-san, but now we are late! I like you make me late like this!" she grinned cheekily, kissing me once more on the tip of my nose, and slowly, slightly unsteadily, getting to her feet to wait for me. I stood up, a little creakily; that orgasm had wrung me out like a dishrag, and I leaned back to let the needle spray wake me up a little. Teruko stroked my face with her fingertips.
"Poor Jakku-san, so tired, I help you!"
I should have heard a warning note in her voice, because she stepped out of the cubicle and turned the thermostat all the way down. I yelled as a blast of icy water hit me square in the chest; that woke me up in a hurry!
Choking and spluttering, I finally managed to find and hit the button to shut off that barrage of frigid water, my pale, sunshine-deprived body a distinct shade of blue, not quite Smurf-like, but definitely on the way there.
Teruko stepped back into the cubicle with a large bath sheet to wrap around my shivering pale blue wreck of a body.
"Jakku-san awake now? Cold water after hot shower very good for you, you very awake now! Why you funny colour?"
All the while she was talking, she was towelling me, trying to hide a grin while she dried me off, gradually restoring feeling as my nerve-endings woke up again after going into some sort of thermal shock. I promised myself a fitting revenge for that, although I couldn't work out what; anything I could think of doing to her she was liable to come back and ask for more, with extra ketchup...
When she'd finished, she kissed me lightly on the lips, her lovely tight body moulding itself to mine, and I instantly forgave her; hell, with a body like that I'd forgive her if she was a mass-murdering, cat-torturing, nun-poisoner, or even collected Barry Manilow records...
The drive home to Shrewsbury was pretty uneventful; even with the interlude in the shower we still managed to get across London and on to the M40 in good time and with relatively little stress, Teruko gawping like a tourist as we drove along the Embankment, past the Houses of Parliament acros the river on the north bank, excitedly pointing out the Elizabeth Tower that houses Big Ben, and the giant arc of the London Eye. We made good time home, mainly because I'd flatly refused to let her drive; Teruko drives like a Messerschmitt pilot during the Battle of Britain, eyes narrowed and eyebrows knitted, her knuckles white on the wheel, and I wanted to arrive home alive and in one piece, in that order.
Mum was all over Teruko, a quick peck and a "Hello Darling!" for me, but the full production number for Teruko; you'd have thought she'd been off pioneering in the waste spaces of the world for years on end, not 150 miles away for a few months! Eventually all the 'Oh my baby, I missed you so much, I'm so glad you came home, come and tell me all about London' etc. abated, leaving me feeling more than a little guilty over what we were here to tell her.
Senshi the dog was just as manic, almost bowling Teruko over in his eagerness to lick her face; believe me, I knew how he felt...
Mum had made breakfast, the full English, so we tucked-in, and I have to say, having brekkie made by your mum is one of the little things that makes life worth living. While we ate, we chatted about life, university, classes, my job, small talk, but I could see mum picking-up on an undercurrent; all her 'Okay,what have you done now, Jack?' instincts were twitching, so, after clearing up and putting all the dishes in the dishwasher, we joined her in the sitting room.
She waited until we'd made ourselves comfortable, Teruko sitting next to me, which was her usual place whenever I was home for a visit, with mum in her favourite chair opposite us, looking at us quizzically.
"Okay, darlings, it was sweet of you to come home and see me, I've missed you both terribly, and even Senshi's been moping around, so tell me; what brought this on?"
Teruko and I exchanged glances, and she moved a little closer to me on the couch, her fingers twining in mine. Ordinarily, this wouldn't have raised an eyebrow with mum; it was how she usually sat with me, but this time mum picked-up on something different.
"All right, Jack, what's going on?" she asked, her eyes flicking from me to Teruko, and back to me.
I swallowed; this was it. Teruko smiled at me and nodded, so I cleared my throat and began.
"Mum, we, I have something to tell you. There's this girl, she's beautiful, smart, everything I want, and I'm in love with her, and I sort of asked her to...marry me...and she said yes..."
Mum leaned back in her chair, one eyebrow raised.
"Well, carry on, just exactly who is this girl?" she asked, and I lifted our joined hands and kissed Teruko's hand.
"Mum, Teruko and I, we sort of...found each other, and I love her, I think I always have, and she loves me, and we want to get married one day and start a family. Say something, please!"
Mum leaned forward, her eyes narrowed.
"I see. Teruko, go to your room, please, I want to speak to your brother in private!"
Teruko stood up, suddenly looking apprehensive, my squeeze of her hand not cancelling out the raised eyebrow from mum, or the expression on her face.
"I wait for you call me, Jakku-san!" she smiled, her bottom lip trembling slightly. Mum watched her leave the room and climb the stairs, Senshi bounding ahead of her, and then rounded on me.
"So mister, do you mean to tell me that while your sister was living with you, supposedly being looked after by you, what you were actually doing was...was...I don't even want to think about what you were doing! I expected better of her, and I certainly expected better of you, John Cameron, although God knows why. First and foremost, she's your sister, which in my day actually meant something! Secondly, it's illegal, or were you so busy yanking your pants off that it never occurred to you wonder whether or not incest is against the law? Jack, she's your little sister, are you out of your bloody mind?"
That put me on the defensive right away.
"Look mum, this is something we both want, and it just...happened, it was meant to be, that's how we feel!"
My mother snorted derisively.
"Jack, she's only eighteen, she's still a child, how can she know what she wants? And you, you're a grown man, you should have had enough restraint to walk away, not just stand there and unzip! I really expected better of you, I really thought you'd matured; apparently I was wrong! You were supposed to take care of your sister, not seduce her! You've disappointed me deeply, Jack; you went to a place you're supposed to avoid at all costs, for some very good reasons, and you took your sister there with you. Do you know how angry that makes me? You brought her here to England to keep her safe, we made her part of our family, and now you go and do this? I'm ashamed of you, Jack, you should have known better, you're bloody well old enough to know better!"
A movement caught my eye, and mum turned her to look where I was looking, to see Teruko standing in the doorway, tears running down her cheeks.
"Please do not be angry with Jakku-san, haha, and do not be angry with me; I love Jakku-san, he love me, we are together now, for always. This is what we want, please, do not hate us, haha!"
Mum turned away from her, her mouth twisting.
"Baby, you're not old enough yet to know what you want!"
Teruko shook her head, tears glittering on her eyelashes.
"Mummy, I have always known, and I am old enough to know this now!"
Mum looked closely at her, her eyes flinty.
"Baby, are you sure about this? Is this really what you want?"
Teruko nodded, her eyes shining.
love him and I want to be with him, please do not hate me, mummy!"
Mum's expression softened, and she beckoned her closer, to hold her close and murmur in her ear "Since you came to me, you have been my beloved daughter; I will never hate you!"
Mum hugged her for a few more seconds, then held her away to look in her in the directly in the eye.
"Baby, you're still only a young girl, please think about this..."
Teruko looked back steadily, and kissed her once on the cheek.
"Please mummy, this is what I want." She whispered
Mum looked squarely at me.
"If this is what you want, and you both say you know what you're doing, all I can do is remind you of what I just said; Teruko's your sister, Jack, not some girl you met at a party, she's your flesh and blood! But I can see that whatever I say, nothing is going to change your minds, so I'll only say one more thing; she's my little girl, don't you dare hurt her, Jack Cameron, do you hear me?"
I nodded, and then I noticed the tears glimmering in the corners of her eyes. Teruko saw them too, and reached up to wipe them away, kissing her once on the cheek.
"Do not cry, haha, I will look after Jack! Your children will always be here, I promise!"
Mum smiled, and kissed her back, then stood up and hugged me.
"I suppose congratulations are in order, after all, you just got formally engaged!" She smiled sadly as she said it, and a great weight seemed to lift off my heart as she did; she'd accepted it, fighting it all the way, but she'd accepted us! She looked narrowly at me.
"One thing, though, don't let it go to your heads, both of you; while you're here I'll have no bed-hopping, do you understand? You may or may not be shacked-up in London, over here you're still brother and sister, at least for now, remember that, and try and not let your urges get the better of you!"
She hugged Teruko one more time then left the room, trailing her hand over my shoulder as she left, tapping once, lightly, with her finger as her hand brushed my shoulder, a code to follow her, so I did, while Teruko opened the French doors and followed Senshi out into the garden.
Mum led me to her room, sitting me down on the bed while she rummaged in the bottom of her closet, eventually pulling out a beautifully lacquered Japanese casket. She opened and tipped it out, jewellery cascading out onto the bed.
"These were my mother's, things I bought, things your father gave me. One day it would have all gone to you, or Teruko I suppose, so pick a piece, pick out something suitable for me to give your fiancée on the day of her engagement!"
I looked through all the conventional rings and bracelets, chains and pendants, and then a piece caught my eye; a beautiful, exquisitely carved milky jade pendant of two rats manhandling an egg; the carving was breathtaking in a piece no bigger than the end of my thumb, the feeling of antiquity radiating off it in waves. Mum smiled as I picked it up, admiring the quality and detail of the carving. "Well done, you picked a lovely piece, Edo period, the man at the British Museum dated it to about 1760, one of my favourites, and appropriate; rats are symbols of prosperity and increase in Japan, Teruko will appreciate that. Your father gave it to me when I left Japan with you, so it's only right I give it to her."
I looked closely at her.
"I'm sorry we sprung this on you like this, mum, honestly; I thought by now you'd be loading the shotgun, or at least booting me out the front door, but you've got me picking out bride-pieces! What am I missing here?"



She grinned knowingly at me.
"Jack, of course I'm angry, I never wanted this to happen, but that was just a hope; I knew, deep down inside, that this was always going to happen, one way or another. Come with me, I think you need to see something!"
I followed her down the corridor to Teruko's room. I'd never actually been in inside her room before, and at first glance it looked like what I supposed a fairly ordinary teenage girl's bedroom would look like, lots of soft toys, ranks of shoes, books and magazines piled everywhere. There was a hanging rack full of outfits, too many to fit in the closet, CD cases scattered around on the dresser, and photographs, lots of photographs, on the walls, on the dresser, on the nightstand, dotted around everywhere I looked. As I looked closer, I saw they were all of me, with Japanese characters scrawled across them. Mum picked up one at random.
"Look; 'I love Jack!', or this one, 'Jack 4 me 4 ever', or this one, wild horses couldn't drag out of me what THIS says! And then there's my favourite, 'My darling husband'! I think she forgot I read Japanese better than I speak it! I've been watching her watching you for years now, all those adoring looks and happy little sighs, always hoping she'd grow out of it. That's why I wasn't really surprised, I knew this was bound to happen, I just hoped it wouldn't!"
"She's been in love with you for years, Jack, you never picked up on it at all, even with all the heavy hints she's been throwing at you all this time. The fact is, I was starting to relax about the whole thing, because I was convinced you'd never discover how she felt about you!"
I was taken aback.
"So now it's happened, what now? Are you going to tell me that now that the inevitable has happened, you don't really disapprove?"
Mum looked sideways at me.
"Don't be so bloody stupid, of course I disapprove; my kids are breaking the law! What I want to do most in the world right now is give you a bloody good kick up the backside, then knock both your heads together for doing what you've done, but what good would that do now? The fact is, you need her, you always have, and she needs you, and I won't do anything because I love you both, even if the reason why temporarily escapes me!"
She grinned, looking a lot less annoyed than she had a few minutes earlier.
"On the plus side, at least I'm not losing my kids to strangers who I'll get to meet once or twice a year. I may not be her birth-mother, but Teruko is my daughter, she's my little girl, and I want only the best for my little girl. I think she found that in you, and no, that's not just a mother talking; you've always been the best, most normal thing in her life, ever since you brought her home and made her a part of us, and yes, I'm angry with both of you for doing this, but I can't deny that a part of me is also happy for both of you."
She sat back down on the bed and absently trailed her fingers through the mound of jewellery.
"Your grandfather will be happy, at least; he's known for years how she feels about you; Teruko and he are a lot closer than you think, and more than anything he wants her to be happy, so when you tell him, he's going to be over the moon; his oldest friend's granddaughter and his own grandson? He'll be ecstatic! He already loves her like his own granddaughter, he absolutely adores her, and the only thing he wants for her is that she be happy, so if you plan on going through with this, you'd better make sure you get it right, or you'll be answering to him!"
A question I had never bothered to ask her suddenly popped into my head.
"Mum, why did you and my father get divorced?"
Mum started scooping the jewellery back into the casket, stopping now and then to polish or admire a particularly fine piece.
"I thought you knew; he and I got married because our families thought we should; his father and daddy were boyhood friends, they went through the war together, they were best friends. When Georgie, your father, and I started going out, we were just going out as friends, but both families decided it was a love-match and pushed him to propose, so he did. To this day I don't know why I said 'yes', but as soon as we got married we realised what a huge mistake we'd made; we tried to make it work, we had you, because we thought a baby was what we needed to cement us together, but we weren't able to connect in that way, we were friends, best friends, even, just not in love. You know what happened, but part of the reason Grandad loves Teruko is that she's Georgie's daughter, and he loved George like a son. You've got a lot to live up to, Jack Cameron!"
Mum gave Teruko the pendant, making her cry, and then she joined in, and by now even the dog was looking a little teary, so I decided to take Teruko up to Oswestry to see Grandad and break the news to him. He was delighted, as mum had predicted, insisting on lugging out a bottle of his prized vintage Medoc and presenting it to us an engagement present, cue more hugging and blubbering.
After they'd dried up, or at last dried-off, he and Teruko went out to see her chickens, leaving me to ponder what to do next. I felt a little sandbagged by everything; I'd been gearing up for a fight, or at least accusations and recriminations, and mum's pragmatic attitude had completely taken the wind out of my sails. Her injunction that we refrain from Hanky-Panky was not unexpected, but I was planning on taking Teruko out that evening, maybe we could find somewhere quiet for a little Hanky at least, possibly working in a little Panky too...
We eventually left once Teruko had rounded-up and hugged all her pet chickens, although how she could tell them apart was a little beyond me, they all looked exactly the same to me, like chickens everywhere; beady-eyed, mad little stares, running around with that 'my panties are falling down' bounding run that all chickens have, and making that guttural scraping sound that makes my blood run cold and is guaranteed to drive me completely loopy; the only way I can tolerate chickens is on a skewer with yakitori sauce...
At last she'd had enough of hugging those wretched creatures, so we headed home to get showered and changed; I was taking my girl on the town!
I took her to Beach, a beach-themed club in the centre of town, where we were able to blend anonymously into the crowd; I was fairly sure that no-one I knew would be there. I wasn't ashamed of Teruko; far from it; she looked spectacular in a short, tight, slinky dress, exotic and hyper-sexy; I just didn't feel like explaining to anyone we knew what my sister was doing rubbing herself all over me...
All was going well, and we'd had a few drinks, Teruko discovering that she liked Moscow Mule's, when there was a tap on my shoulder, and when I looked up, there was Jack Fineman, of all the people I didn't want to see, class creep and world-class pervert, grinning down at me and flicking the occasional covetous glance at Teruko, who was sitting on my lap feeding me Japanese rice crackers from a giant champagne glass and giggling.
"Hello Cameron, that's a very friendly sister you've got there!" he smirked, leering at Teruko's chest.
I slapped his hand off my shoulder.
"What do you want, Slimy? We're out having fun and I really don't want to see your ugly pan ruining my evening. Now we're busy, so do me a favour and fuck off!"
Fineman stayed where he was, grinning like he had a plan, pissing me off just by his presence; he was a creep in school, I'd avoided him like the plague when I was there, and I didn't really see why I should tolerate his presence now when I was out with my girl.
To my huge annoyance, he sat down opposite us, at our table, and leaned on his elbows, grinning like a Cheshire cat, arousing in me the almost irresistible desire to punch his creepy face down his neck and out of his arse...
"Yep, that's a really friendly sister you've got there; I wonder, do you think she feels like being friendly to me?"
My blood boiled at the thought of Slimy Fineman touching her, and I held my temper in with difficulty as I leaned forward to stick my face in his.
"In your dreams, Slimy; the only thing you'll ever get from my sister is her foot, shoved up your arse. Now fuck off before I hurt you!"
He leaned in even further.
"I don't think so; I think she'll look great in, say, my bedroom, so what say; she comes home with me, we have a little 'adult' fun, and it all ends there; or, all these good people here get to hear how the tall guy in the corner is fucking his chinky little sister? How would that stuck-up, snooty mother of yours feel once it gets around town that Mr. Clean, Big Jack Cameron's been shagging his little sister? Make up your mind, Cameron, clock's ticking!"
Promising myself the leisure to dismember him for what he'd called Teruko, I stood up, helping her to her feet and walked away. We'd gone a few paces when I turned and looked at him.
"Come on then, you want your fun, come and get it!"
For the gloating expression that crossed his face, I promised myself a further few minutes alone with him in a locked room, but for now I tried to look as non-threatening as possible as I walked out behind Teruko, Slimy trailing after us, probably congratulating himself on how well his sick little plan had gone.
As we exited the club he tried to put his arm around Teruko, probably already seeing himself as some kind of winner here, a player/playboy/man about town, but I intercepted him, holding his arm twisted as far up his back as I could shove it, ignoring his gasps of pain and threats until we were away from the club, then spun him round and clothes-lined him as hard as I could. I was the best Prop-Forward the school 1st XV rugby team had brought on in years, and I'd forgotten none of that, and 'Slimy' Fineman did a complete back flip as I gave him the full Monty, a full straight-arm with extra top-spin.
He landed face down on the pavement, and I hauled him upright, meaning to give him a couple more, but he was out cold, limp and bleeding copiously from his nose where his face had smacked the pavement, so I ripped the front of his expensive shirt clean off him and wrapped it around his head, not wanting to get any of him on my car. I slung him over my shoulder for the short walk to Rowley's car park. Once there, I threw him unceremoniously in the back seat of my Vauxhall Frontera 4-wheel drive, although what I really wanted to do was throw him off the Welsh Bridge and play pooh-sticks with his carcasse...
I drove out of town and along the A528 Ellesmere Road, fuming mad, wanting nothing more than to stop the 4x4, haul Slimy out and just beat seven shades of shit out of him for trying to blackmail me into giving him my beautiful sister; after I'd finished with him tonight, maybe I would anyway...
Teruko hadn't said a word since we left the club, just looked at me in silent apprehension, now she decided to break that silence.
"Jakku-San, what happen? Why you so angry you hit that man, what has happen? This is not way home!"
I told her, as simply as I could, what had happened inside the club, her beautiful big eyes getting even bigger as I told her the whole thing. When I finished, she leaned closer and kissed my earlobe.
"Thank you for not hurt him, he not worth trouble with police, yes? Where we go now?"
I told her, and she agreed, she didn't want 'Slimy' coming anywhere near her again, this seemed like a good way to make sure that never happened. We drove in silence, Teruko wisely not distracting me, as the Ellesmere Road is an unlighted two-lane country road, and it was almost 20 miles to my destination.
We finally arrived in Ellesmere, swinging off the main A528 into Church Hill and then Birch Road, another unlighted country lane, this time with a drop-off on one side, so I drove down it extra cautiously until I reached the Fineman family home, a large Victorian house set well back from the road. Slimy was coming round by now, so I hauled him out, slapped him a few times (not too gently, either) to wake him up properly, and rang the doorbell. His father answered, a look of concern on his face at the sight of me holding his bloody, dishevelled son up with his arm twisted up his back. I knew Mr. Fineman well; he'd been my Classics master in school, which was the reason Slimy attended there; the sons of teachers got free places; it was also the only thing that had stopped me pounding Slimy into a flat sheet and draping him over the garden wall...
"Jack? Jack Cameron? What happened, why...? he began, before I gave Slimy a push that sent him sprawling through his front door.
"Hello Mr. Fineman, I brought Little Jackie home, he tried to blackmail my sister into bed, so I taught him some manners. If he ever comes near her again, I promise, what I'll do to him won't be pretty, but it'll be lasting, are you listening, Slimy?"
Mr. Fineman looked at his son with an expression of distaste.
"What exactly did he do this time, Jack?"
I told him, in detail, exactly what his son had threatened, his face getting darker by the instant, while Slimy tried to deny and cover-up. I learned that he'd tried the exact same trick on Harry Waterfield, my classmate, friend, and captain of the school rugby team, and Harry had given him a scientific beating that should have taught him a powerful life-lesson; apparently he didn't learn very well. I knew Harry had a very pretty half-Chinese sister; her name had slipped my memory, had he...and whatshername...? No, not likely, what was I thinking, not Harry...
When I'd finished, Mr. Fineman rounded on his son, who was hunched over against the wall, perhaps understanding that he had no friends here right now, not even his own father.
"Still up to your nasty little tricks, eh? You never learn, do you? After what Harry Waterfield did to you, I thought you'd have learned your lesson; apparently I was wrong. Get your stuff and get out, I won't have someone like you living under my roof. You had your chance, and now this is how you pay me back. Get out! You can call for a taxi, you can walk, or you can try thumbing a lift, but I want you gone tonight!"
I took my leave of Mr. Fineman, who apologised profusely for the anger, embarrassment and offence his son had caused, and also thanked me for not hurting him this time. As we were leaving he nodded at Teruko.
"Jack, I'm not implying you have, but if you did...you know, with her, I wouldn't blame you in the slightest, she's exquisite!"
During the drive back to town Teruko was disappointed the evening had ended so early, but I had one more ace up my sleeve; a room booked at the Premier Inn back in town, a surprise she was grateful to have sprung on her! When we got into the room, she pounced on me, her appetite obviously honed by a whole day of having to keep her distance. I wasn't complaining; I had what felt like the most imposing erection of my life, I was literally sweating sex hormones, and the object of my desires and affections was over there, wearing not very much at all, so I grabbed her, running my hands over every delectable inch of her I could reach. She was busy too, squeezing and rubbing my crotch as we kissed like a couple possessed, lips glued together and tongues fencing in the heat of our need.
I stepped back and pulled her dress over her head in one movement, and oh joy, she wasn't wearing panties, just hold-up stockings; my erection stiffened another notch, something she took immediate note of. I pulled my shirt and trousers off, flinging them over a chair; fuck folding them, I had no problems going home rumpled if it meant I got naked faster. My shoes and socks followed, leaving me in just my jockeys. Teruko moulded herself against me, her mound rubbing against my cock furled up inside my shorts, and as I grabbed and squeezed her perfect bum, she slid my shorts down enough to release my cock and let it rub against her juicy little muff. My hands groped and plundered her cheeks, sliding all around those warm, firm globes, until my probing finger slipped inside her tight little hole, making her gasp and giggle.
At the same time, she grasped hold of my stalk and rubbed the dripping head against her equally juicy pussy, the heat from her against the sensitive flesh of my cock head almost enough to make me come there and then. I moved her back toward the bed until the backs of her knees hit the bed, and she went over with me on top of her, although I did break my fall with my forearms; crushing her half to death wasn't part of the evening I had planned for her...
Teruko wriggled out from under me and pushed me over onto my back, grinning as she did so. She then threw her leg over me and straddled me, her soaking pussy lips sliding up and down my straining cock as she rubbed herself on me. The feel of her doing that was almost more than I could stand, and she grinned to see the effect she was having on me.
"Jakku-san like, yes?" she smiled, and I could only gasp back a hurried "Yes!" as she threatened to make me shoot my load there and then. Teruko smiled and slid back and forth even slower, grinding her hot wetness against me, tantalising me even further; my only recourse was to hurriedly do 3rd order differential equations in my head to avoid the inevitable outcome of having such a hot naked girl do what she was doing to me; it was a stop-gap, but it served long enough for me to decide I couldn't take any more of this, take her by the hips, and lift her enough to jam my bloated cock into her as hard as I could.
This of course was what she'd wanted all along, and she sank down on me with a contented groan, her hips slowly gyrating as she licked and lightly kissed my lips, then lifted her torso so I could hold and squeeze those lovely protruding tits and rock-hard nipples. I was trying desperately not to come too quickly; having her here like this was torture, but it was a torture I wanted to last as long as possible, so while I squeezed and pinched and sucked those centrefold tits of hers I was busy resolving polyphase matrices for military sub-band coder designs to back me off from the inevitable just a little longer...
Alas, even the most mind-bendingly dull of mathematical problems were no match for the feel of the lovely vibrant girl writhing on top of me, and when she began to ride me like a bucking bronco I just let myself go and held on for dear life as her pussy sucked and squeezed at me like another mouth working away at my cock. The feeling was incredible, and Teruko was obviously enjoying herself immensely, judging by the sighing and moaning as she worked herself up higher and higher.
The end came with her slumped down against me with a loud hissing groan, her tight pussy convulsing around my tortured cock. The squeezing of her pussy set me off, and I too came with a loud groan, calling her name as stream after stream of spunk jetted into her as I emptied myself into her. I couldn't believe I had so much to give her; it felt like we hadn't fucked in weeks, not just that morning; she truly was addictive, the more I had of her the more I wanted, no, needed.
I stopped shooting ropes of spunk into her, my cock twitching as I emptied out, the last few jets nothing more than an anaemic trickle bubbling out of me. My balls felt like the speed-bags in a boxing gym, my heart was pumping like a piston, and my chest felt like it was going to burst from the intensity and power of my climax, and Teruko was in no better condition, her pussy still clenching and twitching around me as the aftermath of her orgasm rolled around inside her, and I could feel her heart thudding against mine as she lay slumped on my chest. She raised her head and smiled sweetly at me.
"Husband enjoy, yes?" and I nodded; of course I enjoyed, it was fucking amazing, as always! I wrapped my arms around her as I slid my still engorged cock in and out in tiny movements, letting her know I was still game for more, bringing a cheeky grin to her face.



"Husband still want to play! Good, I will have shower, very quick, then husband play some more, yes?"
I clamped my hands on her bum; I didn't want to let her go; the feeling of my rigid cock shoved far up inside her while I played with that incredible arse was just too good to let go, even for a short while, but I knew Teruko; if she decided to have a shower, she was going to have one, no matter what, so I reluctantly unclamped my hands from her firm, luscious little bum to allow her to dismount.
She slowly slid herself off my solidly erect cock, teasing and torturing me as she disengaged from me, a flood of mixed spunk and her own juices pouring down her inner thighs, making her giggle.
"This why I need shower, my husband!" she laughed, pointing at the spunk dripping out of her, "I wash, come back very quick, we play some more, yes?"
So saying, she leaned over and took my throbbing erection in her mouth, sucking the mixture of sperm and her own tangy juices off the shaft and crown, cleaning me and stiffening me even further, if that was possible.
"There, now husband ready, not go away, I back soon!" she smiled, and padded away into the bathroom. I did consider sneaking in there and ambushing her, but those Premier Inn bathrooms didn't have shower cubicles, just a shower head above the bathtub and a shower curtain, not easy to sneak into without slipping on the smooth surface of the tub and either crushing your nuts on the tiled floor, or bashing your erection on the disabled rail and putting a bend in it you'd never straighten out...
After about 3 hours (or maybe 10 minutes, my time-sense was a little skewed with an erection that swollen using up so much of the spare blood in my body) she came out again, showered, dried, moisturised, powdered and smelling like a peach sundae, and Jack Jr. sat up again, his object of adoration back in view and ready for some serious wrestling. She paused with the bath towel draped around her, with that smile on her face again, and let the towel drop to the floor, revealing all over again her spectacular body. She hip-swayed over to me where I sat on the edge of the bed, draping her arms around my neck as she kissed me softly, gently, lovingly, and so, so erotically. My erection, which had been flagging slightly while she was showering, perked up all over again and nudged her in her soft midriff as she pressed herself against me.
My hand slipped over her back, my two index fingers circling her lumbar dimples before sliding down to cup and squeeze her delightfully round and firm, shapely, buttocks. As we kissed I massaged and kneaded those juicy mounds of flesh, my hands delighting in the feel and texture of her skin and the warm satiny slipperiness of her, and the firm, slightly gelid feel of her as I gently jiggled and bounced her bum cheeks. I concentrated on lifting and separating them, sliding my fingers deeper into that shadowed cleft between them, until my fingers were tracing a path, one after another, over the taut, crinkled little hole concealed between those gorgeous, firm cheeks.
Teruko sighed and pushed back against my hand, indicating that she wanted me to explore further, so I kept one finger gently circling her secret place while my other hand slipped further under her to trace a line along the crease between her labia. That was all the encouragement she needed to climb onto my lap, straddling me, and slowly sliding down onto me, the tightness making me groan along with the feel of the wet heat enveloping me. She slid up and down a few times, then raised herself up, allowing my erection to slip out of her. She immediately took hold of me and began rubbing the slick head of my cock against her tight little anus, slowly working me into that hot, tight, moist little hole.
At last the head slid into her, wringing a popping little 'Oh!" from her, her ring immediately clamping down on me, and she began to slowly slide herself further and further down onto me, until she was completely impaled, my cock buried to the hilt in her tight anus. All the while her soft lips were exploring mine, her tongue darting around in my mouth as we kissed and tasted each other. I began thrusting into her, and she responded by pushing back against me, grinding her pussy against the base of my cock and gyrating her hips to work my cock in and out of her tight hot little hole. I lay back and reached out to hold and squeeze her beautiful breasts, distracting myself from the feel of her hot, tight rectum squeezing my cock so wonderfully by palming and rubbing her stiff rubbery nipples, and kneading her firm, globular breasts, making her gasp and smile as she rode me.
Now she began to move faster, her face flushing as her arousal built toward that final peak, the squeezing of her rectum even more pronounced as she ground and slid up and down on my length until she came at last with a hissing scream, her head thrown back as her anus clamped down on me, her pussy squirting a spray of hot liquid over my lower belly as her pussy quivered against me. Her rectum squeezed and sucked at my cock in time to the fluttering of her convulsing cervix against the thin membrane separating it from her rectum as her orgasm rolled on and on.
It would have taken a better man than me to hold out against such an assault on his senses, and I came with a heartfelt groan, my spunk blasting out of me and into the depths of her hot bowels, the feel of my swollen cock wedging tight in her arse and the fluttering of her cervix wringing jet after jet of spunk out of me and into her. I saw stars, my eyesight dimming and my ears popping with the force of my climax as I poured myself into her, and she fared no better, sobbing and gasping with the intensity of her thunderous orgasm.
We both slumped back down, our bodies twitching and humming in adrenaline aftershock after that peak we'd ascended to, our hearts hammering together. Teruko lifted her head to clamp her lips against mine, her small hands holding mine, our fingers intertwined as we kissed like possessed creatures, the aftermath of our intense sex no less intense as we kissed hard, almost brutally, feeling only the need to remain in contact in this way.
The mood eventually passed, to leave Teruko lying flat on me, her arms around my torso and her heart beating against mine as I breathed in the delicate peach scent of her hair, her body, her sweet breath, a dozen small, subtle scents that immediately indentified her to me. My cock softened and slid from her tight hole, followed by a small cascade as my spunk poured out of her gaping anus and drenched my cock and balls, making her giggle.
"Jakku-san so naughty, make big mess, need shower, I help you!"
I was in two minds about that, considering what had happened the last time she 'helped' me in the shower, but right now all I wanted to do was lie there holding her tight to me by her marvellous buttocks, her breasts crushed against me with her stiff nipples poking deliciously into me, and her soft lips in easy reach if I needed a quick fix. She also seemed to be in no rush to shower and leave, apparently quite content to lie there with my hands clamped to her bum, occasionally murmuring happily as I jiggled or squeezed her firm globes, her face lifting now and again to lick or softly kiss my eager lips.
At last, reluctantly, I let go of her and slid her off me, taking the maximum opportunity to grab as many outlying areas as I could, then, taking her by the hand, I led her into the bathroom to take a shower with me, both of us standing close together inside the not overlarge bathtub and actually having a shower for a change, not just using it as a staging-ground for more wet 'n' wild nookie. The best part for me was towelling-off her pneumatic body afterwards, holding all those glorious curves and protruding bits, watching her grin and bite her lip as I rubbed a particularly tender or interesting part...
We eventually arrived back home at about 3 a.m., grabbing one last opportunity for an extended snogging session in the porch before going in, and trying to sneak in so as not to disturb mum, although with all the suppressed giggling and heavy breathing I'm surprised they didn't hear us half-way across town. I saw the light go on upstairs and inwardly groaned. I'd been harbouring hopes of sneaking Teruko into my room, my promise to mum notwithstanding, but I guessed that plan was shot, so we flopped down on the couch, hearing mum's light tread on the stairs as she came down, Senshi pattering down ahead of her and leaping on Teruko; lucky him, I thought sourly...
Mum took in our generally slumped condition and asked if we wanted any cocoa or milk or anything, I declined, but Teruko joined mum in a cup of cocoa, and when she moved her mug down from her lips she had the most adorable cocoa moustache; I wanted to lick it off her, and when she flicked her tongue out, licking her lips and crossing her stocking-clad legs while grinning at me, the whisper of the sheer material encasing those long, perfect legs clear and loud to my ears, I had to suppress the urge to bang my head against the wall and howl. I groaned again, mum smiling at me, her expression telling me she knew exactly what was going through my mind, and what we'd been doing; I swear she could see every mucky, grubby little thought I was having, and she was enjoying every second of this.
So we sat, Teruko crossing and re-crossing her legs, mum grinning at my growing discomfort, and me slowly working into Roman-candle mode. I swear testosterone was leaking out of my ears on one side of the room as I contemplated all that exotic feminine gorgeousness sitting tantalisingly out of reach on the other side, with my mother as a sort of de-militarized zone in the middle enjoying every tortuous second of it.
I was also developing another problem; Jack Jr. had decided to make his presence felt, and try as I might, thinking of all the non-sexiest things I could imagine was having no effect. My zipper was under intolerable strain, and I actually had to grab hold of the chair arms to restrain myself from leaping up, dragging Teruko out of her chair and up to my room, and going seriously King Kong on her.
And so we sat there, making small talk in the gutter of the night, Teruko and I exchanging glances that drew smoking lines across the room, and mum sat there in the middle, deliberately making sure that I didn't leap on my sister in a hormone-fuelled frenzy and shove various parts of me into various parts of her, smirking at me, watching me slowly baste in my own juices, a fog of testosterone enveloping me. Eventually she must have taken pity on my strangulated expression, standing up and stretching and giving me the dirtiest smile and the most knowing look I'd ever seen.
She leaned down and pecked me on the cheek.
"Good night, dear, sleep well, and Jack...?"
I looked at her through a haze of frustration and thwarted sexual ambition, expecting a renewal of her injunction to behave and keep it in my pants.
"Yes mum?" I managed in a strangled croak.
"Both of you, try and keep the noise down if at all possible, we don't want the neighbours complaining!"
What the fu...? Did she just say what I thought she said? I looked at her in incomprehension, and caught a resigned, indulgent smile from her.
"Honestly, Jack, you carry on like your generation invented sex! How do you think I got you, for goodness sake, digging under a gooseberry bush? I know what you want to do, both of you, you're as subtle as a sledgehammer, so you might as well get on with it, I'll get no peace until you do!"
Oh. My. God. She did, she really did say it; she said it, and then she left, waving good night to both of us, while Teruko and I looked at each other in blank incomprehension. For about two seconds. Then it was a mad scramble to see who could get whose mouth on whom first. I won by the simple expedient of wrapping both arms around her and pinning her arms while I worked her face like an amorous dredger hose.
We broke off our frenzied kissing to look into each other's eyes and saw the same word there; 'Upstairs!'
I dragged her into my room, as I had a bigger bed, plus the thought of those myriad pictures of me in her room gave me a major case of the willies, and wasted no time in getting down to basics; you'd have thought we'd been abstaining for weeks, not continuing a session from two hours earlier, the way we went at it. As I closed the door, Teruko pulled off her dress, leaving her stockings in place, while I yanked off my trousers and shirt, levered off my shoes and socks and slipped my jockey's off, confronting her with a truly bone-chilling erection; it felt like it was cast in titanium, it was that painfully solid, and longer and fatter than I'd ever seen it; all I wanted to do was shove it in her somewhere wet, and I knew she wasn't too particular where, she was as ready for this as I was, believe me!
We closed and kissed, it seemed the natural thing to do, after all, we didn't have to do this quickly, mum had given us carte blanche, so there was time to take a little time. As I kissed her, my hands explored her taut, springy buttocks; those firm globes filled my hands wonderfully, the feel of them as I weighed them making my already tense cock even harder, if that was possible. As I lifted and separated them, she rubbed her mound against my cock as it lay pressed between us, the warmth of her wet labia transmitting all the way through my body to my brain, where it exploded in waves of desire for her; I had to have her again, she was the object and focus of all my desires now, and I needed her again. Our tryst earlier had just been a warm-up, now I wanted her for real, in my bed, where she belonged.
She sensed this, breaking our kiss to smile up at me before sliding to her knees and taking me in her mouth in one smooth movement. I took hold of her hands, our fingers twining together as she licked and sucked me, her talented tongue wringing feelings and sensations out of me I'd never experienced before as her head bobbed up and down, gently suctioning me as she licked and teased.
I could only take so much of this; I wanted to make love to her, feel myself inside her, not finish like this, so I stepped away from her, making her mew in surprise and look up at me questioningly. I nearly blew my load there and then; she looked like a Hentai fantasy fuck-doll with her stunning figure and beautiful face, long, honey-tinted hair, perfect breasts, and huge dark eyes, and I had to look away hurriedly before I lost it completely.
I took her hand and helped her to her feet, kissing her as soon as she was in range, covering her face, her lips with kisses as my hands roamed over her back and clenched her magnificent backside to pull her against me.
Teruko grinned and rubbed her mound against my cock, making me groan with need and anticipation. She saw this, and grinned wider, pulling me to the bed and gently urging me to sit then lie down. As I did she sat astride me, shuffling up until she was directly above my aching cock, then, taking hold of me, she slowly lowered herself, impaling herself on me with a long-drawn out hiss. I reached out to hold and squeeze her lovely nipples, lightly pinching them and drawing little cries and yelps from her as we worked ourselves up.
She began to slide up and down, rhythmically squeezing my cock with her inner muscles as she rode me slowly. I continued to squeeze and fondle her breasts, tweaking her nipples to feed her arousal, occasionally slipping my hands around her flanks to squeeze her enticingly firm buttocks, enjoying the feel of those perfect globes flexing as she rode me so well.
Being ridden like this, there was only one possible outcome; Teruko began to speed up, her beautiful face flushing as she approached orgasm, and I wasn't far behind her, my own release only held back by my determination not to come before she did, to give her what she wanted before I took what I wanted as well.
Her movements became more pronounced, more energetic as she pounded herself against me, until I felt her pussy clamp down on me, the muscles squeezing me as she climaxed, her head thrown back as she moaned and shuddered on me. The sudden constriction of her pussy pushed me over the edge, my balls tightening as I sprayed spunk into her deepest recesses, long, satisfying ropes bulleting into her, Teruko responding to the sensation of me shooting inside her with moans and even more convulsions of her tight little pussy around my already tortured cock.
She slumped down on me, her heart hammering as she sobbed for breath. I clamped my hands around her inviting little backside, once again marvelling at the texture and firm springy bounce of those glorious globes even as my cock began to soften and slip from her. She lifted her head to kiss me lightly, grinning that sexy little grin of hers before sliding off me and pulling herself into my side, her arm around me as I pulled the covers over both of us.
"Goodnight my husband!" she murmured, her hand flat on my belly as she rubbed my lightly, "sleep late tomorrow, Jakku-san, we have long drive in evening, must get rest now. I love you, Jakku-san!"
I turned to face her, wrapping my arms around her and pulling her close so I could kiss her once.
"I love you too, little wife, sleep well!" I whispered, getting a sweet smile as a reward before she burrowed down into me and closed her eyes. She was asleep in seconds, and I lay there for a few minutes admiring her, listening to her soft, even breathing, enjoying the feel of her warm softness under my hands.
We left Shrewsbury in the late afternoon, promising mum we'd be back as soon as Teruko had some free time from uni, and made good time back down to London, arriving a little after eight o'clock. We debated whether we should go out for dinner or raid the fridge, but the consensus was that neither of us wanted to cook after a four hour drive, so Teruko drove us to a Burmese restaurant I'd heard about in Greenwich, not far from the Royal Observatory, where we feasted on Ohno Kaukswe, a spicy chicken and coconut soup with noodles, Ameh-Hna, a red-hot Pork and King Prawn curry with jasmine rice, and Akau-Khe, crispy, flame grilled marinated belly pork strips on a bed of pickled shredded green papaya, prawns, peanuts, and crushed chilli's.
Teruko was wide-eyed at the variety and taste of all the different dishes, and amused at some of the expressions on my face when I picked up and chewed an innocuous-looking morsel only to discover its predominant taste was heart-stoppingly hot and spicy! All in all, it was a successful evening; plus, she was getting admiring, envious, and downright lustful looks from everyone in the place; my girl really was a head-turner!
We eventually got back to the flat late, which was not a problem; we both had a free day the next day, and I had plans to seriously ravage my fiancée, which was how I thought of her now, nice and early as a 'good morning' present, and so we tumbled into bed, both of us worn-out by the weekend and just glad to be back in our own little refuge.
I was awakened by the phone ringing, I looked at my watch, almost 8 a.m., and somewhat groggily picked it up, wondering who it could be as I didn't recognise the number.
"Hello?" I croaked, and a voice I hadn't heard in several years suddenly took me right back to my school days.
"Jack? Jack, it's me, Harry! How are you doing, big feller?"
Harry Waterfield. I hadn't heard from him in years, and now, not two days after talking about him, he's calling me at eight in the morning; this had to be more than a coincidence. "Harry!" I said, "To what do I owe the pleasure? I was talking about you a couple of nights ago to Mr. Fineman, and now you're calling me. What's up?"



Harry and I both graduated from The Imperial College, we were there at the same time, but Harry was part of the Special Engineering Programme, following a completely different curriculum to me, so I never actually crossed paths with him; a brilliant engineering student like him would have been constantly involved in industrial loan-out programmes, research and development, and innovation and excellence engineering within the engineering design programmes, so it wasn't really surprising, given the size of the student body.
I could hear the grin in his voice even over the cell-phone line.
"I understand you had a run-in with old 'Slimy' Fineman and you smacked him around a little over that gorgeous sister of yours, what was her name, Triko? Tenko?"
I laughed.
"Her name's Teruko, and yes, he tried to blackmail her into bed, so I gave him an Aussie Coat-hanger that flipped him 360 and knocked the bastard silly! I heard from Mr. Fineman that he tried the same trick with you and you gave him a good battering. How is your sister, anyway? I can't remember her name, I only saw her once or twice, but I remember she was a real knockout."
"She's...fine, yeah, she's fine. Her name's Sai Fong, she...uh, shares a flat with me in Perivale. Look, Jack, I'd like to catch up with you, your mum gave me your number and your address, I'd like to stop in later, I want to talk to you about this, maybe share some things?"
I was at a loss as to what I was going to talk to my old friend about after not seeing or hearing from him for four years, but I agreed, so he said he'd see us about lunchtime and rang off.
Teruko chose then to surface.
"Who call, Jakku-san, did mummy call, is all well?" she asked anxiously, and I smiled at her, putting her fears at rest.
"No baby, my old school friend, Harry, you remember him, he wants to come over later today to talk. He asked after you, he still remembers you, because you're so beautiful!"
Teruko smiled at that and slid closer to me, her lovely body melting into mine as she hugged me, nibbling on my ear as I squeezed and fondled her superb little bum.
"Husband is big liar, but I like him lie like that, tell me more lie!" she murmured into my neck, but I was too busy exploring the wonders of her bum to think coherently, and when she reached down to squeeze my rapidly inflating cock, I suddenly developed the urge to jam it into her somewhere, anywhere. Teruko got that from my suddenly more serious explorations of her arse and pussy, and shifted her attentions from my neck to kiss in a meandering line down my chest and midriff to eventually take the head of my cock in her hot wet mouth.
The sensation as she slowly licked and sucked was unbelievable, then she swivelled around with me still in her mouth to throw her leg astride me so she was now lying on me, her sweet little pussy placed just right for my tongue to attack, which it did. I slid her back a little towards my mouth, and licked in broad strokes with the flat of my tongue from her clitoris to the tempting little pucker of her tight little hole.
She showed her appreciation by moaning happily, the vibration thrilling through my cock and into my balls, which tightened involuntarily. At the same time I licked and probed deeper into her fragrant, succulent vulva, the taste of her sweet and tangy, salty and delicious as her syrupy nectar flowed in response to my oral stimulation of her pretty little puss.
I licked and lapped at her while her head bobbed as her tongue curled and flickered around the increasingly sensitive head, drawing me nearer to climax as her lips clamped around me, suctioning in a welter of warm wetness and delightful friction. Her breathing was also beginning to hitch as my ministrations to her tasty little flower began to bear fruit, her bum cheeks flexing and her thighs quivering as she hunched herself more and more firmly against my mouth.
When I finally rubbed her taut little clitoris with the pointed tip of my tongue, she climaxed with a guttural groan, her pussy and anus winking at me as she flooded my mouth with her sweet nectar, and when I pushed my pointed tongue as hard as I could into her tempting little anus, her moans transmuted into a loud hissing scream as her orgasm intensified in a series of waves that convulsed her pussy and clamped her anus tight, pushing my tongue back out again.
The force of her orgasm and the thrilling vibration of her throat against my over-sensitised cock head was enough to bring me on, and I came in a rush of spunk, long spurts blasting into her mouth, Teruko choking and bubbling as she fought to keep up with the influx of semen shooting into her mouth and down her throat. I finally stopped shooting, only dry heaves as my cock lurched and twitched in her mouth. Teruko licked and sucked the last sticky remnants of my spunk as it bubbled and trickled out of me, finally licking the head clean of any traces of sperm before slumping down with her head on my thighs.
She was twitching and quivering against me as the last tails of orgasm chased and whirled inside her, before skittering away to leave her breathless but satisfied. I still had the wonderful view of her delectable vulva to enjoy, a scenic landscape I would never tire of exploring. I licked and gently kissed her on her most sensitive spots, making her mew and giggle lightly as she drifted away on her own personal cloud, mellowing down after the tension and explosive release of our encounter.
Eventually she must have decided it would be more comfortable to lie next to me than flaking-out on top of me, so she slid off and wriggled around to once again lie in the crook of my arm, her warm little hand rubbing my stomach lightly.
"Set alarm please, Jakku-san, I will make breakfast soon, but must sleep first; you make me very tired!" she grinned, patting me in mock annoyance.
"One hour, then we eat!" she smiled, and, with her usual speed, fell asleep almost in mid-yawn.
We were just setting out some snacks and cold drinks when there was a ring at the doorbell, and when I answered, there was Harry, looking as young and serious as the day we left school. It took me a few seconds to register the fact that he had someone with him, a beautiful girl about Teruko's age, of obviously mixed Chinese/Caucasian parentage, then her face clicked into place, and I recognised her; it was his sister, what had he called her? Oh yes, Sai Fong.
We sat and chatted about school, university, how strange it was that we'd both attended the same university and done the same degree but never once crossed paths, eventually working up to the phone call that morning. The girls had hit it off immediately; Sai Fong had admired Teruko's outfit, one thing led to another, and now they were both in the bedroom admiring clothes, so Harry started first.
"Jack, the reason I called you was that Mr. Fineman called me and told me what Slimy had done, how he tried the same crap with you he tried to pull on me. I tell you, Jack, I never got so much pleasure out of anything as the day I beat the stuffing out of that scummy little weasel! You know that Mr. Fineman was my Housemaster in school, and he's kept in touch with me since then. He was concerned that you'd go looking for Slimy and teach him a few more lessons, admittedly with full justification, his words, not mine, so he asked me to ask you to leave it be, as a favour to him, unless of course Slimy tries it again, in which case, be my guest while I look the other way!"
I was still a little puzzled as to why he had felt the need to trek all the way across London to tell me something he could have said over the phone, so I sat back and waited for a little clarification. It didn't take long in coming.
"The other reason I wanted to talk to you face to face about this was to ask you if Slimy got it right. Before you go ballistic, I wanted you to know that when it came to Sai Fong and me, Slimy was right; Sai and I, we've...we're...it's..."
I'd never seen Harry at a loss for words before, nor looking as flustered as he did right then. He looked helplessly at me for a second, drew a deep breath, and started again.
"Sai Fong and I are...together, we're a couple, we have been for almost a year now. My father knows, and accepts it, he only wants Sai to be happy, and me, and we are. I wanted to tell you, out of all my friends because I think you'll understand better than any of them...because I think you and Teruko are in the exact same boat as us, aren't you?"
I was impressed that he'd put it together from so few clues, but not unduly concerned; he'd shared their most intimate secret, that he was living as a couple with his sister, and I owed him a similar confidence. I grinned in relief that he hadn't come here to preach or moralise, rather to share and support, and my respect for him notched-up even higher. The Headmaster, Mr. Gould, had once told us that the most honourable man in the school was Harry Waterfield, and I could see he was right.
"I'm impressed, Harry-boy, how did you manage to work it out so quickly?" I grinned, and he grinned back, suddenly looking again like the fresh-faced, handsome schoolboy who'd been the object of so many town girls' fantasies.
"I could see it all over your face! I was dreading this, but seeing you like that made it a lot easier, believe me!"
The girls chose that moment to descend on us, modelling various outfits and costume jewellery, for all the world like two teenagers going through their mother's wardrobe. Harry pulled Sai Fong down to his level and kissed her, her expression of confused shock changing into a big grin as he whispered in her ear and kissed her again. Teruko looked on in incomprehension, her eyes widening as she watched Harry kiss his sister, then she grinned and looked at me, bending down to kiss me lightly on the cheek.
"Friend Harry love his sister too, no?" she grinned at me, getting a pinch on the bum for it as I grinned back at her.
"Oh yes, darling, we're not alone, now we have friends to share our secret with!"
Sai Fong slid down into Harry's lap, her arm around his neck.
"So tell me, Jack, how long have you and Teruko been...close?" she smiled, her eyes alight with interest as Teruko blushed.
I slid my arm around her as she stood next to me, my hand kneading and rubbing her hip.
"We finally got together on Friday, so only three days ago, although it feels like a lot longer; in fact, it feels like a lifetime," I offered.
"Teruko has been hinting forever, I was just too dense to see or hear it, so she kind of took matters into her own hands, without too much resistance from me, I have to admit!"
Sai Fong laughed delightedly.
"It was just the same for Harry and me; he couldn't take a hint, even though I practically battered down his bedroom door to get him alone! You men are so...blind sometimes, especially when something's right under your noses; I sometimes wonder how the species ever manages to keep going, if you two specimens are anything to go by!"
Harry grinned at that, and even I had to smile; she was probably closer to the mark than I wanted to admit...
Lunch was fun; Harry and I caught up on old friends, school days, and had a good laugh about the way we'd dealt with a mutual problem, while Teruko and Sai Fong were obviously beginning what would become a deep friendship. I was sorry to see them leave, but they'd accepted our invitation to dinner on Friday, and we'd told them to stay over so Harry and I could enjoy a few beers together. Teruko and Sai Fong hugged like they were long lost sisters being parted again, already missing each other. I was happy she'd found a friend with so much in common, now she had someone to share, shop, and gossip with.
The rest of the week was pretty mundane; I had to go back to work after my long weekend, Teruko was back at classes and studying hard, determined to be a credit to mum, and so it went until Friday. I had an early finish, so I swung by the college and picked her up, intending to take her shopping and pick up some beer and snacks for the evening, and maybe buy her anything she wanted, as a reward for being so damned beautiful. We parked the car behind Lewisham Docklands Light Railway station and took a shortcut through the station itself, talking about the dinner that evening, when a hand grabbed my lapel and jerked me to one side. As I flailed for balance, somebody hit me, hard, on the side of the head and I collapsed dazed to the concrete floor of the station concourse. I looked up to see a skinny, dreadlocked youth wrestling with Teruko, trying to grab her pendant and its gold chain as she gamely fought back, his hands holding her wrists as she tried to push him away.
"NO!" I shouted, "Let him have it, you'll get hurt!"
He turned to look at me, grinning, and reached out and deliberately squeezed her breast as he licked his lips.
I saw red, surging to my feet, the look of smug victory on his face turning to one of shocked panic as I closed with him, my open-handed slap spinning him around, to catch another stiff-arm that jarred in my shoulder, I hit him so hard; it must have knocked his teeth loose. Moving with a speed I didn't know I possessed I closed with him again as he slumped against the ticket machine. His hand dived inside his jacket, I saw the dark gleam of something black in his hand, and heard the loudest noise of my life as something hit me with stunning force on the side of the head, spinning me around.
The taste and smell of brass filled my mouth and nose, flickering images of mum, Teruko, grandad, childhood images, teddy-bears, shooting stars, favourite toys, the smell of fried onions, the taste of hotdogs, barley-sugar, mum calling me for school, the glint of sun on Teruko's hair, whistles and dogs barking, people and faces I knew, the feel of Teruko's lips on mine, snapshots of my father, all sharply felt and experienced again as though new-minted, all riffled through my mind like a magician stacking a deck of cards. I saw the ground rising up, heard a siren wailing, dimly realising it was Teruko screaming, and then the chaotic blizzard of images in my head tumbled away as I slid down into the deepest, darkest trough of blackness, warm, comfortable, velvety soft, and silent.
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Part 4:Owe no man anything, but to love one another: for he that loveth another hath fulfilled the law -- Romans 13:8-10
Something was troubling Robbie, Casey was sure. She couldn't put her finger on it, but something was definitely bugging him. Robbie had been a little subdued since Sarah's wedding, and Casey understood that; he and Joey had given her to someone else, so his mom had less time for him, especially with little Caitlin to care for, but Casey sensed it was more than that. Maybe she'd ask Karen to have a quiet word with him; he'd open up to his sister-in-law for sure; he was used to confiding in and talking things out with Karen, something Casey entirely agreed with; everyone needs a confidante, and Karen was hers as well.
Their day had started well enough; she'd woken at first light, automatically sliding out of bed to check on the baby, only to find Robbie's hand on her arm.
"Where are you going, young lady?" he grinned, and Casey smiled and slid back under the covers, Robbie pulling her close as his hands roamed over her. She could feel his cock already hard and insistent, and grinned minxily at him as she rubbed her mound against him. Robbie responded by sliding his hands down to her ass and squeezing her cheeks, pulling them apart as he squeezed, simultaneously pulling her against his hardness, making her groan softly. He dipped down to nuzzle and nibble at her rapidly erecting nipples, the tingle as they did so sending a warm flush of anticipation through her, and she could feel her labia tingling as they swelled in response to her growing arousal.
Casey wriggled against him, her lips brushing his neck as she grazed lightly on the clear skin of his neck and shoulder, and his cock twitched against her as she got to him, as she knew she would. She reached down between them to squeeze and fondle his cock and balls, enjoying as always the feel of his big velvety balls pouched together against the ivory hardness of his insistent erection. She knew what he wanted to do, but she also knew what she wanted, and kissing her way down his chest, ruffling the fine hairs beginning to shroud his chest and savouring the sensation of the silky, not-yet wiry hair against her tongue, she moved steadily, slowly, inexorably down to her target.
When she licked the tip of his throbbing cock, Robbie gave a whispered gasp at the sensation of her warm, wet tongue against the slick velvety flesh of his cock head, groaning slightly as she slowly sucked him into her hot mouth, savouring, as always, the first hot wetness he found there.
Casey lightly squeezed and fondled his scrotum as she rhythmically squeezed and pumped him as she sucked, wanting him to give her what she'd craved from the instant she'd taken him into her mouth. Her movements became more insistent, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked in earnest, all her skills working to bring him to orgasm, and she was rewarded in the way she most craved.
"Oh God, Case, oh God...!" he groaned, his cockhead swelling in her mouth and ejaculating long, salty-sweet spurts that filled her hungry mouth almost faster than she could swallow; pulse after pulse of hot semen sprayed into her willing mouth, Casey thrilling to the taste and texture of her man's tribute as he gave it up to her. His cock pulsed and twitched until there was no more to give, and with a satisfied sigh, Casey licked him clean, before wriggling up alongside him, kissing him soundly.
"Good morning darling, did you like your wake-up call?" she grinned.
For answer, Robbie rolled her onto her back, her legs drifting apart as he settled between her thighs, his unyielding erection gently butting against her. Casey smiled as she reached down to take hold of him and adjust him so he was pointing directly as her swollen labia, then smiling in assent as he leaned forward.
He speared into her in one long, relentless glide, filling her the way she liked, her head going back as she gasped out loud at the sudden pleasurable invasion, her pussy tightening involuntarily around him, pleasuring him as he pleasured her. Their coupling continued, Robbie insistently sliding himself in and out of her, thrilling her with every thrust and withdrawal, the rhythmic clasping of her vagina around his cock in time to his thrusts telling him how much she loved what he was doing to her.
Robbie began to speed up, his movements harder, more insistent, and Casey began thrusting back against him, taking him all the way into her as she pumped her tight pussy against him, and so they thrust and pumped, racing toward the climax they both wanted so much now, the explosive release they both needed.
Casey orgasmed first, the feel of her man, her lover, her brother inside her finally driving her over the edge as he powered into her, and as she came, in rippling waves that sucked and squeezed him buried deep inside her, Robbie cried out as he too reached climax, the hot sperm roaring out of him to spray inside her in long, satisfying jets.
The feel of him filling her with his rich, fertile spunk triggered a blaze of sensations inside her, memories melding with fantasies about him to merge into one, long satisfying comber that surged and crashed inside her, blinding and deafening her with its intensity, her love for him burning high and hot deep in the center of the tumult as her body shook and shuddered with the strength and power of her orgasm.
They lay in silence as their storm quietened and gradually faded, content to touch, hold, lightly kiss, no longer trying to arouse or stimulate, merely maintain contact. It was this time that Casey most appreciated with Robbie; he was never so close and accessible as when he held her close and shyly whispered his love for her, and these moments together were those she treasured the most, when only the two of them existed, there was no world out there except the one they saw in each other's eyes, and no possible life except the one they lived together.
Eventually, reality intruded; the sound of young Robbie grizzling in the other room reminded Casey that it was time for his morning bottle, and that he probably needed a new diaper. It was the start of another day. She started getting out of bed, to have Robbie pull her back for one last kiss, before looking away.
"Uh, Case, I'll have to go into work for a few hours; Steve called last night about the new game, there's a few problems he wants me to look at, it's kind of urgent; really, I should have gone back in, but, well... you know how it is; if I don't fix this soon, it'll just get worse; sorry, babe, I knew you wanted today to ourselves. I'll only be gone a few hours, I promise, and I'll make it up to you tomorrow, okay?"
He was looking at the ceiling, not at her as he spoke, which immediately alerted her that something was up; Robbie always looked into her eyes when he spoke to her, it was the only way he knew how to communicate; now she knew he wasn't telling her everything; actually, he wasn't telling her anything, he was holding something back, and, as had been happening all too frequently recently, she could feel the shutters going up.
Casey sighed; it troubled her that Robbie wasn't sharing whatever was troubling him with her; she knew just how compulsively honest he was, and the thought that he was holding something back troubled her deeply; it felt almost as though he didn't trust her enough to tell her, and that hurt. This wasn't the first time she'd gotten the feeling he was hiding something, or holding back, and it worried her that something was worrying him and he couldn't, or wouldn't, share it with her.
Maybe Karen could get to the bottom of all the finger-tapping and drumming, all neck-scratching and channel-hopping he seemed to be doing constantly these days, his concentration totally shot, nervous tics he'd never had before. Robbie was always so laid back he was totally immersed in the moments he had alone, still and contemplative, but always ready with a sweet grin or a brush with his fingertips as she passed. Now that had stopped, and instead he was jumpy, restless, almost nervous, if that were possible.
While he took a shower, Casey called Karen, and asked her to come over; aside from Sarah, Karen was the closest he had to a female relative, and was the one person who knew him better than Casey, perhaps she'd have an insight into what was going on with her boy.
She knew Angie would jump at the chance to connect with Robbie and dig into what was troubling him, but her own family commitments kept her close to home these days; her baby was due in a few weeks, and while 43 wasn't too old or risky to be having a baby, Elio was taking no chances and had decreed total rest for her.
While she waited for Karen, Casey pottered around the apartment, playing with and talking to little Robbie, and considered the ramifications of having a little sister for herself, and a little aunt for young Robbie to play with; it tickled her to think young Robbie, whose parents were brother and sister, would be older than his aunt; and she had to laugh as she thought: did that mean they were all now officially trailer-trash?
Grinning at the thought, she glanced out of the window to see Joey's pride and joy, the Bentley Continental GT Robbie had given him as a wedding present, pull-up outside.
After all the family greeting and hugging, and obligatory nuzzling of babies, Casey sat down with Joe Jr. firmly in her arms, Joey in turn walking around holding his nephew like some kind of precious object as he gurgled baby-talk at him. Casey leaned in to speak softly with Karen.
"Kay, I need to confess; I had an ulterior motive for asking you to come over. It's Robbie, I'm really worried about him."
Karen looked over at Joey, busily talking baby gibberish to little Robbie, who was gurgling happily back at him.
"Is something...?"
Casey shook her head.
"No, it's his father I'm worried about. Something's really bugging him, it's making him twitch and tic like crazy, and he won't talk to me; there's something going on with him and he won't tell me about it; he just insists I must be imagining things, but he goes all red when he says it. I'm worried, Kay, he's never been able to keep secrets, and whatever this is, it's really troubling him, and it hurts so much to know he's keeping secrets. Talk to him, Kay, please, I know he'll tell you things he can't tell me, find out what's wrong with my boy!"
Karen looked into Casey's eyes, seeing the fear and anguish lurking there, and noted the slight quiver of her bottom lip. She quickly pulled her up and took her into the bedroom. Joey looked up, and Karen flashed him a quick glance that told him to stay put. Joey already had a good idea why they were there, so he nodded in affirmation and went back to entertaining young Robbie.
Once the door was closed, Casey settled Joe on the bed in a nest of pillows, and burst into tears. Karen gathered her in, letting her cry all her fears out as she soothed her.
Eventually the storm abated as she calmed down, Karen still holding her close, and Casey clung tight to her, taking comfort in her sister-in-law's presence.
While Casey cried, Karen had been having an internal debate over whether to tell her what she already knew, and as she wiped her tears away she made up her mind; this was a family matter, and Casey deserved to know.
"Casey," she began, "I already know what's bugging Robbie; he and I had this conversation at Sarah's wedding. I'm just a little disturbed he hasn't already had this out with you!"
At Casey's look of alarm, she smiled.
"Calm down, Case, it's nothing sinister, or dark and deadly!" she smiled, watching her as she carefully picked her words.
"Robbie's nervous, real nervous. This whole 'getting married' thing has really thrown him for a loop." She held up her hand to forestall any comment from Casey.
"No, it's not like that. He talked to me all about this because he didn't know how to tell you without sounding like he was trying to bail on getting married. He wants to marry you so bad it hurts him, but he's afraid. He's afraid he's not good enough, that he'll get it wrong, that he's somehow going to mess up and you'll hate him for being his father's son. Robbie thinks the sun rises and sets on you and that little boy out there, and he can't handle the thought of somehow not being enough for you, or not being everything you wanted. The truth is, he's frightened that you'll think he trapped you into marrying him. Robbie's scared that marrying you will stop you loving him because you'll feel trapped!"
Casey sat in open-mouthed shock; she'd never picked-up a single hint from him that this whole situation had him so jittery, and for so little reason. Had she really somehow indicated to him that she might feel trapped one day? God forbid! The one thing Casey wanted more than anything in the world was Robbie, she knew that with a depth and profundity impossible to plumb; he was an essential part of her now, his soul so closely twined around hers that there was no way to separate them.
She came to reality as she realised Karen hadn't finished speaking.
"Joey knows, he and Robbie had a talk about this, and Joey gave him the best advice he could; go see Frank. When we were first engaged, after the gloss wore off, Joey started getting the jitters, and for pretty much the same reasons -- he and Robbie really are more alike than either one of them realises. Anyway, Sarah told him that he needed an older male perspective, and sent him to talk to Frank; whatever Frank told him seemed to do the trick because, well, you know the rest!"
Casey thought over what Karen had told her. Robbie was such a serious young man, so committed to his family, she could see how the thought of anything coming between them would make him jittery, but she still felt dismayed that he'd not confided in her. Weren't they partners now? Didn't young Robbie prove how much she loved him? Her eyes filled again as she thought of him grappling alone with his fears, unable to tell her because he thought she'd reject him for not loving her enough.
Karen saw the precursor to her tears, and held her close.
"Casey, you know how much he loves you, but you have to understand, this is something he has to work out himself; there's nothing we can do except be there for him, especially you. Remember when I first met you again, back when Robbie first brought you from Sacramento? I was scared for him then, afraid you'd hurt him, and maybe damage him in some way that none of us would be able to fix. I was wrong then, thank God, but nothing about Robbie's changed very much since then; he's still a very young boy inside all that meat and muscle, and even with that incredible mind of his, there are some areas he just doesn't know how to connect with, or even realise that he needs to; this is one of them."
Karen paused, marshalling her thoughts before continuing.
"Someone is going to have to show him the way, and it has to be someone who's already been there, done that, and come out okay. That's why he needs Frank now; Frank and Caitlin had to go through what you and Robbie are going through now, they know the way through it, and only they can show him how. They did it for Joey, although we don't have the...complication you and Robbie have, but other than that, it took the two of them to show Joey what to do and how to be who he should be."
She paused, smiling a little at the memory of how Joey had been after his own crisis had been resolved.
"Relax, it will all be fine; Robbie loves and trusts Frank and Caitlin, and they love him, you, and that little boy out there like their own. In a very real sense Caitlin's as much his mom as Sarah is, she loves him fiercely and unquestioningly, so she's not going to let any harm come to him, to you, or your baby, I promise you!"
Casey tried to push her misgivings down in the face of Karen's breezy confidence that Robbie could handle this, and would, and managed a tremulous smile.
"There you go, that's better!" smiled Karen, "Now let's go rescue Robbie Junior before Joey decides to see if he likes Five-Alarm Chilli as much as his father!"
Casey laughed and gently picked up her nephew, handing him to Karen and patting her face to wipe away the signs of her recent tears. As they rejoined Joey, they found him stretched out on the carpet, young Robbie lying on his chest and laughing as he tried to poke his fingers into Joey's eyes, nose and mouth, and giggling as he avoided Joey's attempts to nip his fingers between his lips.
Every time she watched her bright, happy, inquisitive, affectionate little boy as he explored his world, Casey was struck by the thought that this was how Robbie might have been before his family decided to deny his existence, and the thought was always accompanied by a wave of sadness for his loss, and a stab of guilt for her part in that.
"Look Robbie, it's mommy! She's my sister! Can you say sis-ter?"
Robbie burbled happily, and Joey grinned.
"Yes, I knew it, what a clever boy you are, you're definitely my nephew, blood will tell! Your mean Aunty Karen says you can't talk yet, she bet me ten bucks it was just gas, she's a meanie, can you say 'meanie'? Good boy, now your meanie Aunty Karen owes me ten bucks!"
Casey laughed and picked up Robbie, allowing Joey to clamber to his feet.
"All good now?" he asked, taking Joe Jr. from Karen.
"I think so," Said Casey, "but I still wish he'd confided in me a little. At least I know what the trouble is, and he's got a way to sort it out, so I'm at least a little reassured. I'll make sure he goes and see's Frank, he adores Robbie and hopefully he'll be able to make things right for my boy!"
Joey looked a little shamefaced, something Casey spotted immediately.
"What, Joey, what are you not telling me?"



Joey grinned.
"Robbie called me last night, we had another talk about this; I think he just wanted me to tell him again that Uncle Frank was the way to go with this, and I made sure I let him know that he needs to sit down with both of them, Uncle Frank and Aunt Kat, so I called them and kind of...pushed Robbie into going there today; he's not "dealing with an emergency" at work today, he's in Morgan Hill, getting the benefit. I hope you don't mind?"
Casey smiled at her older brother, both her smile and her eyes softening as she considered how much he cared for his younger brother. Casey pulled his head down and kissed him gently on the cheek.
"Thank you for still looking out for our boy!" she whispered, grinning back at Joey's quick grin.
++++
Robbie pulled into the driveway of his former home, Frank and Caitlin Novak's residence in Morgan Hill, a suburb of San Jose, noting both Frank and Caitlin's cars already parked there, so he swung off to the side and parked across them. He walked into the house confidently, not bothering to knock; this had been his home for several years, and he was still a member of this family. As he walked through to the back, he heard the twins, arguing as usual, Frank mediating, and Caitlin clattering in the kitchen, and suddenly he was back; it was as though he'd never left.
Morag looked up and spotted him, immediately giving a shriek and pelting toward him, followed closely by Moira. The red-headed identical twins mobbed him every time, Frank suspecting that they just wanted to hit him up for more cash or freebies, but the truth was the two girls adored Robbie and wanted their brother back again, even though they loved Casey and worshipped little Robbie, and every chance they had to have him to themselves they took with both hands.
Caitlin heard the commotion, and slipped up behind Robbie to slide her hands around his waist and kiss him lightly on the neck.
"Robbie, welcome home! You should come down more often, we all miss you!"
Robbie spun round to hug his aunt in a bear hug, suddenly glad and relieved to see her, opening his arms to gather in the twins as well so he could hug them all at once.
After squeezing them all soundly, Robbie released them, letting all three of them breathe again.
Caitlin took his hand, kissing him softly on the cheek, motherly and concerned.
"Joey tells us you need to talk, come on through to the den. Girls, your dad and I need to talk to Robbie, this is private, and I mean that, so go find something to do, we're going to be a while."
The twins finally left after all their protests were dismissed, muttering darkly about how they weren't really members of this family, that they got shoved out the door for the least little reason, and that no-one ever told them anything about what was really going on. Caitlin grinned as she listened to them, feeling for them, but knowing full well that what she and Frank were going to tell Robbie was definitely not for their ears, and never could be.
Frank ushered Robbie into the den, and waited for Caitlin to settle the girls and ensure their privacy. As he waited, his mind cast back to the circumstances that led him here, to this moment, if truth be told, to help him set out in his mind what and how he was going to tell Robbie about what had happened, what the family was all about, and what he meant to all of them.
****
My name is Francis Xavier Novak; blame it on a Catholic upbringing, and call me Frank, everyone else does except Caitlin; she, out of everyone, always called me Frankie, and only she could get away with it; anyone else who called me that would end up picking their face up off the sidewalk. My mom was Colleen Hennessey, and her parents were immigrants from the depression-hit tenements of Chicago in the 1930's, her father lured here by the promise of work. It was hard work, too, back-breaking labor in the factories owned by the Dolan family, long hours for pittance wages. I know my grandpa resented it, but the alternative was no money at all in Chicago, so they stayed and sweated it out.
Mom was born here in Springfield, and she could remember Grandpa working long hours to put barely enough food on the table, while the Dolan's and their relatives in Springfield and surrounding towns got rich, fat and arrogant. There were damned few Cadillac's to be seen in this part of the world, but those that were belonged to that family and their myriad offshoots.
My dad was a first-generation Ukrainian immigrant named Marcin Novacek, anglicised to Martin Novak. He'd come to the USA as a small boy but he never forgot his roots, and always pined for the chance to one day return home to the old country. It never happened; when I was less than a year old, he was killed by a hit and run driver on Serramonte Avenue downtown. Initially, all the eyewitnesses identified the car as a late-model black Cadillac Coupe DeVille, which struck him so hard he was thrown 20 feet, killing him instantly. My sister Sarah was four years old when it happened, and she remembers my father clearly, but I have only pictures mom gave me; I don't remember him at all.
Strangely, when the sheriff of our fair town investigated the accident, all the eye-witnesses thronging the sidewalk at the time either had no clear recollection of what had happened or claimed they hadn't really seen what happened; these same people were also the recipients of some kind of windfall, as they all somehow managed to afford new cars that week. The only black 1972 Coupe DeVille in town belonged to Jerry Dolan, son of the owner of the factories that had made the Dolan family fortune, and a notorious drunk driver. As the sheriff was also his cousin, as was the mayor, the investigation was pretty cursory and closed as 'Unsolved'. It was an interesting point that Jerry Dolan's DeVille was reported 'stolen' that same day, and found burned out in a field behind Bad Indian Wood a couple of days later.
Just over a year later, mom married Michael Joseph Moran, the man who brought me up, and who I thought of as 'dad'. He was a huge man, with hands like shovels, but the sweetest, mildest temperament you could hope to find. I was never wary of him, and he was never too tired to pick me up and swing me on to his shoulders when I got tired or fed-up with walking. I looked forward to when he'd tuck me in on a cold night, or hold me on his lap with his huge arm around me, sitting in the big armchair in front of the fire reading nursery rhymes to me, or Pooh, or his favorite, The Wizard of Oz, until I fell asleep.
I was almost three when mom brought a new baby home; her name was Caitlin Roisian Colleen. Mom told me that she made me promise I would look after her, because I was her big brother, and that's what big brother's did, and then she made me hold Caitlin's hand while I promised to always take care of her, and she always swore Caitlin smiled at me as I promised mom I would always look after and protect my little sister.
I always loved my baby sister anyway, and I belonged to her for as long as I could remember; all she ever had to do was want something and I'd get it for her, or do it for her, or make it happen for her; she was my responsibility, and she owned me outright from as early as I can remember.
Growing up in the 1970's and 80's was the same for us as any other family in the Midwest; we went to school, did family things, squabbled, fought, fell-out, made-up, lived normal, everyday lives. Sarah (known in the family as 'Sally', probably because as a small child it was easier for me to pronounce) was almost five years older than me, so growing up we never played together a lot; I think she felt that age gap quite keenly; when she was ten years old she was nearly twice as old as me, and more so between her and Caitlin. We all loved each other fiercely, but it was my job to look out for Caitlin, and Sarah left me to it (unless someone threatened one of us younger ones; then my big sister turned into an avenging angel, a sight scary and awesome to see. Every smart kid in town (and a lot of the stupid ones, too) learned early-on just how much hell would rain down on them if they messed with Sarah Novak's family...
I progressed through school at pretty much a walking pace; there was nothing much I was interested in, except sport, specifically boxing, but the school didn't offer much in the way of coaching, concentrating as it did on track & field, football, and wrestling. Sarah tried to get me interested in other things, even suggesting church activities, which should have indicated how worried she was about me; she didn't like the idea of me hitting people and getting hit back, and we had several almost-arguments about it.
The only one who didn't get on my case was Caitlin; she was only three years younger than me, so I could talk to hear more easily and freely than I could with Sarah. Don't get me wrong, I loved and adored Sarah, but I had a closer, more confidential-type relationship with Caitlin.
Eventually I stumbled on the gym at the YMCA on Harvey Street, where I discovered our parish priest, Father Bernardi, showing rights over lefts to some of the kids training there. I found out he was a fanatical follower of the kings of the ring and a disciple of the squared-circle who could quote statistics all the way back to the 1920's, a true boxing aficionado. As I was a natural southpaw I had a distinct advantage in the ring, something he saw immediately, and took it upon himself to coach me from age 12.
So, on Saturday nights, while my friends were out getting into trouble, learning how to smoke, or caged-up and locked-down indoors, I would be down at the gym with him after Benediction, working the speed-bag, jump-rope and weight-bench, circuit training, or sparring endless rounds with everyone the good Father could dig up who'd climb into the ring with me.
I soon developed a reputation as a snappy counter-puncher, with a tight, close guard, a solid chin, a smoking short right jab and a blurring left hook that caught many opponents completely unawares. When not training, the good Father would tell me blow-by-blow stories about the fights at Madison Square Garden he'd watched, seeing undercard boxers eventually go on to become world champions; he told me about hitching to Philadelphia to watch Jersey Joe Walcott and Rocky Marciano, and 'the hardest punch ever thrown', ditching school to watch Floyd Patterson fight Archie Moore, and Ingemar Johansson, Sweden's first heavyweight world champion and take back the title, and blowing off his studies at the seminary to see Patterson's punishing matches against the immortal Cassius Clay, now known as Muhammad Ali, and the notoriously brutal Mob puppet Sonny Liston, and as a boy way back in 1951, slipping into the Polo Ground, New York, to share in the magic of 'Sugar' Ray Robinson's famous fight against the English boxer Randy Turpin to regain the world Middleweight title. I knew all those names, I'd been an avid reader of 'Ring' magazine ever since I discovered the sport, and to be trained by a man who'd actually been there and watched those legends fight was an enthralling experience for me.
I was inspired by his stories, and I promised myself one day I'd be a champion at whatever weight I found myself when my chance came. In the meantime, I trained, I worked the bags and the weight-bench, and I sparred endlessly. Mom and dad were concerned at my lack of interest and mediocre progress in school, but they were also encouraging and supportive that I'd found something I liked and could do well, and that kept me out of the trouble all my friends seemed to find so easily.
Oddly enough, my biggest fan was Caitlin, or Kat, as everyone called her, although, with hindsight, maybe not so odd. Also, as a side benefit, almost no-one picked on me or my sister at school; when word got around that I was the real thing, all the school bullies and wannabe tough-guys avoided me, which was gratifying, but also disappointing; if only one of them had tried something with me, just once...
And so things progressed, until I was nearly sixteen. Sarah was in college over in Monte Vista, just a few miles away, and had a steady boyfriend, Joe Anderson, who seemed like a nice guy. Joe was always polite and respectful to Sarah, and obviously into her, friendly and interested in me without being condescending in any way, and effortlessly good with Caitlin, who had her own not-so-secret crush on him, which amused Sarah and tickled Joe pink.
Then it all seemed to go wrong for Sarah. One night she went to a party with some of her college friends; Joe wasn't with her, they'd had some kind of argument in the car outside the house that afternoon, she'd gone to the party without him, and she'd come back in a hell of a state, dishevelled, in tears, mom ready to call the sheriff, and dad trying to calm everyone down. I admit it, I eavesdropped; no-one was going to tell me anything, but it was obvious something had happened to Sarah, something bad, something to do with whoever's house the party had been at.
As I snooped further, I heard more than I wanted to, about what had happened to my big sis, where it happened, and most of all, who did it. I knew what they were saying, and the sound of my big sis, who'd never been anything but the best thing in my life, crying desperately as she told mom and dad what had happened to her, made my blood boil.
For the first time in my life, I wanted to hurt someone real bad; in all my bouts in the ring I'd never lost my temper, my opponents were just that, opponents, not my enemies, not objects of hatred, and I'd respected them. But now I wanted to grab that piece of shit and pound him until he was just a lifeless red ruin for what he'd done to my beautiful big sister.
The following afternoon I waited outside the campus until the man I wanted to see came ambling out like he owned the place. I walked next to him along the sidewalk as he walked to his car, until we passed an alleyway, then I pushed him as hard as I could, watching him sprawl full length among the garbage and litter. He may have had almost five years on me, but I had 20 lbs and four inches on him, and he hit the ground with a satisfying thud.
"Hey, what the fuck...?" he bellowed, jumping to his feet, and that's when I let him have it, a looping roundhouse left, powered by all my rage and disgust, that spun him round and dumped him back in the garbage.
As he climbed to his feet, he got a quick one-two that slammed him back against the wall and as he came back off the wall, he got another left hook, this one right into the bridge of his nose. I heard the craacckk! as his nose broke. Today I feel ashamed of it, but right there and then I felt a huge burst of satisfaction watching him bleed like a stuck hog.
To give him his due, he came back out swinging, but he had no chance; he was used to having his teammates on the football field protect and defend him, the star quarterback, and his half-wit gang of bullies and yes-men to help him throw his weight around in the corridors in high school, but when he was alone, he was easy meat, and every punch he threw missed, while every punch I threw connected somewhere painful. I battered him to his knees, feeling immense satisfaction that this pig who had hurt my sister was on his knees before me, asking, no begging me to stop, blood pouring from his nose and mouth, his eyes bruised and blackening, large bruises all over his face where I'd connected again and again.
Eventually I decided I'd beaten him enough to get some answers out of him; if I didn't get enough answers out of him, I was going to beat him some more. Right then I didn't care if he scuttled home to mommy and she kissed his current trivial set of boo-boo's better, or he got carried into the ER because I'd beaten the living shit out of him, but he was going to tell me everything or the ER was going to be the least of his worries.
I held him upright by his expensive bouffant hairstyle, which I guess was supposed to make him look like someone out of Wham! or something, but just looked stupid surrounding his meaty thick-lipped face.
As I questioned him, piece by piece I got the whole sordid story out of him, how he'd decoyed Joe out to a motel on the town line with a message supposedly from Sarah, that she wanted to meet him there and talk, and how he'd paid Laurie Hollister, the school tramp, to tell Sarah that she was Joe's new girl, that she and Joe had been doing the business, and how she was going to be with him after the party in a room they had in an out-of-town motel, and then how he'd lured Sarah up to the bluffs, and what he'd done to her there.
To this day I don't know how I didn't just chop him in the throat and watch him choke to death there and then. When he'd finished, I dragged him to his feet and gave him another couple of vicious lefts and rights to the face, just for spite, to make him fear me, and to hurt him some more for what he'd done to my beautiful sister. As I left him sitting there in the garbage, slumped against a wall covered in dog-piss stains, bloody and afraid, he looked up at me, his little weasel eyes darting around like rats in a barrel.
"Who are you?" he croaked, "what's Sarah Novak to you?"
He flinched as I walked back toward him and reached down to haul him closer by his collar so I could look him in his scared little eyes, now puffed and bruised where I'd given him something to remember me by.
"Sarah Novak's my sister, and for what you did, I should kill you; maybe one day I will. You should know one thing, you little dog's dick; I'm fifteen right now, and I fucked you up good, imagine what I'll be able to do to you in five years time. Stay away from my sister, and from my family, or I'll do this to you every chance I get, and every time it'll be worse, you hear me, you little prick? And while you're down there in the dog-piss, think on this; you were lucky it was me; my mom wants to cut off your balls, then shove a double-barrel up your quacker and pull both triggers for what you did, and if you think it's just talk, then you don't know my mother, so thank your lucky stars I got here first!"
He nodded, unable to speak for nervously swallowing. I left him there minus his dignity, his bravado, and several of his teeth, surrounded by garbage and dog urine, his expensive Michael Jackson 'Thriller' jacket and trendy Lee Cooper jeans covered in smears from the rotting garbage and nameless filth he'd spent so much time sprawled in.
By the time I got home I was shaking in reaction and my hands were burning, the skin of my knuckles split and bleeding in places. As I came in, Caitlin spotted me.
"Frankie, have you seen...oh my God, Frankie, what happened to your hands? Frankie, honey, what is it?" she held my arms tightly, unnerved by the sight of me shaking.
She towed me into the kitchen and sat me down while she got a bowl of water and dumped some ice into it.
"Here, put them in here!" she ordered, taking my hands and pushing them into the ice water. It felt good, alleviating the stinging and allowing them to unclench. While my hands were soaking, she went and found some gauze and some antiseptic, and spent the next 20 minutes drying, cleaning and taping-up the worst of the cuts. When she'd finished, she sat back and looked at me appraisingly. One of the things I'd always found most appealing about Kat was her ability to look right into you and work out what was going on inside; she had that in common with Sarah, which was why I've never been able to sneak one past either one of them.
"I...got into a fight, okay?" I lied, Kat looking me with one eyebrow raised, a gesture she'd inherited or copied straight from mom.
"Don't even bother trying to lie to me, Francis Xavier Novak!" she gritted, leaning forward and poking me in the chest. "I know no-one in that school will touch you. This is to do with whatever it was that happened to Sally, isn't it? What happened? No-one will tell me anything, Sally just stays in her room crying, and mom and dad look like they've been fighting, now mom just sits there crying, so Don't. You. Start. Lying. To. Me!"



She emphasised each word with a prod in my chest, and I realised she was furious, her eyes flashing like emeralds in firelight, and I was suddenly just a little afraid of her. She sensed this, and patted my knee, drawing herself closer so she could rest her head on my shoulder.
"Frankie, what happened to Sally? Was it what I think? Did someone hurt her...you know...like that?"
I looked at her, unable to bring myself to say it, to tell my kid sister what I knew, why I'd done what I'd done. I saw tears gather in her eyes, concern and horror, anger, fear and outrage all flitting across her face.
"No, Frankie, no, please say no, not...not Sally, oh God, who? Who could have done that to her? Why? She never hurt anyone..." she whispered.
Two big tears rolled down her cheeks, compassion for her big sister flooding out of her. Suddenly she looked up at me, her eyes sharp and accusatory.
"You know who did it, don't you? That's what this is about, isn't it?" she demanded, holding up my bandaged hand, "You know who did that to my sister, don't you?"
My look told her everything she needed to know, and she turned away, her shoulders shaking. I put my arm around her, and she collapsed against me, crying as though her little heart was breaking. I tended to forget that for all her sharp wits and smart mouth, Kat was still only 13, still just a little kid, and this was too much for her to try and deal with. I let her cry until she'd cried herself out, doing my best to mop her tears, finally letting her blow her nose and calm herself down again. When she'd finished she looked closely at me.
"Did you hurt him bad?" she asked, and I hedged, not wanting to admit anything to her, but she asked me again.
"I said, did you hurt him bad? Answer me, Frankie, and you better say 'yes'!"
I mumbled something about giving him a beating but he walked away, but Kat wouldn't let it go.
"Who was it, Frankie? Who would do something like that to Sally?"
She pinned me with her eyes, and I caved in, just like I always did when it came to Kat, and I told her, seeing the shock and outrage and disgust grow in her eyes, and wishing I'd kept my big mouth shut. I made her promise, on my life, that she'd never let Sarah know that we knew, making sure she understood that Sarah felt soiled and ashamed enough, even though it wasn't her fault, without having to know that we knew as well.
Kat promised solemnly to keep it secret and between us to her dying day, and as Kat had never broken a promise to me in her life, I was content she'd do the same this time too. As she stood up to clear away the dressings and gauze, she kissed me on top of the head.
I looked at her in surprise.
"What was that for baby? And she smiled back at me.
"For being Sally's knight in shining armour and avenging her honor! She can't thank you, so I will! Thank you Frankie, I'm so proud of you, it was an honor to fix up your hands for you!"
I had to grin; my baby sister was so funny sometimes!
Next day the whole town was buzzing about how Steven Dolan, the richest kid in town, had been jumped by 5 guys who'd tried to mug him, but he'd bravely beaten them off, getting a little knocked about in the process, but he'd handed them all a beating and run them off. He was a hero, a genuine example to the town, with battle-scars to prove it; there was even talk of the college making a presentation to him, and how the Mayor was going to give him a special Citizenship Award...
Now you know what kind of town I grew up in.
*
A few weeks after all this, mom called Kat and me into the sitting room and asked us to sit down; she had something she wanted to tell us. We were both mystified; mom looked solemn, and angry, and sad, a welter of emotions flitting across her face. I had a sudden premonition what this was all about, and hoped it wasn't true.
Mom dithered for a while, clearly looking for a way to begin, so I helped her a little.
"Mom, what's wrong? Is this to do with Sally, with whatever it was that happened last month?"
Mom looked ready to cry, spooking Caitlin, who huddled closer to me, her knuckles white with the way she was clutching my hand.
She looked at me half gratefully and half in anger that I'd broached the subject, but she nodded and turned away to look out the window.
"Kids, Sally...your big sister Sarah is...she's...Sarah is going to have a baby in the spring. We know who the...father is, your father is going to speak to him and find out what he's going...his plans...if he's going to accept responsibility for his child, this baby Sarah's having...in the spring..." she trailed off, looking off into the distance, her voice barely more than a whisper.
Kat looked at me in incomprehension, then suddenly she realised how this must have come about, her eyes popping as she almost burst with the effort of not blurting it out. I slipped my hand over her mouth to quiet her, but mom never even noticed, still staring vaguely off into the distance. I pulled Kat away, signalling that we should go talk somewhere, and as we left the room, mom spoke.
"Sally's going to need both of you to help her now, you know that don't you? She's in no condition to go back to college, and I need both of you to be patient with her, help her, just be there when she needs you. The...boy who did this is no good; your father's wasting his time, that whole family are no good, so Sally's going to be alone, and she's going to be a mother, and there'll be times when she's going to be angry for what happened, and she might snarl and snap and lash out at you; when she does, just remember she's your big sister and she loves both of you more than anything in the world, and she's only doing it you because she can't do it to the one who deserves it, okay?"
We both murmured assent, Kat doing so because I did, I think, not because she understood what mom meant, but I got it. Kat took me by the arm and towed me upstairs to my room, where she sat down on my bed while I paced around, digesting what mom had told us. I only had a vague idea of the implications of what mom had told us, the main fact, that Sarah was pregnant, beating most insistently in my brain. Now I wanted to find Steven Dolan and rip his arms and legs off, beat him into an unrecognisable mess, and show the town what their 'hero' was really made of.
Kat watched me quizzically for a while as I paced around muttering and cracking my knuckles, eventually calling out my name, and repeating it until I broke out of my reverie to look at her in surprise; I'd forgotten she was there.
"Frankie, Frankie, FRANKIE! Have you finished talking to yourself yet?" she demanded, "Talk to me!"
I sat on the floor next to the bed while she sprawled on her tummy on the bed, her head level with mine.
"Frankie, what's Sally gonna do now? She wanted to graduate, now she's gonna have to stay home and have a baby, is she having a baby because of...what happened to her, you know...?"
I leaned back, eyes closed, not really wanting to answer. Caitlin waited for a few seconds for my answer, then, growing impatient, clonked me on the back of the head with her fist.
"I said...!" she began, cocking her fist to give me another one, but I grabbed her wrist.
"If you do that again I'm going to shove your head in the toilet and flush it! Now quit that, you don't hit people! Remember what dad's always saying, Kat, and try and be a little lady once in a while!"
Kat pouted, looking cute as all get out, and I had to grin; even at that age I couldn't stay mad at her, no matter how much she deserved a good swift kick in the pants.
"Look, Kat, Sally needs us now; that piece of crap and his dirt-bag family are gonna walk away from this, because people like them don't think people like us matter. Mom's right; dad's wasting his time, Sally's never gonna get any kind of help from them. We just have to make sure we're there when she needs us; we're all she's got. I think I can safely say Joe's gonna run a million miles when he finds out about this, he's not gonna want anything to do with Sally, and I think that's gonna hurt her the most. So this is your heads-up, okay? No more talking about Joe, no more mooning over him, or blushing when his name gets mentioned, okay? Sally feels alone enough without us rubbing it in, so just leave it alone, got that?"
Kat's eyes had been getting progressively larger as I talked, and she just nodded, the seriousness of my tone getting through to her immediately. She really was too quick on the uptake sometimes, more so than I would expect from a 13 year old girl, but this was our sister, the one person in the world we adored more than any other, and all we wanted to do was make the hurt go away, or at least not let her hurt alone.
I got up and headed for the door.
"Where you going, Frankie?" she asked, and I paused to look at her.
"I need to talk to dad, and no, you can't come, just give mom some story or the other if she asks where I am, I don't care what, okay? You got that?"
Kat looked rebellious, obviously wanting to come with me, but knowing I wasn't kidding this time, so she let it drop; like I said, she was a smart kid...
*
When dad came out of the factory gates, he saw me waiting on the sidewalk, so he pulled over and wound down his window.
"Frank, what are you doing here, son? You can't catch a ride, I'm not going home yet, just go home and I'll see you later. Go on now!"
I opened the door and climbed in, turning to face him.
"I know where you're going, I'm coming with you. Sally's my family too, and I want to see what those scum Dolan's are going to do about what happened to her!"
Dad's expression changed, his face going very still.
"You...know? About Sally ...and...?
I nodded.
"Everything, everything that creep did, how he set her up, the whole story. Where do you think our 'Town Hero' got his brand-new face?"
Dad looked down, shaking his head.
"That was you? Oh Frankie, didn't I tell you enough times to think with your head and not your fists? You shouldn't have done that."
He leaned back in his seat and rubbed at his eyebrows, something he did when he was thinking.
"Okay, what's done is done, but next time you want to pound someone, walk away and count to fifty, then, if you still need to do it, do it, but at least you've taken the time to think why you're doing it; spur-of-the-moment revenge is a poor excuse for rearranging someone's face!"
He started the car again and looked at me, at my expression.
"Okay Frankie, you know where we're going, just two things; keep your mouth shut while we're there, and I mean that, and you're going to hear some stuff you will never, ever repeat to anyone, you hear me?"
I was more than a little intimidated by his manner; he'd never enjoined that kind of silence from me before, believing as he did in openness and honesty, and I nodded, wary of him for the first time in my life. He looked at my face for a little longer, then reached out and ruffled my hair lightly.
"Good man, I knew I could rely on you; you're just like your father, there's more of Martin in you than you know. Now, let's get this over with and go home!"
We drove to the suburb the Dolan's lived in, owned, really, pretentiously named 'Beverley Hills', no doubt another boost for their already bloated ego's and overwhelming sense of their own importance. Jerry Dolan and his family lived in a moderately palatial ranch-style home surrounded by a high wall and imposing gates, the gateposts adorned with crowned lions; obviously they thought of themselves as the leaders of the pack around here. Dad grinned and pointed with his chin at them, and I had to grin back. He pressed the call-button and spoke to someone inside, and the gates slowly swung open, closing again after we drove through. When we got out of the car, there was Jerry, looking his usual puffy, pouchy self, his drink-ravaged features bleary and indistinct, and his face glowing with large areas of broken veins, making him look red-faced, bruised, and unhealthy. As he stood up he swayed, and I realised he was drunk, not even 6 o'clock and he'd obviously been communing steadily with the bottle long before we set out to see him.
He lurched to the front of the porch, leaning on the upright to support himself.
"What d'you wan' here, Moran?" he slurred, his eyes piggy and hostile, and as I looked at him I realised I was looking at his son 30 years down the road; the same meaty features, the same thick-lipped, self-indulgent sneer, the same air of entitlement. Like his son, Jerry Dolan believed he walked three spans above the earth.
Dad looked at him with barely concealed contempt.
"You know why I'm here, Dolan, and I want to know what you're going to do about your pissant little son. I know you think you can do anything, well, not this time, not to my daughter, so I'll repeat myself; what are you going to do?"
Jerry swayed so much I really thought he was going to collapse.
"I don't have to do anything, Moran! If your slut daughter wants to open her legs..."
He got no further before dad's huge hand grabbed him around the throat and yanked him close like he weighed nothing.
"Be careful what you say about my girl, Dolan, you may be someone in this town, but right now you feel like nothing to me. Watch your mouth!"
With a contemptuous surge of his shoulder, dad flung him to the ground by his throat, where he bounced once and lay still. I thought he'd actually killed him, he'd hit the ground so hard, then came a loud snore. Dad looked at me and grinned.
"He's too drunk to notice, but don't worry, in the morning he's going to hurt good, believe me!"
I looked up, to spot Steve Dolan fading inside the house, a look of sick fear on his face as he realised his protector-daddy was out cold and there was nothing stopping my dad going in there, dragging him out, and beating seven types of shit out of him.
There was a clapping sound, and someone moved up out of the shadows into the early evening sunlight, and I gasped; it was a woman, and she looked exactly like Kat, or how Kat would probably look in 25 years time.
"Hello Mikey, how are you?" she said in a soft contralto, and dad grinned at her.
"Rosie, damn you look more like mom every time I see you! It's been too long, baby-girl, you're looking good!"
The woman smiled again, looking exactly like Kat, even the slight tilt in her eyebrow when she smiled, and gave a little curtsey, and I couldn't help but gawp. Dad looked at me and smiled.
"Frankie, let me introduce my sister; Roisian Shelagh Caitlin Moran...Dolan. Rosie, my stepson, Frank, but you knew that!"
She stepped down from the porch to take my hand, and look closely at me, her fingertips gently brushing my cheek for an instant.
"He looks so much like poor Martin, doesn't he? I know Sarah does. How about little Caitlin, does she know?"
Dad shook his head.
"I don't think that would be such a good idea, especially now, after all this...mess."
Roisian grimaced.
"You know I'd do something if I could; I have no illusions about my son, I know what he did, and what he's capable of; in so many ways he's his father's son. I suppose I have you to thank for handing him his ass?" she asked me, and I could only nod a little apprehensively.
"It's alright, Frank, it was a long time coming, and I thought it might teach him a lesson, but his father sees it differently. This family abounds with lies and secrets, one more lie to make the Dolan myth even more powerful is just another brick in the wall they've built around themselves. I'm truly sorry about what he did to Sarah; she was such a pretty, happy little girl, and Martin adored her, as did I."
She smiled wistfully.
"Your father was in my class in school, Mikey and he used to hang out together, they were best friends, and I used to tag along, hoping he'd notice me; fat chance!"
She grinned at me, looking younger and even more like my little sister.
"To my bad luck, he only ever had eyes for Colleen Hennessy, but we remained friends. Then Jerry came on the scene, and I married him when I finally realised Martin was never going to look twice at me; Jerry was already a drinker then, but he was a sweet guy too, and I foolishly thought I could turn him off he booze. When your father died I was heartbroken, and yes, I know the stories about that, and I also think there was more to it than a simple hit-and-run, but I can't prove anything. I still miss him terribly, though; he was such a sweet boy in school, such a gentle man, as well as a true gentleman, and so young when he was killed, such a tragic waste! If things had been different, I might even have been your mom! Every time I see you in town, my heart skips a beat, you're so much like your father, and I do miss him so!"
Dad reached out and stroked her hair.
"Poor little Rosie! You could leave him, you know; there's nothing left here for you, and I have room in my home for one more family member, it's your home too, if you want it!"
Roisian grimaced.
"Thank you, big brother, but this is the bed I made, I did it with my eyes wide open, so I'll have to lie in it a while longer; Jerry would never give me a divorce, but I think it won't be too long now; his cirrhosis is becoming critical, but he won't stop drinking, so he's going to solve my problem for me, one way or another! Once an alcoholic, always an alcoholic, and it's killed him, he just doesn't know it yet."
Dad put his hand on my shoulder, time for us to leave. He looked one last time at Roisian.
"Do you need a hand getting him back...?" and she shook her head.
"Leave him there; he's used to it! He'll wake up in a few hours and go find a bottle of bourbon to clear his head, and he won't even remember this tomorrow. I'm sorry I can't do anything for Sarah, if only for Martin's sake, I know what my son's capable of, and I don't believe a word of his story; lying comes as easy to him a breathing, a trait he inherited in full from his father. I'm sorry, Mikey; please hug Sarah and Caitlin for me, just don't tell her about me, she doesn't need to know, not yet."
Dad hugged his sister, and she hugged me, and all I could do was feel sorry for this beautiful, sad lady, my sister's aunt, who looked so much like her.
We drove home in silence, dad only saying one thing to me.
"Remember, Frank, Caitlin can't know that the man who hurt her sister like that is her own first cousin; my sister made me promise I'd never tell her, and I want the same promise from you; Caitlin's going to have enough to deal with without dealing with that as well."
Of course I promised; I didn't want Sally finding out that Steve Dolan was her kid sister's cousin either, that was something she really didn't need to know.
As the days passed, I gradually found it easier to put it from my mind. It wasn't such a deep, dark secret to keep, merely an unpleasant one, and if I didn't think about it, it didn't affect me, or so I thought; what I hadn't counted on was just how perceptive and smart Caitlin really was. She began to suspect that there was something up almost from the outset, as the knowledge I had gained imperceptibly colored my interaction with her; imperceptible to me, perhaps, but glaringly obvious to her.
It all came to a head about a week later. Joe Anderson had found out about Sarah' condition, and, instead of lighting out of town at a dead run, had asked Sarah to marry him, surprising nearly everyone, including his own family, who wanted nothing to do with it, nor did they want Joe bringing-up someone else's child, but he was over 21, in love with Sarah, and, best of all, he was one of the honest to God good guys, a true White Hat, the guy who rode into town and saved the day. Mom was nearly fainting with relief, dad was walking around with a grin like a pumpkin, and Joe looked like he'd just scored the jackpot on 'Jeopardy', while Sarah was living in a dream world, plotting and planning her dream life with Joe. In the middle of this, early one morning, there was a knock on my bedroom door. I looked at my watch and it was seven o'clock; far too early for visitors, so I ignored it and rolled over to go back to sleep.



Next thing I knew, Caitlin was sitting on my back, waking me up by repeatedly bouncing on me, the way she did when she was six years old; only now she wasn't six, and she weighed a ton, if the bend she put in my spine was anything to go by.
"What, what do you want, do you know what time it is? Get lost Kat, I'm trying to sleep!" I hissed, but she kept it up until she was sure I was fully awake.
"What's going on, Frankie?" she demanded, her voice no louder than mine.
"With what, Caitlin, anything specific, or in general?" I hedged, only for her to bounce on my back again, making me groan in pain; she was really hurting me!
"Talk Frankie, or I'm gonna keep doing this. You know exactly what I'm talking about; ever since you and dad came back from seeing the Dolan's you've both been acting like the spies in 'Mad' magazine. What gives?"
I groaned again, this time in chagrin; there was no way I was going to tell her what I knew, she didn't need to know, not with Sarah's wedding so close. The truth was, I didn't want Sarah finding out just before her happy day, and Caitlin just might let slip something.
Kat took my groan as a sign that she was wearing me down, so she bounced again.
"Look, will you quit that!?" I hissed again, getting ready to dump her on the floor, because she was starting to piss me off, something she'd never managed before.
"Talk, Frankie, or I'm gonna use my knees, I mean it!" she hissed back, dodging my flailing arm as I tried to swat her off me.
I knew that at some point I wa going to tell her, I just didn't want to, but I had already lost the battle; Kat was a very persuasive young lady. I turned over sharply, dumping her on the floor on her butt with a squeak of surprise.
"Serves you right, Kat!" I grinned, "Now shut your mouth and listen, this is not to go out of this room, and Sally is never, and I mean never, to hear this from you, from me, no-one, got it?"
Kat nodded, her eyes big as she realised how deadly serious I was.
"When dad and I went to see the Dolan's, I met Steve's mom. She's a really nice lady, sad, with hair just like yours; exactly like yours, in fact. There's a good reason for that; her name is Roisian Dolan, but her maiden name was...Moran."
Kat listened in puzzlement, then suddenly her eyes opened wide, looking like two bright emerald marbles.
"Oh no, Frankie, no, d'you mean...?"
I nodded slowly.
"She's dad's little sister, your aunt, which means that little piss-rag Steve Dolan...is your first cousin. Now you know why Sally must never know, I need you to swear you'll never tell her, this is something she can't ever know, you got that?"
Kat promised me, her lip trembling and her eyes brimming as she absorbed the fact that she was closely related to the boy who'd done that terrible thing to our beautiful sister. She promised me, and she never broke that promise.
*
The wedding went off without a hitch (no pun intended) and Sarah and Joe temporarily moved into her room while dad and Joe (and with a little help from me!) did some basic renovations on the old Moran house on Bixby, to give Joe and Sarah their own home. Joe still had a year before he graduated, so mom and dad helped them out. Sarah couldn't work as she began to show, so she spent most of her time with mom, with Kat buzzing around her.
Joey was born when I was 16, and just a few weeks before Kat's 14th birthday, and he was the spitting image of Sarah, the same golden brown eyes, the same dark gold hair, the same quirky smile. Mom was in love with him, as was dad, and Kat spent her every waking moment carrying him, to the point where Sarah had to literally prise him away from her so she could nurse him. Kat was infatuated with her baby nephew, although she once confessed she couldn't get straight in her head whether he was her nephew or her cousin. I warned her to only think of him as her nephew, anything else was just too dangerous, and too hurtful to Sarah; that pulled her up short.
And so life went on; Joe graduated and got a job with an insurance firm headquartered in Roseville, two towns over and just across the state line, and he, Sarah and Joey were the typical young, mid-western family. Then when Joey was almost a year old, we heard the news; Joe was ill; he had cancer; it was aggressive and incredibly painful, and it was terminal. Sarah was devastated, as were we all, and poor Kat, with her everlasting crush on him, she was almost destroyed by the news. When we lost Joe, Kat nearly went out of her mind with grief, she and Sarah constantly together as they tried to come to terms with the loss to our family.
The funeral was a small, family affair, just immediate family, and a few of Joe's closest friends, and one lady with dark glasses and bright copper hair, who slipped in during the service, sat quietly at the back, and slipped out before the end, leaving a single white rose on the seat she'd vacated.
Sarah decided to stay on in the home she and Joe had built together, surrounding himself with his memory as she brought up little Joey, making sure the little boy knew all about his father, constantly reinforcing the love Joe had for that little boy. I also knew Steve Dolan had married Angel Rayne, his high-school squeeze, and had had a little boy a few months after Joey was born. Kat was even more confused and conflicted; her adored little nephew/cousin now had a little brother, was she supposed to hate him? Love him? Pretend he didn't exist? She came to me for answers, and I didn't have any, and I wasn't going to tell Kat how to think.
Around about this time, Kat was starting to develop an interest in boys, and now dad and I were both on tenterhooks; she was only 14 and wise beyond her years, but still naive, unsophisticated, and devastatingly pretty, her pale skin, flaming red hair and bright emerald eyes immediately setting her apart from the other girls her age, none of whom was as eye-catching as her. I had my work cut out trying to make sure boys her age, all urges and hormones (and I should know, I used to be one, hell, still was...) kept their hands in sight at all times, having to get pretty persuasive with some of the more persistent ones, if you count bouncing them down the school steps on their chins as being 'persuasive'. The word got around quickly; Caitlin Moran's older brother was bad news, steer clear of her, which made my life easier, and made for some high-tension slanging matches between her and me. I always won, by the simple expedient of hustling her into her room and slamming the door on her, then sitting outside, so every time she opened her door, I'd cock an eyebrow at her and say "Where are you going?"
After a while, she calmed down as she realised she didn't have to prove how grown-up she was, and life normalised around us. Boys still buzzed and hovered around her, but at a respectful distance; we were both in the same building in school, the junior high school sharing space with the high school proper, so she never knew if I was just around a corner, ditto for the boys her age (and some of the older ones) which kept them all well-behaved and reduced the likelihood of, and opportunities for, any mutual explorations.
Of more concern to me, and Sarah, if truth be told, although she tried to hide it, were the disturbing stories we were beginning to hear about how Steve Dolan and that worthless trull he'd married were treating their son. Stories were circulating that the little boy was...different, that there was something wrong with him, and so he was being neglected, virtually abandoned. Nothing was being done, because the Dolan's had family members in positions of power and influence in virtually every state, county and municipal office, from Law Enforcement to Sanitation, and any complaints would have just become lost in a tangle of paperwork; a family as adept at keeping secrets as the Dolan clan knew only too well how to protect their nasty little secrets and treasure-troves of lies.
These stories eventually got to Kat, and bless her, they outraged her; the thought that her beloved nephew's little brother was being neglected by the two people in the whole world he was supposed to rely on the most lit a fire in her that nearly blew up into incandescence. I almost had to physically restrain her from going up to Beverley Hills and punching-out Angel (and what a misnomer that was!) Dolan for doing what she was doing to her little boy; I had to remind her that it was none of our business, and we were not supposed to get involved, because we were not supposed to have any reason to get involved. Eventually Sarah did, but that's a whole other story. I had wondered why Steve's mother wasn't doing something about it, and when I asked dad, he told me she'd moved back east after Jerry Dolan's death and cut all ties with Steve and his wife. Dad seemed sad about it, so I didn't press the point.
When I was 17, the worst thing happened. Dad collapsed at work, and was rushed to hospital in Roseville, but died on the way there. His heart, his big, generous, compassionate heart had given out on him, the curse of the Moran men, the same thing that had killed his father and both his brothers.
Mom was inconsolable, but Kat was nearly hysterical with grief, so much so that Sarah and I honestly worried for her sanity; dad had been the center of her world, her rock, the one person other than me that she knew she could 100% rely on to be there for her, and he'd been taken away from her when she needed him most. I was in almost as bad a shape; I never knew my biological father, Michael Moran was my dad, the only father I'd ever known, and losing him was like losing a big part of me. So much of what I was, and what I stood for, what I believed in, came from him. His willingness to listen, his reluctance to criticise, his ability to make the worst days seem that little bit better, all that was gone, taken from us, from me. He was gone, and I had lost another father.
The funeral was almost an event; dad had been a popular foreman and then manager, and was well-known in the town; virtually everyone had either gone to school with him or worked with, or for him, and I could feel the heartfelt tributes as, one after another, people said good things about him that I knew, but apparently so did everyone else. Kat and Sarah sat pale and uncommunicative; their grief for dad contained but not diminished in a little well of deeper sadness on that sad day. As we were leaving the church, I saw on one of the rear seats a single white rose, and I knew that all the family had been there, one way or another.
Life soon settled back into normality, although Kat was no longer the fizzy, exuberant, precocious, brash teenage girl she been before; losing dad had taken something out of her, and I grieved for that loss as well, for the loss of my little sister and that special innocence she'd possessed. Now she was even more attached to me, sneaking into my room at night to sleep on my couch, staying in my room to do her homework or watch TV, or just sitting silently, watching me, usually with her comforter tented around her like Sitting Bull outside his tepee, usually wearing one of my Tee-shirts.
Mom got it, and asked me to leave her to do that until she'd gotten over the worst of the loss, and of course I agreed. I didn't mind having her there; even if her conversation was usually monosyllabic, she was still company for me; if she was silent and uncommunicative, at least I still had the sound of her breathing at night, especially if I woke up to find her huddled up against me, her cheeks wet where she'd been crying in her sleep.
My heart was breaking for my baby sister, I didn't know how to help her, and I couldn't give her back what she needed most in the world, so we ambled along, silently communicating, or not, living in silences that we didn't know how to break.
Eventually she began to come back, to take notice when I commented on a show we were watching, to maybe give a wan smile when I made a joke, and to spend more time in her room or with mom rather than hiding-out in my room. I breathed a sigh of relief as she recovered from the paralysing grief that had almost overwhelmed her, and sometimes now I caught her looking oddly at me, then grinning mysteriously before looking away.
She still snuck into my room now and again, though, and I'd wake up to find her curled up fast asleep on my couch, with her favorite quilt wrapped around her, her face relaxed and angelic, the face of a little girl at peace with the world.
I started college in the fall, studying for an MBA, as dad had always felt I had the mind and discipline for business; to my surprise, I found I had a natural aptitude and an actual interest in the world of finance and management. I lived at home, as the college was only in Monte Vista, five miles away, an easy commute. While I studied, I also kept a close eye on Kat, and took an interest in her school life and interests. She'd tried out for the cheerleading squad, but inexplicably ditched the final try-out, even though she was one of the top three picks, and during one of our evening sessions watching TV in my room I asked her why.
She grinned, suddenly looking 12 years old again.
"I realised I didn't want to be lumped in with the rest of those bimbos and tramps, okay? I looked at who was in the squad, and who was trying out, and asked myself if I'd allow any of those sluts anywhere near Frankie, and the answer was a definite no! I don't want to be labelled as one of 'those' of girls!"
She leaned over and kissed me once, lightly, on the cheek.
"My Frankie is a special guy, and there's a special girl waiting for him, you wait and see!"
I laughed, delighted that she'd followed dad's advice long ago, to do what you want to do, not what people think you should do, or want you to do. My baby sister was getting to be a feisty little miss again. I think dad would have been proud of her, I know I was.
And so started a new type of closeness between Kat and me. While we were both there 100% for Sarah if she needed us, I realised Kat needed me too; with no father, and no Joe anymore, I was the only older male influence she had, even if it was only by a couple of years; I became her friend again, but also her confidante, her support-system, her conscience, and her confessor, even though I was only a couple of years older than her; I think it was because I never questioned her judgement. I knew she had a good head on her shoulders, really all she needed me for was to confirm decisions she'd already made. As she got older, this became more and more the way things were. It didn't help that she was also blossoming into a lovely young woman; I began to have nightmares about her, boys, and the multitude of things that teenagers could get up to that ended badly, especially when the boys were loaded hormone-guns with hair-triggers, just waiting to go off, and Kat was just about the prettiest girl in the whole damn town!
I didn't realise it at first, but I was actually becoming jealous of the boys who'd call her, or walk her to school, or walk her home, or talked to her outside the school, and those who had the nerve to call the house, well, I gave them short-shrift if I got to the phone before she did. It was an uneasy time for me; I was feeling more like her father than a slightly over-protective older brother; I was finding it hard to define inside what it was I was protecting her from, and why, although the easy answer was, 'take a walk down Bixby, see if you can spot Sarah, all alone there with that little boy, is that what you want for her?'
When I thought of it that way, my resolve stiffened, although the feelings of jealousy and resentment when boys called asking her for a date never quite went away; deep down inside I knew it was more than that, but I could never dredge down deep enough to properly examine those reasons for my attitude toward her and boys, perhaps because I knew subconsciously that I'd find something there that I shouldn't.
A few weeks before Kat's 18th birthday, yet another hammer-blow landed on this family. I got a call one afternoon, just after I'd come in from classes, it was Sarah, wanting me to collect Kat and take her over to Bixby Street, Sarah wanted to see us both. She wouldn't elaborate over the phone, but I thought her voice sounded strained, like she was restraining herself. To tell the truth, I was a little alarmed; my first thought was that there was a problem with little Joey, but Sarah wouldn't say anything more, just repeated her instruction to go get Kat and bring her over, and then she hung up.
I drove to the high school, intercepting Kat as she was climbing into a car with a group of girls and boys, and fought down the sudden surge of possessive jealousy, feeling strange that I should be feeling that for her. Kat was surprised to see me, and no less apprehensive when I told her what Sarah had told me, but she got in the car, making no conversation all the way to Sarah's home, about 3 miles away.
When we got there, Sarah answered the door, and I was shocked at her appearance; she looked pale and drawn, and her eyes were puffed and red from crying. My heart leaped into my throat; something was wrong with Joey, oh my God! Kat jumped to the same conclusion, pushing past Sarah to grab up the toddler and hold him close, nuzzling and baby-talking to him as tears started in her eyes.
Sarah wordlessly took Joey from her, Kat reluctantly letting go of him, and sat down, motioning for both of us to sit. Kat reached out to her, her hand trembling.
"Sally, what...what's wrong, oh dear God, it's Joey isn't it? Please say it's not, please!"
Sarah wiped her eyes and kissed the squirming infant on her lap.
"No, baby, it's not Joey, he's fine, I promise you!"
We both breathed again, relief shedding off us like autumn leaves.
Kat looked at Sarah again.
"Sally, if it's not Joey, what is it, what's wrong?"
Sarah lifted Joey to look into his clear tawny-brown eyes, so much like hers, a single tear escaping her own and running down her cheek.
"It's mom. She asked me to tell you, she can't, she doesn't know how to."
Kat and I sat perfectly still, until I broke the silence.
"Tell us what, Sally, what does mom want you to tell us?"
Sarah looked away over my shoulder, not meeting my eyes.
"Kids, mom's...ill, she's been sick for a while now, they never found out, and now..."
Sarah stopped to swallow, tears flowing freely now. I hadn't even noticed that Kat had taken my hand, her knuckles white as she squeezed me tightly.
"Mom has ovarian cancer, they found it too late, it's too late to stop it, she's dying, my mom's dying..."
I was stunned; mom hadn't looked sick this morning when she chided me for not eating a proper breakfast before heading off to college, she'd laughed at the cartoons Kat was watching at the counter while she washed up, she'd been normal, ordinary, just mom.
Kat sat in stunned immobility, her mouth working as she fought to say something, two big tears welling up in her luminescent green eyes. She turned to me, the one who'd always made everything right for her, her mouth working soundlessly, and then she slumped against me as she fainted, overcome by the emotion she was trying to deal with.
I caught her and slid her onto the couch, sliding a cushion under her head until Sarah stopped me.
"No Frankie, leave her lie, lift up her feet, higher than her head, she'll be okay in a little while."
I slid back down to the ground, staring at Sarah, trying not to cry myself, my heart thudding as I absorbed what she'd told us.
"How long, Sally?" I whispered, and she ducked her head down, absorbing herself in Joey as she cried.
"Three months, maybe six, but that's all; mom's been sick for a long time; she wanted to keep it quiet until after Kat graduated, but now she knows she won't even make it that far. She's started making arrangements, you know...for...for the funeral, the house, where Kat's going to live after...after....I thought she could stay with me, both of you, it will be good to have all the family in...in one place, together again, what do you think?"



I stared back at her, confused but resolute.
"Kat and me, we've got a home, why don't you came and live there with us, it's bigger, there's more room, you could --"
Sarah shook her head sadly.
"No, Frankie, Joe's everywhere here, all his things, the feel of him, I can't leave here and lose the last part of him, please don't ask me to do that!"
I nodded, understanding completely; it seemed to me that all this family ever did was say goodbye to its loved ones, I couldn't ask her to do that now, not again.
"Kat and me, we'll stay on in the house; it's her home, it's where dad is for her, she won't leave, I guarantee you, and I'll be there to look after her. She'll be fine, don't worry about her. Where's mom now?"
Sarah swiped the back of her hand across her eyes.
"Mom's waiting at home for you. Please don't make this difficult for her, she doesn't want all that crying and sobbing around her. She's going to need your help, and Kat's too, be the man of the family, that's what you are, Frankie, so please, take care of business, promise me?"
I promised her, fighting back tears. I was frightened; I didn't know how to be the man of the family, I'd never needed to; mom was strong, and I relied on her to tell me what was what, what was I going to do when she was gone? I didn't know how to bring up Kat; she may have been nearly eighteen, but she was still the youngest, barely out of childhood, there was so much more she need to learn from mom, how was I going to show her what to do and who to be?
I had to get out of there, just for a few minutes; I had to think, I had to work out what I was going to do next. Kat's graduation was just a couple of months away, but mom wasn't going to be there for it, how was she going to face graduation when all the most important people in her life would be missing? Only Kat and I would be there for her, no other family, just gaps in the photograph that would tear at her forever. And what about college? I know Kat had applied to State U, and a couple of colleges in the south-west, but would she even want to go to college now? I didn't want to be her parent, I wasn't ready, I wasn't even three years older than her, still just a kid myself.
I left Sally waiting for Kat to come round, took my keys and just drove around the block aimlessly, letting my autopilot do the driving while I tried to come to terms with what was going on in my family, the loss of yet another loved one, and the loneliness to come. Kat was going to be a mess, I knew that; she'd just barely gotten over dad, after a long, long journey back from her despair, and now she had to do it again; I was frightened for her; could she do this again, could she take that kind of battering again and level-off one more time? I doubted it, and I despaired over what would happen to her. Mom had made me her protector, fate had made me her father-figure, and now life was taking mom from her just when she needed her most. I couldn't be her mom as well; I could barely function as an adult myself, and the future loomed black and frightening.
I found myself back at Sarah's door, no wiser, no less frightened, and wishing this day had never started; somehow I had to go home, somehow I had to face mom, I just didn't know how, nor did I want to, I just wanted to run and hide, and make it all go away, make it not be true.
When I went back inside, Kat was awake, sobbing against Sarah, who was in almost as bad a state. As soon as she saw me, Kat tore herself away from Sarah and flew into my arms, locking her arms around my neck while a storm of sobs wracked her. I put my arms around her to steady her, and she pulled herself even tighter, her face buried in the hollow of my neck and shoulder. I comforted her, but I couldn't, not when I wanted to cry as hard as she was right now; I wanted my mom, I wanted her to be well, I wanted her to be there when I graduated, when I married, when my first baby was born, I wanted her to be there forever. But it wasn't going to happen.
Somehow, I managed to calm her down and convince her to come home with me; we needed to see mom, there were things I know mom wanted to say, things we needed to hear, and right now, every minute with mom was going to be a precious thing, a memory to take with us when she was gone.
Mom was waiting silently for us; her face tense and worried, perhaps thinking the same thing about Kat that I had; how was she going to handle this new hammer-blow?
Kat surprised me by being calm, rational even, but i could see what it was costing her, the tension in her as she fought not to collapse. I always knew she had inner strength, that day was when it started to assert itself, the day she learned of our mother's death sentence.
Mom was surprisingly calm and resigned; she'd known for a long time, but had chosen to hide it from us, hoping that it would progress slowly enough that we'd be safely ensconced in college, our career's mapping out before us, before she had to go. But it had quickened its pace, and she had run out of time.
I don't know where I got the strength to sit there as she calmly told us about the arrangements she'd made, the provisions she'd made for Kat, and for me, where she wanted to be buried, every last detail taken care of.
The days fled by, mom gradually weakening as the disease took its final toll on her, Kat and I constantly by her bedside, until it was time for her to move to the hospital in Roseville. She didn't want to die at home, she wanted us to remember her living there, not dying here, and so elected to spend her last days in hospital. Her doctors agreed, she could receive better care there than we could give, and it was what she wanted. Kat and I were at her bedside that last terrible day, Sarah in the corridor outside, her strength finally abandoning her; she'd made her last goodbye and fled the room, her soft sobs just audible through the closed door.
At the end, mom went silently, slipping away so gently I didn't even realise she'd gone, Kat's sudden intake of breath, and then her sob as mom passed away suddenly alerting me that she was gone. Kat crept into the shelter of my arm as I cried with her, Sarah suddenly there too, all three of us and little Joey now all we had in the world, all our parents and loved ones gone long before their time.
The arrangements mom had made included her funeral, and a Wake to follow. There were a lot of mourners; mom had been well-known and well liked in the community, and her friends gave good and heartfelt tributes. Kat sat through it all like a ghost, pale, drawn, silent and uncommunicative, Sarah no better, and it fell to me, as "the man of the house" to make sure the mourners were properly thanked, that all condolences were properly and graciously accepted, and that all the little bequests and tokens of friendship and remembrance she'd set aside for her friends were properly distributed.
The Wake afterwards back at our house was pretty much as we'd expected; there were no feuding relatives to get drunk and fight, no distant relatives to sing songs and tell us of the old days, no elderly aunts to sit and discuss past Wake's and family necrology, no boozy uncles to drink Guinness and give long, rambling toasts before starting fights with their sons; the only family Kat had was here, and it was only strangers, friends, for the most part, but strangers nevertheless, to hold the wake with us.
It was a solemn, almost morbid affair, no-one prepared to introduce even the slightest note of jollity, which, after all, was the whole point of the Wake; to celebrate the deceased, and toast their passing, American mid-West Protestantism at a loss when it came to Irish Catholic ritual, so retreating into stiff, solemn politeness. After a decent interval, with all the food eaten and the obligatory drink to toast mom, people began drifting away, and the last of her life and presence here went with them. Some of my friends from college helped me clear up, and then left with toasts of "Air Do Shlainte!" to the girls and me.
After the trauma of the funeral and the interment, there was nothing to do but get back to our lives. Mom had left all of us a substantial amount of money in the form of her various life insurance policies, plus Kat had her own money from dad's insurance, easily enough to pay all her college fees, so bills and suchlike were not a problem. But I was worried about Kat; she'd been silent and calm the whole time since mom had died, eerily so, almost like she'd detached herself from her emotions, but now she seemed to come alive again, her expression returning from the dull-eyed, haunted look that she'd worn since that day in the hospital to something like her normal self again, almost like she'd flipped a switch inside and turned-off all the sadness and loss.
I didn't know if it was a good thing, but it was certainly better than the ghost I'd been living with for the past couple of weeks. She began talking and socialising with me almost immediately, unlike the silent recluse she'd become after dad's death, and one evening I even found her stretched out on my bed, dressed in just a long baggy tee-shirt and panties, with a huge bowl of potato chips, watching a rerun of 'Saturday Night Live' and smiling at the gags and snappy one-liners.
My own grief had been mitigated and pushed back down to some extent by my worries about her, but now I began to breathe a little easier; somehow, she'd found a way to get past it, and now she seemed to be on her way back. She'd even remembered to thank me with a little kiss on top of my head for the gift I'd given her for her 18th birthday that had come and gone without us even marking it, coming as it did in the middle of everything else that was happening around us.
I'd given her a voucher for her to buy her prom dress, hoping to get her back out there with her friends and peer-group, and get back into school life and get excited about the promise of a new adventure in college.
She'd taken me at my word and bought herself something I knew mom would have disapproved of (I certainly did!), and one of her large and varied group of admirer's had asked her to the prom, she'd accepted, and again I felt the irrational surge of jealousy, which I pushed back down; get a grip, I told myself, she's an adult now, not a little girl, leave her to choose who she goes out with!
When Cody Pietersen, her date came to collect her, I forced myself to be polite, friendly, as non-threatening as possible, while still signalling that any taking of liberties with her would find me knocking on his door; I knew his older brother, the very definition of the phrase 'pussy-hound', and if young Cody had taken after him in any way, I was quite prepared to commit mayhem on his body.
I think he got that; the name 'Frank Novak' was still one to conjure with when it came to getting your ass comprehensively kicked (although the only ass I'd ever kicked had been that little rat-fuck Steve Dolan...)
And then she came down the stairs, and my heart nearly stopped; I always knew she was a beautiful girl, but now she was stunning! Her hair shone like burnished copper, piled-up in gleaming scarlet curls on her head and cascading down over her milky shoulder like a river of flame, red and vibrant, shimmering in the light. The short dress revealed her lithe, slinky figure, her long slender legs and milky-white shoulders, the daring décolleté showing just how much of a woman she was. Her milky skin glowed against the teal-green metallic fabric of her sheath dress, the exact same color as her eyes, and which clung to her like a second skin. I was literally open-mouthed in shocked amazement; my little sister was a sensuously beautiful, desirable woman, and I couldn't look at her enough. I actually felt my heart falter as I stared at her in open-mouthed amazement.
"Well, Frankie, will I do?" she smiled, and I could only nod as words failed me. I'd brought my camera, like any proud father would to take the picture of his daughter on her prom night, but it hung by its strap from my wrist, completely forgotten as I drank in the 8th Wonder of The World that was Caitlin Novak.
"Don't wait up for me, Frankie, I'm a big girl now!" she smiled, an injunction I fully intended to ignore; nothing in this world would keep me from staying up all night if it meant I got to see her looking like that again, a reaction that puzzled me a little; this was my kid sister! It didn't make any difference, though; I was going to wait until she was safely back home before I even thought about going to bed.
After she'd left, Cody bowing her into the rented Limo like a proper gentleman, my baleful glare no doubt imprinted into his memory, I tried to relax, watch TV, read, nothing seemed to work; I clock-watched almost incessantly, watch TV for an hour without taking anything in at all, then look at the clock only to discover less than 20 minutes had gone by. I paced, fretted, tried to eat a sandwich, have a glass of buttermilk, anything to try and relax and quit stressing, but nothing worked.
I remembered what my own prom night had been like, what I'd gotten up to with Missy Schiller, and promised myself that if Cody Pietersen tried even half that stuff, they were going to find his body nailed upside down to a tree beside the interstate with his dick stuffed in his mouth; and before you start talking about double--standards, I know, but this was my baby sister, and different rules applied...
Just as I'd decided they were gone forever, she'd eloped and run off with him to live in a trailer park in Duluth, the phone rang. It was Kat! It took me a little while to work out what she was saying, she was crying, and babbling so much, about all I got was that she was at the Dew Drop Inn, a sleazy fleabag over on the turnpike. I managed to get the room number, then hung up and bolted out the door, driving over there as fast as I could without getting caught by our scabrous sheriff or any of his equally morally bankrupt deputies.
I found Kat in the room in a state of high agitation; as soon as she answered to my knock, she jumped into my arms, holding my neck almost hard enough to break it, crying hysterically and babbling about how she was sorry. I tried to calm her down and find out what she was sorry about, and what she was doing in this rat ranch in the first place. I managed to get the crying stopped, and tried to find out what had happened, and where Cody was in all this. Eventually I got the whole story; it turns out Cody was pretty much the latest edition of his brother, so he and I would be having a conversation presently...
As I understood it, he'd booked the room here as his reward for taking Kat to the prom; he was hoping for a little post-prom magic, and had decoyed Kat here by telling her that some of the guys and their dates would be having a party here; apparently no-one else knew about the party, because when he and Kat turned up there was no-one there, just a great, big, inviting-looking bed. Kat got it immediately and tried to leave, but Cody tried to get insistent, telling her he put out for the limo, now she was supposed to be properly grateful. She kneed him, hard, in that special place that all men have, the one that will make you make squeaky noises that only bats can hear if you get smacked hard enough there, Cody went cross-eyed and made his escape, hobbling away at high-speed before Kat removed parts of him that he was going to need in later life.
When she'd finished, Kat looked at me fearfully, obviously expecting a dressing-down for falling for such a dumb ploy, and for not being worldly enough to avoid the situation in the first place, but hey, she was a kid, it was her prom, and these things happen; she got out of it unscathed; a lot of girls aren't so lucky...
"I'm sorry Frankie, he seemed so nice! I've known Cody all my life, I never guessed he'd try something like this! I feel so stupid!"
She started to cry again, and I instinctively gathered her in, like I'd been doing her entire life, letting her cry against me. I wasn't going to have a fit at her, not after the scare she'd had, all I wanted to do was stop her tears, something I'd been good at all her life too.
Kat hugged me as she sobbed, her sobs gradually dying away until she was quiet against me. I made to move so we could get out of that flea-trap and she murmured discontentedly and hugged me harder. I grinned over her shoulder and held her close, trying to forget what a luscious young woman I was cuddling and concentrate on the fact that she was my little sister, and I'd come over here to rescue her, not think about her like...that. After a while, she stirred and looked up, fixing me with her stunning emerald eyes.
"Frankie, do you like me? Still I mean, after what...happened here, do you hate me?"
I hugged her, grateful for the conversation.
"Baby-girl, I always like you; even when I'm mad at you I still like you! What happened here tonight wasn't your fault, so let's just go home, okay?
Again she murmured, hugging me tightly again, while I held her until whatever was going on in her mind had run its course.
"Do you like my dress, Frankie?" she asked in a small voice, and I began to wonder where this was going.
"I like your dress just fine, baby, it's kind of short, but it's a very pretty dress, and it suits you; it's your color..."
She buried her face in my chest.
"I'm glad you like it, Frankie," she whispered, "I wore it just for you!"
For a second I didn't register what she'd said, and then I froze.
"Say that again, please, Kat, I don't think I heard you properly. Did you say you wore it for me? What do you mean?"
She looked back up at me, her eyes huge and luminous in the sickly glow from the bedside lamp in that grimy flea-trap motel miles from anywhere.
"I wore it just for you; everything tonight was for you; the dress, my hair and makeup, everything. I wanted you to tell me how beautiful I was, to tell me not to go, to keep me for yourself. I love you Frankie, and I want you to love me!"
I was confused.
"I do love you, baby, I'll always love you, I promised mom when you were born that I'd always love you and look after you and I always will!"
She looked away impatiently.
"No, Frankie, I love, you, as in 'I am in love with you', and I want to know if you feel the same way for me; everything tonight was for you, don't you have anything for me?"
I could hear the tears in her voice, and I realised she was serious.
I was floundering, puzzlement shot with confusion and a growing feeling that she was touching on a part of me I didn't want to acknowledge. Without warning, she sat up and moved astride me, taking my face in both hands and kissing me, hard, her tongue snaking between my lips to rub against my tongue. Automatically, my arms tightened about her, and I kissed her back, aware at some level that this had been cooking inside me for a long time now, and I have to say, sister or not, I enjoyed every nuance of her kiss; her soft lips, her darting tongue, the sweet smell of her perfume, mingled with the scent of her hair, her skin, her warm breath, and under it all, the subtle scent of her need. As we kissed, the inevitable reaction happened. Kat felt it; she actually ground against me, writhing on my lap as she leaned into the kiss, making me even harder and more obvious.
I groaned and pulled away from her, drawing a shuddering breath as the enormity of what we'd just done intruded into my enjoyment of her kiss. Kat was a hot, beautiful girl, but she was still my sister, and I had to make her see that, even if a large part of me clamoured for more of her. She looked back at me with a small smile on her face, a corner of her lower lip caught between her teeth; Christ, she looked sexy when she did that! She knew exactly what she was doing to me, and God help me, I wanted more; but we were crossing a line here, and I didn't know how to pick my way back across it if we went too far.



"Kat, baby, don't, we shouldn't, we can't, this is wrong...!" I floundered, my arms relaxing their hold on her waist, but not completely letting go my hold on her, holding instead her upper arms, much safer territory, partly to prevent her falling (even now, I still held her up when she needed me!), and partly to hold her at a safe distance from me, her dangerously alluring lips safely out of range of mine.
Kat looked at me with a knowing grin, then her face relaxed and one eyebrow slowly arched as she smiled properly.
"Frankie, I want to do this, with you, and only you; don't you get it? Why do you think I never really dated anyone from High School, or even had a boyfriend? I know how you felt just now, I could feel it too, why don't you want me? I'm not THAT repulsive, am I?"
She had me there; in that dress, with her milk-pale skin and her glossy red hair glinting like polished copper, she was an absolute dream, and her body was easily a match for her beautiful face, a tiny waist over trim flared hips and a cute derriere, and what looked like delectable breasts revealed by the daringly-cut neckline of the dress she'd chosen to wear; if she'd been any girl other than my sister, I'd have pursued her to the ends of the earth. There was no denying it; Kat Moran was one perfectly-packaged girl; the only fly in the ointment was that she was my sister.
Kat shrugged my hands off her arms and put her hands on my shoulders, her deep-green eyes sparkling like the best quality emeralds, lustrous, smoky, and brilliant as she stared into mine, her gaze serene and loving.
"Frankie, I already told you I loved you, and it's true, I always have. You and me, we fit together, I know what you're thinking, you always know what I want; we were meant to be together, and that's all I want, why can't you tell me the same thing? Don't you love me too?"
I didn't know what to say; I couldn't even look into her huge, brilliant eyes; to gaze into them was to drown forever in them, and I wasn't ready for that, not yet. As much as I tried to avoid her eyes, she kept trapping me with her gaze, until eventually she took my face between her hands again and forced me to look into her eyes.
"Frankie, tell me you don't love me, that you won't love me, and that you can never be with me. Tell me now, I want to hear you say it!"
I gave up.
As I looked into her eyes, I was lost, and she knew it, and the gentle kiss she gave me was freighted with more meaning than anything she could have said or asked of me right then. It was all I needed to confirm that our life together had changed forever, that our relationship had changed shape and direction so radically that there was no way to go back to the way things had been; nor did I want them to.
We had been falling toward this moment for the longest time, and now just one kiss from Kat had arrested my fall, bewitching me, weaving a net of magic around me that I had no wish to break free of. Nor did I have any will left in the matter. Kat had always been the most important thing in my life, now she was the only thing.
She hugged me gently, her breath warm against my cheek, her heart beating against mine as she snuggled-up close to me, the way she used to do when she was very small.
"Take me home, Frankie, I don't want us to do...anything here, not in this horrible place; take me back to our home, and let me show you what you mean to me!"
I stared over her shoulder as her words sank into my spinning brain.
Sex. She was talking about sex, sex with me. This was all wrong, surely? Wasn't prom night when every girl was supposed to have that special 'magic moment' with the boy of her dreams? Another part of me entirely was baying and begging for her, thoughts of what she'd look like naked already beginning to seep into my conscious mind, setting me up for when she and I finally shared our own moment of magic together.
"All right, let's go home..." I managed to whisper, wanting this now, my flip-change surprising me, but a deeper part of me recognising the truth of what she'd said, and planning how to make this work for us in a town where everyone knew us and would comment immediately on any change in us. The legalities of what I suspected we were about to do was a little hazy, but I knew that it couldn't possibly be legal, and the thought of our lazy, corrupt, moronic Dolan-puppet of a sheriff coming after us was entirely unappetizing.
"Before we go, Frankie, there's just one more thing...!" said Kat, standing up and backing away from me. I looked questioningly at her as she smiled, then, in one swift movement she unzipped that tight green sparkly dress and dropped it to the floor. I gasped, and tried not to look, then couldn't stop looking at her perfect, lithe, beautiful body. She was bra-less, her body a perfectly sculpted white marble statue, round pert breasts tipped with points of dark rose, turned to fiery-red in the dim yellow glow of the lamp, her stomach smooth and flat with just a hint of rounded 'double-dome' curvature about her jewel-like navel. Her panties were little more than a wide lace ribbon, dipping down at the front to barely cup the secret place between her long, smooth legs, and swooping up to curve round her rounded hips, the whole confection little more than a G-string. Her legs were encased in sheer white stockings, the Lycra lace tops holding them up securely around her round, elegant thighs.
She was everything I'd seen in my mind's eye, and more, and I could only stare in open-mouthed wonder at this beautiful young woman who, for some reason, had set her cap at me. My cock had also taken notice, and my jeans were painfully tight as I rose to the occasion, the sight of this beautiful semi-naked girl flicking all sorts of switches inside me. I wanted her so badly I could almost taste it,; when she'd sat and wriggled on my lap earlier, I thought my cock was fully erect; now it was, and it was because of my baby sister, now turned into this beautiful woman posing in front of me.
"Tell me you don't want me, Frankie!" she whispered, slowly turning around to give me the full view of her entire body, and I could only shake my head in negation; I wanted her, oh how I wanted her, but not here; not like this. As she turned back to face me, I pulled her close, her lips suddenly closing on mine as my hands slid over her back and down to cup and squeeze her delectable ass.
As I held her close by these delightful, firm little globes, her tongue roamed and squirmed inside my mouth, my own tongue rubbing and fencing with hers as we kissed properly for the first time. I was no longer troubled by thoughts of right or wrong, only by thoughts of Kat, of the fact that she was here, in my arms, naked and apparently willing.
Kat broke our kiss, stepping away from me and into her dress. She bent and lifted her dress off the ground, pulling it back up and settling it in place before spinning around.
"Do me up, Frankie, let's get out of his dump, I have plans for you, Francis Xavier Novak!"
My groin tightening in anticipation of what those 'plans' entailed, I grabbed her coat and escorted her to the car, bowing her in and receiving a stellar smile and a quick kiss on the end of my nose.
"There's more waiting for you, Frankie, let's go!" she grinned, and so, grinning like an idiot and exchanging sizzling glances with her, I flogged the horses to get us home, pleasant thoughts and fantasies of what was coming churning in me as we headed home. Kat wound her arm through mine the whole way there, a secret smile on her lips, her eyes shining in the reflected glare of the streetlamps.
Once home, I opened the door and ushered her in, and as I turned back after locking the door, her arms were about my neck, and her lips were on mine. My hands automatically went around her waist as I enjoyed the feel of her slender shapeliness against me, her small waist and warm, smooth back a delight to hold. Kat wriggled against me, and released my neck to take my hands and push them down until I was cupping her lovely peach ass, my hands kneading and squeezing the firm flesh as our tongues tasted and fenced with each other. Caitlin in turn ground and rubbed herself against my fully erect cock, and there was no doubt she could feel it, pressing as it was against her most sensitive parts, and driving me mad with need for her.
Kat broke away from me, retreating and taking my hand, pulling me toward the stairs, before letting go of my hand and starting up the stair. She'd ascended a few steps when she turned and looked at me, smiling gently, unzipping and pulling down her dress in one move, and turning to walk up the stairs in just her miniscule panties and white stocking, her succulent butt cheeks twinkling as she walked up. I watched, enthralled, as the most beautiful girl I had ever known ascended the stairs, her long legs and perfect behind the sexiest, most alluring thing I had ever seen. At the top of the stairs she turned, her hands over her breasts in a deliberately coy gesture, to smile down at me, her lips startlingly red in the light from the landing light above her.
"I'm waiting for you, Frankie!" she called down softly, before turning and walking into my bedroom. I think I broke all records getting up those stairs, flying into my room behind her, to find her standing there, her legs straddled and her hands on her hips, smiling at me with her spectacular hair tumbled down over one shoulder. I closed with her and once again pulled her close, our lips glued together as my hands roamed over her, eventually sliding down to cup and fondle her superb ass, squeezing the taut globes as my tongue once again explored her mouth.
Kat moaned as she ground against me, fumbling with my belt as I pulled her panties down to the tops of her thighs, freeing that lovely ass from its restraints and allowing those firm butt cheeks to bounce in my hands as I fondled and squeezed them. Kat broke our kiss to push my jeans down, yanking them down so I could kick them off.
"Get naked, Frankie, I want you naked...!" she muttered, and I complied as fast as I could, pulling off my sweatshirt and Tee underneath, while Kat slid her hand into the waistband of my shorts, her eyes widening as her fingers closed around the shaft of my cock.
"Whoa, Frankie, I never guessed...!" she breathed, taking hold of me more firmly and squeezing gently, making me groan.
I pulled away from her to sit on the bed and kick off my shoes and pull off my socks, leaving me in just my shorts. Kat had me stand up, and, grinning, yanked them down in one move, allowing my cock to spring free. Now I don't have one of those unfeasibly big, floor-dragging porn-star cocks, but I'm not exactly under-powered in that department either, I would guess at full stretch it's about seven inches or so, so not intimidating and huge, but not exactly Mr. Stubby either, and with some real girth...
Kat took my hand, her eyes fixed on my cock, and climbed onto the bed, lying down in the center and holding her arms out in invitation. I needed no prompting, shuffling up and over her, to take her in my arms and sink down, absorbed into her lips and eyes in an instant.
We kissed tenderly, no hurried fumbling or groping necessary; we both knew what we wanted, there was no likelihood of us being disturbed, so we took our time, exploring each other, touching, kissing, licking and sucking. I discovered that she liked her nipples licked lightly, and sucked hard while I squeezed her ass, she discovered I liked to have my balls lightly squeezed while she pumped my shaft with her other hand. When I slid down her and kissed her inner thighs, she sighed and lay back, her fingers twining in my hair as I licked all around her swollen labia, until at last I licked and rubbed my tongue through the soft puff of short copper curls adorning the entrance to her womanhood, enjoying immensely the feel of the silky curls against my tongue, the hair soft and delicate, like finest silk threads, not at all wiry or coarse, a delicate delight to tease and tickle my tongue. Her scent rose, a delightful, heady scent, fresh and feminine, strong and alluring, making me want her even more as it wafted over me, tickling and teasing my senses with the promise she held..
When I ran my tongue over the crease in the delicate pink folds of flesh concealing her slit, those lips flushing red as I continued to lick and tease, Kat groaned, her hands forcing my head down to keep doing just that. I slid my hands under her soft, taut cheeks, lifting her up to my mouth as my tongue slid and roamed around her vulva, slowly sliding between her labia to taste the delicate flesh concealed inside, and sliding up her slit to tease and coax her hooded clitoris, the hard little nub coming out to play as my tongue-tip woke it up, to a chorus of muttered sighs from Kat.
When her clitoris was fully engorged and slick with her juices, I sucked it into my mouth as I flicked and teased it with my tongue, making her writhe and moan, until with a scream, Kat orgasmed, her juices flooding into my mouth as she convulsed against my lips, her pussy pulsing as waves of pleasure surged and ebbed inside her.
I pulled away, to look into her incredible smoky green eyes.
"Frankie, baby that was...it was incredible! I've never been so...It's never...oh my God, Frankie, that was so good, please keep doing that to me forever!" she smiled, tears in the corner of her eyes. There was something I wanted to do now, and she saw it in my eyes, her own eyes widening in anticipation as I moved back up the bed, kissing her from her flat stomach to the valley between her firm breasts. I flicked my tongue over her strainingly erect nipples, alternating between them as I licked and suckled on those tempting peaks of puckered coral flesh, stiff little bullets crowning her superb, feminine breasts, womanly and not at all girlish, yet young, firm, and tempting beyond my ability to describe.
I broke away from nibbling and sucking her nipples to continue kissing my way up her, planting soft kisses on her throat, the sides of her neck, her beautiful, elegant shoulders, until I came to her lips, where she trapped me, those soft, sweet lips locking me in chains I couldn't, or wouldn't, ever break free from.
As we kissed, Kat's hands roamed over me, touching, stroking, holding, until she came to my cock. As she gently squeezed and massaged my balls, her other hand slowly fisted me, the clear lubricant oozing from the tip forming a slick glaze along my length as she spread it with her hand wrapped around me.
My fingers were also exploring, trailing through the delicate fluff of her pubic hair to lightly rub and touch her secret place, the lips swelling and parting as I rubbed. Kat gasped into my mouth, her eyes flicking open in apprehension as my finger slipped inside her to touch and gently rub in and out, feeling her juices flow as she became even more aroused.
At last, Kat broke our kiss to look me in the eyes, her own gaze clear and accepting.
"Frank, please, I want to do this, please, now...!"
I nodded, and slid between her open thighs, taking my weight above her on my elbows and forearms. Kat looked at me, with that adorable little smile with the corner of her bottom lip between her teeth as she took hold of me and fumbled me to her soaking wet entrance.
"Please Frankie, slowly, please, don't hurt me...!" she babbled, and I pulled back in concern; she wasn't ready for this, perhaps we were pushing it, this could wait, there were other ways...
Her eyes widened in hurt rejection.
"No, Frankie, don't, I want to do this, p-please, don't leave me like this Frankie, I want you...!"
I leaned down and kissed her, feeling her lips quivering against mine.
"It's okay, baby, there's no rush, I don't want to hurt you or scare you, we can do this some other time; it doesn't mean I don't love you, just that I don't want to hurt you!"
She smiled back at me, her eyes sparkling.
"Frankie, make love to me, I want you now, tonight, this is how it has to be, I love you, and I know you won't hurt me. Make love to me, baby!"
I nodded, smiling, and once again she took hold of me, guiding me to her wet pussy. She gasped as the head of my cock slid between her lips, her muttered "so big..." the only comment before her lips formed an 'O' as I slowly pushed into her. Her forehead creased and her eyes squeezed tight shut, the only sign she was feeling any pain at what we were doing, until I was buried in her up to the hilt. I stopped, waiting for her to get used to me being embedded in her. I could see the pulse fluttering in the hollow of her throat and her throat working as she swallowed a couple of times, before her eyes fluttered open.
"I...I did it! It all went in, oh God, it feels so big! Don't...don't do anything yet, let me get used to this thing!"
I grinned and obliged. To be honest, the feel of being inside her was incredible, her sheath was hot and tight, and incredibly soft, her warmth enveloping me as tremors ran through her pussy as it gently clasped and released me.
After a long few seconds, Kat reached up to hold my face between her hands.
"Make love to me, Frankie!"
So I obliged, slowly withdrawing, her face contorting, and then sliding back into her, this time her smile reappearing.
"Oh God, Frankie, that feels so good, keep doing that!"
I did just that, watching her eyes as her face began to flush. Her hips began to push back against mine as she discovered the pleasure she was capable of drawing from what we were doing here, and as I began to speed up my thrusting, so she began to push back harder against me, her hips lifting into mine with every thrust I made into her.
The feel of her was incredible; hot, tight, moist, her pussy rippling and squeezing me as she humped back against me, until we were pounding at each other, Kat giving as good as she got as we fucked hard, my cock pistoning into her, and he pussy clenching and squeezing like a firm hot fist wrapped tightly around my cock.
She began to moan, her moans becoming louder as she approached orgasm, her movements more frenzied, and her breathing harsher.
"Oh, oh, ooohhh, ooohhh, ooohhh, oh God, oh Yes, Oh YES Oh MY GOD YESS, FUCK, OH FUCK, OOHH FUUCCKK!" she screamed, her pussy clamping down tight around my cock. It was too much for me; all my self-control evaporated and I came in a huge surge, spunk jetting out of me to splash inside her, painting her womb with my seed. I should probably have wondered if it was safe, but I was too far gone; I was making love to the woman I loved, and all I wanted to do was keep hammering my cock into her wonderfully tight pussy as I sprayed my seed inside her, claiming her for myself. At the feel of my heat bursting into her, Kat screamed as her orgasm erupted all over again, the wave of orgasmic pleasure crashing over and through her. Her eyes rolled up in their sockets with the intensity of her climax, and she shook and shuddered under me as her climax worked its way through her before ebbing away.
Kat lay almost motionless, as I slipped from her and slumped down next to her, almost completely wrung out from the emotional and sexual high I'd just come down from. As I rolled on my side to look at her, her eyes opened and she smiled that sweet, liquid smile she has.
"That was wonderful, baby, thank you. Now I know you love me as much as I love you; I want you inside me every possible minute of the day, do you know that, Francis Xavier Novak?"
Inside her. Suddenly I was horror-struck; I'd come inside her, copiously, shit, the last thing we needed right now was the complication of a baby, much as I wanted to make babies with her. I took her hands in mine.
"Kat, I'm sorry, I should have pulled out, or worn a rubber, I'm so, so sorry...what, what's so funny?"



Kat was grinning at me.
"Don't worry, Frankie, I'm safe!" she giggled, "Mom put me on birth control when I was sixteen; after what happened to Sally, she wasn't taking any chances!"
I sagged with relief, and Kat giggled again, touching the tip of my nose with her pink fingertip.
"I wish you'd seen your face! You looked like your puppy'd just died! Oh Frankie, you are so cute!"
I've been called a lot of things, but 'cute' wasn't even in the top 20...
Kat rolled up against my, sliding her hand over my side and down to pat me on the ass.
"I like this room; this is our bedroom from now on, okay Frankie?"
Of course, I agreed; by now I was so besotted with her, if she'd asked me to stroll naked down Serramonte with a bandana tied round my balls and my wing-wang swinging, I'd have done it.
She pulled herself even closer, snuggling down against me, giving a happy little yawn.
"Frankie, you know I love you more than anything, right?" I nodded, and she continued.
"I just want you to know, life doesn't get any better than this for me; I've got a home, with the man I love, who loves me as much as I love him; how could anything possibly be better than this?"
I kissed her the best way I knew how, pulling out all the stops, Kat savouring every second and nuance of our kiss.
"It doesn't get any better, baby; I love you so much it hurts, I have for the longest time, and I still can't believe we're here now!"
Kat smiled, and reached out to get the bedside lamp.
"Hold me all night, Frankie, and make love to me in the morning, okay?" and I grinned and nodded; I had every intention of doing just that!
I woke up early, wondering at the vivid dream I'd had about Kat, wondering what kind of sicko I was, when someone murmured softly. I spun round to see a milky white bare shoulder and a mass of copper curls, and the events of the night before came flooding back. I must have woken her with my sudden start, because she turned around, the covers slipping down to reveal her perfect breasts, her coral pink nipples blazing against the milky-white perfection of her skin.
"Good morning Frankie, I dreamed about you, baby!" she smiled sleepily, "You owe me, baby, come here and pay it off!"
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I held Lena close, feeling her warmth against me as I kissed her cheek lightly, then I took her hand, my sister's hand, and slipped the antique engagement ring onto her finger, pulling her close again to kiss her cheek once more and whisper that I loved her, while mum stood by and smiled sadly. Finally she dabbed at her eyes and passed me a piece of paper with a 'University Hospitals Bristol NHS Trust' heading. I looked at her questioningly.
"What is this mum?" I asked her, and she smiled.
"It's the number for my old head of department; he's head of the Cardio-Vascular unit at the Royal Infirmary, and he's looking for a Junior Surgical Consultant for a Locum to substantive post with the Cardiology team; I told him about you, and he's waiting for you to call him. It's initially for six months, but the post will become substantive if you decide to remain with the team; I think you should take it; you and Lena will need this, so do it soon, Darryl, please, for both of you."
I hugged her tightly, she'd solved my first problem, and now Lena and I had something to tell everyone. I nodded to Lena and all eyes switched to her.
"Mum, daddy, Darryl and I have been talking, and we've come to a decision; we want to have a baby, soon, this year. Please don't object or start giving me reasons why we can't, this is what we want, we think it's what this family needs, there are...other reasons why we want a baby this year, you know as well as I what they are, but this is for us, and for you. We love each other very much, and this is what we both want."
Dad smiled, looking slightly bemused, but not surprised, mum smiled slightly, nodding as though something had become clear.
"What you kids do is not really my business anymore," said dad, "I'm in no position to tell you what's right or wrong, but I will say just one thing again; Darryl, Lena's been in love with you since forever, don't make her regret giving her heart to you, and I mean that; in a little while there'll be only the two of you here, you'll have to take care of each other, and any little ones who come along, so you have to be sure that this is what you want. Your Aunt Min's right, this is an all-in deal, so now's the time to back out if you're going to, not two years down the line, or five or ten. I want to leave this world secure in the knowledge that my kids have done the right thing by each other, and that they're going to keep on doing it for each other and their family."
Lena left her seat and came and stood next to me, her fingers gently stroking the back of my neck, before sitting on my lap, my arm instinctively going around her waist to hold her to me. She used to sit like this before, when we were younger, but now there was a whole new meaning to why she chose to do that, and mum and dad both got it.
"Mum, daddy, Darryl and I will be fine; we've both got what we want, you really don't need to worry about us, or what we're doing, or where we're going with this; we know what we feel for each other, and what we want out of life, for both of us, and it starts right here!"
After that there was a flurry of family hugs and conversation about when they were leaving, things they should take and leave behind, bright and positive, but with an undercurrent of bitter sadness.
I called the number mum gave me and made an appointment to see her old boss after she and dad had left, and he understood; he was quite despondent at her leaving, she'd been Head Nurse in the Cardiology Centre before taking up her post in the Renal Unit, and was one of his most trusted friends and colleagues in both posts. He really didn't want to let her go, but he knew what was happening with dad, and accepted that I had more pressing things to deal with just now.
That night, Lena and I went up to bed together, mum and dad making no comment when we left together, and just a broad wink from Min. Once we got to the room, Lena wasted no time in stripping off and climbing into bed naked. I held out her sleeping shirt, but she just dimpled and declined it.
"What's the point in putting it on Dar, you'll just yank it off me again! I'll just sleep raw if you don't mind!"
I didn't mind at all, she was a wonderful sight to behold naked, and I could feel all kinds of interest stirring, something she noted as I climbed into bed.
We held each other close, as much for comfort as for the chance to feel each other's body pressed together so intimately, and the involuntary reflex struck; my cock was rock hard and ready for action from being pressed against Lena's smooth hairless mound, something she noticed immediately.
"So Darryl, you feel like a little contact sport, some night games, yes?" she whispered in my ear, and try as I might to think how inappropriate this would be, all I really wanted to do was jam my cock into her as hard and as far as I could. Taking my silence as agreement, she wrapped her little hand around my hardness and squeezed gently. I reciprocated by sliding my hands down and cupping her sexy cheeks, enjoying the springy firmness of them in the palms of my hands as I squeezed and kneaded them.
"Got any new moves in your playbook, Stud?" she teased, licking my lips as she kissed me with light, feathery kisses all over my face and neck.
In reply, I rolled her onto her back and clamped my lips over her nipples, sucking at the rubbery little stalks in turn and flicking them with my tongue tip, making her giggle and sigh. I moved on down, lightly kissing and licking her tummy, licking and swirling my tongue around in her gorgeous little navel before kissing down to her beautiful bare little pussy. I slid between her thighs and pulled toward me, putting my hands behind her knees and pushing her legs up to raise her pelvis off the bed.
"Why Darryl whatever are you doing to me!?" she cooed, and in answer I dipped my head down to lick in a long slow line from the hood of her clitoris all the way to her cute, sexy, tempting little pink starfish.
"Ooohhh! That feels so good, keep doing that!" she groaned, and I obliged by pushing her legs even further over, until her knees were almost touching her shoulders, her pussy pointing straight at the ceiling.
Now I licked and sucked in earnest, pushing my tongue between the folds of flesh enfolding her vulva, probing between them, tasting and teasing her. I came at last to the hard little knob of her clitoris, fully emerged from its little hood and glowing pale pink, slick, shiny and appealing. Lena kept up a constant sighing encouragement, the words "oh yes, like that, yes, oh yes...!" tripping endlessly from her lips as I licked, sucked, teased, and tormented her delicious, sopping wet pussy, paying especially close attention to her clitoris, sucking it gently and rubbing it lightly with my tongue.
Lena was threshing about on the bed, mini-orgasms bursting through her in waves, and when I slid my hand around her hip and rubbed her clitoris as I pushed my tongue deep into her vagina, she came with a loud groan, her pussy convulsing around my tongue as she shuddered and trembled with pleasure.
I hadn't finished with her yet, though; as she began to come down, I rubbed her clitoris lightly with my thumb, while I licked and tickled her anus with my tongue-tip, listening to the murmured "Oh! Oh! Oh!" as I darted my tongue in and out of her. I kept up the motion of my thumb on her clitoris, alternating with sliding it into her pussy in time to my tongue thrusts into her tight, slick little hole.
Lena began to twitch and push her crotch into my face, humping herself against me as I probed and jabbed inside her private places, her breathing beginning to hitch as she approached her orgasm, and as her pussy tightened about my intruding thumb, I shoved my tongue into her anus as hard as I could.
She came with a guttural scream, warm tangy-sweet liquid spraying across my face and neck as she ejaculated with the force of her orgasm, her anus contracting and forcing my tongue out as her pussy clamped down tightly around my thumb. I kept stroking her clitoris and licking her anus, keeping her orgasm rolling on.
At last she was done, her legs dropping back down to the bed and her breathing harsh as she gulped for air, and I could see a pulse beating in her neck and the base of her throat. As I watched, she calmed, her breathing slowing and her pulse no longer hammering.
"That was awesome, Dar, where did you learn that? Oh yes, Gower Street Nurses Quarters, why do I even bother asking...?" she smiled, and then took hold of me.
"You need to do something about this, Lover-Boy; any ideas?" she grinned wickedly, holding my bone-hard erection and circling her thumb in the clear lubricant oozing from the tip.
I shuffled up between her wide-spread thighs, and leaned down, Lena guiding me until I slid into her, the sudden constriction around my cock exciting and highly stimulating. Lena hissed as I slid all the way into her, until I was buried to the very root in her hot, tight pussy. I stopped to let her prepare herself, and she pulled my head down, kissing me once lightly on the lips.
"What are you waiting for, Daryl? Get a move on, make babies in me!"
I grinned, beginning to move within her, slipping in and out as I pumped her full of my cock. Lena held herself tight against me, her hips pumping against mine, and her pussy squeezing and relaxing as I jammed myself into her. She was close to orgasm again, I could see it in her flushed face and neck, her elevated heart rate and the glazed look developing on her face. I was near the point of no return when she began muttering in my ear, goading me on, heating me up even further.
"That's it, Darryl, shove that cock into me, fill me with baby juice, you put a ring on my finger, now put a baby in my belly, c'mon stud, fuck that baby into me, don't you want to see my belly with your baby inside it?!"
I lost it, hammering mindlessly into her, my whole world consisting of the feel of her wrapped around me, humping against me as I pumped into her, her arms around me as she talked endlessly in my ear, telling me what she wanted me to do to her, making me hot, making me want to just explode inside her.
Lena came in a series of convulsions, a volcanic eruption of pleasure inside her, her pussy rippling and sucking at my cock. All I could hear was her scream as she orgasmed, and that did it for me; I came like a thunderbolt, pouring pulse after pulse of spunk into her tight pussy, jamming my cock into her as I filled her up, wanting nothing but to make my baby inside her right now, this instant; this was going to be the one, I was sure of it! We convulsed against each other for long minutes, stream after stream of sperm pouring out of me and into her, doing what she'd asked, filling her with my baby juice, mating with her, impregnating my sister, my aunt, my girl.
I slumped down next to her, totally spent, Lena in almost the same state from the endless orgasms she'd been having all night. I was almost too tired to think, but I did remember to switch on the alarm clock, and then I pulled Lena close, and that was it until the ringing of the alarm woke us the next morning.
The drive to the airport was as grim and tense as I'd been dreading it would be; Lena went in the MPV taxi with mum, dad, and their luggage, squeezing-in a last few minutes with them, and I followed with the aunts as my passengers. Min tried talking to me as we drove to Bristol International, the old Lulsgate Airport, but I had too much on my mind right then, so after a while she gave up, Doreen just leaning over to brush my face with her fingertips without saying anything. Lena had been even more uncommunicative this morning, the reality of our parents' leaving now striking home, but I had nothing to say to her; what could I possibly have said? Min and Doreen seemed to understand this, and even their small talk together soon petered-out.
We sat in the departure lounge, waiting for their flight to Paphos to be called, me mostly in silence, Lena looking lost and ready to cry.
I felt like I was about one step behind her; they weren't going on holiday, they weren't retiring abroad, they were going to Cyprus because my dad was dying, and his doctor thought he might eke out a few more weeks or months of life if he left. I understood that; I'd probably have made the same recommendation, but that didn't make me feel any better about it.
Then the moment came I'd been dreading; I looked up at the departures board and their flight was up, time to go. Mum saw it as well and pulled Lena to her in one last, desperate bear-hug. Lena looked at her in surprise, then glanced up and saw the board, and a look of utter loss and desolation settled on her face. She tried to say something, but all that came out was a soft mewing sound of anguish and unbearable loss.
Mum and dad started pushing the trolley with their hand-luggage to the gate, Lena tagging along with them, and me trailing behind, unable to believe this moment had actually come, that they were actually leaving us. The two aunts hung back, crying as they waved goodbye, their own hugs and farewell kisses done. Lena started crying, and mum reached up to wipe her tears, tears streaming down her own face. When we got to the gate, dad turned to me and hugged me close, holding the back of my neck as I hugged him, then he pulled away and grinned his old grin.
"See you in a month or so, eh?" he smiled, and I grinned back in spite of myself.
"You bet, have the beers on ice!" I smiled, suddenly feeling just a little more upbeat; we'd see them again in a few weeks, this wasn't goodbye, it was just 'Au Revoir'; it helped if I thought like that; not a lot, but some.
"Love you, Son!"" he whispered, and I whispered back "Love you too, dad!"
When we'd finally hugged and kissed them goodbye a dozen times, they walked through the Departure Gate, and it was all I could do to stop myself barring their way, dragging them back home; I was a doctor, I could look after my dad, he didn't need to die in a foreign country...thoughts like these filled my head, but I stood my ground; they needed to do this, it was for dad, and it was what he wanted, it was what he needed for mum.
Just as they disappeared through Immigration Control, Lena darted forward, obviously planning on following them, but I'd been half-expecting something like this and I caught her before she gone two steps, grabbing her round the waist and holding her as she struggled.
"Get...off...they're leaving...No, Darryl, please, ...fucking let go of me! No....Mummy...no, don't go...wait for me...Daddy, no, wait for me, pleeaase...!"
I held her tightly, holding her against me as she struggled and tried to squirm out of my grasp.
"Lena, no, stop it, no, Lena, wait, you can't go in there, you haven't got a passport, they'll arrest you, stop it!"
She suddenly went limp against me, moaning softly "...No...No...They're going...stop them, please, Darryl, please, make them stop...mum...!"
I held her close to me as she cried against my shoulder, stroking her hair as she sobbed herself out. At last she stopped crying, taking the tissue I offered her.
"Why did you stop me Dar? I could have called them back; they don't have to go...!"
I gently pulled her round to look at me.
"Look, baby, you can't go in there, but this is what we'll do; over there is the Easyjet desk, we'll get you a ticket and you can fly out tomorrow, with a passport and a proper ticket and everything, OK? I knew you couldn't let them go, not like this, so you go out and stay with mum and dad for as long as you want, I'll be here, waiting for you. I won't be lonely, Aunt Doreen lives nearby, maybe I'll ask her to come and stay while you're away. I really think you need to do this, so you should. I'll hopefully have a new job to be getting to grips with, so I won't have time to be lonely, but if I need you, I can still call you, and you just come back home when you're ready."
Lena looked at me wide-eyed.
"You'd do that? Really?" and I nodded.
"In a heartbeat; I can't bear to see you crying, and I won't have you being sad when I can do something about it. We can fix this easily enough; you were wrong when you said you could let them go, we know that now, so let's fix this right now. Come on; let's get your ticket for you!"
My heart was breaking as I said it; the thought of losing her, maybe for months on end, was something I didn't even want to think about, but I couldn't have my girl hurting and sad. She needed more time with mum and dad, and I could give it to her, it was the least I could do, and it was the right thing to do; my own needs would have to take a back-seat; my sister, my girl, the centre of my world, needed me to do this for her.
We booked her on a flight bound for Paphos the following morning, and drove home in silence, both of us too full of our thoughts to talk about anything, even the aunts sitting silently in the back seat, and spent a gloomy afternoon packing her bags and a quiet evening talking about nothing much. When we went to bed, Lena held me close all night, almost fearful of letting go of me. We didn't make love; we had far too much to think about.
I took her to the airport alone; Doreen and Min had elected to let us have a little privacy and spend the day together, so it was just the two of us at the airport, fidgeting as we waited for the inevitable. When her flight was called it felt like the end of everything, and once again I had to restrain myself, this time from holding her back, from preventing her getting on that flight, but I let her go, and walked her to the gate. Once there, she turned and held me close, kissing me long and desperately, then breaking off to hold my face in her hands.
"I'll be back soon, baby, I swear; I just want a chance to say goodbye properly; they did everything in such a rush I just got...swept along, and I never got to say goodbye properly, or get used to the idea of them leaving; that's all this is. I love you Darryl, and I want to spend the rest of my life with you, but I have to go and say goodbye first, can you understand that?"
Of course I understood, I always had; in truth I wanted to do the exact same thing, but now she had to go, so I kissed her and watched her walk through Immigration Control and disappear. Going home was almost unbearable, the thought of going back to that big echoing house alone was almost too much to bear, and when I got home, it was as bad as I thought it would be. I wandered around, completely lost and alone for the first time in my life, a solitary ghost haunting this enormous house where so much had happened, and now it was just me, drifting sadly from room to room, nothing here now but fading echoes of the lives that had been lived there before moving on.
Min came home about seven that evening to find me moping about the place, already more lonely than I had ever been in my entire life. I'd already called mum's old boss and had confirmed an appointment to see him the following morning, so maybe I'd have a job to fill up my days and distract me from the aching loneliness now that Lena was gone.



Min disappeared after a while, and I came upon her crying in the upstairs sitting room, weeping for her baby brother, my dad; of course, this really was the end for her, she would never see him again; she was too old, and her heart was too frail for her to fly, so today had been the final farewell for her, something I'd forgotten or never considered, I was so wrapped up in my own loss. Now it was my turn to hold Min and to comfort her. Eventually she stopped crying, but I could see the loss in her eyes, the pain of the permanent separation she'd undergone as well, and it helped to put my own loss and loneliness in perspective.
We chatted, haltingly, at first, about their lives when dad was a small boy, how she and Doreen, teenagers themselves, had brought him up after their mother had died when dad was still just a toddler; his father had died in Korea just before dad was born, killed in the action at Imjin, Hill 235, during the valiant but doomed stand of the Gloucester Battalion, 'The Glorious Glosters', encircled, vastly outnumbered and eventually decimated. Dad's father was one of the thousand men killed or missing in action in just one night of fierce hand to hand fighting against the Chinese; of such last stands legend is made. I never knew this, and I felt a burst of pride that my family had played a part in such a famous and evocative battle...
She told me how, after she'd married my late Uncle Alfie, they had become dad's surrogate parents, and how she and Doreen had been so angry with him when he joined the Royal Air Force and had been posted to Cyprus, because they both thought he was far too young to be separated from his family like that. I was fascinated, hearing family history for the first time, about dad and Elizabeth's mother, my grandmother, how she'd disappeared, and then turned-up one day with the baby girl and just left her with him, and disappeared again, never to be seen or heard of again; how he'd struggled to bring her up, a young man barely out of his teens, then meeting mum when Elizabeth was a teenager, and finally, how it had taken me, and then Lena, to heal the rift and bring them back together again.
At last I felt I understood the close bond between dad and his older sisters. With all the talk about family, Min had decided it was time she went home to her son and grandchildren; being surrounded by reminders of dad was too much for her, so she asked me to get hold of her son to come collect her, but I told her I'd take her back to Croydon; it wasn't as though I was busy, or anything...
I called the number in Kolossi, mum and dad's new home, to see if Lena had arrived yet and Lena answered, telling me about the flight and the car journey from Paphos to Kolossi, which is about 60 km. We chatted about what had happened, and once again she told me that she'd be back soon, that she just needed a little more time to get used to the idea of them not being there. She told me she loved me, and when I told her I loved and missed her, she started crying. Mum rescued the phone and promised she'd calm Lena down. I gave her my love to give to dad, and rang off.
The interview the following morning was almost a formality; the Senior Registrar, a Mr. Barclay, reviewed my credentials and my references, some of whom were old friends and former colleagues of his, told me what the pay was, outlined the extent of the surgical calendar, and basically asked when I could start, so I was in! I asked for a few days to get settled in properly, and agreed that I would start the following Monday, five days away.
I drove home, collected Min and her luggage, and headed back down the M4 to London. She asked me to stay a couple of days but I had to decline; I had to collect my clothes and personal papers, and make arrangements for my stuff to be packed and shipped from my flat, collect my security deposit, and drop off the keys, all of which took time.
Work was just about what I expected; the local National Health Service Hospitals Trust in Bristol had a lot of surgical patients backlogged, so I ended up as fill-in surgeon on the Cardio-vascular surgical team, clearing the night calendar along with the other night-owls, misfits and insomniacs, which suited me fine, and freed-up my more gregarious colleagues from having to rotate through the night surgery rota.
It meant I could work all night, and then call Lena in the late morning from home, before having dinner and going to bed. I usually worked all week, including weekends, which gave me less time to sit at home alone and mope; I didn't need spare time alone, I wasn't in any kind of mood to go out socialising, not without my Lena, so work gave me a good refuge, plus I did earn a lot of overtime!
I must have made a good impression, because after just a few weeks my Locum contract was cancelled and I was made a substantive member of staff, on a staff salary, which was less than Locum, but carried pension and holiday benefits.
And so my routine was established; work through the night, drive home and call Lena while dinner was being nuked in the microwave, watch some dire daytime TV, go for a run, have a short work-out and go to bed, to be back at work by 10 p.m. This worked fine for me, until at last, one day about six weeks after she'd left, I got the call I wanted so much to hear.
"Darryl? Baby, I'm coming home! My flight's booked for tomorrow, arriving at Bristol at three o'clock, can you pick me up please baby? And baby...I had a bout of morning sickness today, my first one; Dar, we're pregnant!"
She giggled at my suddenly incoherent babbling.
"Oh Dar, you are so sweet, listen to you, you sound like an expectant father! I have to go now, baby, I think you need to sit down, and this is daddy's phone bill, so can't chit-chat! Don't forget to come and get me! Love you more than much, baby!"
She hung up and I stared at the phone. Morning Sickness! We were having a baby! I grinned at the phone, feeling foolish, happy, weird, a welter of emotions, but the overriding one was sheer gladness that my baby was coming home, and she was having my baby! I couldn't sleep that afternoon, I kept seeing Lena, with a big belly, with a pushchair, carrying a toddler, holding hands with a small child, and all the while I was exulting that it was my baby, my child in those visions or daydreams or whatever.
I dropped off to sleep and dreamed of Lena and me, and our children, our babies growing-up here in this house where love had never been in short supply.
I was at the airport an hour early, just so I didn't miss her through some mischance, but her flight touched down on schedule, and I paced while I waited for her to clear customs and get her luggage, and then suddenly, there she was, heartstoppingly beautiful, in a tight tank-top and a short, short skirt of the 'you're under arrest for being indecently dressed' variety, what my fellow medical students used to call a "pussy pelmet"!
As she saw me she shrieked and abandoned her luggage trolley to run full-tilt at me, smothering me with kisses as she hugged me until I thought my neck would break. I held her close to me, unable to believe I had her back, the gaping wound I was carrying around closing at her touch. Then she did something that nearly collapsed me in tears; she leaned back, and then gently kissed me once on each cheek, and once on my forehead.
"That was from mum and daddy, to let you know how much they love you!"
Lena grinned and thumbed my eyes dry.
"Don't do that, Darryl, big boys don't cry!" which made me laugh out loud, and spin her around in sheer delight for having her back with me.
"Let me look at you!" I told her, holding her at arm's length and whistling. "Yep, still gorgeous; oh, and pregnant as well! Wonder how that happened...?"
Lena reached down and surreptitiously tweaked my manhood.
"What have you done to me, you dirty, dirty man, my daddy warned me about people like you!" she grinned, and I was so happy to see her back to her old self; her time with mum and dad had obviously given her the closure she needed so desperately. Now she was back, and ready to go forward.
I returned the favour, squeezing her lovely firm little bum, re-acquainting myself with the curve of those ripe buttocks, and she grinned, leaning close to whisper in my ear;
"Take me home and fuck me, Darryl! Six weeks without you, I was nearly climbing the fucking walls! I have three holes, I want them all filled, you've got a dirty mind, let yourself go! Who knows, maybe you can put a little sister in there to keep our baby company!"
I had to grin.
"That's not actually possible, you do know that, right?" I whispered back, and grinned even wider at her cheeky smile.
"Just try, for my sake; call it medical curiosity! I want you to do things to me, I want to soak the bed, I want to drip spunk from every hole, I want you to make me scream like a banshee in an echo canyon, I want to fuck like a baboon on Meth! I've had six fucking weeks with no you, I'm knocked-up and too randy for words, what the hell are you waiting for, a gilt-edged invitation?"
Like I said before, when she's in full flow, there's no-one quite like Lena...
She ducked into the Ladies restroom, then walked down to the car park with her arm around my waist while I pushed her luggage trolley.
We piled her luggage into the car and drove out of the car park, heading along the Bridgewater Road to pick up the A370 and the A4 back to Clifton, a 20 minute drive in the middle of the afternoon, but Lena soon discovered how to make it seem ever so much longer.
I was driving quite happily, casting the occasional glance at her lovely thighs as her short skirt rode up, when I noticed she was gradually pulling it up even higher, until I saw she had no panties on; that was why she'd ducked out back at the airport!
I nearly crashed at that point, mesmerised as I was by the sight of that bare perfect little pussy staring at me. I tore my eyes way at the last second to avoid a giant Polish rig hammering down the road in the opposite direction, horn blaring, and locked eyes with her for a second to see the devilment there as she began stroking her thigh, her hand moving closer and closer to her honey-pot with every pass.
I had to tear my eyes away and think of anything except her, or the suddenly restrictive seatbelt as my cock tried to wrestle its way out of my pants by sheer brute force. How we got home in one piece is still a mystery to me...
Lena helped me carry her luggage in, over my protests that she was in no condition to go lugging suitcases around.
"Nonsense, Dar, I'm turning into a mother, not a cream-cake, stop fussing and get your clothes off!" was all I got out of her, so I complied, inspired by the sight of her as she stripped of the minimal clothing she was wearing. When we were both naked, Lena took me by the hand and led me upstairs to my old room, then climbed onto the bed and posed for me, a sight guaranteed to further stiffen everything that needed to be stiff right now.
"Come on Darryl, show me how much you missed me!" she grinned.
I slid onto the bed next to her, kissing her to reassure myself that she really was here. I'd been dreaming about this moment for weeks, now there was no need to rush things, she was back, and she wasn't going anywhere any time soon. Lena responded enthusiastically, kissing me with a depth and vigour I'd missed so much when she was gone.
She broke away to kiss my neck, and push me back down onto the bed as she kissed down my chest, nipping my nipples as she passed and making me gasp at the sudden sensation. She carried on south, to kiss and gently lick the tip of my solidly erect cock before kissing down the shaft to my balls. Lena fondled my scrotum, gently massaging them in their sac, licking and rubbing with her tongue before gently sucking one at a time into her mouth, 'tea-bagging' me properly, the way it should be done, and nearly making my hair stand on end.
After rolling my seeds around in her mouth for a little, she released them and kissed her way back up the shaft to my head, licking the tip again before throwing her leg over my midriff and pointing her pussy at me.
"Off you go, baby, you know what I want!" she grinned, and I was more than happy to lick and suck her puffy little muffy. I took a double handful of her hot, perfect little backside, pulling the cheeks apart so I could admire the scenery before plating her with a few well-placed licks and enjoy the taste of her after so long.
Lena was in a world of her own, gently sucking and licking my sensitive cock head, so I concentrated on probing between her already swollen labia, pushing my tongue between them to find the delicate space inside. Lena groaned as I did that, the vibration against my cock extremely stimulating, and I had to stop for a few seconds to regain control; I didn't want to go off before I'd finished pleasuring my girl.
All calmed down again, I licked her from her clitoris to her pink little anus with the flat of my tongue, making her dance around on top of me with every stroke, and redouble her slurping and sucking on my own sex-toy she was so busily playing with. The more I licked her the more she wriggled and thrust back against me, and when I rubbed my tongue-tip against her clitoris in a criss-cross pattern, she began to orgasm, really going off when I jammed my tongue into her tight little anus. A spray of hot liquid gushed over my neck and chin as she orgasmed like a tidal wave, screaming around my cock. That did it for me, and I flooded her mouth as I came in long spurts of semen, six weeks' worth of frustration, need, and longing unleashed into her hot, willing mouth, the feeling almost turning me inside out as I emptied into her, groaning out loud as I did so. Lena squeezed my balls as I came, the added stimulation wringing even more spurts of semen out of me, making me come like I'd never come before, filling her mouth almost too fast for her to swallow.
She slumped down on me, her body trembling and twitching as the aftershocks flowed and ebbed through her, never letting go of my hard, still achingly erect penis, the stimulation of her warm little hand wrapped around me all I needed to stay hard and ready for more. Lena rolled off me and clambered around to lie next to me, her elbow on the pillow next to me, her head resting on her hand, and her other hand clasped firmly about my still-hard cock.
"So Dar, looks like you have unfinished business; want to let me in on it?" she grinned, giving me a squeeze and a shake, slapping my erect penis against my belly.
I couldn't resist her, and made a grab for her, pulling her on top of me to lie with her knees on either side of my midriff, my hands clasping her bum cheeks tightly. We kissed and played for a few minutes, reconnecting after our time apart, re-discovering the simple pleasure of holding and touching each other as we kissed.
Eventually, other needs started to make themselves felt; Lena began slowly rolling her belly against mine, the motion squeezing my erect cock deliciously, maddeningly, and making me gasp as she looked on with that sly smile on her face. I dug my fingers into her bum and pulled the cheeks apart, repaying her by making her gasp in turn. She got the message, and lifted her pelvis momentarily to allow my cock to spring upright, then took hold of it to rub the head teasingly over her sticky little juice-box.
I also got the message, pressing forward to slide into her, hissing with the pleasure of feeling her tightness around me again; if I hadn't already come once, I'd probably have come there and then. Lena sighed as I slid into her, pushing herself upright to sit astride me, my cock buried all the way inside her. She began rolling her hips, for all the world like a slow-motion bull-rider in a Texas bar, her fingertips tweaking and squeezing her nipples as she grinned challengingly at me. I slid my hands up to cup and squeeze her breasts, flicking her nipples with my thumbs as I squeezed them, keeping her on a slow simmer as she rode me so well, feeling the grip and squeeze of her pussy as she clenched and relaxed her pelvic floor muscles.
She began to speed up, her thrusts against me becoming more of a grind as she rubbed herself against me as she rocked back and forth. She leaned down to lie on my chest, kissing me as she continued to rub herself against me, her breathing becoming irregular and shallow, and I was able to thrust back into her further now that she wasn't doing all the work. We humped and pumped against each other, reaching for that moment, our heart-rates rising in tune with our arousal, Lena's eyes beginning to glaze as she ground and pumped harder and harder against me.
She came in a series of waves, her pussy pulsating around me as she orgasmed, a flood of warmth pouring out of her to soak my balls and the bed underneath me. That was enough to drive me over the edge and join her, pumping long streams of spunk deep into the depths of her, spunk I didn't know I still had in me after the thundering orgasm she'd driven me to earlier, both of us groaning out loud in our extremity.
Lena lay back down on me, her body quivering with the intensity of her release, her breathing loud in the silence of the bedroom. Eventually her heartbeat slowed and her breathing became more regular, normalising as she calmed down. She raised her head to grin sleepily at me.
"That's more like it! Thank you baby, that'll do for now, but you owe me for later; we haven't finished yet! I meant what I said at the airport, you've got a way to go yet!"
I grinned to myself; I knew exactly what she meant! I nudged her to stop her dropping off to sleep just yet.
"Baby, shall we go to bed? If you want to sleep, this bed's sort of cramped; there's a double-bed in the bedroom below, why don't we move there?"
Lena turned and cuddled up against me, yawning.
"I want this as our room, Dar; this is where we made our baby, in this little bed. I want to sleep in it with you again, I want to hold you close all night, and wake up in the morning with the early morning sun in my face, in here, please?"
How could I refuse her?
"Okay, sweetheart, this is our room from now on. Have a couple of hours rest, and I'll wake you up at six. I've got the night off, so I'm taking you out to dinner."
Lena mumbled something, slid her arm around me, and fell asleep almost immediately. I wasn't sleepy, so I lay there next to her, enjoying the feel of her, her warmth, the warm scent of her hair, her own delicate scent, that special, almost subliminal odour that told me 'This is Lena, she's right here!'
On the dot of six I licked the tip of her nose and kissed her eyelids, waking her as gently as I could
"Wakey-wakey little snorer, aren't you hungry?" I whispered in her ear.
Lena punched me in the ribs.
"I do not snore! And why did you have to wake me up? I was having the loveliest dream; it was about...about mum and daddy...and something, and now I'll never know how it turned out, thanks, Darryl!"
I grinned and licked her nipples, making her sigh and wriggle, those delectable nipples dancing in the warm summer evening air.
"Ohhh, that's nice!" she smiled, "what else have you got for me?" she asked, her fingers lightly grazing my crotch.
"Princess, right now, what I'm thinking of doing to you would get me locked up in 49 countries, excommunicated in 27 of them, and burned at the stake in The Vatican, but it would be so worth it! The only down-side is that it would mean you'd have to eat dinner standing up, and that would just look strange!" I grinned back as her eyebrows went up, followed by the world's dirtiest grin.
"OK, take me to dinner, wine me, dine me, seduce me with good food and fine wine, young sir, do your worst, I'm ready for you! You still owe me, and I'm going to make you my man-slut, by hook or by crook!" she giggled, slipping out of bed to rummage in the closet for a towel. As she turned to leave the room, she paused in the doorway to run her hands over her perfect, sculpted buttocks, squeezing and pulling them open for a second for me to glimpse the pink treasure nestling deep between them, a naughty, pixie grin on her face, before blowing me a kiss and slipping away down the corridor to the main bathroom.



Dinner was good, steaks and lobster at a nice little restaurant at the bottom of Park Street, just off College Green, and afterwards we took a walk across the Green to stroll outside the floodlit cathedral, looking, as we had done since we were kids, for the bullet scars and sword cuts in the statues of saints and royalist effigies from when Cromwell's men had defaced the 'blasphemous' effigies carved on the outer precincts of the medieval cathedral walls and porches during the English Civil War in the 17th Century.
I'd forgotten how much there was to see in my home town, or how much history had originated there; just around the corner from the cathedral was the quay where John Cabot set sail to discover Newfoundland, the first European to set foot on mainland North America, outside the church built by The Merchant Venturer's, and a few hundred yards away was the Red Maid's School, the oldest girl's school in England, dating back to the early 17th century; when I was younger, they still wore the red dresses and Red-Riding Hood capes that gave them their name.
Back up at the top of Park Street was the 16th century Queen Elizabeth Hospital School, a Tudor mansion housing the Bluecoat school, the choristers and senior boys still dressed in 17th century navy-blue frock coats, snowy-white neck stocks and Navy-blue knee britches with silver buttons at the knee, with mustard stockings and silver-buckle shoes, looking as though they'd just stepped out of a Van Dyck painting.
Just along from the Green was Welsh Back, an 18th century cobbled quay on the River Avon, with the Llandoger Trow, an almost untouched 18th century inn, where Robert Louis Stevenson used to drink, on the wall a portrait of the original landlord, 'Long' John Silver, or another old inn, 'The Hole in the Wall,' so called because it was used for smuggling brandy and lace past the Customs men waiting on the quay above...
All this came back to me in a rush, the medieval history and Regency elegance of my home town washing over me, the princes, pirates, dandies, hero's and highwaymen who'd all made Bristol what it was in the days of Empire, and I was suddenly immensely glad I'd come home, even if it had to be like this.
Lena understood why I had to reconnect with my home, and it was she who led me from place to place around the city centre and Clifton, our conversation peppered with 'do you remember...do you remember...' as I grounded again, connecting and remembering how good life had been here, how much my family loved living here, and our roots and deep connections with this city; I had focused so intently on London in my job-hunting before, thinking it offered all the answers, I had forgotten that my home town had just as much, and maybe more, to offer; it would be a good place for our child to grow up, this child and all the others I hoped would follow.
When we got back indoors, I was in the frame of mind Lena had been hoping for; she was back, and mum and dad were fine, in the place they needed to be, we were having a baby, we had our own home that no-one could take from us, and I had a good job. Everything was finally falling into place; even though the one thing I wanted most in the world was not going to happen, weighed against all the good things we had, it was not such a bad trade. Dad was doing it his way, and while I wasn't exactly doing cartwheels with joy over it, I knew and understood that this was how it had to be, this was how he wanted it to be, and we had no say in it. I was feeling distinctly mellow by the time we reached home, especially as we had a rather special dessert planned...
Lena bustled about in the kitchen, making coffee while I drew all the curtains and checked all the doors and windows were locked, a ritual I replayed from childhood days. We retired to the big couch in the living room, me with my feet up on the coffee table, Lena sitting curled-up next to me, her head on my shoulder as she told me about mum and dad, their home, how dad was. Lena was encouraged; he seemed to be a lot better, adapting well to the dry summer heat, his respiratory distress seemed to have backed down quite significantly, and he was a lot more mobile these days. I was glad, but wistful; I wanted my dad, and mum, it didn't feel right to be lording it around in their house while they lived in a pokey little place in a small village and waited for dad to die, but this was what they wanted; they were making sure their kids always had a roof over their heads, how could I fault them for that?
We talked about various things, my job, the rest of the family, eventually coming to us and what we were going to do next. I knew what I wanted; Lena, pure and simple. The six weeks she was gone were the longest, loneliest days of my life, far worse than the days immediately after the family had dropped me off at Student Halls and driven away, and I knew I would never let that happen again; she belonged with me, and I belonged with her, to the bitter end. Wherever she went from now on, I was going too, she was part of me now, and I needed to have her with me, and the empathy we shared told me she felt exactly the same way about me. Our conversation soon shifted to the non-verbal. Her lips had never tasted sweeter or more desirable that when I held her close and kissed her like there was no ending possible in this world or the next. She had taken over my heart, my life, and my world, imprisoning me in turn in her heart, and I was never so glad to be in such total captivity.
Gradually we worked our way from kissing to more serious touching and caressing, our kisses punctuated by the occasional giggle, gasp, or soft moan. We surfaced long enough to decide that we needed a bed for what we wanted to do, so we made our way up to the master bedroom on the first floor, losing our clothes along the way.
Once in the bedroom, I was able to admire my girl again, to drink in the sight of her naked body, tall, lithe, perfectly formed, her breasts crowned with tempting pink nipples, already beginning to darken as her body changed to nurture the life growing inside her. Her long glossy black hair was even longer now, brushing the small of her back as it tumbled down to contrast perfectly against her fair skin and vivid, cornflower-blue eyes.
My reaction to her was, as always, immediate and obvious, and her eyes twinkled as she took me in hand, her grip warm and achingly sensual against my throbbing cock.
"I told you earlier, you owe me, Darryl Morgan, and I always collect! You know what I want, I've been waiting weeks for this, do it to me, make me scream!"
I held her to me as we kissed, my painfully hard erection pressed up against her soft white belly, pressing against that place our baby was beginning its life, and the thought of that made me want her even more, arousal blazing through me as I stiffened even more. As I backed her toward the bed, she squeezed and rubbed me, thrills running up and down my spine at the exquisite torture of her hands on me. I backed her up to the bed and turned, meaning to pull her down on top of me, but she got there first, grinning impishly as she pushed me over, to land on top of me, her legs straddling me as her wetness rubbed along the length of my aching cock.
She grinned again, biting her lip as she began to rub herself more deliberately along me, her hot pussy dragging up and down the length of my cock, driving me crazy as she coated me with her juices, her breathing becoming ragged and uneven as she worked herself up. At last, she raised up and took hold of me, aiming me as she slowly lowered herself down onto me, impaling herself on me. My cock felt bigger that it had ever felt in my life, and I could have sworn it was longer than the seven or so inches I knew it was, I was so worked-up by the thought of what we were doing here.
As she lowered herself onto me, Lena hissed in satisfaction, gasping as I slid deeply into her. When I was all the way in, she began to rock and gyrate her hips, rolling herself up and down on me, pleasuring herself while her pussy squeezed and released me in time to her movements, alternately sucking and relaxing its hold on me.
She gasped as she climaxed, her pussy squeezing me rapidly as she convulsed, her hands resting on my chest as the waves of orgasm rushed and surged through her, until she slumped down on me, her heart beating rapidly and her pulse fluttering in the hollow of her throat. I thought she'd passed out, she lay so still on me, then she pushed herself upright and grinned down at me.
"You're not finished yet, Darryl, we have unfinished business!" she smiled, squeezing my cock again as she slowly rocked on top of me. Without warning, she sat upright and raised up, letting my cock pull out with an almost audible pop, and taking hold of it, began to rub her vulva, her perineum, and the tight pucker of her back hole, slowly working my head into her anus, using her own vaginal juices and the clear liquid running out of my cock to lubricate and ease my penetration. She worked the head in until the ring snapped around the shaft, giving a loud, gasping "Oh!" as it popped in past her barrier, then gasping softly as she slowly slid down me, burying me to the hilt in her hot, tight, sinewy rectum.
The pressure on my cock was unbelievable, part of me wanting it to go on forever, another part wanting to just come and keep coming endlessly, flooding her with my spunk. As she rode me, I began to push back against her, fucking her tightest hole as she ground away on me, her rectum squeezing and massaging my cock delightfully.
The end was quick in coming; I'd been too long without her, and the sheer sexual charge of what we were doing here, the smell and closeness of her, all of it was too much to contain, and I came in what felt like endless jets of spunk bulleting out of me and deep into her, bathing her insides with my essence, and triggering her own massive, shuddering orgasm.
We shook and quivered together, gasping and sobbing in the intensity of our release, gradually descending from that peak into the calm on the other side, to lie in each other's arms, bathed in sweat, but sated, fulfilled, completed. As my erection abated, I slowly slid from her, Lena pulling herself against me to once again nip me lightly, teasingly on the chin, her own signature gesture, thanking me and letting me know she was back at last, this time forever.
We woke early, the late summer sunshine flooding golden and bright into the airy room through the tall, elegant Georgian window, reminding me of my childhood, of the last days of the summer holiday before school resumed. I had the day off, in fact I had several days off, and I planned to spend them all drinking in the delight that was Lena, revelling in having her back with me again, and sorting out our plans for this house now that a new life was starting here, both for us and for our baby. Lena was the first to move, breaking the chain of reverie I was indulging in, stroking my face as she kissed me 'good morning'.
I started to get up, prompting her to ask where I was going.
"To make breakfast, baby girl; I don't know about you, but I need a shower, then a meal; we used up a lot of energy last night, I'm feeling the need to feed!" I grinned, admiring her nakedness in the bright golden sunshine; she really was spectacular, and I asked myself how I could have missed seeing her all the days of our lives together. I smiled as I thought what she'd resorted to in order to open my eyes to what had been under my nose the whole time. As I contemplated how beautiful she was, her eyes widened and her mouth watered, making her clamp her mouth shut as she scrambled out of bed and dashed into the family bathroom along the corridor, from where I heard the sounds of someone being noisily sick. I decided to use the smaller en-suite shower in the bedroom rather than disturb Lena in her morning prayers to the porcelain God.
I resisted the urge to offer her something to counter the morning-sickness; the horror and heartache of the Thalidomide catastrophe was forever imprinted in my brain, and that of every other doctor in the UK; she'd just have to live with it until it ran its course.
The shower was invigorating, hot and sharp, almost stinging me with the force of the spray, the way I'd always liked it. I was deep in contemplation of what I was going to do now that fatherhood was looming when the bathroom door edged open and Lena slid in, opening the shower cubicle door and stepping in without comment, turning down the pressure on the shower unit and grinning at me as she handed me the gel.
"Back please, Dar, then I'll do yours!"
I was more than happy to oblige, Lena has lovely skin, and any excuse to touch, rub or fondle it was a treat for me. She sighed as I soaped her back, not forgetting her marvellous little bottom, my hands lingering over the elegant globes, squeezing and kneading them for the delight in holding and running my hands over those firm fleshy orbs, before moving round to the front, slowly soaping her stomach, then moving up to catch and squeeze her breasts, listening to her gasp as I flicked her nipples, then lower, until my fingers slipped and slid over the lips of her pussy.
"No Dar, not unless you mean it...ooohhh!" she groaned as I slowly rubbed her hooded clitoris, one hand playing with and gently rubbing her vulva while the other wandered up to squeeze and pull her nipples. My cock was getting hard against her, already pressing into the valley between her glorious cheeks. I rubbed more insistently, feeling her labia swell as she began to get aroused again, her own hand joining mine in touching pressing, slipping in and out, teasing her as she stood against me.
By now my cock was at full stretch, something she appreciated as she wriggled her backside against me, checking the feel of me slotted between her cheeks. I could feel her grinning even though she had her back to me, years of knowing each other's moods from tiny little clues came into play; the tilt of the head, the set of the shoulders, a multitude of subliminal clues, and right now she was grinning as she waited for Act Two. I obliged, slipping another finger into her, rubbing the two of them in and out of her as I squeezed and tugged at her nipples, drawing little gasps and sighs from her. I could feel the juices gathering at her entrance, and smell the excitement as her arousal rose higher, the scent enticing and stimulating, making me want to do more than just touch this beautiful girl who was having my baby.
Lena sensed where I was going, and slowly turned to face the wall of the cubicle, leaning against it as she pushed out her rump invitingly at me.
"There you are, Dar, do it like this, I want you to do it like this!" she murmured.
I was only too happy to oblige! I positioned her carefully, holding her by her hips as I slowly slid into her, her breath hissing as I filled her. She put her hands flat against the tiled wall and braced herself as I began to thrust into her, pushing back against me with every thrust into her, to take as much of me into her as she could.
The feel of her clasping me gently as I thrust into her was a powerful inducement to just letting go and flooding her with my spunk, but I held on, waiting for her to climax; I wanted her to get as much out of this as I did, plus being naughty in the shower was huge fun! As I slid in and out of her, I felt her hand as she reached down to rub herself in time to my pumping, and the pumping and rubbing, the sound of our breathing magnified in the confines of the cubicle, and the feel of her beautiful firm breasts and bullet-hard nipples against the palms of my hands as I squeezed and kneaded them, all combined to pull me remorselessly to the point of no return.
Just as I thought I couldn't hold out any longer, Lena began to shake against me, her breathing ragged and harsh as she moaned out loud, and then her pussy clamped down around me as she orgasmed with a loud, hissing moan and a series of shudders that pushed me over the edge. I pulled her tight to me by her breasts as I pumped and sprayed what felt like gallons of semen deep into her fluttering pussy, each pulsing squeeze of her tight pussy drawing another powerful spurt of sperm from my rigid cock. My eyesight dimmed as my eyes slitted, and my ears popped as the huge climax emptied me out, my body clenching inside with the need to pour more of myself into her, the force and intensity of it nearly turning me inside out. I had never come so hard before; only Lena was capable of drawing such pleasure from my body and returning it to me like this.
I slumped to my knees, utterly drained, my head roaring with the intensity of my orgasm and its aftermath, and Lena slid down to kneel and lean against me, her chest heaving as we waited under the spraying shower jets for strength and coordination to return, and for the clamour in my head to subside.
Lena was the first to recover.
"Holy Fuck, Batman, what was that!?" she grinned, and I could only grin and shake my head in reply, still too winded for speech. "I'm going to ambush you more often, if this is what I get!"
I had recovered enough to pull her against me, the feel of her warm, wet, slick body against mine and her full, soft lips brushing mine an affirmation of her reality, that she really was here with me, that she really was home again, this time for good, and we were together, the two of us and that tiny spark of life even now taking shape deep inside her.
I don't know how long we sat there, exploring each other, not arousing, just feeling and re-acquainting ourselves with the shape and feel and texture of each other's bodies. I was enthralled with her body and the way she moved, the way her breasts jiggled slightly, breathtakingly, whenever she moved, the spare elegance of her flanks, the muscles flexing and stretching like a dancer's. I was suddenly aware, too, of the texture of her hair, apparently so thick and coarse, in reality fine, soft and glossy, the threads like strands of spider-silk, of her limbs, slim and coltish, but still rounded, feminine, desirable.
My eyes drank in the rounded allure of her perfect backside, the way the twin globes twitched and switched as she walked, the shadowed cleft between them, and the sheer innocent allure of her shaven sex, the labia womanly and tempting. I could have contemplated her nakedness all day, but other appetites were calling, and so, reluctantly, we exited the shower cubicle, wrapping bath towels around ourselves and towelling off each other's hair.
I had just finished dressing in cargo pants, Reeboks and an army surplus UBACS shirt with the sleeves cut off when the doorbell rang. I looked out of the window in the upstairs hallway to see if I could identify the caller, but all I could tell was that it was a woman, one I didn't know. Lena hadn't made an appearance yet, nor was she likely to, so I tramped downstairs to answer the door.
When I opened the door, the woman, who was probably in her early forties, smiled and looked me up and down.
"Hello," she smiled, "is this the Morgan residence?"
I looked at her curiously.
"Can I help you?" I asked her, and her smile faltered, her eyes widening.
"Oh my God, you...you're Darryl!"
I nodded, wondering how she could know that. I had to find out.
"How did you know my name? I asked her, surprised to see her eyes shining with unshed tears.
"My name is Emma North, but when I lived in Clifton, a few doors away, my name was Fraser..."
That name sounded familiar; where had I heard that before? I was racking my brain, when suddenly the answer hit me. The night I'd found out dad was actually my grandfather, that his daughter, Elizabeth, was my birth mother, he'd told me my actual father was...Robert Fraser. All this passed through my mind in a split second, in the meantime this...Emma person was watching me closely.



"I know that name," I began, "I was told my father was a Robert Fraser, a young soldier, a Royal Marine, he was killed, in The Falklands..."
She nodded.
"Robert was my older brother, by a year; he was a lovely boy. I'm your aunt, Darryl, your father's younger sister...!"
I was taken aback; for no good reason, I had assumed that, with his death, there was no more connection with Robert Fraser; he was only my biological father; my dad was my dad, end of story. Now this woman was here, claiming to be my aunt. I was curious as to why now.
"This is all very interesting, but it's all kind of ancient history, no offence. My dad, as far as I'm concerned is David Morgan, my mum is Maureen, and they don't live here anymore, they moved to Cyprus, so I'm afraid I can't help you, I'm sorry."
She reached out and touched my cheek, gently turning my face to the right to look at my profile.
"So much like him, and so much like Lizzie, too! Robbie's gone, but he still lives on in you, even if you didn't know him. I always hoped to meet you one day, Darryl, perhaps tell you about him, I think he'd have been proud of you. You're taller than he was, but you have his eyes, his hair, even his way of standing. It does my heart good to see there's so much of him still here! He was just a boy, not even out of his 'teens when he died in that stupid little war. My father got a pennon and a medal in exchange for giving up his only son, not much of a trade, I'm sure you'll agree, but he would have been proud to see his grandson grown so tall, so handsome, so much like Robbie might have been if only..."
She dabbed her eyes with a tissue and smiled.
"I was hoping to see Mr. Morgan. I came here not really expecting to find him, but hoping I'd strike it lucky; I last saw him here over 25 years ago-when you were born, actually. Do you by any chance have a forwarding address or contact telephone number for him? It's really quite important..."
I wasn't about to give out mum and dad's details to some stranger, no matter what the claimed relationship was, so I asked her why she needed to speak to dad. Her answer caught me completely by surprise.
"I came because Lizzie asked me to..."
I sat back in shock. Elizabeth, my birth-mother? After 25 years? Why? I had to know.
"Why now, after all these years? Dad said there were no words, no falling-out, Elizabeth left because she was too young to bring-up a child alone; okay, I accept that, but why keep dad in the dark for 25 years? What did he do that was so bad that she had to shun him my whole life?"
Emma looked sad.
"Your dad did nothing; Lizzie kept away first because she didn't want to be reminded about the child she'd left behind, but she soon grew out of that, and then she didn't want to confuse and maybe alienate you by suddenly appearing and trying to be your mother again, and finally because her...lifestyle wasn't something she was too proud of."
I was fascinated, and asked her to go on.
"Lifestyle? Please, do tell, I'm all ears!" I grinned.
Emma looked thoughtful, obviously picking her words carefully.
"Remember, this was the 80's, the age of excess, and try and not judge a young girl too harshly, okay?"
I nodded, so she continued.
"Lizzie fell into the club scene, the whole 'New Romantic' thing, new bands, this month's flavour of the month, getting passed around from music producer to producer, it was kind of like that line in the Lou Reed song 'Take a walk on the wild side', about being everybody's darling in the back-room, the music scene and the life that went with that; money, fashion, wild behaviour, sex, drugs..."
Emma looked at me to gauge my reaction, but all I said was "Go on," so she did.
"She was there from the beginning, she knew everyone, and everyone knew her; no party was complete without Lizzie Morgan, or Lolly Moore, as she called herself. Every wild party, every new club, every new band, she was there, part of the glitterati, usually coked-up and off her face on some latest sensation's arm, partying in Acapulco, and Monte Carlo, Mustique, rumours of affairs with pop royalty, real royalty, trying to find the millionaire, jet-set lifestyle she talked about and wanted when we were in school. She changed her appearance so much I never even recognised her when saw her in the papers, and I grew up with her. It's amazing what big blonde hair, collagen, and a new chest can do for you!"
I was impressed in spite of myself; my mother was an 'It' Girl? Far out, as mum used to say...
I listened as Emma continued.
"Of course it all had to end; when it did, I was there to pick her up; Lizzie and I went through school together, we were friends from when we were five years old, she was my best friend, and Robbie was always crazy about her, from the first day he ever set eyes on her. When they got together, he was over the moon; he couldn't believe his luck. When he shipped-out, she said she'd wait for him, and when he was killed, something inside her just...died as well, or gave up, I don't know which, but she changed, it was like she decided that there was no point in being there for anyone, because no-one would be there for her; her mother had abandoned her when she was small, now Robbie was gone. When she had you, I think that was the last straw; you were her reminder of Robbie, and he was gone, so she left, and left you."
Shepaused and looked into my eyes.
"I'm sorry none of us ever came for you, Darryl; she made us promise we'd leave you with her dad and leave you alone; he'd look after you properly, much better than any of us could. She was right; I was just a teenager myself, my dad was a zombie after losing Robbie, I was trying to take care of my two younger sisters, we were definitely not the place for a baby to be. She made your dad promise not to tell you about her until you were ready to hear it all."
I was intrigued in spite of myself; this was my mother we were talking about, but try as I might, I couldn't dredge-up a single emotion for her; love, hate, disdain, bitterness, none of those were in me when I thought of her. Mum and dad had given me all I ever needed, I had no missing love to yearn for, no part of my life that she had denied me, no unfinished business, and so I could be completely detached when it came to thinking about Elizabeth, my birth-mother.
"So...Emma, what did happen to Elizabeth...Lizzie?" I asked, and a movement caught my eye. I looked up to see Lena watching from the doorway, her expression interested and curious. I wondered how much she'd heard. She came and sat by me, and took my hand, and smiled at Emma.
"Please, go on, we'd both like to know; what did happen to Elizabeth?"
Emma looked startled, then smiled back at Lena.
"You've got be her sister; God, you look just like her!"
Lena leaned forward, her eyes fixed on Emma.
"You were about to tell Darryl what happened to Elizabeth, so please, go on, what happened to make her turn her back on all that?"
Emma looked at me as she started to explain.
"What happens to all of us, eventually; she grew up; the life she was living only had a few ways to end, none of them good, and she came to realise that eventually. One day there was a knock on my door, and there she was, Lolly Moore was gone, and Lizzie Morgan was back, older, maybe wiser, but ready to be a grown-up at last; it took its time, but I suppose that realisation came to her in time, which was a good thing; all her so-called friends from those days were using, in rehab, in jail, or dead, and I suppose she realised one day that those were her choices. Whatever the reason, and she's never told me fully, she was back, and back inside herself again."
Lena leaned forward, her eyes wide.
"Where is she now? Why did she never come back? Her father wanted to know what he'd done to keep her away so long, why didn't she ever come back, even if it was just to say 'hello, I'm not dead!?"
I realised Lena was angry, and Emma reared back slightly.
"Oh my God, you looked just like her then! Lizzie has that exact expression when she's mad!"
Lena said nothing, her eyes flashing, and Emma smiled slightly, covering her mouth with her hand.
"For a second there you looked so much like her it was scary! To answer your question, she kept away because she didn't know how to come back. I suppose staying away had become a habit that was just too hard to break; she thought she had no reason to come back, then she was too guilty to come back, and finally she just couldn't work out how to come back, perhaps she thought too much time had passed to ever make it right again, so she left well enough alone."
"But now she wants to see her father just this one last time. When she was in her mid-twenties she met a man, a good man, the usual happened, and they had a home, not too far from Bristol, as it happens, he had a good job, they were happy. They had two children, a boy and a girl, then things started to go wrong between them, and eventually they broke up, he left, and she's there today. The little boy, Marcus, looks an awful lot like her, like you actually, and very much like your dad!" she grinned, looking at Lena.
"The little girl, well, not so little, she's almost a teenager now, her name's Allie, she's the very image of Lizzie, just like how I remember her looking when we were young. They're a good family, a happy family, they don't have much, but they all love and support each other. Lizzie wants to come home, to say the things she should have said all those years ago, but you say her dad's gone, he lives in Cyprus now. Would you give me his address, or maybe a telephone number? I know Lizzie needs this; perhaps her dad needs this as well. Please give her a chance; she's not the Lizzie who left, that girl is long gone, I should know."
Lena stood up.
"I want to meet her, I want to look the woman in the face who walked away from Darryl, from my dad, and let him suffer all that guilt for all those years for nothing. He did nothing, and yet she punished him; I want to meet her so I can say what needs to be said to her, things I know my dad would never say; then it will be square. I get to meet her, she gets to talk to dad; hell, I'll even take her there, but she looks me in the face first, got it?"
Emma nodded, a small smile on her face.
"It's amazing how like Lizzie you are when you're angry, God, you're just like her!"
Lena stuck out her chin pugnaciously.
"I am nothing like her!" she enunciated carefully, and even I had to grin behind her back; I was just glad I wasn't on the receiving end of that particular broadside!
"So, do we have a deal?" asked Lena, her eyes still slitted and angry, and Emma nodded.
"Today, four o'clock, she's coming into town with me to go shopping in Broadmead, we'll be here at four, I promise you. Maybe she needs this as well, and I think maybe she needs to explain herself to you, Darryl. We'll see you then!"
We showed her to the door, where she surprised me with a quick, heartfelt hug, before wiping her eyes.
"I'm sorry, I had to do that," she apologised, "please forgive me for taking such a liberty, you're so much like Robbie, it's almost like having him back again!"
We watched her get into her car and drive away, then Lena turned to me.
"Okay, I'm not in the mood to cook breakfast, take me out to breakfast, baby-daddy, baby needs expensive food, so does mummy, so come on, Moneybags, unchain your wallet and buy me breakfast!"
I slid my hand down and squeezed her lovely firm, juicy little bum, feeling her sundress slide easily over the satiny flesh of her taut cheek, unhindered by panties. I cocked an eyebrow at her.
"You want me to parade you around with no knickers on under that ridiculously short dress, you scandalously under-dressed little doxy?" I grinned at her, Lena grinning back at me.
"When we get back from wherever you take me, and it better be mind-numbingly, eye-wateringly expensive, I plan on getting topped-up from this morning; being pregnant has made me very horny and almost completely uninhibited, so I want you to sit there and eat your breakfast while you concentrate on how naked I am under this silly dress, what I'm prepared to let you do to me, and most of all, how quickly I can be naked if the price is right; right now the price is a really, really good breakfast, so come on Seymour, feed me!"
As she finished, she squeezed me through my trousers, compounding the agony by kissing me hotly as she squirmed against me. As I went to get the car keys, she stopped me.
"Dar, this is Clifton; if you wander into any Cafe, Bistro, or restaurant around here looking like that, they'll tell you to wander back out again; trousers, shirt, and shoes, please, real ones, not army surplus, chop-chop!"
I asked what was wrong with the way I was dressed.
"Dar, you look like Bob the Builder, and most places in Clifton won't do a bacon and ketchup sandwich and a mug of tea stewed 'til it's red, so at least try and look like a young professional, please!"
Ten minutes later we were in a painfully trendy place, all Barista's, brass lamps and Tuscan ceramic tabletops, eating tiny swordfish steaks smothered in garlic butter and cayenne pepper that hardly seemed adequate, given the King's ransom we were paying for it. Lena noticed my expression and grinned
"Eat up, Darryl, you need to build-up your strength!"
Not if I had to depend on those flaky little bite-size morsels of fish...
The next course appeared, Eggs Benedict on toasted sourdough muffins, and a basket of Angels on Horseback, with toasted Granary bread, farmhouse butter, and a lemony sour cream and chives dip; now that was more like it! I have to admit, I stuffed those wonderful things into my mouth as fast as I could chew, Lena watching in frank admiration as I piled in the food. I was taking her seriously; if she meant what she said, I was in for a strenuous morning!
We finished with a sigh, just in time for a crisp crème brouleé, 'to cleanse the palate' according to the phony-sounding French(-ish) waiter, anyway. We relaxed over coffees, discussing Emma's visit that morning. Lena was still angry, but it was backed-down to a low simmer now, more to do with the fact that her sister had kept away for what seemed to her to be some very thin reasons.
I was curious to meet her, however; I had no connection to this mother of mine; as far as I was concerned, my mum lived in Cyprus, and just as soon as I could get some extended leave, I was taking Lena out to see her again, and spend some time with her and my dad. Lizzie Morgan and Robert Fraser were just names to me, and I was pretty sure I wasn't about to fall into any tearful reunions with her over what had happened 25 years before, when I was still just a new-born.
After a while I noticed Lena giving me some very meaningfully coy looks, and suddenly the reason for the high-protein breakfast raced back into mind. Ah-ha, she was primed and ready for some mid-morning fun and games; good, the inner-man was satisfied, so I was ready too!
We paid the bill, an action that seemed like robbery without violence, and strolled back home in the late morning summer sunshine, the sun still potent even though Autumn would be here in a few weeks. It was a strange feeling, walking hand in hand with her like this, but strange in a good way; previously, I'd always accompanied her as her big brother, now I was her partner, her lover, and the father of her baby.
I'd never really strolled with her like this before; I'd only ever let her hold my hand when she was small, and as we grew older, if she managed to persuade or browbeat me into accompanying her, I'd slouch along a step or so behind her, hands thrust in pockets, trying to give anyone who might have bothered to notice us, the impression that we were not together, I was just along to keep an eye on her.
Now I wanted to hold her hand like this, it felt like the most normal and natural thing in the world; she was tall, eye-catchingly beautiful, and she was mine. I noticed the looks passers-by gave her, and the envious looks I was getting from men as we strolled past them, hands clasped together, Lena oblivious to the looks and glances, talking instead about how life was going to be for us now, her eyes and flashing smile a beacon of beauty on the sunlit street. She fitted in perfectly here, I thought; amidst all the trendy wine bars, designer coffee houses, chi-chi little bistro's and exclusive boutiques, she looked like one of the beautiful people for whom a place like this was their natural habitat, she wore it like a second skin, and it suited her so well.
As I fumbled with the key in the front door, she pinched my backside, making me jump.
"That's to remind you, Dar, it's playtime!"
I grinned, loving her refreshingly direct approach, and definitely feeling in a playful mood myself, standing aside to usher her in and pinch her backside in revenge, making her shriek and giggle. I slammed the door and chased her upstairs, finally catching her lying provocatively on the bed, her long, long legs stretched out and crossed demurely at the ankles, her eyes hooded and mysterious. She was fully dressed and not giving me the 'come-on', but, somehow, just the sight of her lying there like that was an incitement to riot. I sat on the edge of the bed and rubbed her tummy, holding the place our baby slept, watching her grin as I worked my way up until I was kneading her breast, feeling the nipple stiffen under the thin fabric of her sundress.
"Get naked Dar, your famous Disappearing Mother will be here in a couple of hours, and I need to be in a good mood so I don't bite her head off!"
I grinned and took the hint, pulling off my Hackett polo shirt and Farah slacks, and kicking my shoes and socks across the room. Lena knelt up on the bed and began shrugging off her simple halter dress, but I stopped her; this was my job! She grinned as I slid the halter over her neck and allowed the dress to fall to her waist, cupping her hands over her delicious breasts.
I pulled her closer to me, kissing her as I ran my hands lightly over her sleek back, feeling the silky texture of her skin. Lena slid upright and stood away from the bed, wriggling her hips to let the dress fall to the floor, to stand completely naked, gorgeous, and feminine, and all mine. I know gloating is an unseemly activity, but you know, once in his life every man is allowed a moment of unseemly gloating; this was mine.
Lena stepped close again, her hands going about my neck as my hands found her delectable bottom again, sliding around her hips to hold and squeeze those delightful globes, pulling her closer against me. She leaned down to nibble my ear, and grabbed hold of my straining cock.
"Whatever you're going to do, do it soon, hotshot!"
I obliged, pulling her down to me so I could nibble her outthrust nipples. Lena giggled and pushed me over, landing on top of me. I scrambled back up the bed and pulled her up along me, to straddle me while I licked and chewed her nipples. Lena pulled away from me and sat up, then raised up and took hold of me, aiming me just right before sliding down, impaling herself on my rigid cock in one long slow glide, hissing with satisfaction as she slid down on me.
She rolled and gyrated her hips, her tight pussy squeezing and releasing me as she squirmed atop me, closing her eyes when I reached up to squeeze and rub her engorged nipples, her breathing quickening as her pace increased. Lena rubbed and ground herself against me as I pushed back against her, forcing my cock all the way into her as she pumped her tight, squeezing pussy around me, the sensation like another mouth working on me, edging me toward climax, while her hands clamped tightly against mine, holding my hands tightly against her swollen nipples.



AS I squeezed and rolled her nipples under mypalms, her efforts redoubled, her breath hitching and panting now as she pounded against me, while I grimly held on to my last shreds of self-control, willing myself not to come until she'd climaxed. Suddenly she was there, her head lolling forward as she groaned and shuddered, her pussy convulsing around me.
That was it; I couldn't take any more, and I came like a runaway freight train, the spunk shooting out of me in an endless spray with such force I nearly passed-out from the shock of it, crying out in my extremity. I could feel my toes curling with the intensity of my orgasm, every muscle in my body strained and tensed as my body drained itself into her.
Lena slumped down on my chest, gasping and shivering, our bodies glued to each other by the heat and sweat of our encounter. Lena lay motionless as the aftershocks and tremors had died away, and then kissed me once, just above my heart.
"Well Dar, that filled me up, no mistake! If I wasn't pregnant before, I bloody well am now!"
She giggled and lay back down, and I grinned, my hands sliding down her sleek back to hold and cup her shapely rump, absently squeezing and kneading the pneumatic cheeks while I enjoyed the moment of post-coital happiness and relaxation, the 'after-glow'. My thoughts turned to what Elizabeth would say, and developing a game plan to head Lena off just in case she decided to launch a banzai attack on "Lizzie", but I also wanted to just lie there for a while and savour the feeling of Lena lying prone on me, her scent, the feel of her skin against mine, and the tempting, delicious ripeness of the lovely apple bottom I was clutching so lovingly.
I was just starting to mellow out, and probably doze-off when I turned my head and saw the clock on the nightstand.
"Lena, up, come on, it's gone three o'clock; your sister will be here soon!"
Lena jerked awake, her gunslinger reflexes when abruptly woken coming to the fore.
"Wha'? Where? Wassamatter? Oh Darryl, I'm tired go 'way!" she muttered, planting her head back on my chest and sighing as her arms tightened around me.
I smacked her rump.
"Up! We need showers, the Famous Disappearing Mother's going to be here soon, get a move on! Don't you want to see your sister?"
Lena stirred again, and opened one eye.
"She's not my sister, and she's not your mother either; tell her to fuck off, 'm not interested! Now go 'way, 'm tired!"
I grinned again.
"I thought you wanted to give her a piece of your mind! Sure you can you spare any?"
Her eyes snapped open.
"What did you just say?"
I rolled her off me and kissed her.
"There, I thought that would wake you up! Now, come and have a shower, she's going to be here in less that forty-five minutes and we haven't got time for one of your four-hour showers, so get weaving! You do my back; I'll do yours! And no funny business, OK?"
Lena grabbed hold of my flaccid cock and rubbed the end lightly but meaningfully with her manicured thumbnail.
"After she's gone, I want a word with you about that crack just now, got it, mister?"
I kissed the end of her nose.
"Yours to command, Angel-May, yours to command! Now move it!"
With me chivvying her along, Lena managed to take a shower and dry-off in less than 30 minutes, which had to have been some kind of record given the production number she normally makes of it, and was sitting downstairs with me well before 4 o'clock rolled around; or, to be more accurate, I was sitting; Lena was pacing around like a caged tiger, tense and anxious, back and forth across the room, driving me crazy, but I knew better than to say anything.
4 o'clock came and went, and still no sign of them. Lena had put a sign on the front door 'Door is open, come in', not wanting 'Lizzie' to ambush me in the hallway without her firmly by her side.
Lena began to get impatient.
"Look, Dar, it's already ten past four, I don't think she's coming, she could at least have...!"
At that very second, the front door opened.
"Hello?" we heard Emma call out, "Anyone here?"
"In the sitting room, we're both here, come on in!" called back Lena, standing close to me, her hand in mine.
Emma came in the room, taking in the two of us standing there, Lena tense and nervous, with me much more relaxed, nodded, and stepped aside to usher the other woman with her into the room.
I gasped in shock; it was Lena, or at least Lena in 20 years! Dark auburn, to be sure, but the same porcelain skin, the same dazzling blue eyes, the same jaw-line; there was no mistaking the fact that they were sisters, even if separated by almost a generation.
Emma spoke first.
"Darryl, Lena, this is Lizzie Daniels. Lizzie, meet Darryl, and...your sister, Lena."
Lena nodded, hostility beginning to flare in her eyes, and I had to squeeze her hand warningly, reminding her to wait until you have an idea how well-armed the other side is before touching off a fire-fight...
Lizzie smiled at us, looking even more like Lena.
"Hello Darryl!" she said, and I started; she sounded so much like Lena it was weird...
She came forward and held her hand out, and I automatically, instinctively, took it, shaking it twice, formally and letting go. She turned to Lena and held out her hand.
"Lena, hello, my name's Elizabeth, but everyone calls me Lizzie. You have a lovely name!"
Lena ignored her hand.
"It's not my name, that's just what my family calls me. You can call me Marlene!"
Ouch...
Lizzie smiled again, only this time there was a brittle quality to it.
"Well, that's a lovely name too! Are you Maureen's daughter?"
Lena nodded and turned away to sit down. I indicated a seat, and the two women seated themselves.
Lizzie went first.
"Darryl, Emma told me how much you look like your...like Robbie, and it's true; you're almost the image of him! I was quite startled when I saw you, it was almost like he was in the room!"
Her eyes were glittering with unshed tears, something Lena saw too.
"Why are you here?" she asked in the sudden silence, "Daddy's not here anymore, and I've got nothing for you, Darryl's not your son, you threw that away, what did you come back here for? Why now?"
Lizzie grinned.
"Okay, that was to the point! It turns out a friend of a friend worked with dad and mentioned in passing that he'd retired, and I decided that enough was enough, I'd avoided coming back for long enough, it was now or never. I wanted to apologise, and before you say anything, I know, it was a long time coming, long overdue in fact, but the truth is, I was too ashamed to come back here, then I was too afraid he'd turn me away for staying away so long, and finally I just didn't know how. I want to make my peace with my dad, tell him I'm sorry, and ask him to try and forgive me for being so weak. My kids are asking about the rest of their family, I would like to be able to tell them about dad, Darryl, you, if you'll let me, but I'll understand if you tell me to get lost."
Lena looked as though she was going to take her at her word, then subsided and glanced at me, silently asking me to tell Lizzie about dad, her father. I put my arm around Lena and looked over at Elizabeth, my birth-mother, feeling no connection, no abandonment or sense of loss, just sympathy for this woman who was finally trying to clean up her past mistakes.
"I don't know what to call you, so I'll call you Lizzie. Dad and mum have gone to Cyprus, the hot dry climate will help him, and his doctor recommended that he go."
Lizzie looked puzzled.
"What's wrong, why did he have to go to Cyprus?"
I looked at Lena, who nodded, obviously not trusting herself to speak.
"Dad's dying. He has a form of pneumoconiosis, his lungs are losing function, and his heart is damaged. The prognosis is good in the short term, but medium to long term...it's not good, not good at all; he's deteriorating, and it's not going to be easy."
Lizzie looked stricken.
"He's...dying? How...how long?"
I looked at the floor, at Lena, anywhere except her face, so much like my own darling Lena.
"He's been sick for a long time now, but he only told me just before they left. He hasn't got too much time left, a year, maybe a little longer, eighteen months at the outside. He left six weeks ago, he and mum bought a place out there, and mum has a job at the hospital there, they provide all his specialist care. They're doing it their way, the way they want to do it, he's happy, they're both happy."
Lizzie looked like she was about to cry, and I felt myself empathising with her; much as I wanted to dislike and disown this woman, I couldn't do it; she was just too much like Lena; just without the depth and breadth of character my Lena displayed, I told myself; she'd been weak and easily led, she allowed herself to be a party animal because she couldn't be a parent, but I couldn't hate her for that; I didn't know that I would have reacted any differently if I'd been in her shoes, and I'd done enough judging in recent times to last me a lifetime. Emma was right; it had been a different time, another world a long way away and a long time ago from the one we lived in now, and I had no right, or inclination, to judge her. I had never had her to miss her, mum had been there, and she was my mum, not this person sitting here with us.
Now the tears rolled slowly down her cheeks, and Lena stirred, her eyes flashing as her face paled.
"Don't you dare do that, you don't get to do that! You've had twenty-five years to let daddy know he did nothing wrong, that it wasn't his fault, that you just wanted to screw around, and yet it was just too much trouble. You could have picked up a phone, you could have written a letter, but no, you just let him stew, wondering what he did that was so wrong it drove his daughter away, letting him blame himself for nothing, dumping your baby with him and boogieing out the door without a backwards glance, just so you could go off and be freak of the week!"
Lena paused to draw breath, her eyes spitting sparks and her nostrils flared as she stared at her sister,and when she spoke again, her voice was low and throbbing with anger.
"You never once came back to ask him how your baby was, if he was alive or dead, happy, anything at all, not a fucking dickey-bird! Well Daddy and mum brought up your son like their own, they did everything for him that you couldn't be bothered with, and my Darryl's the man he is because of them and not because of you; six weeks ago we'd never fucking heard of you, right now I wish to Christ I'd never heard of you at all, ever! There's nothing of you in him, nothing at all, he doesn't even look like you, and I'm glad of that; it means he doesn't have to see your face every time he looks in the mirror!"
I was shocked, deeply, at her outburst; Lena never loses her temper, she's the most temperate and well-adjusted person I know, and now she was ramping-mad, her eyes blazing behind slitted lids, and her face livid, her chest heaving as she vented her fury on her absentee older sister.
She drew breath for another broadside, and I squeezed her hand.
"No, Princess, don't, it's bad for the baby!"
Lizzie had shrunk back in her seat in the face of Lena's verbal onslaught, while Emma watched in shocked silence. At the mention of the baby, she cocked her head at me.
"She's pregnant?"
I nodded.
"About six weeks along, just at the morning-sickness stage. I think it's time you left, please, I don't want her being agitated any more than she already is. I'll give you dad's number in Cyprus, you can call him, I suggest you do, almost the last thing he said before he left was that he never knew what he did to make you leave, perhaps you should let him know what the truth was, he deserves that, at least."
As I said that, Lena buried her face in my shoulder, and I could feel her angry tears soaking though my shirt.
Lizzie nodded, fishing out a pen and address book from her purse. As she opened it, something fluttered out onto the ground. I bent and picked it up; a photograph of a boy and girl, about 8 and 12 respectively.
I looked at it, strange emotions roiling in me; this was my brother and sister, Marcus and Allie, Emma had said; she'd also said they looked like Lena, and she was right; obviously dad had some pretty strong genetic dominants to keep that hair, those eyes, and those features repeating through the generations like that. Lena got her hair from mum, but everything else was pure dad.
I went to hand it back to Lizzie, but Lena silently held out her hand for it, and Lizzie nodded at me, so I handed it to her. She looked for a long moment, then wordlessly handed it back to me and buried her face in my shoulder again. I held her close as I wrote the number and the address, her arm around my waist as I cradled her against me.
Lizzie watched me closely, one eyebrow slightly raised as she put her address book back in her purse, noting my hand stroking Lena's hair and my lips almost kissing her as I whispered in her ear, soothing her after her angry outburst.
"Before I go, Darryl, can I ask you one thing?"
I nodded, more concerned with how Lena was taking all this, and her state after being so angry. "Sure, go ahead, ask away!"
"What did you do with your life, Darryl, did you go to university, did you make some good choices? I know it's impertinent, and I have no right to ask, but I would like to know, please!"
Lena looked at her, her gaze level even though her eyes were puffy from crying.
"My Darryl is a doctor, he's a Cardio-Vascular surgeon, at a good hospital; he made some good choices, and we helped and supported him; us, no-one else, just his family. Does that answer your question?"
Lizzie looked gratified.
"A surgeon! Robert would have been so proud of you, your grandfather would have been too, you've done so well, I know dad is proud of you and your...your mum, too, congratulations, I am so, so happy for you!"
She seemed genuinely pleased, and was just standing up when Lena spoke up.
"What are they like?"
Lizzie looked puzzled. "What are who like, Lena?"
"Marcus and Allie; what are they like, are they anything like you, worse, better, what are they like?"
Lizzie got a faraway expression on her face.
"Marcus is like his father; serious, quiet, studious, easygoing. Allie is the complete opposite; she's loud, noisy, opinionated, single-minded, and loads of fun! Why did you want to know?"
Lena looked away.
"Much as I hate to admit any connection to you, you are my sister, and they are my nephew and niece, I suppose, and I just wanted to know what the missing part of my family is like; not you though, I think I know exactly what you're like!"
Lizzie looked at her admiringly.
"You really take no prisoners, do you? Listen, I am going to try and apologise to my father, and maybe, in some small way, I can make it right with him again, before it's too late. That's all I can do, Lena, I have no sword to fall on, no hair shirt in my closet, no bed of nails to lie on for a penance, only my admission that I messed up badly; but not all of my life was screwed-up; he has two beautiful grandchildren, I got that part right! He should know about them, so he can see that for all my faults, at least I got at two things dead right! And now let me ask you a question; what did you mean when you said 'my Darryl?"
Lena looked at me; I nodded, so she answered her.
"You already know, otherwise why ask; you just want to make me say it. OK, here it is. Darryl and I are together, why or how is none of your business, but we love each other, and this is our life, here, together, in this house that daddy gave us, a home for our child. Darryl is going to be a father, and we couldn't be happier. Now go on, say something, I dare you!"
Lizzie grinned at her.
"You are so much like Allie! You'll like her, and she'll love you, you'll get on like a house on fire! I won't say anything to you about what you're doing; there's 25 years of 'not my business' wrapped around this, but I will wish you both all the best, and I would like to congratulate my sister on her upcoming happy event; being a mother was the best thing that ever happened to me, I just didn't know it when Darryl was born; it was Allie's birth that showed me that. It will be wonderful for you, too, I promise!"
She looked directly at Lena, a small smile on her face.
"I would like to see you again, both of you, as your older sister only; I don't want to come between Darryl and his mum, that's not my place, it never was. Maureen was a great mum, the best thing that ever happened to him, I can see that, a much better mother than I could ever have been. May I come and see you again, sometime soon? I know the kids would love to meet both of you."
I looked at Lena, who was looking away, chewing her lip, always a sign she was undecided about something. I gently pulled her aside to murmur in her ear.
"Lena, how bad could it be? Let her do this, she didn't do anything to you, if dad's not mad at her, maybe you shouldn't be either; and what have those two kids done to you? You saw them, they're gorgeous!"
"I don't know, Dar, it seems so...disloyal..."she muttered, and I grinned, understanding a little of what she was feeling. I had an idea.
"Baby, do you think that now, of all times, dad needs to know that his children are at loggerheads, over what? Something that happened so long ago that it doesn't matter anymore? Think, Baby, dad needs all of us to be at peace, that's all he wants, and this isn't how to do it!"
She looked daggers at me.
"That was low and underhanded, how dare you even go there...!"
I stopped her.
"But true, nevertheless. Let it go, baby, it doesn't matter to me, it shouldn't matter to you, and truthfully, it doesn't matter at all. Go on, make an effort, let her in; who knows, you might even like her!"
I could see her wavering, so slid in the trump card.
"Don't you want to meet your nephew and niece? You saw that picture, didn't you? He's the image of dad, how could you walk away from that? Let them all in baby, you know you want to!"
She glared at me, then looked away, resting her head on my shoulder for a second or two.
"That obvious, huh? You're right, she's done nothing to me, and I don't think dad would like it if I got into a slanging-match with her over ancient history! Okay, you win!"
I smiled to myself and patted her on her rump, making her grin at me, and wink. She kissed me lightly on the cheek, and whispered "And you're right, they are gorgeous!" in my ear, before turning back to Lizzie.
"I would love to meet the children, please bring them; or Darryl and I could come and visit you. What are you going to tell them about him? Won't they need to know he's their big brother?"
Lizzie grinned.
"It's going to be hard enough to explain who you are, let alone Darryl! For now, he's your boyfriend; maybe he can be their Auntie Emma's long lost nephew, seeing as he looks so much like her, and later, when they're older, if you think they're ready, we can tell them the full story in any way that seems best to you. How does that sound?"
Lena grinned, nodding.
"Okay, works for me; bring on the family!"
Lizzie grinned, and for just a second she looked like Lena when she was about twelve, that little girl smile that got lost as she matured. She seemed unsure how to leave, still not sure if she should, or could hug Lena, and as for me...
I resolved that for her by hugging her. There was nothing weird about it for me; she wasn't my mother, that was mum, and she was thousands of miles away. No, this was just my girl's big sister as far as I was concerned. Lizzie looked startled for a second, then smiled and hugged me back, patting me gently on the back, and whispering "Thank you, it's more than I deserve!" in my ear. Lena followed suit, clinching for a mere second or so; she was still not quite ready to let Lizzie all the way in, and Lizzie got that, if her smile was anything to go by.



When Lizzie mentioned that she was anxious to get home so she could ring dad, Lena suggested she call from here, which surprised me and definitely caught Lizzie off-guard. She looked at Lena as if unsure she'd heard her right, and Lena handed her the 'phone with a small smile on her lips.
"Darryl, Emma, let's go and have a coffee, I think Lizzie needs a little privacy!"
The three of us retreated to the Dining Room, making small talk as we sat around the table with our coffees, mostly Emma telling me about her brother, my biological father. I was curious; a few weeks ago I'd never heard of him, the man who'd contributed 50% of my genetic heritage, and while I didn't consider him a parent in any way, shape or form, it was interesting nevertheless to find out about a side of my family I'd never encountered.
While we chatted, the subject of his death, at such a tragically young age, came up, and Emma asked if I would like to visit his memorial at Arnos Vale. I didn't see any harm in it, although Lena balked at first; I had to explain to her that he'd done nothing wrong, he hadn't abandoned me, he never had the chance to even see me, and perhaps this was one way to close that book once and for all. Lena agreed, bless her, and Emma offered to take us, but without Lizzie in tow; she'd never been there, it was still too painful, and always would be, and it would serve no purpose to open that old wound again.
Emma also told us about her two younger sisters, my aunts, and their families. One sister, Ellen, the youngest, lived in Australia with her husband and three children, and the other sister, Lois, two years younger than her. She lived with her two children, Julie and Mark, somewhere in South London, but Emma wasn't sure where, she'd been out of contact with her for years.
Emma herself had a son and a daughter, both at university; her son, Ian, was studying Marine Biology at Plymouth, and her daughter, Shauna, had just been accepted at City University, London, to study Mechanical Engineering. She was obviously extremely proud of them, as was her husband, a chef at the Royal Hotel, just a few yards from where Lena and I had dined the previous night.
As we were chatting, there was soft knock on the door, and I opened it to see Lizzie, her eyes red and puffy, but she was smiling.
"Dad asked me to come and see him, and to bring the kids; I said I would, as soon as I could get the money together for the tickets. He sounds just the same, just like I remember, he was...it was..." she faltered as a tear spilled down her cheek. To my great surprise, it was Lena who put her arm around her, and Lizzie began sobbing softly into her shoulder. I looked at Emma, who shrugged, as taken aback as I was; this was a bit of a sea-change for Lena, given her earlier hostility, but I held my tongue; maybe it was a good thing...
The two of them sat together in the old twin-seat couch, Lena murmuring something while Lizzie snuffled into her shoulder and whispered back, her tears gradually easing-off as Lena whispered urgently in her ear. Eventually Lena handed Lizzie a tissue, and waited while she wiped her eyes and blew her nose. When she'd regained her composure, she smiled at Lena and me, and nodded at Emma, who stood up.
"We'll be going now, but I'll call you and we'll do that thing we discussed, okay?"
I nodded agreement, as did Lena, and Lizzie stood up to leave, then stopped, smiling at Lena.
"Lena, can I ask a favour of you?"
Lena shrugged. "Sure, what do you need?"
Lizzie took her by the hand.
"Come with me, please, there's something I have to do."
As she led Lena from the room, I followed, ascending the stairs to the second floor, where our old bedrooms were. As Emma and I trailed behind, she led Lena into her room, to the walk-in closet.
"This used to be my room; I'm guessing it's your room now?" she asked, Lena nodding in reply. Lizzie walked into the far corner of the closet, and knelt down, feeling around until her hand found something under the loose carpet in there. She pulled back the carpet and prised-up a small section of floorboard underneath with her finger through a knot-hole, and groped around inside the cavity there. She pulled her hand out, dropped the piece of board back into place and pushed the carpet back down before standing up and dusting her hands against her jeans. Lizzie held out her hand to Lena, offering her a small tissue-wrapped packet.
Lena looked at her quizzically, and Lizzie smiled.
"Go on, take it, please, I want you to have it!"
Lena took the little packet from her and carefully opened it, finding a small gold St. Christopher medal on a fine gold chain inside. She looked questioningly at Lizzie who smiled sadly.
"Robbie gave it to me for the baby; his dad gave it to him, and he wanted the baby to have something of his while he was away. I want you have it for your baby, a gift from both of us; I think Robbie would have liked that."
Lena looked at me.
"Darryl...?" she asked, and I took the medallion from her, turning it over to look at the back, seeing the initials 'RDF' engraved there. I looked enquiringly at Lizzie.
"Robert Darryl Fraser, that was his full name," she said, sadly, "that's where your name came from, I thought you should know..."
Lena lifted up her hair, and I passed the chain around her neck, doing up the clasp as she held her hair out of the way. Lena smiled at Lizzie.
"Thank you for this, I'll give it to the baby when she's old enough to wear it safely, I promise; I'll tell her it's a gift from her grandfather!"
Lizzie grinned at her.
"She? You can't know yet, surely!"
Lena smiled back, winking at me.
"I've decided I'm having a girl, I want a girl, so a girl it is! Any objections, mister?"
I just grinned, knowing better than to stick my foot into THAT particular bear-trap; Lena has a way of weighing you down with reasons why she's right and you're not, and when she says something's so, then that's the way it is, Full-Stop, Amen, The End.
Lizzie laughed and took Lena's arm as they walked downstairs together, the barriers between them finally down. I'd been a little surprised at the speed she'd changed, perhaps she'd tell me later, if she felt like talking about it, what had brought this about. At the door, they hugged one more time, Emma promising to come back soon and take us to see Robert's memorial at Arnos Vale, and Lizzie exchanging numbers with Lena so they could arrange a time for us to meet those two adorable children.
As we watched them drive away, Lena wound her arm through mine, her fingers drumming gently on my upper arm. I knew she was thinking about something, but also that she'd talk to me when she was ready. I closed the door and led her back into the living room, pulling her down next to me on the couch. She pulled a cushion onto my lap and lay down with her head on it, looking up at the ceiling, her eyes far away. After a few minutes of this I coughed to get her attention.
"Baby, a penny for your thoughts!" I murmured, and she turned to me, giving me her full attention.
"Dar, we did the right thing, right?" she asked me, and I shrugged and nodded. There was one thing I wanted to clear up though...
"Lena, that was a pretty quick attitude re-adjustment there, I thought you were angry with her?"
Lean looked up at the ceiling again, obviously gathering her thoughts.
"When she first came in here, I had an almost overpowering urge to belt her one, then kick her where it hurts! After she told us the truth, and it couldn't have been easy, I saw and understood how it might have been for her; I think I'm strong-minded, but she's not me, she's Lizzie, and I realised that I couldn't hold her up to my standards for myself because she's not me. Maybe being pregnant is making me less judgemental, or more tolerant, I dunno, but I saw those kids, I saw daddy in them, I saw me in them too, and suddenly I saw how much alike we were in other ways, how much we have in common."
She smiled at the ceiling.
"You were right, you know; daddy wasn't mad at her, I had no right to be either, and the few little suspicions I had lurking at the back of my mind about why she was really here disappeared as she talked. When she put me in my place, I didn't know whether to smile or slap her, but I think that's when I changed in how I thought of her; she really was a grown-up, and she was acknowledging what she'd done; that was enough for me, there and then; the rest was just pushing her to see what else she'd tell us! After my baby is born, I think it would be good for her to know her family, her cousins, and he aunt; family is what's important now, that's what daddy said, now I really know what he meant."
I grinned at her.
"So you're sure you're having a girl? What if you're wrong, what if it's a boy?"
Lena reached up and poked me in the eye, grinning as she did so. "There's no 'wrong' here, it's still our baby, still my baby, and I love her, or him, just as much. Does that answer your question, Doctor Smarty-pants?"
I stroked her forehead, then her tummy, where our baby was nestled, Lena still looking at the ceiling, her mind on something else.
"Dar, I meant what I said, about taking her to daddy once she'd faced me; fact is, I told her we would; she and the kids, I hope you don't mind; her husband doesn't give her much, and she only works part time, and I want daddy to see them before it's too late. Are you angry?"
"How could I be angry with the love of my life?" I grinned, "Say when and we'll get it organised. The kids should still be on their Summer Holidays, so it better be soon."
Lena sat up and kissed me.
"Thank you Dar, thank you for understanding. And now, take me upstairs, I feel like being ravaged; you've rested, fed, and had a chance to get your wind back, I want you to do things to me, in fact, I insist!"
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Olivia was fed-up, pissed-off, and totally let-down; her 21st birthday 'celebration' at The Ministry of Sound had degenerated into fending-off half-smashed creeps who just wanted to get her on the dance floor so they could grope her, try to kiss her, or rub their pathetic little stiffies against her.
Her two best friends had dragged her out to celebrate and take her mind off the fact that her big brother, Ryan was with his ship, in the middle of the Caribbean, chasing down drug-runners in the sapphire tropical waters of the West Indies, while she was stuck in London in November, an almost unutterably grim fate.
If that wasn't bad enough, they'd then proceeded to get-off with a pair of escapee's from the creep-zone, real prize-guys, and buggered off and left her sitting there like a gooseberry while they were off on the dance floor getting their tonsils sucked.
Ryan always came home on leave for her special days, her birthday and Christmas, and he made those days for her; he always had a birthday present that was exactly right, like he knew what she was thinking about or coveting most in the world, and he'd have it for her as a surprise for her birthday or as her gift on Christmas morning.
But this year was different; his ship, HMS Scudamore, a Type 23 frigate, was part of a joint initiative with the US Navy and US Coastguard Service, intercepting drug boats operating out of various Caribbean ports and secret coastal creeks and coves on the island groups that made up the Caribbean archipelago, and Ryan, in his new rank as a Lt. Commander, was Second in Command on his first long-term overseas posting.
She sat there daydreaming about him, with some justification, she grinned to herself. There was no escaping the fact; Ryan was gorgeous; all her friends thought so, all her work colleagues thought so, and Olivia thought so too. There was no attraction there, she was sure of that, but the fact that they were related didn't detract from the fact that, taken objectively, and without the 'sister' filter on, he was truly fucking gorgeous!
Ryan was tall, slightly over 6 feet, with just the right amount of muscle to fill out his shirts nicely without being ostentatious about it; the Royal Navy kept you fit; they had no time for, and no patience with, doughy specimens or flabby sailors; the first hint of a beer-belly got you PE until you were back in fighting trim. His hair was a beautiful dark copper, almost auburn, shot with gold threads, like their father, (and so unlike her jet-black tresses) coupled with dark smoky green eyes, brilliantly white, even teeth and his quick, shy smile, and pale skin that tanned easily, making him look wind-burned and nautical and interesting every time he came into port, the gold highlights threading his hair even more obvious after all that sea air and sunshine.
It was no wonder he melted her friend's hearts and loosened their thigh-muscles every time he walked into the room. Half the girls in their school had thrown themselves repeatedly at him, the other half had been too shy to be so obvious, so made his life miserable by writing him hot little damp-panty notes, which invariably got found, subjecting him to the ordeal of having to stand in class and read them out; when they weren't writing him embarrassingly explicit notes, they'd call the house, and if he picked-up, they'd gasp and hang up.
Because there was less than two years between them, there had never really been that big brother-little sister vibe between them; they were (usually) best of friends who did everything together, shared everything, and told each other things they'd never have shared with another person alive. When Olivia lost her virginity, the first person she'd told had been Ryan, ditto for him, and they'd compared notes, checked on techniques, and generally laughed about how it had come about, and the embarrassing and squishy aftermath.
When Olivia discovered that he was going into the Navy, like their father before him, and would be gone for four years, she'd erupted in outrage, and the ensuing arguments had soured their relationship right up to the point where he'd come home on his first leave, to find Olivia crying at the dockside, for all the world like one of the wives or girlfriends.
After that, they quickly re-established that bond that was all they had after their father had died in that stupid motorcycle accident, and Olivia never again gave him a hard time over his time away at sea, knowing that he'd always come back for her birthday and Christmas Day, the two most important days for her (she'd tried making a big deal out of his birthday, but Ryan didn't really like celebrating his birthday, so, after a couple of abortive attempts, she'd given up trying).
Her friends were still just as relentless in their attempts to get him to notice them, though, and Olivia was by turns amused, annoyed, angered, and consumed with jealousy at the attention he was getting from all these girls, her so-called friends; didn't those brainless tarts know that her big brother was, and always had been, her exclusive property? He seemed to have half the pretty girls in the western hemisphere chucking themselves at him, and all she seemed to be was a loser-magnet with a penchant for getting into relationships with the wrong guy, with a half-life of about 2 months, almost invariably imploding once that magic number was reached.
And yet she couldn't understand why; she had a great, in fact a superb, arse, two round, firm, tight globes of flesh that caused instant erections whenever she wore a bikini at the beach, firm, and protruding 34 C-cup breasts that shone in your face like lamps from afar, with nipples like a pair of fingertips, almost permanently erect, fat, firm, and ripe for sucking; everyone knew when Olivia was around, her body stood out like a moth on a cinema screen from all the other girls around, her slim waist and trim, rounded hips making her breasts seem larger than they were.
She was darker than Ryan, a legacy from their Welsh mother, with olive skin, dark smoky, green-hazel eyes, generous, up-curving dark coral lips, and wide, high cheekbones, finished-off with masses of raven tresses tumbled down her back like a midnight waterfall, the black almost blue in its intensity. She thought her face was too wide, but every man who'd ever checked her out thought the same thing; she looked sultry, mysterious, exotic and desirable.
So why did she always end-up with dead-beats, losers, idiots, and complete tossers, none of whom could hold a candle to her brother? She sighed as she contemplated the fact that Ryan was probably the perfect man for her, and yet denied to her forever by an accident of birth. Oh well, time to go home, another night at home alone, with a crappy film on TV and a microwave meal, and her plastic boyfriend for company.
She could have taken any man there home with her; they were practically making the dance floor slick with drool just staring at her in her party-girl/Ibiza Club-Slut micro-dress, but the choice of available men there ranged from 'You have got to be joking!' through 'Dream on, Dickhead!' to 'Oh ick, no, fuck off!'
If the current crop was anything to go by, it appeared to be glaringly true what the magazines said about straight London men; they were either completely feckless wankers, nice guys but taken, or alone and available for a very good reason...
Her girlfriends didn't even notice her leaving, their faces were busily being eaten by the two spotty specimens who'd zeroed-in on them and Olivia as they came into the club, and had captured her friends when she'd made it clear that it was never going to happen, with either of them, not even if she were dead.
Olivia arrived home in a foul mood; her birthday had been a complete bust. Without Ryan there it hadn't felt like her birthday, just another pointless Friday night clubbing, and she was torn between the desire to scream out her frustration, and cry with the loneliness of it, the tedium of her life, the job she hated, with bosses constantly eyeing her up, never quite crossing the line into harassment, but stripping her daily with their eyes, endless muted comments that weren't quite sexual innuendo, and girls who hated her because they thought she was sleeping with the bosses, bosses who passed her over for promotion because she wouldn't, and on top of it all, a milestone birthday that had failed to deliver in every single respect.
Olivia stripped-off her club dress, white lace thong and hold-ups, and turned the shower on, as hot as she could bear it, unpinning her hair and removing all her jewellery before stepping into the cubicle, letting the needle jets pummel and massage her as she slowly turned under it, relaxing and de-stressing as she did. Almost without conscious thought, her hands began slowly sliding over her body, the sensation as they glided over her flanks and belly pleasurable and comforting. Without conscious thought, her hands slid up her torso to cup and squeeze her breasts, her nipples standing up painfully as she brushed them, the tingle reaching all the way down inside her to her pussy which began an insistent, low-level throbbing, matching the suddenly amplified beat of her heart in her ears.
Now her hand slipped down lower, lower, until one finger slid and skittered along the crease of her labia, the lips suddenly soft and sensitive as she slid her fingers between the suddenly widening cleft, her pussy tingling as her arousal grew. Olivia closed her eyes as she squeezed and rubbed her nipples, the lover of her mind's eye making her hot and ready for what she needed most, building her toward that release.
Her questing fingers slowly slid across her distended clitoris, making her jump and hiss at the sharp zing of pleasure, then returned to slowly, slowly rub and tease at it, feeling the throb and cascade of pleasure as she rubbed more and more, her breath sobbing and hissing as she approached that place, the shadowy image of her lover suddenly revealing himself as Ryan, his lips on her nipples as his surging, muscular cock plunged into her.
Olivia screamed as she came, her pussy spasming as the fantasy Ryan pounded into her, dream-cock filling her and rolling her orgasm on and on, her pussy, her breasts, her entire body on fire as she sobbed and shuddered in the throes of her gigantic orgasm, her pussy pulsing in time to the thrusts of dream-Ryan's solid, muscular cock.
She slumped against the cool wall of the cubicle, gasping with the intensity of her release, thoroughly disgusted and appalled that she'd come so volcanically at the thought of her brother pounding his imagined cock into her, yet also wondering if this was what she'd been trying to tell herself for so long? The orgasm was real, there was no doubt about that! Perhaps the reason behind it was also...?
She shook her head to clear it, on impulse reaching out to flick the temperature switch to 'Low', and gasped as a spray of frigid water bathed her in chill, clearing her head and cooling her down after the overheated episode just past. She suffered the chill spray a few moments more as her head cleared, then flicked the switch back to 'Normal', luxuriating as the hot spray once more enveloped her, taking the edge off the chill.
She stepped out of the cubicle and draped a bath sheet around herself, wrapping another towel around her hair as she padded out of the bathroom into her bedroom. As she sat on the bed towelling her hair before blow-drying it, Olivia pondered on what had made her come so hard, like never before, in fact. She felt disgusted, unclean, somehow soiled, but if she was being completely honest with herself, she couldn't deny, she'd been hugely turned on by the thought; even now, much as she tried to deny it, the thought of Ryan, as she'd imagined him, pounding his cock into her, made her feel distinctly hot and bothered all over again.
Olivia resolutely put thoughts of Ryan from her head. He's your brother, for fuck's sake, what kind of sick bitch are you? she asked herself, throwing her towel across a chair as she dried her hair, letting the blast of hot air relax her and wind her down for sleep. Finished at last, she slipped on a pair of panties and an oversized tee-shirt, one of Ryan's, in fact, and slid between the covers, flicking off the lamp on the nightstand.
She came awake with a start, instantly awake and alert, lying on her back with her arms above her head, trying to work out what it was that woke her so completely. She tried to reach out to switch on the lamp, to discover her hands were immobilised, something soft and unyielding clamped about her wrists. At the same time she realised she had something about her head, a blindfold of some sort, and, yes, her legs were immobilised too, the same soft, unyielding restraints around her ankles. Olivia opened her mouth to scream, and a soft hand clamped down gently over her lips.
"Ssshhh, you're okay, you're not going to get hurt, trust me!" a barely audible whisper breathed in her ear.
Olivia tried to struggle, but, as she was almost totally immobilised, all she did was bounce a little on the mattress.
"Calm down, please, no-one's going to hurt you, I promise you!" hissed that barely audible whisper again, and, strangely, the sound of it did calm her. For some reason she believed whoever it was, so she lay still, waiting to see what came next.
She didn't have long to wait. The bed creaked as another body climbed onto it, she felt two hands take hold of the hem of her tee, and then, with a heave, tore it open up to the neck, exposing her breasts and suddenly stiff nipples. Now she heard the sound of scissors, and flinched as something cold touched her hip, then felt the pressure of her panties' waistband disappear. The same on the other hip; he was cutting her panties away!
Whoever it was took hold of the tattered panties and pulled them out from under her to leave her waxed mound unprotected, open to the night air. She could feel every current of air on her suddenly tender labia and throbbing nipples; she'd fantasised often enough about something like this, the fantasy inevitably becoming more detailed and involved as the years progressed, and now it was happening. Would it be anything like she hoped? All she knew was that whoever it was, she hoped he wouldn't be rough, or hurt her before he'd finished.
And now he was kissing her! The unknown man had soft, gentle lips, and he kissed her tenderly, almost lovingly, in a line from the hollow of her throat to the valley between her breasts, then under each breast in turn, his warm breath tantalising her nipples in turn, before slowly kissing and licking her nipples, her gasp loud in the night silence as he sucked one nipple into his mouth, rubbing the end with the flat of his tongue as his fingers teased and squeezed the other, the sensations shooting straight to her pussy and making it itch and crawl as her labia swelled and flowered open in arousal.
Still rubbing and squeezing her fat nipple, the man slowly kissed his way down her torso, Olivia squirming in delight as he ticked all her boxes, his tongue and lips delighting her in their slow, tantalising journey down her body. When his lips reached her navel, she squirmed and bucked as his tongue lashed around inside, exploring the recesses of her sexy jewel of a navel. Always before, anyone doing this would have had her in uncontrollable giggles as they found her most ticklish spot, but now, now it was hot and arousing. He continued down, kissing and gently lapping at her smoothly rounded stomach, until, with a gasp of pure ecstasy from her, his tongue-tip slid into the crease between her labia and lapped lightly at the hood of her throbbing clitoris.
He licked and lapped lightly, jolts of pleasure shooting through her at each stabbing lick of his tongue, light as it was, the pressure building as he licked and tasted her. Olivia was almost delirious with pleasure; whoever he was, he knew exactly how to please her, something none of her previous boyfriends had learned; she was always the trophy girlfriend, the 'look what I've got' girl for them to display to their friends, and their bedroom abilities were woefully lacking.
But this man, now, he knew exactly how to please a woman, how to tease and arouse her, and as he bored in, driving her into a frenzy of sexual abandon, she thrashed about on the bed, the restraints adding a new dimension to her sexual pleasure; unable to move or react physically, she was however free to experience every nuance of his tongue and lips on her, to draw the maximum sensation and pleasure from the tiniest touch or the slightest breath on her exposed vulva.
Her juices were running freely as she pushed her crotch as hard into his face as she could, and he accepted her offer, his tongue sliding inside her to lick and rub against her inner lips, something no other lover had ever tried or wanted to do.
She felt him shift his whole body so he was now lying between her splayed-open thighs, his hands holding her cheeks as he held her crotch up against his mouth, his tongue alternately probing inside her, and lapping long, flat licks from the tight, wrinkled little knot of her anus to her throbbing clitoris, driving her wild, her teeth clenched with the effort to not scream at him to fuck her, hard, make her come there and then!
He continued to lick and push his tongue inside her, the movements of his tongue inside her almost unbearably pleasurable, her orgasm building higher and higher, until she was almost out of her mind with the need for release, and when his pointed tongue tip finally pushed deep into her tight little anus as his fingers lightly caressed her clitoris, that was the last straw.
Olivia came with a strangled, guttural shriek, her pussy spasming and fluttering as she gave herself up to an orgasm like she'd never known before, her hips pounding the bed as her juices flooded out of her.
Her unknown lover moved over her, his body gradually lowering onto hers as his lips came into contact with her own, a tender, almost loving kiss brushing her lips, the taste of her own excitement mingled with sweet breath and a hint of something familiar. He licked the tip of her nose and whispered softly, almost inaudibly "My turn!"
Olivia felt the bed move again as he got up, and then the soft, subtle sounds of cloth rustling, and realised he was getting undressed. After a long moment, she started as a gentle finger lightly traced along her jawline and up to her chin, to lightly rub her bottom lip and slowly slip inside her mouth. Olivia sucked on the finger, feeling him slowly prising her jaws apart, before withdrawing the finger.



"Stay like that!" she heard the almost subliminally soft command, and as her mouth hung open, she felt something thrust gently against her lips. Olivia involuntarily stuck her tongue forward to investigate what this was being slowly pushed into her mouth, almost immediately realising he was pushing his thick cock into her mouth!
He slid into her until she made a soft choking noise, then withdrew almost all the way until just the head was between her lips. Olivia realised what he wanted, and experimentally licked around the bulbous head, the flesh feeling velvety soft yet with an underlying hard muscularity about it, the taste a mixture of salty and slightly metallic, but with a faint hint of tangy sweetness.
She licked with more confidence once she realised he wasn't going to ram it down her throat, her tongue exploring the texture of the head, the rubbery hardness of the crown, the interesting texture of the little knot of ligament on the underside of the head, the frenulum, and the fresh, tangy saltiness of the lubricant slowly seeping from the hole at the top of the furrowed end of the head.
As her tongue rubbed gently back and forth across his cock head, she heard the muffled intakes of breath, and knew she was pleasing him, and right now, after that amazing orgasm he'd given her, that was all she wanted to do.
Finally, aware that she'd worked him up enough, she began to suck in earnest, her cheeks hollowing as she applied pressure to the sensitive head, his muffled hisses and gasps as her teeth lightly grazed the head indications that he liked what she was doing very much indeed. His gentle thrusting motions in her mouth as she sucked him became more urgent, she could feel him restraining himself from fucking her mouth as she excited him, and a small corner of her mind wondered; what kind of intruder breaks into a woman's home, ties her to a bed, strips her naked, then treats her like some kind of precious object, and loves her better and more tenderly than every lover she'd ever had before?
Olivia suddenly realised what was happening. This was her most precious and desired fantasy, correct to the smallest detail! Someone who knew was playing out her fantasy for her, but who? She'd always fantasised about being tied down and subjected to various sex acts, being made to submit to a masterful, dominant man, but had never shared it with anyone, and now someone who knew, who knew her, was making it come true for her!
She thrilled inside as she wondered what would come next, who this man was, what he'd do to her and make her do; one thing she was certain of; she was going to experience and savour every second of this once-in-a-lifetime opportunity to be some unknown man's submissive fuck-slut!
At the thought, her sucking pace increased; this man, whoever he was, wasn't going to last much longer, and, for the first time ever, Olivia wanted a man to fill her mouth, to taste his spunk, and savour the taste and texture as she swallowed. Previous boyfriends had tried to convince her, and she'd let one, once; the horrible, acrid taste and thick, mucus texture had revolted her so much she'd sworn to never do that again; but now, she wanted to taste this man, this secretive lover who'd tied her down in the night and taken her to places no-one had ever tried to take her before.
His fucking motions became more urgent, and his breathing was loud and hissing in her ears; he was close, so Olivia put one last effort, her cheeks hollowing as she suctioned him, her lips sealed tight around the thick pillar of his cock shaft.
She felt his head swell as his cock twitched violently in her mouth, and then long jets of hot spunk were splashing into her mouth, filling her almost faster than she could swallow; and swallow she did; his spunk was delicious, sweet, and salty and utterly wholesome, and she found herself craving more as he spurted more and more into her welcoming mouth, pleasure centres sparking into life up and down her central nervous system as she gave herself over completely to this man.
At last the flood died down, the last trickle oozing from his still-solid cock, and with a smile, Olivia licked and sucked the very last drops from him, giving his head one last, loving lick to clean him of the last traces of his outpouring spunk. She felt him withdraw from her, and licked her lips to capture any errant drops of his delicious fluid, then sensed him leaning down over her. A soft kiss was planted on each cheek, and one squarely on her lips.
"Thank you!" was the breathed, barely audible comment, and Olivia smiled in gratitude at the first time someone had thanked her properly for pleasing them. The bed creaked again as he climbed back on, and there was a moment of ticklish contact as he held her foot, until she realised he was unsnapping the restraint around her right ankle. He did the same with the left ankle, and now both legs were free. With a sigh she closed her legs and stretched luxuriously.
"Will you let my hands go too? I won't say anything, I promise!" she asked, more in hope than expectation, and wasn't disappointed at his answer.
"Not yet, darling, you haven't earned it yet!" was the soft, barely heard, almost subliminal retort, "when you're a good enough girl, I'll let you go and take the blindfold off. Until then, trust me. You're safe, I promise!"
So saying, she felt him move over her, to once again lie between her thighs, his hands on either side of her as he supported his weight, slowly lowering himself onto her and sliding his arms under the small of her back to push her nipples up and outwards. His lips touched her nipple, sending an electric thrill through her as he licked and sucked, stiffening her already erect nipples into solid, rubbery little pillars. She moaned with delight and arousal as he alternated between them, sucking, licking, and driving her crazy.
He left her nipples and moved up slightly to kiss her properly, for the first time, a tender, solicitous kiss, a kiss that told her that she was safe, that she would stay safe, his lips soft and inviting, his tongue soft and sweet against hers as they kissed with increasing passion, his arms under her holding her tight to him as they tasted each other.
"Are you ready?" came the barely breathed question, and at her quick nod, he sat up and lifted her thighs, positioning himself, before slowly leaning forward, placing his hands on either side of her as he slid his thick, rigid cock into her tight, wet pussy. Olivia gasped in fulfilment as he slid in and in, filling her to completion, her pussy stretching to accommodate his girth. When he was in her up to the hilt, he began to slide back out again, Olivia gasping again at the sensation.
And so it went; her mystery lover pumped his cock into her and Olivia pushed back against him as much as she was able, lifting her pelvis to meet his thrusts as much as she could, her movements still limited by the fact she was shackled to the bed. His cock pistoned into her, his hands now holding and squeezing her perfect buttocks, pulling them apart as he fucked her tight pussy, then changing, holding and squeezing her perfect breasts, rubbing and squeezing her nipples and making her head spin with arousal and the need for release.
She wrapped her supple thighs tightly around his waist, holding him to her the best way she could, urging him on, pulling him into her as deeply as possible, feeling the muscles surging in his sides and stomach as he pounded into her. His pounding was raising her off the bed with every thrust as he hammered his thick cock into her, every second drawing her orgasm nearer and nearer.
When it came, Olivia screamed in pleasure, her release total, her fluids spraying out of her to coat her lover's cock and balls and soak the bedclothes beneath them, her convulsing pussy squeezing him so firmly it triggered his own orgasm.
With a gasp and a muted intake of breath, his cock gave a muscular twitch inside her, spunk jetting out of him to coat her womb with his cream, long, hot spurts filling her up with his essence. The feel of his cock swelling and twitching inside her triggered yet another wave of orgasmic delight, a tidal wave of pleasure that threatened to overwhelm her as it crashed and surged through her.
Her lover slid his hands under her to hold and tenderly, lovingly, squeeze her perfect buttocks as his spunk continued to pulse out of him, running his hands over the cheeks like prized objects long desired, the feel of his hands soft and gentle, yet with a feeling of strength and determination, and a feeling almost of proprietary ownership.
Olivia knew one thing about this man, now; whoever he was, he'd wanted to do this for a long time, and now he'd got his hands on her superb backside he was reluctant to let go, she guessed, from his apparent need to hold, caress, and squeeze her taut globes as she writhed beneath him.
He slumped forward on her, his hands taking his weight, as he withdrew from her, the sensation giving her another curl of delight, and once again she could sense his face above hers, just a few, tantalising inches away. When the kiss came, she responded willingly, eagerly, her tongue engaging with his as their lips met, their kiss long and stimulating, their tongues sliding and fencing within the confines of their tightly-sealed together mouths.
As they kissed, she felt him unsnap the restraint on her left wrist, setting her arm free. Olivia immediately turned to face him, her lips seeking his out again as his hands brushed over her body, one arm sliding underneath her so he could clamp hold of her buttocks as they kissed, his hands kneading and slowly pulling them apart as they kissed passionately. His gentle fingers slid into the cleft between her buttocks to touch, rub and tease her anus, the tight little pucker still damp and oily from her own fluids still freely running out of her following her volcanic orgasm.
Overcome with the need to feel and hold this man, her questing hand slid down his body to find and hold his cock, the flaccid length firming-up almost immediately at her touch, until he was once again fully erect, by her estimation at least seven inches long, and thick, a beautiful aggressive curve to it, the feel of it making her want it again.
"My God, he's insatiable!" she thought, inwardly rejoicing that such a tireless and inexhaustible lover was hers, right here and right now. As she pumped him, his hand once again caressed her taut buttock, slipping down into the cleft between her firm cheeks to rub and gently probe at her tight, puckered little anus. His lips continued to press against hers as his finger slowly slid into her tightest hole, her breath catching at the sensation. As he kissed her, his finger began gently pumping in and out, fingering her secret hole as she squeezed and gently pumped his cock with her one free hand.
"Turn around, please!" came the soft whisper, and without thinking or questioning, Olivia turned, her right hand still shackled to the bed. The thought that she could free herself now that one hand was free never even occurred to her; this was her fantasy, and she was determined to play it out all the way to the end. As she turned, his hands snaked around her, to cup and squeeze her breasts, rolling her nipples under his palms as his solidly erect cock pressed between her thighs.
She instinctively opened her thighs, and his cock slid into her from behind, filling her in a sudden surge that made her gasp for breath as her lungs emptied with the force and strength of his penetration. She rolled onto her front, her lover now lying on top of her, his thick cock buried to the hilt in her tight pussy. In this position, she found it easy to push back against him as he began to pump in and out, sliding his cock almost all the way out before powering it back into her, making her gasp and sob with the feel of it. He squeezed her nipples in time to his thrusts, the combined sensations pushing her closer to another soul-shaking orgasm.
Then he stopped, slowly sliding out of her to rest the head of his cock against the pucker of her anus. At first Olivia wondered what he was doing, then realisation suddenly struck; he was going to sodomize her, Christ, he was actually going to shove his thick cock into her anus!
As she opened her mouth to object, to beg him not to, he felt his lips on her ear, his warm breath caressing her neck as he whispered in her ear, his voice no more than a soft breath in the silence of the night, almost felt rather than heard.
"Relax, please, just relax, I won't hurt you, I think you'll like it!"
So saying he began slowly, inexorably pushing forward, the tight creased rosebud giving way as he slowly slid the thick head of his cock into her most secret place. The lubricant from his cock, plus her own juices, helped to ease the way as he gently but unstoppably slid into her arse, her anal ring snapping tight around the shaft of his thick cock, clasping him as he drilled himself deeper into her tight rectum.
Olivia gasped at the sensation of his big cock forcing itself into her anus, her heart hammering and her breathing coming in short gasps as she felt this huge thing invading her body. And yet she didn't want him to stop; her fantasy included this, and if the reality wasn't how it had seemed when she had imagined this moment, nevertheless it was all part of it, and she wanted the whole thing to play out to the complete end; she knew how the script went, and so far her unseen lover had played it word perfectly, so she endured the pain and discomfort, eager to have her whole fantasy played just as she'd always imagined it would.
At last, she felt his soft, heavy balls bumping gently against her labia, and knew he was in her to the hilt. He let her regain her breath, supporting himself on his hands above her, giving her little encouraging kisses on the back of her neck, his cock throbbing inside her as he waited for her go-ahead. Olivia lifted her head and reached behind her with her free hand to touch his face before he pulled away.
"Okay, I'm ready...!" she breathed, and he began to withdraw. As he did, unbelievable sensations rushed and raged through her body, pleasure like she'd never experienced before
"Oh God, oh my God, yess, that feels so...God, that's good, yesss, yesss!" she hissed, as hot trails ran up and down her spine, her nipples throbbing as the feel of his thick cock fucking her tightest hole screamed through her body. Without realising it, she began pushing back against him, trying to engulf his cock with her tight, slippery anus, desperate for the feel of the thick, ridged pole as it rubbed every nerve-ending inside her tight rectum.
As she pushed back against him, he began pushing harder, sliding back into her, the two of them pounding at each other in counterpoint, her anus clasping him as she pushed back as he jammed himself into her. The only sound in the room was their soft liquid sighs and moans as the wild, primitive fucking gathered pace, until he was hammering his cock into her rectum as hard as he could. Olivia gasped and moaned as she pumped back against him, her body hovering on the edge of orgasm, waiting for the last piece to fall into place and send her off into a mind-blown welter of sexual ecstasy.
Her lover, whoever he was, had almost unlimited stamina, or so it seemed, but he also had a breaking point, and as he continued to sink his bone-hard cock into her hot, sinewy rectum, that point was passed. With a loud, gasping groan he froze, his cock head swelling as it wedged in her tight rectum, pulsing and twitching in rhythmic muscular spasms, the sperm racing out of him to flood Olivia's bowels, filling her insides with jet after jet of hot semen.
That was it all she needed to tip her over the edge, her body shuddering in release as her orgasm broke over her like a tsunami, her ears popping with the force as she screamed out, a long, sobbing cry of utter fulfilment as this man, her secret lover, pleasured her like no man had ever even approached, let alone equalled.
As she shuddered and twitched in the throes of her orgasm, one thing only circulated endlessly in her mind; how she was going to keep this man, this perfect lover, this shadow-man, whoever he was, who'd given her such extreme pleasure, once the fantasy was over and it was time to take off the blindfold?
Her unknown lover slipped from her anus, orgasmic tails lighting and whirling through her again as he slid his still rigid cock out of her, making her gasp with the sensation. He supported his weight above her, and then she felt his breath on her neck, the feather touch of his lips as he kissed her lightly on the back of the neck.
"Thank you, sweetheart, that was divine!" breathed that barely heard voice, and Olivia smiled as she was thanked again, still completely unaware of who this magical mystery lover was, but grateful for the pleasure he was giving her so freely, and for his consummate gentleness. It was obvious to her that this man, whoever he was, relished every second of his interlude with her, and in a sudden flash of insight, she realised that he was living out his own fantasy even as he made hers come true.
The bed creaked slightly as he slipped off, and she heard the sound of him padding into the en-suite bathroom, followed by the sound of running water. She was still smiling happily when he returned, and started a little as she felt a hot cloth on her, washing her after their recent activity.
As he once more slid down next to her, Olivia turned to face him, lying on her right side as her right hand was still shackled to the bed frame. Immediately his arms slid around her, to once again slide down and clench her tight, plush arse cheeks, squeezing and pulling them apart as his lips played over her face, brushing her cheeks, her ears, her forehead, before settling on her lips.
She welcomed his exploring tongue, her own tongue fencing and sparring with his as they kissed like long-parted lovers, wildly exchanging kisses as his hands explored and plundered her lovely taut arse. And his cock was stiff against her again! She marvelled at his ability to recover; he'd fucked her twice already, as well as filling her mouth, and now he was readying himself for another bout; Christ, she got lucky with his one!
Now he gently moved her onto her back, positioning himself above her again, his hands planted on either side of her. He moved back and away from her, and as she was wondering what he was doing, she felt his hands behind her knees, lifting them off the bed. Olivia followed his mute instructions, draping her knees over his shoulders as she moved forward, then feeling him moving her knees even further back, at the same time lifting her pelvis up until her knees were almost touching her shoulders, her feet nearly touching the bed as he bent her double, his strong hands holding her in position. Now she felt his warm breath on her exposed pussy, then the exquisite feeling of his tongue gently rasping at her labia as he licked along her slit, tasting her as he pointed his tongue and pushed it inside her, forcing her already swollen labia further apart as he licked and probed inside her.
Olivia squirmed and gasped as he gently teased and tasted her, his strong hands holding her so she couldn't hunch her pussy against his questing tongue like she wanted to, his tongue tip sliding along her labia and rubbing her engorged clitoris, send jags of delight spinning through her. He worked his way along her slit, until at last his lips clamped gently around her clitoris, at the same time his thumb slid into her anus, still loose and moist from being fucked so hard.
Olivia screamed in release as yet another breathtaking orgasm whipped and roared through her, her juices flooding out of her to drip down over his hand as his thumb pumped in and out of her rectum. As she shivered and shuddered in the throes of her orgasm, she felt him move forward once again, and the head of his penis once more slid into her pussy as he draped her knees over his shoulders, her taut buttocks tightly clenched in his hands. He slid into her in one movement, making her gasp out loud, tails of fiery ice rippling and shuddering through her as he sank all the way into her.



Olivia was in a delirium of sexual overload; his hands on her, the position he was holding her in, and most of all the feel of his size rammed fully into her, was almost more than she could bear, but she still reached for him with her free hand, rubbing his neck, his shoulder, his chest, but not his face; she knew she wasn't allowed to do that, not yet. As he began to pump into her, the sexual pressure ratcheted up notch after notch; Olivia was gasping as she pumped back against his powerful thrusts into her, her arousal peaking as his big cock stretched her vaginal sheath again, orgasm building yet again.
Suddenly, he pulled himself out of her and speared forward, his cock ramming into her loose and oily anus. As he slid into her, Olivia screamed, the bow-wave of her orgasm smashing into her, closing down all sensation except the feel of him as he pummelled her rectum. As she came, her anus squeezed tight around him, and with a loud, groaning gasp, he froze, his cock pulsing as he once again poured his spunk deep into her bowels, spraying her insides with his hot seed. Over and over he pulsed, spurt after spurt of hot spunk hammering into her tightest hole, coating her rectum with his milky sperm.
He stopped ejaculating, her anal muscles relaxing enough to let him withdraw, and he dropped down beside her, Olivia quivering and shaking from the volcanic orgasm, her sides and stomach aching from so many powerful orgasms, finally fucked to perfection by this incredible man.
As she calmed down, his arms snaked around and under her, pulling her close to kiss her gently, tenderly, lovingly, as his hands once again slid down to hold and squeeze her buttocks, the way he held her telling her that he owned her now, and Olivia gladly gave herself to the ownership of this superlative lover. She gladly kissed him back, unwilling to let go of any part of this wonderful man, surrendering completely to this lover who'd tied her down in the night and given her pleasure like she'd never experienced before. She held him close, feeling safe and warm, and oddly, loved, absolutely certain that, if she had anything to fear from any man, it wouldn't be this one. She hugged him close, feeling his arms comforting and strong around her as sleep gradually overtook her.
********
Olivia woke gradually, stretching luxuriously before it struck her; her hands were free! For a second she exulted, then realisation struck; if her hands were free, then he was gone! Her spirits crashed as she realised her perfect lover, the man she wanted more than anything, was gone, and she'd never seen him, would never know him. Her anxiety was short-lived, however, as she realised she wasn't alone, an almost cellular awareness telling her that someone was still there. He was still there, he hadn't stolen away in the night!
She began to remove the blindfold, but stopped; she didn't want the fantasy to end like this; she wanted one last time with her unseen lover, one last dance before she had to let him go and embrace reality again. As she hesitated, a hand touched her cheek, soft fingers tracing her jawline, and sliding round to the back of her neck, gently urging her forward. Olivia complied, her mind's eye full of the acts she might once again perform with this perfect lover.
She sensed him kneel up on the bed, pulling her closer to gently kiss and caress her, his hands once more wrapping themselves around her taut arse cheeks, pulling her closer to him, trapping his full-blooded erection between them. Olivia smelled soap, and her questing fingers found his hair damp; obviously he'd had a shower while she slept, and she marvelled that she'd been put to sleep so thoroughly that she'd not heard a thing. She grinned, and wound her arms around his neck, enjoying his kiss as he squeezed and separated her luscious buttocks, her hand finally slipping down to grasp and gently, firmly pump his hardness, hearing the soft, almost subliminal gasp, an intake of breath almost on the cusp of hearing.
Olivia broke off her kiss to bend down, her lips descending as she sought out the object of her desire; his ivory-hard cock. As her tongue-tip touched the warm, slick, velvety head, she heard again that soft, muted gasp, and then again as her lips engulfed him, sucking and tasting him as she slowly pumped her head up and down. She could feel his restrained movements as his bodily instincts sought to plunge himself deep into her hot, wet mouth, his need to enjoy her overriding his instincts second by second.
He lifted her up again, gently pushing her back onto the bed, and kissing his way down from her neck, to suck and nibble on her fat, swollen nipples, making her writhe in arousal as he suckled and licked at her, then kissing his way down her torso to her slit, his tongue sliding into that place where her hooded clitoris lay concealed. The little bead was already becoming solid with arousal as his tongue wormed its way into her slit, her breath catching in her throat as he grazed her clitoris with his teeth, and then sucked it between his lips, nearly tipping her over the edge there and then.
His tongue withdrew from her, Olivia mewing in frustration, until she sensed him over her, and felt his cock butting against her gaping slit, swollen and wet with need for him. She reached down and aimed him, and with a single stroke, he pushed himself into her in one long, slow, unstoppable glide, stretching her open as he invaded her hot recess once again.
Olivia gasped at the sensation, her hips instinctively bucking up to meet him, and so they pumped and bucked against each other, his cock ramming into her as he fucked her wildly, silently, Olivia pumping back against him, meeting him stroke for stroke, herself no less wild, only her breathing and gasping to break the morning silence in her bedroom.
Olivia could hold back no more; her orgasm broke over her like a giant tsunami, making her cry out in release, her body rigid as her pussy clamped down tight around his surging cock. He in turn cried out as the sudden restriction took him over the edge, his own body freezing in place as jet after jet of hot sperm powered into her, filling her up and squeezing out of their tightly joined sexes to run down her perineum and pool on the bed below.
When he'd finished ejaculating, he slumped down next to her, gently pulling her close by her buttocks and kissing her again.
"Thank you darling, thank you so much!" he whispered.
Olivia reached out stroke his face, this time without him pulling away, simultaneously sliding the blindfold off to see him for the first time, opening her eyes to look into his green eyes, the eyes of her beloved brother, Ryan.
"Hello beautiful girl, Happy Birthday!" he smiled, his hands caressing her as he leaned down to kiss her again.
Her eyes widened, too shocked to do anything except kiss him back, remembering how well, and how gently, how intently, how powerfully he'd loved her, how he'd made her feel like no man ever had before. Memories of their lovemaking blended seamlessly with her fantasy of him last night, the two memories drawing her to him powerfully as she realised that she loved him, that she was finally able to admit to herself that she was in love with him, and she wanted him, now. Ryan broke their kiss and smiled down at her, his eyes warm and loving.
"I love you, Livvie!" he whispered in her ear, his hands tightening as he squeezed her lush buttocks, pulling her against him, the feel of his cock against her lips making her pussy twitch in remembered passion.
Olivia's hands caressed him as she kissed him back, eventually slipping down to hold and fondle his big velvety balls, and squeeze his semi-flaccid cock, the limp flesh stiffening and expanding in her hand into the thick muscular pillar of flesh she remembered from their night of non-stop fucking. This cock had spent most of the night ploughing into her, reaming her holes so completely, and now it was ready for more.
With a voiceless little cry, Olivia pushed him onto his back, sliding over him and throwing a leg over to straddle him, hissing in satisfaction as his surging cock slid into her hot, well-fucked pussy. His hands came up, squeezing and kneading her breasts as she slowly rode him, swivelling her hips and feeling the head of his cock rub against the neck of her womb, the sensation sending jolts of pleasure through her. Ryan squeezed and tugged at her nipples, stimulating the fat cones of her nipples and areolae as she slid back and forth on his solid cock.
Ryan began thrusting up against her as she ground against him, his hands on her nipples now rhythmically squeezing and gently pulling in time to his increasingly insistent thrusts. Olivia ground and bucked harder as the pleasurable sensation built inside her, sharp little rivulets of pleasure combining to form a pent-up flood as she rode him for all she was worth, feeling the dam beginning to give way. As her need began to peak she slumped forward, resting her hands on his hard, muscular chest as she ground herself against him for all she was worth, the patch of rough, wiry hair at the base of his cock rubbing and stimulating her engorged clitoris, pushing her ever closer to the edge.
Ryan, sensing she was almost there, redoubled his efforts, his hands sliding down her back to clench and squeeze her buttocks as she ground and humped her crotch against his, his hands pushing her against him as she pushed herself down, wringing every last scrap of pleasure out of their coupling. As she began to pulse, her orgasm hovering on the edge, Ryan thrust two fingers into her tight, slippery anus as he arched his back, ramming his cock into her as hard as he could.
With a scream of release, Olivia came, her heart hammering as wave after wave of white-hot pleasure coursed through her. As she opened her eyes to look into her brother's eyes, memory of when she'd masturbated to his imagined cocking of her rose up again, this time combined with reality as he rammed his thick cock into her.
Her heart slammed against her ribs as the first electric tremors of orgasm thrilled and tingled through her entire body, feeling like hot electric sparks were shooting out of every extremity, bathing her in their sparkling radiance. Olivia's body was wracked with shudders, her hissing scream of fulfilment echoing through the small flat as her anus clamped down on the two fingers rammed into her tightest hole, her cunt rippling, squeezing and sucking at him as her orgasm billowed through her.
Ryan lost what little self-control he had left as Olivia convulsed above him, his cock exploding, spraying pulse after sticky pulse of sperm deep into his sister's hot, tight pussy, emptying himself into her as she moaned and shuddered above him, milking him even as he filled her with his seed.
Olivia slumped down on him, her lips seeking his, kissing him hungrily, fulfilled for the first time in her life and loath to let him go for even an instant, desperate for him to take her again, make her come so vigorously again and again, and make her his forever. Ryan rolled over, taking her with him, to lie with her pulled close to him, his hands still holding and gently kneading her firm, sexy cheeks.
Olivia looked up into his eyes, seeing only love and need for her in his smoky green gaze.
"Why, Ryan, why now?" she whispered.
Her brother smiled as he gently squeezed and jiggled her buttocks, his fingers sliding over the plush globes.
"I only got in late, I was held up at Portsmouth and had to take a late train. I'm sorry I missed your birthday, but I had a treat planned for you, baby-girl, and a surprise!"
Olivia reached up to caress his cheek.
"That was some treat, Ry, how did you know?"
Ryan grinned, his eyes dancing.
"You told me last year, after two bottles of Zinfandel and three Peach Schnapps, so I came prepared! I hope all was to your satisfaction, milady?"
For answer, Olivia ground herself against his cock, feeling the flaccid organ twitch as it started to erect again. Her hand curled around his neck as she pulled his head down, kissing him as her other hand found and gently squeezed his balls, feeling his organ stiffen against her as she wriggled and ground against him.
Olivia finally broke off the kiss to look into his beautiful eyes again.
"I repeat, why now? Not that I'm complaining, because it was fucking incredible, but hammering your sister flat for her birthday is kind of an unusual present!"
Ryan pulled her closer, his hands tightening around her taut globes as he licked her lips.
"I wanted to give you the best birthday ever, with everything you ever wanted, because I want you to love me like I love you. I want you, Livvie, only you, always. I love you so much it hurts, and I can't be away from you any longer. When I left my ship yesterday, it was because I've resigned my commission in the navy; I've been offered a job in Gosport, with a company that makes naval fire control systems, and I said yes; they're offering me more than I could ever earn in the Royal Navy...and I want you to come with me. I want us to be together."
Olivia stared at him, all her fantasies and thoughts about him spiralling in her head; the one overwhelming thought, though, was "he wants me, oh my God, of all the girls he could have, he actually wants me!"
Ryan looked at her, his eyes pleading as Olivia looked silently at him. He licked his lips and ploughed on.
"Livvie, all I could think about when we were on patrol was you, all I could do at night was stare at your picture and want you; I told all the other Watch Officers you were my girl, they were all jealous as hell that a babe like you was waiting for me back home; I want that to be true, I really do. I love you, Livvie, please say you love me!"
Olivia grinned happily at him.
"Of course I love you, you big silly man; how could I not love someone as sweet and lovely as you! I don't give a shit if you're my brother, I just want you, Ryan McLeod! If I felt anything else I'd have screamed the house down when I saw your face! You gave me the best birthday treat, and the best present ever. Of course I'm coming with you, try stopping me!"
Ryan grinned back, and pulled her to him, his hands pulling her cheeks apart as he rubbed his cock against her wet and swollen gash. Olivia gasped as the thick, bulbous head of his cock butted against her clitoris, rolling onto her back and pulling him to her so he could mount her properly. Their lips sealed together as his cock powered into her, Olivia groaning as the thick length filled and stretched her once again. As he slid into her again and again, he pulled her cheeks apart and rubbed her tender anus, spreading her juices around the tight little rosebud, before deftly sliding first one then two fingers into her, pumping them into her in time to the thrusts of his surging cock.
Olivia wrapped her legs around his waist, raising her pelvis so she could squeeze him with her pussy as he rammed and thrust into her, while simultaneously rubbing and thrusting her swollen and protruding clitoris against the thatch of wiry curls clothing the root of his thick cock, pleasuring herself as she pleasured him.
Their frenzied fucking couldn't last long, and it was Olivia who couldn't take it any longer, her orgasm breaking in a power-wave of pleasure as it blew and billowed through her, lighting up every nerve-ending with a hot glow of sheer delight. Her pussy clamped tightly around his cock, finally sending him over the edge, and with a bellowing groan, Ryan once more came inside her tight pussy, his cock painting her womb with long splashes of hot spunk, jet after jet of it blasting into her and filling every nook and crevice inside her, drowning her cervix in his essence.
Ryan finished emptying himself into her, his cock still twitching inside her long after his last remaining reserves of semen had drained from his body, eventually slumping down next to her, his arm going around her to pull her into him.
"Thank you, Livvie, that was amazing, and thank you for what you said. I promise you, everything you ever wanted is yours, all I want from you is you, forever!"
He reached under the pillow and pulled out a small ring-box.
"Livvie, I know I can't marry you, not legally, anyway, but I still want you to be my wife; when I accepted the job, I told them I was married, and I bought you this..."
He opened the box to show Olivia a matching pair of platinum wedding rings, simple, pure and beautiful.
"We have the same name, so no-one will think anything of it, but I want you to wear my ring and be my wife; I want to have a home, family, everything that matters, and I only want it with you. Will you wear my ring and be my wife?"
Olivia stared, tears gathering in her eyes, then slowly smiled, her eyes sparkling as she nodded.
"Ryan, I want nothing else than to be your wife, I want to be with you forever, and I want to have a family with you, more than anything in the whole, wide world! Yes, I'd be honoured to wear your ring and be your wife. I love you, Ryan, I always have, and I always will!"
Ryan took her hand and slipped the ring on her ring-finger.
"Olivia McLeod, with this ring I thee wed, with my body I thee worship, and with all my worldly goods I thee endow. Now you really are my wife!"
Olivia smiled at him, eyes sparkling with unshed tears.
"Ry, that was so beautiful, thank you!"
Ryan grinned.
"I practiced that all the way here; I looked it up and drummed it into my mind, just so I could say it perfectly for you!"
Olivia took his hand and placed the other ring on his ring-finger.
"And now you are my husband, Ryan McLeod, now and forever!"
As Ryan pulled her in close, his hands once more sliding around her marvellous buttocks, neither of them could know that the family they craved was already beginning. Eight days before, Olivia had seen the doctor over an ear infection, and he'd prescribed a course of powerful antibiotics, and as her birth control pills were contra-indicated for that particular antibiotic, she'd stopped taking them and couldn't restart until after her next period. Ryan had been pouring sperm into her fertile womb all night long, and when that date came and went, she and Ryan were going to discover that he'd given her the best birthday present she could ever ask for, a fitting way to seal their love.
THE END. For now.
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My father died in the summer of 1992. I was five at the time, and could not understand what had happened; no-one explained what had happened, I had no brothers or sisters, and mother was like a dead thing herself, almost sleep-walking; father's friend Charlie, an American pilot at Greenham Common, was constantly at the house, and he and mother would sit, silently, staring at each other, while I sat and wondered what had happened, and why, and what happened next.
Father and Charlie were the best of friends; Father was a surgeon at a hospital in Oxford, Charlie a pilot, each apparently had nothing in common with the other, but they spent all their spare time together, tuning their motorbikes, tinkering with father's collection of old cars, or just sitting and smoking together over a bottle of beer. Charlie was almost a constant feature in the house; if father was delayed at the hospital for any reason, mother would send Charlie on errands, or make him take her shopping, or paint the garage wall, whatever; having Charlie around was almost like having father there, he and father liked the same music, the same kind of films, they even smoked the same brand of cigarette.
But something was wrong with my father.
Charlie and father stopped playing with their cars and motorbikes, and spent more time huddled together, playing swing and jazz records and talking in low voices, father covered in a blanket, looking thinner, smiling less, not smoking.
Charlie became the main support for the family. When he was over, he stayed in the guest bedroom, dropped me off and collected me from school while mother and father stayed in their room; he cooked me meals, played with me, read to me, watched TV with me, and kept me from disturbing my parents. Other things were happening as well, things I couldn't understand; mother and Charlie talking together softly in the kitchen, stopping when I walked in, hugging each other in front of the TV at night when they thought I was asleep. Sometimes mother would be wiping her eyes as though she'd been crying, and then something really strange happened, something that made no sense at all.
It was a Sunday afternoon, I had been playing outside, and eventually wandered into the house to ask my mother if I could have a cold drink, but she was nowhere to be found. I heard soft conversation coming from from upstairs, from my parents' room, so I went upstairs, following the sound of voices, curiosity leading me on, to my parents' bedroom, and the door was standing ajar. When I looked inside, I saw something that puzzled me, because it made no sense to my five year-old brain.
My mother was in bed with Charlie, with the covers pulled up over both of them. I thought they were playing, because he was whispering in her ear and she was smiling. I was completely baffled as to what they were doing, maybe it was something grown-ups did. I watched in silence, trying to work out what they were doing, then turned to leave, feeling strange, disquieted even, a little ashamed that I'd maybe seen something 'grown-up', although what it could be baffled me; it felt like I was spying on them or something. As I turned to leave, I saw my father sitting in the armchair by the window, with a blanket over him, smiling gently at the two of them.
A few days later, father was taken to hospital. Mother told me he was going to stay there until he got better, and that everything would soon be better. Charlie still used to come to our house nearly every day, watching TV with me and helping mother with dinner, having strange non-conversations with mother, their mouths saying one thing, but their eyes meaning something else. It was a very confusing time for me; I was trying to work out what was happening with my family, and now father was gone, and Charlie was there virtually all the time, all evening. I would be packed off to bed, mother or Charlie reading to me until I fell asleep, but sometimes during the night I would hear moaning and soft conversation, groaning and strange sounds coming from my parents' bedroom, and Charlie would be there again at breakfast.
Father died soon after he went into hospital, and mother explained that he had asked Charlie, to look after us, and that he would be living with us from now on.
All I knew for certain was that it felt strange, seeing him every day without my father sitting and talking with him, or the two of them smoking together in the garden, or letting me help when they tinkered about with their motorcycles. I missed Charlie saying to me "Davey-boy, when you get old enough, we'll get you a hog of your own!" which always made my father chuckle, before swinging me onto the seat of his own motorbike, letting me twist things and push buttons, pretending I was piloting my own big bike, just like him.
Then one day, mother took me to the zoo in London; it was a big day for me, and I spent the whole day running from enclosure to cage to enclosure again, thrilled to see the elephants, and chimpanzee, rhino's, lions; all the big beasts I had seen in the picture books at home, and now they were real!
After a while, mother sat me down, telling me she wanted to talk to me, about her and Charlie, and me. She told me that she and Charlie were getting married, that they had all talked it over before father died, and that Charlie would be my new father, if I would let him. Charlie was a tall, handsome man; an ex-college footballer, tall, square-jawed, and I was in love with him anyway, so I agreed; for all I knew, getting married was what grown-ups did all the time, and I really wanted my new dad to be Charlie.
They were married a few months after the funeral, me acting as page-boy at their wedding. A few weeks later mother announced that she was having a baby, and that Charlie was being transferred back to America, so we would all be going with him, as his family. I was in a haze; America! Where there were Cowboys and Indians, and superheroes!
We settled in Iowa. Charlie had taken a posting in the Air National Guard, and life soon settled into a kind of normal for me, going to a new school, where I was a novelty with my English accent, becoming part of a new family. Charlie and mother went to great lengths to make sure I never felt apart from them, that I was their son, and that they loved me. They didn't have to; I had always been comfortable around Charlie; actually, I knew him a lot better than father, if only because father was working so often at the hospital, and Charlie was the only other adult male I had any regular contact with.
Charlie, too, loved me, and treated me like a son, but also constantly reinforced my memories of my father, making sure I didn't forget him; there were photographs of Father and Charlie together all over the house, drinking together at a country pub, posing beside their motorcycles, or posing with Mother, father in his favourite leather jacket and Charlie in his air force uniform, arms draped around each other's shoulders, mother with her head on my father's other shoulder
Eventually mother had the baby, a little girl named Loretta, who quickly became just 'Lori'. Mother introduced me to my new sister, and I promised her faithfully that I would always protect my baby sister. Charlie also asked mother if he could adopt me as his son, and she talked to me about it. Because Charlie was mother's husband, and treated me like his own son, and I loved him dearly, I went along with it, even though I was a little unsure about giving up my name, all that I had left of my father.
Life in Iowa was quiet and simple. Charlie eventually left the air force to work as a pilot for a small airline. Lori and I grew up as a typical older brother/little sister duo, until I reached 16. This was a watershed year for me. I had become increasingly restless in Iowa. I still remembered my life in England, and I was beginning to feel alienated from my family. This is probably normal in a teenager, but I felt the gulf between us widening on almost a daily basis. I was growing away from them, Iowa was making me feel cramped and hemmed-in, and I could feel the conviction growing that I had to go back to England, to study in England, be a doctor, a surgeon like my father. I had always known I wanted to be a surgeon, I just couldn't see how to achieve it in Iowa, not with the cost of medical school being what it was.
I had tried to broach the subject with mother several times, but she had brushed me off, refusing to even consider the idea. Eventually, I had had enough of stalling and brush-offs, and sat her down, intending to have my say.
"Mother," I began, "you and I both know I can't stay here any longer. I can't stay, I can't live here, it's...not where I should be."
Mother looked at me, silently, for a long, uncomfortable moment, before replying.
"Where are you planning on going, David?" she asked me, using my given name, always a bad sign. I took a deep breath.
"I want to attend medical school in England, and qualify like father did. Please let me do this, it was always what I wanted to do, you know that, you always have."
Again mother gave me that long look, so I plunged on.
"To attend medical school, I need to pass my A-Levels, and the only place I can do that is in a secondary school or 6th Form college. If you let me go, all I ask is that you give me enough money to live in a hostel until I pass my A-Levels, then I qualify for the Student Loan programme, and you'll have no more expenses on that score. You know we can't afford medical school here, this is the only way I think I can become a doctor; I just want to be like my father, this is how I can do it."
I paused, waiting for a response, anything from her. At last she spoke.
"At least you've thought about how you're going to support yourself. Are you certain this is how you want to go forward? Because I know Charlie is going to want to talk to you about this as well, you need to convince him as well. I think you're being foolish, you have time, and you have us, your family."
"I knew you'd say that, thanks for the support!" I snorted. I didn't mean to sound so abrupt, so rude, but that's how it came out. Mother's lips tightened into a thin line, and she got up and left the room. I was just saying to myself "nice going, well done, that went well" when she stalked back into the room, and threw a thick folder on the table between us.
"I think you should read this before you make any rash decisions, David." she stated, and watched as I opened the folder and thumbed through the thick sheaf of papers inside.
"Mid-Carib Equity...Trust & Fidelity Investments...Windward Island Equity Management...Luxembourg Equity...Mother, what are all these papers? Who are these people, and why should I read through this, what does it mean?" I asked her, completely at sea.
"Those are the trust and investment accounts you father set up for you when you were born," she replied, "it's your trust fund, it matures on your 18th birthday, so you see, when the time comes, you'll have all the money you need to study medicine here, near your family."
But I wanted to study in England, not here.
Mother looked at me, already aware of my answer, and leaned back, away from me, her body language showing avoidance, anger, and distance.
"Very well, I will contact your trustees and discuss with them your request that they provide you with the means to attend a good boarding school, to at least give you a chance to prep for the A-Level examinations."
She stood up and left the room, stiff and angry.
Now I had to talk to Charlie, a prospect I was not relishing; not because I was scared of him, but because I loved and respected him, and I knew my request would hurt him.
As it turned out, Charlie came looking for me. I trailed him into the den, more than a little apprehensively. He waved me into a chair, and looked gravely at me.
"So Davey, your mom's upstairs crying; she told me what happened, what's been going on. Do you want to tell me your side of it?"
I walked through the conversation I'd had with mother, giving all my reasons, my feelings of being lost, displaced, here in Iowa, my need to follow after my father, Charlie nodding as I spoke, seeming to understand. At last he spoke.
"Davey, now that you know about your trust, that you'll have all the money you'll ever need once you hit 18, does that make a difference to you, or do you still want to go back to England? This is your home, you know that. When your mom lost your father, all she had left of him was you, all I had of him was you, now you want to go as well. This is tearing her up, but she's still willing to let you go. She can see your daddy in you, all over you, just like I can, and I promised I'd look after you. So if that means I have to let you go, well okay. All I want is your word you'll come back one day."
I promised Charlie faithfully that I would, as soon as I qualified, if I got that far. There was just one last thing, and it was a big deal, for me as well as mother and Charlie.
"Charlie, there was one more thing, and it's a big ask." He cocked an eyebrow at me, waiting for me to go on.
"I want to go back to my own name; I want to be David Denham again. I don't mean to throw anything back at you, but I so very much want to qualify under my own name....." I trailed off as I realised Charlie was smiling.
"Davey, you always were David Denham. Your name was never changed when I adopted you; we just registered you under my name in the school system so there'd be no complications if I had to pick you up or take you to the ER or anything like that. I promised your daddy I'd look after you, not steal your name away. I loved your daddy like a brother, closer than a brother, and I wanted to keep his boy safe, and keep his name alive a little longer. So, you're not hurting me if you call yourself by your name, it's your daddy's name too, and I'm proud for you to keep it. So you go, you go be a doctor, like your daddy, just remember where your home is. Now I got to see your mom, I think she needs me. You come and see her in a while, OK? I think you got some apologising to do, and a couple of fences to mend."
With that he left the room, squeezing my shoulder just once, and ruffling my hair as he passed, his only physical expressions of affection.
Three weeks later, I was waiting for my flight to be called at Des Moines Airport, all four of us, Charlie, Mother, Lori and me, standing in silence. Enough had been said already, and I was going anyway, because I wanted to, leaving my family behind, because I thought I needed to. Lori was avoiding me, her face streaked with angry tears, mother stiff and unbending, anger in every line of her body, and Charlie silent, probably tired of being the peacemaker.
The silence was becoming oppressive, and finally, to my relief, I heard my flight being called. I trudged to the departure gate, even now wondering if I was doing the right thing, but still convinced that Iowa was not the place for me, and so I barely registered when someone called my name and again. I heard running footsteps behind me, and as I turned, Mother ran full tilt into me, nearly knocking me over, hugging me, crying, telling me to behave, telling me to call, clinging on to me.
I looked back over her shoulder, Charlie had his back to me, his shoulders shaking, and little Lori was glaring daggers at me, her eyes like little blue coals, hot anger burning in them. Eventually I managed to disengage mother, my flight was boarding, and walked through the gates.
I soon settled into boarding-school life. My fees were paid on the nail by my trustees, and very soon the scholastic life engulfed me. I would spend coach-weekends with one or other of my friends, Christmas, Easter and summer holidays with those same friends and their families, usually studying to catch up with the rest of my classmates, who had spent their entire lives in the British school system, working feverishly to pass my A-Level examinations. I would call mother unfailingly every Sunday evening, tell her about my week, ask about Lori, and have few words with Charlie, who never failed ask if I needed anything, and when was I going to come home and see them, and to tell me he loved me. I always promised him I would come home as soon as I could, time and studies permitting, but I never managed it; there was always too much to do, and never enough hours in the day to do it all.
Eventually I was accepted at one of the major teaching hospitals in London, and worked steadily towards my medical goals; I wanted to be a Cardiothoracic surgeon like my father, and gradually worked my way through the clinical, medical and surgical phases of my training. I was in the middle of my surgical elective when I got a terse call from Lori;
"Davey, Dad died this morning, you need to come home, now, Mom is in pieces, and I don't know what to do".
She hung up, and I stood numbly, all the promises I had made to Charlie now less than worthless; he had gone, and I had lost another father.
I got the first available flight home, and there was Lori, waiting for me at Des Moines, but not the Lori I remembered; when I left she was a gangly 11-year old, 8 years later she was a full-blown stunner, a regular pin-up girl. Gone were the scrunchies, straggly black hair and dowdy tracksuit/sneaker combinations she seemed to live in, now she was wearing skin-tight black leather jeans, accentuating her perfect rump, silver-tipped patent cowboy boots with silver heels, and a low-cut top outlining her killer breasts, probably a 36B cup, full, firm and enticingly feminine; nothing flat-chested or boyish about my kid sister, that was for sure!
With her long glossy black curls tumbled over her shoulder, setting off her cornflower-blue eyes, she looked like a vision, a total head-turner, and not just to me, judging by the stares of the other men walking through the Arrivals Lounge. In so many ways, she was a snapshot of how mother must have looked 30 years ago. I just stood there, mouth agape, dazzled by my baby sister.
"Seen enough yet? Close your mouth, David, you're causing a draught." was her acerbic comment, her deep blue eyes glittering like arctic stars, sharp, brilliant, and cold. That was enough to jerk me back to my senses, and hold out my arms to hug her in commiseration and mutual loss. As I hugged her, I realised how much I had missed my little sister. But, she had called me "David", not 'Davey', my family and fireside name, and she had been stiff and unyielding when I hugged her.
"She's still angry with me..." I thought, apprehensively.
Lori led me out to Charlie's old Saturn, with 'Ouch' still painted on the ding on the rear bumper, another powerful reminder of our loss, and all I managed was some inane comment about the old bus still going strong, which Lori pointedly ignored.
On the way back to the house Lori and I talked in a desultory manner about Charlie, I reminisced about his patient coaching of me when I played Little League, teaching me to slide in for a base, the way he took pains to make sure I remembered as much as possible about my father, his fund of really funny clean jokes, his fondness for terrible puns, and his complete inability to cook even a frozen meal without burning it. Mother used to ask him how he could possibly fly and land a multi-million-dollar fighter jet with one hand, and yet be incapable of understanding a simple stove. We went on in this vein for a while, exchanging happy memories about good times, and then Lori dropped the bombshell.
"Davey, there's more, I couldn't tell you over the phone, I don't know how to tell you now, but here goes. Mom had a malignant tumour removed from her liver two years ago. She had the chemo, and it looked like it was gone, she came up all-clear just a few months ago. The cancer's back, it's spread, and she has tumours on her lungs, her liver, and her kidneys; it's bad, and she's pretty far gone. I'm sorry, she wouldn't let me tell you, she didn't want to disrupt your studies, and she knew what being a doctor meant to you. Dad waited for you to come home, he lived for the day you'd come home, he missed you so, now it's too late, it's too late for everything, why did you have to go away, why did you stay away so long, we needed you..."



She had started crying while she was telling me, and her driving was getting erratic, so I asked her to pull it over, while a knot of cold fear and hot shame and guilt built up in my stomach. Charlie, now mother, God, how do we get through this?
I took the wheel of the Saturn and drove back to the old place on full auto-pilot, parked the car and ran inside to my mother. She looked shockingly old, thin and drawn, and one look at her told me she was nearly done; I had seen it too many times before to not recognise the signs. I lost it at that point, the years I had been away a huge gulf between us, time and togetherness I would never recapture, and now there was no time left to try and make it up to her...
The guilt tore at me as I realised Lori was right; she'd been right, I should never have gone away, now it was too late...
After the tears, mother said she had some plans for all of us, and gave us the gist of it. She and Charlie had planned to retire to Maine, we had holidayed there in the past, and it reminded her so much of the coastal woodlands and fields around where she had grown up, outside Barnstaple in Devon. She wanted to sell up and go there, and see and smell the sea one last time. I agreed, of course, what else was I going to do?
We held the funeral the following week. Charlie's remains were cremated and scattered over the gently rolling hills by one of his air force friends, from the cockpit of an old Curtiss biplane, just as he'd wanted.
I had located and purchased through an agent a nice house just outside Bar Harbor, Maine, with superb views of the majestic coastline for mother to enjoy. The cost wasn't an issue, as my trust-fund had yielded an amazing amount of money, enough to keep us all in comfort for the rest of my life, plus I had made additional financial arrangements to care for my family, as if I had known, even then, that they would need me someday. It still tore at me, though, that I had left them behind to start a new life, but they had never let me go...
I guess the stress of the funeral, and the upheaval and prospect of moving to Maine was too much for her, because mother passed-away in her sleep two days after the funeral.
Now we had to organise another funeral. Lori was nearly out of her mind with grief, and I was too paralysed with guilt to function rationally, but we somehow stumbled through the whole circus all over again, then I was left with the problem of what to do next.
I contemplated taking Lori back to London with me, but she flatly refused, instead she insisted we make a clean break from Iowa, as had been originally planned, just get rid of the old place, and move to the house in Maine, at least for now. Lori wouldn't live in the family house anymore; there were just too many associations with mother and Charlie.
It seemed a logical move, so we left instructions with a realtor to dispose of the house, and upped-stakes and moved to Bar Harbor, and got down to getting to know each other all over again.
At first it was strange, just the two of us, but we adjusted; I did most of the cooking, shopping and cleaning; Lori was too listlessly uninterested in anything, and had taken to sitting silently, draped in bathrobes and sweatpants, in mother's old green recliner, feet tucked under, only shuffling in to meals when I called her, and then retreating to her room, to cry, I supposed.
I would hear her sobbing at night, but I hadn't the courage to go and comfort her; what would I say, without sounding like a complete hypocrite? My own guilt kept me from even making the attempt, though I spent more than a few evenings sitting by myself looking through old family pictures and snuffling.
And so it went on, the silences growing louder and more oppressive, the gulf between us widening with every passing day. The house had an almost palpable air of gloom and sadness, our loss hanging in the air, unspoken, heavy, and stifling.
Gradually, though, slowly, Lori began to re-emerge, to talk to me about Charlie and Mother, their life without me being there (but not digging at me for leaving), High School and her thoughts and feelings about college, but thankfully she didn't reproach me any further, at least not verbally. I think she knew how guilty I was feeling, and she was too sweet- natured to belabour the point, but I would occasionally catch her looking at me reproachfully, and then look away. But she had said her piece, on the way back from the airport, so that was the end of it.
But she was still hurting, and sometimes the least thing, one of mother's hair barrette's falling out of a box, or finding one of Charlie's old combs or shirt buttons in a drawer, would set her off into a fit of the blues, and she would end up back in that recliner chair, sobbing. I would leave her there, incapable of comforting her, and too guilty to try.
I had tried to apply subtle pressure on her to find some interests, or to perhaps go to college in New York or California; I could afford her tuition, and to fully support her while she studied, but she said she would rather find a local job; the academic life was not for her. It was her decision, but at least she would always have me if things got desperate, and she would have this house, I had made sure of that.
Eventually, she began to come further out of her shell, smile briefly at some of the things I would say to try and cheer her up, at my 'English' way of expressing myself, and to pick up her life and take an interest in things again. She stopped moping around in slippers and old bathrobes, and I even saw her one evening wearing jeans and a plaid shirt instead of her usual black sweats.
I had brought my laptop, and would work in the evenings, writing up or commenting on the case notes the departmental secretary would email me, and sometimes Lori would sit and watch me work, very occasionally bringing me a coffee, and slowly re-connecting with me, as I was trying so hard to do with her. She would read some of the notes over my shoulder, and ask questions about the surgeries I had performed or the decisions I had made, sharp, intelligent, insightful questions, and talk with me about how much I loved it, her lively natural curiosity slowly returning.
Finally, one fateful evening, while we were watching TV and having a maudlin conversation about Charlie and Mother's favourite TV programmes, she grimaced and threw the remote onto the chair.
"OK, fuck this moping around indoors, we need to go out, let's go get shit-faced, I'm ready to cause trouble!" she blurted out.
I had guessed she'd had something on her mind; all day she had been looking at me enigmatically, and would start to say something, then break off and go quiet again. I would ask her "What's up Lori?" and get a mumbled "Nothing...."
I could tell that something had been on her mind for a couple of days now, and several times I had caught her looking at me speculatively, but this sudden impulsive decision to cut loose was unexpected, to say the least. As a doctor, however, I felt it was probably healthier than the overwhelming darkness and gloom of late, so I agreed, and we decided to find a local bar, do some dancing, maybe get some food, and celebrate Mother and Charlie's lives a little.
Lori ducked upstairs to get changed while I went looking for some shoes and the car keys, and when I came back into the room, a vision stood before me. She had changed into a white, clinging jersey mini-dress with a high neckline, but plunging almost to the floor at the back, and a hem-line that only just covered the curve of her buttocks, and topped-off with 5-inch heels and smoky eye-shadow.
"You like?" she asked, pirouetting like a dancer. "Er....wow", was all I could say, especially as I could see every curve and outline of her wonderful body, which led me to conclude that she had 'gone commando' as the phrase puts it.
"You do know where you are, don't you?" I asked, "The local constable will probably arrest you for being indecently dressed if he sees you in that get-up, not to say giving the Boston geriatric expatriates a heart attack!" I said, adding "besides, you look absolutely naked under that thing", to which Lori gave me a sly grin and slid the skirt up.
Holy Christ, she was naked...
"Lori, what in the name of all fuckery do you think you're doing, you'll get arrested!" I gasped, shocked that my (not so little) little sister was showing me 'the goods', (and turning-up the heat under me as well, if I'm completely honest!)
"Fuck it, I'm a party girl out on the town, what can they do to me?" she flipped back at me, and cheekily thrust out her bottom to display her magnificent backside even more prominently. Figure-wise, she really was her mother's daughter, I remembered how svelte Mother had been, how men always checked her out when she wore jeans, and Lori had inherited that curve in full.
"Oh, I don't know, get raped in some bar, get banged-up on a prostitution charge, or worse!" I replied.
"I like the getting banged-up bit, you English have such apt expressions sometimes!" she threw back at me with a louche, wicked grin. "Anyway, do you like what you see?" she asked, once again pulling her skirt up to her waist and turning a complete circle once again. She looked like she had just stepped off the set of a porn movie, and by now I was struggling to manage an increasingly unruly erection, sister or not...
"Lori, stop it, get something a little more decent on, for Chrissake!" I managed to choke out, older-brother protectiveness finally losing out to increasing horniness, enjoying the sight of her magnificent, tight, rounded buttocks jiggling slightly with every movement, and the equally alluring sight of her recently waxed pudenda, the lips innocent of a single hair or blemish. She grinned at me again, her eyes travelling to my groin, where I knew my arousal was plain to her, even from across the room
"You were checking me out at Des Moines International, you're a blond, and as I have a thing for fair-haired men, you can have a good look for free; in fact, now you've seen the rest, you can see the best!"
With that, she whipped her mini-dress over her head and turned to face me, arms crossed behind her head. My eyes were riveted on the most magnificent pair of jutting breasts, crowned with coral-pink nipples and areolae, and compounded by her tiny waist, which made them seem much larger than they were, which was saying something, believe me! Her pose had the effect of thrusting those beauties out even further, and with her glorious buttocks thrust out and her flat stomach rounding down to the mystery between her legs, she looked like every man's perfect porn fantasy, mine included!
"I've got a pair of .38's, and by the look of your pants, you've got a real gun in there, you gonna prove me wrong? Fair's fair, I showed you mine, you have to show me yours!" she ginned at me.
"Come on Davey, I need some fun, and you need to unload, why not combine the two, fun and unloading, maybe all over my face?"
I was rendered absolutely speechless by her cheerful lack of inhibition, but also ready to take her up on her offer. But, a small insistent part of my brain kept repeating 'This is your sister, this is your sister, this is your sister'. Another, darker part intruded with 'Half-sister, only half-sister, bad, but not as bad, go for it!
With hindsight, it's obvious now that whichever head I was thinking with at that moment, it almost certainly wasn't the one at the top of my neck...
"Lori", I spluttered," this is so wrong, you're my sister..."
"HALF-sister" she countered, emphasising the 'Half-', "and I've been hot for you since I saw that photo of you in the rowing team when you were 18, so are you gonna come over here and grab these while they're on offer or not? C'mon Doctor Davey, let's play Doctors and Nurses, you can suck on these, and then I'll suck on yours... "
That did it for me, and I moved in, hands outstretched. Lori arched her back and thrust her gorgeous breasts into my outspread hands. Her nipples were hard as jellybeans, and a pink flush was spreading across her chest, as I moulded and kneaded those magnificent tits, rubbing her nipples with my thumbs to make her groan with excitement.
I pulled her close and turned her sideways on to me, sliding my left hand down to her excitingly bare pussy, while my right hand drifted down to the crevice of her buttocks. I caressed her pussy lips while rubbing my right index finger up and down her buttock crevice, pausing only when I brushed across her tight little anus in a slow circling caress.
"Oh, so you're an ass-man, I might have guessed, most men are. Did you know Dad was a dedicated ass-man, and that Mom loved it in her ass?"
I paused in slight shock at this revelation, as Lori continued.
"I sometimes used to watch through the door when Dad fucked Mom in the ass, she was a moaner, and she loved him to fuck her ass hard and dump his load up her ass! Sometimes he'd pull out and shoot his stuff all over her face, then stuff his cock up her pussy and start fucking her again -- man, he had stamina and staying power, they used to be at it all night, it used to keep me awake!"
This revelation caused my cock to stiffen to almost unbearable hardness, so it came as a blessed relief when I felt her small hands undoing my belt, unzipping my jeans, and freeing my cock so she could rub and squeeze the length of it. All through this I kept up stroking her pussy and feeling-up her bumhole, gradually sliding some of the dew from her pussy into the crack of her buttocks and onto her anus, until I was able to slide my finger into her tight little rear entrance.
Lori shuddered, and closed her eyes, pulled my head around to kiss me hard on the lips, and through gritted teeth whispered "Now that you've joined-in, are you going to follow through?" For answer I inserted another finger into her tight bum-hole, and slid them both back and forth.
"You don't have to do that, I have lube, and I've done this before, believe me", then paused, "but maybe not with something so thick or so long -- we shall have to try it and see, yes? Just one more thing; do this properly, because I need it, and so do you, OK?"
I nodded mutely and turned her away from me, to lube up her arsehole and fuck her, the way I now remembered seeing her father fuck my mother so long ago, but she had other ideas.
"Oh no you don't, I want to face you when you assfuck me, I want you to bite my nipples and pull my ass-cheeks apart, I want you to hammer that big cock of yours into my ass until you hit bottom, and I want to see your eyes when you come in my ass!"
Nothing would have given me greater pleasure. Lori had a truly magnificent butt, her taut, springy buttocks, larger, rounder, and more feminine than the boyish backsides currently in vogue, opulent, but not at all excessive. Taut, firm, and bouncy, they quivered slightly with her movements, with no sag or stretch, and the thought of holding those spectacular globes was almost too exciting to contemplate, with the added bonus that I could suck those awesome teats while ramming my cock into her bumhole as hard as I could.
Lori squeezed a spurt of lube onto my finger and said "sit, on the couch, and lube my ass up properly". I duly obliged, but continued rubbing her clitoris with my other hand, making her shudder as she goaded me.
"Go on, you fucker, make me come, rub my pussy juice in my ass as well!"
I kept rubbing and lubricating, while Lori's hands moved to her breasts and began to pinch and pull on her nipples. Suddenly she gasped, her knees sagged and she would have fallen if I hadn't had half my hand in her bum, holding her up.
"That felt good, but that was just a teaser for the main event!" she smiled at me. "Now lie down, Davey, I need to do this slowly."
I lay back, pulling off my tee-shirt and sliding my jeans and briefs off, and my cock sprang up like a flagpole, achingly ready for this ravishing creature, my little sister.
"Mmm, looks like someone needs a fuck" she murmured, straddling me and rubbing the tip of my cock up and down the crack of her backside. She squirted a fingertip of lube on her index finger and rubbed the tip of my cock, almost making me shoot there and then. She must have felt the throb, because she dug her fingernail into my perineum, the sensitive area between my scrotum and anus, the small sharp pain causing me to instantly back away from the brink.
"Oh no you don't, not just yet, I need this full and ready!" she grinned, squeezing me some more as she rubbed and fondled me.
With that, she leaned towards me, allowing me to snag her bottom lip with my teeth in a gentle nip, and whispered into my face "now, pull my ass cheeks apart, I need your help to get this thing inside of me."
I happily complied, any chance to get my hands on her magnificent bum again. Lori leaned back slowly, gingerly engulfing my cock in her backside. I felt the resistance as my cock pushed against her sphincter, listening to her gasp as I slid inexorably into her quivering anus.
"So big, so big, Oh God, slowly, please..." muttered, and then suddenly, with almost an audible 'pop', my cock slid into her backside, and her eyes widened momentarily as my cock slid all the way home.
"Now you can pump me, lover boy, just go slow, OK?" she gritted at me, and, happy to comply, I started pulling apart and squeezing together her bum cheeks while she slid up and down on me.
Lori started a long, slow rhythm, rising and falling, while I enjoyed the fantastic sensation of her tight anus clamping hold of my cock and dragging up and down on it. I was desperate to come, but I wanted to see what she was going to do next, so I kept meeting her rhythm while reciting sections from 'Materia Medica' in my head to divert myself from what I wanted to do most, which was let go and fill up her bum with my hot spunk.
All the while, as she was grinding herself up and down on me, Lori kept pumping and rubbing her clitoris with her left hand, supporting herself with her right hand in the middle of my chest. Her breathing became more ragged as she began to speed-up.
Her orgasm hit her with pile-driver force, her body quivering and shuddering, as she groaned out loud, her sphincter clamping around my cock so tightly it felt like a vice.
I couldn't hold on any longer as my cock head swelled up to what felt like impossible size in the tight confines of her anal canal, and I just started blowing long ropes of spunk into her hot bum, filling her up to the brim, as I came more strongly than I had ever come in my life - I swear I felt my eyes bulge with the release of pressure!
I gasped out "Selective Serotonin Reuptake Inhibitors are a class of compounds typically used as antidepressants...!" which just popped out as the tail-end of my efforts to not come before she did.
Eventually I stopped spraying spunk into her, and Lori slumped onto my chest, murmuring softly as she grazed on my neck, her body still shuddering and quivering as aftershocks rocked and trembled through her. Eventually she stilled, raising up to lick my chin.
"So Doctor Man, how do you like my therapy session, then?" she grinned.
For answer I lifted her head, and kissed her long and passionately, squeezing and kneading her bum while she slowly rubbed up and down against me. After a while, we had to break for air, and Lori leaned up on her elbows and grinned at me.
"I've waited 6 years for that, since I was 13 and saw that picture of you. It felt so good to finally get you to fuck me, Davey, it was definitely worth the wait. What do you want to do now?"
I lay back, savouring the afterglow, but also feeling guilty that the girl I had just sodomised was my sister, but as I lay there, admiring her fabulous figure, with her tumbled black hair, and her swaying breasts as she loomed over me, I only had one thing on my mind; to fuck her again, as many times as possible this wonderful night!



"Let's go find a bedroom, I want to play with you tonight, you dirty-minded little temptress" I grinned at her, and her eyes lit up with mischief as she disengaged from my still hard cock, giving a small gasp as my cock slid out of her, mini orgasms chasing through her body as she quivered above me.
As she rose, she tweaked the end of my cock, a naughty grin on her face.
"So, what the hell was that you just shouted out?"
I blushed as I grinned back.
"I was trying to think of something to stop me coming too quickly -- it was either a medical text or an image of Margaret Thatcher, the Materia Medica won..."
I trailed off as she smiled the dirtiest smile I have ever seen grace a female face.
"It worries me that you can quote stuff like that off the bat, Davey. You have obviously been studying far too hard for far too long, young man," she stated seriously, "but Nurse Lori has just the cure for that. How about we climb into that nice big bed upstairs and you can fuck the shit out of me. You can shove your cock anywhere you like, as many times as you can manage -- if you want, I'll even dress-up for you, I have some very sexy, very slutty outfits, you can road test them for me!"
I wanted!
I stood up, my cock still at half mast, and grabbed her to me, kissing her passionately while squeezing her firm buttocks and rubbing my semi-erect cock against her pussy lips. Lori kissed me back just as fiercely, grinding her pudenda against my cock, hoisting it up to somewhere near full stretch.
Deep-down, I was still trying to process that the girl I had just fucked, and was gearing-up to fuck again, was my little sister, but I had already broken the taboo, so it was a little late to be worrying about that, but I still felt a residual guilt. Right now, though, my cock was in charge, and it knew what it wanted to do.
Lori broke our kiss to look me in the eyes and say, in all seriousness "You are OK with this whole situation aren't you, you know, us fucking together and all? Because this is not a one-night thing for me -- I've wanted you since I don't know when, and now I've got you I want this to go somewhere real, not just become a casual fuck-buddy thing."
I stared back at her, and realised that, under the sheer animal lust, I loved her more than I could articulate, and I knew that I wanted her so hard it hurt, that she was definitely the one for me. The revelation that she had wanted me for so long was a bit of an earth-shaker for me, I had never thought of myself as particularly desirable, and certainly not the stuff that love's impossible dreams are made of...
I looked her in her eyes and said "Lori, I want only you, now and for always. I want to spend my life with you, I want to wake up next to you for the rest of my life, and I want to be the only man for you, forever. A man like me can only dream of a peach like you, and I never want to let you go, do you hear me?"
Her eyes brimmed, and two big tears overflowed and ran down her cheeks as she grinned at me.
"You smooth-talking English bastards are all the same, anything to get in a girl's pants! You had me the first time you kissed me, you silly ass, but it's nice to hear you say it! Now, take me upstairs, I need to freshen-up for round two!"
We adjourned upstairs, where I took the opportunity to grab a quick shower and run a shaver over my face. I had just finished drying-off when Lori stepped into the room, fresh from her own ablutions. She had changed into a low-cut blouse, figure-hugging leggings, and had piled her hair up with one errant curl hanging down onto her face. With her raven hair and glowing white skin she looked innocent and wholesome, and truly, immensely fuckable, and I just wanted to grab her, yank her legs apart, and stick my tongue in her pussy.
Lori, however, had other ideas; it seemed she was in the mood for a little teasing, to which end she kept dancing out of reach every time I made a grab for her, until I managed to connect and drag her close. Her mouth was so inviting I had to kiss her, gently and lightly, and she responded in like manner, our kisses gradually becoming more serious as our mutual arousal began to make itself felt.
I slipped my hands to her hips, and felt the outline of panties under the leggings, which made her giggle. I looked at her quizzically, wondering why she'd gone to all the trouble to get dressed again, seeing as we were up here for only one reason!
In answer to my raised eyebrow, she smiled sweetly at me.
"If you want to fuck me, you're gonna have to strip me, Doctor Dearest!"
Taking her at her word, I tugged at the waist of her leggings, sliding them down past her buttocks, and she wriggled as she slid them down the rest of the way, I continued to fondle and jiggle her buttocks, and slid my finger under the waistband of her panties, preparatory to sliding them off.
"Why are you wearing panties?" I asked her curiously.
She looked at me pityingly.
"Because I know that men like to peel them off slowly, apparently it's a big turn-on for them. Is it the same for you?" she asked, giving my erection a playful tweak.
"I think we'll have these off" I responded, sliding my hands down the sides of her panties and pushing them down.
She was right; I found the act of slowly sliding off her panties extremely stimulating. Lori stepped out of her panties and stood before me, wearing her blouse and high-heels, and stark naked below the waist.
"Oh Doctor, are you going to give me an examination?" she asked in a little-girl voice.
"Oh yes" I replied, "I may have to give you a couple of protein injections as well."
She turned away from me, bent forward slightly, thrusting out her beautiful rump, and reached behind her to pull her cheeks open, making her puckered anus gape.
"Could you do it in there, please, I think I need to have an injection now, the last one seems to have worn off!"
I needed no further prompting, and closed in for the kill. I helped her pull her top off, and eased her down onto the bed, stroking and rubbing her pussy, nibbling her erect nipples, and getting her ready for my cock, because I was going to fuck this beauty rigid tonight!
Lori lay back, pulling me down with her, into a tight and breathless embrace, our lips clamped together and tongues entwined.
"Do me now, I want you to stretch my pussy for me, make this real for me, Davey, now!" she pleaded, and I was happy to oblige.
I shuffled on my knees between her smooth pale thighs, and moved forward to position my cock at her entrance. I was conscious of the way her breasts didn't flatten out, but remained firmly pointing skywards as I gently inched forward.
"Do it now, Davey" she pleaded, and I slowly but firmly thrust my cock home.
She yelped, and locked her arms around my neck, drawing me down to her lips, as I began a slow, in-out motion, sliding my cock deeper with every thrust, with Lori meeting me thrust for thrust. I kept this motion up as she ground herself against me with every thrust, and I could feel her pulse racing as she approached orgasm.
When she came, it was with a power and energy that startled me, her long legs locking around my waist as she pulled me tight against her, while her pussy throbbed and rippled around my straining cock, squeezing me delightfully as orgasm after orgasm raced through her. When she eventually fell back, momentarily sated, she kissed me hungrily and blearily asked me "What about you?"
"Don't you worry my dear," I said in the same calming tone an anaesthetist uses to calm worried housewives, "Doctor Davey has an injection for you to cure you of this temporary attack of nymphomania."
She looked at me blankly for a second or so, understanding dawning on her face as she grinned happily.
"I think I'm ready for my injection now, Doctor!"
I knew what I wanted to do, rolling her onto her front and plumping two pillows under her stomach, to raise her rump in the air. I moved behind her, to lie back down on top of her, reaching under her to cup and squeeze her fabulous breasts. I felt her hand between us, guiding my erection into her back passage, and for the second time that evening, I slid my cock into her willing bumhole.
I tried to resist the urge to pound away, but the memory of what I had witnessed when I was a child, I had seen Mother in bed with Charlie, and it had puzzled me; now of course I fully understood what they'd been doing, and all I wanted to do was re-enact what I had seen; then it had been my mother with her lover, now it was my turn, with my mother's daughter, heating me to frenzy as I fulfilled her demand of earlier in the evening, that I pound her ass until I hit bottom.
I rammed away as hard as I could, Lori alternately squealing and urging me on as she orgasmed again and again. Eventually, the sensations in my cock from her rippling anus, and the feel of her beautiful firm breasts, was enough to bring me to climax again, and once again I filled her with what felt like gallons of spunk.
"Oh God, Davey, that was sensational" she slurred, "you fucked my ass like a madman, it was fucking amazing, thank you!"
I rolled onto my side as my cock softened and reluctantly popped out of her spasming bumhole, kissing her on her ears and neck, and pulling her close to me. Lori wriggled around to face me, so I began kissing her lightly on her lips, nose, and eyelids.
"I've always wondered what that was," I confessed, "ever since I saw Charlie and mother in bed together before my father died."
Lori looked at me in surprise. "I knew that my dad was your father's friend, but I never knew that he and mom were getting it on while your father was still around," she said.
"Oh yes," I told her, "when I saw them do that, my father was in the room, watching, and after father went into hospital, Charlie moved into mother's bedroom, I used to hear them at night, I suppose they were doing more of the same. I think now that father, because he was dying, wanted his best friend to have his wife, because father knew that Charlie would be a good husband to her and a good father to me."
Lori rested her head on my shoulder, her glorious eyes glittering.
"We did alright with our parents, didn't we? After all, if your dad hadn't thrown our mom and my dad together, I wouldn't be here now, banging the man of my dreams, my handsome big brother!"
I grabbed her by her buttocks and pulled her close to me, pressing her glorious breasts against me.
"And I wouldn't be lying here, with the love of my life, my kid sister, pumping spunk into all her holes as hard as I could!
"I haven't had all my holes filled up, at least not yet, you pervert!" she giggled, "I still have a few treats in store for you!" she smirked, gently cupping and squeezing my scrotum.
Even after all our strenuous fucking, my cock was inching up again. I was incredulous, this woman was amazing, she was sex personified! We had been banging away like a pair of rabid raccoons, and now here I was, rearing up for another round, definitely a new experience for me!
Lori winked at me, said "back in a second!" and disappeared into her room. A few seconds later she came back in, this time wearing a white garter belt and white stockings. "Like it?" she asked, posing for me with her arms behind her neck, breasts and sculpted rear end thrust out, glossy black curls cascading down her back, pouting a kiss at me, looking for all the world like a 50's pin-up centrefold .
"Oh God yes, come here!" I responded.
"Uh-uh, first things first!" she grinned, wiping my cock down with an antiseptic wipe, squeezing me even as she cleaned me down, making sure I stayed interested; as though I could be anything but straining at the leash with that vision of hotness hovering around me!"
When she'd finished, Lori climbed onto the bed on all fours, and said to me with a cheeky grin "Now you get to fill my pussy, are you man enough?"
I leapt to the challenge, moving behind her to pull her into a kneeling position, her sculpted hindquarters and slim waist accentuating the flare of her hips, offering a view guaranteed to tempt a saint into sinning with gusto and imagination.
I closed in right behind her, and she reached back and linked her hands behind my neck, which had the effect of thrusting out her breasts, giving me a double handful of warm girl-flesh to hold on to. I eased her knees apart with my knees, took a firm hold, and managed to hit her pussy dead on first time, with no fumbling around.
Lori gasped at my rapid entry, and let go of my neck to grab hold of the bed head. I kept a firm hold of her incredible breasts, to give me enough leverage to keep thrusting as hard as I could. I was extremely stimulated by this position, as I had a perfect view of my cock powering in and out between her fabulous buttocks, and her smooth back arched inwards to keep her breasts jutting out, and the firmness of her breasts in my clutching hands, her nipples hard as cherry stones. I couldn't last for long like this, but I remembered to ask her if she had protection.
"Don't worry; I've been on the pill for years, so you can top up my tank if you've got the stuff, Lover Boy!" she gasped back at me. At that, I shot my third load into this beautiful girl, and once again I came so hard it astonished me. Lori had obviously been having a string of orgasms, and when I finally withdrew she rolled over, put her arms around my neck, and clamped her lips on mine.
"Thank you David, that was amazing, you fuck good for an Englishman!" she grinned. "Maybe you should get some sleep now, you're going to need your rest for later! However, darling boy, if you do get the urge during the night, please feel free to just climb on and prod away, I won't mind, honestly!"
I grinned happily at her.
"You are a very rude young woman; I may just take you up on that!"
It was all bravado, though; for the moment, I was sated. However, I was more than happy to have this ravishing creature, my beautiful sexpot sister, naked and available in my bed, so I kissed her while sliding a finger into her accommodating anus.
"If you're going to keep doing that, I'd better keep the lube close by, just in case" she whispered, squeezing my cock and licking my lips.
I pulled her close, with her head in the angle of my shoulder and my arms around her, relaxed, happy, and content for the first time in what felt like forever.
I awoke with a definite pleasurable sensation in my groin and cock; a warm soft suctioning, gentle and urgent. I opened my eyes fully, to see a pair of blue eyes twinkling at me, as Lori suckled my cock and gently squeezed my balls.
"That's a hell of a wake-up call, you know" I croaked at her, as she removed her mouth from my now rampant cock and grinned at me.
"I wanted to do this last night, but you passed-out, Doctor Sleepy-head", so, as I put your ass to sleep, I am the boss of the bedroom!"
"Come here and we'll see who's the boss of the bedroom" I growled, and she obliged by kneeling upright, giving me the full panoramic viewing experience of her magnificent body.
"There's something I want you to do for me" she said, and scooted up the bed to me, planted a big, soulful kiss on my lips, and turned away from me to straddle me so she was sitting on my chest, facing my cock
"You know what I want, off you go, you English horn dog!" she grinned back over her shoulder, leaning down to resume sucking my cock, presenting her beautiful backside and pussy for my delectation.
I needed no further urging, pulling her by her hips into position and grabbing a double handful of firm, bouncy girl-flesh. I peered at every inch of the view before me, taking my time to wonder at the marvelous scenery, pulling her buttocks apart to examine every crevice and pucker.
"Get on with it, Davey!" she murmured, gently scraping my cock head with her a teeth as a playful warning and reminder of what she had in her mouth.
I grinned to myself and pulled her scenic bum down to face level, to slowly begin licking and gently rimming her anus. Lori squealed in delight as I probed her rosebud further, quivering in time to my tongue-thrusts into her secret place, and her hand snaked down to start rubbing her clitoris and penetrating her pussy.
I licked away happily as she frigged herself, until I could sense her orgasm building, so I slid my thumb into her damp and slightly looser bum-hole, and flicked my tongue over her bean-hard clitoris.
That did it. Lori clamped hold of my cock with her lips, and sucked like a madwoman as she came, rasping her tongue over the sensitive slit in the tip of my cock. That tipped me over, I couldn't hold back any longer, and I came like cannon, bucking my hips, my cock pulsing and jerking as I unloaded jet after jet of hot spunk into her willing mouth, giving her a Spunk-Shake, extra creamy.
Again, I astonished myself with how hard I came; I had been sucked-off before, by some very hot girls, but none as gorgeous as Lori and none of them had ever had the effect on me that she was having.
We both came down from the euphoria, Lori slumping down to lay her head on my groin, while I was content to keep viewing her exquisite, scenic little pucker and bare pussy.
Eventually, and far too soon for my liking, she reared up, and looked back over her shoulder at me, with a satisfied smile, which metamorphosed into a cheeky grin, her bottom lip caught between her teeth, and her warm little hand rubbing my still semi-hard cock.
"So, Stud, what do you want to do now?" she smiled, flicking my cock lightly with a fingertip, making it plain what SHE wanted to do now!
"I want to fuck you 'til you scream, you minxy little sexpot!" I smiled "but first, I want to talk, then I want a shower, then I need some breakfast; you dragged me into bed last night without letting me have any dinner, now the inner man is crying out for nourishment. I definitely feel the need to feed."
"So talk, Doctor Man, what's so important that it has to get in the way of more nookie with a side-order of ass-fucking?"
I pulled her down beside me on the bed, noting once again how her spectacular body seemed to fit my image of the ideal woman in every way; my cock took notice as well, hardening even more as this beautiful naked girl, the little girl I had grown up with, my sister, wriggled wantonly against me. I had to resist mightily the urge to suckle greedily on her nipples while I groped her sexy body, as I had something hugely important I needed to say to her.
"This is important, Lori" I started "not just pillow-talk, this is about where we go from here."
Lori looked at me with slight apprehension in her eyes, so I decided to head that one off before she got the wrong idea. I slipped both hands under and cupped her buttocks, dragging her into full-skin-on-skin contact with me, my cock lying between us.
"Lori," I began, "I know we are family, but that's immaterial now. What's happened has happened, and I can't unmake it happen, nor would I ever want that, not in a million years. I realised last night that you are more, so much more than just my half-sister. I've fallen in love with you, and I love the feeling. I lay awake half the night thinking about how I feel about you, about what you mean to me, and I know there's no-one else for me. When I came home, I was coming home for the worst reason in the world, not to fall in love. You changed all that, in just one night. Now I know I can never walk away from you. I mean to have you and keep you with me for the rest of my life, as my lover...and my wife, if you'll have me."
Lori gasped, and grabbed my face to look deep into my eyes. Whatever she saw there, she knew it was the pure, unalloyed truth, and her glorious eyes brimmed over as she slid her arms around my neck, pulling me in tight for a kiss that lasted forever.



At last we surfaced, and Lori looked at me with a straight and serious expression on her face.
"David Denham," she said, something she only called me when she was being completely serious, "I want to be everything to you, surely you must know that, but how can we do that, I'm your sister!"
"No, half-sister, and yes, we're related, but born in different countries and we have different fathers, that might make a big difference. I thought long and hard about this very issue last night, while you were snoring", I replied; she punched me in the arm, so I continued, "and I don't really see that there is an issue. We have different surnames, we have different parents (well, mostly!), and we're from different parts of the world, so there's really nothing to connect us. I'm already a qualified doctor, trained at one of the world's most prestigious teaching hospitals, so getting licensed to practice in the state of Maine should be a doddle. This house is in your name, so you'll always have a home and security here, if that's what you want. I love you, and I intend to be with you forever, wherever. I want you to believe that, because I know I'm in love with you, and I want you to be perfectly happy every day of your life."
Lori said nothing, just stared at me with her eyes getting wider as I laid-out my arguments for staying together.
"Why did you buy this house in my name?" she eventually asked. I reminded her that when I had asked to come to England, she had refused, had insisted that her place was with her parents. With both her parents gone, I was the only family, and I felt it was my duty to make sure she was well provided for.
"I couldn't think of a way to persuade you to come with me, as you had made it clear you wanted to stay here, and yesterday I had decided to stay here, and practice in Maine, rather than be separated half a world away from you, my little sister. The deeds for the house are with my solicitor's in London, to be certain no-one could ever take it from you. As a fallback for you, there's also $500,000 in your name in an account in a bank in Boston, it's been there since I was 18 and gained control of my trust-fund, because you're the most important person in my world, and you always have been; even when you were an annoying, scraggy brat!"
"David, I want to be your wife, I want to live with you and grow old together, and most of all I want to make babies with you, which should be a lot of fun! I want to go wherever you will be happiest, because if you're happy, then I'll be happy, plus I think London would be interesting. I know I said before that I didn't want to go to England, but that was before I snared you with my womanly wiles, and I definitely don't want you to quit your training, not after you've come so far! I want you to become the surgeon you want to be, and I only want to be wherever you are, holding you up when you need it, and holding your hand when it gets tough. We'll be fine, trust me. Your generosity is astonishing, but I can't accept your money; your father intended that to be used to ease your life."
"Nonsense" I retorted," it was intended to better my life and I can't think of a better way of living my life than with you in it. Just think of all the fun we'll have spending it! Maybe on some floozy outfits like those you promised me!"
"Thank you, Davey" she replied, "I want to be your own personal floozy, so you'll have to help me pick out the outfits that make you hot! Oh, and one more thing, 'Scraggy Brat', eh?" she grinned as she nipped my scrotum with the nails on her thumb and forefinger, nearly making me jump out of my skin, then kissed me again, harder, and whispered in my ear, "Will you marry me, Doctor Man?"
"Oh yes" I replied" and now I want to seal the deal before you change your mind!"
"Why Doctor Denham, whatever do you mean?" she flirted, giving my rapidly erecting cock a squeeze and rubbing her thumb over the swelling end, which was all it needed to jump up to full stretch.
Lori began nibbling my lips, my tongue, my ears, while simultaneously sliding her hand up and down my cock. My hands were busy with their own exploration of this beautiful young temptress's nubile body, pinching her nipples, lightly squeezing and moulding her large, jutting breasts, feeling-up her taut, springy buttocks and tight, puckered anus, and lightly rubbing her pussy lips and hooded clitoris.
At last she pulled away from me to lie on her back, invitation in her eyes, and I accepted, leaning over her to kiss her full lips while I groped and plundered her pussy.
"Come here, husband-to-be, and show me how you make babies!" she invited me in a throaty stage-whisper, and once again, I hovered over her while she manoeuvred my cock into position. Once she signalled she was ready, I pushed myself into her tight pussy in one long, slow glide, watching. My cock felt more engorged than ever before, perhaps because I was so turned-on, and I began the old, old rhythm, with Lori meeting me thrust for thrust, lifting her pelvis off the bed to meet each thrust.
I was savouring the whole experience, the sight of her stunning breasts quivering with each thrust, her the feel of her hands rubbing and clenching my back, the sheen of sweat on her forehead and between her breasts, the sight of her biting her lip as her orgasms fluttered through her, when she suddenly stopped thrusting back at me and clamped her vaginal constrictor muscles around my cock, stopping me dead in my tracks.
"Whoa, there, Tex, this ain't no rodeo, slow down, I have a surprise for you" she said, smiling mischievously at me. With that she released the pressure on my cock, causing me to slip out of her, and raised her pelvis off the bed.
She took hold of my cock, and, with her midsection raised off the bed, guided my cock to her pink puckered bum hole.
"Now, Davey" she urged me, and I didn't need any further encouragement, as I speared my cock into her tight hole, causing her to groan, and gasp out "OH MY GOD!"
As I continued to plow into her backside, she began threshing and bucking, alternating between gasping "Oh yes, Oh YES!" with "fuck me Davey, harder, HARDER, oh my God, this is so fucking good!" I loved fucking her backside this way, I had all the benefits of her tightness, plus I could bite and lick her nipples, kiss her lips and neck, and watch her eyes as she orgasmed. Lori spread her legs wide, lifting them with her hands behind her knees, enabling me to penetrate her even deeper.
Alas, I am just a weak and feeble human being, and there's only so much a man can take. I had been holding back while orgasm after orgasm chased through her, now she reached under and grabbed my scrotum, squeezing just enough to dissolve my self control, and again I blasted my spunk into her tight, hot anal tube. Her rapidly contracting and rippling anal canal milked every drop of spunk from my cock while she let out a scream they must have heard in Portland, before collapsing under me with her hands fluttering up and down my back. I watched as her orgasmic aftershocks rippled and died away, her breathing eventually slowing and becoming even again. At last her eyes fluttered open as she smiled at me.
"Now I don't know how those country girls do it in England, but THAT is a good old-fashioned Iowa Ass-Fuck!" she giggled.
I could only nod in approval, but once I got my strength back, I was going to applaud. Then I was going to do it again...
I slumped down, for the moment, completely sated.
"NOW may I have some breakfast, you wicked woman?" I teased her, "so far you've had all the protein today, unfortunately most of it has been injected up inside your backside. I am really feeling the need to feed, so how about helping me get some sustenance, you scandalous little trollop?"
Lori grinned back "Why Doctor D, I thought you enjoyed fucking naughty little trollops in the ass, I know you certainly gave me an ass-full this morning! How about we make a deal; I make you breakfast, and, when the inner man is satisfied, we play dress-up so you can jungle-fuck me in whichever hole you get to first. Whoever passes out first buys dinner, OK?"
"Sounds good to me," I replied, at which she sat up and swung around to get off the bed. Even the way she did that made my cock twitch; the sight of her exquisitely sculpted pneumatic buttocks moulding themselves as she sat was almost more than mortal man could bear, and I had to revert to more mental gymnastics to prevent another erection; at this precise moment, I was in no condition for another strenuous fuck with this gorgeous girl! She slipped on one of my shirts and padded from the room to go off and make breakfast, while I staggered into the shower to try and re-energise for what was to follow after breakfast.
All freshened-up and wearing only clean CK trunks I followed the scent of bacon crisping and warm pancakes to the breakfast kitchen and Lori.
"You know what a man likes for breakfast, don't you, Darling Girl" I commented, sliding my arms around her and giving her boobs a quick rub.
Lori flashed me a quick grin and a blown kiss. "I also know what goes well with breakfast," she retorted, turning to the breakfast table and leaning on it, sticking out her rump and arching her back, causing her shirt to slide up to flash her awesome backside at me, reminding me that she had plans for later. I decided I had better fortify myself while I had the chance; it looked like I was in for a long morning!
We sat and chatted over breakfast like any ordinary couple, lingering over coffee while the morning brightened up. It was a summer morning as they can only manage in Maine, and I found myself wishing I had come back more often. Still, I was here now, and I was going to make the most of it. Lori helped me clear up after we had finished, with just the occasional playful tweak of my crotch and flash of her nakedness under the shirt, and I made a fresh pot of coffee.
We took our coffees into the sitting room, and lounged around for a while, Lori sitting cross-legged on the sofa, with me posted on the old rocker recliner chair. I found myself staring at the juncture of Lori's legs, barely covered by my shirt, which was much too big for her -- it was a bespoke shirt, cut to fit me, and I was surprised she had room for her gorgeous tits in there, although she had wisely refrained from buttoning it up; the buttons would probably have popped across the room if she taken a deep breath...
We continued chatting, about her life while I was gone, life for me at boarding school, and other small-talk, and as she relaxed, she moved to lie down on her stomach, resting on her elbows with her hands supporting her face, and with her feet up in the air behind her, crossed at the ankles. She looked furiously sexy in this pose, all the more so because she was completely unconscious of it.
It was having an effect on me, though, and eventually Lori raised one eyebrow and said "I think you've recovered enough, English-boy, let's go, I feel like some contact sport!"
I needed no further urging; with the fire in my belly put out, another one had kindled lower down, and she could plainly see my arousal, so I headed over to the couch to squeeze and caress my beautiful pin-up girl of a sister.
Lori reached up and hooked my neck, pulling me down to her lips, while I slid my hand up the back of her shirt to run my hand up and down her back, from the nape of her neck to the top of her buttock crevice.
She then turned her back on me, and slowly slid her shirt off her shoulders and down, giving me the maximum amount of viewing time of her fuck-muffin body. It would be true to say that at this point that my world centered on the ache in my groin as my cock limbered-up for another point-and-shoot session!
I moved in behind her, placing my hands on her shoulders, kneading gently. "Mmmmm," she luxuriated," feels good, you have good hands, Doctor Man," reaching behind her to slip her hands down my briefs, pushing them down to free my cock so she could and squeeze it, "and a lovely stiff dick, too; what do you plan on doing with it?"
For answer, I pulled her in close, letting my cock lie in the cleft of her warm bum-cheeks. "Oh THAT!" breathed Lori, "you should have said so, works for me..."
She leaned forward, resting her forearms on the back of the couch, sticking-out her lovely rump with an inviting wriggle, a target too inviting to pass up. I let my hand drift down and around, to gently caress her pussy, slowly becoming more insistent, more invasive as I worked my index finger into her warm wetness.
"You're a naughty, dirty-minded young man" whispered Lori, "whatever are you doing to me? Are you trying to fuck me? If you do, I'll tell my big brother, he'll soon settle your nonsense...Ooooh" as I flicked my finger against her clitoris, making her jump, and causing her buttocks to jiggle invitingly around my cock.
She reached behind, to hold her cheeks open, and I guided my raging erection into her warm wet pussy, sliding my cock in and out, slipping my hands up to her lovely firm breasts, squeezing, rubbing, pinching her nipples, making her pant and buck.
Lori reached behind me to hold on to the back of my neck with her left hand, to support herself while she frigged away at her pussy with her right, and the combination of her rubbing and my thrusting soon had her in the throes of orgasm, the sensations of which, plus my hands clamped around her mind-blowing breasts and her warm globular buttocks bouncing against my lower belly, caused me to come again, as forcefully as before, pumping my man-fat into her as hard as my body could pump, leaving me weak-kneed and breathless, the blood thundering in my ears.
"Take me upstairs" she breathed; "I have some outfits I want to show you", and so, holding hands, we headed back upstairs, Lori deliberately ahead of me on the stairs so I could watch her phenomenal bare backside bounce and jiggle as she climbed the stairs. When we got to the top of the stairs, she squeezed my still semi-erect cock.
"Go in the bedroom and wait for me, Davey, I'll be a couple of minutes."
I went into my bedroom and lay down on the bed, wondering what she was going to do next. A few minutes later in she walked, wearing a black PVC minidress, seamed stockings and stiletto heels, with her hair tumbled over one shoulder and a black velvet choker. I nearly came there and then. Gone was the playful girl I had just had breakfast with, in her place was this stunning seductress, a full-on Hollywood vamp, sleek, cool, overpoweringly sexy. I made a move to grab her and she shimmied out of reach.
"Uh-Uh, naughty, naughty, no touching; Just enjoy the show, the main event comes later, so lay back and enjoy!" she ordered me.
There followed, in quick succession, a blizzard of naughty costumes, beginning with a very suggestive, slutty Candy-Striper, with ponytail and hair ribbons, a Naughty Secretary with glasses, thigh-split pencil skirt and sprayed-on white blouse with a black lace bra, very sexy, a demure schoolgirl with plaid miniskirt and very questionable lingerie, and a Boardwalk Poseur, in a golden tankini, looking like gold-dipped dental floss, complete with stilettos, sunhat and Police sunglasses, very Copacabana Beach!
The last outfit was what did it for me. Lori posed in a black, figure-hugging 1940's Veronica Lake-style night-club singer's dress, with a plunging neckline and the back cut away low enough to reveal just a hint of her buttock crevice, with both her lumbar dimples plainly visible, the whole outfit topped off with elbow-length black gloves, costume diamond rings, and black platform stilettos, with her hair piled high. She looked like Jessica Rabbit's debauched brunette sister, an opinion my cock agreed with, judging by the way it jumped to attention.
"So, what's the verdict, Hot-shot?" she breathed at me.
I, of course, was completely bowled over by this look, and could only grab her and kiss her neck and throat while running my hands up and down her back and buttocks, squeezing my hands into the cleft of her buttocks to rub her anal pucker and lift and separate her glorious bum-cheeks. I could tell by the warmth and looseness of her backside that she wasn't wearing any underwear, not even a thong, and this excited me even more. When I was a boy, I had adored Carolyn Jones, in her 'Morticia Addams' role in 'The Addams Family' TV series, the clinging black evening dress with the cutaway back, and now here was a real-life beauty dressed like that, in my arms, waiting for me to strip and fuck her.
Lori gently pushed me away from her, and began a slow, burlesque-style strip, giving me the maximum exposure of her body as she shrugged herself out of the slinky dress to stand in front of me spread-legged, her lovely long legs encased in sheer seamed black hold-up stockings, her platform shoes making her legs look impossibly long. She posed like that for a minute or so, slowly turning to give me a view of her lovely backside. The sight of her gloved hands sliding all over her pneumatic buttocks was almost too much for me. As the climax to the show, Lori slipped off her gloves, and, bending forward and arching her back to make her tits and buttocks protrude, she licked her right index finger and slid it into her anus, while looking at me over her shoulder, her left hand over her smiling mouth, like a little girl caught doing something naughty.
That was it! All restraint gone, I closed in on her, spinning her round to kiss her fiercely, sliding my hands up and down her back and buttocks, to jam my finger into her anus as she had done. Lori's eyes shot wide open; she yanked my briefs down, snagging my painfully erect cock before finally freeing it, and slid to her knees, sliding her lips over my cock and bobbing her head up and down as she sucked.
Much as I liked this, I was in the mood for more physical contact, so I pulled her to her feet and guided her backwards onto the edge of the bed. Once accomplished, I grabbed her ankles and, in one rapid move, pulled her legs up and over as far as I could, until her crotch was almost pointing at the ceiling, her anus stretched open. Lori guessed what I was up to, and lay back and stretched her arms out, ready to enjoy the ride.
Now that I had unrestricted access to her pussy and bumhole, I wasted no time in lapping at them, tasting her soft juices and sucking at her clitoris in its little hood. Lori began to make small mewing noises, indicating to me that I was doing something right, and I in turn began to make more serious stabs with my tongue at her exposed woman flesh; the more I stabbed and lapped, the more she mewed, until I gently scraped her clitoris with my teeth, which caused her to writhe around on the bed, whimpering. I then licked all the way from her clitoris to her anus, stabbing my tongue into her anus, which was enough to set her off, and when I rubbed her clitoris with my thumb while sticking my tongue in her arse she began to come, in waves and ripples that seemed to go on and on.
When her orgasm had subsided, Lori scooted herself further up the bed and pulled me to her, putting my hand on her pussy to let me know she wanted me to fuck her. Again, I grabbed her ankles, and pulled her into my favourite position, 'The Pile driver', and rammed my cock into her pussy, enjoying the leverage and angle of penetration this position offered, while she draped her legs over my shoulders. I don't know how long we kept this up, but eventually Lori, who had been orgasming almost continually through all this, asked me to ease-up, she wanted to do something else. I obliged, and she got on all fours, saying "Now, Lover-boy, fuck me properly!"
I shuffled on my knees up behind her, and squeezed my cock into her pussy.
Lori dropped her face onto the pillow, which made her rump stick straight up in the air, and gave me her hips to hang on to. I was enjoying the sight of her completely exposed pussy, with her bum hole winking at me, when she reared up on all fours, and said "stop a second, there's something we need to do". So saying she pulled my cock out of her pussy and jammed it straight into her anus! I was now so hot that all I wanted to do was blow my load inside her, and Lori helped me by reaching under and rubbing her clitoris until she began to come, again, and, as the ripples and fluttering of her uterus drummed against her anal tube, she squeezed my scrotum, making me lose all restraint and shooting my load into her hot and willing anus.



I collapsed on top of her, the pair of us too fucked-out to do more than nibble-kiss each other as the ripples died away. Eventually I recovered enough to roll off this perfect creature, making her moan in satisfaction. Her stockings were in tatters, so I slid off her platforms and pulled off her stockings, undid her velvet choker, and rolled her into my arms. I kissed her on her nose, and she made a little whickering sound before snuggling down into my arm, completely worn out.
I was satisfied, but I suppose I had more stamina, as I wasn't tired, just basking in the afterglow, so I let her sleep while I thought about how we would live our lives together, and where we should do it.
After about 2 hours Lori woke, to see me freshly showered, shaved, and smelling attractively spicy (or so the aftershave claimed; I thought it smelled like mouthwash).
"What happened, Davey?" she asked in a slightly disoriented way.
"I put your ass to sleep, you little sexpot you, so now...you...owe... me ...dinner!" I sing-song'd at her.
Lori turned on her stomach, pulling a pillow under her midriff to raise her lovely bum in the air, and opened her legs wide.
"There you are, pervert-boy, diner's open, come and get it while it's hot!" she leered, looking hot as all fuck!
"Oh no, you don't get out of it that easily, sister of mine!" I admonished, "You lost a bet, so I want a lobster dinner, compete with all the trimmings, at the very least. But, I think I will have your pie for dessert!"
Lori grinned at that, her splayed open thighs and sticky, spunky anus making a very tempting sight.
"Are all English boys as corrupt and perverted as you, or did I just get lucky?" she asked in a voice dripping with salacious curiosity.
I grinned back, still enthralled by the deliciously panoramic view in front of me.
"Seems I was the lucky one, to catch an angel like you, complete with a mind like a dredger bucket!"
Lori rolled onto her back, laughing, and once again I marvelled at how her perfect breasts seemed to be unaffected by gravity, her coral pink nipples pointing proudly at the ceiling. Lori caught the direction of my look and said "You're a doctor, you should know the name of this condition", flicking her nipples idly, "It's called Biggus Titticus Maximus, only affects girls with minds like mine."
I struggled to keep a straight face, but couldn't help myself; she looked so adorable with that look of mock solemnity on her face.
"Get dressed, you evil trollop, we have plans to make, and shopping to do, and don't worry, dinner's on me -- unless you would rather I ate it off you, I understand that's quite popular in Japan..."
"Get lost, you deviant" she retorted. She grinned impishly at me, then knelt up on the bed with an angelic expression on her face, pressing her hands together as though she was praying, intoning "Dear God, please protect me from this awful pervert, he keeps sticking his big pee-pee in my wee-wee and my pooper- hole, I'm afraid if he stays around too long, he might try and have sex with me...Amen."
I grinned at this.
"You're a very bad girl, wife of mine, remind me later to jam something into you, but for now, please, get your panties and put some clothes on, something decent, for goodness' sake, there are oldies around, I'd like to have lunch somewhere where we don't get asked to leave."
"Wife" said Lori, musingly, "I like the sound of that, sounds better than 'sister', remind me to hold you to it...Oh, OK, I'll let you buy me lunch, and dinner, if you feel you can stretch that far, Captain Moneybags, but you still owe me a long, hard Jungle-Fuck, with extra gorilla-humping!"
"It will be my pleasure," I retorted, "and if you want to talk about 'stretching', well, I think I managed that pretty well last night and this morning! Anyway, I'm not going to argue, I have a surprise for you, and you need to get dressed to see it, because it's in town, so get a wriggle and a jiggle on, you naughty little strumpet!"
Lori stretched and yawned, looking for all the world like one of those big-breasted 1940's Varga or Petty pin-up girls, with her jet-black hair piled up on her head, a couple of errant strands tumbling down to frame her beautiful face, and her large, perfect breasts jutting out, her tiny waist accentuating the jut of her breasts and the curve of her rump, at once sweet and wholesome, and yet also indescribably wanton and immensely fuckable. God, I wanted her, and the sight of her kneeling on the bed was doing things to me....
"Margaret Thatcher, Margaret Thatcher..." I mumbled to myself, struggling to prevent the picture in front of me from causing the inevitable arousal.
"What did you say, Davey?" she asked.
"Oh, nothing" I said, "just going over what I wanted to do this afternoon."
"Does that include me?" she enquired with a grin, sliding gracefully off the bed and pressing her magnificent mammaries against me as she pecked me on the cheek , sliding her hands down and around to clench my buttocks, hard... Damn, MARGARET THATCHER, MARGARET THATCHER, MARGARET THATCHER.....
"Get dressed, darling, we have places to be and things to do, so get a move on" I chided her, my voice catching just a little. Lori responded by grabbing my crotch playfully and blowing me a kiss.
"But I still want to play" she breathed sexily, her mouth making an adorable pout.
(Oh Shit, MARGARET THATCHER, MARGARET THATCHER, MARGARET THATCHER...)
"Look Lori, the lions are roaring, I want something solid to eat! Besides, we can't go into town smelling of sex, what would the neighbours say?"
Lori grinned back at me "Well, at least the smell of sex is a good natural perfume; after all, you must be giving off pheromones in clouds right now. And, while we're on the subject of smells, why do you smell like you showered in mouthwash?"
I smacked her on her rump. "Get moving you, I told you, I have a surprise for you."
Lori pulled me down to her and planted a hot, sexy kiss on my lips, and started to wriggle against me most fetchingly. It took all my will-power (or won't-power) to gently disengage her and send her on her way with a gentle pinch in that adorable crease where the female Gluteus Maximus curves down to meet the top of the thigh.
20 minutes later, a freshly showered and made-up Lori reappeared, in a deceptively modest pair of black leggings, white shirt tied off to leave her midriff bare, just a hint of lacy bra showing at the neckline, and kitten heels. I looked closely at her leggings, as I now knew Lori was perfectly capable of wearing something that looked modest and demure indoors, but would probably become semi-transparent in full sunlight, to perfectly outline the lips of her pussy; what we in England call 'mutterers' - you can see the lips moving, but you can't quite make out the words...
"Relax, Davey, there's 11-year olds wearing this around town, and I'm wearing a thong!" she commented, cheekily pulling down the back of her leggings to show me the thong disappearing into the shadowed cleft between her lovely buttocks - Oh God, if I had had the time, I would have gone around with her again, and she knew it!
We drove into town, to a small Bistro famous for its lobster and oysters with Guinness, and had a very satisfying seafood lunch, then we walked hand-in-hand through town, 'til we came to my intended destination.
"Kane's Jewellery?" queried Lori. I smiled at her and led her inside, and asked for Mrs. Kane, the proprietor.
"Doctor Denham" Mrs. Kane greeted me, "I have the selection you requested, and I take it this is the young lady?"
"Yes indeed Mrs. Kane" I replied. "Lori?"
Lori looked at me in slight puzzlement, understanding dawning as Mrs. Kane brought out a tray of diamond engagement rings.
"Darling, please pick out the ring you want, the sky's the limit, so don't be bashful!"
Lori again looked at me, and whispered "Why am I looking at these rings?"
"Because I can hardly marry you without getting engaged first, you silly arse" I grinned back at her, "I'm old-fashioned that way."
Lori stood still, gazing at the tray of sparkling stones, transfixed by so much light and glitter, probably more wealth in one place than she had seen in her entire life, then pointed to a simple platinum band with a dense diamond cluster.
"I like that one" she whispered.
Mrs Kane looked at me enquiringly, then removed the ring from the tray, and passed it to Lori for her to hold up to the light and inspect.
"Is this the one you want, darling?" I asked her, she just nodded and squeezed my hand in hers.
"Thank you, Mrs. Kane, this is the one we want," I said, and handed her my credit card. We waited while she went through the whole transaction business and brought my card back to me.
"Thank you Doctor Denham, your young lady has exceedingly good taste, if I may be so bold, almost 5-carats of flawless white diamonds, no inclusions, I guarantee; a real heirloom piece."
"Lori has excellent taste," I replied, "she comes from the very best of families!"
Lori squeezed my hand again, and smiled tremulously as I slipped the ring on her ring finger, kneeling down to ask her the time-honoured question.
"Lori, will you marry me?" The store went silent.
"Yes, I will marry you Davey" she replied, blushing prettily, and all the other customers and staff applauded.
"Davey, how much did that ring cost?" asked a wide-eyed Lori as we walked away.
"None of your business," I replied, "I wanted to give you something that means forever, diamonds fit the bill, so you got diamonds. Just thank your lucky stars we don't feel the same way about cow-pats!"
Once again she punched me on the arm, more of a playful dunt than a regular slap.
"Be serious, David, this is more than anyone has ever done for me, ever!"
"That's because I love you" I replied simply, letting her see the truth in my eyes.
Lori looked at me with slightly blurry eyes.
"She called me your 'young lady'; I was just wondering what she would have called me if she knew that three hours ago your 'young lady' was pumping your cock in and out of her ass!"
"Maybe she would have said something like "I remember how that used to be!'" I replied with a broad grin, "you are a devil woman, Lori Keene, with a mouth like a well-digger's shovel; fortunately, you also fuck like a champion, so, on balance, I think I'll keep you! Let's go home, now that my inner-man has been satisfied, his brother lower down wants to play with your jiggly bits!"
We returned to the car and drove back to the house in happy silence, Lori leaning back in her seat and looking at me speculatively, occasionally nibbling her lower lip. I knew that gesture by now, it meant some new sexual misbehaviour was brewing in that dirty little mind of hers, and I felt a delicious tightening in my groin in anticipation of what was to come.
We got in, and sat down on the couch, Lori on my lap, straddling me, pecking small kisses on my face and neck. I could feel my cock hardening, and began untying her shirt, beginning the pleasurable task of stripping her for playtime. Lori, while she went along with it, obviously had something on her mind, and eventually grabbed my wandering hands, saying "Stop it, you pervert, I want to talk to you for a minute!"
"It had better be a minute; I want to get down to things, all your lovely jiggly things, as a matter of fact!" I leered.
"Stop it Davey, I'm trying to be serious! I want us to go to England!" she blurted out.
I looked at her in surprise.
"That was a quick decision, Kitten, what brought this on?"
Lori looked at me levelly and began to explain her decision.
"David, I know you always wanted to be surgeon, like your father, and that's what I want for you as well, but you have to finish your training. Don't throw away all your years of study just because of me! I want you to finish your surgical training in England, you were almost there, and you left it to come here and take care of us. Now there's only me, and I'll be at home wherever you are. Marry me and take me home with you, finish your training and be the kind of surgeon your father would have been proud of. Over here, what are you going to do? Be a country doctor in rural Maine? You were meant for more than that..."
I was so overwhelmed by this girl's simple trust in me that I could barely speak.
At last I managed to croak out "Are you sure you know what you're saying? I'll be gone a lot, and I mean a lot. Surgical residency in a teaching hospital in England means tight schedules and full calendars, we'd have precious little time together for the first couple of years, and I won't be able to set my own case-load until I get to be a consultant, at least 2 years after qualifying, probably more; are you sure you want that, that you can handle that?"
Lori simply looked at me, her eyes telling me she'd already decided.
"I'll make myself handle it; it's what I want for you and us; I just want to be your wife."
I looked at her in wonder, humbled by her trust, and love, hardly able to believe my luck that someone so ravishing could love and trust me so completely.
"Lori," I said, "I promise you faithfully that your life with me will hold all the things you ever wanted, I promise you will never go without, and that you will also never have cause to doubt me. I love you more than anything on this planet, and I only want to spend my life making you happy, contented, safe and secure, Oh, and pregnant!"
Lori welled up, and, as I kissed her tears away, she grinned at me.
"I've said it before, and I'll say it again; you smooth-talking English fuckers will say anything to get in a country girl's pants!"
I laughed out loud, and kissed her, she responded with abandon, flicking her tongue around my lips as I kissed and nuzzled her. My wandering hands had resumed, and they roamed over her lovely backside and up her blouse, trying to find her bra-snap.
"It unsnaps at the front" she whispered, "didn't you ever sneak a peek at any of Mom's lingerie catalogues?"
Actually, I hadn't, so I followed her lead and freed her lovely, firm breasts, squeezing and lightly pinching her nipples, kneading the firm girl-flesh as our tongues explored more ardently.
Lori was squirming on my lap, frigging herself against my by-now bone-hard erection, as I slid my hand down the back of her leggings to cup her firm buttocks and pull her in closer to me.
"Upstairs, Davey...need more room..." she panted, so with one last nibble of her bottom lip, I helped her to stand and she pulled me upright. We looked at each other, and bolted for the stairs, Lori beating me to the top, which suited me fine, as I again got to watch her superb bum jiggle as she ran up the stairs. I took them two at a time, a couple of seconds behind her, and hustled her into what had become our bedroom, yanking at her leggings with one hand while I tugged my polo-shirt over my head and fumbled with my Dockers. I levered off my loafers and turned to finish stripping Lori, but she had just qualified for the Olympic Freestyle Stripping for a Fuck team, standing there naked and swinging her thong around her index finger, grinning, with her lower lip caught between her teeth.
"What kept you?" she asked, one eyebrow raised in query.
I moved in to grab her, but Lori held up her finger.
"Just got to get some more lube!" she said, popping out and then back in. I had climbed onto the bed, naked except for a big grin and an even bigger hard on, something Lori noted as she opened the tube of lubricant gel and squeezed some onto my fingertip.
"Glad to see you're recovered, you know the drill, Doctor Man, lube me up!"
So saying, she lay down next to me, with her legs open and spectacular arse raised-up, and I applied the lube to her pink pucker, noting her little shivers every time I slid my finger into her, and looking forward to a hot, sweaty, spunk-filled interlude. If someone had looked in at this moment, they would probably have seen me drooling and grinning happily to myself, tongue hanging out like Pluto.
By now Lori was showing every sign of being ready, but I wanted some tactile stimulation, so I turned her round to face me, kissing her while I ran my hands up and down her back, cupping and squeezing her buttocks, stroking and teasing her clitoris, sliding a finger into her pussy, nibbling, sucking and gently biting her nipples, and sliding alternate fingers into her tight, crinkled little rosebud. After 20 minutes of this, she was at a peak of arousal, as evidenced by the way she pulled me down to her.
"For God's sake, stick your cock in me somewhere, I'm going out my mind here, fucking get on with it!" she gritted, her blue eyes flashing.
I had other plans, however, and intended to keep my promise of earlier in the day; Lori had a lovely 'pie', and I was going to eat it!
I rolled her over so she was face-down, provoking a comment along the lines of "what are you up to now, you pervert?" and pulled her legs apart, simultaneously bending her knees under so her rump was raised up off the bed. Now I could reach my target, and I began kissing her up the insides of her thighs, making her quiver and moan softly. Eventually, I kissed all the way up to her crotch, and flicked my tongue over her pussy, making her quiver some more, as I gradually increased the frequency and pressure of my licking, her moans intensifying. When I finally prised her firm sculpted buttocks apart and stuck my tongue in her tight, puckered hole, hard, she nearly shot off the bed!
I kept on licking, alternating between her pussy and her arsehole, watching the juices flow out of her pussy and her tight little anus gradually open and wink at me as I stabbed my tongue into it, all the while enjoying the feel of her smooth, firm, toned, utterly feminine backside and the sweet, musky tang of her excitement.
"Davey, you're such a pervert, I love it, keep going..." she murmured, her hand by now wrapped tightly around my cock and squeezing in a slow rhythm. Now to change pace, I thought, sliding back up to Lori, and pulling her around to face me.
Lori looked up at me with eyes filled with love, and trust, and a large amount of devilment, as she whispered into my ear, "Isn't it about time you fucked me, stud-boy? Make it good!"
I was more than happy to oblige, mounting her and letting her guide me in, and, as before, I pumped and thrust, with Lori again meeting my every thrust in perfect unison, shudders running through her in waves as she orgasmed again and again. I was transfixed by the sight of her beautifully perfect breasts quivering and jiggling in concert with my thrusts. Lori grabbed her knees and spread her legs wide, then draped them over my shoulders, encouraging me to lean further forward, so we were almost nose to nose, with me hammering into her like a piston.
I could see she was getting tired, pumping away in that position, so I moved her legs from my shoulders and slid a couple of pillows under her bum to give her something to rest on, and incidentally raising her pussy up higher than her shoulders. Lori looked at me with a big grin on her face; I think she knew what was coming next.
I slowed down, and took my weight on my elbows, sliding my hands under her gorgeous backside, pulling her bum cheeks apart. Lori also placed her feet flat on the bed and snaked her hands down, to hold her cheeks apart as I slowly pushed my cock into her anus. Lori kept her hands in place, supporting her pelvis as I pumped my cock in and out of her tight hole, once again orgasms rippling through her. This was an amazing experience in itself, but I also wanted to repeat the experience of last night.
I withdrew from Lori's arse, answering her unspoken query by saying "Just like Mother, OK?"
She smiled and nodded, turning to lie on her stomach, re-positioning the pillows under her flat stomach to raise her bum up in the air. I moved in behind her, and once again slowly slid my swollen cock through her anal ring and deep into her rectum, her gasps telling me all I needed to know about the depth I was penetrating to.



I began pumping, leaning on my elbows while holding on firmly to her stunning breasts, squeezing rhythmically as I pumped, Lori responding by pushing back against me, our combined efforts causing her to squeal and gasp, one orgasm after another rushing through her, calling out my name, and telling me not to stop, as if I had any such intention! Eventually, though, the combination of the pressure on my cock and the feel of this gorgeous girl's spectacular backside clenching and quivering as I pounded into her were too much; my cock-head swelled up to what felt like giant size in the tight confines of her hot, velvety rectum, as I came in a rush of heat, my cock spraying my sperm inside her wonderful arse. T
he sensation of my swollen, over-stimulated cock shooting my spunk into her was enough to set Lori off as well, and we both came together in a crashing mutual orgasm that very nearly loosened my teeth and blew my eardrums across the room!
Eventually, I managed to lever myself off her, sliding my still semi-rigid cock out of her bum, holding her as another orgasm rocketed through her system, and collapsed, sweaty, spunk-soaked, and satisfied, next to the woman I loved. Lori turned to face me, draped an arm around my neck to pull me closer, and gave me a long, deep, and very satisfying kiss, so much so that my cock started to twitch, despite having just finished unloading...
"Doctor D, you are a very dirty young man! Dear God, how you have corrupted me" she smiled, "promise me you'll keep on doing what you do best?"
I grinned, too breathless to banter with her, but not so wiped out that I couldn't grab hold of her wonderful arse and squeeze and knead, lift and separate the firm cheeks as Lori kissed me. Eventually I managed to calm the pounding of my heart and slow my breathing to something approaching normal, and kissed her gently, lovingly, as I rolled and massaged her lovely buttocks in my hands, trying to believe that my beautiful American sister was now all mine, was actually going to be my wife!
I knew that we were going to have a busy evening, and an eventful night, so I decided to stop stimulating myself with Lori's arse and rest a little. When we had rested, I was going to take my girl, my sister, my fiancée, out to the best restaurant in town, and fuck the living daylights out of her when we got home.
With pleasant thoughts like that running around in my head, I settled down for a post-coital nap. Lori obviously had the same idea, she definitely wasn't finished with me yet, she whispered before snuggling up against me, her hand snaking between us to grab hold of my cock, and my hand somehow finding itself pushing a finger into her puckered anus, causing her to giggle sleepily. And so we dropped off to sleep, me relying on my well-developed medical student's time-sense to wake up in an hour or so.
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__________________________________________
ALL MY SINS REMEMBERED...
Jack is gone; it has been so many months now since my Jack was gunned-down, but it still feels like it happened only yesterday, I remember it like it was only yesterday. I cannot stop the nightmares and the remembering; I hear that loud noise, and Jack looks at me, his eyes fade and darken, then all the blood, my Jack's blood, all over his lovely face, my hands, his life pouring out of his head and soaking into the station floor.
I scream and scream, but no-one helps me, no-one wants to get involved; instead they stand back to give him air, and stare, and take pictures on their mobile phones and to send to their friends; the death of my life and hope is just another bad thing that happened today, in a city where bad things happen all the time, but it is the end of all for me. I wake up crying, knowing it is no dream, there is no warm hand on my hip, no soft breath against my cheek, no-one to break and banish my loneliness, no Jack, just remembering, and loss, and tears.
Jack is gone, and I still see their blank faces; don't they know this is my world pouring away in crimson rivulets on the concrete floor? I ask and beg and plead for help, and blank stares and shuffling feet are the only answer until at last policemen come, and with them ambulance men in green jumpsuits, they try to take Jack away, but I can't let him go, they are supposed to make him wake, and smile, and breathe again, but he is not breathing, he is not moving, his blood is all over me, the floor, his face, in his eyes, but he doesn't blink, he does not flinch, how can he be alive, when his lifeblood is all over me, and the floor, and still more is pouring out of his head?
The police are kind and gentle, not like the police back home, they try to make me go with them but I will only go with him, I promise whoever will listen that I will give him my heart if it will make him live, I can see he is not breathing, I can feel no heart beat, that man took my Jack away from me for no reason, and now he has no heart left to beat for me, his chest is still and silent, and no breath escapes from his mouth; I hold my Jack closely and my world has stopped; so much blood, all of his heart's blood is here, how can he live when there is none left for him?
Jack is gone, he is already in the dark, he has made no preparations for the ancestors, has sent no word ahead for them to prepare the way, how will they know he is looking for them? If I could take my heart out of my chest and put it in with his so he can live again I would do it, but now I see him with tubes in his head, and in his nose, in his arms, a mask on his face, his eyes closed, not moving, the only sound is the sound of the machines, machines to breathe for him, machines to give him blood, machines to feed him, machines to make his heart beat.
But Jack is gone; he is not there, his soul has passed through the gates into the darkness, it is all machines mimicking him, trying to convince me he is still here, to give me false hope.
Jack is gone and there is only a shell left, soulless flesh fading away day by day until there is nothing left; he is lost, and I cry every night when I sleep, I hear the shot again and I wake up, and I cry again for the life together that will never happen, for the children who will never be, for the loss of my love.
Jack is gone, and when I wake in the morning and see that he is still not here, I know and understand that he is gone, finally, beyond all hope of recall. I have prayed daily and made offering to Daigan Jizo-Bosatsu to force open the gates and bring him back from Hell, to Amida-nyorai to give him protection while he is in the land of the dead, and grant him forgiveness for anything he may have done to deserve this (but he found room in his heart for me, he brought me here to keep me safe, and gave me his family, what could he have done to deserve this?) and to Emmah-Oh, to grant me my revenge on the man who did this, to let him stand before me so I can tear out his heart, and take his head, and gnaw on his entrails, to take blood for blood, as is my right...
Jack is gone, and the gods of my people have not answered me, they have abandoned and shunned me for what I have done with my brother; but how can that be wrong? The world was made when Izanagi and Izanami, brother and sister, took their pleasure of each other and made all that is in the world, me, Jack, everything. But they have allowed my Jack to fall into the eternal darkness; how can this be right? I scream out for revenge, but they give me none, and no way to exact justice and punishment for what has been done to my world, so I must follow him instead, to atone for my guilt for making him love me, for condemning him to the darkness when he is innocent. Jack is gone, there is nothing of him here now, my tears have not swayed the gods to help me find him and bring him back, they are not listening, and they will not allow him to return, and when the people who think they are helping him understand this, and switch off the machines, and take away the tubes, I will follow him; I will choose an eternity of death if I am joined with my beloved jack, not an empty lifetime without him...
______________________________________________________________________
I could hear voices. Loud, bellowing, frightening voices, disturbing me as they spoke, meaningless conversations in echoing, thundering vowel sounds, no sense or order, just sounds to disturb and terrify me, rumbling basso-profundo, piercing contralto voices, everything in between, bellowing, barking, trilling and shrieking at me, the symphony of the damned and forgotten, light-blurred faces softly bellowing into mine, hands touching me and leaving pain traces a million years long, making me scream at them to stop, they were hurting me, but they kept doing it. I had no defence against their violation of me as they scraped and wore away my skin and raked sharp fingernails through my nerve endings to scrape along my bones in an agony so complete I had no way to vocalise it.
Someone is talking, the words seem real, but they mean nothing in my muddled state;
"He's waking up, Mrs. Cameron; I think, on some level at least, he's already aware of us. His pupillary response is good in both eyes, and all his EEG's show a steadily increasing EP in response to various stimuli; he can hear us, and he's beginning to respond; in layman's terms, he's at a stage something like a very deep sleep, with the added benefit that he seems to have begun dreaming again; all his monitoring team have been reporting a dramatic ramping-up of normal REM sleep, and extended bursts of Delta-rhythm, and have also noted that he's transitioning from Stage 4 to Stage 5 sleep for longer and longer periods. He's no longer in complete somatosensory lockout, instead he's experiencing longer and longer periods of deep-dreaming REM sleep interspersed with more even Alpha rhythm; sometimes, it's almost as though he's lying awake with his eyes closed, then he transitions rapidly into Stage 4 then Stage 5 sleep again with the associated rapid eye movements of dreaming sleep."
"He's definitely more asleep than comatose, which is a very hopeful sign. He's exhibiting ERP's, telling us that he's responding internally in more varied and complex ways to complex external stimuli; it's another indicator of increasing cognitive ability and a start of normalisation of frontal lobe and cerebral cortex activity. The short story is: he's almost back, hopefully in a few days we'll be able to tell with more certainty what's going on in his head. It's been a while but I think there's a distinct possibility that he may well regain full consciousness. When he does, however, there remains the possibility of him entering a fugue state, given the type of physical trauma he's undergone, along with dissociative amnesia, which is something we may have to watch out for. If this is the case, we have to go carefully, as there may be partial or complete systemic amnesia for the entire period, and perhaps even temporary personality changes. To be on the safe side, I'm going to have him lightly restrained; one of the characteristics of Fugue is the uncontrollable urge to go wandering, usually with no destination in mind, so we will need to keep him as locked-down as we can to prevent that happening, until he's at least aware of what's happening with him, anyway."
******
My eyes were open for a while before I thought to remark on it to myself. I was awake, and I was in a white room. Why? Surely I should be...where? Where was I supposed to be? My head was full of that feeling, the one you get where you want to respond to a statement but the opportunity is gone, and yet you know that what you were going to say would change the world forever, but now the opportunity to say it was gone forever. Something significant had happened, but what? I lifted my arm to pull away something resting on my top lip, discovering it was an oxygen cannula looped around my ears as well. Oxygen! Was I sick? What happened, I didn't remember getting sick...wait, a pain in my head, darkness, dreams about...something, as I tried to hold onto it, it drained away, leaving me empty again as I realised I didn't know who I was, I knew there was an 'I', but who was I? As I began to panic, I saw an IV cannula taped to my arm. Just what the hell had happened to me?
I sensed movement behind me, and turning my head to look, jags of pain briefly shooting up my neck and into my jawbone and making me whimper. I saw a figure silhouetted against the window, my pupils contracting painfully at the sudden influx of light and tears squeezing out of my abused eyes. A soft hand gently wiped the moisture from my cheeks, followed by a pair of soft lips brushing my cheek gently.
"Husband come back to me! I wait for him, always wait, I not think he come back, now he here, with me, again. I am so happy!" said a soft voice, the merest hint of tears in it as she spoke.
Husband? I had a wife? Who?
I opened my eyes properly to look at this 'wife' of mine. She really was exquisite, Japanese, maybe, with long straight dark golden hair, floating around her like spider-silk, big dark eyes, very fair skin and the deepest ruby lips. This beautiful creature was my wife? She couldn't be more than eighteen or nineteen, but wait; how old was I, why didn't I know, why didn't I know her, what had happened to me?
I was starting to panic, but I couldn't move, my legs were immobilised, and there seemed to be some sort of restrain around my midriff, but I couldn't find out how to release it; I was spooked now, I just wanted to run out of that scary white room, from that 'wife' of mine, whoever she was, just run until I found something I knew for certain, something that would give me something to cling to while I tried to figure out who I was, what was happening to me, and why.
"No, Jakku-san, not to do that, you not well, please to lie down, stay still, please!" begged that beautiful girl (my...wife?), her soft cool hands on my face, and she did calm me; I felt an instant connection with her, an almost-memory, I had been here before, with her hands on my face like that, I was certain, but the memory was too elusive, and I gave it up as a fantasy. But she had the loveliest, softest hands, and she was beautiful; perhaps she really was my wife? I could do worse, a small part of me prompted from deep down inside.
As I looked more closely at her, I saw the tear tracks on her cheeks, the quivering of her bottom lip; she was crying, and smiling, and she had lovely soft little hands, three things I now knew for certain out of a whole world that was a complete mystery to me.
"Who...what...my name, what's my name?" I finally managed to croak out, my voice sounding rusty and querulous. The girl looked quizzically at me, as if she hadn't heard me correctly.
"My name, please what's my name?" I asked her again, and now I saw a look of alarm on her face as she backed away from my side, retreating all the way to the door, to tug it open and start screaming for a doctor. A man in a dark suit came almost immediately, pausing to have a quick word with the girl, my...wife, then came up to my bedside, a smile on his face.
"Hello Jack, how are you feeling?" he asked me as he took my wrist and looked at his watch
Jack, my name was Jack, so far so good. My turn.
"I feel alright, except...I don't know why I'm here, or where this is, or my name, or ...anything. Who am I, what am I doing here, why can't I remember anything?" I was beginning to panic, and he reached down and patted my arm, then pulled down my lower eyelid and flashed a tiny torch in it, doing the same with the other eye.
"In answer to your question earlier, your name is John Cameron, but everyone you know calls you "Jack"; does that ring any bells?"
I shook my head, feeling the panic start to rise up faster now, and he put his hand on my chest, gently but firmly pushing me back down again.
"That doesn't matter right now, Jack, just relax, you had a serious head injury, and things are a little jumbled right now, but I hope your memories will begin to return as your recovery progresses. How do you feel, any pain or headaches, or anything else you want to tell me about?"
I shook my head as I asked him; "Who are you, where am I, what is this place?"
He began to examine my eyes, shining a tiny torch in each one as he pulled down the lower lids.
"My name is Michael Hunter, I'm Head of Neurology and Neurovascular Medicine here at The National Hospital for Neurology and Neurosurgery, in London. You were brought here after a head trauma, and have been here ever since. You've actually been progressing remarkably well; you've been slowly waking up for several weeks now, but this is the first time you've actually been lucid."
Several weeks?
"How long have I been here?" I asked, almost afraid to ask, but I had to know.
He looked at me levelly.
"You were brought in here on Friday 22nd June. Today is the 10th of December, a day your young lady's going to mark in her calendar! She's been here every day, waiting for you to wake up again, and now here you are. Welcome back!"
I wasn't listening. Six months, I'd been here six months! What the hell had happened to me, and why couldn't I remember it, or her, or me, or anything?
Dr. Hunter leaned over me.
"Listen, Jack, I know this feels strange and upsetting, but we're going to do our best to straighten this out and have you back on your feet, but I can't make you any promises. You had a serious injury to the temporal lobe, and it seems to have disrupted your long-term memories; hopefully that will begin to resolve itself; Retrograde Amnesia such as yours is often temporary, and your injury doesn't seem to have damaged the basic functioning of how you process memory storage; you can still remember how to speak, understand English, move, feel curiosity, basic functions, but encouraging."
He tapped his teeth pensively with his pen as he wrote notes on a clipboard hanging on the foot of the bead.
"Your emotional responses seem to be at optimal, so none of the things that make you "you" have been severely disrupted; what seems to be inaccessible to you right now is your long-term memory. This may well be a temporary traumatic reaction and may dissipate as memory begins to reassert itself. Right now, though, your semantic, procedural and episodic memory seem to have been impaired, which is why you have no recall at present, but memory is a funny thing; not much is known about how it works, but current thinking is that it's distributed throughout the entire brain, so there may well be a slow return to an almost complete recall; we don't know for certain, but the fact that so much else of your memory encoding seems to be unimpaired is a good sign; you still remember how to talk and so on. Click your fingers for me, please, both hands."
I did so, and he smiled.
"Good, now close your eyes and point at your ears."
Again I did so, and he patted my shoulder.
"Okay, Jack, that's good, open your eyes now. Your procedural and sensory memory seems to be functional, as is your spatial awareness; you remembered how to carry out a simple action without hesitation; It's a crude test, but always a good sign, but what it means is, if for instance you could ride a bike before, or play the guitar, or paint, you probably still can. We'll see if we can work out a way to get you back the rest of what you've apparently lost, but, and this is a big but, there are no guarantees; there may be lasting short-term memory retention or formation issues, we just don't know; if you can remember this conversation tomorrow, we'll know for sure. One of my professors used to say that if the brain was simple enough for us to understand it, we'd be so simple we wouldn't be able to!"
He smiled encouragingly.
"There are no physical effects of your injury, other than you'll probably feel a little wobbly for a few days until you get used to walking again; your motor skills are fine, just rusty, and you have inevitably lost a certain amount of muscle mass and tone through being immobile for so long, but after we've run a few tests, I see no reason why you can't go home in a few days. However, I would like you back here as soon as you're up to it so we can continue our investigations. And now there's someone here who's been waiting to see you again for quite a while now!"
He leaned forward and whispered "her name's Teruko!"
As he made to leave I plucked at his sleeve.
"What happened to me? What kind of trauma? Was it an accident?"
He looked grave, his lips pursed as he thought.
"You were mugged; you tried to fight back, but the mugger had a gun, he...shot you, and the bullet struck you low in the left Temporal Lobe, before lodging in the cerebral cortex, traumatising the Reticular Activating System, which regulates sleep, arousal and the sleep-waking transition mechanism; a traumatic injury such as the one you suffered is what triggered the coma; in effect, it flicked a switch and shut off the lights. Luckily for you it was probably a defective round; if it had hit any harder we wouldn't be having this conversation. I was the one who removed it and closed, but the resultant trauma was what kept you comatose. However, the brain is a remarkably resilient organ, and as we monitored you we were able to track changes and improvements along the way as the RAS gradually reasserted itself. I know it sounds trite, but, given the circumstances, you were remarkably lucky, or maybe there is a God, I'll have to let you work that out for yourself!"



Lucky? Six months in a coma, and who the hell was I and what did I do now?
He patted my shoulder again.
"Rest now, your young lady wants to see you. Don't go away now!"
He left the room, and the girl (Teruko?) shyly approached the bed, to take my hand and press it to her cheek.
"Husband come back to me, now I happy again!" she smiled, tears rolling down her cheeks. She really was stunning, and I could feel a powerful attraction to her; obviously somewhere deep inside I had some kind of a connection with this beautiful girl; God, if only I could remember her! She leaned over me to once again stroke my face, and I could tell there was a great deal of pent-up emotion there, she was almost memorising my face with her fingertips. I reached up to take her hand and felt her small slender fingers, but no ring.
"Are you really my wife?" I asked her, and she smiled at me, a really beautiful, dawn-is-breaking kind of smile.
"Jakku-san ask me marry him, we not yet have chance to get ring, he say he want special ring for me; I have this until then!"
She showed me a pendant, a milky, pearlescent jade carving no bigger than the end of my thumb, of two rats rolling an egg, the detail truly incredible, and I felt a small but powerful shock of recognition; I knew this piece, I'd seen it before!
I held it in my hand, knowing it was more than just a déjà vu illusion, willing myself to know more, but it was gone, but I felt unaccountably closer to her now; she really had been with me, now I had to work out how.
Teruko leaned closer to hug me, her arms cradling my head as she trembled, and I realised she was crying. I automatically curled my arm around her, my forearm circling her buttocks as my hand clamped hold of her hip, pulling her closer to me, again feeling that connection, utterly without foundation as it was, but deep and powerfully felt all the same. I stroked her hair as she wept, her sobs silent but powerful, shaking her whole frame as she surrendered to the emotions I'd sensed earlier.
"Jakku-san, I wait, I wait so long for this, every day I kiss you and call you back, now you came back, but you not come back yet! I help you, I make you well, mummy help, we bring you back home, Jakku san, my husband! Mummy, grandad, all you friend want you back, we all help you!"
I had a mother, a grandfather, I had family, there were people who could help me put myself back together again, that was something at least. The panic that had been bubbling in the background subsided a little as I realised this beautiful girl in my arms was even more frightened than I was, that she'd been wearing herself out waiting and hoping for me to come back, and I felt a little humbled at the devotion that implied. That I could feel like that also puzzled me; obviously I knew this girl in a special way, the feeling bearing out in some small way what she was telling me. She looked up into my eyes, her huge, beautiful eyes clouded with tears.
"I know Jakku-san not remember me, it not matter, I love him, and he love me once, he will love me again!"
She said it with utter conviction, belief ringing in her voice. I had to admit, it would be easy to love a girl like her, shapely, beautiful, devoted, and possessed of the deepest kind of love and belief.
She dragged her hand across her glorious eyes, and smiled brightly at me.
"Every day I make offering and ask Daigan Bosatsu-Kami to rescue you and show you way home, he is God of travellers and all who lost, and he bring you back! I make offering to ask for help, now I ask again, ask him help you find way back to me! I call mummy, she coming soon, be here few hours time, you must rest now, I will stay with you, I want see your eyes, it been too long since I see them look at me, and now you can see me again!"
She sat on the bed, and without thinking I moved over as much as I could to make room for her. She swung her legs up and stretched out next to me, her eyes fixed on mine as she put her arm across my chest. It felt normal, uncomplicated, to have her here with me like this, and on impulse I put my arm around her. Teruko smiled as she wriggled contentedly.
"So long, my husband, it been so long, I miss you..." she whispered, pulling herself even closer to me, and snuggling her head down against me with a contented sigh. It felt good, and right, and familiar; somewhere a memory was chiming that we'd done this before, and it was good to do it again. After a while I realised she'd fallen asleep, poor thing, she must have been worn out. I felt protective and caring toward her, and a part of me wondered; was I reacting like that because she was so beautiful, and so obviously into me, or was my hidden inner self trying to tell me something about her, and me, about us?
I felt like I was in free fall, there was no-one or nothing to hold onto, perhaps I could start with her, maybe she could help me rebuild the part of me that was missing (which was most of me, I realised. I had my sense of self; I knew there was a "me" to rebuild, I knew my language, I knew I wanted to get out of this hospital soon, and I briefly wondered how I knew what a "hospital" was, when I didn't know jack-shit about anything else...)
I shifted slightly, and Teruko's eyes fluttered open.
"Please to rest, Jakku-san, mummy be here soon, must rest so not fall asleep when she here, she wait and cry for you so much, she want see and talk to you very much!"
Teruko pulled the covers up over me, then sat up next to me, her arm through mine as she stroked my hair. I looked at her and was surprised to see tears trembling on her eyelashes, and without thinking, I reached up and wiped them away with my thumb.
"Why are you crying? I asked her, and she smiled brightly, but more tears gathered in her eyes, brimming and trembling on the brink of running down her soft cheeks.
"I so happy to hear Jakku-san talk, I thought I never hear husband voice again, for so long he still and silent, now he talking to me, eyes still beautiful, still have same smile, so I happy!"
I smiled at her happiness at something so mundane, and again, and even more powerfully, I felt that connection, that sense that we were part of something, sure that this was more than just common or garden attraction and horniness on my part; I knew this girl, I knew her well, I was sure of it! All I had to do was recapture her, maybe if I could, I could find enough of me to recognise myself.
Teruko slid back down the bed to lie against me, her arm warm and comforting around me, the peach scent of her hair suddenly familiar, evoking blurred images of her smiling, standing with wet hair in a shower cubicle, and making me think of...a hotel. Why would I associate the smell of her hair with a hotel room? Was it a real sense-memory, or just random associations triggered by a random stimulus? Whatever it was, there was no escaping the fact that she was soft and warm against me, and another reflex kicked in, obviously so. My body may have been tired-out, but a certain part of me didn't care. Teruko felt it prodding her in her stomach, and she looked up at me and smiled.
"Husband better already! Must rest now, sleep, Jakku-san, mummy come soon, be ready for her, she very happy now, so sad for so long, now she happy again!"
As she spoke her warm little hand stroked my face, smoothed my hair, and rubbed my back between my shoulder-blades, the feeling restful and relaxing, easing me into sleep.
I woke refreshed, Teruko's eyes fluttering open as mine did, and a ghostly half-memory of seeing this before flitted across my mind for a second before it was gone, but once again that sense of connection persisted, more than just déjà vu. I felt something on my wrist and looked, to see my battered old military watch strapped on my wrist, and out of habit I shook and twisted my wrist to seat it more comfortably, while Teruko looked strangely at me.
"Why you do that, my husband?" she asked, and I replied without thinking.
"I always do that when I put my watch on......" before I realised what I'd said. Teruko grinned at me, and lifted my wrist to kiss the watch and the palm of my hand.
"Husband always say this his lucky watch, now I know it true!"
I looked at the watch, at my wrist and replayed what I'd said and done. I'd done it because it was second nature to me; did that mean more would follow? What other habitual quirks and behaviours would resurface? I was excited, in a low-level way. Maybe what Mr. Hunter had said about recovery was already happening; the amnesia really was only temporary, maybe it was already beginning to play itself out. I hoped like hell it was; I really wanted to remember my life, this girl, what had happened to me, everything that was missing before I'd woken up a few hours ago with an indelible blank stretching back in time where my life used to be.
My mother arrived about an hour later; it was a very strange meeting, for me, at least; here was this person I'd known my entire life, and I was struggling to make contact with her, because she was nowhere in my head or current experience. I could see how distraught she was, but there was nothing I could do to ease her distress; she was a complete stranger, and her distress only fed mine. What tipped me over was when she was leaving, she hugged me and stepped back to tip my head up to look into my eyes, her own eyes brimming with tears.
"Jack, my baby, my own little boy, what has he done to you? I thought we'd lost you forever, wherever you are, please come back, darling, please!"
The raw emotion in her voice was too much for me, and I began panicking again as I finally understood what my being in this room meant, how much harm had been done to everyone in my family, even if I didn't know them at all. Teruko hit the alarm button, and a few seconds later a nurse was injecting something into the cannula on the back of my left hand, and very shortly after the room began to go dim as the sedative took effect.
I woke in the bright sunshine of early morning, the clanging of the breakfast trolleys jarring me awake. Teruko was stretched out next to me, her arm thrown across my chest and her head lodged in the crook of my neck. Once again, as my eyes opened, so did hers, and she smiled to see me awake.
"Good morning, Jakku-San!" she smiled, and I grinned back, wondering if they were going to give me any food. Sometime during the night, the feeding tube into my stomach had been removed, my navel sore and itchy where it had obviously been in place for a long time, and I felt ready for some solid food.
I was just drinking-in the sight of this beautiful girl next to me when the door opened and Mr. Hunter came in. After a few pleasantries and the obligatory prods and pokes, he took my pulse, temperature and blood-pressure, and shone a light in my eyes again, before making some notations in the file clipped to the foot of the bed. I asked him what came next, and he paused, tapping his pen on his teeth.
"Right, Jack, I'm sorry, no breakfast for you just yet, we have an MRI scheduled for you for this morning, you can have something after, I've left a note at the Care Station, and you have a CAT scan this afternoon before lunch, and barring any major mishaps or discoveries, I think we may be able to let you go in a few more days; so far, your MRI's have shown no anomalous structures, lesions or anything except the expected scarring, and other than the amnesia and a little weakness from your long immobility, there's really nothing wrong with you, but I want to keep an eye on you for a little while longer. Once you leave, the desk will give you a list of follow-up appointments, it's essential you attend here for them."
As he spoke, the orderlies came to take me down for the scan, Mr. Hunter telling Teruko she might as well go home and freshen-up, as I was going to be in Radiology and Imaging for most of the morning, and she couldn't be in there with me. Teruko told me she'd go home, grab a quick shower and a change of clothes, and be back to wheel me down to the cafeteria for a late lunch.
And so it went; when I first woke up, they'd told me they didn't know anything about what was going on with me; ten days later they told me they didn't know anything about what was going on with me, at which point I decided that as I apparently had a home to go to, I was going there. Teruko had been a complete star the whole time, helping me to regain facility with walking and my balance, encouraging and supporting me, soothing me when the periodic bouts of self-pity almost crippled me, holding me tight when I raged at my inability to remember anything about anything, wheeling me around the hospital gardens, and just being there to be the only tether in my free-fall existence, a crutch for me to lean on, and a soothing presence to ease my fears.
I was no nearer resolving who I really was, no memories had returned except ghost flashes and meaningless images of people, places, and things, and increasing bouts of déjà vu, but I was collecting a whole new set, of Teruko, her loveliness, her calm stoic belief I would completely recover, her boundless patience, and, increasingly, thoughts and fantasies of what she would look like naked.
Apropos of which, one strange dream unsettled me, because I wasn't certain it was a dream; it felt more like something that had actually happened, in fact I was certain it was a real memory; if it was, it was a corker, believe me!
In the dream, I was in a room (hotel room? Couldn't be sure...) with Teruko, she was naked, and smelled of peaches. She was caressing me as I reached out for her and then my hand slipped over her back, my index fingers circling her lumbar dimples before sliding down to cup and squeeze and jiggle her shapely buttocks. As we kissed I gently jiggled and bounced her bum cheeks, concentrating on lifting and separating them, sliding my fingers deeper into the cleft between them, until my fingers were tracing over the taut, crinkled little hole concealed between those gorgeous, firm cheeks.
Teruko sighed and climbed onto my lap, straddling me, and slowly sliding down onto me, the tightness making me groan along with the feel of the wet heat enveloping me. She slid up and down a few times, then raised herself up, allowing my erection to slip out of her. She immediately took hold of me and began rubbing the slick head of my cock against her tight little anus, slowly working me into that hot, tight, moist little hole.
At last the head slid into her, her ring immediately clamping down on me, and she began to slowly slide herself further and further down onto me, until she was completely impaled, my cock buried to the hilt in her tight anus. I began thrusting into her, and she responded by pushing back against me, grinding her pussy against the base of my cock and gyrating her hips to work my cock in and out of her tight hot little hole. I lay back and reached out to hold and squeeze her beautiful, firm, protruding breasts, making her gasp and smile as she rode me.
Now she began to move faster, her face flushing, the squeezing of her rectum even more pronounced as she ground and slid up and down on my length until she came at last with a hissing scream, her head thrown back as her anus clamped down on me, her pussy squirting a spray of hot liquid over my lower belly as her pussy quivered against me. Her rectum squeezed and sucked at my cock in time to the fluttering of her convulsing cervix against the thin membrane separating it from her rectum as her orgasm rolled on and on. I came with a loud groan, spunk blasting out of me and into the tight depths of her hot bowels, the feel of my swollen cock wedging tight in her arse and the fluttering of her cervix wringing jet after jet of spunk out of me and into her. I saw stars, my eyesight dimming and my ears popping with the force of my climax as I poured myself into her, and she fared no better, sobbing and gasping with the seismic intensity of her thunderous orgasm.
I awoke from the dream gasping, my heart hammering with the realism of it, the vivid quality of it convincing me it was a memory, but when? Did this mean my memory was beginning to return? And had I done things like...that...with her? Why did I feel a trace of guilt when I thought of the dream, most of it already fading, but the memory of Teruko's face in her sexual ecstasy remaining vivid and lasting.
I'd completely accepted her assertions, borne out by my mother, that she was my intended bride, and I was determined to find a way to remember why I'd chosen her (or if, as seemed more likely, she'd chosen me...), although I was already falling under her spell. What Teruko had stated as a fact when I first awoke was coming about; I was falling in love with her again (or for the first time, take your pick), and it was the only thing stopping me giving up and fading away.
Coming home was an anti-climax; I'd hoped that being surrounded by the familiar would somehow jog things into place, but nothing happened, no sudden flash of returned memories, no emotional reunion, nothing. When Teruko asked me what I wanted for lunch, I had to be truthful and ask her.
"I don't know; what's my favourite lunch?" and the sudden flash of loss in her eyes as I said it reminded me how much she was missing as well, that I had to ask her what my favourite foods were, where the toilet was, what was my favourite shirt, a million things I suppose other people take for granted. I realised that I was missing a lifetime of memories and associations that you don't even consciously think of as memories, just the things that form that great big holographic image of your world in your head. I no longer had that image, or maybe I still did, but it was locked away; either way it made no difference, I couldn't access it anymore.
We sat and ate my favourite pizza, something I had no memory of ever eating before, but it was delicious, especially after the hospital food, which all tasted as though it had been boiled in a sock, and chatted about the hospital, my treatment, how I felt, because we had nothing else to talk about; I had no experiences, no day to talk about, no common experiences to talk and laugh over, something I'd seen people doing during the car journey across London. Young couples with their arms linked, laughing and talking, looking into each other's eyes, a world of shared experience, of a life lived, between them, and all I could do was reflect on my loss of that. I had no single thing in common with Teruko yet, and the barren landscape of my world frightened me.
Teruko sensed that I was becoming morose and self-pitying again, and put down her plate to snuggle up against me.
"I not want you come home to empty house, so you friend Harry and fiancée come to see you later. Harry come to hospital nearly every day, he at school with you, he play sport with you, he is your best friend!"
I was interested to hear that one of my friends would be coming over to see me, maybe he could help fill in some of the blanks for me. As I was thinking about this impending visit the doorbell rang. Teruko jumped up and took the plates into the kitchen, then answered the door, the sound of a male voice and another girl's voice sounding in the hallway. I started to stand up as they came into the sitting room, but the man who came in, a young man about my age, seriously good looking, with chestnut hair falling over one eye, made a patting motion with his hand, instead walking over to shake my hand. The stunningly beautiful young girl with him was obviously of mixed Chinese/European parentage; Harry and I obviously shared a taste for the same kind of girls!
"God, Jack, it's so good to see you up and about!" he grinned, and the girl hugged me, which caught me off-guard a little, patting my back as she hugged me.



"We were so worried! Poor Teruko's been wearing herself to a frazzle, sleeping in that awful chair next to your bed every night for the last six months in case you woke up and she wasn't there! How do you feel, Jack? Honestly?"
I looked at both of them as they waited for my answer.
"Physically, I feel fine; a little wobbly now and then, but the hospital assures me that's purely due to being immobile for so long, and should pass. As for the other thing; I have to be honest, you both seem like really nice people, and you obviously know me well, and I don't want to offend you, but I can't remember either of you at all; hell, I can't remember anything prior to ten days ago!"
The girl, who'd introduced herself as Sai Fong, looked at me sympathetically.
"It's okay, Jack, we're not offended. Harry and I were so worried for you, and for Teruko, she's been almost out of her mind; the only way we could get her to leave and get something to eat, or get some proper rest, was for one of us to wait there at your bedside. We saw you like that, so now that you're back with us, we'll take you as you are; we're your friends, always remember that, and you can't offend us!"
I was almost overcome; tears seemed to come easily these days, had I always been such a cry-baby?
Harry sat down next to me and put his arm around me, hugging my shoulder briskly.
"What Sai says is true, Jackie-boy, we'll be there, and maybe we can find a way to get this fixed together; all your friends are worried sick about you; we're just the tip of the iceberg, don't forget that! If I have to take you every place you've ever been, I'll do that if there's a chance it'll help you regain your memory. I've spoken with Doctor Hunter, and he believes that your amnesia is temporary, and perhaps it only needs one trigger to unlock your memories, we'll look and try anything until we find one, if that's what it takes; you're not alone, old boy!"
Harry spent the rest of the afternoon talking to me about school and rugby, escapades we'd had (which sounded fun, I really wished I'd been there!) mutual friends, general conversation which did a lot to flesh out my world-picture, showing me pictures of us together, I presume in school, pictures of me in a rugby strip, one picture of me holding up a large trophy with him. Harry was good company, and he genuinely seemed to like me, which disposed me well toward him as well.
Sai Fong was a delight; warm, funny, witty, acerbic, a perfect foil for Harry's serious-minded attitude; the fact that she was also a complete knockout didn't escape my notice either! I was sorry when they had to leave, but Sai Fong said they'd be back in the morning; she had a free day from university, and Harry had to be at somewhere called Woolwich Arsenal, which sounded vaguely familiar, which was not far from the flat, so he'd drop Sai Fong off to spend the morning with Teruko and me, and he'd be along later.
Bedtime was a little embarrassing. Teruko had shown me my room, and after showering and drying-off in the bathroom, I walked into my room in just my shorts, with a bathrobe over, to find her in my bed.
"I'm sorry, I...I thought this was my room...?" I faltered, but she just smiled.
"It our room, Jakku-san, this our bed. Come to bed now, you must rest, you still not strong. I want to rest next to husband again, it has been too long since husband sleep in own bed!"
I gingerly slipped off my robe, conscious of the fact that I only had shorts on under the robe; I'd not expected company, and I was a little flustered, not to say a little embarrassed too. Teruko looked at me, her eyes sad as she slipped out of bed and held her hand out to me. She was wearing 'Hello Kitty' pyjamas that were slightly too big for her, and she looked absolutely adorable, as well as sexy, a hidden, deeper part of me noted, a definite stirring inside me at the thought.
"Jakku-san, you are so thin, you must eat, be fit again, I help you, my husband. Now husband come to bed, you look so tired, please come, sleep now!"
Somewhat hesitantly, I slid under the covers, lying back and pulling them up around me. Teruko fussed with them a little, tucking me in properly, and then surprising me with a small kiss on the side of my mouth.
"Sleep well, my husband!" she murmured, her fingers tracing my jawline for a second, her eyes clouded as she lay on her side, her eyes fixed on mine. On impulse, I took her hand and squeezed it gently to thank her for looking after me so kindly, and she slid herself up against me, her head fitting into the hollow of my neck as she hugged me gently.
"It okay to put arm around me, Jakku-san, you not hurt me!" she murmured, and I could hear the sadness in her voice; almost without thinking I slid my arm around her, holding her properly for the first time. It felt good, actually, it felt great; she was soft and warm, and she fitted against me as though she was a part of me, and once again that sense of déjà vu permeated me; I'd definitely done this before, with her, it felt so right. I felt her warm little hand on my back as she gently rubbed between my shoulder-blades, relaxing and calming me as she lovingly rubbed and caressed me. She looked up at me, a bright, happy smile on her face.
"Sleep now, my husband, in morning we will talk, you ask, I will tell, but now you must rest, please to go to sleep!"
I smiled at her expression, and lay back, unconsciously pulling her closer to me, but enjoying the warmth and feel of her as she curled up inside my arm.
I awoke in the dead of night, wide awake from a confused dream of faces and places, the images already fading, but one image remained clear; Teruko, much younger than she was now, sitting on a bed with me with a large black dog sitting up at her feet; she'd called the dog "Sinai" or "Sensei", something like that; it was vivid and unfading, and I knew that I was remembering her as a young girl, which raised yet another question; how long had I known this girl? Were we childhood sweethearts? Where did I meet her, and when?
As I pondered, I slowly became aware of where my hand was; somehow, while I slept, my hand had found itself inside the back of her pyjama pants and was clutching her firm, warm, rounded buttock. I was stunned; what was I doing? I had no business touching her so intimately, and I tried to stealthily slide my hand away from the forbidden territory, but even that was enough to wake her.
I tried to take my hand away, spluttering apologies, but she stopped my hand by putting her hand on mine, and touched my lips with her fingertip.
"Sshhh, Jakku-san, it okay, you my husband, you allowed to hold me like that! It nice, please do not stop! Husband can hold me closer if he wish, he not hurt me, I would like him to hold me close again!"
All the while, she'd been gently undulating against me, and now that involuntary reaction was happening again; I looked at her in ashamed embarrassment, but she just smiled at me and ground herself against me a little harder, her hand going around the back of my neck to gently pull my head down so she could kiss me lightly on the lips.
"Husband and wife do lot of things together, all good; it part of love, Jakku-san want me show him how again?" she breathed, and I could only nod, my mouth suddenly too dry to speak.
Teruko knelt up on the bed, switched on the bedside lamp, and began slowly unbuttoning her pyjama top, smiling gently all the while. I watched half in anticipation, half in trepidation, wondering what she was going to show me, or if I was even capable of understanding what she wanted us to do, a strange, not uncomfortable tightness beginning to make itself felt in the base of my scrotum as my erect penis suddenly throbbed insistently. She undid the last of the buttons and pulled off the top, her breasts spilling out into the lamplight, perfectly formed, opulent without being excessive, with beautiful, pale brownish-pink nipples, solidly erect in the lamplight.
Suddenly, unaccountably, I had the urge to suck and squeeze those delicious looking nubs, and Teruko smiled as I reached out, almost mesmerised, to hold and feel those magnificent orbs. I suddenly looked into her eyes, realising what I was doing, and made to pull away, but she took my wrists and pulled my hands back onto her fabulous breasts.
"It is allowed; you are my husband!" she grinned, her eyes twinkling as she smiled, and so I once again took those beautiful breasts in my hands, feeling the stiff firmness of the nipples against my palms, hearing her soft sigh as I gently rubbed them as I slid my hands all over those alluring breasts. I hadn't realised I'd moved closer to her, close enough to lean down and gently suck one of her nipples into my mouth, feeling the texture of the firm rubbery flesh against my lips as I nibbled, sucked and licked it, instinct filling in where knowledge lacked, my erection growing even harder and more insistent as sense-memories awakened, the almost cellular awareness that this was something I had done before, many times.
Without even realising it, my other hand took hold of her other breast, and began twirling and lightly pinching the nipple in time to my sucking and nibbling of the one in my mouth. Absently I felt her hands on my head as she twined her fingers in my hair, holding me against her as I suckled and teased, her sighs and soft rippling murmurs letting me know that I was doing it just right.
I felt her hand under my chin, and I looked up at her, to see her deep ruby lips smile invitingly, and instinctively, impulsively, I leaned in to kiss those curving red lips. As my lips brushed against hers, the sudden urge to kiss her rose up inside me, and I pulled her closer, her lips suddenly irresistible, my need to kiss her deeply suddenly almost overpowering.
Teruko wrapped her arms around my neck and kissed me back just as enthusiastically, her tongue slipping between my lips to brush and wriggle against mine, the feeling hot, and clean, and very, very sexy!
I broke off for air, to see her smiling happily at me.
"Now I know Jakku-san not forget how to kiss me!" she grinned, and I had to grin back; with the golden lamplight bathing her skin in soft light, and her nipples glowing like dark coral jewels, she was beautiful and desirable, and something deep inside me was clamouring for her, a voice I could almost hear...
Teruko slid of the bed, and turned slightly away from me to pull down the pyjama pants, wriggling the tight waistband over her shapely hips, her naked, beautifully firm buttocks jiggling delightfully and her breasts tolling like bells with her motion. She turned to face me again, her grin still very much in evidence, and her spectacular breasts now revealed in a their naked glory as she posed in front of me, her long, lithe legs and flat stomach a poem of symmetry and grace and feminine beauty. Her firm, protuberant breasts crowned with two stiff nipples atop delicious coral caps, her tiny waist and smoothly flaring hips curving round to her tight buttocks and inviting lumbar dimples, all formed an image in my mind that edged tantalisingly close to memory and recall.
Her flat, taut belly rounded down to a crease of folded flesh between her slim thighs, a glistening mystery that made my heart slam and pound in my chest, but why I couldn't say. She was everything, and more, that I had imagined, and to now have her here, with me, ready to take me wherever I wanted to go, that thought was almost too much; how could I deserve something as gorgeous, as beautiful, as innocent as this?
My penis was now almost unbearably hard; my scrotum, normally so loose and flaccid, was a tight saddle under the root of my cock, the pressure on both of them urgently needing to be released, to be relieved somehow.
Teruko held out her hand to me, inviting me to join her, and I wordlessly slid off the bed, taking her hands as she gently teased me closer, finally curling her hand around my neck to gently, sweetly, but oh! so erotically, kiss and nibble my bottom lip, my nose full of the peach scent of her, and another, musky, tangy-sweet scent hovering just on the edge of perception, the smell of her own arousal.
As she kissed me gently but firmly, her free hand brushed against my rigid cock in my shorts, my cock twitching and jumping as her hand brushed it again, this time the fingertips lingering for a second, feeling out the shape and texture of my erection. Teruko broke our kiss to look up at me and smile gently.
"Husband excited, can I see please? I not hurt you, if you not like, I stop, I promise! "
I swallowed again; I wanted her to hold me like that, to help me relieve the pressure inside me, to make this feeling, this sweet agony dissipate somehow, but I was scared and embarrassed too. Her gentle question helped to quell that, and I found myself nodding apprehensively, although a part of me wanted that very much indeed.
She slid her hands down to my hips, and without taking her eyes from mine, began inching my shorts down, waiting for me to say 'stop', but I didn't; she was all I knew in the world, right now she was all I had, and I trusted her.
At last my waistband slid over my hips and my shorts dropped to the floor. I looked away, biting my lip, in a fury of embarrassment at being naked in front of this beautiful girl, but Teruko gently turned my head back to her, her sweet smile still in place.
"It is all right, Jakku-san, not look away! There is nothing to feel shame for, look, I am naked too! This normal, it proper for you and me. One day, you will be my husband, I will be your wife, so there can be no wrong thing between us."
I looked into her eyes and saw the truth of what she was saying. My erection, meanwhile, had paid no attention to my inner turmoil, and stayed stubbornly, resolutely firm and unflagging, and now her warm little hand wrapped around the base, to give a gentle squeeze. I nearly fainted with the sensation; it felt strange, wonderful, and intense, plus a welter of other things I had no name for, all of them pleasurable, all of them centring on this girl who held me so intimately.
Her hand began to pump gently, the sensation almost making me pass-out, it felt so good. She looked deeply into my eyes, and once again I was compelled to kiss her.
While we kissed, and as she pumped my cock, her other hand began gently stroking and caressing my balls, making my eyes widen as the sensations inside me ramped-up, the need inside me growing huge and unmanageable any longer. I cried out as something inside me reached a crescendo, white hot waves of pleasure radiating out from my groin as my cock suddenly spurted on her, long jets bursting out of me to splash on her belly and between her breasts in a fury of release. Teruko continued to pump and squeeze my cock, urging more and more out of me, the thick, translucent spray splashing and running down her torso in thick, viscous rivulets.
I stopped ejaculating, my cock still hard, still twitching, but that feeling of tension, of unbearable pressure had been relieved, and now I just felt relaxed; too relaxed, in fact; I was swaying with weariness, my knees feeling weak and my body almost overcome with fatigue. Teruko urged me onto the bed, where I flopped down, suddenly realising my heart was beating like a trip-hammer.
I tried to catch my breath, and Teruko slowly inched me back onto the pillow, to lie prone while she wiped her torso with her pyjama top before climbing into bed with me and pulling the covers over both of us. I was tired, true, but I had some questions, and now, as I had her full attention, it seemed like a good time to ask her.
"Teruko, what just happened? What was all...that...just now?"
She looked at me calmly, and began to explain, as well as I could understand, the facts of life, or some of them, anyway...
"So that stuff makes babies, yes?" I asked her, "So, are you going to have a baby then?"
She grinned at me.
"It need to be inside me for that, Jakku-san! I show you that soon. I not have baby yet, not until you ready for me have baby, but it nice to practice! In morning, if you ready, I can show you how, you like?"
I nodded, and she smiled, her face lighting up.
"Jakku-san not forget everything, I think! In morning will be better, must rest now, husband very tired, we have visitor tomorrow, so wake up early, yes?"
Again I nodded, and she smiled.
"Good, sleep now, my husband, dream of me, I dream of you every night, now dream come true, and I am so very happy! Goodnight Jakku-san, love you very much!"
I hugged her close as she moulded her lovely naked body against mine, her lips brushing mine before she nestled her head into the hollow of my neck and closed her eyes with a happy sigh.
When I awoke, I was surprised, and gratified, to discover I had a rigid, and rather impressively erect, penis poking solidly into Teruko's rear as she spooned against me. As I woke, her eyes fluttered open as she turned her head and gently stroked the side of my face with her fingertips.
"I see Jakku-san truly not forget everything!" she giggled softly, her voice soft and melodic, musical and sweet. On impulse I nibbled her earlobe, and she giggled again.
"That nice, I like that, do some more, please!" so I did, listening to her sighing as I gently licked and nibbled her earlobe. I could see her nipples erecting as I licked, and again, responding to some inner prompting, I slid my hand over her ribcage to cup and squeeze her breast, feeling the nipple firm and rubbery between my fingertips as I teased it to a solid rigidity.
Teruko sighed, pushing her soft, yielding backside against my hard cock, the sensation awakening other promptings, urges that made me kiss and nibble her neck, her shoulder, and finally, as she turned to face me, her soft, invitingly red lips. As we kissed, the sensation feeling clean and safe, and exciting, her hands drifted down my now rigidly erect cock, taking hold of me as she had done the previous night, and rubbing the head of it as she squeezed the shaft.
Her hands were sending electric jolts though my body, the pleasure mounting up my spine until it grounded in my brain, and a light went on as I realised what she wanted to do with me. Almost without thought I moved between her wide-spread thighs, supporting myself on my knees and elbows as she kissed me hard and urgently, at the same time gripping my now painfully rigid cock.
As I thrust forward slowly, I felt the tip of my cock encounter a soft, warm heat, and a sensation almost like moist lips caressing me, and I realised I was almost inside her, something she wanted, by the look of encouragement, love and sheer need she gave me. As I dithered at the entrance, she slid down, her action causing my cock to slip inside her all the way. Teruko groaned, as did I at the tight, hot sensation of being so deep inside her, at the feel of her heat enclosing me, the firm, moist clasp of her pussy around me almost making me go off again like I had the previous night.
Teruko smiled and pulled me gently down to her, kissing me softly, and I kissed her back, her lips and the feel of her skin awakening things inside me that wanted her this way. I began to move, instinct awakening again and showing me what to do, and she encouraging me, gently thrusting back against me, her pussy squeezing me in time to my thrusts into her. She smiled at me, and tears ran from the corners of her eyes. I stopped, panicked, thinking I was somehow hurting her, but she thrust back at me and urged me on, smiling and wiping the tears away.
"Husband remember, Jakku-san remember how to make love, I so happy, I never think I make love to husband again, now he is here, he make love to me again, I am happy again!"
The sight of her here, under me, her breasts pale and firm with her stiff nipples pressing into my chest, her sleek thighs wrapped around me, and her soft, inviting lips parted as her face slowly flushed, all these were awakening memories, other times we had done this.



Images of her smiling, her big dark eyes wide open as she laughed delightedly, her eyes closed in ecstasy as she held me close, her head back and the tendons in her throat corded, the remembered feel of her body pressed against mine as she shook and shuddered against me, all these flashed through my mind as we made love.
I began to increase the pace of my thrusting, and she did likewise, both of us pumping and pounding at each other as we strove to reach that place I instinctively knew was the purpose of this coupling.
The end came as Teruko, her eyes tight closed and head thrown back, groaned out loud and held me tight, her arms locking about my neck. Her pussy pulsed against my cock, tightening around it like her hand last night. I lost all restraint as that feeling rose up again in me, that unbearable tightness looking for release. Suddenly it was too much, and like last night, my sperm blasted out of me and into her in long, satisfying, jets, spurt after spurt giving me blessed relief from that almost indescribable tension between my thighs and deep inside me.
I cried out in release, my eyesight dimming at the intensity of the feeling, and Teruko responded, tightening around me as she shuddered and shook, the waves of shuddering culminating in a scream of release as she too sprayed warm fluid over me as she orgasmed, her pussy clamping down tightly on me, making me groan and even more sperm shoot out of me and into her, her hands holding tight to the bunched-up bed covers as she shook and shuddered under me.
At last I stopped jetting into her, and her death grip around my waist relaxed, allowing me to collapse next to her, my heart pounding as I gasped for breath. Teruko lay back, her eyes tightly closed as her chest rose and fell as rapidly as mine, and I could see her pulse fluttering in the hollow of her throat. Gradually my racing heart slowed, and my breathing became more normal, as did hers. She opened her eyes and smiled at me, her eyes sparkling with unshed tears.
"Jakku-san ask me last night to show him how to make baby with me; this is how, and when he is ready, when he has remember enough of me, we will make many babies together!"
She gently pulled me closer, and kissed me softly on the lips, blinking away the tears that had gathered in her eyes and smiling brightly.
"And now we must get up, visitor come soon, friend Harry bringing Sai Fong, we go for short walk, show you around, you like?"
I nodded, so she led me to the bathroom where we shared a quick but satisfying shower, then Teruko helped me towel off while I dried her, a very rewarding experience!
She was just drying her hair when the door-bell rang, but she dropped the dryer and went to answer it, and I heard Sai Fong's voice as she greeted Teruko. The two of them disappeared into the sitting room while I finished dressing, taking my time as I was still a little wobbly on my feet. At last, dressed and brushed, I went to walk into the sitting-room, when something made me stop and listen to the low-voiced conversation between Teruko and Sai Fong as they made breakfast in the tiny kitchenette.
Teruko was talking, and I could hear the tears in her voice as she lamented the fact that so much of me wasn't there anymore, that a stranger who looked like me was in her home, and my heart wrenched inside me; why couldn't I at least be allowed to remember and feel for her what she was feeling for me? She sounded heartbroken, all her bravado in the bedroom, when she was alone with me, was for my benefit; in reality, she was still alone; the Jack she knew was gone, maybe permanently, and there was a stranger left in his place.
I guessed I was slowly falling in love with her all over again, but right now, all I had for certain was attraction, God was I attracted to her, but there was no 'Teruko, my girlfriend' file in my head, and she knew there was no trace of her in my mind, nothing of the life we'd had before except my fragmentary dream images and quick unexpected flash images of her in different outfits, or naked, her eyes on mine, or smiling at me, or asleep against me...
"Ssshh, baby, don't, it will be alright, I promise you!" soothed Sai Fong. "Jack is still Jack; I remember him from when I was younger, and there's still an awful lot of him there, things he does or says, the way he moves or sits that tell me "That's Jack Cameron!" Don't try so hard; he'll come around eventually, when he stops being so scared!"
"Jakku-san is frightened?" I heard Teruko say, her voice sharp and wondering.
"Teruko, think about it," said Sai Fong, "He's only a couple of weeks old, all he knows is what you've told him; he tries to hide it, but he's probably petrified, I know I would be!"
Teruko sobbed.
"Taoists say be careful what you wish for, I wish too hard, and now the gods punish me!"
Sai Fong laughed, a silvery tinkling laugh.
"Don't be so silly; no-one's punishing you! Take it easy with him, and give him a chance; Jack was crazy about you, eventually he'll remember that; you don't easily forget something that's so much a part of who you are; it will all come back to him, just give him a chance!"
Teruko sighed.
"I never think it be so hard to love older brother so much, is it same for you?"
What? Did she say 'Brother'? I was her brother? Oh my God...
"Teruko, I fell in love the first day I saw Harry, the day he and dad picked me up from Birmingham Airport. I was only ten years old, but as soon as I saw him, I knew. I never cared he was my older brother, it never occurred to me to give a tinker's damn about it, all I knew was that Harry was big, and sweet, and gorgeous, and he was going to be mine one day, and I made it happen. I couldn't bear to lose him, and I don't know how I'd cope in your place, but I do know I wouldn't give up; I love him too much. Listen to me; under all that amnesia and fear and stumbling and fumbling around, Jack's still in there, and we'll all dig, and poke, and prod until we can winkle him out again, I promise you!"
I stopped listening, feeling like a voyeur, but also because my head was whirling; Teruko was my sister? How could this be? I had asked her to marry me, but she was my sister! I must have made a noise, because next thing the door swung open and Sai Fong was standing here, and Teruko in the background, just getting up from her seat.
"Jack, how are you?" she beamed, and I nodded, still stunned, confused and bemused by what I'd heard.
"I'm okay, thank you. Umm..."
"Sit down Jack; would you like a bacon sandwich?"
I nodded, and Teruko quickly pulled some bacon off the gill and buttered two slices of bread, slapped the bacon between them and cut it in half on a plate. She brought it to me and smiled down at me.
"Jakku-san, please to eat, you are very thin, sick for long time, now you need strength, please, eat!"
She trailed her fingers over my face and I flinched slightly, a minute movement, but she noticed it, and a small frown creased her smooth forehead. I schooled my features with a weak smile as I stared at her, examining her face for any trace of resemblance to me. This girl was my sister? How could that be?
I bit down into my sandwich, more for something to do than because I was still hungry. Teruko looked at me quizzically, aware that something was on my mind, then spoke to me.
"Jakku-san, what is matter, why you jump? Not be afraid, I not bite you, I promise!"
I looked up at her, and decided to take the bull by the horns.
"Teruko, Sai Fong, I overheard what you were saying just now, both of you; is it true, you're Harry's sister, and Teruko is ...is my...sister?"
Sai Fong looked at Teruko and then back at me. "Jack, I think we all need to talk; don't say anything, just listen, please."
I nodded, so she continued.
"Jack," she began, "Teruko and you...fell in love, it was unforced, it was natural, you were both happy. It was the same for Harry and me; you say you heard what I said, then you must have heard everything else as well. Jack, Harry and I are in love, I've always loved him, our father knows, and he knows that Harry and I will get married when I finish university; it was the same for you and Teruko. I know only a part of the story, why don't you let Teruko tell you the rest? Jack?"
I was looking at the expression on Teruko's face, seeing the longing and the sadness, and to be honest, I was feeling that as well, and something else; something or someone deep inside me was still desperately clamouring for her, but...my sister?
I rubbed my head, my finger absently rubbing over the faint indentation where the bullet had invaded my head and changed my life forever. I looked over at Teruko.
"How did...you and me...how...?" I stumbled, unable to ask her the question, feeling repelled, but also, strangely attracted and taken with that one fact in the middle of my confusion right now; that this beautiful Japanese girl was my sister, and that we'd been...romantically involved, lovers, prospective husband and wife.
Teruko leaned toward me, her expression serious.
"Jakku-san, you save me long time ago, you save me and bring me home, I grow in your family, your mother become my mother; but I am still your sister; that all change six month ago, we discover what we feel, we make love many time, it good, it feel right, it was right. Jakku-san say he love me, ask me marry him, I say yes, I mean it; I want to marry my Jakku-san, he the man I love, he is you, but now you not remember, I help you remember. I will stay with you, I not understand before, I very sad you not know me, Sai Fong show me what is wrong, we fix, everyone help fix this, but I will not go, Jakku-san still lost, I will help find him again!"
My head was spinning with all this, and I was in no fit state to try and make sense out of it; my world picture was still too small, consisting solely of what I'd gleaned from conversations with Harry, Teruko, and Doctor Hunter at the hospital; watching the television was incomprehensible, the news was meaningless, the programmes I watched had no points of reference for me, I didn't know what they were talking about, the entire cultural reference library I needed to slot into this world was missing.
My head was aching now, and Teruko being so near was making it worse; I wanted her, badly, and the thought of wanting her that way repelled me, yet the thought of losing her frightened me deeply, a deep fissure of desperate need opening up in me at the thought of not having her with me; was that Jack talking to me, was it my own feelings and buried memories trying to communicate with me?
I stood up, rubbing that small indentation above my left ear again, as though it would somehow help me regain what I'd lost.
"What we did, last night, this morning? Brothers don't do that with their sisters; why did you make me do that? It was wrong, it had to be, it feels so wrong now, I feel so...so...I don't know what I feel, but I think I did something bad, and I don't know why you let me do it!"
Teruko stared at me, her expression lost, shocked, horrified, but I didn't know how to take it back, or if I should; my sister! Oh, this was bad, this was very bad! She tried to reach out to me, but I leaned back, away from her; I didn't think her touching me was such a good idea...
"Jakku-san, please...!" she started,
"Teruko, please, my head hurts, I need some fresh air. I'm going out for a walk." I paused, seeing Teruko's stricken expression, and again that conflicted feeling swirled through me.
"Will you come with me? Please? I don't know where anything is..." I asked her, not really knowing why I did; maybe I was trying to make up for the hurt I'd seen in her eyes just now...
She smiled tremulously, blinking rapidly to dissipate the tears in her eyes.
"Yes, I come with you, Jakku-san, please to put on jacket, it very cold."
She rummaged in a closet and pulled out a green waxed jacket with a padded green tartan lining and a label inside that said 'Barbour'.
"This Jakku-san favourite jacket, wear it all time!" she smiled, and I did feel a small shock of recognition as she helped me put it on. It felt loose, too big, and Teruko smiled, her lip trembling.
"Jakku-san lose so much weight, very thin, coat so big now, but always wear this before, it part of him!"
There was a pair of gloves in the pocket, and something bulky in the inner breast pocket. I took it out, it was my wallet. As I opened it, little bits started to come back. I saw Teruko giving me this, she was younger then, and there was a small picture of the two of usinside the front cover, her face pressed cheek to cheek with me to get both of us in the frame. Her face was the same, but mine was fuller, smiling, the eyes alive and sharp.
I riffled through the wallet, pulling out business cards and pieces of paper with cryptic notes and reminders scribbled on them, identity cards for somewhere or something called 'DSG', another one for someplace called 'DES Abbey Wood', and a Ministry of Defence ID card giving my place of work as 'Woolwich Arsenal'. As I looked at it, at my strained expression in the ID picture, an image of tank treads and turrets, gun barrels and a large work space with overhead cranes and bright, harsh arc-lights, and a square office with a desk and a screen, the bare blockwork walls painted white, flashed through my mind.
I looked questioningly at Teruko, and she gently took the cards and papers away from me.
"This all to do with work, you not need to worry, you on sick leave, when you better, you go back to work. Doctor at work want to see you when National Hospital finish with you, until then, this not important, ok?"
I took her hand, trying to apologise for my outburst, making her pause and smile uncertainly, tiny droplets still trembling on her eyelashes.
"Teruko, where do I work?" I asked her. She looked uncertain, looking at Sai Fong in mute appeal.
"You work for the Government, Jack," she said, "for something called DSG; you're based at Woolwich Arsenal, you're a Project Manager in the Re-Engineering Section, rebuilding tanks, personnel carriers, Warriors, Bloodhounds, that kind of thing; Harry works for them too, indirectly, designing helicopter airframes. When you were injured, you were given indefinite Sick Leave; you're a Civil Servant, so you'd probably have to blow up Parliament and ravish the Queen before they'd have grounds to sack you, so you don't need to worry too much about work just now! If they think it's necessary, they'll keep on extending your Sick-Leave indefinitely; you're a very important part of the war effort, they need you, and they'll do everything they can to keep you on-side!"
I remembered that Harry was down at this 'Woolwich Arsenal' place this morning, he'd said it wasn't far from where we were, and suddenly I needed to see my workplace.
"Take me there, please, take me to where I work, I want to see it!"
Teruko and Sai Fong exchanged glances, and began pulling on jackets, and Sai Fong picked up some car keys from the dresser.
"I'll drive, Teruko doesn't know the way."
We climbed into a big silver 4x4 (mine, I was told, although it didn't seem familiar at all) and drove the short distance, by London standards, to the Woolwich Arsenal, driving though the grounds until we came to a series of low brick structures. The guard at the gate took my ID and made a call, then waved us through into the car park, just as a burly man in a dark suit came out of the entrance of one of the buildings.
"Jack, good to see you back on your feet, how are you feeling?" he boomed, shaking hands vigorously with me, then engulfing Teruko and Sai Fong's little hands in his large mitt.
He looked at me closely, and I looked back, not a glimmer of recognition to give me a hint as to who this was.
"It's true, then," he murmured, shaking his head, "you don't have a clue who I am..."
He indicated that we follow him into the building and into what looked like a conference room, where he asked all of us to be seated. Once we were settled, he started talking.
"Jack, as you're still on Sick-Leave, I can't discuss your job or the projects you were involved in when this all happened. I'm not sure why you're here, and I think that, until the National signs you off and over to Whittington, our conversations need to be about your progress, not the work you were involved in. As of right now, you are on Indefinite Sick Leave, and will have to remain there until this has all been cleared up. On a purely personal note, you are very much missed here; I have all your colleagues coming up to me every day asking about you, and the National has been very good in keeping us updated on your progress."
I was a little confused, and a little concerned; why had the hospital been giving details about me to my employer? I asked him as much, and he looked serious.
"Jack, you work...worked, I should say, on one of the most important range of projects currently occupying the Ministry; being assaulted the way you were raised fears that it may have had a terrorist connection, seeing as you were a specialist Project Manager working on some of our most secure projects. Your attack rang alarm bells in all sorts of places, and it fell to us to investigate every possible connection, no matter how seemingly innocent or outlandish."
"And did you find anything?" I asked, dreading what I might hear.
He shook his head.
"As far as the Security Branch, MI6, The Metropolitan Police, SOCA and SO15 Counter-Terrorism Command could determine, it was what it seemed, a mugging gone wrong, a gang-wannabe trying to make his name as part of a gang initiation. We recovered the gun, a Glock nine-millimetre that went missing from an ISAF armoury in Iraq six years ago. It was recovered after a shooting in Hackney; the boy carrying the pistol attempted to kill a police officer, fortunately the officer involved was able to call in the Firearms Unit, and the perpetrator died in the ensuing shoot-out. He was 15 years old, but he chose to carry a gun, and use it against defenceless people; there's an old saying, Jack; 'He who lives by the sword, shall die by the sword'; as soon as he picked up that gun, he sealed his own fate, always remember that."
I felt sick; a kid had died because he'd wanted to join a gang, he'd failed with me and gone on to try again, and now he was was dead; he was a potential killer, but he was still only a kid.
His voice jerked me back to attention.
"Don't feel bad about it Jack, his death was brought about by his own actions; the gang he wanted to join has a particularly nasty initiation rule; newbies have to kill someone at random to be considered for membership, he was attempting to kill a police officer and that's what brought about his own death; you had no part in that, you were part of his initiation, but he didn't kill either of you, so he went on to try again. Your young lady had a lucky escape. Remember this; that gun had been used in three unsolved killings, all similar to what nearly happened to you; don't shed any tears over him, Jack, he picked up that gun willingly, and signed his own death warrant."
Teruko was huddling close to me, and my arm was around her, holding her tight, although I had no memory of holding her, her eyes showing her shock.
He looked gravely at me as he stood up.
"Go home, Jack, you don't need to be here, take your convalescence, and come back when you're ready. Right now, you're no use to me, nor to yourself; I suggest you spend your time resting and following doctor's orders. Spend some time with your young lady, go home and see your mother, Defence Support Group will still be there when you're ready to come back to work."
We all stood up, and as we made for the door, I turned to him.
"You didn't tell me your name..."



He grinned at me.
"Oh yes, I forgot why you were here. My name's Mike Sullivan, I'm in charge here, for my sins. Keep in touch, the hospital will keep the boys at Whittington informed as to your progress, but I'd appreciate a call now and then, just to let me know how you're doing. Remember, there's no rush to get back to work, get well first, get some beef on your bones, you're as thin as a rake, and come back when you're ready!"
He grinned at Sai Fong.
"And Harry's waiting in Main Building, he knows you're here, why don't you go join him for a coffee?"
As we shook hands and walked back to the car, Sai Fong grinned at me.
"You really don't know who that was, do you?" she smiled, and I grinned back.
"I assume he's my boss, seems like a nice enough man, I'll do what he asked and keep him informed."
Sai Fong looked me directly in the eyes.
"Jack, that was General Sir Michael Sullivan, KG, DSO, KFC, OMG, and probably WTF, Chairman of The Joint Chiefs of Staff, Supreme Commander of the UK Land-based military, and Big Shot-in-chief of the entire damned Ministry of Defence! I'm not sure, but I think he outranks God!"
I was still wondering how I knew such an exalted person when Sai Fong ushered us into the car and drove us over to the main building, where Harry was waiting.
While the girls went off to powder their noses, Harry and I sat drinking some really excellent coffee; I'd discovered I loved coffee, so Harry had set up a couple of good ones, and we chatted until I finally got up the nerve to broach the subject of him and Sai Fong.
"Harry, I...overheard the girls talking this morning, and I happened to hear that you and Sai, and Teruko and me, we're...all of us are...are..." I floundered, not knowing how to go on. Harry rescued me.
"Jack, Sai and I are in love, she's always known, it took me a while longer, but I have no regrets; she's a beautiful, talented, loving and very sexy girl, I don't think I could do any better. I don't know how you're feeling about Teruko right now, but everything I just said about Sai applies equally to Teruko. When you were lying there, inert, barely ticking over, more dead than alive, she was there, helping the physiotherapist exercise you, talking to you, sleeping next to you every single night in that God-awful chair, praying for you, making promises, storming the ramparts, hoping. You'll never know just how much she pined for you, it broke Sai's heart to see that poor girl slowly lose hope, but she never let you go. She loves you, boy, more than you can possibly understand, and yes, she may be your half-sister, but you forgot that once, she was just the girl you loved; let the 'sister' bit go again, it doesn't mean anything to her, it shouldn't mean anything to you either. You need her now, but more than ever, she needs you. It's time to get your head out of your arse and step up, Jackie-boy!"
I was taken aback at the vehemence in his voice, his expression, and something inside me heard and agreed with everything he'd said; she may have been my half-sister (and I still wasn't sure that how that had come about!), but I had no memory of that aspect of our life; the Teruko I knew was an achingly beautiful girl who seemed to be, and actually was, totally devoted to me. Harry was right; it was time to let go of an imagined, shadowy past and grasp the future she offered.
Harry grinned as he saw acceptance dawn in my eyes, and he clapped my on the back.
"There you go, Jack, that wasn't so difficult! Here are the girls now, so I'm going to take Sai Fong and show her some of the wonderful architecture in this decrepit mausoleum; I would suggest this might be a good time to mend some fences. See you later!"
With that, he leaped out of his seat and piloted Sai Fong away from the seating area, much to her annoyance. Teruko looked on in incomprehension, until I took her hand and guided her down next to me. She looked closely at me, obviously aware that something had happened, but unable to fathom what.
"What is matter, Jakku-san, not feel well? I take you home...!" she started, but I interrupted her, pulling her around so I could look into her huge, beautiful eyes.
"Teruko, I want to apologise for being so unfeeling today, this morning, and for everything. I hurt your feelings, and I was wrong to do that. I was wrong about us, about how I feel about you. I don't care that you're my sister, I only care about you, and I only want you, if you'll have me. Harry reminded what we had before all...this, what you meant to me, and I can't let that go. I loved you before this happened, and it grieves me that I don't remember that. I don't know whether I'll ever remember our past, but we can make new memories; we had a past, now, perhaps, if you'll let me, we could make a future. I know I love you, Teruko, all kinds of things keep telling me that, and I want to be with you. I once asked you to marry me; I'm asking you again. Teruko, will you marry me?"
She smiled happily at me, her eyes dancing.
"Yes, I will marry Jakku-san, be wife and make lot of babies!"
She leaned in and kissed me, her lips soft and delicate, and I had to restrain myself from pulling her in tight and kissing her hard, as hard as I could as the need for her suddenly blazed up in me, a hot tingle that invaded my limbs and body, and centered around my groin, the tension there almost unbearable as my cock stiffened painfully, demanding her as my need for her fanned higher.
As we kissed, I happened to look up, and the middle-aged lady behind the counter was staring at us, trying to look disapproving, but she looked away, a small smile on her face, and I suddenly remembered where we were. Teruko opened her eyes, seeing me looking behind her and turned to see what I was looking at, and blushing prettily as she saw the serving lady trying to hide her grin as we snogged in the booth. She turned back to me, her eyes bright and happy.
"We go home soon, yes? We go see mummy, see Grandad, all friends want see you, have rest at home, it very good there, we will have Christmas, mummy not ready for Christmas yet, she waiting for you to come home, have present for you, now we go home, celebrate with her, you will like!"
I pulled myself closer to her, holding her close and enjoying the feel of her against me, the warm, peach scent of her hair as I brushed my lips against it, and, if I'm honest, the swell of her breasts and the feel of her stiff nipples poking into my chest as I held her tightly. In just the little while I'd known her, (okay, but you know what I mean...) she'd become the most important thing in my life, the one thing I could absolutely depend on; my mother and grandfather were still just faces and voices on the telephone, and to be honest, Harry and Sai meant more to me than my own family.
I knew, deep-down inside, that Teruko was distressed by the fact that my mother and Grandfather meant nothing to me; she knew I'd lost them somewhere in the midst of all the trauma, and it still hurt her that I was so disconnected from them, and not at all anxious to re-connect. She'd tried several times to get me to show some interest in going home to Shrewsbury once I came out of hospital, but I'd resisted; all I knew was right here, the hospital and now the little flat in Lewisham, a tiny world, to be sure, but it was mine, and I was too unsure of the rest of the world to want to venture out into it.
A movement caught my eye, and I turned to see Harry and Sai Fong grinning at us, Sai Fong with her thumb and forefinger in the 'OK' sign, silently cheering me on as I hugged this beautiful girl who had once been so important to me, and was becoming that all over again.
The two of them sat themselves down next to us, Harry grinning at me.
"Okay, Jack, I want to know if you're up for a trip home. I have a long weekend, Sai's on Christmas Break, and as we're going home to Cosford to see dad and Grandpa for one last quick visit before we come back up on Christmas Eve, I was wondering if you'd like to come with us; I'll drop both of you at your mum's place in Shrewsbury tonight and pick you up Monday afternoon; that will give you four days to rest, relax, let your mum look after you for a while; who knows, you might even like it! Or maybe you could stay there for Christmas and come back down with us after Boxing Day; you want to give it a go?"
One look at Teruko's bright smile and wistful look was all it took, so we thanked Harry and set a time for him to come pick us up. Sai drove Teruko back in our car while I caddied with Harry in his Cherokee, as I had a feeling he wanted to talk to me in private. He waited until we'd cleared the traffic through Woolwich before broaching the subject that was on his mind.
"Jack, I was up at the helicopter school at Shawbury last week, and while I was there, I popped over to Shrewsbury to see your mum. She says you're avoiding her, and she can't understand it; she loves you, you idiot, she keeps asking Teruko to bring you home, I know Teruko brings it up all the time, and you keep putting it off; I know you can't remember her, but Teruko does, and you refusing to see her is hurting Teruko too; she won't leave you for a second, and so you're keeping her from her mum, and that's just wrong!"
He paused, watching the traffic as we crawled through Charlton.
"If you'll take some advice from an old friend, Jack, go home and stay there for a while, let your mum look after you, let her find any bits of you she can, and you can maybe rediscover her, and your grandad too; the old boy is missing you like crazy, all he wants is to see you walking around and being alive again after lying there like a corpse for so long; he deserves that much. Okay, I've said my piece, it's up to you whether you want to listen to me, but I know you Jack; so do they, let them have something, anything. For Chrissake, I shouldn't have to twist your arm over this, Jack!"
He stopped talking as he concentrated on threading through the traffic in Charlton. I watched the traffic, needing to say something, to explain how I was feeling about my whole situation.
"Harry, I don't know how to do this, I don't know these people, what if I'm not...Jack, not me, anymore, how will they handle that? How can I relate to them when I don't know them at all, or what they're expecting of me? How can I be who they want, when I don't know who that is, or what they expect of me?"
Harry pulled over and switched on the Hazard lights, then turned to me.
"Jack, you mum needs you, your family needs you, and you need them too. I lost my mum when I was born, so I don't remember her; my Gran brought me up, she was the only mother I ever knew. When she died, suddenly all the stuff that had gone on with us, all the anger over Dad and Sai Fong, all that meant nothing; she was gone, and I never got to see her to tell her I loved her, I never got around to trying to make up with her, there was always time later, and suddenly it was too late. Don't let that happen to you, Jack, your mum's hurting, you can make it better. I know you came around with Teruko, although I nearly had to kick your arse to make you understand, don't make me do it for real! Go and see your mum, spend some time with her, let her be your mum again, who knows; maybe it will all start to come together again. Try, at least, for God's sake, the Jack I knew never gave up, don't you want to be him again?"
He paused, looking ahead through the windscreen, obviously gathering his thoughts, his hands draped over the steering-wheel.
"Jack, I know you're scared, I know you think you'll get it wrong; so what? People get things wrong, they learn, they remember, and they move on. Your mum knows how things have changed for you, she isn't expecting the old you, but that doesn't mean you have to be a complete stranger forevermore. She just wants her son back home, however he comes packaged, so maybe you should give her a chance to get to know the you that's here and now. I know you only agreed to go home because Teruko asked you, why not try and be there because you want to be there? You never know, you may not get another chance; believe me, Jack, I know only too well how that feels."
His face was red, and saw tears in the corners of his eyes, and I suddenly realised this conversation had touched a raw place inside him.
"Okay, Harry, I'll try, for Teruko's sake, and for my...mother's sake as well; you have my word."
Harry took his hand off the wheel to dunt me on the shoulder.
"There you go, Jack, can't ask more than that! Now, that wasn't that so hard, was it?" he grinned, smiling as he started the car and manoeuvred back into the stream of traffic
I had to grin, he seemed so happy to have me back on-side, but I was feeling apprehensive inside. Tonight I was going to see the stranger who was my mother, and I didn't know what to say or do around her, or how to treat her, anything. Harry seemed to pick up on this.
"Don't worry, Jack; Teruko's going be there with you; follow her lead and you'll be okay; you're seeing your mum, not greeting the Empress of China!"
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I woke to find Lori, my beautiful sister, and now my fiancée, still fast asleep, deeply asleep by the looks of it, and partially draped over me, her arm and leg thrown possessively across my thighs and chest, and her lovely lips within kissing distance, so I obliged.
She mumbled something and rolled away onto her back, arms and legs spread wide. Perfect! I had awakened ready to rumble, with a healthy, blue-steel erection, much to my surprised gratification, and hot little sister was due some payback for waking me so early this morning. I leaned up on one elbow for a long moment, admiring the splendid scenery before me, (and the view out the window wasn't bad, either...) and then began lightly kissing her shoulder, neck and chin, her breasts and nipples, so light I was barely making contact. I continued down her ribcage to her firm, toned stomach, with a small interlude to gently swirl my tongue in her sexy little jewel of a navel, and so on further down until I came to her labia, so conveniently on display. I began lightly kissing just her outer lips, feather touches but gradually getting firmer, my tongue sometimes lapping lightly at the hood of her clitoris. She could obviously feel something, even in her somnolent state; she muttered my name in her sleep, and then was still again, making me freeze; waking her just yet wasn't part of my fiendish plan!
When I was sure she had settled back down, I moved back in, continuing my feather-light assault, until she drifted her legs even wider in her sleep, and her hand slid down in slow-motion to rest just above her pussy. I wondered what she was dreaming about, as her finger began to slowly brush against her pudenda and circle her clitoris, so I decided to help her along a little, lapping at her until her clitoris popped out of its little hood. She stirred at that, moaning softly and breathing heavily, her hand making more insistent motions as she arched her back to throw her head back, soft, liquid, moaning sounds coming from her as she worked herself up. My own erection was throbbing painfully now, and I shuffled forward, leaned over her to take my weight on my hands on either side of her, and ooooh so slowly pushed my cock into her warm moist pussy.
Her head was still thrown back, her arms outstretched, and she began to move against me, holding the sheets in her outstretched hands as I humped her sleeping form. I was feeling immensely horny, and who wouldn't, in this situation? My girl, my fiancée, my red-hot kid sister, was lying under me, my cock buried in her, she was asleep, and yet still managing to hump back as I fucked her. Her breathing became shallower and more rapid, and her pelvis was humping back at me in a rocking, side-to-side kind of motion, as she screwed her pussy up and down on my cock! How sexual was this girl!? Even asleep, she was a better lay than most women ever manage wide awake and fully aware! She began to pump more insistently, and suddenly her eyes snapped open, her arms encircling my neck as she hissed at me "Harder you fucker, do me harder, you horny little bastard, make it happen, now!"
I grinned and obliged, no need for stealth now, so I plunged my cock into her with almost vicious force, making her mew and gasp. Suddenly she stiffened, eyes glazed, head thrown right back, her mouth dropping open, gasping and making little cat-noises as she came with shattering intensity. Her pussyl contractions, alternately clamping and sucking at my cock, were too much for me to bear, and I came like a jet engine, spunk hosing out of me in hot spurts as my cock spasmed and twitched.
Lori eventually came down, as did I, pushing my arms under the small of her back to hold her to me as I rolled over to hold her on top of me, whereupon she kissed me and licked the tip of my nose by way of greeting.
"You dirty fucker, I ought to cut that thing off and hang it over the door as a warning!" she smiled.
"Hello, Sleepy Sally, did you like your alarm call?" I asked her innocently.
"I was having such a nice dream," she grinned. "I was on a beach with your cock rammed up my ass, then suddenly I'm here, with you humping me like a horny baboon! That probably counts as rape, you know, Doctor Man, I'm calling the police!"
"I believe it's only rape if you say no, otherwise it's an occupational hazard of getting in bed naked with a horny English doctor!" I grinned. "I just wanted to try and sleep-fuck you, then let you wake up wondering why the hell you were covered in spunk."
Lori grinned back at me, her eyes dancing.
"You're such a pervert; I'm surprised nobody's nailed that thing to your leg as a lesson to you!"
I moved my hands down to cup and gently squeeze her buttocks, pulling them open and closed as I fondled them.
"Bet you're glad they didn't! Come on, time to get some dinner, I'm famished! Let's get a shower; we could do with freshening-up a little; I don't know about me, but you smell like the fleet's in...!"
I headed for the shower, but Lori claimed it first, by right of seniority.
"How did you work that out?" I asked.
She looked at me pityingly.
"You men are so dull-witted sometimes, I'm a woman, we always come first, didn't you know...?"
With an impish grin, and a wriggle of her delectable backside, she slipped into the bathroom before I quite got my mental balance back, so I conceded defeat and settled down to wait her out, knowing she would be in there for an age.
After a while, over the sound of the shower spray, I began to hear something interesting, definitely not-shower related. I eased the bathroom door open and peered in the mirror, which gave me a reasonable view of the wet room. There she stood, moaning softly, leaning against the wall and frigging herself with one hand, the other hand sliding a finger into her rectum, both hands pumping in unison, with her head thrown back and her eyes tightly shut.
The sight was enough to hoist my cock all over again, suddenly bone-hard, primed and ready for some rumpy-pumpy with my girl.
As I was still naked, it was a matter of seconds to ease the bathroom door open enough to get in without engaging the squeaky hinge. Lori was in a world of her own as I stepped in behind her and cupped her breasts in one swift movement.
She looked back at me with her wicked, bottom-lip between the teeth grin, deliberately grinding her phenomenal bum cheeks against my arching cock, and gasped as I gently squeezed her nipples between my thumbs and forefingers, a thrill running down her that I felt in my cock as her gorgeous arse jiggled.
"You dirty girl, how dare you touch yourself?" I said in a stern voice "do you know what happens to dirty girls who touch themselves?"
"No sir, please do tell" said Lori in her naughty-little-girl voice, flexing her bum cheeks around my cock teasingly, making my best friend twitch and a spasm run through my entire groin and mid-section.
"They get GROPED!" I growled, following words with action as I slipped a finger into her pussy, and another finger into her lovely, tight, well lubricated arsehole. She sighed at that, and moved her hands behind her, to clasp the back of my neck, holding herself tight against me.
"Do they also get properly fucked, Sir?" she asked in the same little-girl voice.
"I should fucking think so!" said I, rapidly losing the thread of the conversation as I became more engrossed with some serious groping of my beautiful sister, "Speaking of which, place your hands on the wall! Come on wench, assume the position!"
She did so, leaning slightly forward to make her bum stick out. I slid another finger into her little pink starfish, making her gasp and giggle, to check she was ready for this.
"You were dreaming about getting rammed up the arse, were you? Can you guess what happens next, little girl?" I whispered in her ear.
Lori looked back over shoulder at me, trying hard not to giggle, her blue eyes happy and full of mischief.
"Oh please Sir, are you going to fuck me in my ass, and pump my ass full of your hot sticky stuff? I love that, it's so dirty, but my big brother will find out, and he'll be so angry, please don't tell him!"
"Too late, he said I could! This will be your punishment for playing with yourself, you brazen little trollop," I grinned, unable to cope with the twin effects of that voice and the throbbing insistence of my cock!
"I knew you'd hear me eventually, Doctor Man, you took your fucking time, next time clean your ears properly!" she smiled, her eyes dancing with suppressed glee.
My only response was to grab a firm hold of her splendid breasts and slide my cock into her arse in one long slow glide. Lori's eyes bugged and she let out a whistling gasp from between her clenched teeth.
"God, Davey, is my ass getting tighter, or is that thing getting bigger?" she managed to gulp out.
"Lori, my darlingest darling, a man's cock is just another muscle, and as you know, the more you exercise a muscle, the bigger, firmer, and harder it gets, you should know this, and considering the work-out you've given it over the last day or so, weelll....." I told her in my best lecture room voice.
"That's bullshit and you know it, you dirty, perverted, ass-reaming little butt-fucker, you just love ramming that thing up my ass with no warning!" she gasped, pushing back against me to get the full benefit as I pumped into her, one of her hands sliding down her body to rub and massage her clitoris.
"Shall I stop then, you dirty girl?" I asked her, grinning as she clenched her bum cheeks tightly.
"I didn't say I didn't like, Doctor Man!" she gasped, "keep doing it that way, I love the way you stretch my ass when you cram that thing into me!"
Very soon, her breath began to hitch and blow in shallow gasps, I could tell she was almost at the tipping-point, so I redoubled my strokes, pistoning into her as she frigged frantically, to suddenly give a deep, breathy sigh, and slump against the wall as her orgasm hit, her anus contracting, clenching and rippling, taking me past the point of no return, as I sprayed what spunk I had left into her hot, tight, sinewy anus.
When we finally got our breath back, we resumed our shower; I soaped and scrubbed her back, she did mine, but sadly managing not even a twitch when she lifted my cock to wash it behind the head. Lori looked at me quizzically, and I grinned wryly at her.
"What do expect, you tarty little trollop, I've been ejaculating in you like some fabled Fountain of Spunk almost continually for the last 24 hours! If you stuck a gun to my head and told me 'fuck or die', I'd tell you to pull the trigger, I'm a doctor, dammit, not fucking John Henry, the Steel-Driving Man!" I said in m my best 'Bones' Mc Coy voice.
"So, are we done for tonight?" she asked, her eyes flashing.
"No, but I need deep protein intake to rebuild my strength, so I prescribe a 2-inch thick steak with butter-fried button-mushrooms, a green salad and a cold beer. Get those in me, and you shall have your Prince Charming and his Amazing Performing Penis back tonight!"
"He better make a fucking appearance" she gritted mock seriously, "I'll need a refill later, and I expect you to do the honours. Be there at the ready, or sleep on the couch, buster. A far as I'm concerned, if your dick's not working, you're no use to me, are you hearing me, boy?"
"My Darling Sister," I began, as pompously as I could manage while watching a stunning naked girl jiggle around soaking wet, "feast of pulchritude though you undoubtedly are, a wet-dream fantasy for any man between the ages of eight to eighty, you are dealing here with a man suffering from extreme lack of steak. Once that basic need has been met, he shall do his meagre, yet heartfelt, best to satisfy your voracious, nay, carnivorous needs. Darling Sister, someone famous, I'm not sure who it was, possibly Mark Twain, once said something to the effect that there is no woman alive who could not defeat any ten men in the ultimate battle between the sexes! After an afternoon and night with you, I now heartily believe this to be true, so be gentle with me!"
Lori looked at me levelly.
"You are so full of it, just be ready, no excuses will be accepted! I'll make sure you get your steak, one big enough to overhang the plate, so you'll have no excuses. If you drop dead I swear I'll carve a cock out of your leg-bone, because one way or another, I am going to have you inside me tonight, got it, Stud?"
What could I say, except to kiss her, hard, and squeeze her beauteous backside while she kissed me back with equal fervour, until, unable to hold it in any longer, she dissolved into peals of laughter.
"I am so looking forward to having you to myself for the rest of my life" I told her as I held her dripping wet, highly fuckable body close, unable to stop myself gloating. Mine, all mine!
"Just as long as I can always be your 'Little Trollop', Doctor Man" she whispered, her face muffled in the angle of my neck as I hugged her to me.
I had made dinner reservations that afternoon, at a restaurant which came highly recommended for barbecue and steaks, as well as local and boutique beers, so as usual, I was dressed and waiting, and waiting, for my hot sister to finally make an appearance. And what an appearance it was!
She had chosen a slinky black long sleeved minidress that looked like it had been sprayed on, with stockings covering her long, long legs and killer heels, her glossy black hair tumbling down her creamy bare back in large open ringlets. She looked cute, sexy, desirable, and very edible.
Lori has a lovely, almost classical profile, a straight nose with an adorable little tilt at the end, a small pointed chin, and incredible, kiss-me lips, and seeing her standing there like that, I wanted to leap on her and keep her for myself; she was too good to show to the local yokels in this hick town, she needed the catwalks of Milan and Paris, to be seen on the Promenade Des Anglaise, or lounging on the Cote D'Azure! One thing I could be absolutely certain of; looking like that in public, she was going to cause an Erection Epidemic tonight in the restaurant!
I tried to play it cool, by flipping a throwaway at her, to see if she would bite.
"Well, at least you scrub-up well!" I poker-faced at her, watching her grin at the compliment, but I could tell from her arch expression that she knew she'd already gotten me hot and bothered. This girl was a stunner at the best of times, but looking like this she could stop a train, and she'd done it all for me, so the very least I could do was let her know.
I silently admitted defeat, and gave in.
"Lori, sweetheart, Darling Sister of mine, wife-to-be, you look truly, absolutely ravishing, if it weren't for the fact that my stomach thinks my throat's been cut, I would rampage on you like a donkey on Viagra! You are absolutely the most beautiful woman I have ever seen; I still can't believe you consented to be my wife!"
Lori smiled at me, her lambent violet eyes lighting up, and she slid across the room to me like a snake on a snowdrift; I swear, she didn't move a muscle; one second she was leaning against the door jamb, the next second she was in my arms, her wondrous body moulding itself against mine.
"David, Darling Boy, you say the sweetest things", she cooed at me, "but", as she grabbed my crotch "that doesn't get you off the hook. Tonight, you perform, or I will suck the marrow out of your bones through your cock, are you hearing me? You WILL be my horn-dog tonight, or you get to find out in the morning what we do back there in Corn-Country to a dog that don't work! You dig, me, Stud-Boy?"
She gave me one last meaningful squeeze before letting go and flicking her hair back off her face, her body rippling and undulating as she did so, a sight guaranteed to make anthropoid males the world over howl and bang their heads on the wall, or take two cold showers and a couple of laps around the playing fields...
"Loud and clear, you hot, wicked, gorgeous little fun-bundle!" I replied, sliding my hand up her thigh and slipping a finger under her taut panties and into her warm anus, as I kissed her gently so as not to mess up her make-up, and nibbled lightly at her ear.
"Now let's go, wife, we have reservations, and they won't hold them forever."
Dinner was a sedate affair. Lori had a lobster salad with tiny little new potatoes in a cream sauce, and I had the monster steak she had promised me, medium-rare and smothered in butter-fried mushrooms, with the obligatory green salad, washed down with a lovely light, yeasty beer, everything I'd asked for. Lori had a chilled white wine, and we chatted about life, love, the future, all the things engaged couples discuss. She was wearing her engagement ring, and had received a concerted look of envy and pure unadulterated longing from all the women in the restaurant; well, it was a small town, apparently word had gotten around. Most of the men had stared in awe and wonder when Lori and her little black dress walked in, followed by sighs of envy when she leaned over and kissed me as we were shown to our table. Lori glowed, the prettiest blush I had ever seen, her eyes sparkling like violet fireworks.
We were in a romantic glow the entire way home, holding hands with our fingers entwined as we slowly strolled home in the late evening air of coastal Maine. She was puzzled when we crossed the road so that I could walk on the sidewalk with her on my left side, and asked why; I obliged, telling her that I had been told as a very small boy by my father that the lady always walked on the left, so that her male companion could not only shield her from the dirt and mud from the street, but also to keep his right arm, his sword arm, free and unencumbered to defend her. Her eyes sparkled at that.
"You English, you seem so stiff and aloof sometimes, and so old-fashioned and fuddy-duddy, and then you tell me something so damned romantic about something as normal as walking up the street! I'm going to love being an Englishman's wife!"
"About that," I started, "We need to get your passport sorted out, and get the marriage license. I don't know what the requirements are, so how about we make a trip to City Hall tomorrow to get the ball rolling. I'm burning with impatience to make you mine, and I don't want to miss a day!"
Lori told me she had a passport, although it was 4 years old, it would do.
"I looked like this when I was 15, even the hairstyle is the same, the only difference is the 'Girls' here hadn't quite arrived yet!"
She turned sideways on and cupped 'the Girls', and I had to agree, they would certainly have been the focus of any photographer if he'd seen them!
"Wow, if only everybody had a sister as hot as mine!" I breathed, pulling her in close for a kiss and a quick squeeze. Lori dimpled at the compliment, and I had to struggle for a moment to get back to reality.



"I also want us to take a quick trip to New York very soon" I said, "we need to organise your visa so you can come back with me, unless you know of a British Consulate in New England somewhere...? I trailed off hopefully.
Lori shook her head.
"Nope, but we can ask at City Hall tomorrow. Anyway, that's tomorrow, this evening isn't finished yet, you dirty-minded, over-sexed, lecherous little pervert! I find myself wishing you were a dentist, as I have several cavities I need filling..., but, as you're only a doctor, I have two rather pronounced swellings I think you need to pay some attention to, maybe manipulate a little..."
I love the way this girl's mind works!
We arrived back home about 20 minutes later, and sat down on the couch together, Lori pulled close to me so I could feel the heat from her body.
I turned to her to ask her about whether she had ever been to New York, instead her mouth met mine in a long, lingering, and very stimulating kiss, and I began roaming my hands over her hot, firm body, pulling her up so she was kneeling on the sofa, my hands restlessly fondling and touching, stroking and squeezing -- there were so many good things to grab, I was spoiled for choice!
Lori straddled me, one of her favourite positions, and I slid my hands up the back of her dress, trying to find the way to get it off.
"Slow down, Davey," she murmured, "let me take it off."
I acquiesced, watching in fascination as she slid the skin-tight garment off in one smooth movement, leaving her wearing just wispy, miniscule panties and her hold-up stockings, with her lovely breasts in all their glory, her nipples right in front of me, ripe for the sucking. As I'm not the sort to pass up a good thing, I cupped her buttocks to draw her up and in to me, and began licking, nibbling, and gently sucking her beautiful, coral-pink nipples, the fact that they were standing out like chapel hat-pegs indicating to me the level of her arousal.
Lori murmured her approval as I lapped, nibbled and sucked at her nipples, varying the pressure and technique, drawing moans and murmurs of appreciation and arousal from her, and stretching and shivering like a cat as I began more serious explorations of her body. My hands slid her panties down as far as I could, so I could rub and tease her anal bud. She obviously liked this, pushing my chin back so she could clamp her lips over mine, her tongue snaking between my teeth to fence with my tongue, all the while rubbing her pussy back and forth over my rapidly hardening cock. Lori started fumbling with the waistband of my slacks, trying to undo the button/catch/button combination that seems to be the norm these days, eventually grinning in defeat at me.
"Hold on, let me up a second, I want to get those damn things off!"
I chuckled, and gently released her, letting her stand up so I could stand up as well to drop my slacks and shorts, and pull my Polo shirt over my head. Lori looked down in mock disapproval.
"A gentleman always removes his socks, David!"
I smiled at this, pulling off my socks to stand bare naked in front of my best girl.
"Mmm, seems to be functioning according to requirements, so you're off the hook, stud-boy!"
Obviously she approved of my revitalised cock, standing out and up, and getting harder the more she stroked it.
"Come on Davey, let's play!" she smirked, and I wasted no time in yanking her tiny little panties all the way off. I held them up in front of her, looking at it quizzically.
"Lori, this thing is more indecent than just being honestly bare-arse naked, I mean, look at it; it's practically an incitement to riot!"
"So you don't like it, then?" she pouted, laughter dancing in her eyes. "I wore them to get you hot, I thought you might need a little assistance after earlier on..."
"Oh yes, I love it, it's so...so...well, you, isn't it?"
"You knew I had a dirty mind," she grinned, "and I wanted to stay within the law; after all, if I had been in an accident and arrived at the hospital wearing no panties, well...what would they have thought of me!"
"If there were any men there, they'd be taking pictures to leer at in their old age, what else?" I grinned
All this verbal foreplay was hoisting my best friend ever higher, a fact she was quick to take advantage of, swaying past me and deliberately bumping her hip against mine as she made her way to the dining table. Lori looked at me, grinned, and bent over to rest her chest and cheek on the table, looking over at me as she slowly pulled her cheeks open, with a big, naughty grin on her face. I was watching all this, wondering what she wanted to do, when she spoke, her voice low and sultry.
"I thought you wanted pie, Davey, so come get it!"
I needed no further prompting, moving in behind her, kneeling down to admire and examine the fabulous backside and pussy of my centrefold-sister, taking my time to savour every contour and feature of such breath-taking scenery.
"Baby, if you don't start doing something soon, I'm going out and finding a truck stop!" she purred, wiggling her delectable rump and making the sculpted hillocks of her comely, biteable bum ripple and jiggle in a most stimulating manner.
Unable to wait any longer, I leaned in and started planting light, feather-touch kisses on her behind, at the juncture of her thighs and her buttocks, and around her tempting little anal pucker, lightly stroking, kissing and smoothing her clear glowing skin, slowly moving into the centre of attention, her pink anus and sleek pussy. Lori closed her eyes, smiling archly as I circled in to my target, eventually lapping at her anus, stabbing my tongue further and further into her, making her squirm and gasp at each new flick of my tongue.
When I had her gasping and writhing, I moved my attentions down to her eager pussy. Her clitoris was already unhooded, showing that my attention to Lori's anus had been having the right effect, and I continued lapping and stabbing with my tongue, this time between her pussy lips. My nose was buried in her most womanly parts, smelling the intoxicating musk of her growing excitement, the sweet scent of the soap she had used to shower and wash herself underlying the natural musk she was exuding from both holes. I recalled the remark she had tossed at me recently, about pheromones, and I realised that her own pheromones were acting on me now, ramping-up my own sexual responses and firing my chemosensory receptors in continued salvoes, flooding my system with adrenalin, preparing me for sex with this girl, my lover, my sister.
At last, both of us stimulated to a higher level than we had reached so far, keyed-up to almost fever pitch, I couldn't hold back any longer. My need to fuck her almost overwhelmed me as I rose up behind her, shuddering with lust, need, and heightened sexual response, to knead and squeeze her firm buttocks as I slowly pushed the purple glans of my engorged cock into her hot, slick pussy, her own arousal level as highly keyed-up as mine. I took her hands as she blindly reached for me, pulling me down across her back as I began thrusting in long even strokes, now taking my weight completely on my forearms. The feeling of her warm springy buttocks moulding themselves to me as I thrust again and again was erotic and exciting, the sensation making her gasp and shudder and push back against me, trying to get as much of my cock into her as she could.
"Davey, please, stop, not like this...stop...!"
Surprised, thinking I was hurting her, I stopped and backed away. Lori stood up, a little shakily, and tuned to face me, taking my face in her hands and kissing me hungrily.
"Davey, I want to do this upstairs, in our bed, not here, not like this; can we go there, please?" she asked, and I was happy to comply, although a little puzzled as to why.
I followed her upstairs, marvelling once again at her perfect rear, into what had become our bedroom, and allowed her to lead me to the bed, my look quizzical and slightly puzzled. She sensed the question, and smiled knowingly.
"Darling Boy" she started, "I want to make love, not just fuck, can you understand that?"
Immediately it made sense. Before, we were working-off our lust and mutual attraction, playing sex-games and having fun, to try and find out more about each other, about where we could go with each other, and what our boundaries were; but now, things had changed, and she needed to make love, not just have sex. For us, and especially for her, it was to be a re-statement of our commitment to each other, and she didn't want to sully what she knew was the start of our lives together, even if she didn't quite understand that yet.
For her, what we did now would be the game-changer, something she realised deep down, that this was how we were supposed to go from here on.
All of this flashed through my mind in a second, and it felt right, and fitting. I was already fully committed to this girl, recognition of this fact so woven into me now, at such a deep, instinctive level, I would never be able to consider her as anything other than my mate, forever.
I lifted her hands, and kissed them both, then kissed her lovely lips once, saying just one thing, knowing instinctively that it was the right thing to say just now.
"Always."
Lori smiled up at me, relieved to see that I understood and accepted these changes in her, and what they meant, even if she didn't know how to express them. With that, she took my hand and led me into the bed, pulling me down next to her. Her arms locked around my neck, and I drowned forever in her lips, only coming up as she lay back on the bed, inviting me to join her. I lay next to her, caressing and rubbing, smoothing and squeezing, my body shivering and twitching with adrenaline overload, while her eyes closed in enjoyment. She suddenly pulled me down onto her, kissing me passionately, fiercely, amorously, obviously feeling the need to finish what we had started downstairs.
I was still rampantly, painfully erect, and now she reached out to grab my distended cock and squeeze it rhythmically in a persuasive up/down motion, feelings of complete trust and love for this beautiful girl, my sister, and wife to be, flooding through me as she pumped.
"If you keep doing that, you'll miss out on the big finale" I warned her, hardly able to contain myself, and she grinned, leaving off and spreading her legs in invitation. I mounted her, sliding my cock into her well-lubricated pussy, the slick, dewy flesh parting easily for me, hearing and feeling her gasp of satisfaction as I filled her.
She looked into my eyes with love, and trust, and adoration, seeing those same things in mine as I slowly pumped in and out, working ourselves toward the consummation we both knew was inevitable and necessary to make us one. I speeded-up my thrusts, Lori meeting me thrust for thrust, her pelvis grinding into me as I fought to restrain myself. Her breathing quickened and her movements became more urgent, as did mine, as we fought to reach that place together.
And then, suddenly, we did; her eyes snapped open and she screamed "OH MY FUCKING GOOOODDDD!", shuddering and gasping as orgasm after orgasm chased their way through her, wave after wave of pleasure crashing over her. I felt my whole heart collect together and burst out of me, into this wonderful girl who wanted nothing but me. I came in such intense waves of release that I thought my eardrums were going to burst, my vision dimming as the blood pounded in my head. I remained locked in place, the tremors and waves of orgasm shuddering through both of us, adrenaline still pumping and coursing through me, my groin and midriff clenching and spasming as I pumped jet after jet of hot semen into her.
I ducked my head down to kiss my sister on the bridge of her nose when the flare of release died down somewhat; her eyes fluttered open, and she grinned at me.
"Hello, Doctor Man, fancy meeting you here!" she whispered, her eyes sparkling as the adrenalin rush of her seismic orgasm slowly drained away.
I rolled over, still embedded in her body, and locked my arms about her lower back as I held her close to me, almost sobbing for breath, winded and shattered in the aftershock of my own adrenaline rush.
"What just happened there?" she asked a little blurrily.
"Darling Girl," I replied when I could catch my breath, still shaking and twitching in reaction, "regardless of what a Justice of the Peace says in some rural courthouse, we are now married!"
She smiled at me as two big tears rolled down her cheeks.
"What's up, sweetheart?" I asked in slight surprise.
"I know I'm being silly, but I just wish Mom and Dad could know how happy I am, could have been here to share in this with us" she whispered.
"You're not being silly, poppet, you're being normal. This is a new beginning for you, for us, but before you can have a new beginning, you've got to look back and pick out the best bits that went before, to help you pick the right way forward. That was the last thing my father told mother, and it's still true; but, if mother and Charlie had still been with us, would we, could we, have ever have come together in this way?"
Lori looked at up at me with those glorious eyes, like two lambent sapphires, a wistful expression on her beautiful face.
"We'd have found a way, Davey, I would have found a way, believe me!" she smiled, her fingertips lightly grazing my face. I smiled back and kissed the tip of her adorable nose.
"I believe you, baby-girl, and now, we have to get some shut-eye" I told her, "we have a long day ahead of us tomorrow, and we have a wedding to plan!"
Lori grinned at me and pushed her hand between us to grab hold of my rapidly deflating cock.
"Let's not get up too early," she smiled, eyes still sparkling with unshed tears," I plan on enjoying my marriage bed a little!"
I smiled happily and pulled her in close. God, she always smelled delicious; her own feminine odours, the smell of her perspiration, the sweet smell of her breath, all combined into a single heady scent that constantly reminded me of fairground cotton candy, or fruit cake, with a hint of cinnamon or some other sweet, heady spice, nutmeg, maybe, something almost Christmassy in its connotations and undertones.
I woke several times during the night, awakened by Lori turning restlessly, once to see her shoulders shaking as she cried, silently, so as not to disturb me, which made me feel even more protective toward her. I softly stroked her back, and she turned to me, face screwed up as she cried into my chest.
"What is it, baby-girl?" I asked gently.
"What you said earlier about Mom and Dad, I know it's true, but that doesn't stop me needing them now. David, what am I going to do without them?"
David again. This was serious; I had to go careful here.
"You'll have me, and our children, and between us we'll keep their memory alive. My father died a long time ago, but he still lives inside here" I tapped my head, "in my memories of him, his voice, his smile, the smell of his cigarettes, all the little things. I only had him for a little while, but it was enough, and anytime I needed my father, I closed my eyes remembered his voice, and there he was again. Mother and Charlie made sure of that, and so will we; we have a whole lifetime of memories of mother and Charlie, so many things to remember and treasure; one way or another, they'll always be with us. Even though he'll be long gone, little Charlie and little Lori, and all the other children we'll make will still be well acquainted with their Grandpa Charlie, I promise you that."
Lori reached up and pecked me on the cheek, just next to my mouth.
"How did a blonde like you get to be so deep?" she grinned; for answer I turned her around, smacked her rump, and pulled her in to me, holding her as close as I could.
I sleep light, and Lori seemed to finally have got the answers she needed, because she slept like a baby, albeit a baby with some spectacular and very grown-up scenery!
I woke in the early post-dawn, about 4:30 or thereabouts, to the pleasurable sensation of a small hand fondling my cock, scratching lightly on the underside with a fingernail, obviously trying to tease it into a full-blown erection.
"What are you doing, baby?" I smiled, watching her grin back in that dirty, sexy way that only she can do.
"I was trying to see whether this thing worked on auto-pilot, or if the flight-crew need to be on-deck to get this little beast," she flicked my glans, making me jump, "combat ready and airborne!"
I grinned at her.
"Not so much of the 'little', you disrespectful tart, I'll have you know I have thank-you letters and testimonials from some very grateful young women!"
"Really?" she grinned, cupping my scrotum in a ring of threatening fingernails, "do tell, Stud!"
"That's all in the past" I told her, loftily ignoring her, "a gentlemen never talks about the ladies in his past; now get up here, woman, we have an itinerary to plan."
Lori obediently slid up against me, and almost immediately all thoughts of itineraries, plans, and anything else disappeared as soon as her warm flesh came into full contact with mine. Her pneumatic body felt absolutely fucking incredible, and right now, all I could think about was slipping my rapidly inflating boner somewhere inside her.
"I thought you said we had plans?" she said, staring speculatively at my erection."What do you plan on doing with that, then?"
And with that, I rolled her on top of me, my hands planted firmly on her bum, her legs on either side of me, and her lips within easy reach. Lori looked at me with a twinkle in her eye, and I knew she was planning something, so I jumped the gun on her and pulled her bum cheeks wide, allowing my cock to drop into position to penetrate either hole.
"Time to choose, darling; do you want it in the bulls-eye, or should I aim for double-top?" I asked, using the English darts terms for the centre target, or the double-Twenty segment at the top of the dartboard to describe her pussy, or her anus immediately above it in this position
"Go for the bull's-eye, darling, I want to be able to sit down once or twice this week!" she grinned, and I needed no further urging, sliding in my cock into her tight, wet pussy in one long slow push.
"Oof, thank you Darling, got any other tricks?" she asked .
"Always happy to oblige, sweetheart" I responded, sliding a finger into her anus, which I found already lubed-up.
I raised an enquiring eyebrow at her, and she grinned back at me.
"I know you so well, you filthy-minded little ass-rapist, so I just took some early precautions!"
"What-ho, that's what I need in a wife, someone who thinks ahead!" I told her in my best upper-class twit voice, making her laugh and jiggle about in the most appealing way.
She began to move against me, rubbing her clitoris against me as she clenched and un-clenched her pussyl muscles, squeezing me delightfully, and quickly began to show signs of getting there, so I decided to help her along by inserting another finger into her anus, and pumped them in and out of her as she pumped against me.
When her orgasm hit, her anus clamped down on my fingers as her pussy expanded and contracted around my cock, while she shivered and shuddered against me as her orgasm peaked and then died away, leaving her breathless and glowing with sweat.
"Your turn," she declared, rearing up above me, determined to do what she could to make me as satisfied as she was.
"I think I'd like you to stick that in my ass now, Doctor Man!" she grinned, and who was I to argue with a girl like her?
"Kneel down, then, facing away from me" I asked her. Lori duly complied, and I shuffled on my knees behind her, reaching around to hold those magnificent breasts of hers.



"Here goes, baby, are you ready?" I warned her, and once again, at her nod and grin, thrust my cock into her tight little anus in one long slow glide, pulling her back against me to keep her upright.
"I knew you'd like this, you are such a bum-pervert, Denham" she panted, pumping back against me as I thrust into her hot tightness, feeling her rectum ripple and squeeze along the length of my cock.
"Serves you right for being such a hottie!" I retorted. "Getting rampantly fucked like this goes with the territory!"
She swayed forwards, and I followed her down, with my forearms on either side of her, keeping my cock embedded in her hot arse and pumping long strokes as hard as I could. Lori spread her arms wide, grabbing a double hold of the bedding, while I slid my hands under her, to hold and squeeze her breasts, keeping my weight on my elbows and forearms. This seemed a very natural position, restful for both of us, and very sexy, as I got to hold her tight to me, while at the same time being able to kiss the nape of her neck, her back and shoulders, and between her shoulder blades, and still keep pumping as hard as I could.
Lori was obviously getting something out of it as well; her breathing was becoming ragged, and her anus was clenching and contracting around my cock, sucking at the flesh in a way I found difficult to ignore. Suddenly, she stiffened, a loud gasp bursting from her as her orgasm hit, taking me with her, her anal passage clamping down all round my cock, the exquisite pressure making my cock spray spunk inside her back passage like I had an endless supply. When I came down and withdrew, she turned to me and kissed me hard and long.
"Thank you, Lover-Boy!" she whispered. With that, she slid her arms around me and held me close, her magnificent breasts flattened against me, holding me hard against her, until she dropped off to sleep again, completely sated.
When I awoke, it was with a start, thinking we had slept the day away. As my head cleared, I thought to look at my watch; phew, it was only 8:30am. That little minx had woken me at half-past four in the morning to play, so my time-sense was wobbling a little. Thank goodness for that, we had a lot to do today, and only a few hours to do it in.
I slid out of bed, made a few calls, and slid back in without disturbing her, then surveyed her as she lay there unawares. She was lying on my left side, on her stomach but facing away from me, her right leg bent at the knee, thrusting her fabulous bum in the air towards me, so I thought I would wake her as gently as possible, considering what I had done yesterday afternoon to wake her...
With this in mind, I started gently kissing and licking her earlobe, while at the same time lightly rubbing her bumhole in a circular motion with my left index finger, never penetrating her, that was not the plan; I just wanted to gently wake her, not shock her into a seizure...
After a few seconds of this, the nibbling and the stroking, she began to stir, so I moved away, preparing to kiss her into a more wakeful state.
"Mmm, that was nice, why did you stop?" she asked sleepily "I was enjoying that, more, please."
"No can do, Angel-May", I replied softly, "if I keep that up we both know what it leads to, and we have things to do, and not much time to do it in, so up and at 'em, Sleepy-Sally!"
Lori rolled over and wrapped her arms around me, pulling herself up for her wake-up kiss, which I gave her with extra nibbling, then smacked her scenic rump lightly.
"Right you, shower's over there, and I'm going first, you know you'll take forever, unless you want to save time and shower together...." I trailed off as I saw her eyes light up, "...on reflection perhaps solo showers would be a better idea" I finished, the light of mischief in her glorious eyes dying back a bit as she saw I was being serious.
"Remind me, Davey, what are we doing today" she queried, looking both excited and a little apprehensive.
"OK, there are the papers you'll need to prove your identity when we apply for the Marriage License, you know, birth certificate, any other proof of identity. I have my passport, so there should be no problem getting it, and once the license is issued, it will take a couple of days, then we can be married anywhere in the great state of Maine. Plus, we are going to Boston; I made a couple of calls, and there's a British Consul there, so that will take care of your visa. As a bonus, I actually recognised the name, he happens to be my Uncle Richard, Richard Denham-Grant, although I might want to keep that relationship quiet, at least for now; I've never actually met him, and we certainly don't want or need any complications just now!"
"Davey, you are just so fucking organised!" grumbled Lori, trying to sound serious, but I could see the mirth bubbling in her eyes and making her shoulders shake and her beauties jiggle (don't look, dammit, don't look, you have important things to do...!)
"Have you left any room in your schedule for anything else?" she asked innocently.
"Like what, wench?" I asked with a smile.
"Oh, I don't know, maybe fucking the living daylights out of me, perhaps?" she smiled.
"I'm way ahead of you, you evil-minded little nympho! I swear, you've got a mind like a pit of snakes! We have a suite booked at The Mandarin Oriental in Back Bay; open booking, so we can stay as long as you want. It's a 5-star, so I order you, as your husband-to-be, to pamper yourself! But first, off to City hall, we need to get the license sorted today, because I have us booked on an early evening flight with Panic Airlines, or whatever they call themselves, into Logan, for us to take care of business tomorrow. "
Once we'd showered, and I'd had a good shave, we drove into town and parked-up in the municipal parking lot. A very helpful receptionist sent us to the Municipal Clerk, who helped us fill in the application, checked and photocopied our identity documents, stamped and notarised the application, and told us it would be available for collection within 4 business days. We paid the grand total of $30, $10 each License fee and $10 for 2 certified copies of the Marriage certificate. That was it, we were free to marry anywhere in the State of Maine!
As it was about that time, we found a small bistro with outdoor seating, and had a wonderful lobster brunch, enjoying the sea views, the fresh sea tang in the air, and the white-golden sunlight that they only ever seem to have in Maine. Lori, however, seemed to have something on her mind.
"David, there's something I want to say," she began, "Please don't say anything, just hear me out, OK?"
I was mystified, but waited to hear what she had to say.
"David, I just wanted to say that, now that our getting married is about to become a real reality, there's something I need to ask you, and I need you to be completely honest with me. Is this really, truly what you want? Because you don't have to do this, just because you feel obligated or anything; I know you feel guilty over Mom, please don't feel you have do this out of some sense of duty, or pity or...or... anything, I'm a big girl now, I can look after myself; if you think you have to do this, then it's for the wrong reasons, please don't hurt me like that, I...Davey, please...!"
She was crying openly now, and my heart was breaking open to see her so distraught.
I scrambled over to hold her, close, drying her glorious eyes, and kissing her once, gently, on each eyelid. "Loretta Keene, the only thing I want in this world is you, to be my wife, my partner, my best friend, and the mother of my children. I love you more than anything. Always remember that".
Lori kissed me gently on the cheek, tears still rolling down her cheeks.
"Are you really, truly sure, Davey? I love you, Doctor Man, please do this only because you love me too!""
For answer I kissed her, hard, my hands roaming over her, heedless that we were in full view of anyone who happened to look our way.
"Lori, all I can think of is you; I love you more than anything, and all I want is for you to be happy, with me, forever. I love you, Loretta Keene!"
"Thank you Davey!" she whispered in my ear, "and now you've made me cry again!" she smiled at me, eyes still full, "I have to powder my nose, back soon, Darling Boy!"
When she returned, her make-up was completely restored, with no sign of her tears. I held her hands, lifting her ring to show it to her.
"This is just a thing, but it's a symbol of forever, always remember that, my darling wife."
Lori sat down and contemplated her glass of wine, fiddling with a bread stick, twirling it casually in her salad dressing.
"Davey, what time is our flight tonight?" she asked, casually, innocently. Yeah, right!
"7:30 p.m., sweetheart. Why?" I responded, as if I didn't already know.
"Weelll, it's only just gone 11, so we have several hours to kill. I don't want to window-shop, the clothes here are terrible, I'd need to be 60 with a prolapse to even think about buying anything here, so I was thinking we should go home, and pack a couple of bags, and then you should maybe fuck the hell out me, what say?"
I had to agree with her, the thought of finally getting our marriage accomplished was having a decidedly aphrodisiac effect on me; there was a building tension in my balls that no amount of sunlight, sea air or superb Maine lobster was going to relieve. Besides, the interlude just now had shaken me, and I needed to hold my girl closer than I could out here in public.
"My thoughts exactly, you vulgar little girl, you saved me the trouble of asking!"
"Darling Boy, the day I turn you down for sex is the day they put me to bed with a shovel" she told me, and leaned over to give me a warm, loving kiss, with extra mayonnaise.
We headed back to the car, me walking with my document folder held in front to conceal my tremendous hard on. Even the short drive back seemed far too long; Lori in the sunlight, wearing her brief sundress and kitten heels, was a sight that would tempt a Trappist monk into sin.
Once inside, all restraint fell away, and I had my hands on her lovely peach of a bum before her purse had hit the table. She kissed me with a need that surprised and gratified me, fumbling with my slacks while I tugged down her scandalously brief panties and pulled her dress straps off her shoulders. Her dress slid to the floor, and once again my beautiful teenage goddess of a sister stood before me, naked, gorgeous, ready to fuck and be fucked.
My own clothes had hit the floor by now, and my cock stood up, achingly erect, waiting to explore its favourite hiding places. Lori grabbed hold, pulling me close by my cock, and kissed me gently, lovingly, teasingly while her hand pumped. She broke our kiss, turning her back on me, so I pulled her in tight, holding and fondling her breasts, lightly pinching and rubbing her nipples while my cock lodged itself in the deep cleft between her majestic buttocks. She gasped and began a gentle rise and fall motion, pumping the cock lodged tightly in her bum crevice, her arms behind her, holding on to my hips, while I kissed her neck and shoulders, occasionally pecking her on the lips as she turned her face to me.
We continued this for a while; it felt so erotic, clean and wonderful, that I wanted to continue the feeling for as long as possible, but I could also sense the building arousal in her, as she could in me. Eventually she broke away from me to turn around and grab the back of my neck, pulling me in for a long, deep kiss, while I weighed, moulded, squeezed and rubbed her spectacular breasts.
Lori stepped back, and took my hand to lead me to the stairs, and, as before, I followed, mesmerised again by her amazing, pneumatic backside as she swayed up the stairs ahead of me. She led me into the bedroom, indicating that I lie down on my back, while she knelt on the bed, taking my cock into her mouth. At first she lapped and lightly teased with her tongue, becoming more serious as I became more and more aroused, slipping the purple glans further and further into her beautiful mouth. She began a suctioning motion that I found thoroughly delightful, rubbing her tongue gently over the tip of my cock, her head dipping further and further until my cock was completely engulfed in her mouth and throat. Now she started contracting her throat around my cock, simultaneously pumping me in and out of her throat. This was too much for me, and I came like fury, like molten copper; my ears rang and my vision blurred as I shot what felt like gallons of hot sperm into and down her throat.
When the ringing in my ears subsided, my heartbeat had slowed, and my vision cleared, I smiled blearily up at her, awestruck.
"Fucking hell, Lori, where in the name of God did you learn that?" I asked her.
She looked innocently at me, blue eyes dancing.
"Catholic School, of course, silly, where else!"
God, she was hot!
Now it was her turn, and I knew what I wanted to do to her.
"Come here, you tarty little strumpet, I have a present for you!" I growled.
Lori slid up the bed next to me and looked at me with the devil in her eyes.
"This had better be good!" she smirked, knowing I was going to have to go some to top what she had just given me.
"Darling, come here and straddle me, please, facing down the bed, baby!" I asked her, and Lori complied as she realised what I was going to do with her. She rested her hands on my thighs, with her stunning rear view filling my field of vision, truly a magnificent sight, and her lovely long creamy legs lying along my sides. I pulled her into closer proximity, and grabbed both buttocks, marvelling at the smooth firm hillocks, at the heft of them, and the springy, taut bounciness of them. This was a backside to linger over, a feast for the true arse connoisseur!
I stabbed gently at her puckered pink target, and around it, not quite penetrating it with my tongue, but letting her know that penetration was a definite option!
Lori murmured, and wriggled delightfully, tilting her behind insistently, but we had time to savour this experience, so I took my time. Now I began lapping softly at her pudenda, her labia beginning to swell and part as her arousal level climbed. I touched the tip of her hooded clitoris with the tip of my tongue, lightly, fleetingly, and the effect on her was immediate and profound. What had been a pleasurable caressing of her womanly parts had now become an expression of intent on my part to explore them more fully, and she knew it, judging by the slow suffusion of blood as her labia began to blush and swell even further. My tongue began a circling motion around her pussy, gently flicking her clitoris, poking into and squirming between her labia, stabbing more firmly at her anal entrance, lapping with broader and broader strokes from anus to clitoris and back again, letting her know that I was worshipping both, tasting her wonderful juices as her arousal level rose.
She was quivering and gasping now, jumping every time I touched her clitoris or anal bud directly, and showing every sign of approaching her peak of arousal. Her anus was opening and closing, and her sweet musk was wafting over me as her pussy juices ran in anticipation of the need for lubrication. The musky scent of her pussy and anus was also having a decidedly arousing effect on me, causing my own need to notch-up several levels as my chemosensory system tried to cope with the pheromones I was inhaling from this beautiful creature, those same responses causing my cock to harden almost painfully in readiness for the end-game.
"Davey..." she murmured, which was my cue. My cock had been iron hard for some time now, the sight before me was stimulating in the extreme, and, up to now, every time she'd made a grab for it I had murmured "No Baby, not yet..." to discourage her.
Now I pulled her upright, she knew what she wanted to do, and guided my engorged, purpled cock into her tight pussy with a drawn-out hiss of satisfaction.
Now she began a slow, purposeful up...down motion, savouring my hardness in her, while I enjoyed the stunning view of her magnificent flaring buttocks in all their glory as they danced and quivered with her motion. She was the picture of desirable, delectable femininity, the girl still plainly visible in this sexually adventurous woman, and she was mine!
Her movements became faster as she approached her climax, her head thrown back and little cat-sounds coming from her as she rode my cock with increasing urgency, faster and faster until, with a sound somewhere between a hiss and a scream, she orgasmed, her body quivering and shuddering with the force of each tremor as it raced through her, her hands interlaced with mine, knuckles white as she rode out the intensity of her release.
Gradually, her shuddering subsided, her death-grip relaxed, and she slumped forward onto my thighs, the picture of satisfied womanhood.
"How was that, darling wife?" I asked her, when I judged her breathing was something approaching normal.
"Wonderful, Doctor Man, couldn't you tell?" she panted. "Let me ask YOU a question now, you horn dog; where the hell did you learn THAT?"
"Also, Catholic School" I flipped back at her, "Those nuns, eh, it wasn't all hymns and Latin, you know...!"
"Eewww, you are such a disgusting, lying, ass-humping pervert!" she laughed, "but now, what do you plan on doing with this thing sticking in me?"
"Well, I have a cunning plan" I told her, "I was going to let it drop, and get in a power nap before we have to leave."
"Don't do that" grinned Lori, "if you do, you'll have a case of Lover's Balls fit for the medical journals. Onwards and upwards, boy, use your imagination!"
"Well, then, Darling Girl, if you don't mind..."
And with that I raised Lori enough to withdraw my cock from her pussy, and gently slide it into her pink, fluttering anus.
"I might have known! You've earned it, though, Doctor Pervert, have fun!" she hissed as she began to rise and fall, an insistent motion that, coupled with the constriction of her anus around my cock, I found extremely stimulating. As if that weren't enough, the sight of my cock pumping in between those delectably sleek, globular buttocks flaring down from her tiny waist, the feel of her anus stretched tight around my cock, and the sight and sensation of my cock dragging her anal ring in and out as she pumped up and down on it, took me over the top in no time, my cock spraying sperm into her back passage, the combination of her motion and her contracting anus milking my cock of every drop.
"David Denham, you are a dirty, filthy, perverted, bum-hungry, cock-knocking little sex-goblin, did you know that?" she breathed, finally disengaging as I tried to stop seeing stars.
"Oh I know that" I retorted, "Tell me something new. You, however, are a cock-crazy, ass-fucking little shag-monkey, did you know that?"
Lori grinned at me and climbed off the bed.
"It must run in the family. And now I need another shower, I reek of sex, and, as you were good enough to point out, this is not a good thing in a confined space!"
"Actually, to me, you smell like a Victorian Christmas Pudding, rich and sweet and spicy; I love it!" I told her seriously.
Lori dimpled, blowing me a kiss as she turned to make for the door.
"While I'm showering, pick out some clothes for you to take, there's a pair of flight bags on top of the closet in my old room, take them down please, we'll need them."
She suddenly dimpled again.
"Listen to me, I'm already ordering you around like a wife, better get used to it, hot-shot!"
I sat on the edge of the bed, and pulled her close by the simple expedient of grabbing her biteable buttocks, and lightly clamping her nipple with my lips.



"What are you doing, Davey, we're on the clock, or have you forgotten?" she asked, grinning as I nibbled and flicked the taut, rubbery nub.
I released her delectable nipple so I could speak to her.
"Darling Wife, in a few months time, these are going to be fully occupied by at least one lucky little infant, so I'm getting my time in now!"
Lori's eyes welled up, and she moved in closer, to hug my head against her chest.
"Oh, Darling Boy, there'll never come a time when I have no time for you; you're my Prince Charming, and I need you to keep prodding me with that thing down there! Don't worry; I promise you, you'll always my first priority, except when the kids need me, of course. That will be your cue to go learn how to garden or fix cars, or groom dogs, or whatever!"
"Kid's eh"? I looked at her quizzically, "How many were you planning on, then?"
Lori dimpled.
"I want blonde little boys who look like their father and brunette little sisters for them to protect, like my big brother always did for me!"
"So, at least four" I mused, "We'll have to buy a suitable house, then, with some land, room for a tree-house, maybe a Play-House as well, probably get rid of the old place, hmmm."
"What are you talking about, Doctor Man? What 'old place'? Have you got a house in England then?" she asked.
"Of course," I replied, "Where did you think I lived?"
Lori grinned at me.
"Under a bridge, with the rest of the trolls, of course!"
"Lori, I have my father's old house, where he and mother lived, where I was born. You've seen the pictures of it, mother and father outside, with me on a tricycle. It was part of the trust; it reverted to me when I was 18, when we get married it's yours, if you want it."
"Do you mean you rattle around in that big old place all alone? Poor baby, my poor, poor Darling Boy, all alone in that spooky place!"
"My darling," I said, "we're going to need somewhere to settle down, raise babies, and call home. I'm not in the least bit attached to that ugly, freezing mausoleum, I barely remember living there, I was so young when I left, and I go there now as seldom as I can. I usually live in a rented flat in south London, near the hospital, but that's far to pokey for a princess like you, especially if we're going to be having babies as soon as I hope! Plus, given the way you howl when you fuck, we really don't want any close neighbours!
"How about this; what say we ditch that ghastly old crypt and look for somewhere that actually suits us, instead? We'll easily be able to afford it, you know; my trust fund earned an obscene amount of money, and other than tuition fees and essential living expenses, I haven't actually touched a penny of it, so let's spend some of it.
All the time I was speaking I was rubbing, squeezing and jiggling her bounteous bum-flesh, lifting and separating the buttocks to stretch open her bumhole, and occasionally lightly rubbing a fingertip against her anal bud, while intermittently nibbling and flicking her nipples with the tip of my tongue, and it was beginning to have an effect. Lori was wriggling and squirming delightfully, holding my head to try and keep still while we talked.
"Honey, if you keep that up, you're gonna have to do something about it!" she breathed, "Just stay still for a second..." She wiped me down with an antibacterial wet-wipe.
"There, that should do it. Now, what time is it, Doctor Man?"
"It's just a little after 2 o'clock. Why?" I asked artlessly, knowing full well why she was asking.
"Good!" she breathed, "come here, you!"
She launched herself at me, pushing me back on the bed and sliding in next to me.
"Whatever is the matter, Miss Keene?" I asked in my best bedside manner.
"Oh Doctor Denham" she murmured, "I think I need one of your special injections, could you give it me right now?"
"Always happy to oblige" I grinned, sliding my hands all over her body, marvelling anew that this spectacular girl wanted me.
I dipped my head down to kiss her on her throat, her neck, her shoulders, the tight shadowed valley between her marvellous breasts, her nipples, in fact, any patch of bare skin I could reach to plant a kiss on. Lori busied herself fondling my arching cock, fully sprung to life at the feel of her body next to mine, giggling if I hit a ticklish spot, but always kissing me eagerly, hungrily when I returned to her lips.
My probing hands eventually found their way down to her pussy lips, with feather-light caresses of her swelling clitoris, and her kisses immediately became more lingering, her breathing deeper, and her hand on my cock firmer and more insistent as she pumped slowly up and down.
Lori tilted her head up to me, her lips parted, her eyes sparkling, telling me all I needed to know, so I moved over her, hovering above her preparatory to mounting her.
She guided me in, and I went in gently this time; this was me making love to my wife, not having a 'nooner' with my best girl, so no sweaty sexual gymnastics, no frenzied pounding, nothing but a couple in love making love. Lori felt this, and, after our epiphany last night, knew that this was part of that same experience, something to be treasured and cherished, and renewed every so often.
I pulled her in close to me, being careful to keep my weight on my arms and off her, and kissed her wonderful lips as I pumped my shaft in and out, making her gasp and flutter her hands on my back and sides. I felt like I could have kept doing this with her forever, but Lori had other ideas, and began to raise up to meet my thrusts, bringing her clitoris in contact with the rough wiry hair at the root of my cock, the sensation making her dig harder and harder at me, staring up at me with those incredible violet eyes, trust and love shining out of them, until suddenly her eyes squeezed shut and her pussy constricted as the first wave of her orgasm hit her, a burst of her hot juices flooding my cock as she came.
"Oh God... Oh God...Oh God..." was all she could say, as she dug her heels into the bed and lifted her pelvis up to meet mine, the continuing pulses in her pussy finally pushing me over the edge, and my cock began pumping my semen into her as hard as I could, flooding her canal and spilling out to pool with her own ejaculate on the sheets beneath us...
My cock eventually stopped twitching and spurting, and Lori opened her eyes to smile at me, a tear in the corner of each eye, tears I was happy to kiss away from those glorious eyes. I withdrew, making her gasp as tails of orgasm chased through her once more, and then I was lying next to her, spent, at least for now, but ready to rise to the occasion if she needed me to, such was the depth of my love for this girl.
"Thank you, Darling Boy," she whispered, "that was, as always, fucking amazing, how do you do it?"
To be honest, I didn't know myself. I had never considered myself a cocksman, and had never really been more than a once-a-night kind of lover, never a student stud, like some of my med-school colleagues, and had only had a few good, but unremarkable, sexual experiences. Nothing had ever led me to believe I had the stamina for anything more prolonged than that, but with Lori I felt I could fight all day and fuck all night! On one steak and a lobster salad, to boot! Frankly, I was astonished at my performance so far; my new-found ability to ready myself again and again over the course of a day came as a bit of a shock to me, albeit a pleasant one, and could only put it down to Lori's influence.
"You inspire me, Darling Wife, you are making me what you think I should be, and I thank you for it!" I replied, licking and nuzzling her, once again roaming my hands over her, but not trying to arouse her this time, rather convincing myself that this ravishing creature was real, that she was here, and that she was mine. The fact that she was my little sister no longer even surfaced to flash a fin, it was simply no longer relevant, of no consequence, gone forever, deleted from our consciousness.
My hands slipped around her waist and grabbed her buttocks, lightly pinching and my fingers brushed over her anus again. Lori's eyes flicked open, and I kissed the tip of her nose.
"Don't worry, Kitten, no more bum-humping 'til we get to Boston; then you're fair game, deal?
"Deal!" she agreed, jumping up and wrapping my shirt around herself as she went to start hunting out some outfits to take to Boston.
"Lori!" I called out; "just bring some slacks, a top, and some really slutty underwear; we'll go shopping and buy everything you need. And you won't need any nightwear; you'll never get that far!" I smirked to myself.
She walked back in the room, a collection of thongs like multi-coloured dental floss draped over her hand.
"What do you want me to wear, Doctor Man?" she asked, innocently.
I leered at her."What you've got in your hand looks good enough to me, it's not like you'll have a chance to put much mileage on them!"
"You dirty-minded sex-maniac, my daddy warned me about boys like you!" she grinned, and left the room again, calling me in after her to get the travel bags down from on top of the closet.
"Darling, we don't need two bags, we'll buy what we need in Boston. I brought fuck all clothes with me when I came back, so let's just buy new!"
She looked at me levelly.
"Are you always so wasteful, Doctor Man?"
"Of course not" I replied," but the fact is, I've been wearing the same 3 outfits in rotation for the last 4 weeks, and I need some clothes, these weren't new to begin with, and they're starting to look threadbare. Plus, I want to spend money on my girl, I want to treat her to all the clothes, shoes, jewellery she wants, why is that so wrong?"
Lori walked over to me, her eyes a mystery.
"Say that again, Doctor Man."
"What, my girl? But you are my girl, and you always will be. I want to spoil you a little before we're married, because I know after we're married you'll want to watch every penny. You won't need to though; I told you, my trust fund is bulging at the seams, we have enough money to be as extravagant as you like, once in a while, or as often as you like!"
She looked curiously at me.
"So just how much money is there in this fabled 'Trust-Fund', Rockefeller, really?"
"I told you, Darling Girl, last month, according to the statement from the fund managers, the fund currently totalled something approaching twenty-eight million pounds sterling -- about forty-five million dollars or so. I understand from the managers and trustees that my father loaded all the capital and investments he made and inherited into the trust to stop his relatives getting their grubby mitts on it. The money's there, we can spend it, or save it for our children, it's your choice."
Lori's eyes were like saucers. "What do you do with all that money?"
"Me? Nothing; I didn't earn it, so I don't think of it as mine, more a sort of family legacy, to keep safe and pass along. I grew up without it, normal, well mostly, not like some pampered, socialite Trust-Fund Brat, so I really never had a need for it. It paid for my schooling, enabled me to catch-up with my peers at school and get into medical school, but that's all I've ever spent. I love the things that feel real, corn-dogs and baked beans, County Fairs and roadside fried chicken, biscuits and gravy, Blockbuster and popcorn on Saturday night, not champagne and caviar. My salary is more than enough to live comfortably, my needs are minimal, everything I have I paid for myself, with money I earned, and I value it because of that. I have Charlie to thank for teaching me that."
Lori persisted.
"Why do you bother, is what I'm trying to get at; after all, you don't have to work, ever, so why punish yourself with such a heavy workload?"
"Because that's how Charlie taught me to do things, aren't you listening? I may be English, but I'm also a corn-fed Iowa boy. The best thing Charlie ever did for me was to give me his Protestant work-ethic, and teach me not to accept money I didn't earn; the easy way out didn't come easy to him, and it doesn't come easy to me. Lori, I didn't pick cardio to show-off, and I don't do the surgery to practice my skills or earn big bucks; I wanted to be a surgeon, just like my father, in the same specialised field. Operating on the Cardio-Thoracic rota is frightening; if you get it wrong, somebody may die, so you operate at the peak of terror, but watching and double-checking everything you do; Charlie taught me to be that way, to be just like him. If you get blasé about it, you will make mistakes, possibly fatal errors. I do it to see them walk out and get their life back, that's the reward, that's what drove my father, and my grandfather, and I like to think that's what keeps me going back in there. Is it stressful? Yes. Is it worth it? I think so."
"Now git, you need a shower, I need a shower, and we've only got a couple of hours. Don't forget to pack the documents we'll need!
We were ready, washed, waxed, polished, and smelling slightly minty when the taxi arrived and whisked us off to the airport, mid-way between Bar Harbor and Ellsworth, a pleasant drive and a nice little airport. Our flight was a slightly suspicious-looking elderly twin-prop aircraft, but we were assured it was safe and fully certificated; I was still slightly nervous about lumbering into the sky in this antique, and spent the short journey trying not to think of Richie Valens, Buddy Holly, Jim Reeves, Patsy Cline, Otis Redding, Ricky Nelson, Jim Croce, John Denver...
The flight into Logan was uneventful, slower than I was used to, but, given the nature of the transportation, not bad, at least we actually arrived in one piece, and Lori didn't have TOO much of a struggle to make me let go of the safety belt and quit reciting 'Now I lay me down to sleep..."
We took a taxi into town to our hotel. Lori was impressed, to say the least, as was I, with the quality of the suite, and was more than interested in the super-king bed provided.
"Davey, how many people do they expect to fit in that thing?" she asked, "It's gigantic!"
"It just means I'll have to run harder to catch you, my dear!" I simpered at her, making her shriek and dodge around the other side of the bed. I caught her by leaping onto the bed and tackling her, bearing her down onto the bed for a victory kiss and a quick squeeze and grope.
"No! Bad Troll! Down! Heel, I say, Heel!" she squealed as I attempted a more serious grab at some goodies, "No, later! Down, Boy! N'Gawa, Cheetah! N'Gawa!"
She giggled as I continued to squeeze and tickle her.
"I need food, Moneybags, beef on a reef, ribs, chicken, anything, Feed Me, Seymour!"
I was more than slightly interested in locating more of Lori's goodies, but deferred to my darling sister.
We had dinner reservations in the hotel restaurant, so went down and had a very good, varied selection of seafood and steaks, some excellent wine, and, a treat for me, an ice-cold Fuller's IPA beer from England, malty, hoppy and creamy smooth, and talked softly about our plans over coffee and chocolates, before deciding to call it a night.
Back in our suite, Lori unpacked our toiletries and went off to have a shower, alone, as she'd taken pains to emphasise, so I flicked on the TV and tried to take an interest in the world, which was difficult, as my world was busy soaping up without me present! I had briefly considered sneaking in and ambushing her with a fully-loaded erection, but I knew that tone of voice-when she used it, she usually meant it.
Presently she reappeared, looking refreshed and very desirable in the voluminous courtesy bathrobe, her hair dried and smelling of peaches, brushed and tumbled down her back, very appealing!
"Your turn, Rockefeller, get fresh and do it quick, I have plans for you!" she grinned, and my heart leaped -- she had been quiet, almost subdued, most of the evening, so it was nice to see her back on form.
"As my lady commands," I mocked, "does my lady have any further instructions?"
Lori replied by kissing me, properly, with intent, a fact my best friend rapidly became fully aware of as she squeezed and manipulated my manly bits.
"Fuck showering, you can do that later," she breathed, "I want slow time with your friend here!"
"As you command" I said, dropping my slacks to reveal my state of arousal. I was wearing trunk briefs, and my condition was plainly visible, a sight that made her eyes twinkle.
"You'll do" she noted, an adorable pixie expression on her face, half serious, half humorous, "Now come over here please, I need your opinion on something."
I obliged, and Lori stood up, letting her robe drop to the floor, placing her hands behind her head to pose for me. It was a breathtaking sight; she looked like Venus rising from the waves, her magnificent body sculpted by nature into a thing of incredible beauty, sexual attraction radiating from her in waves. My cock, already at half-mast, sprang to full stretch, constricted painfully by the waistband of my briefs.
She was wearing the tiniest, most indecent pair of panties I had ever seen, a mere V-shaped band at the front, the V swooping down to (just) cover her pudenda, then girdling her hips to disappear in two narrow, curved ribbons of material down and into the cleft of her shapely bum; a thing of beauty, the absolute epitome of the lingerie designers art, panties that made a woman look more naked than if she were actually naked! My hands itched to grab this vision, peel those heavenly panties off (but carefully, Oh! so carefully!), and subject her to an extended monkey-fuck!
"What do you think, Doctor Man, will I do?" she cooed, raising herself up on the balls of her feet and dropping down again, making her marvellously pneumatic body jiggle and quiver, a sight absolutely guaranteed to make any living male bite through steel bars and beat his chest.
"God, yes!" I breathed, "you're incredible, come here, you!"
Lori stepped over to me, her pixie grin on her face, as I reached for her.
"Are you going to keep me, then?" she enquired winsomely.
For answer I ran my finger up her body, from her barely concealed pussy lips to her chin, before touching her on her perfect lips.
"Only if you kiss me" I said, and my beautiful sister's arms enfolded me as she planted a 20-megaton kiss on my lips. I ran my hands down her flanks, and hooked my thumbs in the waistband of her almost non-existent panties, cocking an eyebrow at her.
"Go ahead, you know you want to" she smiled at me, so I started to slide that wisp of material down her smooth flanks, cock lurching at the incredibly sexy sight of that tiny piece of lingerie sliding down her marvellous thighs, until they floated to the floor. Lori smiled at me, and turned sideways on to me, one of my favourite views of her, as it emphasised the jut of her breasts against the flatness of her stomach, and the firm round hillocks of her globular buttocks, the springiness of her taut young flesh, and the glowing whiteness of her skin against the raven tumble of her hair.
I turned her face to mine, and kissed her, deeply, longingly as my hands wandered down her body, front and back, one hand eventually lingering and caressing her tender pussy lips, the other hand rubbing fingertips up and down the cleft of her buttocks, lingering at her anal bud, index finger describing soft circles around her rear entrance while I caressed her pussy with the other. Lori was standing perfectly still, eyes closed and lips parted, a little flutter of her neck muscle as she swallowed the only sign that she was responding to my caresses.
I continued stroking and caressing her, I was in no rush, and I knew she loved the 'softly, softly', slow-burn approach, so I took my time, gradually increasing the pressure and frequency of my caresses, slipping in and out of her pussy, now, and pressing more insistently against her anal entrance.



She was definitely feeling the effects of my frigging her so gently; her breathing was becoming shallower and more rapid, and I could see her pulse quickening, as she slowly flushed light pink across her neck and breasts. Her nipples had erected, vivid coral-pink nubs, begging to be sucked and suckled, and her pussy was beginning to moisten as her arousal intensified. Now Lori reached for me, for the waistband of my briefs, and started to roll them down. I let her do it, as I didn't want to break my rhythm, or undo what I had achieved so far. Almost in a trance, she pushed my briefs down far enough to release my throbbing cock, and took hold of it her small warm hand.
Kissing me with serious intent, she began a slow squeezing, pumping motion, priming my cock for what was to come, as I began more seriously groping and rubbing my gorgeous half-sister's pussy and anus.
Lori broke our kiss to look up at me and smile, indicating with her eyes that she wanted to get on the bed, so we moved to the bed, me sitting down on the edge, with her sitting on my lap, both of her arms now wrapped around my neck, French-kissing each other, fencing with our tongues while my hands held her tight against me.
"Back, lie down" she whispered, which I did, and she straddled me, rising up as she took my cock in hand to guide it into herself.
Sure of her aim, she slowly lowered herself, engulfing my cock in her warm, tight pussy, her eyes closed and her bottom lip caught between her teeth. She looked so adorable, so truly, truly beautiful at that moment, I nearly came out of sheer sexual overload, and had to resort to mentally reciting medical texts, differential equations, the principal exports of Sweden, and images of Dr Ruth and Margaret Thatcher to stop me blowing my top!
She began a slow rise and fall motion, pacing herself, controlling her own arousal, her hands on my chest to give her support, working herself up to where she wanted to be. I reached up and started rubbing and lightly pinching her lovely nipples, holding her breasts while I rubbed her nipples with my thumbs, flicking them to watch the effect it was having on her. Lori began to breathe faster, her arousal building, the sensations in her pussy obviously getting the better of her. I began lifting to meet her as she moved down.
"No Honey, let me do this....." she gasped out, continuing her motion, her pace increasing as I rubbed and squeezed and flicked her nipples.
My hands slipped down to her buttocks, and I began caressing her anal bud, probing and withdrawing in time with her motion, Lori saying "yes, do that...do that..." as I increased pressure, her tempo increasing and mine following suit. Eventually, I slid my finger into her anus, followed by a second finger, widening her passage and plugging it at the same time. Her eyes fluttered closed, and her head lolled back as her breathing quickened, coming in short gasps, until, at last, she hit that peak, her orgasm rolled through her in waves, and she screamed out loud with the intensity of her release. Her anus tightened almost painfully around my fingers, and I could feel the spasms of orgasm hit her again and again in my fingers, in the constriction and release of my cock as her pussy pulsed, and in the fluttering of her thigh muscles clamped around my sides.
Lori slumped forward onto me, her head on my chest, as she fell into the afterglow, her heart racing and her breathing quick and shallow. I caressed her hair, ran my hands up and down her back, from her buttocks to the nape of her neck, kissing her hair and inhaling her lovely peach smell, until eventually she raised her head to smile at me, eyes sparkling after the storm.
"Fucking Hell, Davey that was...that was...un-fucking-believable, I have never come like that before, what have you done to me Doctor Man?" she asked, looking at me with love and complete adoration.
"I tried an old English folk trick on you, Kitten" I grinned at her.
"What was that then?" she smiled, "Victorian Aphrodisiac? Eye of newt? Dipping your dick in Spanish fly? Buggering badgers in the forest? Out with it, Blondie!"
"It's simple; I just made you fall in love with me!" I said in mock seriousness.
"You fucking charlatan, I was there already!" she laughed. "Now, you know what I want you to do, make it good, Doctor Man!"
Lori leaned forward slightly, to allow my cock to withdraw, and, kissing me and licking my lips, positioned it with her right hand at the entrance to her anus.
"When you're ready Davey; just remember, Darling Boy, slow at first, please, no ramming it in, you're not loading a fucking howitzer, OK?"
"As always, my darling," I answered, pulling her down to kiss her, and begin pushing with slow, steady pressure. Lori hooked her arms under mine, while my hands snaked down to grab hold of her wonderfully grabbable bum, holding and weighing each buttock cheek as I slowly pulled them apart, allowing my cock to penetrate ever deeper into her anal opening.
Lori looked at me, and then raised herself up, to rest both hands on my chest, and begin that same rhythm again, only this time pleasuring a different place. I began pumping up to meet her downward motions, and we bucked and humped together, our mutual pleasure building, arousal levels peaking higher and higher with every thrust.
Eventually, inevitably, we reached our crescendo, Lori coming with a loud groan, slumping forward onto my chest, her anus spasming and rippling as she orgasmed, my cock swelling up to fill her rear passage as I shot what felt like most of the blood in my body out of the tip of my cock; with every spurt, Lori, jumped, with a little "Oh...Oh"
When our hearts had slowed to almost normal, Lori said "let me off, honey", and so I disengaged and rolled onto my side, pulling her down onto the bed next to me, shattered and satisfied, for now at least.
She looked up at me and said "What have you done to me, you dirty little butt-goblin?"
"Filled you up, as requested," I replied, "I think I can honestly say, I have topped-off your tank properly." I parted her lovely buttocks.
"Yup, that looks like a proper cream-pie to me!"
Lori jumped up, a panicked look on her face.
"Quick, get me a towel, you perverted ass-rapist, I can feel it all pouring out of me, and I'm not sleeping in it. Think of the mess!" she giggled. Then a thought struck her.
"Oh no, when they come to change the sheets, they'll know what we've been doing!" She looked mortified.
I laughed at her expression.
"Baby Girl, if I have my way, by the time we leave, they'll be able to snap the sheets over their knees! Darling, the whole hotel got a good look at you today. Believe me, they know exactly what we're doing; they'd think there was something wrong with us if we weren't doing exactly what they thought we were doing!"
Lori looked puzzled as she worked this one out, and then giggled guiltily, her dirty little mind seeing the funny side.
"OK, fair enough, but just get me that towel, I repeat, I am not sleeping in the wet patch!"
I woke nice and early, the summer morning sunshine throwing bars of light across the bed, eventually rousing me at some ungodly hour, but, once I'm awake, I have to get up. Lori was still out for the count, bless her, and I decided I could do with a long leisurely shower, a good close shave, and a proper breakfast ; none of this 'Continental Breakfast' nonsense, either, the French live on those; it's probably why they're so unstable.
Having finished my freshening-up, I intercepted the Room Service with our breakfast's so as not to disturb Lori. I got the trays ready, and then woke her up by slowly sliding the sheets down, rubbing an ice-cube from the min-bar on my tongue to make it cold, and then jabbing it sharply into her anus. The effect was electric! Lori bounced upright with a shriek, disoriented and confused, to see me grinning at her.
"Good morning Pretty Lady! Breakfast is ready, Danish bacon, sausage, scrambled eggs and a Texas stack for you, with enough coffee to float a battleship, and 2 poached eggs on buttered toast with two English bangers, mushrooms, bacon, grilled tomatoes, wholemeal toast, butter and English marmalade, with a pot of tea for me. Milady, your groaning breakfast table awaits!"
Lori grinned at me, and then narrowed her eyes. "If you ever wake me like that again...." she gritted, leaving the threat hanging.
"Pish and Tosh" I replied," I love nuzzling your little rosebud, your lovely little pink Sheriff's Star, that delectable Hershey Kiss you keep so well lubricated for me, and if the fancy arises in me to rouse you by so nuzzling, then, I am afraid, nuzzle I shall, so there!"
She smiled at that, padded over to the breakfast as naked as a jaybird, and sat down, eying her breakfast treats.
"I meant what I said, you weak-kneed, tea-drinking English milksop, if you do that again I'll cut off something you're gonna end up needing, so help me!"
I roared with laughter; at last, her raucous sense of humour was reasserting itself.
"We have a busy day today, baby," I reminded her, "plans are in place, I made some calls yesterday, so let's get the actual business over with as soon as possible, then we can have a holiday. So, first to the bank, we have to pick up your financials, and then over to the British Consulate for your visa!"
Lori smiled at me as she tucked in to her breakfast.
"I had visions of us trundling around Boston for several days, going from pillar to post," she said, "now you've closed it all down in one morning! You're good; I definitely think I'll keep you!"
"Good, my darling, now eat up, we need to get moving soon. The hotel has a car and driver booked for us for the day, he'll be outside from 11:30, and the mid-morning traffic can apparently be a little...difficult, so, chop-chop!"
"Darling Boy, its 8 o'clock in the morning! Now that I've had breakfast, I need a little dessert!"
"Would you like a blueberry muffin?" I asked innocently, getting the finger and a filthy grin in reply.
"I see I've created a monster, here" I sighed, undoing my slacks; Lori sitting naked at the table was a very tempting sight, though, and I owed her a little fun and games for the rude, crude, and vulgar way I had awakened her.
She undulated to her feet, grace and poise radiating from her, interesting ripples of all kinds running across her taut, firm body, and I shrugged myself out of the remainder of my clothes and headed for her with serious intent.
We slid our arms about each other, my hands automatically seeking out her lovely bum, to grab, mould and knead the wonderfully pliant flesh while simultaneously clamping my lips about hers, Lori returning my kiss no less fervently. We manoeuvred ourselves onto the bed without breaking our kiss, my erection rubbing and straining against her smooth flat belly, her hands seeking it out to rub, squeeze and pump.
I returned the favour by palming her delightful pussy, rubbing my hand over her pussy in a circular motion, feeling my hand become slick with her own version of morning dew. Lori began to murmur into my mouth, never once breaking lip-lock, and I pushed her back onto the pillows, to land on top of her, hands taking my weight as she tightened her hold around my neck, pulling me in to kiss her even more passionately. I had never been kissed so hard, and so erotically, before and my erection was raging by now, eager to play.
I eventually had to surface for air, Lori looking at me with hooded eyes.
"Finish what you started, Doctor Man" she murmured, and I proceeded to do just that. She drifted her legs apart, letting me know what she wanted, and so I mounted her slowly, taking my weight on my elbows and sliding my hands under her bottom to squeeze and hold her perfect buttocks as I slowly thrust forward, dipping down to meet her parted lips, while her hands roamed over my face and neck. I began pumping, slowly, gradually increasing my tempo as our mutual excitement rose, Lori raising up to meet me, with me supporting her pelvis as she thrust back at me, both of us in perfect synchronisation.
She began pumping her pelvis faster and faster, and my thrusts held time with her, both of us straining to meet at the same place, pumping and thrusting, gasping and groaning, until she could hold back no longer hold back. Her orgasm hit her with shattering intensity, making her scream out loud.
"Oh God, Oh God...Oh Fuck...Oh Shiiiittt....Oh MY FUCKING GOOODDDD!!!...YESSS!!!"
The ripples from her convulsing pussy walls sucked and squeezed at my already hyper-stimulated cock, making me come in a jet of sperm that hosed into her, feeling once more like I was pumping my life's blood into this girl-woman, my sister, the woman I loved.
We lay together afterwards, filmed in sweat, nibbling and caressing each other, savouring the post-coital glow, enjoying the closeness, until we had to get ready for our biggest day to date.
Our morning in Boston was a breeze, we were in and out of the bank in a few minutes with all the confirmation documents Lori needed, and the appointment at the Consulate was neither long nor difficult.
The British Consul, 'Uncle' Richard, was a very helpful and polite gentleman, about the same age as my father would have been, with a dry, quiet wit that Lori found utterly captivating, and charming, olde-worlde manners that had her completely spellbound. After a short preamble, he announced that he had approved Lori's visa, the decision letter would be ready when she collected her passport the following day, and then congratulated us on our decision to get married, wishing us luck and happiness
He smiled at both of us.
"Well, that was me speaking ex-cathedra, as it were; I do like to see young people in love, it's so rare these days! Oh, and I did recognise the name as well, by the way, that and the distinctive Denham features, and of course, that shock of fair hair, young fellow, just like your father! I must say you look amazingly like him! He was a handsome devil, and quite a ladies-man, I hope you won't mind me saying so! My dear late mother was your father's aunt, your great-aunt. I'm actually your cousin, or rather, your father's cousin."
He paused, looking into the distance as memory overtook him.
"The last time I saw David, your father, was my wedding day. I was so very sad to hear of his passing, he was a dear, dear friend, more like a younger brother than my cousin, and such a rascal; my dear late mother adored him; she always said that, along with my younger brother, she couldn't decide if we were the three musketeers, or the three stooges! You have my card, do drop me a line, I know my wife, your aunt Sophie would so like to meet you; David carried quite a torch for her, you know, back in our undergraduate days, but I was the one who won her!"
I thanked him formally for his assistance, using his title, and he winked at me.
"When none of the staff are around, I'm just Uncle Richard, my boy!"
He shook my hand and clapped me on the arm in congratulation, and bowed over Lori's hand, before kissing it.
"Welcome to the family, my dear, we could do with some looks like yours to freshen up the old gene pool a little, I dare say. You really are a most ravishing creature, young David is so very, very lucky to have caught you!"
Lori wilted under this charm offensive, and impulsively kissed his cheek, which startled him, but made him twinkle happily as well.
"Thank you, Uncle Richard, when we get married you will definitely be invited, in fact, as I have no family of my own, and I don't know anyone in England other than Davey, and you are family, after all, would you do me the honour of giving me away?"
The old boy looked stunned, and really quite amazed, but rallied magnificently.
"My dear, dear child, the honour will be entirely mine! Thank you, you ravishing creature, my dear wife will be so excited, we don't have any daughters, so she will be thrilled! You must come and have dinner with us, one so rarely gets the chance to meet anyone other than businessmen or other diplomats, and we're rather a drab lot, I'm afraid!"
Lori floated all the way back down to the car, in a romantic haze. We were going back to England, together, and we were going to be married!
"Where do you want to go now?" I enquired.
"Take me back to the hotel, David, I want to do naughty things, fuck shopping, we'll do that tomorrow!"
"Uh-Uh, Crazy Lady" I mugged at her, in my best cod-Latin accent, "we have luggage to buy, clothes, shoes, anything you can think of. We're going to arrive back in England in style!"
"OK, then Mr Moneybags, where to for now?" she asked, and I knew just the place; the Concierge had pointed me at the best, most exclusive places for Lori to shop to a standstill. Always trust Concierge's, they know everybody, everything, and everywhere, how to get rid of the body, where to hide the girl when your wife's on the war-path, and how to get you out of town in a hurry - very useful people to cultivate.
"We're going to The Natick on Worcester Street, be prepared to be astonished, my own little sex-plum!" I smiled at her, and her eyes lit up as every woman's real sex fantasy materialised for her; to be let loose naked in a shopping mall with a blank cheque...
Our driver obliged us by driving us to the mall, and I gave him a couple of hundred dollars to go and get a meal and some rest, telling him we might be a while, so he should take it easy! He took a look at Lori, lost in contemplation of the mall directory, grinned knowingly, and took his leave.
Once inside, Lori disappeared into store after store, indulging in deep retail therapy. I hate shopping with women; they have a deep-seated compulsion to minutely examine the contents of every store in Christendom, whereas all I have is a deep-seated desire to be somewhere else entirely; the dentist, colonic irrigation, that sort of thing. I waited in a rest area, guarding the shopping as Lori ambled from store to store, the pile of bags and boxes around me getting higher.
She eventually emerged from Victoria's Secret with a pleased look on her face.
"What did you buy?" I leered.
"You'll find out soon enough," she shot back, "all in good time, Stud-Boy"
I grinned happily. I could guess what was coming, and I could already feel my pulse rate rising in anticipation.
"OK Santa Claus," Lori whispered in my ear, "back to the suite, I have things to do to you!"
We headed back to the hotel, where the Customer Service people unloaded and took all our stuff back up to the suite, while Lori and I stopped for lunch.
Fully refreshed, we made our way back up to the suite, the door barely closing behind us before Lori pounced on me.
"OK Doctor Man, I've had my treat, now for yours. You just wait here until I call you!"
She tripped into the bedroom, closing the door, while I loosened my clothing and slipped off my loafers; I knew my girl all too well by now!
After a few minutes, Lori called out.
"David, come in here, please," and I headed for the door, erection already beginning to inflate as I anticipated what I was going to see. I was not disappointed, stopping dead with my mouth hanging open.
She was standing in the middle of the room, long legs encased in sheer black stockings, wearing black stiletto's, and a scarlet satin confection that took my breath away, a teddy that displayed more than it concealed, barley restraining her gorgeous breasts and clearly outlining the lips of her succulent pussy. The red and black contrasted perfectly with her snowy skin and jet-black mass of long wavy curls, set off with deep crimson lipstick. She looked like Snow White before the gang-bang, and I felt my cock harden painfully just looking at this cock-burster of a girl!



"Come here Davey, come closer, don't you like it?" she purred.
With an animal sound in my throat, because I was past speech at this point, I closed in on her, holding her close to me, the taut fabric smooth and glossy to the touch, the feel of warm girl-flesh under it almost unbearably sexy. We kissed, passionately, deeply, her hands holding my head, while my hands clasped her buttocks, cupping them, to pull her hard against my raging erection, all the more surprising to me considering what a workout I'd had that morning!.
"OOOHH that feels dangerous" warbled Lori, "What were you planning on doing with it?"
"Give me a second, and I'll show you, you minxy little sexpot!" I grinned at her, slipping off my clothes, allowing my aching erection to fall into her warm hands.
Lori began pumping, a slow, insistent pressure that did all the right things for me, and I made to grab her again, but she stopped me.
"No, not yet, I have something for you..."
With that, she slid to her knees, her full red lips encircling my cock, licking and lightly scraping the dome end with her teeth, lightly rasping the slit in the end with the tip of her tongue, causing thrills to run up and down my entire nervous system. She moved on, slowly engulfing my cock, her head bobbing as she moved up and down the length of my member, sucking it in deeper with an intense, but gentle, suctioning that was making the hairs rise on the back of my neck, my forearms, and my thighs.
Deeper and deeper she sucked, never once pausing, until I felt her throat constrict and relax around my manhood, realising that my sister was deep-throating me again, the thought filling me with a clean, hot excitement, tightening my scrotum and causing my sphincter to contract. I felt my climax building, and looked into her eyes, to convey what was coming. She knew very well, she could tell by the thrumming of the blood in my cock, and the swelling of the glans, that the end was near, and she wanted to make me come in her throat, to fill her mouth with my hot spunk.
At last, I could contain myself no longer, and with a twitch like a boated salmon, my cock blasted my sperm into her mouth and down her throat, the rigours of release making me cry out, the intense sensation of my cock's outpouring overwhelming my entire body. Now I knew why some philosophers referred to orgasm as 'le petit mort'; the little death, the intensity of my orgasm making my heart hammer and my pulse race, blurring my vision and dulling my hearing as my ears rang and popped.
Eventually my climax subsided, and I sagged to my knees, holding her close to me as my heartbeat normalised, my pulse slowed, and the room came back into focus.
"Good God, Lori, that was ....incredible, you are just so...so...unbelievable" I eventually managed to croak out, coherent thought still not having properly returned.
Lori smiled at me, sweetly, lovingly, opening her mouth to allow some of my sperm to spill out of her mouth and trickle down her chin, looking unbelievably wanton, slutty, depraved, and so very, deeply, desirable!
She licked her lips lasciviously.
"Nothing's too good for my big brother!" she husked with an almost terminally sexy smile, before cracking up into peals of laughter, making her whole body tremble and quiver most appealingly.
I was still in borderline shock, but I managed to chuckle at that as well, before staggering to my feet, to drop onto the bed, smiling at the ceiling in a semi-concussed state, waiting for strength to return. Lori slid in next to me, and put her arm across my chest.
"So, did you like your gift, then, Hot-Shot?" she whispered in my ear.
"Immensely, Darling Heart," I replied, "I now firmly believe you could suck a golf ball through a garden hose, or the chrome off a trailer-hitch! This being so, I believe I will keep you."
Lori grinned devilishly at me.
"Don't take your time recovering, you dirty little butt-fucker, I have needs too, so gear-up Casanova, your big moment approaches!"
"Twenty minutes, please, time me if you like; it feels like I just ran a marathon with an anvil tied to my cock, I have rug-burn on my rug-burn, so give me that, at least!"
"OK" said Lori, "but don't you fall asleep on me, or I will wake you in the worst way, make what you did to me this morning look tame in comparison. You have been warned!"
So, she hadn't forgotten; oh shit...
To be honest, I didn't want to sleep in the slightest, just wait for my strength to return. No ordinary male could look at Lori in that get-up and feel anything but alert wakefulness. I was enjoying the visual treat of my incredible sister stretching like a cat, all kinds of interesting thing happing under that teddy, and long before the stipulated twenty minutes, I was awake, alert, refreshed, and ready to wrestle with my wife-to-be!
At that point, room service knocked, with a letter for me. I opened it curiously, as no-one knew we were in Boston. It was from 'Uncle Richard', requesting that we come to dinner that night, noting that dress would be 'Informal'.
Oh no, I immediately thought, another stuffy black-tie dinner, but he had thoughtfully added a postscript, to the effect that this was a family affair, and that he had to attend quite enough black-tie rubber-chicken dinners during the course of his working week, so could we come in casual attire, finally noting that his wife, Aunt Sophie, was dying to meet Lori.
"Your fame is spreading, Kitten" I noted, passing the letter over to her.
"How sweet, he really is just adorable, is he anything like your father?" asked Lori, her eyes shining as she skimmed through the note.
"Dunno" I said, "A little more formal, perhaps, looks sort of like I imagine father might have looked like if he'd lived, but he does look awfully like my grandfather Denham. Blood will out, you see!"
"And now," began Lori, "my turn. Are you ready, Lover-Boy?!"
Grinning, I pulled her down to me, kissed her soundly, and slid a hand under her teddy, to cup her buttock and slide my finger into her warm, tight little anus.
"Oh, I see you are," breathed Lori, "what do you want to do, baby?"
I reached behind her, unsnapping the back of the garment and sliding it off her, leaving her in her stockings and high heels, a vision to hoist the cock of any man, with her dazzling blue eyes, porcelain skin and hair tumbling down her back in a wave of glossy jet curls. I ran my hands over her flanks, jiggling and pinching her superb buttocks, gently rubbing my fingers across that sexy crease at the top of her thighs, her hands on my face as I kissed and lapped at her lips, pecking small kisses on her nose, her chin, her stunning eyes, and moving my hands to her breasts, to twirl her nipples with my thumbs while marvelling at the firm, pneumatic feel of her beauties.
I rolled her onto her front, and continued kissing her wondrous body, down her shoulder blades, down her spine, to the small of her back and the beginning of her buttock crevice, softly sliding my thumbs into her lumbar dimples, and kissing and nibbling her world-class buttocks.
"That feels so good, Doctor Man, do you give this service to all the little girls, or only the ones who let you fuck them in the ass?"
I smiled into her bum cheeks, and answered her.
"Only dirty little girls with horny half-brothers get the special service, you sexy piece, now be quiet, I'm busy."
With that, I began lapping between her lovely cheeks, probing my tongue down further and further, Lori wriggling and quivering under me as I stimulated her nerve endings, sensation zipping through her as one nerve cluster after another fired, bathing her in a flurry of feeling and sensation. A woman's entire skin is one big erogenous zone if you know how to find the triggers, and I was learning from Lori how, and where, to probe and touch to give her the most from the experience.
I moved inexorably lower, Lori pressing her behind insistently upwards into my probing tongue, her need for satisfaction growing, but I just enjoyed the sight of those two sculpted springy-firm hillocks dancing around, filling my field of view, while I continued lapping.
When I reached her anus, she became very still, but that wasn't my target, at least, not yet; I licked and swirled around her anal bud, her womanly scent making it hard for me to remember my mission, but I persevered. I had something special planned for my sister!
Eventually, I moved on, a small murmur of protest coming from her lips, quickly stilled when I began lapping and swirling my tongue around her labia, and a slow wriggling motion began as I continued, Lori pressing her crotch against my mouth as I licked her pussy lips, our motion melding together in to a rhythm that she found most pleasurable, judging by the soft liquid sounds she was making as I licked harder and harder, to match her increasingly insistent pushing against my lapping tongue.
I pushed her buttocks higher into the air, my hands under the juncture of her thighs and her pelvis, supporting her bum in the air, while I bored in with my tongue, probing her clitoris, a hard little bean, fully unhooded, slick with her juices, as was her whole pussy, as her arousal level climbed. My chin was saturated with her juices, the sweet, salty, musky taste making it difficult for me to stay focussed, as their chemical signatures worked their magic on my central nervous and limbic systems, preparing me to join with my mate.
I rubbed my tongue over her clitoris, gently but insistently, making her groan with longing, making her buttocks dance and jiggle, and stopped for a second, to turn and lie on my back, pulling Lori to me, her clitoris now directly over my mouth. With my hands holding her pelvis up, I began licking her clitoris with serious intent, to give her the pleasure she had given me.
Lori began taking long, deep, almost harsh breaths, her arms held out to grip the bed as I licked and probed the succulent dewy flesh, her musk draining into my mouth and down my chin as her pussy flowered open and her juices flowed, her level of arousal almost impossibly high, her whole body shuddering and quivering as I licked and sucked.
Suddenly, the shuddering and spasms increased in tempo and intensity, as her orgasm ripped through her. Lori gave a shattering scream, her slick pussy convulsing as her juices flowed over and into me, her body quivering and shaking above me, her thighs clamped around my head as she gave in to the insistence of orgasm, and I kept my mouth clamped on her hungry pussy, giving more, as she went ever higher, one orgasm after another rolling and crashing through her, and far off in the distance, I could hear her, gasping and sobbing, calling my name.
Eventually, the crescendo passed, and she began to come down from her high, which was a relief for me, as breathing was rapidly becoming just a fond memory...
At last, sated and completely fulfilled, Lori rolled off me, sliding down to fit into the crook of my arm, reaching back to stroke the back of my head, and saying, in a voice blurred with sleep, "Don't fucking tell me you learned THAT in Catholic School, Doctor Man!" before closing her eyes and dropping away almost immediately into a deep, satisfied sleep.
I, however, was not tired. In fact I was exhilarated. I had had a rest, I had made love to my fiancée, and we had cleared the way for our lives together. Lori's pheromones had jacked-up my own level of wakefulness by several degrees, my brain slowly dissipating the neurotransmitter rush, leaving me, for now, anyway, wakeful and alert. I decided to have a shower, as I reeked of sex, as did the room, so, pulling the sheets over Lori, I opened the windows to let in some of the warm summer breeze to air the room, and went off to have a long and very satisfying shower.
Dressed again, I decided to go and have a fortifying club sandwich in the bar, some coffee, and a good read of the UK newspapers, just to recap on news stories I was actually familiar with. I also made a few calls, making arrangements and tying-up some loose ends. When I was done, and I had judged she'd napped long enough, I ordered some room service for her, fruit juice, coffee, cold cuts, salad, Kaiser Rolls and butter, and headed back to the suite, where I found a sleepy, smiling, hot girl in my bed. How fucking lucky was I?
"Where have you been, Doctor Man?" she enquired.
"Trawling for hookers," I replied "You were asleep, and I was feeling the urge."
Lori threw a pillow at me.
"All men are pigs, and must die, in pain, with a spike hammered up their asses" she intoned, before giggling and holding out her arms for a wake-up kiss. The door announcer went off, and I let in the Room Service waiter, tipped him, and waited while Lori got some snacking done.
"How did you know what to get, Davey?" she asked.
"I grew up with you, remember? I know what your favourite wake-up snack is."
"Thoughtful man" she responded, absently, her attention on her prosciutto, "again, remind me to keep you!"
Lori finished her snack, threw on a robe, and cuddled up next to me on the couch.
"What now Davey?" she asked, looking happy, contented, and, wrapped in the thick bathrobe, suddenly much younger than her 19 years.
"Well," I began, "we have this dinner tonight, should be interesting, then I have some news. Next week, we have flights booked to London, and a few days at The Cumberland at Marble Arch, in London, followed by a quick spin up to the old place, and then on to a friend's place in Epsom, in Surrey; he's off on a secondment in Dubai, so I borrowed his place, it's a little better appointed than the squalid hovel in South London I share with the cockroaches. We'll stay there for a month or three while we house-hunt, it's close enough that I can drive to work with no fuss, but remote enough that when you howl like a baboon in a snare, no-one is going to call the police! We also have a wedding to plan, what say we get married here, first, in Bar Harbor, then do the whole Church, dress, flowers, cake thing with a bit of style in England?"
Lori smiled.
"Sounds like a plan to me, what do we need to do right now, though?"
I looked at my watch.
"Right about...now, our new luggage should be arriving"
On cue, the door announcer went, and I opened the door to let in the Customer Team, pushing a trolley piled with suitcases, flight bags, dress cases and a vanity case, all in calfskin, and with a good, but not showy, label on them.
Lori was astonished at the appearance of all this, asking me where it had all come from. I reminded her, we knew the Concierge, and he knew people, causing her to shake her head.
"Remind me never to try and put one over on you, I just don't have the organisational skills!"
Nothing would help now, but that she had to go over every piece, marvelling at it, and picking out the ones she wanted to use. As I still had fuck-all clothes, it made little difference to me.
"All right, now" I reminded her, "we have a dinner to go to, please, please wear some regulation underwear, I don't care what else you wear, you always look stunning, but please no commando, bondage or stripper thongs" I pleaded.
Lori twinkled at me.
"Why Doctor Denham, what KIND of a girl do you think I am; the very idea!"
"Yes, yes, OK, now please, get a shower, time's a-wasting!" was my response, to which she stuck out her tongue and padded over to the bathroom, her gorgeous backside bobbing and bouncing slightly. It was a very fetching sight, and when she was gone I found myself replaying in my head the sight of her undulating across the room. This train of thought inevitably led to that familiar tightening in my groin, which I tried to ignore.
"You are more than a product of your appetites!" I told myself sternly, followed quickly by "Fuck it, I'm hungry!"
Quickly undressing, and hanging my clothes more or less neatly on the floor, I headed purposefully for the bathroom, erect cock showing me the way.
As I eased open the door, Lori looked over from the entrance to the wet-room, saying "... three, two, and one. What kept you?"
Trying not to show too much haste, I sauntered over to her, noting the way the warm water was rolling down her breasts and dripping from her nipples, and running in rivulets down her belly and over her pudenda.
"Is this a private party, or can I come in too, Little Girl?" I leered at her.
Lori left off soaping herself to run a soapy hand up and down my straining cock, appearing to think about it.
"Move over, you evil wench," I commanded, "I want to play with you before dinner; your big brother said it was OK!"
She dimpled and pulled me into the wet room by my cock, making sure I got the maximum exposure of her wet and soapy bum, squeezing and relaxing her hold on my cock, making sure I stayed at peak readiness; as if she had anything to worry about on that score!
I stepped up behind her, once again nestling my cock in the cleft of her comely, bumly bum, marvelling at its sheer perfection, as I reached around her to slide my hands under her breasts, the slick flesh warm and slippery, the contact with them exciting and very sexy. I loved this girl, with a deep and spiritual love, but I also fancied the hell out of her and no amount of spiritual connection was going to distract me from the fact that she was an absolutely gorgeous young woman, sexy as all hell, and stacked like a Kansas City poker deck!
Lori looked at me over her shoulder, water droplets glistening on her neck and shoulders, that devilish grin on her face as she soaped-up her hand again, and began deliberately pumping and squeezing my cock, before sliding my cock into her bum-cleft, to begin that slow rise and fall that she did so well, masturbating my cock with her cheeks while I rubbed and frigged her pussy. Her hands drifted up to her nipples, and began rubbing and pulling them in an almost dreamy way, as she closed her eyes and let the multiple spray heads play over both of us. The combination of hot spray, my frigging, and her manipulation of her nipples could have only one result, and she began to breathe in shallow gasps, her pulse threading in the veins in her neck, her head leaning back to rest on my shoulder, and then she came, in long slow waves that buckled her knees and made her hiss with the intensity of her release, only my hand between her legs preventing her from falling to her knees.
"Thank you, Baby" she husked, "now I want to do something for you."
So saying, she leaned against the wall, her lovely rump tilted up at me, her slick and shiny pussy clearly visible.
"In here Davey, now, please. Show me how you want to make our baby. I love you, Doctor Man; show me how you love me."
Overwhelmed with love for this beautiful creature, this absolute vision, I took hold of her waist, and let her guide me in, penetrating slowly as she flowered-open to accept my hardness, and then began a slow, pumping rhythm, the oldest dance in the history of man. Lori held her hands flat against the wall, partially supporting my weight as I pumped in and out, and when we found our rhythm, I slid my hand down, to find her clitoris, to rub and massage her bud in the same rhythm as my pumping cock.
Lori began to approach orgasm, I could feel her temperature rising as the flush spread down her body, and I increased the tempo of both my hand and my thrusting cock, giving her all of me in exchange for what she was giving me so willingly. When the dam burst, I felt the ripples in her pussy walls as her uterus convulsed, sending waves of pleasure shooting through her, contracting and relaxing her pussy in a way that I found completely irresistible, and my own heightened sexual response kicked-in, sending a flood of semen pouring into her as I ejaculated again and again, my cock jerking and twitching as I released spurt after spurt of hot baby-maker.



We collapsed to the floor, me on my knees, Lori resting on me, half on me and half on the floor, her beautiful lips in easy reach, so I took advantage of it and kissed her passionately.
"David, before we go any further, I need to tell you something", she whispered, looking apprehensive. I cocked an eyebrow in enquiry, so she continued.
"Do you remember when you first came inside me, when you asked me if I had protection?"
"Yes, what of it?" I replied, puzzled as to where this was going.
"I...I wasn't, well, not exactly, being completely honest with you..." she murmured, her eyes downcast.
"Carry on," I encouraged her when she went silent, roaming my hands over her slick, wet body, comforting her and maintaining contact.
"I did have protection, but I stopped it before you arrived; I wanted you, and if you couldn't or wouldn't be with me, I thought perhaps you could give me your baby......" she trailed off, tears starting to gather in her eyes.
"So we've been banging away with no protection" I commented, and she hung her head, the picture of misery.
"I didn't try to trap you, Davey; I wasn't even going to tell you if I caught, I just wanted to have your baby, a little piece of you to have when you went away again! Tell me you're not angry, Davey, say something, anything, please, but don't tell me to go, please!"
I was a little shocked, but mainly concerned for her, and, once again amazed at how much this girl cared for me. I pulled her chin up to look into her glorious eyes, seeing the misery waiting to burst forth.
"Lori Keene, if you had kept my baby from me, then that would have been the worst hurt you could do me. And I'm not angry, how could I be? I love you, and I want to make babies with you, not next year, or the year after, but now, OK? The first time we made love, I fantasised about making you pregnant with my baby, and the thought of making babies with you makes me very hot! Now that we've made love again, there's only one thing I want to say to you."
I pulled her close to me, into full skin-on-skin contact.
"Happy baby-day, Mrs. Denham!" I whispered back in her ear, and she grinned happily, at the designation, and at my acceptance. Her beautiful sapphire eyes darkened to their most violet shade as I kissed her with all the love and passion I could muster. We broke our kiss, and now I wanted to lighten the mood.
"For a minute there, I thought you were going to confess your secret life as a Fetish-hooker!"
"Oh THAT," she grinned; "how do you think I was saving up to pay for college?"
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We caught a cab to the home of Uncle Richard and Aunt Sophie, a very nice brownstone in a gated community. We gave the security guard our ID, and he called ahead to alert them that we had arrived, then waved us through as the gates opened.
'Uncle' Richard greeted us at the door, shaking my hand and bowing over Lori's before placing her arm in his and walking us through to the garden, where his wife, my aunt Sophie was waiting, looking very aristocratic and a little stern, but not forbidding, not like some of the miserable, ghastly old bloaters I was related to; even so, definitely not someone to take liberties with!
She also looked incredibly like Mother. Good old dad, he certainly knew his type!
Sophie greeted us, and invited us to sit in the garden for a while, as it was such a lovely evening. Richard commented on how lovely the roses smelt, trying to engage me in conversation about gardening. As I neither know nor care about gardening, he soon gave up, but Lori listened closely while he talked about his roses, and found herself being escorted away for a tour of his prized rosebushes.
Sophie took the opportunity to talk about us and our plans.
"Richard was most excited to be asked to give away the bride, you know. He came home absolutely bursting with pride, as it's the first time he's ever been asked. He's really getting into the role, so much so that he's even been pestering the Head of Protocol at the embassy to dig-up for him anything on the role and responsibilities, to make sure he gets it exactly right. You've made a bit of a rod for your own backs there, I'm afraid!" she smiled, suddenly looking so much like mother as I had last seen her that I felt a catch in the back of my throat.
"But, David, I have to say, I was really most astonished when I saw you come in; it gave me quite a shock to see you, I could have sworn you were your dear father, the resemblance is really quite astonishing -- you even have the same little worry-line between your eyebrows. David was such a sweet boy and so very charming. I knew he was in love with me at Cambridge, but I only ever liked him as a friend; I only had eyes for Richard. He and David were inseparable, they were a terribly bad influence on me, and a lot of other young ladies, I'm afraid! I was absolutely distraught when we heard of his passing, at such an awfully young age, and now I hear your dear mother has passed away as well, you poor dear. I never met her; all I knew was that she was from Devon. The last time we saw dear David was at our wedding, Richard was posted to Singapore soon after, and I'm afraid we've been following the despatch box around the world ever since.
Richard and Lori came walking back to the patio then, Lori with her arm through his, he talking animatedly about his garden, Lori smiling and chatting with him like old friends.
"I was just telling David how proud you were to be asked, dear!" said Sophie.
"And deeply flattered, as well, this is an extraordinary young lady, young David," replied Richard, "I am really most deeply honoured to be able to participate in your nuptials!"
Lori's eyes were sparkling with unshed tears of happiness, a fact Sophie noticed.
"Now you've made this poor girl cry, really, Richard, I do despair of you sometimes! Come with me, Loretta, let's go and fix your face! You two talk about football, or cars, or dogs, or whatever, we'll be back shortly!"
Richard looked wryly after them.
"You do know you've just handed your fiancée over to a Lady Who Organises, don't you? Your wedding is now officially out of your hands, henceforth it's probably best if you just keep low and try and not attract attention. Your aunt tends to become very...focussed; if I were you, I would keep down, keep quiet, and try and stay out of her line of fire!"
Dinner was at 7p.m., sharp, and it was a very relaxed, happy affair. Richard and Sophie were completely smitten with Lori, and couldn't wait to see us married.
"It's a little selfish, I confess" smiled Sophie "but I have no daughters, just two sons who are so busy being bankers they have given no thought to my need for grandchildren. All I ever wanted was a daughter, or failing that, a grand-daughter, so I could sit on the bride's side and weep when she walked down the aisle; instead I have two hulking sons who are wedded to their money markets, their Aston-Martins, and a string of hard-faced Eastern European bottle-blonde gold-diggers whose names I cannot pronounce, and don't even bother to remember, they change so often. At last, my moment to shine has come!"
She twinkled at me.
"Dear Loretta has no parents, and as she obviously needs a mother's assistance at this time, I shall be happy to provide that. Richard and I will stand proxy for her dear parents, and I will watch my daughter-by-proxy walk down the aisle, Richard shall give her away, beaming for all the world as though he were the proud father and glaring daggers at you for taking her away from him, and I shall weep proudly, ostentatiously so, with the very best of them -- it's such a believable fantasy for me, look at this lovely girl, she even looks like me!"
I picked up my wine glass, and toasted her.
"To Aunt Sophie, and all the other Ladies Who Organise!"
Sophie blushed, and Richard chuckled.
"Best thing now is to just sit back and enjoy the ride, my dear boy; your aunt can be very persuasive when she sets her mind to it!"
No awkward questions were asked about how we had met, and we rather carefully avoided leaving any openings to allow the questions to be asked.
I was still chuckling over some of Richard's stories when we got back to the suite. Lori stood at the window with me, looking down at the lights of Boston. I was in heaven, the warm night breeze ruffling my hair, and my girl, my sister, my future wife, in my arms, in love with me and ready to be mine forever.
Eventually she nuzzled my ear.
"Do you plan on standing here all night? If you are, I'm going to bed!" she whispered, before trailing her fingers across my crotch, letting me know what she preferred to do. I took the hint, and pausing only to kiss her soundly, led her back to our massive bed. She was wearing a light summer dress, an exciting black and white print pattern swirling over it, suiting her complexion perfectly. I reached around the back and unhooked the zip, pulling it down as I kissed her, feeling her grin against my lips, her hands fumbling with the waistband of my linen slacks.
Her dress fell away, revealing her sensible (for her!) panties, a little white frilly confection, pretty and sexy, without being too revealing. She stepped out of the puddle of her dress, and tugged my shirt over my head, not bothering with the buttons, then tugged my slacks and shorts down, fondling and squeezing my already hardened cock as I jiggled and bounced her firm, panty-covered bum cheeks, cupping and releasing them so I could enjoy the feel them spring back, in that wonderfully firm way they had.
"Are you going to take them off, or are you just going to bite through them?" she enquired. For answer, I slid my hands down the back of her panties and squeezed her buttocks, flicking my fingertips over her anus, letting her know that I hadn't forgotten where it was, and that my attention would shortly be riveted on it, if that was what she wanted.
"You are so predictable!" she grinned, wriggling lewdly against me, her panty-covered crotch rubbing against my cock, making us both shiver, and reaching out to pump my cock in a meaningful up-down motion that was definitely getting my attention!
My lips found hers and she kissed me back, lightly and teasingly, before suddenly stopping me with a hand on my chest, looking at me with her luminous violet eyes, concern and a little apprehension in them.
"What is it, kitten?" I asked, concerned.
"Do you remember what I said earlier, about babies?" she asked, haltingly.
"I do, sweetheart, what about it?"
"David, I meant it, I love you so much, I want to make a baby with you, I want to do that so badly!"
"Is that all? Kitten, all I want to do is make babies with you, I told you, I want to get you pregnant, and watch your belly grow, and listen to our baby grow inside you, and I wanted to do that from the moment we first made love. I love you."
"So if I stay off the pill, it's OK with you, Davey? Really?
"When we get home, I'll throw them down the toilet myself!" I grinned at her, "And now, Miss Keene, we have a baby to make!"
The conversation about babies had definitely notched-up my personal horniness level, and all I wanted to do right now was spray her insides with my own personal recipe.
She smiled, and resumed pumping my cock, with even more vigour, clenching and unclenching her small hand, giving a delicious alternating squeeze and release sensation.
My hands slid into the waistband of her panties, sliding them off in one motion (damn, that was sexy!), and clasping her buttocks to separate and lift them, allowing me to slide my finger inside her anus again, working the tight hole to make it slippery and elastic enough for what I had in mind. Lori backed towards the bed, me keeping step with her so as not to yank my finger out of her tight little pink bullet hole, to collapse on the bed, me on top of her, her legs slipping open underneath me.
"Fuck me, Davey, fill me up, please!" she whispered, a request I was only too happy to comply with. I slipped my finger from her anus, rose up on my forearms, and then thrust forward, meeting and entering her moist pussy, the slippery flesh flowering open to accept me. Lori threw her head back, and raised her pelvis up to meet my thrusts, as her hand crept round to slide a finger into her tight hole, slipping it in and out in time to our mutual thrusting. Her climax hit quickly, this time, and I was already so worked-up by the idea of making a child inside this beautiful girl, that as her vagina began to convulse, my self-control dissipated, and I came with a loud, wordless groan, pumping semen into her in hot jets, spraying her insides the way I'd wanted to do. Lori bucked and whined in unison with me, silent but no less intense, as her orgasm built, pulsed through her, and died away
Our mutual orgasm had left me winded, but still rock-hard, and as I withdrew Lori relaxed her vaginal muscles, allowing my still-hard cock to fully withdraw as she clasped my head between her hands, saying, "Thank you", before rolling onto her belly, her rump in the air. She knew what I wanted!
I slipped between her legs, raising her spectacular backside to improve my aim, and rubbed some of the sperm that had trickled out of her to lubricate her taut little anus; right now, my cock felt like a lead bar, hard and heavy, and it was going to take some strenuous fucking to put out the fire she had lit in me!
Lori grinned over her shoulder at me, and reached back to pull her beautiful cheeks apart, offering herself to me.
"Come on Davey, what are you waiting for? Do it, shove that thing in my ass! Fuck my ass Davey, that's an order!" she grinned
I slid forward, and pushed my hands under her ribcage, once again holding and squeezing those superb breasts, before inching forward to slowly slide my engorged cock into her tight sphincter, pushing steadily until I was completely engulfed in her velvety backside, and then withdrawing, to surge in again, and out, in, out, a slow, grinding rhythm that made her gasp and moan. Orgasms rippled through her over and over again as I built up to my own orgasm, the muscular contractions of her sinewy rectum almost unbearably exciting as I rammed my distended cock in and out. At last, I could take the barrage of sensation no longer, and I came like a freight train, spunk surging out of my cock into her rectum like a jet off a carrier, the sensations in her anal tube causing her to buck and whimper as orgasm ripped and flared through her again, until at last I stopped spurting, the contractions in her backside slowed and died down, and my cock began to deflate, my hunger for her sated, at least for now, anyway...
We lay together afterwards, semen oozing from my cock, from Lori's bum and pussy, both of us too fucked-out out care, not until we had our strength back, anyway, until at last we dropped off, sated and completely satisfied.
I awoke about an hour later feeling refreshed and rested, Lori spooned tight against me, holding tight to the arm I had draped across her, the scent of her hair and her own spicy, sweet, musky aroma filling my head, once again making me think of fairgrounds and Christmas. I lay there thinking of the lead-up to this, the irony that someone who'd refused to speak to or communicate with me in any way for eight long years was now naked in my bed, engaged to me, and trying to make a baby with me.
Musing on the irony of life, I went back to holding my darling girl, and her deep and steady breathing soon lulled me back to sleep.
I awoke to the smell of coffee, and the sight of Lori stretched out next to me, her china-white flanks barely covered by one of my shirts, lying on her side with her head resting on her hand, holding a cup of coffee and looking at me with her vivid violet eyes.
"Good morning, Princess," I mumbled, coming awake by degrees, and drinking in the sight of this dazzler of a girl who had, for some unknown reason, fallen in love with me, and who was destined to be my wife. The shirt she was wearing was open down the front, with only the last two buttons done up, letting her sexy pink nipples flash in and out of view, while covering her more private parts. With the shirt tail just covering her sexy rump, and her long legs stretched out luxuriantly, she looked cute, wholesome, and incredibly sexy.
"Good morning Darling Boy!" she returned with a beautiful white smile, before sitting up to sit cross-legged on the bed regarding me gravely over the top of her coffee-cup.
"This is the day, Davey," she noted, "We get my visa today, that makes it sort of official. Are you still sure about me, and what it means to you to take me on?"
I sat up to face her, stroking her cheek, before letting my hand drop, to hold her knees with both hands and slide her closer to me.
"Never surer, Darling Girl," I stated, before pulling her in for a very satisfying 'Good Morning' kiss. Mmmm. Arabica. Delicious.
"I told you last night, all I want is you, for always, you are the one I want, and I mean to keep you now that I've found you!"
"You do say the nicest things, Darling Boy," she grinned, "I think I need to thank you properly!"
I held up a hand to forestall her.
"Hold that thought, darling, I need to brush my teeth and have a shower; after what we were doing last night, I definitely need one, oh dear God, yes!"
Lori looked at me with a look of lofty disdain.
"I had a shower ages ago, I've been up since the crack of dawn, enjoying the Massachusetts morning sun, while you've been snoring like a hog in a woodshed."
She looked so adorable, so breathtakingly sexy, with her open shirt and long folded legs, her thick mass of loose jet-black ringlets as she said that, with her glorious eyes fixed on me, that I hurriedly revised my plan to have a long steamy shower, and decided instead to basically run in, soap up, and run out again, shaving and brushing my teeth at the same time.
15 minutes later, clean, refreshed, freshly sanded-off and no longer smelling like road-kill, I pulled on a bathrobe and wandered in to see my girl, make sure she was still on the boil, and to check on whether there was any breakfast. Lori had called up for a Continental breakfast, one of my pet hates. How can a man face the world on a coffee and a brioche roll? The only possible use for a brioche is to slather it in butter and jam, then see how far you can throw the bloody thing and make it stick; the French have a lot to answer for. Later, when she wasn't looking, I'd order a BLT, or maybe a turkey salad on Jewish rye, with crispy bacon and honey mayo, proper man-food! For now, I settled for a black coffee, extra sugar, I had a feeling I was going to need my strength.
Coffee done, I contemplated Lori, a very pleasurable task. She had remained on the bed, stretched out again, chatting with me while I had my coffee, looking almost unbearably sexy, and deliciously edible, and I could feel my interest starting to show. She could see my arousal, and stared at me, a hint of challenge in her dancing eyes, so I accepted, stepping out of my robe and sliding onto the bed, next to her.
"So, little girl, what have got on under that shirt?" I asked her.
"What, under here?" she exclaimed in feigned surprise, "Can't you tell? Either I'm not the girl I thought I was, or you need to go back to medical school! Perhaps you should examine me, Doctor Man!"
"I am, as always, at your command, Milady," I grinned at her, sliding my hand inside the open shirt to cup her fabulous breast, gently rubbing a nipple with my thumb while watching her face.
"Well, well, look what I found!" I smiled at her, trailing my fingers across her nipples, sending a thrill through her and making her nipples dance around captivatingly
"Umm, that feels nice, keep doing that, Davey, don't stop."
I had no intention of stopping, so I continued, edging closer to pull her shirt open further, and ducking my head down to lick small circles around her other nipple.
"That feels even better, Davey, you've done this before, haven't you?" she smiled, her beautiful eyes brightening as I increased the pressure on her nipples, gently flicking and squeezing one and lapping and sucking at the other. Lori sighed and laid back, forcing me to move right up next to her, and lean over to continue petting her sexy pink bubbies. Her hand slid down her flat midriff, and into the buttoned-up portion of the shirt, to tease and rub around her hooded clitoris. She smiled dreamily at me, and pulled my head up with her other hand to plant a 50 kilowatt kiss on my lips, before arching her back to remind me what I had been doing before she distracted me so prettily.
"Don't stop Darling Boy" she murmured, delving further into the recesses of her shirt, her hand moving under the shirt as she rubbed and teased herself more vigorously, her arousal becoming more apparent as a pink flush spread down from her throat and across her breasts.
I was also becoming more and more aroused, with my hands on this delectable creature and her tempting nipples. There is something so incredibly erotic about a lovely naked girl wearing a man's shirt, so much more sexually suggestive than if she were completely naked.
By now, Lori was writhing around gently on the bed, her breathing deepening as her arousal level climbed, and her free hand drifted to the back of my head, gently but firmly pressing my mouth against the nipple I was so avidly licking, sucking and nibbling. Her other hand worked at her juncture of her thighs, still hidden from my view by the buttoned portion of the shirt, rubbing, gliding and flicking herself, controlling her rising arousal. Soft murmurs escaped her as she began to approach her orgasm, and she began to writhe and murmur in time to the rhythmic movements of her hand as it rubbed and teased her clitoris.



The end, when it came, was in a series of waves that rolled through her, making her whole body quiver and shudder with the intensity of her release, her head thrown back and her eyes half closed as she rode it out, breath coming in shallow gasps as her face flushed and her grip on the back of my head tightened, then relaxed as the waves died away.
"Thank you, Darling Boy!" she said when her breath and senses returned, smiling shyly at me.
"Are you sure you still want to keep me, even after what I told you, what I planned to do you?"
I held her face between my hands, looking her directly in those glorious violet eyes.
"Baby-Girl, I promise faithfully I will always want you, and whatever you thought you were doing, it was what I wanted, even if I didn't know it at the time; all that matters to me is that you and I are together, and we're always going to be together."
I dug back into our childhood, to our old promise that was sacred, impossible to break.
"I swear on Mummy-Bum!"
Lori pealed with laughter, remembering the times we had used that when we were young, usually when she'd broken something, then she would get me to make the oath not to tell mother that it was her, and I had never broken it, nor had she; now she fully believed I was sincere when I told her I loved and wanted her. And I was.
"Come here David, you darling, lovely man, I have something for you," she whispered.
I, still so very stimulated by what had just passed, moved in close to her, holding her close as I pecked her lips, her nose, her adorable chin, between her eyes, fumbling with the last buttons on her shirt, to slide the shirt back, bringing her beauties fully into the open, gently sliding one arm under her so I could encircle her waist with my arms, and slowly moving my hands down to clasp her lovely bum, pulling her tight against me to share a long, slow kiss with my gorgeous American sister.
Eventually, Lori broke off our kiss, to kneel up on the bed, her hand moving to my crotch to fondle and stroke my burgeoning erection, pumping and squeezing the engorged flesh to stimulate me further, although the sight of my darling girl, kneeling next to me in the morning summer sun, wearing nothing but an open shirt, was playing hob with my libido anyway! She slid the shirt off, at last fully naked, her lovely breasts dancing slightly with her movement, stirring me even further
Now she started slowly sliding her thumb across the tip of my penis, spreading around the bead of lubricant seeping from me, gently catching the edge of her thumb in the slit, the delicious sensation causing shivers to radiate around my groin and causing my sphincter to clench in time to her movements.
She motioned for me to join her, so, folding my legs under me, I knelt-up to meet her, my tongue darting out to lick her lips and lick under her chin as she smiled and tilted her head up. I reached for her breasts, but she shook her head, smiling. "This is for you, Doctor Man", before dipping her head down, to slide her lips over the shiny purple mushroom-head of my straining glans.
My breathing deepened and slowed as the sensations from my cock mounted up my spine, and my hands moved to her slowly bobbing head as she licked and curled her tongue around the head of my penis, sucking and teasing, sliding her tongue inside the slit in the glans, gradually increasing the suction and rubbing as my own arousal increased. Her hand continued that slow, pumping, squeezing motion, as her bobbing head slowed, but the suction increased, her cheeks hollowing with effort, and now, her free hand moved to cradle and gently, rhythmically, squeeze and release my scrotum, in time to the rubbing of her tongue over the head of my penis. My hips began to tremble and strain as I fought the urge to hold her head still and ram my cock into her delightfully warm and talented mouth.
At last I could take no more. My breathing rate had increased until I was almost gasping, hitching for breath as I tried to contain myself, to hold back, to keep this exquisite torture going for as long as possible, but Lori obviously felt the glans swell in her mouth, preparing to ejaculate, and, with a final rasp of her tongue across the swollen tip, pulled her head away, with me following her up to try and keep myself in her warm, wet mouth. This was what she wanted, and as she withdrew my cock from her mouth, she pumped once, twice three times, hard, in quick succession, and gave my scrotum a firm squeeze, finally tipping me over the edge. Spunk boiled out of my cock to spurt across her beautiful mouth and neck in long splashes, my over-stimulated senses releasing me from all restraint. She continued squeezing and pumping my cock, as more semen shot out and splattered on her fabulous breasts, to run down in slow oily-looking rivulets and drip in slow-motion tatters from her erect nipples.
Finally dried out, I slumped back down on my haunches, hands behind me on the bed to support me, waiting for my hammering heart to slow, while Lori smiled sweetly, enigmatically as she picked up her shirt (my shirt!), wiping the drips of semen from her face and chin, her breasts, and her thighs and knees, finally wiping the last drops of seminal fluid off the end of my oozing penis, and giving me a quick wash with her tongue for good measure!
Finally catching my breath, I grinned at her.
"Catholic School?"
"Sunday School!" she grinned back.
"Really, though, how the hell did you learn to do that, Baby-Girl?" I asked her curiously, and not at all pruriently. I wasn't interested in hearing past gory details, neither was I concerned in the slightest, that was in the past, dead and gone, but I was fascinated to know how my darling girl had learned to do such amazing things to me.
She looked at me with her lovely eyes sparkling with sly good humour.
"David Denham, I will say nothing further except to tell you that it's safe for you to assume that I did not spend my teenage years bandaging cuddly bunnies in the forest and singing the 'Hi-Ho' song with friendly dwarves! Just be thankful I don't do this for a living!"
I roared with laughter. Her vulgar, rude comment had just made my day, and I pulled her close to me for a thank you kiss and a quick fondle. God, she was wonderful!
"Later," I began, "when I get my strength back, remind me to monkey-fuck you, I think you deserve that, you tarty little trollop!"
While I lay back recovering, something occurred to me, something I'd meant to ask her earlier, and I braced her about it.
"Darling Girl, one last question; why, when you have a closet full of clothes over there, as many bathrobes as you can eat, and a credit card with no sharp edges, do you keep wearing my shirts before I can get to them?"
Lori smiled slowly, guiltily at me.
"Darling Boy, I wear them because they smell like you. It's weird, I know, but I have to keep smelling you!"
I cocked an eyebrow at her.
"Baby Girl, they've all been washed, fabric-conditioned, thrashed, concussed, pressed, folded and shoved in a flight bag, all they smell of is that 'lavender freshness' they advertise so much on TV; besides, all I ever smell of is Hibiscrub, Lifebuoy or Head & Shoulders, so how can you possibly tell what I smell like?"
She shook her head, bottom lip stuck out stubbornly.
"You're wrong, Doctor David 'Smarty-Arty' Denham, they all smell exactly like you. I could find you in a cellar on a dark night with my eyes closed, just by your smell. If I thought I could get away with it, I'd sleep every night in one of your shirts; the smell of you is driving me wild!"
I grinned at her expression.
"Please don't do that Baby Girl, they're from Asser and Turnbull in Mayfair, if only you knew who I had to sleep with to get them. Unbelievably hot as you undoubtedly look dressed in my shirts, I still have fuck-all clothes here, and I'm rapidly running out of clean shirts, so please, pick one to sleep in, just let me have some of my clothes to myself!"
Something I had once read in a medical journal surfaced; something about women and enhanced olfactory stimulus and response under certain conditions, and I thought 'Oh-Ho, verrry interesting, could it be? Already?'
Lori pouted even harder, looking even more adorable.
"Davey, I love sleeping in your shirts, I love smelling you all night long, I love being wrapped in your smell, so, no, I'm going to keep wearing them, all of them, so get used to it! If you want more shirts, let's go buy some with that unlimited credit card of yours, but I warn you, I'm gonna wear them as well!"
Grinning to myself, hope and expectation flaring in me, I gave in. How do you argue with the most beautiful girl in the world?
After a shower together, where, by mutual consent we kept our hands to ourselves, we got dressed and once more made our way into town, to collect Lori's passport, do some shopping, and generally mooch around, seeing what diversions Boston had to offer.
When we arrived back at the Consulate, we were ushered into Richard's office, where, to Lori's surprise and delight, Aunt Sophie was sitting with him, drinking a cup of tea and looking cool, elegant, and stylish.
Richard shook my hand, roguishly giving and accepting a hug and kiss from Lori, and Aunt Sophie also stood, to graciously give me her hand and a small peck on the cheek, a murmured "David, darling", and a full hug for her new 'daughter'.
"Business first old son" said Richard. "I have here the letter and Loretta's passport, and a few caveats, as is normal under these circumstances. Upon entering the UK, if not before, Loretta has undertaken to marry you, in any legally recognised and constituted form, within 3 months, or the visa will be revoked and she must return home. She will be allowed to work, as I have stated in my letter, under the usual constraints applied to a United States citizen residing in Great Britain, until such time as the marriage has been solemnised and registered, at which time all such constraints shall dissipate. Furthermore, should you be blessed with children before the statutory residence period required to qualify for citizenship has been reached, said children will be citizens of the United Kingdom of Great Britain and Northern Ireland, her Colonies and Overseas Dependant Territories, as well as automatically acquiring full citizenship and rights of residence in all member states of the European Union. I have asked that a confirmation letter be issued by the Home Office in London, and copied to the UK Borders Agency, so there should be no difficulties when you arrive. Do you understand the obligations and requirements you have undertaken to comply with as the conditions for accepting this visa for the purpose of entering the United Kingdom in order to contract lawful marriage and abide in that estate?"
Lori nodded silently, eyes wide.
"Then, Miss Loretta Louise Cavenham Keene, Dearest Lori, may I be the first to congratulate you and welcome you to the United Kingdom, in the name of Her Britannic Majesty, Elizabeth the Second, by the Grace of God, Queen of Great Britain, Her Dominions and Dependent Territories, and Head of the Commonwealth of Nations."
(I was aware that this, the whole speech etcetera, wasn't the usual protocol, or rather it was, but never used, because it was boring and dull, but Richard was making a production of it for Lori, hoping, I suppose, to impress her with the nature and history of the country she was hopefully going to make her home. I was less than impressed, but then I'm blasé about Britain's history because I'm from there, and I know what they used to get up to; I'll elaborate no further, except to say that Britain's history isn't all about great monarchs ruling in imperial splendour...)
Lori sat wide eyed, her eyes glittering like violet diamonds, absolutely still, as the formal speech rolled on, until Uncle Richard stepped around his desk, offered her his arm, and handed her passport to her as he raised her up.
She still said nothing, just looked at him, until I nudged her, whereupon she once again hugged him, whispering "Thank you, you wonderful man!" Her eyes brimmed over, and I scrabbled for a handkerchief, feeling a bit wet-eyed and weak-kneed myself; it was finally real; my girl was coming home with me to marry me!
Aunt Sophie hugged Lori again, saying "Come with me dear, let's fix your makeup, the boys are taking us to lunch, aren't they?" with a meaningful look over her shoulder.
Ladies Who Organise, never, ever cross them or get in their way!
I could only grin and nod foolishly, anticipation tingling in my whole mid-section. I didn't want to go to lunch; I wanted to pin my girl to a bed and nail her backside to it with my cock!
Richard looked at me in twinkle-eyed amusement.
"I know that look, y'know, you looked just exactly like your father for a second there. Calm down, old son, you have all the time in the world!"
The ladies came back, and we headed out for lunch at a charming little French bistro Richard knew. When we'd finished, Sophie announced she was taking Lori shopping, politely telling me to get lost; they had girl-shopping to do, and I'd be in the way. I asked Lori to get me some cotton or linen shirts, no man-made fabric, and left them to it while I strolled with Richard back to the consulate, chatting about life and family, and then went shopping for a present for my girl.
3 hours later, I wandered back to the consulate, as agreed, to be met by Lori, Sophie, and another heap of bags, boxes, and packages.
Lori showed me the shirts and underwear she had bought me, and I gave her the present I had bought her, an antique blue-tinged diamond pendant.
"It goes with your eyes, Kitten!" I told her, while Sophie looked on approvingly, "and it's also for your wedding day; you know, 'something old, something new, something borrowed, something blue'."
I hadn't forgotten Sophie, though. For her I had bought an exquisite Art-Deco diamond, emerald and polished jet tiger brooch, the most sophisticated jewel I could find for such an elegant lady. Sophie gasped, her eyes bright, before hugging me, saying "You are so much like your poor, dear father! Thank you, David."
For Richard, I had found a vintage Glashutte chronometer watch, which I asked Sophie to give him with love from Lori and me. The ladies had already been plotting and planning the wedding in England, so, knowing we would see them again soon enough, we took our leave, bundled all Lori's purchases into a taxi, and headed back to the hotel.
Once inside our suite, I tried to at least look at the stuff she had bought for me, but Lori had other ideas.
"So, moneybags, again you buy me diamonds, what gives?" she purred seductively.
"Well known aphrodisiac, Darling Girl, is it working?" I asked innocently.
For answer, she closed in, one hand on my belt while the other began squeezing and rubbing the bulge in my trousers, her lips drawing closer to mine.
"Now that we're almost married, I feel like taking advantage of you, Darling Boy, any objections?"
With my hands busily groping and kneading her wonderful bum cheeks, lifting and separating them, marvelling at the heft and firm springiness, the perfect globes fitting my hands so well, the pneumatic quality of them a wonder and a tremendous turn-on, I was in no shape to answer her; my throat had actually locked with my need for her!
I shook my head, while I still had coherent thought left, busily sliding down her panties and pushing my hands up her back under her dress, hoping to get high enough to unhook her shoulder straps from the inside and yank her dress off.
Lori left off groping me for a second, slipping off her dress straps, and I took hold of the material, sliding the dress down her marvellous body and onto the floor, with me ogling her soft curves and firm clear skin, before once again starting my explorations, rubbing, squeezing, touching, stroking, kissing and nibbling; I was like a starving man at a gourmet banquet; with so many treats, where do you begin?
Her hand on my cock was becoming more urgent as I teased and stroked her, a flush slowly spreading as her arousal grew, and my cock felt like an iron bar, the tightness in my groin almost unbearable.
Lori broke away from me to yank my shirt over my head, finally managing to get my trousers undone, and tugged them down, along with my shorts, for me to step out of them. Meanwhile, I had levered off my loafers, to stand in front of her, as naked as she was, my penis engorged and arching out, the head fully emerged, purple and glossy, the skin stretched tight.
Lori took hold of my naked cock, slowly pumping it, her bottom lip between her teeth, a sure sign she had something planned. Turning away from me, she once again backed her beautiful bum against my cock, trapping it in her bum-cleft, while I reached around her to clasp her marvellous breasts, squeezing her nipples between my fingers, rubbing and rolling the rubbery nubs as she reached behind me to link her fingers behind my neck.
That done, she began that wonderful up...down...up...down motion I found so irresistible, clenching her firm muscular buttocks around my cock as she slid up and down.
Lori knew I adored this, as I got to play with her breasts, kiss and lick her neck, and she could feel my hardness on her as she masturbated me.
One of my hands moved away from pinching her nipple, and Lori murmured in protest, so I moved my arm across both breasts, and Lori started rubbing both her nipples from side to side on my forearm, stimulating herself.
My free hand slid down her body, to caress her moist pussy, her clitoris already engorged and hard, standing proud of its sheath, and I gently rubbed and twirled it, knowing this was what she liked. Her breathing quickened in response, and she began to mutter "yes...yes...do that...yes..." as I slowly, gently frigged her.
I started sliding my finger, then two fingers into her tight, moist vagina, the succulent flesh lubricated by the juices running freely from her now, and her clitoris was slick with her juices, hard and oily, a sure sign she was almost there. I continued to rub and slide into her, Lori murmuring constantly now as I increased the pressure and speed, and her breathing escalated, coming in short gasping bursts, her orgasm almost upon her.
When she came, it was with a loud groan, trembling against me as the waves of pleasure pulsed through her, her pussy clamping and releasing convulsively on my probing fingers, a deep flush spreading up across her upper torso, her neck, and her face, making her lips, innocent of lipstick, swell and darken to an almost wine red, beads of perspiration bursting out on her forehead, the bridge of her nose, and the back of her adorable neck, smelling absolutely heavenly, like spicy candy, tasting tangy and sharp, making me even harder.
She sagged, and I eased her to the carpet, following her down, to kneel behind her as she shook in reaction, her orgasm trailing away. Eventually she recovered enough to look over her shoulder at me, a little disoriented, but smiling and contented.
"Hello Darling Boy!" she whispered, "That was nice, go to the top of the class! And now I have something for you!"
With that, she straightened out from where she leaned on me, on to her hands and knees, arching her back to make her magnificent arse tilt upwards, her open labia and vulva clearly visible as she presented to me.
"Davey, I want you to double-fuck me, OK?" she grinned, "You said you were going to monkey-fuck me, now's your chance, Stud-Boy!"
Shaking with lust, once again in the throes of adrenaline-assault, I knelt-up straight behind her, my cock pointing at her labia, my target, and stretched forward, holding her hips to bring her to me. I was going to slip it in slowly when I remembered; 'monkey-fuck, eh?'



I grabbed hold of her sculpted rump, and slid my cock home in one swift plunge, making her yelp with the force of it, leaning over her and locking my arms around her midriff to support myself as I pumped my cock in and out of her as hard and fast as I could, more yelps, sighs, and liquid moans as I pumped and hammered, until;
"Now Davey, do it now, do it now!" she groaned.
Happy to oblige, I disengaged from her, took aim and slowly pushed my cock into her beautiful, tight, sinewy arse.
"Oh my GOD...OH MY GOD...OOOHHHMYGGOOOODDD!" she groaned as I revelled in the feel of her tight rectum sucking and squeezing at me, my already hyper-stimulated cock feeling twice as big as normal as I pumped and pounded. She came almost immediately, sobbing out loud, her anus clamping down on me as her vagina convulsed, dropping from the all-fours position to rest her face on the carpet, her arms spread wide. The angle of penetration was so acute that the constriction tipped me over, both of us coming together, me almost silently, gasping and sweating as my heart hammered, my blood pounded, my cock swelling up and exploding in her as it jammed tight in her tight rectum, shooting my spunk far up inside her bowels. Lori orgasmed again with a gasping, whistling scream, digging her fingers into the carpet for purchase as the waves of pleasure boiled through her, her tight rectal tube sucking and rippling along the length of my cock.
I continued pumping as my cock continued convulsing, the ripples in her anus dragging the sensation out, extending the pleasure for me, but at last, the fires began to burn low, and I reluctantly slid my deflating cock out of her sexy arse, the pink starfish convulsing and winking at me as adrenaline raced around her system, sperm dribbling out to trickle down her thighs as I withdrew.
I dropped to the floor next to her, fucked-out and ready for some rest, looking longingly at her beautiful face in repose, her eyes closed, and her breathing slowing back down to normal. Her eyes fluttered open, and she smiled at me.
"Hello, George of the Jungle! So that's what you call a monkey-fuck, is it? Remind me to try this again sometime soon!"
I could only grin, still too winded to reply.
Eventually, we had to get up from the carpet, and staggered to the shower, trying to revitalise but almost trembling with fatigue, so we climbed into bed for a nap, as we had reservations for dinner, and I didn't want to fall asleep face-down in the hors d'oeuvres.
We awoke together, feeling marvellously rested and refreshed, as though the sweaty sexual interlude two hours earlier hadn't happened, and spent a very enjoyable few minutes kissing and cuddling, indulging in some good-natured groping , fondling, tickling and squeezing, before I grew silent, trying to frame properly what I wanted to say.
Lori immediately picked up that something was on my mind, and, concern, and a little apprehension flickering across her face, asked me what was the problem.
"Darling Girl, there's something I want to tell you, and I don't quite know how to start."
Immediately, dread and imminent loss flickered in her glorious eyes, as she started telling herself that this was all a fantasy and I was going to leave her after all, so I rushed to put her mind at ease.
"Stop that, now! This is nothing bad; it's about us, and what it means to us! I'm not going anywhere, not without you, you minxy little sexpot, we're in this for the long-haul now!"
Lori looked relieved, but now puzzlement was darkening her eyes as she looked at me quizzically.
"Baby-Girl, you remember you said you can smell me on my freshly washed and pressed shirts, when all I can smell is laundry detergent and fabric conditioner?"
She nodded, looking mystified
"Well, I remember reading an article in a medical journal that there is considerable anecdotal evidence that some women can develop extreme olfactory hypersensitivity, for a variety of medical reasons, but one of the most common and well recorded causes...is pregnancy."
She looked at me blankly for a second, then looked at me closely, looking for the rejection she feared, to turn away, tears starting in her beautiful, incredible, startling eyes.
"Oh Davey, I know what I said and did before, but I don't want to trap you into anything, I promise you, I just......" she trailed off, probably because I was grinning like a pumpkin, then pulling her close to kiss her nose, her eyes, licking her tears away, licking her lips, and finally a long, satisfying, sloppy kiss.
Lori pulled away to look into my eyes, her wondrous eyes darker, more violet than blue, as she collected her thoughts.
"Does this change things, Davey? Between us, I mean."
"In what way, Angel-May?" I retorted, "We want babies, lots of babies, maybe we caught one already, what could possibly be wrong in that?"
I was still grinning like an idiot, the prospect of having the family I wanted, with the girl I loved, was hiking-up my libido several notches and it showed.
"You say the nicest things, Darling Boy!" she purred, not slow to note my arousal, and stroking me as she stroked herself.
"We have a couple of hours before dinner, Davey, you want to fool around a little?" she asked, looking most especially appealing. Her skin was glowing with health; her eyes were bright and shading to violet, indicating to me that she was truly in the mood to play; her hair smelled of fresh peaches and girl, and her scent, that spicy, cotton-candy aroma of hers, was driving me to distraction.
I slid down to find her lips, kissing and probing with my tongue, while my hands explored her body, touching, caressing, pinching lightly and twirling. Lori in turn was being no less tactile, rubbing and squeezing my genitals, scraping her thumb across the tip of my penis, and generally keying me up, without trying to tip me over the edge.
By now, she was lying down next to me, and so I moved to kneel between her thighs, sliding her down the bed until she was lying flat. She guessed what I wanted, and stretched out luxuriantly, lifting her pelvis as I slipped my hands under her buttocks, pulling her even closer to me, as I stretched out and began exploring her swelling labia with my tongue, stabbing and lapping, probing the slick, succulent flesh, the taste of her mingling inextricably with her own scent, at once sweet, salty, tangy and spicy. I continued probing and licking, and she began to murmur in appreciation, small tremors running through her as I lapped against her clitoris, the bud starting to emerge from its hood and harden as she became more and more aroused.
I was becoming inflamed by the smell of her, the taste of her, the nearness of her, and the pheromones she was releasing were beginning to again play trills and arpeggio's on my limbic system, where the most primitive and basic urges live. I had to have more of her! I snarled wordlessly and pulled her even closer, getting back to my knees to pull her up against my mouth, her head and neck resting on the bed, the rest of her body pulled in close to me, her shoulders almost lying on my thighs. I clamped my arm tightly around her midsection, holding her in to me, with her pussy pulled up high against my mouth, where I could lap and suck, and tease, and taste her delicious juices.
Lori pushed herself even closer in to me, her legs now so bent over her feet were almost touching the bed behind her, and her anus presented perfectly for my exploring tongue.
With quick, flicking movements of my tongue, barely caressing the pink flesh of her anal entrance, I let her know what my intentions were.
"You... dirty....dirty, fucker" she gritted, "yes...do it now, now, harder...yes...fuck! harder!" lifting her legs and resting the backs of her thighs on my shoulders so she was almost upside down, her back to me, squirming her shoulders so she could hold me to stop herself slipping back down
I obliged, pulling her up until her buttocks were almost in my face, her anus right under my nose, and bored in with my tongue, as deep as I could reach, rasping and lapping at all of her anal tube that I could reach. At the same time, I reached around her thigh to stroke and rub her clitoris, sliding my fingers in and out of her soaking pussy, while the palm of my hand, lubricated with her free-flowing juices, rubbed inexorably back and forth over her clitoris.
There could be only one outcome.
When her orgasm came, I could feel her muscles thrumming like high-tension power cables, the tendons in legs taut, and her blood drumming in my ears as her thighs clamped on either side of my head. It built in a series of waves, her gasps getting louder, sharper, less controlled, until finally she came with a shattering scream, hands digging into my thighs as a flood of her feminine juices sprayed across my mouth and chin, tangy, sweet and spicy, a distillation of her own special essence. Her nails gripped me painfully as she hung on to her position and rode out the waves of orgasm pulsing through her, her eyes screwed shut, tears leaking from under her tight-shut eyelids.
Eventually, gradually, she came down, sagging against me, limp and unresisting, her stomach muscles jumping and quivering in reaction and aftershock, in the throes of 'Le petit mort', her head lolling on the bed, her face calm, totally at rest.
At last, she opened her eyes, to see me looking down at her. She reached out and stroked my arm.
"Hello, Doctor Man", she slurred sleepily, a sweet, relaxed smile on her face. I was somewhat less than relaxed. Her juices, the taste, smell and sight of her, had given me a truly epic hard on, and she noticed it, reaching down to trail her fingers across the tip, making me jump and shiver.
"That didn't do much for you, did it, my poor baby Boy?" she smiled, "let me make it up to you. This is all for you, Davey."
She was wrong about that; I was reared-up, more erect than I had ever been, my penis bone-hard and inflexible.
Lori opened her legs, running her fingers up and down her crevice, lubricating her finger properly with her own juices, and then sliding her finger into her anus, dipping it in slowly at first, gradually inserting her finger in as far as it would go, then another finger, working away at her ring, loosening herself for me. Sweat began to sheen her forehead, and I knew she was nearly ready for me.
"Come here, Lover Boy, I have a present for you!" she husked at me, and I shuffled forward on my knees, to cover her with my body, seeking out her lips as I kissed her, this beautiful girl, my lover, my sister, my soon-to-be wife, and now, maybe, hopefully, the mother of my child.
I supported myself over her, as she caressed and fondled my thrumming cock, eyes dancing as she caught her bottom lip between her teeth, always a good sign!
Lori lifted her pelvis, positioning me, and nodded, my signal to start pushing slowly into her tight hot pussy, a slow steady press forward until I was all the way in, then as I kissed my darling girl deeply and passionately, her breasts pressed against my chest, I began slowly pumping my cock in long steady strokes.
I continued to pump and grind into her, she clamping her lips over mine, and wrapping her arms around my neck to keep me in place as I humped her pussy for all I was worth, sliding my cock in and out as she flicked her tongue in and out of my mouth, setting the tempo for me.
At last, I began to approach my climax; I had been hyper-stimulated by what had gone before, and the feel of Lori moving underneath me, her nipples rubbing against my chest like two little thumbs, her mouth and tongue working on mine, were becoming too much for me, and I began to speed up. Lori knew I was getting there, and she wrapped her legs around my waist to give herself more purchase as she pumped my cock, not trying to come herself, but making sure I had as good a time as she had.
When I came, it was like a light snapped on in my head, my body going rigid as the spunk roared out of me, jetting into her in long, bullet-hard spurts, Lori climaxing again, her vaginal tube pulsing against my cock, muscular ripples pumping even more spunk out of my distended cock, her breathing harsh and shallow into my mouth, her lips still locked onto mine.
I collapsed, dazed, still embedded to the hilt in her hot, tight pussy, rolling over to roll her on top of me, kissing and squeezing her to me, fondling her astonishing bum-cheeks, never wanting to let her go, trembling and quivering as my adrenaline high slowly dissipated, limbic system still triggering and re-triggering as her pheromones rocketed around my system, calm only gradually returning, my breathing and heart-rate slowing back to normal.
"Are you done, you sex-obsessed English pervert?" She grinned, eyes alight with suppressed laughter,
"Now that you've knocked me up, are you gonna buy me dinner, or do I have to go back to turning tricks in the lobby?"
Chuckling at her cheerful vulgarity, and marvelling at her ability to say just the right thing, I smacked her on her Oh! so smackable rump.
"Up you, we are going out; I am taking the most beautiful girl in the world out to dinner, it's a beautiful night, the restaurant comes highly recommended, and I feel like showing off my dazzler of a fiancée, the mother of my baby!"
Lori's eyes sparkled with unshed tears, as she said with a big smile "Say that again!"
"Of course, darling! My fiancée, and, without a doubt, the most beautiful expectant mother on the planet. Our baby is so lucky to be having you for a mother!"
Lori dimpled at the compliment, suddenly looking so much younger than her nearly twenty years, and slowly disengaged herself from the still semi-rigid cock embedded in her, getting up and preparing to have a shower, the spunk dribbling down her leg as she stood.
"Oh! Eewww! Gross!" She exclaimed, "How much of this stuff have you got, anyway?"
"Dunno," I replied, "I did try an experiment to see how much I could do in a day, however, so here's a quick note-to-self; don't look in your purse..."
Lori laughed out loud.
"You pig, you gross, disgusting pig, you make all the other gross pigs look like cuddly bunny rabbits! I'm going to scrub, now, before I catch Gross Pig Disease off you!"
With a sexy flirt of her star-quality rear end, Lori padded over to the bathroom.
"I want to shower, alone, understand? If you come sneaking in, I promise you, I will shove my foot up your ass, fiancée or no, you got that?"
I could see she meant it, and nodded surrender; in any case, I was, for now, completely drained and deflated. If I did sneak into the bathroom now, all I would be good for would be to hand her a towel or applaud.
I had fallen asleep waiting for her to finish in the bathroom, so I came awake with a start when something flicked the end of my penis, painfully.
I looked up to see Lori grinning at me, ready to flick another one across by best friend if I hadn't awakened.
"Come on, Jabba the Butt, hands off cock, on with socks, you're taking me to dinner, get moving!"
I raised-up, seeing her properly, a sight I never tire of; she had obviously finished her toilette, she looked serenely beautiful, hair glossy and skin glowing, and I felt myself twitch involuntarily at the sight of her.
"Oho, no you don't!" she exclaimed, "dinner first, I am so looking forward to it, so get moving, slowcoach!"
Muttering about domineering women and their compulsive need to bark orders while scratching their arses and farting, I slid off the bed, and blearily looked her in the face, still only partially awake.
"See, there, now that wasn't so bad, was it?" she smiled sweetly, and as I turned away to head to the bathroom, she swatted me, hard, across my bare backside.
"Domineering women, yeah?" she grinned and I could only smile sheepishly.
(At this point, just let me just correct any misconceptions you may have about the nature of our relationship. Lori is not at all submissive or compliant, nor excessively feminine or inhibited unless she feels like it; she does what she does because she wants to, and she's quite capable of kicking me in the balls while punching me in the throat if she felt I deserved it, knowing since childhood that I was handicapped by nature and upbringing from whaling her back.)
Twenty minutes later, power-showered, shaved, brushed and spruced, I came out and headed for my closet, to try and find something reasonably dressy to wear, instead of the dockers and (expensive!) linen work shirts I had brought, remembering that Lori had bought me some clothes.
Smart girl, she had found a shop selling Pink's shirts, in English sizes, the little fox logo an instant reminder of home, so she had picked up an armful in my size, as well as, to my gratified surprise, several pairs of Farah slacks, the type I wore when I wasn't in scrubs or cargo pants.
I also found a box with a ribbon on it, with my name on a card. Inside were a set of discreet Union Jack cufflinks, and a thin dress watch, perhaps because she was embarrassed by the scuffed-up Mickey Mouse watch I wore. I wasn't; Charlie gave it to me when I was eight, and I prized it above all other things (except Lori, of course).
So, scrubbed-up, dressed in my new clothes, and ready to face the world, I waited for Lori to emerge from her dressing room. It was worth it.
She had on a stunning strapless, skin-tight red satin Bodycon dress, paired with teetering red stilettos and natural stockings, and she looked devastating, a 5-alarm call-out if I had ever seen one.
"Like?" she asked, smiling and posing for me.
"Like!" I agreed, ready to forego dinner if she gave the slightest hint. I offered her my arm. "Shall we go?"
Lori smiled her sweet smile, lips startlingly red against her fair, porcelain skin and midnight hair.
"With pleasure, kind sir," and, taking my arm, we headed down to the lobby, where we had a car waiting for us.
"Davey, we won't be alone for dinner, do you mind?" she asked slightly apprehensively.
"I'm fine with it if you are" I responded, "who's joining us?"
"I asked Aunt Sophie to join us, I need to make arrangements....and I need to talk with her...about the baby" said Lori in a small, worried voice. I pulled her close to me.
trying to keep her focussed and upbeat; worrying was definitely not good for the baby.
"Don't worry, darling, Sophie is seriously besotted with you, it'll be fine, you'll see."
I understood completely what was happening with her though; studying medicine had given me certain insights, after all. With Mother gone, who else was she going to turn to? She had no living female relatives, and those female relatives of mine that I knew about, I wouldn't have let within a mile of my darling girl. While I knew about the mechanics of the situation, the emotional side was a closed book to me, but what I did know from my medical student days was that pregnant women want, and need, other women around them, preferably close relatives, and definitely not men.
We arrived at the restaurant to find Sophie and a young Consular Security officer/driver waiting for us, so we went in to our table, causing a bit of a flutter among the other patrons; a young man escorting an elegant older lady, and a stunner in a mini-dress, with a diplomatic car waiting outside, but Lori was too distracted to notice the attention, a worrying sign of just how wound-tight she really was.
After the usual small talk, Sophie thanked us for the invitation, although admitting she was a little puzzled and mystified as to why it had come so late in the day.
Lori apologised for the abrupt invitation, explaining in a low voice about her possible condition, and her worries, and most of all, what Sophie and Richard would think of her. I kept shut and busied myself with an in-depth, forensic examination of the menu; right now Lori needed a mother, not a boyfriend.



Sophie took her hand, smiling sympathetically, in-tune with how worried Lori was.
"Nonsense, Dear Girl, with a smasher like you, I'm surprised David here" (swift kick under the table to drag my attention away from the menu), "managed to restrain himself at all. It happens all the time now, it's more the norm today than the exception, so put it out of your mind!"
She suddenly grinned, looking 20 years younger and more like Lori's older sister than my aunt.
"Besides, I know exactly what you're going through, dear. Just between us, I had to practically vault down the aisle to get to the altar before the baby did!"
I laughed out loud; Lori looked relieved, eyes bright with unshed tears, so Sophie took her off to the bathroom. I wondered idly why women always go in pairs, did they take notes, or hold up score cards, or perhaps give running commentaries, blow-by-blow accounts or something. I was a long way away, busy with thoughts like this, off in my own world of speculation when my family returned, Sophie looking severely at me as I returned to planet reality, saying "Close your mouth dear, you're dribbling!"
They both looked relaxed and composed again, so I took it arrangements had been made, connections and lines of communication established, and all was well, so we settled down to having a nice family dinner.
Interestingly, during the course of the meal, I discovered that Sophie's oldest son was named Hugo, and I revealed to Sophie that one of my middle names was Hugo, which made her a bit misty-eyed.
"Your dear father was so fond of Richard, but I never knew he named you after Hugo. He was Richard's younger brother, he died when they were boys; he was a year or two younger than your father, I think. They were all such close friends, I'm glad David remembered him in you; I know your Uncle Richard will be pleased. Dear Sweet David!"
At last, the evening came to an end, Sophie took to her car, pecking me and hugging Lori close, telling her not to worry, it's bad for the baby, and that she would see her in a couple of weeks in England, there was a wedding to plan! She wished us safe journey to the UK, and whisked away. Lori was relaxed now; she had found a mother-figure she could trust. I guessed Sophie was going to play a major part of our lives from now on.
I was decidedly mellowed by the evening; I had just had a good meal, my girl was the most beautiful woman in the room, and our wedding was materializing. I definitely felt like celebrating, and I could tell Lori felt the same.
It was with no little sense of anticipation that we headed back to the hotel. Whatever Sophie had said to Lori, it seemed to have done the trick; there was no more trepidation on her part, and she was her normal, laughing, and cheerfully vulgar self. I was in stitches on the way home, her outrageous banter and comments making the driver and I roar with laughter.
We got back to our suite, both of us in a high state of excitement. Lori had been giving me some decidedly expectant looks and hand squeezes, and whatever perfume she was wearing had been worth the money, because it was definitely having the right effect on me; that, and that sex-bomb dress she was almost wearing, a few dozen square inches of satin fabric wrapped around her stunning body, causing a ripple of interest from every man present, and not a few women, and looks of black spite and envy from almost every other woman. My girl, even when she wasn't trying, she certainly knew how to make an entrance!
We hustled up to the suite with almost indecent haste, lips locking before the door had even closed, my hands roaming over her lovely firm bum, smoothing the material of her dress over her lush, tight body to cup and mould her stunning, gravity-defying breasts.
I flipped the zip on the dress, and pulled it all the way down, allowing me to slide it off her, revealing her extreme lack of underwear. No bra, of course, but her thong...it was two loops of thin ribbon, no more than tape, really, with a crotch-piece the size of two silver dollars, just enough to satisfy any legislation about being indecently dressed in public. I was astounded, and considerably turned-on, to realise I had been out all evening with a girl wearing what amounted to a wide belt and a few inches of ribbon.
Lori was keeping herself busy. She had already unbuttoned my shirt and was tugging it off, while I was undoing my slacks and pushing them off, all the while our mouths glued together, our tongues fencing as we waltzed and stumbled to the bedroom, leaving a trail of clothes, shoes, and underwear.
As soon as we hit the bed, she slid up against me, holding me tight as I groped and raided and plundered her stunning backside, clasping those phenomenal globes in each hand to lift and separate them, pulling them apart to stretch her anus open enough for my probing fingers. Lori closed her eyes, enjoying the sensations, while rubbing, squeezing and jerking my cock, pulling it in long strokes as the blood rushed in to engorge it, making it hard and ready.
I rolled on top of Lori, I wanted to lick and nibble her nipples; they'd been staring at me all though dinner, and I had been lost in contemplation of them, causing Sophie to ask me several times if I was feeling alright, I seemed a little distracted...
Keeping a firm hold on her gourmet feast of an arse, I slid down to put my mouth level with her erect nipples, licking, nibbling and sucking them while still clutching and squeezing her buttocks, working my fingers closer to her anus. Lori arched her back to thrust her breasts out even further, her nipples standing out in even higher relief, rosy pink and rubber-hard.
Her legs drifted open, her thighs parting, and I slid further down between them, my elbows on the bed, her beautiful labia within reach of my probing tongue. Her spicy, tangy, sweet aroma filled my head, the musk of her excitement making me feel light-headed and horny in the extreme.
I began to lap at her labia, sliding my tongue between them, looking for her clitoris in its little hiding place, but also kissing and nibbling at her outer lips, before boring in more seriously with my tongue, swirling it around between her labia minora, her inner lips, lapping at her vulva to taste her tangy sweetness. I lapped and swirled, licked and kissed, Lori arching her back or groaning when I caressed a particularly sensitive area.
My efforts were making themselves felt. Lori clamped my head between her hands, holding me in place, and I could feel her tendons tightening as her arousal heightened, her thighs flexing as I sucked, licked and groped. I slid a finger into her anus, making her mew and buck, and pumped it in time to my licking, something I knew she particularly loved, her head tossing from side to side, and her breath coming in harsh whistling gasps as she gritted her teeth. I continued to suck at her labia, softly grazing them with my teeth, making her jump and quiver, until I began to rasp her clitoris, now fully out in the open, with the flat of my tongue, rubbing and flicking faster and faster, as I sensed her climax approaching, until with one last convulsive arch of her back, she came, screaming and shuddering, "Oh GOD, OH GOD, OH GOD, OOOOHHH...FUCK, OH FUCK......OOOOOOHHHH FUUUCCCKKK!", in convulsions so strong I was astonished, but very, very gratified!
Her tremors died down, and her midriff dropped back onto the bed as her legs slid back down and apart, her hands dropped away from my head as she relaxed, completely sated.
I was still in the enviable position of being between her thighs, staring at her delectable vulva, enjoying the fabulous scenery, when she opened her eyes and looked blurrily down at me.
"Hey Doctor Man!" she whispered.
"Hey yourself, sister of mine" I whispered back, "Is all to Milady's satisfaction?"
A big, sleepy grin fleeted across her face, her white, even teeth flashing in her lovely smile; right now, she looked like all my birthdays rolled into one.
"What about you?" she asked softly, "you got nothing out of that, you only thought of me, you darling Boy, come here!"
Her eyes were luminous, glittering, and I wanted to do anything this marvellous creature asked of me. I wouldn't say I got nothing out of it; I was highly stimulated, my cock felt like I could vault across the room on it, it was pulsing, hard and fully engorged, ready to take on any challenge!
"As you command, my Princess" I grinned, and slid up the bed to her. "What do you command, speak and it shall be done, for you are my Princess!"
Lori pulled my head close, and planted a big, wet, very sexy kiss on me, reaching down to take hold of my thrumming penis, slowly sliding her hand up and down, testing the length, judging the worth; I just hoped it passed muster!
She kissed me again, and again, not letting go of my stiff cock, and then slid down to place her mouth level with my penis, sliding round some more so that we were now lying on our sides, opposite way round to each other, and I realised what she wanted to do for me, as I knew what I wanted to do for her. I pulled her on top of me, my hands fondling and parting her superb buttocks, my tongue licking and rubbing at her engorged vulva, searching for her clitoris.
Lori meanwhile was licking the end of my penis, delightful lapping strokes to the tip and sides, behind the bell-shaped head, and along the underside, down to my scrotum, to lick around my sac, gently lapping at the seeds inside, finally sucking first one, then the other, giving me a delightful sensation as my scrotum tightened and my cock arched out even harder. Lori alternately sucked and pulled at my testicles, before returning to my cock, licking back along the length to the tip. Now she swirled her tongue around the very tip, using slow, rasping movements to stimulate and delight me, running the tip of her tongue into the slit and wriggling it slightly, sending electric shivers through my groin and midsection, making my cock leap and twitch involuntarily in her mouth. She began a slow, soft suction, long deep strokes, her head bobbing slowly as she controlled my arousal, her hand grasping my cock tightly in case I started trying to ram it into her mouth and throat in my excitement.
I was in a world of my own. My face was buried in Lori's crotch, my tongue lapping at her labia, lightly rasping over the exposed tip of her clitoris, boring in insistently, stabbing into her spongy anus, licking and parting her labia and inner lips, swirling around in her vagina, and returning to her clitoris, all the while surrounded by her marvellously spicy, tangy, sweet scent. Every time I lightly flicked her little nub, she started and quivered, and I wanted to taste more of her. I started licking her clitoris more seriously, making her squirm and gasp even as she plated my cock, watching as her nub slowly emerged from its hooded hiding place, to harden and swell as her arousal ramped up again.
I gradually slid my thumb into her pussy, pumping slowly, in time with my laps at her clitoris, finally removing my thumb altogether. She moaned at that, but then I slid my lubricated thumb into her anus, making her gasp and clamp her lips tighter around my cock. Her clitoris was now fully engorged, pale and hard, a perfect target for my probing tongue. Her juices ran and oozed onto my chin and down my neck, the scent making me plate her harder with my tongue, with longer, slower strokes, now rasping firmly and exclusively at her wet, oily clitoris, while my thumb pumped in and out of her anus.
The end came suddenly, convulsively. Lori clamped her mouth down on my cock as her orgasm ripped though her, her thighs drummed around my ears as her vulva rippled and trembled, opening and closing like a portal as the walls pulsed in time to the waves running through her.
As she began to come down, she sucked harder, gently running her nails along my straining penis as she pumped in time to her suctioning. When, finally, she squeezed my scrotum gently, rhythmically, I could hold back no longer.
As I came, Lori deliberately pulled her head away, to spray my spunk over her face and neck, onto her lips, and into her open mouth, spurt after spurt, until I had nothing left to ejaculate, and my convulsing cock dry heaved and twitched until my orgasm had passed. As I calmed down, she gave the head a final soft lick and swirl with her tongue, polishing and cleaning it as, at last, I began to soften.
Lori scootched around to face me, looking like every man's ultimate pornographic fantasy, streaks, splatters and long translucent ropes of sperm criss-crossing her face and dripping from her chin onto her neck and upper chest. She gave me a dazzling smile, and a pecked "Thank you, Darling!" before sliding off the bed and disappearing into the bathroom. I slumped back, truly buggered, completely shagged-out and unable to think coherently, except to think muzzily to myself 'Damn, that girl smells EXACTLY like Christmas!' I never heard her come back in: I was out for the count.
I awoke to my two favourite things in the world; the sight of Lori, naked except for my shirt (again!), and the scent of fresh coffee. She was sitting cross-legged next to me, looking gravely at me over the top of her cup, a long slow smile breaking out when she saw me open my eyes.
"Hello Sleepy Sam, a very good morning to you!" she grinned, "I thought you were going to sleep all day! Daylight's wasting Mister, get up and have some breakfast, I ordered the full English for you, and may God have mercy on your arteries, so uppee, uppee, rise and shinee!"
At last, I thought, no more bloody croissants, followed by another thought; is that me? Dear God, it is me, shit, I really need a shower!
"Can it wait 10 minutes, baby? I really need to use the shower."
She dimpled. "10 minutes, then I'm sending it away, clock's ticking, stud!"
Well within the 10 minutes, I was sitting and chatting over a leisurely breakfast with my beautiful sister/lover/wife-to-be, with no need, for once, to rush anywhere. Lori was done with shopping, she had what she wanted, and it wasn't in her nature to shop pointlessly, so I watched her, an entertainment I never tired of.
After a while, she stood up and stretched luxuriously.
"So Doctor Man, what do you want to do today?"
My eyes said it all, which Lori picked up immediately, raising one eyebrow at me archly, a mannerism she had copied, or inherited directly, from Charlie, a slow grin spreading across her face.
"You dirty little pervert, down boy!" she giggled, "I meant do some sightseeing or something!"
The sights I was seeing were quite enough for me right now, all my systems jumping to attention as I watched her lovely, toned, phenomenally pneumatic body ripple and quiver as she stretched.
"If you want this to go down, you'll have to do something about it!" I snickered at her, watching her erect nipples dance and jiggle inside her open shirt.
"We'll see!" she retorted, walking across the bedroom toward the bathroom, with me ogling her world-beater of a bum, bobbing around under the tail of her shirt like two rabbits screwing in a pillowcase. She stopped at the bathroom door, looked over her shoulder at me with a tiny smile, and let her shirt slide off, before undulating through the door without another backwards glance.
I know an invitation when I see one, so I hurriedly gulped the rest of my coffee to fortify myself, dropped my robe and made a beeline for the bathroom.
Inside, Lori had stepped into the wet-room, her shape slightly indistinct in among the steam billowing out of the entrance, but I knew where she was alright, I could see enough to get me very interested indeed.
She was busy soaping her marvellous body, her hands cupping her breasts as she looked over at me, that wicked, lip-biting grin again telling me she had something on her dirtily inventive mind, and so I stepped up to her, sliding my hands around her to cup and squeeze her buttocks and pull her into me, feeling my erect cock lying against her equally firm abdomen. I began running my hands up and down, feeling her up from her lumbar dimples to the tops of her thighs, enjoying immensely the feel of the slippery flesh, the heft and spring of her cheeks, and the warmth and slipperiness of the cleft between them.
Lori, meanwhile, had soaped-up my cock, sliding her hand up and down from root to apex, her other hand holding the back of my head as we kissed and licked each other,
I was definitely feeling the need to progress, and Lori, sensing my need, pulled me further under the spray, washing the soap off me, and, with a sweet smile, dropped to her knees, sliding her lovely lips around my straining penis. She licked and lapped, rubbing the head with the flat of her tongue, staring up at me with those enormous blue-violet eyes, then rapidly sliding the tip into the sensitive slit at the end, making me jump as the sensation blasted up my spine from my tail-bone in a jolt of pleasure.
She continued lapping at the head, engulfing it with her lips, to begin a slow, suctioning, up-down bobbing. She looked so hot, so damned sexy like this, I had difficulty keeping upright, and I knew this was going to make me blow my top if she didn't stop soon. I pulled away, raising her to her feet, answering her inquiring look by turning her to face the wall. She knew what I wanted to do, placing her hands flat against the wall, holding out her gorgeous rump, her labia clearly visible from the rear. I slid my hands around her, holding, squeezing and caressing her marvellous breasts, holding her close to slot my cock into her bum-cleft, the cheeks clenching rhythmically to massage my cock as I licked and kissed and nibbled her neck and shoulders, but not hard enough to leave marks; you don't deface a work of art, a marvel of nature, like that.
I could have kept this up for ages, the feel of her awesome buttocks enfolding my cock, her lovely firm breasts and erected nipples a delight to hold and squeeze, an amazingly erotic and satisfying experience.
At last, Lori decided she wanted to move it along, reaching behind to squeeze and fondle my scrotum, before holding my cock firmly and guiding it to her labia, working the tip of my cock around her entrance, prepping herself for the invasion to come, and then pushing back against me as I slowly pushed forward, sliding my cock into her in one long, slow glide, her breath hissing between her teeth as my cock invaded her pussy.
I slid one hand from her breast to rub and massage her flat stomach, intending to caress and touch her, to give her the same pleasure I was receiving, but got a head shake.
"Please Davy, sore. Let me, this is all for you, for last night." She breathed. I understood immediately, and clasped hold of her breasts again, tweaking and twirling her nipples, making her gasp, before moving my hands down to her hips, marvelling anew at how even the small of her back, arched inwards to thrust out her buttocks, could be so unbelievably sexy.
She began pushing back against me as I thrust harder into her, the sound of my groin slapping against her loud in the shower room. Her gasps and my harsh breathing echoed as we speeded up, Lori now making mewing sounds, me desperately trying not to come yet, I wanted this to go on, for us to meet.
When Lori's orgasm broke, she leaned back against me, grabbing the back of my neck, pushing herself into me, as the walls of her pussy squeezed tight around me, vaginal contractions rippling along the length of my cock. The combination of constriction and pulsing pushed me over the edge, my spunk rushing out of me in a muscular contraction almost painful in its intensity, the tip of my cock almost unbearably sensitised by all that had gone before.
I stood behind her, buried to the hilt, and groaned as spurt after spurt, semen I didn't know I still had in me, pumped out of my twitching cock and rushed into her fluttering, convulsing pussy. Finally, I was able to slump against my darling, her head already leaning on the wall as her orgasm died away, both of us twitching and trembling in reaction, letting the hot spray drum over us, calming and re-invigorating both of us after the shattering sexual escapade we'd just indulged in.



My cock grew soft and slipped from her, semen trailing out after it to run down her leg, and I thought again how things had turned out, the irony that now I was here, doing this with my own half-sister, the love of my life and hopefully soon-to-be mother of our child, brought together by shared loss. We cleaned up, soaped and rinsed off, and dried each other, me enjoying immensely the opportunity to handle such a feast of softly pliant, malleable, pneumatic girl-flesh!
After more coffee, and a leisurely, extended kissing, stroking and touching session, I remembered I had something to tell her, something I had meant to tell her earlier, before the sexual shenanigans had so effectively derailed my train of thought.
"Lori, we do have somewhere to go today, I forgot to tell you."
She raised an eyebrow at me again.
"Really, do tell, Darling Boy!"
"In amongst all the calls I made yesterday, I had a chat with my old friend Georgie from Medical School. His father is a Visiting Professor of Obstetrics at Brigham & Women's Hospital, and as it's part of Harvard Medical School, ergo the best, I asked him to have a word with the old boy. We're going to see him later this morning, if you don't mind; I got a text confirming the appointment."
Lori giggled, her finger tracing my jawline as she smiled.
"David Richard Hugo Denham, how in the hell did you get to be so organised? As I remember, mom couldn't get you to clean your room, now you're organising our lives! Of course I don't mind, how sweet of you to think of me!"
I hugged her close as I grinned happily at her.
"You're my family, both of you, only the best for my family."
Lori glowed, her eyes sparkling like miniature violet fireworks.
"Family, I like that, we're a family! You and me, and baby makes three! Have I told you lately that I love you, Darling Boy?"
"Not in the last few minutes, so you better do it now!" I grinned.
We ordered a car to take us to the hospital, got dressed, and went down to the lobby to await our car, and were soon on our way to Longwood.
The examination was a simple, straightforward thing. Lori wasn't far enough gone for a scan to be meaningful, of course, but the other tests confirmed that she was indeed pregnant. I was already sure, but it was nice to have it confirmed by another medical practitioner, especially someone I knew and trusted, who actually knew what he was talking about.
Now that her pregnancy was confirmed, I was elated; the news was having a profoundly aphrodisiac effect on me, and I wanted to get her back to the hotel to explore her a little bit more. Lori was also feeling it, I could sense, but first she wanted to explore Boston a little during the daylight hours, poke around antique stores and markets, and generally walk me around, knowing how keyed-up I was. I could tell she was enjoying my growing discomfort, her mischievous grin telling me all I needed to know. All I could think about was humping her, and the more I looked at her, the more desirable she looked; the more desirable she looked, the more I wanted to fuck her brains out. And she kept looking at me with that lip-between-the-teeth grin, enjoying herself mightily.
It was all starting to get to me. We would sit in a pavement cafe, sipping coffee, other patrons and passers-by staring at this lovely girl with the film-star looks and killer figure, and I felt exceedingly proud she was with me, but I also had to almost physically restrain myself from dragging her into an alley-way for a quickie knee-trembler, staying my hand with an effort of will, knowing she was planning some new sexual shenanigans.
By the time we got back to the hotel, I was almost bent double with the effort of concealing my unruly erection. My balls felt like they were wrapped in baling-wire, and I was almost panting with suppressed lust. Lori, of course, was enjoying my discomfort no end.
We got the door open, and I made a grab for her, but she danced out of my way, grinning broadly, torturing me with her nearness.
"Wait here, Davey, I have a little something for you!" she smiled, glee in her voice as she glided into the bedroom, her arse dancing under her dress, heating me up even more.
After what felt like an age, I heard her calling, so made my way in, expecting something special; it had better be , after the slow build-up today!
She was standing, posing, in what looked like a black all-in-one latex body suit with impossibly high stiletto heels. I goggled at her; I was expecting special, this was fucking fantastic!
"Hi Honey" she purred, "Want to fool around a little?"
I growled, past words, and moved in for the kill, dropping my clothes as I stumbled across the room, taking her in my arms, and kissing her as I groped and squeezed, running my hands over her to find the zipper or fastenings.
"There isn't one", she said, smiling sexily at my look of confusion, "It's a Play-Suit, a new kind of material, body heat seals the seams once you put it on. If you want to take it off, you'll have to tear it off!"
Suited me; I could see every single contour, every muscle, her nipples, poking out solidly, even her labia, sharply outlined in the skin-tight material. The suit looked like PVC or latex, but felt like cloth, and I found I could get a purchase, but I hesitated, I wanted to drink in the sight of my sister dressed like this, like a vamp from a video game, her porcelain skin startlingly white against the shiny black material, her crimson lipstick a bold slash of colour setting-off her jet black hair, exactly the same colour and gloss as the suit. Right there and then her fuck-factor leaped up several hundred percent; she was fucking awesome, and she was mine!
Lori slowly turned for me, displaying her magnificent body, her lovely springy buttocks, her lumbar dimples, her long, lithe legs, all perfectly picked-out by the suit.
At last, I could take no more, and gathering her in my arms, pulled her onto the bed for some serious kissing and groping. She didn't resist, giving me that slow smile that means she's enjoying herself.
I kissed her once more, then trailed my tongue down her body, flicking her nipples in turn, making her jump, demonstrating just how skin-tight that suit really was, to her pussy, where I rubbed and ground my tongue against her clearly outlined labia, making her gasp and quiver, and start hunching her groin against my face to intensify the sensation.
I slid my hands under her buttocks, feeling the firm muscles tense and relax as I squeezed and massaged, my mouth still working against her cloth covered vulva.
Now I turned her over, onto her front, and began kneading and squeezing her lovely bum, pulling her cheeks apart and stretching the material over her anus as it gaped and closed under the material, before relaxing my grip on her cheeks, instead, rubbing her pussy again with one hand, and lightly rubbing her anus with one finger of my other hand, feather-light touches that she must have felt as the lightest of touches through the material of her suit, a mere hint of pressure, on her anus. Lori writhed and wriggled, saying "Oh...Oh...harder, please... harder...oh!"
In response, I started tracing the outline of her labia with one finger, running it lightly around the outside of her outlined labia, then along the clearly defined centre line, making her writhe and try to push back against my finger, but I just moved my finger as well, keeping the light pressure the same; she wore this suit to tease me, now she was finding out how to pay for that!
"Davey, Honey, please Baby, Darling boy, enough, please...."she gabbled, making me smile guiltily for torturing her like this; besides, I had had enough of this suit; hot and sexy as it was, it was like putting a coat of gloss paint on a diamond. I wanted to nibble, lick and taste my girl, not some covering; only an idiot buys a sweet and then eats it with the wrapper on...
Pulling a pinch of the fabric up from the middle of the small of her back, I tried to bite through it, gratified to find it parted easily, like speaker cloth, tearing enough to get my finger in and rip- upwards, then downwards, so her lovely back and buttocks were exposed. Lori gasped in relief as the air hit her, and her lovely Christmassy, spiced candy aroma wafted over me, telling me how excited she was by all this foreplay. She smelled so good I had to taste her, licking from the nape of her neck to the cleft of her awesome bum, stroking and smoothing every inch of exposed skin. I kept at her, licking ever lower, until my tongue was lapping at her anus, making her sigh and squirm, her sighs deepening as I slid my tongue deeper into the little puckered dimple, gently opening it to receive more and more of my tongue. But now, I wanted to pay attention to other parts of my gorgeous sister.
With my tongue working at her, Lori's feet were drumming on the bed, her upper torso flat on the bed, her head turned to one side with her eyes tight shut, holding the bunched sheets tight as she pushed her lovely hot arse in the air, trying to get my tongue into her pussy. I decided to oblige, so I tore the fabric down some more, exposing her beautiful bare pudenda to my view, the scent of her arousal sweet and powerful in my nostrils. Pulling her to her knees, to raise her lovely rump in the air, her head still resting flat on the bed, and with a smile playing around her lips, I slid my tongue between her buttocks, flicking the tip gently around and across her labia, light touches, tasting rather than lapping, before swirling my tongue on her perineum, making her jump. I gently pushed the tip of my tongue into her anus again, flicking her little bud to watch the puckered entrance contract and relax, and then licked in long strokes along the centre line of her labia, slowly inserting my tongue between the lips, to feel the nymphae, her inner lips, guarding the entrance to her vagina.
So I went, withdrawing and returning, slipping my tongue in and out, listening to her sighs and whimpers, her low moans and muttered instructions ..."Slower....more, please....oh yes, like that, Oh....Oh yes...." until I slid my tongue between her swollen labia, to gently bathe and lap her clitoris with my tongue. The little bead of flesh was engorged and sensitive in the extreme, slick and succulent with her own lubricating fluids, which were seeping out of her in an almost continuous slow drizzle. Mindful of her soreness this morning, I refrained from rasping it again; that was what caused the soreness in the first place.
I don't know how long we played like that; I was enjoying myself entirely too much to do anything more than continue, and from the constant tremors of her hindquarters, and convulsive clutching of the sheets in time to the rhythmic oscillation of her vulva, she was orgasming almost continuously. She tasted delicious, smelled even better, and I didn't know how to stop, nor did I even want to.
Eventually, she had had enough, and she rolled to her back, blown and breathless, flushed, and sweaty. The bodysuit was still intact at the front, and she reached up to the neck and tore it down the middle in one movement, pulling her arms out of the sleeves, and leaving me to pull it the rest of the way off her, a very pleasurable task!
"What do you want to do, Baby?" she asked me huskily, for answer I moved up to hover over her, looking down at her.
"Oh THAT!" she smiled, as I lowered myself, her hand finding highly my stimulated cock and directing it into her soaking vulva. I thrust in and out in a slow tempo; I was in no rush, I wanted to enjoy this!
Lori pulled me down to her, and, as before, I slid my hands under her marvellous body to grab hold of her bum-cheeks and squeeze and pull them in time to my thrusts.
I kept this up, prolonging the sensations and feel of my lovely sister, but she had plans as well.
"Davey, stop a second, there's something I want you to do..."
I stopped, withdrawing as she turned over, and slid some pillows under her midsection, raising her rump in the air. She looked cheekily over her shoulder at me and grinned:
"Fuck my ass, Davey, ream your baby-sister's ass for her, make me come for you! It's what you want, it's what I want!"
As I slid my cock into her willing anus in one thrust, I once again replayed in my mind that scene from all those years ago, knowing instinctively that Lori was replaying a similar scene in her own head, one that she had seen many times.
The memory, of my mother being fucked like this, while my father sat and watched, now seen from an adult perspective, and as though it was two different people than those I had grown up with, excited me, made me hot, made me want to pump into this girl as Charlie had pumped into my mother. I pumped and thrust, using all the force I could get in my hips, Lori pushing back against me, no less wild, moaning, gasping, calling my name as I squeezed her breasts and rolled her nipples against my palms
Stimulated as I was, the end came quickly, as Lori's rectum constricted on my cock, her back arching and her mouth opening in a silent scream, orgasm billowing through her in her highly aroused state. Our memories of similar events we had witnessed separately had obviously acted on us both in the same way, spurring us on. My penis jerked and twitched, the pressure of Lori's convulsing rectum too stimulating on my distended cock, and sperm sprayed out in ropes and spurts, boiling into her hot arse, both of us gasping and sighing with release.
At last she slumped down, shattered, and I rested my forehead on her back, between her softly rounded shoulder blades, my weight still on my elbows, eyes closed, sweat dripping from my chin and nose onto her clear skin as I gasped and sobbed for breath, waiting for my trip-hammer heartbeat to slow, and the thundering of blood in my ears to lessen.
Lori was the first to recover, raising her head and rubbing my forearm, signalling me she wanted to turn around. I levered myself off her, my penis disengaging from her with almost audible 'pop', and rolled over, muscles twitching and fluttering as stress reaction set in.
I looked over at her, lying next to me, serenely beautiful, her sweet, regular profile completely in keeping with the perfect sculpted roundness of her figure, and I was content to just look at her; there was so much good stuff to look at, too!
She saw me looking at her, and smiled.
"Hello, Baby-Daddy, fancy meeting you here!"
Baby-Daddy, I liked the sound of that, I could get used to it!
"Hello, Baby-Mama!" I retorted, so much in love with this beautiful girl, my long-lost half sister, who'd refused to speak to me for eight long years, had hated me for going away, and now, now she was having my baby! I lay there for a while, just looking at her, drinking in the sight of her, inhaling the wonderful smell of her, while she stretched like a cat, toes pointing and fingers spread wide, a grin on her face as she looked back at me.
"If you've finished making sheep's eyes at me, can you decide whether or not you're going to feed me?"
I grinned back at her. "Darling Girl, I would feed you the last sip in my cup, and the last morsel I possess, though it condemn me to die of thirst or starve to death, as long as I may look upon you with one last lingering glance ere death claim me!"
Lori smiled back sweetly.
"You are so full of shit. I want steak, with shrimps, green salad with baby onions, honey mustard mayo with cream cheese, double-fried French fries, and chocolate cheesecake, got it, buster?"
"Of course, my own true love. Tell me, is this you eating for two, or am I just now seeing the real you?"
Lori laughed back, responding in her usual manner.
"Feed me well, you cheapskate, buy me a big dinner or I'm telling the Night Manager I'm underage."
"Just one more thing, baby girl, I'm bursting with curiosity. Where on earth did you get that thing?"
Lori looked at me mischievously, eyes dancing in glee.
"Hookers 'R' Us, where else?"
*
After a long, invigorating and very satisfying shower, we got dressed to find somewhere interesting to eat. The hotel recommended several well-known steak and barbecue restaurants where the food was fresh, delicious, and genuine, so we picked one and had a car take us there. Over a glass of Valpolicella, we began listing what we had to do next, as the airline tickets were already booked.
"Now that we're making this list, it's all becoming real! I'm scared Davey, what if I don't like it? What if no-one likes me? What will your family say about me?"
I kissed her, and took her hand, running my thumb over her engagement ring.
"Baby-Girl, you'll love it, everyone will love you, and those members of my family whom I bother with are just like Richard and Sophie, they'll love you too! Now stop vapouring, we have a home to find for our baby!"
Lori dimpled. "I love it when you say 'Our Baby', you sound just like an expectant father!"
When we got back to the suite, we sat down to work out where we went from here. I wanted to pack-up everything in the house in Bar Harbor, containerise it all, and ship it to England, for retrieval once we had a house to put it in. The house in Oxfordshire was out of the question; it may have been a family ancestral home of sorts, but it was also a freezing, 300-year old, semi-derelict crypt that was only held together by the lead and pigeon-shit on the roof. I wanted somewhere for our child to grow up normally, not traumatized; mother once told me that my father's ancestors only ever built that place out of spite, to punish their descendants in advance for disowning them, something I was more than ready to believe.
Lori was highly amused and intrigued at the notion of having an ancestral home, but I knew better; I'd actually lived there, on and off, over the last 3 or so years, usually only called back there by the trustee-appointed caretaker because something had fallen off or fallen down, and wouldn't wish it on any child of mine. There's even a family cemetery, with headstones inscribed with things like "As I Am Now, So Shall You Be" and other happy little death threats from beyond the grave. Nice. If I were ever buried there, I'd have my headstone engraved "I told you I was sick..." Or maybe "Whatever you do, don't look behind you..."
We decided that we would use the borrowed flat as our base, and Lori would house-hunt, with Sophie, no doubt, while I resumed my surgical residency at the hospital in London. The house in Bar Harbor held no real significance to us, we had only lived there for a few weeks, it was not a family home, so Lori decided that we should sell it rather than rent it out, and all mother's and Charlie's stuff would be packed and brought to England so she could have them near her. There was also the matter of the Marriage License waiting for us back in Maine. We decided to get married, all nice and legal in case the Border Agency numbskulls at Heathrow wanted to make an issue of Lori's visa, not that I was anticipating that, not with a letter from the Home Office confirming her status. But I still wanted to be sure.
That settled, I was looking forward to some quality time with my wife-to-be, and I could tell Lori was thinking the same thing. She was looking particularly appealing in her skin-tight leather jeans and cowboy boots, dressed the way I had first seen her at Des Moines, and I was eager to see how easily I could peel them off her. Dinner had re-invigorated me, and I was ready to resume where we had left off earlier in the evening. I had promised myself a special treat; Lori. She seemed to have the same plan in mind, because we hardly had time to close the door before we'd leaped for each other, pulling, groping, kissing and grabbing.
Lori pushed me into the couch in the sitting room, sitting astride me and kissing me as she rubbed her pussy up and down on my rapidly inflating cock, while I fiddled with the button and zipper on her jeans, pulling them open and pushing them down, so I could get proper purchase on her magnificent arse, only a miniscule thong between her and commando-hood. I left off groping her bum to yank up her top, giving me a full, uninterrupted view of her superb breasts, the need to suck and play with her nipples suddenly irresistible.



I clamped my hands on her bum, pulling her tight into me, bringing her nipples into range for an all-out lip-assault, something she appreciated, judging by the gasps this evoked as she rubbed and ground her crotch into my increasing hardness. The pressure of her crotch against mine inspired me to even greater efforts as I licked and suckled her breasts harder and with more serious intent, almost biting at the stiff, rubbery nubs that were now the centre of my world.
Lori was whimpering now, "Harder...harder...yesss...yeeesss...like that...yes!" almost continually, her words and bucking on my lap spurring me on, inspiring me, making her writhe as she pumped.
Suddenly she slid to her feet, pulling her top off over her head in one move, and sliding those skin-tight jeans down and off, to stand in her microscopic thong, a pornographic fantasy image come to life, with her jutting breasts and 1950's movie-goddess looks. With a quick grin, I pulled it down and tossed it aside, then pulled my slacks and jockey's down and over my feet, allowing my cock to spring free as I pulled my shirt off and threw it after my slacks. Lori slid back onto my lap, her hand encircling my cock, to pump and squeeze it as she leaned in to kiss me, again rubbing her crotch against mine, rubbing her clitoris against my painfully erect, straining cock. After a little more rubbing, squeezing, and sucking my tongue, she decided that she'd had enough foreplay, and raised herself up on her knees, holding and aiming my cock, then sliding down slowly, easing my cock into herself, and grinding into me at the bottom of her stroke, setting her own pace.
She placed her hands on my shoulders as she pumped on my cock, the sucking and squeezing sensation as she tensed and relaxed her vaginal constrictor muscles around my cock were utterly delightful, while the action of rubbing on me was brushing her clitoris through the tuft of hair on my lower abdomen, obviously a sensation she found pleasurable; as she speeded up, her face and neck flushed, and she knotted her fingers behind my neck, pulling me closer to kiss and play with my lips, nipping, licking, nibbling, her eyes shut as she entered her own world.
I was having difficulty keeping from exploding inside her; the sight of her rising and falling above me like this, the close contact with her satin-smooth, warm skin, the obvious arousal she was feeling, all combining to make me very horny. It was with something like relief that I felt her begin to speed-up, her orgasm obviously nearing, rubbing and grinding harder as she built, until, with a loud groan, she began to shudder and quiver, her vagina pulsing as her orgasm roared through her, picking me up and making me come with almost painful force, the sperm boiling out of me and into her in long, satisfying jets, Lori giving an "Oh...Oh...!" as each jet splashed into her cervix.
Eventually we both subsided, spent, sweaty, and very satisfied, to slump down on the couch and lay in perfect contentment, too beat to move, for a while, anyway...
When we eventually stirred, Lori wanted to talk about England, what it was like, what the people were like, all the things about England that intrigue and baffle Americans, a nation separated from them by a common language.
I tried to explain about the difference between the state educational system and the public schools, such as Harrow, or Eton, or Charterhouse, or the significantly less famous school I attended, and their reliance on centuries of tradition and privilege to stay exclusive, but Lori listened in polite incomprehension, until I gave up, only barely understanding it myself. I had attended a public school, but not one of the famous ones, and had only ever socialised with the boys from those other schools on the rugby pitch, so the whole privilege thing was a bit of a mystery to me.
She was also intrigued about the family history, so I whiled-away an hour or so telling her about some of the more stand-out characters in almost 600 years of murder, treachery, deceit, double-crossing, piracy, slave-trading, land-grabbing and mass-murder in the name of the king. My ancestors were not nice people, leaders of the royal armies through all the interminable campaigns against Britain's enemies (everybody), and I hoped like hell that Lori understood that the family she was marrying into had spent several hundred years trying to live-down the more extreme antics of their forebears.
We fell asleep to the sound of the traffic humming softly below, and awoke to the bright sunshine of a Massachusetts summer morning. Now that we had a plan, Lori was eager to get things moving, so she called Sophie and asked her to lunch, while I started confirming our flights and transport arrangements.
That settled, we turned our attention back to each other. Lori in the morning sun was a sight to behold, her skin gleaming marble white, hair deep, glossy black, eyes like cornflowers, her beautiful face and classic features irresistible, sexy. She noticed my attention on her, my close scrutiny of her every feature, and she blushed as I held my gaze, drinking in every inch of her magnificent form.
"What's on your mind, Doctor man?" she smiled.
I pulled her close, running my hands over her, touching, stroking, nibbling, licking. She busied herself with my cock, rearing up in readiness between us, gently pumping and squeezing the stem, encouraging the blood flow, making me ready. I rolled over onto my back, pulling her on top of me and sliding my hands down to her bum-cheeks, clutching and squeezing them, marvelling, as always, at how well they fit my hands, all the while kissing her as hard as I could, with her returning my kisses with equal passion and determination. Lori rubbed herself against me, against my cock trapped between us, the pressure and friction delightful, her eyes dancing and her slow smile promising, as she slowly ground herself against me.
"I don't know what you call this, English-Boy, but where I come from, this is how you do the Belly-Rub!" she purred at me.
I grinned and ground back against her, watching her eyes widen as the base of my cock rubbed against her clitoris. Her arms slid under me as she pulled herself tighter to me, all play gone from her eyes as the sensation of my cock grinding against her clitoris caused little jolts of pleasure to run through her. Her head snapped up, and she slid off me, rolling me with her with her so we ended up on the bed with me now on top of her, my weight on my forearms, her legs wrapped around me. Lori reached back down and took hold of my cock with both hands, pumping it and rubbing herself along it at the same time with her legs wrapped around my waist for leverage, using the length of my cock to masturbate herself as she masturbated me. I could feel her pussy rubbing against me, the wet heat of her swelling labia as her pussy was dragged up and down the base of my cock and the feel of her hard little clitoris as she rubbed it on me.
She began to speed up, pumping me and rubbing herself, kissing me in a frenzy of tongues and lips, my own excitement building as the feel of her juices bathed my cock and scrotum, the scent of her arousal overwhelming me with its sweet, spicy overtones, and as she finally gave a loud groan and slumped back, trembling and quivering as her orgasm burst through her, the sensation of her juices flowing over my cock caused me to lose control, coming in a surge of spunk spraying over her, spurts hitting her belly, breasts, one landing on her chin.
I rolled over, to lie next to her, while Lori smiled, her eyes closed, and her hand slowly came up to stir the puddle of semen on her stomach, then dip her finger in her mouth, lick it clean, and look at me.
"Nice shootin' Tex!" she drawled, "Y'got most of it in the bulls-eye!"
I started laughing, while Lori giggled and picked up my shirt, using it to mop herself off (again with the shirt!), before tweaking my penis gently.
"Come on you, shower time, we have a brunch date with Aunt Sophie!"
We met Sophie at the Consulate, and carted her off to the bistro we'd had lunch in before, where we gave her our travelling plans, plus our decision to get married now, in Bar Harbor, and then travel to the UK as husband and wife. Sophie declared she would come with us to Maine, so with a quick re-book, it was settled. Lori was ecstatic; her 'mother' would be coming to her wedding!
We flew out the next morning, all three of us, and set about booking a time at City Hall to get married, while Sophie arranged for shippers and packers, as only a Lady Who Organises could, and we were married the next day in a short, solemn courthouse ceremony. In advance of the packers, Lori and Sophie began pulling together all the things she treasured most, for us to take back with us now, while I went and saw a realtor about selling the house, leaving the details of the law firm in London who would deal with them.
When I got back to the house, I walked into a strange tableau; Lori, sitting and looking very pale, stiff and tense, Sophie standing and looking at me, stern and forbidding; something was wrong, and it didn't take long for me to find out what.
"David," she asked me, "is there something you want to tell me? About you and Loretta, I mean?"
I hedged, wondering where this was going, dreading I already knew.
"David, I found, quite by accident, I assure you, a photograph album, pictures of you and your parents. I browsed through it, quite innocently, looking at pictures of you, your poor dear father, and your mother at Denham Hall, all perfectly ordinary. Upon browsing further, and much to my surprise, I find a picture of your mother, with, I assume, her new husband, you, and a little girl; a little girl who looks exactly like Loretta, exactly like your mother. My question to you is: How exactly did you meet Loretta, and what is her actual relationship to you?"
Oh Jeez.
I decided that, as she had already worked it out, I may as well tell her outright.
"Aunt Sophie, Lori is my half-sister. I know what we're doing is wrong, but I love her; she and I are meant to be together!"
Sophie nodded slowly, looking first at me, then Lori, then back to me.
"Yes, I daresay. When were you planning on telling me of this....aspect of your relationship, pray tell?"
I gulped, and decided that total honesty was now the only policy.
"Aunt Sophie, I was hoping it would never come up. Lori and I have different fathers, we're only related through Mother, and we're from different countries....." I trailed off. Sophie looked at me piercingly for another few seconds, her face slowly settling in to less stern lines.
"If you had given me any other answer, I would have given you a ringing slap for lying to me. Never do that again, dear; I could always tell when your father was trying to slip one past me, and I can do it with you as well!"
"David, you should have told me instead of trying to deceive me, how do you know I wouldn't have just kept my mouth shut forever? You must learn to trust in your family a little, Richard and I, I mean, and the boys, not that bunch of dried-up, miserable old harpies Richard spends so much time and effort avoiding!"
Lori was relaxing, obviously feeling that a lecture on manners was probably a good sign, given the circumstances. Sophie stepped over to her, to gently brush her cheek.
"This makes no difference to me, dear; in the grand scheme of things it's barely a hiccup, but I just wish you'd told me sooner. If I were you, I would find somewhere safe, really safe, somewhere the rest of the family have no access to, and keep all these photographs away, safe and sound. Richard won't be told; I doubt he'd care, to be honest; he's absolutely bewitched by you and wouldn't hear a word said against you; I really do think he's starting to believe he's your father!"
"Besides," she smiled, "It's not like this hasn't happened before, you know. If we're going to let skeletons out of the closet, they may as well all dance together! I'm going to tell you another deep, dark family secret, it might just illuminate your situation a little better. David, dear, Loretta once told me how you were amazed at Richard's resemblance to your grandfather; that is no coincidence. Your grandfather had a younger sister, Louisa, Richard's mother, and she was an absolute corker when she was young, petite, green-eyed and golden-haired, a famously beautiful young woman. When she married Richard's father, she was two months pregnant."
I was trying to see where this was going, and suddenly a light came on.
"Are you telling me...?" I began, and Sophie nodded.
"Louisa was in love with your grandfather, her older brother, and he was in love with her. Tragic, I know. Anyway, she became pregnant. He couldn't marry her, of course, and so he arranged her marriage to Richard's supposed father, to prevent her name being dragged through the mud. I understand quite a lot of money changed hands, most of which got drunk by that dreadful man. The upshot is, Richard is truly your uncle, your father's half-brother, not his cousin, although I think they both somehow knew or suspected; they were so alike in so many ways, more so than cousins should be, more like brothers would be."
"That's why your grandfather paid for Richard's education, and made sure David remained so close to him, close to his older brother. It must have been terrible for him, terrible and heartbreaking, to see his oldest son so often, to look at his face and see his own face there, and never be able to acknowledge him. But he gave Richard a good start in life, for which I am profoundly grateful. So you see, I do understand, I'm not such a judgemental old dragon, now, am I?"
"Aunt Sophie, how do you know this stuff?" I asked with a grin.
Sophie smiled back.
"David dear, women do talk you know. Louisa and I were close, and she needed someone to know, so she told me. When your grandfather died, she was devastated, so much so that she died a few weeks later. The doctor's said it was a heart attack, I know it was of a broken heart. She was a wonderful lady, and terribly, hopelessly fond of your father; she always felt she should have been his mother, if fate had been more kind, or society more forgiving. She felt her whole life that she'd been robbed of her true happiness, and spent her life pining for the man she loved but could never have. Of course that Grant man knew, and he never missed an opportunity to throw it back in her face; I suppose that's why he consoled himself with an endless succession of actresses and housemaids, in between drinking like a bloody fish! "
Lori was in tears as the tragic story unfolded, but Sophie took her hand, gently stroking her cheek as she dabbed away her tears.
"That was in the past, dearest girl, you two will never have to go through anything like that, but I hope it points-up to you that you are not the first, nor I daresay the last, young people to do this in defiance of prejudice and law. What I will say is, my lips are sealed, I will not reveal this to anyone, and you will not try and deceive me again. Is that clear?"
I grinned, and pulled her in for a hug, startling her for a moment, before she hugged me back.
"Beside's dear," she smiled, "I've got a wedding planned in three months, you both absolutely have to be there!"
Lori started giggling, joined by me, then finally Sophie, the tension in the room draining away as we laughed.
"Another thing, dear, I noticed that your dear mother bore an almost uncanny resemblance to me; we could almost have been sisters. Poor David, he certainly knew the type of girl he wanted, eh? That is why Lori looks so much like me; she's a dead-ringer for her mother. Even Richard noted the eerie resemblance between Lori and me at the same age!"
We went out to dinner, the house was in too much disarray for us to even think of preparing a meal, and after a pleasant meal, with some very good wines, we all walked back to the house, enjoying the late-evening breeze off the sea. The packers were coming in the morning, and Lori and Sophie were going to supervise them, so we decided on an early night; besides, I had picked up from Lori that she had something on her mind, so a little bit of bed-exercise seemed in order. As we were heading up, Sophie called up to us.
"Dears, I'm going for a stroll, I think I'll take in some of the lovely sea-breeze, I'll be back in an hour!"
I looked at Lori, she winked back at me, and the penny dropped. Aha, so the women in my life were scheming and plotting were they? I grabbed her, tickling and pinching, making her shriek and giggle, chasing her into our bedroom.
Lori stopped and looked at it for a moment, her eyes a luminous, deep violet in the dusk, and said, "There it is, the magic bed."
"What do you mean, sweetheart?" I asked, and she turned to me, arms going around my neck, to kiss me.
"That's where you fell in love with me, that's where you asked me to marry you, that's where I said yes. It's a magic bed, and it always will be!"
I felt an instant surge of love and faith in this girl, a deep belief in her, and a deep conviction that we were doing the right thing.
"You forgot one thing, "I chided her, smiling, "that's where we made our baby!"
Two big tears of happiness rolled down her cheeks, making her look young, vulnerable, and sweet, and all I wanted to do was hold her forever.
Lori started kissing me, while I slid my hands up under her sundress, cupping and kneading her lovely globular buttocks, lifting, weighing and pulling them apart, making her squirm and rub her mons against my growing erection as her tongue probed my mouth.
I stopped groping her long enough to slip the straps off her dress, letting it fall to the floor, leaving her in just her tiny panties. I ogled her in the dusklight, struggling out of my own clothes while she posed for me, stripping down in ten seconds flat, and pulling her onto the bed next to me, my hands slipping up to catch and fondle her breasts, thumbs flicking over her nipples and making her sigh and catch her lip between her teeth. Her hand snaked out to capture my cock, now at full stretch, and she began pumping and squeezing as we made out. I slipped my hand down to her pussy, rubbing one finger along the her labia, feeling her lubrication start to run freely as I kept my hand pumping between her legs, rubbing and probing. Finally, I slid one finger inside her, making her groan as I rubbed at her clitoris, feeling the little bead start to harden and swell. Lori writhed and hunched up against my hand, her own hand pumping harder, squeezing my cock to get me ready for what was to come next.
I slipped my lips over her nipple, teasing, licking and nibbling the stiff rubbery little nub, making her gasp in time to my flicks with my tongue, before she let go of my cock to pull me over her. Her eyes were fixed on mine as she guided the tip of my cock between her labia, and as I lowered myself to slowly enter her, she raised her hips, engulfing me and pulling me in. We began the slow pumping rhythm that Lori likes to start with, adjusting to me all over again, my weight, as always, on my elbows, my lips glued to hers, and my hands slid under her to slide one finger into her anus as I squeezed and pulled her buttocks in time to my thrusting.
Lori began to hump faster against me, her arms about my neck pulling me harder into her, her breath coming in gasps and moans as her climax approached. I was lost in a world where only she existed, my whole being dedicated to loving this girl, and so I thrust and thrust again, my own orgasm also building. We kept this increasing tempo, me thrusting and Lori pumping, until, all at once, it was too late to slow down. She came with a loud guttural groan, shuddering and shivering with the intensity of her climax, her legs locked around my middle as she thrust her pelvis up to meet me, tipping me over the edge, my orgasm thundering in my ears and making my eyes bulge with the intensity of my release.



I pumped jet after jet of my spunk into her hot vagina, her uterine walls constricting and releasing my cock in a constant sucking sensation, making my cock spurt until I had nothing left. Eventually, my heart stopped trip-hammering as I calmed down. Lori slid her arms around my neck, pulling me in for a long, loving kiss.
"Love you, Doctor Man!" she whispered, before slumping back, utterly exhausted.
Just then, the front door opened, and we heard Sophie call out "It's only me! Goodnight children, remember, we have an early morning!"
Lori giggled at that, making me giggle as well.
Two days later, the house was packed and labelled, and we took Sophie to the airport for her flight back to Boston, Lori clinging to her, reluctant to let her go, but Sophie reassured her she would see us within 2 weeks or less, so with a few sniffles all round, me included, we sent Sophie off. I was sorry to see her go; having her around was almost like having Mother back a I remembered her; I felt a distinct wrench as I watched her board her flight, and I knew Lori was feeling it even more poignantly than me, but that would soon pass, and we had our new life ahead of us.
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______________________________________
Harry and I arrived back at the flat a few minutes after Sai Fong and Teruko. As I climbed out of the Jeep, Sai climbed in, kissing her fingertip and tapping me on the forehead with it.
"See you about four o'clock, and pack warm, it's snowing all the way home!"
With that she slammed the car door and the Jeep pulled away, the two of them heading back to their place in West London to pick up their bags for their weekend trip home.
Teruko led me back indoors and disappeared into her old room, lugging back a wheeled suitcase, which I took away from her with an enquiring look.
"We stay few days, so take warm clothes, mummy say it very cold now, must stay warm!"she smiled, looking hot, and sexy, and very appealing. Without thinking, I pulled her in close to me, enjoying immensely the feel of her against me, the scent of her hair, and the feel of her lips on my neck as she nibbled and grazed lightly on me. Teruko could feel my arousal as I held her, her own groin grinding deliciously against mine as she wriggled slowly against me. I looked down at her to see her looking up at me, her eyes huge and expressive as she smiled up at me.
"Jakku-san relax now?" she asked softly, again rubbing herself against my straining cock before letting her hand trail down from my waist to brush against my throbbing erection. My own hands slipped from her waist to cup and squeeze her buttocks, hands instinctively remembering what my head had forgotten as I squeezed and kneaded her firm cheeks as I pulled them apart. Teruko responded by curling her hand around my neck, pulling my head down to kiss me on the lips, her tongue insinuating itself between my lips even as her other hand grasped and squeezed my cock through my jeans.
Teruko abruptly broke our kiss and pulled back from me to look into my eyes.
"Jakku-san still love me?" she asked, her face serious, and I nodded.
"Yes, I still love you, Teruko, very much!" I grinned, and she grinned back, her small hand on my cheek.
"Good, Jakku-san, I am happy, now show me!"
I kissed her, a little tentatively at first, then more strongly, with more conviction as she kissed me back. Her hands fumbled with my belt as I slid my hands down inside her jeans to fondle and squeeze her tight, globular buttocks, enjoying the silky feel, and the springy firmness of them in my hands. Teruko tugged my belt open and popped the button on my jeans, tugging down my zipper to release the pressure against my suddenly raging cock. As she pushed my jeans down, I popped hers and pushed them down as well, running my hands over her smooth, silky thighs, the warm flesh exciting and arousing me as I continued to push her jeans down.
Teruko stepped away from me to pull her jeans off, then pulled my sweater up, helping me pull it up over my head, along with my polo shirt. She then crossed her arms at her waist, and in one move pulled her sweatshirt off, revealing her tightly fettered breasts in a gauzy mesh bra, her nipples clearly visible through the filmy fabric. Her panties were a match for the bra, a few inches of lace-trimmed fabric that that swooped down to barely cup her pussy and disappeared into the cleft between her cheeks; wearing that ensemble was more erotic and arousing than if she'd stood before me completely naked, and I could feel my body responding in all sorts of ways to the beautiful sight before me.
I kicked off my jeans, levered off my shoes and yanked my socks off, to stand before her in just my shorts, my arousal clearly visible to her. Her eyes glittered as she closed with me again, one hand around my neck as the other slid into my shorts, making me gasp in anticipation as her fingers encircled my rigid cock, a smile of anticipation on her lips. My response to her was to dip my head down and catch her erect nipple between my lips, feeling the firm rigidity of it through the material of her bra, making her gasp in return. As I gently nibbled her, I slid her panties down to catch and squeeze her buttocks, before sliding one finger between her slim thighs, rubbing it along the crease between her labia and feeling her sharp intake of breath as I slipped inside her.
Teruko began pushing back against my hand as slid my finger in and out of her, following instinct, as I really didn't know what I was doing here, only that whatever it was, she liked it and definitely wanted more. As I increased the speed of my fingering, she did likewise, her hips thrusting her wet pussy against my hand faster and faster as her body responded to what I was doing. Her nipples were rigid, like two fingertips, pressing solidly into my mouth as I nibbled harder, alternating between both nipples and lightly tugging the stiff, rubbery flesh with my teeth through the mesh fabric of her bra. At the same time, her hand around my cock tightened its grip as she pumped me faster and faster, her movements in sync with mine, each of us driving the other on, our breath loud in our ears as we touched and rubbed so intimately.
Teruko suddenly released her hold on me, and stepped away from me, her eyes mysterious, and a small grin on her lips.
"Not like this, husband, this not way; it will be better here!" she whispered, indicating the bed. I nodded, sliding my shorts down to be fully naked, and hooking her panties as she turned away from me, sliding them completely off her to bare her spectacular backside in all its glory.
I pulled her back against me, suddenly needing to hold those superb breasts again, my arms around her as my hands fondled her tits, my thumbs flicking her nipples through the damp cups of her bra where my saliva had soaked through when I was nibbling her. Teruko gasped and pushed herself back against me, slotting my aching cock into the cleft of her glorious bum, the cheeks cool and soft and firm against my overheated flesh.
My hands slipped under the cups of her bra, to lightly pinch and squeeze her solidly erect nipples, Teruko gasping again and pushing herself even harder against me, my cock now a nexus of sweet agony at the touch of her, the feel of her, and the scent of her honey-dark hair as I kissed and nibbled her earlobe and her soft, delicate neck.
We never made it to the bed, not really, not then; Teruko reached behind her and unclipped her bra, letting the garment hang from her shoulders as she leaned forward, one hand on the bed, the other holding my drooling cock, rubbing her thumb in the clear liquid pouring from the end, spreading it around the head. She took hold of me and rubbed me across her slit from the back, my cock jumping as the sensation of wet heat jolted through me.
As she held me in place, driven by instinct and no certain knowledge of what I was doing, I pushed forward, both of us gasping out loud as my cock slid into her tight sheath. She let go of me as I drove forward, sliding in her to the hilt, then withdrawing, to slide in again, pumping my bone-hard erection into her enveloping warmth, little tremors running up and down my length as her cunt rippled around me.
Teruko rested both hands on the bed, pushing back against me as I rammed forward into her, my hands around her hips to give myself purchase as we fucked standing up. I felt her hand underneath us, and realised she was rubbing herself even as I jammed myself into her, the tremors in her tight pussy becoming more marked a she approached the point of no return, the knowledge making my orgasm even more imminent.
Her orgasm hit her like a hammer-blow, making her scream in release as her pussy squeezed and rippled along my length. The sensation was overwhelming, the newness of all this still resonating in my mind, and I couldn't hold back any longer, much as I was enjoying myself. I came with a loud gasp, a wordless groan of release as I exploded inside her, my seed bursting out of me in white hot streams, spurt after spurt as I poured myself endlessly into her, her pulsating sheath squeezing and milking my cock as I pumped my sperm into her.
I could barely see or hear her for the roaring tumult in my head as the almost overwhelming orgasm exploded inside me; all I knew was the unimaginable sensation of release from that ball of tension that had been building in my groin, the apex of my thighs, and the pit of my stomach.
My knees sagged as my orgasm vented itself, the flood of sperm dying down to a trickle inside her. I released her hips, and Teruko leaned forward to collapse on the bed, groaning as my cock slid from her, and a fat trickle of spunk running down her inner thigh, mute testimony to the amount of sperm I'd pumped inside her. As she lay on the bed, panting, she turned her head to look back at me, giving me a sweet, happy smile, and reaching back to take my hand. She turned to lie on her back, and held her hands out to me, calling me to her, and I couldn't resist her; this beautiful girl loved me, was in love with me, and I was in love with her, sister or not.
I knelt on the bed, pulling her up to me and sliding into her embrace, her lips soft and warm, needful and hungry as they fluttered and drank in mine, and her tongue was sweet and warm as it darted between my lips, rubbing and touching mine and stirring something deep inside me.
As we kissed, her hands roamed gently over me, touching my back, my shoulders, my chest and sides. Each touch of her hands sent a thrill through me, and an answering thrill at the apex of my thighs. Even after coming so hard, my erection hadn't really abated at all, and Teruko made an appreciative noise as her hands found me. It was my turn to groan, now, as she wrapped her small hand around me and squeezed as she slowly pumped me as she kissed me. As our kisses increased in fervour, she pushed me gently backwards, urging me to lie back, until I was flat on my back, her lips glued to mine as she pumped and squeezed me, making me hot for more of her.
Teruko broke our kiss to sit up and swiftly throw her leg over me, straddling me. My hands instinctively reached down and caught her firm bum cheeks, squeezing, kneading and savouring the taut flesh. Teruko sat up, then, with her hand still wrapped around my cock, slowly rubbed the wet, sticky head across the wet lips of her pussy. The sensation of wet heat as she did that felt amazing, Teruko holding me in place, aiming me, as she slowly sank down, impaling herself on me.
Once again my cock slipped into the hot, smooth, tightness that was her pussy, the feel of her enveloping me almost indescribable as she sank down on me. When I'd bottomed-out in her, she leaned forward, placing her hands on the bed on each side of my head, and dipped down to kiss me, slowly rocking her hips as she did so.
As she lay along my chest, her lips glued to mine, her nipples poked solidly into me, and when she sat up again, I reached up to squeeze and lightly pinch those nipples, enjoying the firm feel of the stiff nubs between my fingers and against my palms as I cupped and fondled her spectacular breasts. Teruko held my hands against her as she rose and fell, her pussy clenching and releasing rhythmically as she pumped. My hands slipped down to her waist, holding her as she ground against me, our world narrowing down to the just the two of us as we moaned and gasped and whispered as we made love.
Teruko stopped abruptly, her breathing heavy but not yet blown and breathless. I opened my eyes to see her smiling secretly at me, her eyes dancing. She slowly raised herself up, holding me as I slipped from her, then once again holding me in place as she slid down on me again, but this time it was different, harder to penetrate her, her entrance now suddenly tighter and more sinewy. I suddenly realised what she was doing, where she was putting me, and my surprise must have shown in my eyes, because she smiled and leaned down to lick my lips.
"This was Jakku san favourite way, this a good way, make Jakku san feel very good!" she smiled as my cock slid slowly into her glove-tight anus. When I was all the way in, she began sliding herself up and down on me, her rectal tube gripping me tighter than her pussy had, her anal muscles milking me even as she slid herself up and down. I began lifting up to meet her, pumping into her as she ground down against me, my hands clenched tight around her superb buttocks to pull her into me as I pumped into her.
Teruko smiled at me, and suddenly stopped grinding against me.
"There is better way, Jakku san, please to wait!" she whispered, sliding herself off me, my cock slipping out of her anus with an almost audible 'pop'. She lay on the bed, lifting her legs behind her knees to pull her pelvis up, her stretched little anus winking at me.
"Now Jakku san continue!" she grinned, and, moving like a man in a trance, I shuffled between her outstretched legs to push my cock against her tempting anus. Almost immediately, the head of my cock slipped into her, past her already open sphincter, and, as I leaned up over her, all the way back into her beautiful arse. Teruko slipped her calves over my shoulders, the backs of her thighs virtually against my chest as I leaned over her until we were almost nose to nose. My penetration felt much deeper in this position, and I was able to pump into her harder, something I wanted to do so badly.
"This feel so good, husband, please, do harder, it feel good...!" she gasped as I hammered into her, her tight anus rippling and sucking at my cock as I jammed it into her for all I was worth. I was fucking her hard now, no gentle love-making this, no, this was raw fucking, primal, animalistic, something out of the blood and the bone and the dark forests of the hind-brain, primitive and instinctual. Deep down inside, I knew I was claiming her for myself, as mine and mine alone, my woman, my mate, the instincts and drives of a million years pushing me to sate myself with her, to imprint myself on her and mark her as mine, and keep her at all costs.
Teruko was gasping as her cervix clenched and fluttered inside her, beating against the thin membrane separating her pussy from the place I was fucking, orgasms rippling and chasing through her as we fucked wildly. Her round creamy thighs pressed up against me, her lovely face contorted in the rictus of orgasm again and again, and her proud breasts and stiff nipples danced as we pumped and hammered against each other.
I came with an animal roar of release, my cockhead swelling to wedge inside her as what felt like gallons of spunk bulleted out of me, splashing inside her in long thick jets of man-syrup, coating her bowels with my tribute. Teruko screamed as she came, the sensation of me exploding inside her setting her off on her own gargantuan climax, her entire body shuddering and spasming as wave after wave of pleasure roared and rushed through her.
I slumped down on top of her, Teruko holding me tight as she spasmed and shuddered in aftershock, her own storm ebbing and gradually dying away. We rolled onto our sides, my cock sliding from her easily, lubricated by all the sperm I'd pumped into her as it trickled out of her to drip and pool on the bed.
Teruko finally opened her eyes to smile at me and kiss me gently, her eyes sparkling with unshed tears.
"That is how husband make love to wife, my husband! You are truly my husband, and I am your wife, and now we go home and be with family. This is what we must do, it is right thing, yes?"
I suddenly realised that I did indeed want to go 'home'; she needed that other part of her family, and I had been too churlish and self-involved to understand that until now; everything Harry had said to me came back into focus as I realised how right he was, and how wrong I'd been, and selfish, and cowardly. My girl wanted me to take her home, so home was where I would take her, and I would just have to rely on her to guide me around my mother, trusting her to make sure I didn't put a foot wrong, the thing I was most concerned about.
It was fine, and warm, and loving, to lie there holding her, seeing her glorious eyes light-up and sparkle as she laughed and smiled, her beautiful, generous mouth with its natural smile curve, her cute little button nose, and the cascade of dark honey-blonde hair, long and glossy, and fine as spider-silk, a gossamer net of spun burnt gold that veiled us both when she leaned over me to kiss me. Eventually, though, we had to stop; we needed to have showers, pack, strip the bed and throw the sheets into the washer for a quick cycle (and after what we had been doing, they needed it!), make sure all the windows were locked, and all the appliances off and unplugged. Teruko did all that while I was having a shower, then she ran in while I was drying-off and getting my stuff together. I didn't know what to take; so much of my stuff was for someone bigger-built than me, so I just pulled everything out of my wardrobe and waited for her to come out of the shower to help me choose.
We were all packed long before four o'clock, Teruko helping me pick out and pack the warmest clothes I had that actually fitted me, and a pile of thick sweaters and winter socks. She'd packed a selection of jeans and T-shirts, and her suede Ugg boots, ugly, graceless things, but very fashionable, and apparently very warm. She'd chosen to travel in tight, bright red ski salopettes and a light sweater, with a red North Face snow jacket over the top, Salomon snow boots and a red Peruvian felt hat, and with her long dark-gold hair in two braids ended in Christmas bows hanging down under it, she looked cute and adorable, like one of Santa's Little Helpers, and delicious enough for me to take a large bite; perhaps I would, when no-one was looking...
Harry arrived not long after four, helped me stow our case and flight bag with the few Christmas gifts Teruko had managed to find for our mother when she wasn't sitting her vigil by my bedside, and we set off, Harry driving with Sai Fong in the front passenger seat, and Teruko holding me tightly in the back seat, all smiles now that she was going home again for the first time in months, since my...'accident', in fact.
The drive home was uneventful. The roads were mostly clear until we were outside Bicester in Oxfordshire, when the snow, a minor annoyance on the motorway for most of the way, began to make itself felt, occasionally so thick that Harry had to slow to a crawl. We could feel the Jeep shuddering as the wind slammed into it, the snow at times flying almost horizontally ahead of us.
Sai Fong flicked on the radio, tuned to BBC Radio Oxford, and pressed the Radio Data System button. We immediately began to hear snow reports for most of the county, blizzard conditions and treacherous road conditions as far as Birmingham; the M42 Westbound, the M5, and the M40 were all being closed, so Harry had to take a long, looping, eastward detour to pick up the M1, which was still open, as was the M6, which would then give us a clear run West to Shropshire via the M54.



The going got steadily worse, the Jeep skidding and slewing in the slippery new snow piling up ahead of us until Harry finally shook his head and stopped, cranked the car into neutral and engaged the 4WD, before starting up again and putting her into gear. The car immediately lightened as the 4-wheel drive engaged, and Harry looked back over his shoulder to grin at me
"You know, Jack, I was going to buy a Bronco, but it had manual hubs, so right now, you and I'd be out in that, trying like buggery to rotate the free-wheel hubs to lock them! Thank you Chrysler for Shift-On-The-Fly!"
I had to grin, he seemed so happy, although I hadn't a clue what he was talking about. But whatever the difference was between this 'Bronco' and the Jeep we were in, at least now we weren't skidding and sliding, the car seemed sure-footed again, and we were actually making some headway against the weather conditions. Teruko was looking sleepy, so I undid her seatbelt and urged her to lie down on the seat, taking her jacket off and wadding it up as a pillow for her on my lap, and covering her with my warm Barbour jacket. As she lay down, she slipped her hand under my thigh, holding herself against me on the seat.
"Thank you husband, I sleep for little while, wake me, please, when we get home?"
I stroked her hair, enjoying the feel of the silky strands, and she smiled at me, yawned and sighed, and fell asleep almost immediately. The car was warm, and I was unoccupied, there was no scenery to see, just snow falling in the dark and the lights of cars going the other way, and I must have fallen asleep myself, lulled by the muted growl of the Chrysler V6 up front, because the next thing I knew the car was cornering, shaking me enough to wake me up. I looked blurrily out the window, seeing street lights and houses, traffic, and no sign of snow. Sai Fong looked back at me, smiling.
"Welcome back, Jack, you've been out like a light for three hours! Nearly there, we're just at Frankwell, so two minutes and we'll be back at your place. You might want to wake Teruko up...?"
I took the hint, and kissed Teruko on her ear, making her smile as her eyes fluttered open.
"Wake up, little sister, we're nearly there!" I breathed into her ear, and she turned to look at me, smiling.
"Thank you for let me sleep, Onii-san, it very nice to sleep next to you, you are very warm, most comfortable!"
She sat up, yawning and stretching, the sight of her thrusting breasts as she stretched making my cock stir in my jeans, and shrugged her snow jacket back on just as we turned into Kennedy Road, where Teruko told me I had grown up. None of it looked familiar, nor did the high-walled series of buildings and rolling ground I could see. I asked Teruko what that was, and she looked sadly at me.
"That where you go to school, Onii-san, it where you play rugby for school, and for county, you love rugby more than anything, you still not remember?"
I drew a complete blank; nothing here was familiar, nothing was giving me any flashes or images. As I stared out the window, Harry pulled into the drive of a large detached house, light flooding out as a door was suddenly opened and a figure stood silhouetted there.
Teruko was opening the door even before the car came to a halt, flinging herself into the arms of the tall woman who stood there, my mother, a large dog by her side with its tail wagging hysterically at the sight of Teruko. Sai Fong joined her, my mother hugging her as well, while Harry helped me bring our stuff in, spits of snow beginning as we walked to the door.
My mother smiled at me, and I saw fleetingly my resemblance to her, my eyes looking back at me from her, then haltingly, tentatively, she hugged me, almost as if she was afraid of me; and she was, but not of me; she was afraid I would reject her, that I would resent a stranger being so familiar with me. Teruko was watching me hopefully as my mother and I embraced, waiting for a sign that something had changed. But I had no sudden flash of returning memory; I still didn't know this woman, and it must have shown in my eyes.
The look of hope faded, to be replaced by one of disappointment, and a momentary sadness, before she smiled again, pleased that at least I hadn't pulled away, hadn't rejected her out of hand. I went to pet the dog, a large, muscular-looking black Labrador, but he backed away from me, tail low and rigid, a warning growl rumbling in his chest. Teruko looked shocked.
"Senshi, no! This Jakku-san, you know Jakku-san, what wrong with you? Bad dog!" The dog looked at her and whined unhappily, backing up against her legs to place himself between us, his hackles still raised and threatening, obviously not at all happy about me being there.
"I sorry, Jakku-san, not know why he do that, he bad dog!" At her feet, the dog whined again at the tone of her voice, but refused to sit or leave her side.
While this by-play was going on, Harry dragged in the suitcase from the porch and put the flight bag down, my mother smiling at him.
"You must be tired after that long drive, Harry! Please, stay for dinner, you're both very welcome, you know that!"
Harry grinned his thanks at her.
"Thank you, Mrs. C, that's very kind of you but we really have to be going; Dad's expecting us, and the snow's coming on; it's a 25-mile drive home, so we really need to get a move on!"
She hugged him, and then Sai Fong again, then waited while they clambered back into the Jeep. Harry started the engine then wound down the window.
"See you in the morning, Jack, weather permitting! The girls want to go shopping in Telford, so we'll be here early. See you then!"
He wound the window back up and backed out onto the road, turned, and was gone. Mother shut the door and ushered us into a large, comfortable sitting room with big, soft couches and armchairs, and a large fire burning in the hearth. She had to take the dog by his collar, though, and drag him into the other room, as he wasn't happy about me being anywhere near Teruko, his growl a continuous threatening rumble in his throat, the kind of growl that ended in someone's throat...
Teruko was at a loss to explain it; the dog's behaviour had unnerved her, and she took pains to reassure me that he was never aggressive and must be unwell, that was the only possible explanation. Mother came back and sat down, asking me about the drive up, if I was comfortable, if I'd like a hot drink, small talk and pleasantries, doing her best to put me at my ease, bless her, but it wasn't necessary; this room was somehow immensely comforting, and I already felt at ease. I leaned back into the couch, following my mother's injunction to 'relax, don't be so formal, this is your home, you know!', and found that I did indeed feel at home. Teruko snugged herself up against me on the couch; she'd removed her salopettes, and was wearing a short, knitted sweater dress that she must have had on underneath the whole time; it was tight and very brief, barely covering her bottom. She sat with her legs folded and her delicate little feet tucked underneath herself, resting her head on my shoulder, leaving me to admire her sexy knees and long, shapely thighs.
After chatting for a few more minutes, mother excused herself, Teruko following her, to get dinner on the table while I sat and looked around the room, examining somewhere that had once meant so much to me, but was now completely unfamiliar, not even one of those little twinges of memory I was becoming so used to hinting that I had been here before, that this was where I was from. I was still gazing around when the door, into the dining room, I assumed, opened and Teruko popped her head in.
"Please to come, Jakku-san, dinner ready now," although the delicious smell had already alerted me. Teruko directed me to the cloakroom to wash my hands, and I followed her to the dining room. Mother had cooked what she assured me had been my favourite, Cottage Pie, and it smelled wonderful, and suddenly, now , here were those little twinges of memory, telling me that I had indeed eaten this before, here, cooked by her. Someone once said that smell is the most evocative of all the senses, that a single smell can recall a whole lifetime of experiences; I can attest to the truth of that; nothing here had seemed familiar, but now, the smell and taste of my mother's cooking were flicking switches I wasn't aware I had, and now that sense of home was growing, that feeling of near-familiarity, stronger and with more associations than déjà-vu, the feeling of recall tantalisingly out of reach, but near enough to sense and feel the reality of it; these were not phantom memories or fantasies; this was me, still buried deep down, but awakening, I was sure.
The meal was fabulous, hot and savoury and delicious, and all the way through it I was remembering those aromas, the tastes and textures, the other associations crowding closer and closer, almost, almost, bursting through. I now had no doubt that this was my home; every sense I had was screaming at me 'you know this place, you've been here before, you've done this, you've sat here before, this is yours, this is your home!'
Everywhere I looked, almost-memories pushed at me, things catching my eyes and beckoning me, pleading with me, shouting at me, shouting 'look at me, Jack, remember me, you know me, Jack, it's me, remember me, try, jack, try!'
It was getting harder and harder to concentrate on eating; whatever was happening in my head was too deafening, too much was trying to happen, overload was setting-in, making me dizzy as I spun and reeled in the midst of a chaotic swirl of the almost-familiar. I stopped eating to rest my head in my hand, a pounding wave of dizziness making the room waver, and suddenly my mother was there, her hands soft on me, hands I could almost recall, the feel of them warm and reassuring; she was my mother, this was my home, I belonged here...
In the distance, from wherever he was confined, the dog began barking, a continuous high-pitched excited belling as he gave voice, something disturbing him, his clamour adding to the pounding inside my head. I was only hearing him with one corner of my mind; everything else was being swamped by waves of something like, and yet somehow completely different to, déjà-vu, my head swimming as my brain tried to cope with the sensory overload. A blizzard of half-remembered feelings and blurred images was unreeling relentlessly in no sense or order, a meaningless jumble of fragments, but an avalanche of them, blotting-out the room as they roared into me.
"Jack, darling, what is it; you've gone pale, are you alright? Jack, what's wrong?" The concern in her voice sent another jolt through me, another tumult of almost-memories making my head spin again, making me groan as the room orbited around me. My stomach lurched, teetering on the edge of violent nausea for a second, before backing down again as a fresh wave of dizziness flooded through me.
"Teruko, get his jacket! Jack, I'm putting your jacket on you, try and help me here, we have to get you to Accident and Emergency, can you stand up?"
"No, no more hospitals, please!" I managed to gasp out. "I just need to lie down, must be tired, please, just let me lie down!"
Somehow, and I have no clear notion how, my mother and Teruko managed to get me up that one short flight of steps and into the bedroom at the top of the stairs; I felt gentle hands unbuttoning my jeans and pulling my snow-boots off, and the covers being pulled up over me, the room spinning and gently revolving around me as whatever was happening to me ran its course. I tried shutting my eyes, but it didn't help. I tried focussing on one thing in the room, something to fix my attention in an attempt to brake the spinning room, and an oblong plaque on the dresser caught my eye. It was a ceramic ornament of some sort, but even as I stared at it, I could feel more prickles of memory popping and fizzing like microscopic bubbles against the surface of my mind, as it too began to shout at me, demanding that I recognise it; and I did, in a shock so profound that the room slammed to a halt as I saw Teruko give me that plaque, and once again heard her read it to me, mother, and an elderly man, my grandfather, there in the room, dancing firelight, the smell of pine needles and...and...
I woke with a start in my bed, and glanced at my dresser clock; almost 2 a.m. and I was starving. Teruko was lying next to me, deeply asleep, wrapped in my bathrobe and thick fluffy slippers on her feet, so I eased out of bed and slid my jeans on, wondering why my snow-boots were next to the bed, why my jeans were so loose and having to pull my belt in another notch past the usual buckle-hole, and briefly, why the dog was lying across the door; usually, if Teruko fell asleep in my room, or anywhere in the house, for that matter, Senshi would be found stretched out snoring on the floor right next to her; he was never more than a couple of feet from her, but now he was all the way across the room, lying like one of Landseer's lions in Trafalgar square, in the classic 'couchant' position, on his stomach, paws stretched out in front of him, his head up and watching me closely. Odd, I thought, and then dismissed the thought as my stomach rumbled again. I slipped on a pair of loafers and a sweater, and made my way downstairs to the kitchen, Senshi watching me and making no effort to move out of the way, forcing me to step over him.
When I looked in the fridge, oh joy, mum had made Cottage Pie, my favourite, so I spooned some onto a plate and popped it into the microwave, then wandered into the living room to wait while it heated-up. I sat down and picked up the TV remote, Senshi suddenly appearing from nowhere to jump up on the sofa and huff gently at my neck, looking for a share of my snack, no doubt. For some reason, he seemed intensely interested in me; normally, once he'd figured out I had no snacks for him, he buggered off back to wherever Teruko was, as I was no longer important enough for his attention. He was a one-woman dog, and yet now he was all over me, sniffing and nipping at me, licking my face, which I hate (only one person on this entire planet gets to lick my face, and he didn't look anything like her...), and sticking his nose in my ear. I kept pushing him away, but for some reason he'd suddenly decided I was irresistible; mum had one unbreakable rule; chairs are for humans, and dogs belong on the floor, and if she'd seen this idiot dog trampling all over her couch there would be things said, I knew that for a fact.
"Down boy, down!" I shouted softly, anxious not to wake everyone else, but Senshi wasn't having any of it, he was excited about something, and he wanted me to share in it with him. Eventually I gave up, unable to push him off the couch: it's quite difficult to budge an 80lb Labrador when he doesn't want to be budged, so I settled for clamping his head under my arm to stop his incessant attempts to lick my face.
I flicked on the TV and the satellite box, and turned to the news channel, to watch in puzzlement and growing alarm as weather reports started talking about blizzard conditions in the Midlands and across the Oxfordshire plain, road closures, downed power lines; in June? What the hell was going on?
And then that damned dog decided to start barking at me, his 'play' bark, the one he uses when he and Teruko are outside with a tennis ball and his squeaky rubber chicken, a huffing, breathy bark, high-pitched and attention-seeking, his tail going like a propeller as he barked happily at me.
I wrestled with him, trying to grab his snout and clamp his mouth shut, confident that he wouldn't bite me, he wasn't that kind of dog, and finally succeeding, hopefully before mum or Teruko heard him and came to see what was going on.
I picked up the remote to turn the volume down even lower, and my eye caught the date at the bottom of the screen. I froze in disbelief, the pit of my stomach dropping away as though I'd swooped down a fairground slide; December 21st, not June, not summer at all. I dropped the remote in shock, staring at the screen, knowing it couldn't possibly be right, but the evidence of my eyes was irrefutable; it was there on screen; news reports, pictures, and that shocking date at the foot of the screen impossible to argue with. Where the hell had six months gone, where the fuck had I been, what was going on?
Answers, I needed answers, mum would know, she'd tell me. I ran upstairs, the dog racing after me, my hunger forgotten, to knock, and knock again at my mother's bedroom door. I guess I knocked louder than I knew, because suddenly Teruko was there was well, looking sleepy, and rumpled, and delicious. Mum opened her door and saw the look on my face.
"Jack, what's the matter, what happened, how are you feeling, is something wrong?"
I was nearly gibbering with panic now, trying to make things come out right in my head.
"Mum, what happened to me, where's six months gone, why don't I remember them, what's going on?"
Mum had started when called her 'mum', a strange look in her eyes as she looked closely at me.
"Jack, you...you know who am, don't you?" she whispered, and I nodded.
"Of course I know who you are, what kind of question is that? Tell me, mum, please, what's going on, where's the year gone, why is it nearly Christmas, why don't I remember anything, how did I get here?"
Mum was crying, as was Teruko, and no-one was answering my questions, until she took my hand and led me into her bedroom, sitting me down on her bed. She kept hold of my hand as she sat next to me.
"Jack, what's the last thing you remember?"
I looked at her sideways; what was she on about now?
"That's easy, mum, Teruko and I were planning on having Harry and Sai Fong over for dinner...so how did we get here? I don't remember driving up here at all! What...?"
Mum squeezed my hand so hard it hurt.
"Jack, you've been...sick, since June. Harry brought you home yesterday, both of you, to spend some time with me. How much do you remember, of anything? What's the last thing you remember, seriously?"
I had to think for a few seconds.
"Going shopping in Lewisham, I parked-up behind the Matalan store, and we took a short-cut through the Docklands Light Railway station. Harry and Sai Fong were coming to dinner and...and that's all I remember. What happened to me, how did I get sick? Why can't I remember anything else? Tell me, please!"
Mum looked away, her lip trembling, picking her words carefully.
"Darling, you were...mugged, in Lewisham Station, the boy had a gun, you tried to get to Teruko, and...and, he...shot you...oh Jack, we thought we'd lost you, it was so bad, you lost so much blood, they got you to hospital in time, but the damage...the bullet...!"
She was crying again, obviously deeply distressed, her grip on my hand like iron. I could only sag in shock; I'd been shot? Why was I still alive, HOW was I still alive, if that were true? My total shock and confusion must have shown on my face, mum taking my face between her hands to look into my eyes and speak slowly, calmly as I flinched in shocked reaction.
"Darling, you were in a coma, in hospital in London, since June; Teruko stayed with you the whole time, six months day and night. You finally woke up almost two weeks ago, but you had amnesia, almost total retrograde amnesia, they called it; you didn't know me, Teruko, Harry, anybody, nothing about your life, your job, nothing; it was like losing you again...! Harry brought you home hoping that this would happen, that you'd remember us, everything..." She paused to wipe her eyes.
"This evening, at dinner, you got sick, confused, we put you to bed, do you remember any of that?"
I shook my head numbly, too stunned to think coherently.



Teruko climbed into my lap and laid her head in the crook of my neck, her arms like a vice around my neck as she cried silently. I tried to make sense of all this, to try and make things match-up and come out even, but even in the extremity of my shock and disorientation, I couldn't help but be hotly aware of how beautiful a girl I was holding on my lap, and I suddenly realised just how it might have been for them. For me, no time had passed, I had lost six months, but they hadn't, they'd had to wait for me, perhaps waiting for me to die, and yet mum, and Teruko, especially, had never given up, they'd waited and hoped and now I was back. Perhaps I should wait to find out what came next; right now my mum and Teruko were crying, they needed me, and I needed them if I was ever going to get past the shocks of the last few minutes.
Something she'd said was troubling me...
"Mum, you said I woke up two weeks ago; what have I been doing, where have I been since then?"
Mum smiled at me through her tears, her fingers warm against my cheek.
"You didn't exactly 'wake-up', it was a lot slower than that; it took several weeks, first your eyes opened, then they started moving, vague and unfocussed, to be sure, but it was a sign that things were returning to normal with you, then your arms and hands. The hospital said the biggest breakthrough was when Teruko woke up one morning to find you'd turned over in the night and were lying on your side."
"When you were fully awake they kept you in hospital while they ran their tests; you only came out a couple of days ago. Your specialist at the hospital warned us that what was likely to happen after you woke up would be that you would enter what he called a 'fugue' state; I didn't really understand, but he told me one of the characteristics is sudden unplanned travelling or wandering off, which is why Teruko stayed by your side twenty-four hours a day. Mr. Hunter also said that the fugue would pass, but it could be days, weeks, or even months, but when it did pass, there was usually no memory of anything that took place while you were in that state. I suppose you've come out of the fugue now, but we still need to get you to the Royal Shrewsbury in the morning; you really frightened us this evening!"
Teruko loosened her hold on my neck and kissed me lightly on the cheek.
"Please to forgive, Jakku-san, I am sorry, please forgive me!"
I stroked her hair as I held her tightly against me, brushing her hair out of her eyes as I looked into them..
"What is there to forgive, Imoto?"I asked, watching the tears gather again.
"When you...when you in hospital, I wait and hope and pray, I beg the ancestors, make offering to the gods to help you, bring you back. Every day I ask, every day they not help, they not bring you back, I stop hoping, and I give up, I pray that you go, so I can follow you. I give up, Jakku san, I lose hope and wait for you to die, I am sorry!"
She was crying now, hot tears streaming down her cheeks, tears I tried to wipe away, but I was shaken by her confession, that she'd lost hope and planned to follow me when I died, and I hugged her fiercely, feeling her soft yielding body mould against mine.
"You would do that, little sister?" I whispered in her ear.
"My life for you, Onii-san, only for you, cannot live without you!" she replied, her arms tightening around me again as she hugged herself even closer, her lip still quivering.
Mum straightened up and brushed my cheek with her fingertips.
"Jack, darling, I know you're feeling confused right now, and you have every reason to be, but you're home now, and I want you to stay for a while; will you do that? You need to have someone look after you for a while, someone who can answer your questions, and you need to recuperate. Teruko's been doing an incredible job, you'll never know what she went through, but she's close to the edge herself, she was too young to take on so much, and she's almost worn-out; she needs some proper rest and care before she has a breakdown. Before all this you originally planned on going back after Christmas, but I really think you should wait until after the New Year. Will you do that for me? Will you stay and let me look after you? Please?"
She had tears in her eyes when she finished, and I could only do one thing when she put it like that.
"I'd like that, mum, I really would, and thank you; it will be nice to be home again for Christmas!"
Inside I was still reeling from the shock; half a year, gone, it made no sense; for me June was yesterday, and suddenly I'd stepped through a door from summer into the deep mid-winter, the calendar in my head spinning crazily as it tried to account for the lost time. I needed to sleep on this, I wanted to think, but most of all I wanted to find that magic door back into summer, before all this weird nightmare ever happened...
"Mum, what about my job, do I still have one, what am I going to do?"
She smiled gently.
"It's okay, Jack, you're on Sick-Leave, you have been since you were first injured. General Sullivan has been in constant contact with me, so he's fully up to speed on developments, you saw him this morning, but of course you don't remember that, do you? As far he's concerned, you're no earthly use to him or yourself until you've rested and recuperated fully, so you're on the sick list for the next few months, on full pay, of course; there are still some benefits to being a Civil Servant!"
I felt quite indignant.
"I feel fine, how can they put me in dry-dock like that, I have rights...!"
Mum held up her hand to silence me.
"Darling, look in the mirror, please..."
Puzzled, I did as she asked, pulling the cover off her dressing mirror, and reeling back in shock; who the hell was that? Not me, surely! I looked again, and the gaunt figure in the mirror aped my movements, his eyes deep-set and ringed with dark circles, his cheekbones standing out in high-relief, his cheeks sunken and pale, and deep hollows at the temples making his face look harsh and angular.
I was shocked and appalled at my appearance; I'd lost so much weight I could barely recognise myself, I looked like I'd just come off a radical crash-diet, or something that lived in a crypt and only came out at night; my skin looked dry and sallow, my hands were like skeletal claws, the tendons in my neck were taut and clearly visible, and my hair was lank and lifeless. Teruko slowly pulled me away from my horrified study of myself, slipping the cover back over the mirror; now I really believed mum's story, now it all seemed real; no wonder none of my clothes fitted!
"You not need mirror, you still my Jakku san, eyes not changed, still beautiful, still Jakku san eyes! Everything else need time only, you are back, and you are well, that is all I need. I help you, mummy help you, all your friends help you, very soon you be OK again, I promise!"
Mum and Teruko led me back downstairs, where my food was waiting for me, almost forgotten in the shock of discovering what had happened to me. Mum's Cottage Pie was as savoury and delicious as it had always been, and I stuffed unashamedly, mum filling plate after plate as I wolfed it down; I was owed this, I rationalised; after having been fed God knows what for six months in the hospital, mum's cooking was a joy and a feast for the senses!
As I ate, mum filled me in on what had been happening while I was busy being comatose; she told me about Harry and his unflagging faith that I'd pull through somehow, of grandad and his distress and despair, tugging yet another string in my heart, of Teruko's months-long vigil by my bedside, heartbroken, but undefeated, that small spark of faith and optimism guttering low but never quite extinguishing, keeping her there by my bedside even as hope languished and despair crept in. I looked at her, unable to believe how lucky I was to have her for my own, Teruko turning away and blushing as she saw my thoughts in my eyes.
Eventually I'd had enough, mum and Teruko grinning as I finally pushed my plate away, stuffed to the gills and satisfied in a way that I couldn't remember being for a very long time. Teruko stroked my face as I finished eating.
"It good to see you eat well again, I have missed you do that, I never thought I see again! It is good you eat well now, Jakku san, you must put weight back on, you must exercise, but not now, gradually, little by little. Headmaster at school say you can use gymnasium there if you wish, he is happy to hear you getting better, all school send good wishes for you!"
While Teruko and I talked, mother had poked the fire back up in the living room, and now she beckoned us through, a single table lamp and the fire filling the room with a soft golden glow. I plumped down on the couch in front of the fire, Teruko taking up her usual place huddled against me, her feet tucked up under her and her arm through mine. We sat there companiably, mum smiling happily as we talked in low voices about what came next, our immediate plans, such as they were, and how we were going to celebrate Christmas, normal, family things, no more trauma and weirdness, well no more than usual, given the history of my family...
Finally, mum yawned for the last time and stood up, wrapping her robe tightly about herself.
"Kids, I'm going up; I can barely keep my eyes open, don't forget to put the fire-guard on when you go to bed. Goodnight, darlings!"
She trailed her hand across my cheek then stroked Teruko's hair and went upstairs, leaving the two of us cuddled together on the couch, enjoying the warmth of the fire and the softness of the couch. The shock was receding as I began to emotionally accept that I had lost half a year, my rational side gradually overruling the emotional side, some sort balance beginning to assert itself. Eventually Teruko climbed off the couch and pushed the fire-guard into position, making sure it was locked in place, then took my hand.
"Come Onii-san, it is very late, must get rest. I am going to Telford in morning with Sai Fong, you cannot come, please to spend time with mummy, I will not be long! Come, bedtime now!"
With that she took my hand, and I willingly followed her, switching off the lamp as we passed, and looking around the room in the warm firelight, my home.
Teruko went to go to her room, but I pulled her into mine, listening to her suppressed giggle as I gently tugged her along the corridor. Mum knew about us, she had no real problem anyway, as far as I knew, so I saw no harm in having my girl stay with me for the rest of the night. She seemed to feel the same way, dropping my robe from her shoulders to stand before me in just a bum-skimming Tee-shirt and tight panties. I was almost drooling when I saw this, it was my favourite sleep-wear, apart from her bare skin, that is, and her cheeky grin only served to make her look even more desirable and, to be honest, madly fuckable.
I beckoned her closer and lifted the hem of her Tee, Teruko lifting her arms so I could pull it over her head to leave her standing there in just her little pussy-cupping panties. As I slipped my hands around her to clench and squeeze her lovely, firm bum cheeks, she grasped hold of my almost supernaturally hard cock and squeezed, making me groan with the need to unload something inside her, soon!
Teruko unbuttoned my jeans and pulled down the zipper, her hands slipping inside to squeeze me through my shorts. That did it! I pushed down my jeans and kicked them off, tugged off my sweater and pulled her close, my hands pushing down her panties and pulling her cheeks apart, making her gasp into my mouth as our lips crushed together. My steely cock was trapped between us, something she took into account as she began rolling her hips from side to side, rolling my cock between our bellies as we kissed like mad things, consumed with lust and need. Her hip motion was torturing me, inflaming me as images of us making love, of the things we'd done, and still wanted to do, rose up and danced in my head; right now, I wanted to fuck her in every hole, I wanted to fill her up as never before; they'd told me I had been in stand-by mode for six months, but I was awake and aware now, and that meant I had a lot of catching up to do; Teruko said I needed exercise; good, right now I knew exactly what exercise I wanted to do the most!
Teruko felt my cock stiffening even further as I thought about her and what we could do, and broke our kiss to turn to the bed, obviously intending to climb in. I had other ideas, snaking my hands up her torso to cup and squeeze her breasts, feeling her bullet-hard nipples as I pulled her in close to me, kissing her neck and nibbling her ear as I groped and plundered those spectacular breasts. She moaned and pushed back against me, trapping my cock in the deep, warm valley between her cheeks. I could only hold her like this for so long; I wanted more, I wanted her, I wanted to be inside her, making love to my love, and so, reluctantly, I released her, leading her instead to the bed.
As soon as we climbed under the covers, Teruko turned to me, pulling me in for a fierce kiss, her arms locked around my neck. She surprised me with the intensity of her kiss, but I kissed her back with equal firmness and commitment; I loved this girl, and kissing her was still my favourite pastime!
As we kissed we drifted down the bed until she was somehow under me, and it was the most natural thing in the world to slide my aching cock into her warm tightness, the feeling drawing a mutual gasp as we coupled. Her lips were a magnet I couldn't escape, nor did I want to as we made love, our sexes drawing together and breaking apart as I pumped into her and withdrew, to pump in again, and again and again. Her gasps were becoming shorter, breathier, her hands holding my back as she writhed underneath me, her wet pussy sucking and clasp at me as she raised her pelvis to pump back at me, meeting me stroke for stroke as we raced and strained to meet in fulfilment.
She came first, her orgasm breaking over her like a crashing wave, her voice a scream of release as her pussy clamped down on me, halting me in my tracks. At the sudden constriction, the sensation of heat and pressure on my cock pulsing and rippling along my length, I too gave in to the orgasm that claimed us both, sperm blasting out of my over-stimulated cock to paint her insides with my milky seed, pulse after pulse, long, satisfying spurts of life-giving seed filling her up, coating her cervix.
At the feel of my heat filling her, Teruko erupted in orgasm again, a hot spray of her own sweet-scented ejaculate coating my lower belly and cock as she came on my cock all over again.
Her rippling, milking pussy squeezing and wringing every last drop of my seed from me, the sensation of ejaculating continuing even after I had given up the last of my seed for her, my body wrung dry.
I slumped down next to her, gasping for breath, my heart thudding and hammering in my chest as the emotional intensity of making love to my girl crashed over me. My chest was rising and falling like a bellows, trying to gulp in enough air, and my body was so depleted of strength I felt like I'd just run a marathon in lead boots.
Eventually my strength began to return, but not much; I still felt like the last noodle on the plate, limp, flaccid, and not much use to anyone. Teruko slid closer to me and kissed me gently on the side of my mouth. I turned to her, my hand reflexively coming to rest on her rounded rump, pulling her closer to me, suddenly feeling the need to hold her close to me. She smiled at that, placing her warm hand on my hip as she held herself against me, her heart fluttering against mine.
"Yesterday we have sex; today Jakku-san make love to me; it mend my heart to know my husband know me and love me again! One day perhaps Jakku-san forgive me for lose hope; I love him very much, nothing else matter to me except he come back and love me again. I let Jakku-san go, I never let him go again, I promise!"
I wiped away the tears as they rolled down her cheek, concerned for her; how much more could she beat herself up, how much more could she take? Mum had said she was exhausted, that she was close to the edge, she needed to be cared for now as well, and I certainly had no need to forgive her for anything; quite the opposite; she'd kept her vigil over me even as she lost hope that I'd ever return, she never left me alone in that place for one minute; no, I had nothing to forgive her for. Perhaps it was time she learned that for herself.
I sat up (discovering for myself just how weak I really was, it took a real effort...) and urged her to sit with me. She did so, sitting cross-legged in front of me as I caressed her face, her lips, her hair, drinking in every detail of her, and seeing, really seeing for the first time just how much weight she'd lost, the hollows under her eyes, the tiredness in the back of her eyes. My heart broke for my beautiful girl, so much loss and heartache, fear and loneliness showing in her eyes, her big, beautiful eyes, and yet, with all that, she'd still stuck by my side, love for me keeping her there when hope had finally died. I reached out and pulled her close, hugging her tightly as I kissed her hair, her neck, her shoulders, enfolding myself in her as I wrapped myself around her.
"Never again!" I whispered, "I'll never leave you alone again, I swear! You mean more to me than anyone or anything, and I'll never let you go, or give you reason to cry, I swear on my soul! I love you Teruko, in so many ways I don't know how to say them all!"
Teruko looked up at me, her eyes huge and mysterious.
"Jakku-san ask me before to marry him, and I say yes; I still say yes! I want to be wife of Jakku-san more than whole world, there only one thing I want in this life, and it is my Jakku-san. I will marry him, and we will have many children, strong sons to take his name and be our joy and pride, many sons to please ancestors and make sure name is not forgotten. I will marry Jakku-san, if it pleases him, when time is right, and we will be happy, this I promise!"
She reached out to touch my chin, caressing my cheek, and pushing my hair back out of my eyes.
"And now you must rest! I see tiredness in your eyes; I feel it in your body, you still not strong, must rest and grow strong again, please to lie down, you must rest; not to worry; I not go anywhere!"
I allowed her to push me back down (although, right now I felt as weak as a kitten, she could have done it anyway and I couldn't have stopped her!), and luxuriated in the feel of the bed beneath me, the soft pillows, and the soft warmth of her body as she slipped under the covers and pulled them up over the two of us. I fell asleep to the feel of her hand slowly rubbing my back, the smell of peaches from her silky hair, and the soft sound of her breathing.
I woke late; the clock on the dresser said it was almost 11 a.m., and Teruko was nowhere in sight. I panicked for a second, before I remembered she had said she was going in to Telford do some shopping, so I climbed out of bed, staggering slightly as I stood up; I still felt washed-out, but hungry and ready for some of mum's cooking; there better be some of that Cottage Pie left, because I was having it, if I had to fight everyone else in the house for it! I made my way to the bathroom to shower and brush my teeth, and then, refreshed, wide awake and starving hungry, staggered downstairs to raid the fridge.
As I got to the foot of the stairs, I heard voices from the kitchen, and upon peering in, saw Harry seated at the kitchen table chatting to mum, and then I heard Grandad's voice. He and Harry were talking about me, and I will admit to a small lump in my throat as I heard Grandad tell him how much he was looking forward to seeing me again. I pushed the door open, Harry jumping up to grin at me as I walked in.



"Jack, your mum told me what happened! How are you, any after-effects?"
I had to grin; this was Harry, my best friend since I was an eight year-old prep at Kingsland, looking as handsome and friendly as ever. Subjectively, I'd only seen him a couple of days ago, when we'd arranged to have him and Sai Fong over for dinner; it was weird to think that had been six months ago, at Midsummer, and now it was a couple of days shy of Christmas. The strangeness and sudden disorientation was a little disconcerting, but I guessed I was going to have to try and get used to that. A small sound behind me, someone shifting in their chair, and I remembered I'd heard Grandad's voice, so I turned, and there was the old man, looking suddenly, shockingly older, his face lined and worried, his eyes rimmed with tears.
"Hello son, I...I...!" he faltered, the tears spilling over, shocking me even more; I'd never seen him give more than a wry grin, and now...
Wordlessly, I held my arms out, and he embraced me, pulling me to him strongly, still no hint of frailty in his tough old frame.
"It's good to see you son, I thought I'd...I never...I was so...oh Jacko, I thought we'd lost you...!" he faltered, his voice thick with emotion, and for once I didn't object when he called me the same name as his foul old dog, caught up in his emotion as I was. He continued to hug me, wordlessly pounding me on the back, and I was immensely glad, and immensely comforted, to have my Grandad here, along with my mum, the only constant in my life as I grew up. I glanced up, to see mum and Harry slipping out of the kitchen, giving me some time alone with him.
At last he let go of me, turning his back to mop his eyes, and then turning back to me to take me by the shoulders.
"Let me see you, Jacko, let me look at you!"
He looked long and hard at me before sitting back down at the kitchen table, motioning me to take a seat, his gaze flicking over me, subjecting me to the closest scrutiny, his sharp old eyes not missing a thing. He poured me a coffee, and handed me the toast-rack and the butter-dish.
"Your mother will do you a cooked breakfast in a minute, you and Harry both; he deserves another one, he's a good lad; he came with me this morning after breakfast to Ludlow to help me cut and load the tree, the two of you can put it up later. How are you feeling, lad? Honestly?"
I was so glad he wasn't fussing around, that he was just being himself, a little more talkative than his wont, but not intrusive, just friendly and concerned.
"I feel fine, Grandad, just weird; six months have just vanished, and suddenly I look like something out of 'Nosferatu'; I've had better awakenings, believe me!"
He grinned at that, and passed me the marmalade pot.
"A couple of weeks of your mother's cooking should take care of that, don't you worry! There's no rush to head back down to London, Harry has to go back just before Christmas, give him your keys and he'll check on the flat for you, and pick-up any bits and pieces you want; he'll bring them up when he comes back to spend Christmas with that lovely little girl of his. In the meantime, rest, eat, sleep, get your strength back. If the weather's still acting-up after New Year, take the Trooper back down to London; I've still got the Land-Rover to cope with whatever the weather throws at us up here. Otherwise, your mother will take the pair of you back down when you're ready to go."
He poured himself another coffee.
"Thing is, though, why do you need to go back any time soon? You're on the binnacle list, and will be for a while yet, Teruko's already deferred university until March, you could stay here a while and let us look after you; Harry is going to be spending a lot of time at Woolwich over the next few weeks, so he'll keep an eye on your place, actually, it was his idea, so you can rest, relax, and recuperate here at home, and you don't have to worry about anything except getting back to normal. More importantly, Teruko needs to stay here, near her mother; she needs some serious care too; I look at that little girl and all I can see is exhaustion and fear; she needs her home, and she needs her family. Think about it, son."
I already was; that was probably the longest speech I'd ever heard him make, and he was making all sorts of sense; I'd talk to Teruko when she came back from this mysterious shopping trip to Telford.
At that point, mum came in, with Harry in tow, asking what I wanted for breakfast. I plumped for the full English, Harry's eyes lighting up at that, so we adjourned to the sitting room to sit in front of the fire and enjoy the smell of fresh pine needles from the wrapped Christmas tree leaning against the wall while mum set about making my favourite breakfast.
To occupy ourselves, we set up the tree in a corner, Harry and I lifting the tree, an eight-footer, while Grandad slid the tree-jack into place and tightened the clamps. Mum and the girls had already brought down the lights and decorations, so Harry, Grandad and I whiled away the time untangling and testing the lights while we waited for breakfast.
Mum called us in to eat, and it was as good as the best of all the breakfasts she'd ever cooked; sweet-cured bacon, butcher sausages, none of your supermarket rubbish, fried eggs, grilled Irish White Pudding, mushrooms, crisp fried bread, and a jug of coffee, the food of the Gods!
Once we'd finished breakfast (my first and Harry's second, but he'd earned it...) Harry and I cleared the table, loaded the dishwasher, and joined mum and Grandad in the sitting room to start decorating the tree, just as the girls returned.
I was quite surprised they were back so early; Sai Fong is a well-known shopaholic, and Teruko can't resist trying on every single garment in a store; Harry had speculated that we might have to send in a search and rescue team and sniffer-dogs, as he was all too aware of what our girls were like when they were out shopping, collectively or individually; he'd stayed behind this morning expressly to avoid subjecting himself to that particular form of Chinese Water-Torture. He was also of the opinion that Shopping Malls were actually huge predatory creatures that sucked you in, turned your brain into pancake batter by a combination of sensory overload and brain-softening background music, sucked all the money out of your bank account, then kicked you out into the street penniless and brain-dead, clutching shopping bags full of cheaply-made expensive crap. It was a theory, I suppose, but it certainly fitted a lot of the known facts...
Once the girls had shown us all the purchases they were prepared to, with a few they said would have to wait until Christmas morning, we set about trimming the tree. The very act of doing so sending me back to my childhood, mum and Grandad putting the tree ornaments in the places I pointed out but couldn't reach, and a set of ornaments for me to put anywhere I liked. Once they'd finished the tree, Teruko and Sai Fong began putting up the Christmas decorations around the room, the Holly wreath made with Holly from mum's garden, and twining the green and gold glittery stuff around the stairs and along the picture rails.
Mum hadn't put any decorations up this year; with me in hospital and Teruko refusing to leave my side, she'd had no inclination to celebrate Christmas; now she was back in the swing, especially with Harry and Sai to help.
The last thing they hung was the Mistletoe, a large bunch clipped from the apple tree in the garden, and I was the first lucky one, as Teruko pulled me under the bunch to give me my Christmas Kiss.
"Welcome back, Onii-san!" she whispered, her face wreathed in smiles while everyone else clapped and cheered.
Harry and Sai Fong declined lunch as they had a lunch planned with their father, so we walked them out to their car. As they were leaving, Teruko called them back, reaching up to kiss Harry on the cheek and turn to hug Sai Fong.
"Thank you for all you do, thank you for be best friends of Onii-san!" she murmured, reaching behind her neck to unclasp her jade pendant and place it around Sai Fong's neck.
"This is present from Jakku san and me, and from mummy, too. This is symbol of good things happening, it is good luck and bring good fortune. Wear it always, it bring you much luck and happiness!"
Sai graciously tried to decline it, saying it was a family piece, but Teruko was adamant.
"I already have my happiness, and all my wishes, now it time to pass the luck on. Please to wear it and enjoy!"
Sai Fong smiled, her eyes sparkling as they filled with tears, giving Teruko and me a big hug each before climbing into the car, wiping her eyes and smiling at us.
Harry reached into his jacket pocket handed me an envelope.
"Almost forgot, this is for you!"
When I opened it, there were two tickets inside for the school Old Boys Association New Year's Eve dance at a hotel just outside town.
"You be there, Jack, everyone's asked if you're coming, all our friends will be there, and it's time to have a little fun! If I don't see you before, have a fun Christmas, and we'll see you Boxing Day before we head back down to London!"
*
Christmas was the quiet family affair I'd always enjoyed, just mum, Grandad, Teruko and me. I was a little sad that I hadn't bought any gifts for anyone, but Teruko had been well ahead of me there; that mysterious shopping trip to Telford. She had gifts for Grandad and mum, from both of us, but I still had nothing for her.
"Not need Kurisumasu present, Jakku San; I already have what I want; you are here, that is all Kurisumasu no Okurimono I need; I am happy you well!"
She pulled my head down to kiss me, and whisper in my ear.
"Later, Jakku San give me special present of his own, yes?"
I grinned at her, my jeans suddenly tightening as I realised what she was saying, and suddenly the day just couldn't end soon enough! Mum had made her usual superb Christmas turkey lunch, topped-off with a flaming Christmas pudding. We pulled crackers and ate mince pies, drank Rum punch and mulled cider, and Teruko sang Christmas carols in her sweet, bell-like voice, relaxing me somewhat, enough at least that I could enjoy Christmas Day with my family, and especially with my very own Christmas angel, who'd stayed with me and been there for me even when she thought there was no hope. I had a special Christmas treat planned for her, but it would have to wait until later that night.
We sat up until late, enjoying the firelight, the room filled with the sweet smell of apple wood from the Yule log in the fireplace, sipping mulled cider and watching the standard Christmas night television ('The Great Escape' on one channel, 'White Christmas' on another, a Christmas ghost story on ITV, one of the 'Lord of the Rings' movies on Channel 4, and 'Jurassic Park' on Channel 5). Grandad was snoozing in front of the fire, an empty brandy glass next to him and the remains of a turkey, sausage, and stuffing sandwich perched on his chest. Mum had had a long day, and was fast asleep in her chair next to the fire, a shawl pulled around her.
I was in a mellow mood, no doubt helped by the Rum punch, Teruko curled up next to me, her arm through mine as we sat and watched the fire, ignoring the TV in the background, enjoying being home again for Christmas. Eventually, she got up, stretched, and began tidying up, removing Grandad's sandwich, kissing him good night and walking him, a little unsteadily, up the stairs to the guest bedroom while I damped down the fire and gently shook mum awake.
"Wakey Wakey, mum, it's late, better go to bed, Teruko and I'll clear up. Goodnight, mum!"
"Jack...I'm sorry, I didn't mean...!" she began, but I shushed her.
"It's okay, mum, you've had a long day, we've all had a great day because of you, now go to bed, we'll clear up and switch everything off. Off you go!"
She smiled and stood up, yawning and stretching after being asleep in her chair for so long. She wrapped her shawl around herself, kissed her fingertip and touched my forehead with it, and made her way upstairs, passing Teruko and giving her a goodnight hug on the way. I sprawled back onto the couch, reluctant to go to bed and admit Christmas Day was over for another year, a hangover from my childhood, and I wanted to enjoy the fire and watch the tree lights for a while, maybe snack on some Christmas cake or snag a couple of sausages and a mince pie or two, something I always did on Christmas Night. Teruko came into the room with a platter with some bread, butter, sliced stuffing, turkey slices, mince pies, sausages, and a few slices of Christmas pudding, good girl, she remembered!
Once again she cuddled up against me on the couch, nibbling at some turkey while I worked my way through a sausage, turkey and stuffing doorstep sandwich of my own, the smell of her hair filling my nostrils as she hugged herself close to me, her legs long and golden in the firelight. I could feel another sort of appetite beginning to make itself felt as I munched, but before we did anything, I had a special present for her. Gently disengaging her arm from mine, I went over to the tree and took out a small box out from where I'd hidden it among the needles and tree decorations. When I sat down, I pulled her round to face me, smiling inwardly at her puzzled expression.
"Teruko, this morning you asked me to give you a present that was just from me. I still have that for you, but this is from all of us, but especially from me. I asked you if you would be my wife, and you said yes, and I asked if you would wait until I could give you a special ring. This is for you."
I opened the box to show her the beautiful diamond and Burmese Ruby ring inside.
"This was my grandmother's ring, mum wanted you to have it, and gave it to me so I could give it to you. You never left me, you never once walked away from me, and this is to thank you for being there, for loving me enough to stay by me no matter what. This is a family piece, and no-one deserves it more than you; I once promised you a special ring; this is it, truly a special ring for the most special person in the world. I want you to wear it for me. Teruko Cameron, once again, will you marry me?"
Teruko looked at me, her eyes shining.
"Jakku san ask me once before long time ago to marry him, and I say yes; he ask me again, each time my answer same; yes, I will marry him, I will wear ring that is part of family, I will be part of family in this way as well. My heart only belong to Jakku san, his heart belong with mine; we will be husband and wife, we will have many children, this will please mummy and Grandad, and all ancestors, strong sons and proud daughters, our children. I love Jakku san, and so I will wear his ring, become a part of him, as he is already a part of me!"
She moved in close to me, holding my neck as she kissed me, her lips soft and tempting, sealing her promise as the antique engagement ring sparkled in the firelight.
Teruko climbed off the couch, checked the fire-guard was locked in place and the hearth was clear, and took my hand.
"Come, my husband, we still have Kurisumasu no Okurimono to exchange!"
I followed her, once again that pleasant tightness in my groin awakening as I watched her lithe figure ascending the stairs in front of me, then turning at the top of the stairs to wait for me, a pale glimmering figure in the reflected fire-light from downstairs.
She led me into my bedroom, although it was rapidly becoming our bedroom, and turned to help me unbutton my shirt and pop my jeans while I slid her dress off her shoulders and pulled it down, Teruko wriggling delightfully to get it past her hips, to stand before me in just her panties. I slid my jeans down and tugged my shirt off, my excitement obvious by the bulge in my shorts. Teruko giggled, her hand stroking me as I pulled her close.
"Jakku san not tired, then?" she asked, squeezing me deliciously, and for answer I slid my hands into the back of her panties and pushed them down so I could cup and squeeze her firm, squeezable cheeks in retaliation.
"I'm never tired when you're around, little sister, I thought you knew that!" I grinned. Teruko responded by holding me a little more firmly, less playfully, her eyes shining as I pulled her close so I could kiss my girl. She let go of my cock to slide her arms around my neck as she kissed me back, her lips soft and sweet, then breaking off to gently pull me back towards our bed.
"It Christmas Night, Jakku san, now is time to exchange gift!" she smiled, slipping her panties all the way off and padding over to the bed, her twinkling buttocks captivating in the mellow golden light from the bedside lamp. She climbed onto the bed, remaining on all fours, her pussy slick and juicy with anticipation, the scent of her excitement calling to me. I held her hips, running my hands over her smooth flanks, her taut belly, her firm, rounded buttocks, enjoying the feel of her warm, silky skin against my palms, my hands "seeing" her even as my other senses revelled in her nearness, her excitement, her readiness for me.
As I touched and smoothed and fondled her, she reared up onto her knees to lean back against me, her arms going around the back of her neck to hold herself against me, my cock iron-hard and firmly lodged in the deep, warm cleft between her taut, springy cheeks. My hands automatically slid round her ribcage to catch and squeeze her firm breasts, weighing those beautiful globes, feeling the heft and sway of them even as her nipples stiffened into hard points between my gently squeezing fingertips.
I squeezed and teased her nipples, her hand slipping down to gently rub and slide between her labia, touching herself even as she slowly raised and lowered herself, masturbating my cock with the cheeks of her lovely arse. I gave myself over to what she was doing to me, nibbling and gently biting her neck, her earlobes, her shoulders, as she moved against me, the pleasure slowly building into an unstoppable need for her as she ground away at me.
When she judged she'd worked me up enough, she sat up straight, my cock falling between her thighs; she reached under herself and positioned me, to slowly sink back down, impaling herself on me with a hiss as I filled her. I gasped at the feel of her wet heat engulfing me, the muted rush of sensation as she slowly slid herself onto me until I was in her to the hilt. Holding her as I was, I only had limited movement, but now she began a slow rise and fall, her tight pussy squeezing me as she rose and fell, fucking herself on me, and taking me with her.
My head was spinning with the slow eroticism of what we were doing here; low-key as it was, it was still enough to light me up inside as my beautiful girl made love to me. Now her breath began to come in staccato bursts, and I could feel her heart beginning to race, my hands clamped around her as they were, her movements harder, faster, as she ground herself against me, pumping faster now, moving against me like a wild thing, jamming herself down on me, her hand rubbing and pulling at her engorged clitoris as I pumped harder and harder into her.
"Harder, Jakku san, please to ...oh yess, like that, harder...harder, oooh yesss, yesss YESS! YES, Jakku...YESS! Ooooohhhhh! OoooHHH! Yesss! YESSS!"
She screamed as her orgasm hit, a flood of warmth bathing my groin and upper thighs as she squirted her hot juices over me, the sensation almost making me lose it there and then. I held her against me as she shook and gasped in the throes of orgasm, her hands clasped tightly about my neck as she held herself against me, shaking and wailing as wave after wave of pleasure rolled and crashed though her, eventually diminishing and dying away. Her death-grip around my neck relaxed, and she slumped forward to lie prone on the bed, her sides heaving as she fought for breath after her incredible orgasm.



At last she opened her eyes, to smile at me sleepily.
"Thank you Onii-san, I love you! Now it your turn!"
With that, she spread her legs and raised her beautiful bottom into the air, sliding a pillow under her midriff to support herself. Smiling wickedly at me, she slowly pulled her buttocks apart, and slid a finger into her soaked pussy, rubbing it in and out a few times before withdrawing it and slowly sliding it into her anus. She pumped herself a few times, lubricating herself, before repeating it, this time with two fingers, opening and loosening her anal ring for what she wanted me to do to her. Her eyes were tightly closed all through this, she was in a world of her own as she plunged her fingers in and out, masturbating her anus, before opening her eyes to smile at me.
"Husband...?"
My cock was like a steel bar after witnessing this, and I didn't need a second invitation, believe me! As I hovered over her, she reached up to pull me down and kiss me on the side of my mouth as her other hand fumbled with me, aiming me at her wet and slippery cunt.
I slid my cock into her swollen pussy, savouring again the feel of her hot wetness enfolding my rigid cock, pumping into her a few times to lubricate myself, to finally place my throbbing cock head at her anal entrance. I slid my hands round to once again hold and squeeze her gorgeous breasts, and slowly, steadily, pushed my aching cock into her tight little anus. Teruko gasped as the head invaded her, pulling her cheeks apart to stretch her anus open as far as she could to accommodate my girth even as I pushed forward slowly but unstoppably.
My head suddenly popped in past the constriction of her ring, Teruko giving a gasping little cry as it did, then slowly slid all the way in, until I was buried to the root in her hot, tight rectum. I stopped for a few seconds to give her a chance to catch her breath, waiting for her signal before I did anything else. After a few seconds, she began pushing back against me, so I began pumping into her tight hole, fucking her arse slowly at first as I squeezed those fabulous breasts of hers. As her bum hole loosened, it became easier to slide out and pump back in again, Teruko pushing back against me as I rammed into her. Her hand slipped down to rub and squeeze her clitoris, frigging herself as I fucked her in her tight little arsehole, both of us working into a frenzy as we fucked in this raw, primal way, the rest of the world forgotten, just the two of us humping and pumping against each other.
Neither of us could last long like this, Teruko came with a deep groan, her rectum rippling and squeezing me as her uterus fluttered against the thin membrane separating her uterus from her rectum. As she clenched in orgasm, the pressure became too much for me, my already hyper-stimulated cock feeling like it was being squeezed along its entire length all at once by a wet velvet-covered fist. That was it for me; I felt my cock head swell and jam inside her rectum as the spunk literally bulleted out of me, spraying inside her and coating her bowels with my seed. Jet after jet sprayed out of me, more that I think I've ever done in my life, all for this girl, my beautiful wife-to-be, my gorgeous Japanese half-sister.
I was left feeling weak, drained, almost too tired to move, withdrawing at last to collapse down next to her, winded, exhausted, more dead than alive. Teruko finally opened her eyes, kissing her finger and touching it to my lips, before standing up, somewhat shakily, to throw my robe over herself and stagger off to the bathroom to get cleaned up. She was back a few minutes later, tapping me lightly to wake me so she could gently wash my cock and balls properly with a soapy wash-cloth and a bowl of warm water. Once she was satisfied I was clean, she towelled me off, finally urging me to move so I could get into bed properly, then climbing in with me and pulling the covers up over both of us. The last thing I remember is her kissing me goodnight, her small hand gently rubbing my chest and her leg rubbing over mine as she hugged me close, the smell of her hair filling my nostrils as I finally fell asleep.
I awoke to the sight of white swirling outside my window; it was snowing, big fat flakes, the settling kind of snow. Teruko was still fast asleep, her lovely rump spooned firmly into my stomach, my morning erection fitted nicely between the cushiony cheeks of her soft squeezable bum. As I came fully awake, her eyes flicked open and I wondered how she knew, even fast asleep, when I was awake and so woke up to be with me.
"Good morning Onii-san, look, it snowing!"
I had to grin at her expression and the happiness in her voice; she looked twelve years old and ready to play in the snow, but then she turned to face me and my erection stiffened even further; nobody seeing those curves could mistake her for anything other than what she was; a beautiful, sexy, desirable young woman, and once again I marvelled that she was mine, that she wanted me, Mr. Ordinary. I had to reach out and touch her, slide my hand down her flank and cup her buttock, just to convince myself she was real, that she wasn't some figment of my imagination, the head trauma playing a last, cruel trick on me.
Teruko saw the look on my face, perhaps she saw a flicker of what I was thinking in my eyes, because she cupped my face in her soft hands and drew me down to kiss me gently.
"Husband, I am here, not go anywhere without you; soon we will be married, this is what we want, and nothing change that; bad dream is over, it will not return, and I not go away; I will always be at your side, this is what marriage mean to me, this is what I want for you. Be happy now, no more sadness; that is over!"
She grinned impishly and poked the end of my nose.
"See, I am really here! What does Onii-san want to do?"
She slipped her hand down to hold and squeeze my cock, making it abundantly clear what she wanted me to do to her, and who was I to argue with such a lovely girl? So I squeezed and stroked her taut bum cheek, pulling her closer so I could kiss her while I groped her splendid bum, the feel of the taut flesh stiffening my cock even further, quite apart from the feel of her stiff nipples rubbing solidly against my chest as we kissed. Teruko moved her hand so she was cupping and squeezing my scrotum, and now I was having a real problem concentrating on fondling her; all I wanted to do was ravage her, stick my solid cock into her somewhere, anywhere, and pump her full of the sticky stuff!
Teruko solved my problem for me by pushing me over onto my back, her lips still glued to mine as she pumped my cock, then breaking off to kiss her way down my neck and chest, grazing my nipples with her teeth just hard enough to send a zing through me that made the hairs on my forearms and the back of my neck stand up. She continued kissing and licking my torso, ruffling her tongue in the hair clothing my chest and between my abdominal muscles and pulling them gently between her teeth, kissing her way down my abdomen to finally lick and swirl her tongue in the tangle of hair surrounding the root of my cock. I sighed as she slowly licked and kissed her way up my, by now, truly epic erection, to grin at me as she slowly licked my swollen cock-head, making me groan out loud.
With slow deliberation, and a big happy smile, she slid her lips over the head of my engorged cock, sealing her lips over the end as she licked and gently sucked me, her tongue tip in the slit driving me wild, making me shake with the effort of not just wildly fucking her face. As she sucked, she kept up a gentle pressure on my scrotum, squeezing and fondling my balls as her mouth slid up and down over the head of my cock. I slipped my hand between her legs, feeling her pussy lips damp and open, and began sliding two fingers inside her, gently frigging her as she suckled on me. I wanted to taste my girl, so I pulled her up to me, grinning at her look of surprise as I pulled my cock from her mouth, her surprised look giving way to a small grin as I pulled her across me into the classic '69' position and pushed my tongue into her hot, moist little pussy.
She gasped as my tongue slid inside her, her hips making involuntary circling motions as she sat up astride me, all thoughts of sucking me forgotten for the moment as she began to grind herself against my mouth and tongue, rubbing and squeezing my cock as she moved against me. I took hold of her thighs as I pulled her closer to me, her cue to lie back down on me, sliding my cock back into her mouth to suck and tease me once more. As she licked and sucked me, I sucked on her labia, making her gasp around my cock, the movements of her pelvis suddenly more pronounced as she bore back against me, putting her clitoris and tempting little anus in easy reach. I licked her with the flat of my tongue in long strokes, from the hood of her clitoris all the way to her tight little rosebud, pointing my tongue and teasing her with just the tip of it pressed into her anus, barely penetrating her, lightly rimming her and making her gasp and suck me harder.
I could feel her clitoris engorging more every time I flatted my tongue over her, until at last it emerged from its little hooded hiding place, stiff and firm and slick with her juices. I gently swirled my tongue around it, enjoying the feel of the hard rubbery little pearl, her succulent pussy slick and dewy as her juices ran freely as my tongue rubbed and stimulated her.
Her pussy was running with her juices now, the taste driving me mad with need for her, and so I bored in even more, making her suck all the harder as she squeezed my cock and massaged my scrotum. I shoved my tongue into her arse as hard as I could, and Teruko groaned loudly as her orgasm crashed through and over her, a flood of her delicious juices squirting in a hot spray over my chin and neck, some of it even splashing into my mouth as she came, her pussy convulsing and her rectum tightening, forcing my tongue out as her pussy and anus spasmed together. As she moaned, my cock still deep inside her mouth, the vibration was too much, and I came, hard, a jet of spunk roaring out of me to blast into her mouth. Jet after jet of spunk pulsed out of me, filling her mouth, Teruko almost choking in her haste to swallow the enormous amount of semen I was blowing into her hot, eager mouth.
At last I was done, as was she, slumping down on top of me, her pussy and anus still twitching and winking at me as the aftershocks echoed inside her. Finally she was still, her head resting on my thighs as I surveyed her beautiful pussy and tight, wrinkled little bum pucker, so close to my face while I stroked and gently squeezed her glorious cheeks, the taut, fleshy globes a fabulous view no matter what angle I viewed them at!
Teruko groaned and sat up, sliding off me and sprawling next to me, to kiss me once, softly, then grin at me, her eyes sparkling as she smiled.
"Thank you, husband, now I really sure you will be okay! I must have shower, must be clean, you too! Come, we go shopping, sale is on, there is something I want to buy you!"
After a long, enjoyable, but chaste shower, the two of us keeping our hands to ourselves by mutual agreement, Teruko took me shopping; the Boxing Day sales were on, and she wanted to buy me some clothes, as nothing I owned actually fitted me, and we had a dance to go to. I eventually ended up with a new dinner suit and a nice dress shirt, all in my size, so at least I looked more normal and less like a refugee from the health spa from hell...
Mum was happy for Teruko and I to go to the dance; she was going to a long-planned dinner party to bring in the New year with some old school friends, and Grandad was away with his friends, ready to be up and about bright and early for the New Year's Day shoot at the Chillingmore Park Estate in Staffordshire; he'd stayed for Boxing Day, mostly because a brandy hangover is a nasty one, Teruko dancing attendance on him while he suffered manfully, enduring mum's raised eyebrow every time she saw his expression of imminent death. I was highly amused; Grandad never drank, except maybe a nip from a hip-flask on a frosty morning if he was out on an early rough-shoot, but this Christmas had been special for him. I'd come home, and Teruko and I were engaged, so he'd celebrated, perhaps a little too much, and mum was enjoying torturing him, so we let her.
Teruko was fooled by his agonized expression, so of course he laid it on thick, hence the waiting-on hand and foot mentioned earlier, but eventually on December 28th , The Feast of the Holy Innocents, he eventually took his leave, hugging me, which was unusual, but understandable, and his darling Teruko of course, his little girl, telling us to bring the Trooper back when we were ready, there was no rush.
The dance was at a large hotel on the outskirts of Shrewsbury, most of my old school friends, some of whom I'd not seen since I was eighteen, nearly four years ago now, were there with their partners, girlfriends or fiancée's. I spent the early part of the evening being congratulated on my recovery, my head spinning from the number of people who apparently held me in high regard, to judge from their warm welcome and hugs.
Teruko looked particularly delicious in nude seamed stockings and a tiny black sequined Bodycon dress that showed off every curve and contour, and contrasted beautifully with her glossy dark golden hair and pale, creamy complexion. She was concerned that I not overtire myself, so we didn't dance much, opting instead to spend the evening chatting and reminiscing with old friends about school days and the various escapades and scrapes we'd managed to land in. Harry and Sai Fong were there as well, of course, most of our friends capturing her for one dance each, still lusting after her after all this time, much to Harry's amusement, and hers. Teruko politely refused all requests for a dance, and I asked her why.
"I am with you, it would not be...proper, and I do not want to dance with anyone, only with husband!"
I grinned at that, pulling her a little closer.
"Aren't you worried someone will find out about us, that they might guess the truth?"
Teruko looked at me oddly.
"Not ashamed of what we do, I not care if anyone know about us; I am wife, you are husband, there is nothing more to say!"
After that, there was only one possible thing I could do; I led her out onto the dance floor, and held her tight as we danced to a slow, romantic number. After a while, I began to notice the other occupants of the dance floor were giving us small, knowing smiles and nudging their partners. I leaned down to kiss her ear and whisper in it.
"Baby girl, I think our secret's out!"
Teruko looked around, then smiled back at me.
"I think you right, Jakku san!"
With that, she hugged herself closer to me, holding me tightly as we danced, my world shrinking down to only her, the smell of her perfume, the music weaving around her as she swayed, and the feel of her as I held her close to me. When the number as over, we threaded our way back to our table, my friends and schoolmates gently patting me on the arm or shoulder as we passed them, nothing in their eyes or expressions except understanding and acceptance of us.
And then it happened.
As I was pulling out Teruko's chair for her, somebody buffeted me between my shoulder-blades, nearly sending me flying. I staggered forward, nearly falling onto her, her expression startled as I teetered before recovering to turn and see who'd done that to me.
"Hello Cameron, looking a bit scrawny there, been ill, have we?"
It was 'Slimy' Fineman, looking very smug and pleased with himself.
"Don't look so tough now, do we, eh, Jackie-boy?" he smirked, reaching out to prod me in the chest hard enough to make me stagger.
"You want to hit me again, Cameron? Go ahead, this time I'm ready for you, and when you've done your pathetic best, I'm going put you down on your arse and spend some quality time with that chink sister of yours! She looks just slutty enough for me, I bet she's really filthy, so here's what I'm going to do; I'm going to find out, and while I'm having my fun, you'll be too busy bleeding to stop me; who knows, maybe I'll even put you back to sleep again! Go on, Jackie-boy, take your best fucking shot!"
That statement was the final proof that Slimy truly was afflicted with weapons-grade stupidity; I actually saw red as pure rage boiled up inside me, and Slimy must have sensed it because he took a step backwards, fear flashing across his eyes, right into the arms of Andy 'Eggy' Edgeworth, 250 pounds of muscle and a brain like a steel trap, and the finest Prop-Forward to ever lead the British Lions out against Australia, the Springboks, and the All-Blacks. As he effortlessly held the struggling Slimy, Andy looked at me, a grin creasing his craggy face as he held him off the ground by the scruff of his neck.
"Say the word, Jackie, or just nod, and I'll snap his neck for you; it would be a pleasure, believe me!"
I made to speak, and Teruko put her hand on my chest, silencing me.
"No Jakku san, now it my turn. Please to say nothing!"
I looked at her as she faced Slimy, her chin held up proudly as she looked into his eyes, her eyes glowing like banked coals.
"What you going to tell people, that Jakku san love me and I love him? Go, do it, I not care, Jakku san not care. This what I think of you!"
With that she turned and slid her arms around my neck, her lips suddenly against mine as she kissed me deeply, her tongue probing between my lips, my arms crushing her to me as we kissed for a few seconds, or hours on end, I couldn't tell. As she kissed me, a soft collective sigh went up around us as everyone realised what was finally being confirmed here in full view of all of them. Finally she broke our kiss to turn to Slimy once again.
"Now what you do? No-one care what you say about Jakku san, no-one care what you say about me, I not care, nothing you say can harm me, or Jakku san. You are sad man, you have no-one to love you, so you try to harm; why you not see you only harm self? Everyone here have someone, where is someone for you? You try and hurt, and so you are alone, and you will be alone until you learn to be different person. I very sad for you; you try to hurt me, and it not work, now you have nothing. Go away, there is nothing here for you, and it is your fault!"
Andy shook Slimy like a terrier shaking a rat.
"Come on, you, we're going outside to have a talk!" he growled, Slimy turning the colour of old yoghurt as he looked around and saw nothing but cold anger on every face in sight, no friends, no allies, not a single friendly face. He turned Slimy around, preparing to drag him out, when a tall dark-haired girl stepped up to him, her pretty face grim and her eyes hard as agates.
"Jack Fineman, you are a despicable shit, a coward, and a disgusting piece of work. Happy New Year from everyone!" and with that, she slapped him hard, a real zinger, her face a study in disgusted anger as his head snapped round from the force of the slap. A cheer went up as Andy hustled him out, ably assisted by a couple of my friends, the girl turning to me and grinning as she shook her hand to ease the stinging. I was struggling to place her, she looked familiar, then suddenly it dawned on me who she was; Eggy's sister, of course! I hadn't seen her since 5th Form Prize Day, when I was 16, so she would have been 14 or so; she'd certainly grown since then!
"Hello Jack, it's good to see you again! I'm sorry about that, I couldn't resist it; he's such a repulsive little shit!"
Teruko looked enquiringly at me, so I introduced her, stumbling a little over her name, Linda, as I hadn't seen her in almost six years. Just then, Andy came up, a satisfied grin on his face.



"All done and dusted, Jack! Don't worry, I didn't hurt him, I just stuffed him in a cab, and reminded him that I knew where he lived, and all his grubby little hang-outs, and if he tried his tricks again on anyone I'd shove him head down in the river and watch him blow bubbles until he ran out of them! I don't think he'll be back; tonight he finally ran out of whatever lingering friendship or sympathy anyone might have had for him. We're done with Slimy Fineman! I just feel sorry for his parents; they're good people, I can't imagine where he gets it from..."
Andy and his sister, and Harry and Sai Fong sat down with us, all of us chatting about what had happened, and what Andy thought of our relationship; the answer I got surprised me, although it really shouldn't have.
"Jack, you've been crazy about Teruko for years, the whole school knew it, it was so bloody obvious to everyone; you remember my younger brother, Freddy? He told me about the word you put out about her. It pissed him off no end; the scrawny little squirt actually thought he was in with a chance! Of course, no-one was going to chance anything, not with Scary Jack Cameron standing guard over her! Besides, you're not as alone as you think..."
A light went on inside my head, so I innocently asked Linda who she was there with, watching as she blushingly locked eyes with her brother, Andy nodding slightly. Bingo!
"Actually, Jack, about that..." she hedged, smiling shyly as Andy took her hand, looking me directly in the eyes.
"Linda and I are...together, Jack, we have been for a year now. That's why I didn't say anything about you and Teruko; we're in the exact same situation, and we couldn't be happier! Mum and dad know, but so far they haven't said anything; to be honest, I don't think they ever will; they're so rarely on the same planet as the rest of us that when they do come up for air they don't even register what's going on around them. Just between you and me, I think they took one too many hits of the old Maui Wowie back the days of Flower-Power! I think Freddy was hoping he and Linda would...you know, but she chose me, and here we are!"
Harry grinned and excused himself, returning with a tray of drinks so we could toast each other for the New Year. At midnight we all sang 'Auld Lang Syne' and indulged in a frenzy of balloon-popping, backslapping and wailing party-blowers. Harry was originally supposed to be taking us home, but he'd had a couple of drinks, so Sai Fong took the wheel. We could tell Harry never drank; he was fast asleep by the time we arrived back at the house, not even 10 minutes away from the hotel, so we helped him indoors, walked him upstairs and dropped him on the bed in the guest bedroom before having one last nightcap and retiring for the night.
I wasn't in the least bit tired; I'd really done nothing except dance with Teruko a couple of times, and the feel of her moving against me had been playing hob with my hormones all evening. It would be true to say that I had a major woody by the time I managed to decoy her into the bedroom (without too much effort, I had to admit...)
As soon as I had her behind closed doors I pounced, clamping my mouth on hers as I wrestled my trousers down over my unruly erection with one hand and unzipped her dress with the other, panting in my eagerness to get her naked all over again. Teruko pulled away from me and stepped back, pulling her dress down over her hips, her nipples dancing as she shimmied her dress down past her hips and onto the floor. Aside from her seamed stocking, teetering heels, and teeny-weeny little panties she was naked, the sight of her stiffening me even further, almost painfully so; wearing those four-inch heels made her legs look impossibly long and sleek, and all I wanted was to feel those firm rounded thighs wrapped around me as I pounded into her.
She definitely seemed to feel the same way, waiting until I was fully naked before walking me backwards until my knees contacted the bed, causing me to sit down hurriedly. As though on cue, she climbed astride me, taking hold of my throbbing cock and slowly rubbing it back and forth across her dripping wet pussy, coating the head in her honeyed syrup. When she judged I was ready, she slowly sat down on my lap, sliding me into her tight wetness, her pussy clasping me in its hot succulence as I slowly slid into her. Teruko was in control here, and as she draped her arms around my neck, and kissed me long and deep, she slowly, agonisingly slowly, humped herself up and down on me, her pussy alternately squeezing and releasing me as she did so. I held onto her lovely firm, globular buttocks, enjoying the feel of her gluteal muscles flexing as she slid up and down on me, concentrating on feeling her warm silky flesh as a distraction from the sweet suction as her strong pussy muscles squeezed, rippled, and massage me inside her.
Now she urged me to lie down, she still clamping her lips hungrily to mine as she followed me down, my hands still holding tightly by her taut arse. She sat up and smiled down at me, her long, silky hair forming a shimmering golden veil as she hung her head down, concentrating on rocking and gyrating her hips, still squeezing me as she pumped back and forth faster now, her face flushing as her orgasm approached. I relinquished my hold on her beautiful arse to hold and squeeze those firm, protuberant breasts and lightly pinch and squeeze her stiffly engorged pink nipples as she rode me ever nearer to her fulfilment.
Her movements became faster, wilder, her breath catching as a flush spread down her neck and suffused her chest, her nipples seemingly even stiffer and fatter.
She came with a with a loud, hissing scream, her pussy convulsed and clamped down on me so tight I literally couldn't move, the rippling finally pushing me over the edge, as her orgasm rocketed around and through her, my spunk pulsing into her as she ground and pushed herself against me, rolling her orgasm on and on as she rubbed her engorged clitoris against me.
At last she slumped down on me, her pussy twitching around my still hard cock, my own flood finally reduced to a sticky trickle as I blurred-out, barely able to move in the aftermath of the intense, shattering climax she'd brought me to. At last, she slowly, groggily sat up, her gentle smile widening into an amused grin as she saw me spread-eagled, looking like a starfish at low tide, too buggered to move, but with a look of happy concussion pasted on my face. With a little encouragement from her, I managed at last to ooze my way up the bed and under the covers, where I collapsed and lay like a dead thing, fucked to a complete standstill by my beautiful kid sister.
*
Teruko and I stayed another week, letting the weather settle down a little, but we had to leave eventually; I was worried about the flat, our things, living as we did in an area not over-policed at the best of times, and eventually mum conceded that I was well enough to travel down without her shepherding us. I was relieved, not because I was embarrassed by having my mother driving me around at my age, but because I didn't want her driving the 200 or so miles back from London alone, in the dead of winter; even though there was no snow to speak of just now, the weather could turn nasty at the drop of a hat; the temperature was worryingly low, and black ice on the motorways was an invisible killer. I could never let my mum out in that, I'd never be able to live with myself if anything happened to her, and Teruko felt exactly the same. Between us we convinced her that Grandad's Isuzu Trooper was safe; it was the best kind of car for the road conditions, but to put her mind at ease, we'd take it down in easy stages; besides, there were two of us to share the driving, and we promised we'd stop every hour so we could rest.
We left early the following morning to give ourselves daylight all the way back to Lewisham; at this time of year, it could be full dark by 3.30 p.m., so the earlier we got away the better, and we'd come home again soon, anyway; I was still on the binnacle list, and Teruko didn't re-start university until March, so we had plenty of free time; as soon as the weather got better, we'd come back up to drop Grandad's car off, Teruko driving my Frontera, as she was used to it, and me following in the Trooper.
When we arrived back at the flat, we discovered Harry and Sai Fong had already been there ahead of us, turning on the heating, the fridge and the hot water heater, and leaving fresh bread, eggs, sausages and bacon, milk, tea and coffee, and a bowl of fruit on the table. They'd locked up and posted the keys through the letterbox, and Sai had very thoughtfully piled the bed linens and quilts on the bed, so we made up the bed, then I made myself a coffee and brewed a pot of green tea for Teruko as we settled back into our own little home away from home, the place where we had first acknowledged who we were and what we meant to each other.
Life soon settled into a kind of normal again. I had numerous appointments to meet with Mr. Hunter at the national Hospital, who'd apparently been my surgeon and specialist while I was comatose. He was fascinated by my recovery, and the circumstances leading up to it, and we spent most of my appointment s discussing what had happened, and how the brain works, a subject he admitted vast ignorance about. Also, as I was still significantly underweight for my height, and still had a tendency to fall over in a light breeze, he put me in touch with the hospital dietician and several consultations with the physiotherapists, setting me a target weight and date, and slowly getting me used to physical exercise again.
Finally, a week before Teruko was due to restart at uni, he pronounced me as fit as I could be, given the circumstances, and signed me over to the tender mercies of No. 3 Field Hospital Assessment Unit preparatory to taking me of the sick-list and putting me back on active deployment in my role as an Engineering Project Manager. From then on, it was down to the Civil Service to prove me unfit for work, which of course they couldn't, and so, with a sigh of relief, I was back at my job, another major milestone passed.
My first day back at work was an endless cavalcade of people stopping by to welcome me back, to enquire about my health, and to wish me well. The apprentices at Donnington sent me a gift, a Mk.VII helmet made of polished stainless steel with a note attached to the effect that I should probably wear it in future when walking through Lewisham, just in case anyone wanted to shoot me in the head again...
And so life went on; I soon fell back into the routine of my job, splitting my time between Woolwich, Donnington and Abbey Wood, picking up the threads and strands of my work-life, very quickly burying myself in the complexities of keeping Britain's armoured capability up-to-date and available for our armed forces. Teruko re-started university in March, and our life together became one of simple, happy domesticity. There was no question that one day I would marry this girl, but not until she'd finished university; she wanted to graduate, and I wanted her to as well, so we had three years to save, make plans, and fall even more deeply in love.
*
Teruko, mum, Grandad and I were there the day Harry and Sai Fong married, in the beautiful Wren Church in Ludgate in the City of London; Teruko was Sai's single bridesmaid, and I acted as Usher, while Harry's grandfather was Best Man. It was a short, traditional ceremony, as was ours three months later. Teruko and I married in St. Chad's, a beautiful round church on Claremont Bank, in Shrewsbury. Harry was my Best Man, Sai was Maid of Honour, and Grandad gave her away. Again, we opted for the simple, traditional service. All my school friends were there, Andy and Linda proudly showing us her engagement ring, and we held a reception at another hotel in the centre of town. I had a special surprise for Teruko, part of my wedding gift to her.
The reception was a gift from mum and Grandad, as was the cake and flowers, and I was nearly bursting with pride as I led my lovely bride out to dance with her for the first time as husband and wife for real; she'd been calling me husband for so long, now it was real, official, and true, and my heart was nearly bursting with love and longing for this beautiful girl who'd given me so much. As we danced, the room faded away until there was only her, holding me forever, her eyes like huge dark embers, love and happiness welling up in them; I'd brought her here after heart-breaking tragedy, made her part of my family, and now she was mine for real, forever, sister no longer, now she was my wife, the owner of my heart and soul.
After we'd circled the dance floor, people began filtering on, gradually filling the floor, even mum, dancing with Harry's dad, and Grandad flirting with the girl he was dancing with, having a great time. As our friends danced, I pulled Teruko to one side, and took out an envelope from my breast pocket, handing it to her.
"What this, my husband?" she smiled.
"Open it, go on, I think you'll like it!" I urged her.
Teruko tore open the envelope and gasped. Inside was two First-Class round-trip tickets to Japan; her parents were long gone, but they still loomed large in her life, and now was the time for her to return to them, and for me to pay my respects.
She turned to me with tears in her eyes.
"Thank you, my husband, thank you, this best thing you do for me! Now I can ask mother and father for blessings too! Thank you, my husband!"
Mum had elected to drive Grandad home to Oswestry, and stay there for the night, giving Teruko and me the house to ourselves on our wedding night. When we arrived home I carried her over the threshold; even though it wasn't our house, it was still our home, and it felt right doing it this way. I swore to myself that one day I would carry her over the threshold like this of our very own house.
Once we were indoors, she took off her veil that she'd put back on for the journey home, folding it carefully and laying it across the back of mum's recliner chair , then took my hand, smiling naughtily at me.
"Husband come with me now; we are husband and wife, and this our wedding night. Come, Jakku san, you have much to do!"
I followed her up stairs to our room, seeing how mum had cleared the room of everything and had scattered rose petals over the bed, the subtle scent complementing Teruko's own special, almost subliminal scent, that complex that identified her immediately to me.
"Please to help...!" she smiled, reaching for the back of her wedding dress, and of course I was there; this was one gift I was more than capable of unwrapping myself!
I slid the zipper down, and unhooked the little hook-and-eye fastener, watching her as she slid the dress down; as she did I caught my breath; she was wearing a tight dark-blue Basque holding up white stockings, with a miniscule blue thong over the top, barely concealing the lips of her pussy. She stepped out of the multitude of crisp white petticoats and lifted the dress off the floor, to slide it onto the hanger I wordlessly handed her. I took the dress from her and put it on the dressing rail, and turned back to admire her. She truly was an awesome sight, her long legs accentuated by her heels and the high sides of her thong panties, the crown of hair piled on her head further adding to her height.
"Husband help me...?" she smiled, indicating the back of the Basque, but I wasn't going to, not yet; I was still ogling the perfection that was Teruko Cameron, my wife.
I gathered her into my arms, her arms going around my neck to pull herself up as I dipped down to kiss her, our lips meeting in the perfect kiss, all my heart and love and longing for her expressing itself in that one gesture. As we kissed I could feel her slowly grinding herself against me, the feel of her almost unbearable after the enforced separation tradition demanded; I wanted her so badly I could taste it, my need and lust for her flaming up inside me.
Teruko was obviously feeling the same way, rhythmically shoving and grinding her mound against my cock as I pulled her to me by her stunning backside, my hands squeezing and separating the firm globes as I kissed her wildly, passionately, all rational thought or reason flown out the window as the need for her flared even higher.
"Help...me...!" croaked Teruko, her voice thick with need, and I responded in a fumbling flurry of unhooking and unsnapping, getting that wonderful lingerie creation off my wife so I could feast on her nakedness once more. Teruko meanwhile was busily unbuttoning my formal shirt and collar, popping out studs and unhooking my trousers, stripping me as I stripped her, until I was naked. She still had that tiny wisp of a thong around her perfect hips, but I wanted to peel that off slowly, not yank it off.
Teruko sat on the bed and held her arms out to me, calling me to her. She reached out and took hold of my cock, squeezing me as I flexed involuntarily, before dipping he head down to slide her lips over the end, her mouth almost unbearably hot and moist. I was having a very difficult time not coming there and then, and doing polyphase equations wasn't going to help, not this time, so I backed away, seeing the look of surprise on her face, knowing as she did that this was one of my favourite things.
"Not like this, baby, not tonight!" I gasped, a slow smile spreading across her face. She slid back up along the bad and patted it, inviting me, and as I climbed onto the bed she turned to face me.
"Husband know what tonight mean, yes?" she smiled. I must have looked a little puzzled, as she leaned over to tap the tip of my nose gently with her little pink forefinger.
"This wedding night; tonight we supposed to make a baby. Is husband ready to make babies with me?"
That did it for me. With an inarticulate growl I grabbed her, pulling her close as I slid that wisp of string and lace off her, my cock throbbing with the need to have her. When I rubbed her labia, my fingers were slicked with her juices; apparently she was as ready for me as I was for her. As we kissed I rolled her into her back, her legs parting as I slid between them; there was no need for foreplay; we were both keyed-up by a day of anticipation of this moment. Teruko broke our kiss to smile and rub noses with me.
"Make love to me, husband, make baby in me tonight!"
I slowly thrust forward, Teruko lifting her hips to meet me as I penetrated her, my cock harder than it had ever been, the thought of finally making love to my wife on our wedding night more aphrodisiac than any Rhino Horn or other mumbo jumbo could ever be. Her hot, slick pussy was tight and glorious, the feeling of finally being in her after waiting for what felt like forever, but had in actuality only been a few days, almost beyond description. As I pushed further into her, she pushed herself back at me, meeting my thrusts in perfect counterpoint. And so we thrust and pumped at each other, not having sex, not screwing, not fucking, we were making love, on our wedding night, in our marriage bed. Tonight I was making love to my wife for the first time, and praying I was making a baby in her, the one thing I wanted above all other things.
We were too highly keyed to last for long; the emotional charge of this, our lovemaking, was pushing our arousal to beyond any limits we'd ever explored before; as Teruko began to gasp and thrash underneath me in the throes of orgasm, as mine hit me too, making me groan out load as pulse after pulse of sperm jetted out of me, bathing her insides with my seed, hopefully accomplishing its purpose this time and planting itself inside her. At the feel of me exploding inside her, Teruko screamed as her orgasm peaked, jolting and crashing through her, the walls of her pussy rippling and squeezing as she milked me, more and stronger jets of sperm erupting from me as we convulsed together again in mutual orgasm, our bodies stiffly melded together as we pleasured ourselves.



At last we came down from that peak, our bodies plastered in sweat as we lay together, hearts hammering from our exertions; I'd never come like that before, like my heart had exploded and poured into her. Teruko was obviously feeling it too, a small tear in the corners of her eyes as she slowly calmed down, the adrenaline shock slowly dissipating. Eventually she turned to smile sleepily at me, kissing me gently on the corner of my mouth.
"Thank you my husband, I think Jakku san and I made baby tonight! Thank you, I love you very much, my husband, my Onii-san!"
EPILOGUE.
It was a strange feeling to be standing here in the Uriwari Memorial Park in Osaka, at the memorial to my father and his wife; even though he'd been the mainstay of my education, he'd never been a part of my life; part of the blame for that lay with me, of course; I'd never made any effort to form any kind of relationship with him, and then had come the news that I would never be able to. His death had brought Teruko into my life and my family, putting something there that had been missing; if mum was the heart of our family, then Teruko was its soul, the glue that had held us together. Now she'd brought me here full circle to meet them properly. She had wept, of course; I would have felt that there was something wrong with her if she hadn't, but then she'd taken my left hand in hers, putting both our hands on their memorial stone so they could see and feel our wedding rings and know we were joined in a bond of love. She'd murmured a polite greeting to her parents, then placed an offering on their stone, before turning away to bury her face in my chest as she wept. I stroked her hair and reminded her that this was a joyful meeting, that she was here to introduce her husband to her parents, and to ask them to bless our union. She'd smiled at that, and led me away.
The rest of our trip was taken up with Tokyo; shopping on The Ginza, enjoying the view from our enormous room in the Shibuyan Tower Hotel, walking through the towering business and embassy district of Minato-Ku with its upper-echelon Sararimen and their ranks of high-powered sports cars, the noise and clatter of the Pachinko parlours on Shinjuku, eating teriyaki and drinking beer from Styrofoam cups while watching the weirdo's and outrageous fashionista's with their Animé-inspired costumes lounging around and posing in Harajujku, visiting the Nippon Budokan in Kitanomaru Park, and having an uneasy moment accompanying Teruko to the Yasukuni Shrine to pay her respects to her ancestors, knowing as I did that War Criminals were honoured there as well as the great and the good.
The last thing we did was return to Osaka so she could say farewell to her parents. Once there, again she left an offering, shedding a few tears, not crying sadly this time, more wistfully than anything. As she stood with her head bowed, a small butterfly, like an animated jewel, fluttered past her then circled in to make a landing directly on her outstretched finger. She looked at me, smiling happily.
"Look, my husband, parents are pleased, they have sent a sign. They are pleased I have married a good and kind man...and they send blessing for my child!"
I stared blankly, then suddenly realised what she was saying.
"Baby, do you mean...?"
Teruko smiled happily, her hand holding her stomach protectively.
"Jakku san, we will have baby one day soon, a strong son, I have wish for a strong son, to have your courage and heart, a son to be proud of, and carry your name proudly. Parents are pleased, and all is well, look, they have blessed me!"
*
Back in England, more good news awaited us. Mum was overjoyed to hear she was having a grandchild, and Grandad was even more so. He took Teruko and me aside for a private chat.
"Jack, I used to wonder if you'd ever settle down, and with what kind of girl. You picked the right one there, she's everything you need, and she loves you more than you deserve, and I think it's about time you knew that! Your mother and I have been thinking about things while you were away, and we've come to decision. I'm getting too old to rattle around in that place by myself anymore, and to be honest, now that you're both married and gone, she's going to be even more alone. So I'm going to move in with her; she gets to look after me, I get to spend more time with my little girl again, and that house up in Oswestry, well, it's been in my family since 1767, and it would have gone to you one day anyway, but I'm signing it over to you and Teruko now. I can't look after it anymore, and I know Teruko loves the house, the grounds, and especially her chickens; there's space there for as many children as you can manage, and it needs a family to live there and love it as much as I do; you and Teruko, and that baby and all the others will do that, I know."
I couldn't speak for the huge lump in my throat, but Teruko wordlessly hugged him and kissed his cheek, thanking him and showing him how much she loved him.
*
So that's my story; I transferred from Woolwich to Donnington, just a little way down the road from Shrewsbury, and Teruko and I now live 20 minutes drive from mum, so they spend most of their days together, mum fussing over her as her pregnancy progresses, Grandad still doting on her, and me watching her blossom from girl to woman to mother. I have the best family in the world, and the best friends a man could ask for. Sai is also pregnant, so she and Teruko have their own little pregnant-female Freemasonry thing going; Harry and I avoid them when they're together, as we can't possibly win.
And they're both having boys! Harry and Sai are going to be our baby's Godparents, and Teruko and I will be Sai Fong's baby's Godparents; you're supposed to pick Godparents who will be a good influence on the child as they grow, well, I can't think of a better example of love, honesty, honour and commitment than Harry and Sai Fong; they'll be good for our son, I know that.
Every day I fall further and deeper in love with my Shining Girl, and every day I find a new and better way of telling her how much I love her. I'm truly, madly, deeply in love with her, and I love every second of it!
Sayonara!
Author's Note: For those not familiar with my story worlds, Harry and Sai Fong's own story is told in 'All I Ever Wanted'. Harry and Sai also have cameo roles in 'In Love With Lori' Ch 7.2 along with Jack and Teruko, and Andy and Linda (Shining Girl Chapters 5 & 6) as guests at David and Lori's wedding.
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BB1958
___________________________________
Arriving back in England was a lot less traumatic that I thought it would be. The flight was on time, our seats were good, and comfortable, and we cleared Customs & Immigration with only the token interview for Lori, as an incoming immigrant. Her passport duly stamped, we trailed through the Arrivals lounge, people stopping in their tracks to ogle this vision of hip-swaying, traffic-stopping loveliness by my side. We managed to hail a taxi into central London, to spend a few nights in Marble Arch to give Lori a chance to sight-see and do the tourist thing. After that, we'd decided to head on down to the flat in Epsom, in Surrey, not too far from the famous racecourse. We would be basing ourselves there for the next few months while we house-hunted and planned our formal wedding, thanks to my friend who owned it; he was on secondment in Dubai, so he told us to use it as a base for as long as we needed it. Lori and Aunt Sophie would plan the whole service, dress, cake, and reception thing; I was going back to finish my surgical rotation at the hospital I was trained at, St. Giles' in South London.
When we arrived at the hotel, Lori was a little overwhelmed by it; the hotel was located at the top of Park Lane, looking all the way down Park Lane, towards Buckingham Palace. Our suite was an Edwardian fantasy; all Carrara marble walls and crisp linen tablecloths, polished brass fittings and teak panelling. Lori thought it was the most romantic place she'd ever seen or imagined, and put her in the frame of mind I was hoping for. She was not in Iowa anymore, and I wanted her to start feeling at home as soon as possible. After we had unpacked, I asked her what she wanted to do first. Her reply was to kiss me seriously, pushing me backwards until the backs of my knees hit the bed, and I went over, her on top of me. We horsed around for a while, wrestling, tickling, groping, until I was able to pin her down and look into her beautiful eyes.
"So, Mrs. Denham, my real, true, actual wife-and-not-sister, what were you planning on doing now that you've decoyed me into your lair?"
Lori grinned back at me, and pulled me in for a long, slow, deep kiss, making my nerve-endings prickle and my temperature rise as I felt myself flushing.
"Well, Doctor Denham, I was wondering if you could give me one of your 'special' injections; I feel a sudden irresistible attack of nymphomania coming on..." she said in her best 'innocent little girl' voice, the one she knows I can't resist.
"We shall have to see, won't we?" I leered at her, pulling at the button on her jeans, working it open so I could slide the zipper down.
"Why Doctor Denham, whatever are you doing?" she asked me in that voice again, making me lose concentration as I started tugging her jeans down.
"Young lady, before I can give you an injection, I have to give you a check-up first!" I chuckled, slowly stripping her and marvelling, as I always did, at her smooth china-white skin, her firm taut young flesh, and her marvellously pneumatic body as more of it was revealed as I slowly, painstakingly removed her clothes. Lori smiled at me, batting her bright blue eyes every time I looked at her, her whole presence alluring, tempting, wickedly desirable, and mine!
At last, I had her down to her micro underwear, a few wisps of silk and chiffon, nothing more than token garments, worn to tease and titillate me, not for any reason of decorum or need to conceal; at this point, I could be forgiven for having a little gloat; no, actually, I had a HUGE gloat. This girl was mine! Look on, all ye mortal men, and despair, I got the prize, she was mine, all mine, mwahahahaha!
Now she went to work on me, unbuttoning my slacks and fumbling at the buttons on my work shirt, hastily assisting me to strip down to my boxers, noting with satisfaction the bulge tenting the front of said boxers.
"Oh Dr. Denham, I think you're not well, look at you, you're all swelled-up!" she husked, "I think you need some massage!" and she slid her hand into my shorts and proceeded to 'massage' me, her warm hand rhythmically squeezing and pumping my shaft, making me even harder, if possible; it was already so hard you could shatter paving slabs with it, or etch paving glass, but she did the impossible; she tensed it up even further.
"There, just like Reverend Willis used to ask me to do at Sunday School, doesn't that feel better?" she cooed, devilment playing in her eyes while I was torn between giggling at what she was saying and concentrating on not bursting right through the material of my shorts and slapping her in the forehead with Davey Jr.
While she was groping me, I was just as happily groping her, slipping her underwear off her and getting her naked for phase two of my dastardly plan; lure her into bed for some serious horizontal jogging and a pumping session or three...
Lori slid my shorts down, allowing my cock into the open, and now I was as naked as she, and she wasted no time in sliding her lips over the end, giving me a quick suck as a preliminary for the main event. I pulled her up to me, kissing her deeply, my arousal so intense I could taste it; all I wanted to do was let myself go and ram my cock into her as hard and as fast as I could, and I didn't care where it went. Lori, however had very definite ideas about what she wanted to do, rubbing my head over and around her hot wet slit, showing me what was coming next.
I rolled onto my back, taking her with me, so she was lying on top of me, still rubbing and grinding her mound against me as she wriggled on top of me. She had that grin on her face again, that catching of her bottom lip between her teeth that told me something fun (and inventively dirty!) was brewing. God I love this girl!
Lori kissed me and sat upright to straddle me, her slit a hot damp sensation on my lower belly. She began to slide back and forth, rubbing her damp pussy against me, grinning minxily at me as she did so. I reached for her fabulous, gravity-defying breasts, feeling her nipples solidly erect and thrumming against my palms as I cupped her beauties. She smiled at that, and clamped her hands over mine, using my hands to tease and stimulate her nipples as she ground and gyrated on top of me.
While my hands were busily enjoying her phenomenal boobs, my cock was feeling left out, to say the least. My erection was now so solid it was painful, and at last Lori seemed to remember it was there, reaching behind herself to squeeze and pump me quickly, grinning at me all the while.
"What she we do with this, Doctor-Man?" she husked, lifting herself slightly to rub the head against her crotch, but especially against her rosebud, as she slowly rubbed her pussy wetly against me, her secretions forming a slick film on my lower belly as her labia dragged back and forth in her dance on me. I arched my back in desperation, hoping to slide my aching cock into her, but she slid away from me.
"Uh-uh, Doctor-Man, not yet!" she cooed, her eyes glinting with amusement and arousal. She was heating up, and she wanted to play this game by her rules, so I would have to play along to get to that place I wanted. She continued to slide back and forth on me, using little hip-jerking movements, squeezing my cock and occasionally sliding her pussy lips over it, making it slick and wet before rubbing it over the tight crinkled star of her anus.
Finally she decided she was ready, and, holding my cock like a spear pointing at her anus, she slid herself back down and forced herself against me, pushing my cock into her tight anus against the resistance of her tight ring, until the head popped into her. At the same time she rubbed her steaming pussy with her other hand. I arched my back and pushed forward, meeting her as she impaled herself on me, the sensation of my cock sliding into her almost dry nearly too much to bear. She was sobbing and gasping at the invasion, the feeling of the raw, almost rough way my cock was being forced into her obviously affecting her deeply.
At last I was all the way in, and Lori leaned down on me a she caught her breath. I reached for her magnificent arse and grabbed both cheeks beginning to slide myself in and out of her, but she grinned at me and shook her head.
"No David, I want to do this my way!" she gritted, and with that began an easy, hip-rolling pumping motion, like she was riding a mechanical bull, slipping up and then sliding back down onto my cock. The dragging friction, the damp heat and the constriction of her tight rectal tube around my cock had me ready to shoot inside a few seconds. Lori sensed what she was doing to me, and leaned back, one hand resting on my thighs for support as the other rubbed and pulled at her wet slit and hard, erect clitoris. At the same time, she slowed her hip-thrusting ride on my cock, speeding up to take me to the brink then slowing and dropping me back down, again and again, until I was at fever pitch, an almost overpowering need building in me to explode inside my beautiful sister-wife, my darling Lori!
Lori's hand at her pussy was a blur now, as she rubbed, and stroked, pulled and squeezed as she stimulated herself, until, with a loud sighing groan, she slumped forward, her hands on my midsection as she shuddered and quivered, her orgasm bolting through her and jarring her with its intensity. Her anus clamped down on my pumping cock, and with that my cock swelled and pulse after pulse of sperm lanced out of me, painting the inside of her rectum and bowels with my hot spunk as I came with such force my eyes whited-out and my ears popped.
As I came, the feel of me ejaculating so forcefully inside her set her off again, and she mewled and shook as orgasm took her again and again, powerful aftershocks rattling through her and lighting up her central nervous system with sensation and pleasure.
At last the tremors died away, and slumped down on me, her lips finding mine as she held herself against me.
"That was so good, Davey, keep doing that to me, and I'll consider keeping you!" she grinned when she finally broke our kiss.
I slid my hands back down to her lovely backside, squeezing those glorious globes as I nibbled and licked her neck, her shoulders, and her earlobes, anywhere I could reach, in fact.
"Davey, I'm hungry, let's eat somewhere nice tonight! Do you know a good place?"
I did indeed; the Hotel had already made reservations for us at a famous Michelin-starred restaurant just around the corner on Upper brook Street.
I told Lori we were dining at one of the best restaurants in London, so she had to get her boots and socks on, as we only had an hour to make our reservations.
30 minutes later we were walking out to the waiting car, a sleek Mercedes limousine. Lori was wearing that stunning red minidress she'd worn for dinner with Sophie the night she'd told her she was pregnant, and those stellar red stiletto's, and with her china complexion and her jet black hair cascading down her back, she looked completely stunning. Passing cars were slowing down to ogle her, and I had to grin; I was right, she really was a traffic stopper!
We got the same kind of reception at the restaurant; people were craning their necks to look at her, their foreheads wrinkling as they tried to place her. 'A stunningly beautiful girl in a micro-dress, with a body like that, she must be famous, where have I seen her before?' was the general undercurrent in the room as we were seated, and Lori lapped up every molecule of it, playing to the crowd for all she was worth. Her Midwest accent broadened, and her frequent head-tossing as she flicked her hair out of her eyes, and her constant crossing and re-crossing of her legs were followed by every man in the room. We had no lack of waiters; all she had to do was look up and there would be one there; I got the impression they were competing to see who could get there fastest just so she could grace him with her attention.
A couple of minor TV celebs came in and were seated at their own tables, people I knew vaguely from some soap or the other, and one of them, a sleazy-looking individual, sent a bottle of champagne over to our table; Lori declined it without looking at him and had it sent back, much to the amusement of his friends and the surrounding tables. He tried to send it over again, but I intercepted it, asked a waiter for a wastebasket, and dropped it in, again much to the amusement of his friends and the restaurant in general. At that point the Maitre d' asked him to leave, so he and his mates slunk out, where no doubt any passing paparazzi would capture the picture of a minor TV celeb being booted out of a top restaurant for being a boorish prick.
Lori was highly amused, and asked why I'd gone through the whole pantomime of dropping the champagne in the trash.
"You know, darling boy, I could have just gone over there, dragged him upright, and kneed him in the balls, that would have given him the message loud and clear!"
I laughed out loud; I didn't need to protect my wife, she was quite capable of defending herself against pests. When we eventually left, having had a superb meal of wild salmon, grilled beef, scallops, and a selection of cheeses, the car and our driver was waiting for us. As we came out, that idiot from earlier tried to accost Lori, so I had to accidently elbow him under the chin and listen to the click as his teeth slammed together. He tried to splutter something so I pulled him closer by his neck and grabbed his balls, squeezing as hard as I could, enjoying the sight of his pupils dilating as the elevated testicular compression threatened to pop his eyeballs out of their sockets. When I judged I had his full attention, I spoke quietly and urgently to him.
"Look, twat, if you don't fuck off and leave my wife alone, I'm going to crush your plums and feed you the squashy remains, are you getting this? Now fuck off and stay fucked-off! Keep away from my wife, you pathetic little prick, the only time she'd ever go with a snotty little shit-stain like you is after she's dead, and not even then, so fuck off or I'll rip your balls off! I mean it, boy, do yourself a favour and fuck off, or that man over there is going to shove your face down your neck and pull it out of your arse!"
He looked disbelievingly at me, the words 'do you know who I am?' hovering on his lips, when a hand like a shovel descended on top of his head and pulled him upright by his cane-rolled nappy hair. It was our driver, who'd seen what was going on and decided to intervene.
"Listen to me, you little prick!" he rumbled, "The nice gentleman told you to fuck off, now fuck off!" Our new chum tried to struggle, whereupon the driver spun him round and head-butted him right between the eyes. I heard the crunch from where I was standing, and watched interestedly as blood spurted from his flattened nose, but I made no move to assist him; I'm a Cardio, Maxillo-Facial is a closed book to me...
The driver pulled him upright again by his frizzy hair, and gave him an underarm punch between the legs that must have made his balls vibrate like speed-bags and shredded his eardrums, turning him around so he could throw-up in peace, then tripping him into the gutter, kicking him in the backside while simultaneously punching him in the back of the head as he went sprawling. His mates all stood around staring at the huge man who'd just kicked their friend's arse with such ease, and the excited comment from the TV crew waiting outside to catch the rich and shameless at play as they caught the whole thing in glorious living colour was a delight to hear.
Lori was trying her hardest not to laugh, but it burst out of her, and our little friend had to contend with the sound of her laughter pealing out as he picked himself up out of whatever nasty thing it was he'd just landed in. We watched the camera flashes going off, capturing the shot of a minor TV soap star trying to scrape dogshit and puke off his pimp suit while cradling his sore balls in the full glare of the paparazzi spotlight. Blood was drooling down his face from his squashed and pulpy nose, said face not improved by its sudden impact with the road, vomit smeared his shiny jacket, and a large patch of his cane-rolled hair was mysteriously missing from the top of his head. The driver grinned wolfishly at him, and opened his hand to let a hank of hair fall to the pavement, dusting his hands off as he opened the car door for Lori and me.
We climbed back into the car and drove the short distance back to the hotel. On the way there, I thanked the driver, whose name was Jimmy, who tried to brush it off as part of the service.
He did say one thing that caught my attention, though.
"If you don't mind me saying so, Sir, your wife is a very pretty lady, she's gonna get a lot of that, maybe you need to think about getting someone to be with her so this doesn't happen again!"
I thought for a few seconds, agreed that he was right, and made a decision.
"You're right. You're hired!"
He sputtered as he tried to backpedal.
"I didn't mean me, I was just pointing it out, I wasn't...!"
I grinned at him.
"You just talked yourself into a job, Jimmy. We'll talk about the money inside, but it will be significantly better than what you earn now, I promise! Do you own this car?"
He shook his head. "Nossir, it belongs to the service, I rent it from them."
"Okay," I said, "from tomorrow it's yours; you drive my wife around, keep an eye on her, and help her with whatever she wants. That means you'll probably be spending a lot of time in Malls; I don't envy you! I'll have all the paperwork sorted for you by the end of the week, but from now until you've had enough, you work for Lori. And we'll have none of this 'Sir/Ma'am' nonsense; my name is David, Lori's you already know. Tomorrow we want to do a little sightseeing, so could you please be here for breakfast at Nine o'clock, then Lori wants to see the Tower of London and drive across Tower Bridge, are you okay with that?"
Jimmy grinned broadly.
"'Course I'm okay with that, I'm looking forward to it!"
"Good, because after that she wants to see Buckingham Palace, Trafalgar Square and go shopping in Knightsbridge, so you're going to have your work cut out for you; once you get Lori in a department store you may have to send in the dogs to get her out again!"
By this time we'd arrived back at the hotel, so Lori went up to our suite while Jimmy and I 'repaired to the bar' where we managed to find a couple of beers with our names on them.
We chatted amicably, sounding each other out. I discovered he'd been a Royal Marine Commando, when he finally left he'd worked as a security guard, then as a bouncer, before landing this job as a driver/chauffeur, always on single-drop gigs, so he'd rarely even spoken to the people he was driving around. I told him this job was going to be more interesting than that; Lori was going house hunting, probably in Oxfordshire or Royal Berkshire, so he could look forward to a lot of house viewings.



Jimmy lived in a single-room studio flat in Bermondsey, and I promised him a better deal than that; there were several three-and four bedroom cottages dotted around in the grounds of Denham Hall, a hang-over from the days when the house had been the hub of a working estate, complete with farms, smithy, cider-press, brewery and dairy. Now there was just the house, about 50 acres of meadow and woodland, and the cottages, all of them empty. I was sure one or all of them could be made habitable, and if things worked out, he could have one.
Jimmy was overwhelmed; life hadn't exactly been a champagne rollercoaster since he'd left the service, now he had his own limousine, a well paying job, and the prospect of a home of his own. He tried to thank me, but I made light of it; I had no intention of ever living at Denham Hall; it was a frightful, creepy, semi-derelict pile of crumbling sandstone, still standing only because all the walls were leaning against each other and propping the others up, and hadn't yet summoned up the courage to do me a favour and collapse; the only way you'd get me in there was at gunpoint; even the Ghostbusters would have lit-out at a dead run from that spooky, creepy, scary place.
As for the cottages in the grounds, they'd been deserted since before I was born, so major renovation was called for. When he wasn't being Lori's right-hand man, he was tasked with managing the renovation of the cottages, with Lori sticking her oar in as and when she felt like it; his instructions were to humour her, then do it his way unless she was watching, then he'd have to do it her way until she left, then do it his way again...
We discussed money next; I offered him £500 a week, plus meals, and gave him the details of the firm of accountants who handled the trust funds, they'd take care of his tax and National Insurance contributions, I'd leave it to them to work out what they had to pay him in order to give him £500 cash in his hand every week. The cottage would be rent-free; what on earth would I do with rent from a cottage? We already had such a preposterous amount of money stashed in those trust funds we'd never be able to spend it, what could we possibly do with more? He'd stay iwith us in whatever house we ended-up buying while the cottage he wanted was being renovated, which would be handy. Perhaps, if we bought a house with an additional cottage or flat, he might prefer to live there instead, and manage the Denham cottages as a renovation for rental business. It was something to think about.
Jimmy left a happy man, and I went up to our room, to find a very loving wife waiting for me; lucky me!
"David," murmured Lori, grazing along my neck, "that was a very nice thing you did for Jimmy, I'm proud of you! Still, I don't actually need a bodyguard, you know, I could have handled that skinny little no-dick by myself; I've had lots of practice!"
I grinned as I manhandled that gorgeous arse of hers, gift-wrapped in the smallest, wispiest thong I'd ever encountered.
"Darling Girl, he's not a bodyguard; he's going to be your driver, companion, shopping cart and all round best-friend while I'm away. Do you remember a while ago I told you that I was going to be really busy for the next couple of years? Well I wasn't lying. Surgical Rotation, especially at a Teaching Hospital like St. Giles, is the most demanding part of the whole qualification process. I've got two years of that, then another two years of full caseload before I can even think about becoming a consultant and set my own caseload; until then I have to rotate through the surgical calendar with all the other surgical interns, so Jimmy is going to be very important to you."
"He'll be there when I can't be, and I promise, as you start to show, you're going to need him more and more. Hopefully Sophie will be here in a couple of weeks or so, and Richard is retiring soon, I know you'll want to be near them, and their home is in Oxfordshire, so Jimmy is going to be house hunting with you, dare I say it, in Oxfordshire. He'll be good to have around as you go poking around in some of the more rural reaches, Oxfordshire is a big place and some of the villages are more than a little isolated.
Also, he'll keep unwanted attention off and away from you; he's a bootneck, a Royal Marine Commando, so anyone who tries to mess with you is going to seriously regret it!"
Lori dimpled.
"I like the idea of having my own personal trouble-shooter! Okay, since it's what you want, I'll go along with it!"
I grinned as I slipped my thumbs into the waistband of her thong and slid it down, Lori grinning back as she stepped out of it and hooked it with her foot, sending it spinning across the room to drape over one of the wall sconces.
"Don't forget where you left that," I smiled, "You'll give the little old housekeeping ladies a heart attack if they find something like that hanging there!"
Lori grinned widely.
"Don't you worry, Doctor-Man, that's just going to be a mild surprise compared to some of the things I plan on leaving on the bed sheets!"
I love her cheerfully vulgar sense of humour, and I couldn't help grinning as I slid her dress down, exposing those spectacular tits and her smoothly naked pussy. Lori began tugging at my belt, pulling it open and fumbling with the button and fly of my slacks. As she undid them she slid them down as I pulled my shirt off and threw it after her thong, finally standing before her in just my shorts. Lori soon remedied that, tugging them down to allow my drooling cock free.
"There, isn't that better!" she grinned, one hand rubbing the shaft while she squeezed my plums with the other. I reciprocated, pulling her closer so I could fondle her tight bum and grope her damp, swollen pussy.
Lor slid to her knees, squeezing and pumping me all the while, then slowly slid her lips over the head of my cock, her hot mouth and soft tongue feeling exquisite against the sensitive flesh. I looked down to see her looking up at me, her brilliant blue eyes sparkling as she slowly slid my length into her hot, wet mouth. As I watched, she began to suck, her cheeks hollowing, the suction delightful on the sensitive head. It was a truly erotic moment, but I didn't want to come like this; I wanted to fuck my wife, pump her full of my spunk, and make her scream on the end of my cock.
I took her hand as I stepped back, pulling myself from her mouth, Lori grinning as I did so; she knew what I wanted, hell, she wanted it as much a I did; and if there was a little bonus as well, that was all to the good...
I lifted her to her feet, pulling her in close for a long and very stimulating kiss while piloting her back toward the bed. I tried to push her down on the bed, but I felt her lips grin against mine as she tripped me and somehow spun me around so she landed on top of me on the bed, trapping my aching cock between our bellies. Never one to pass-up an opportunity, I immediately reached round and grabbed her lovely, pneumatic bum with both hands, fondling and squeezing those world-class globular buttocks while her lips vacuumed my face. Lori paused in her kissing, sighing as I pulled her bum cheeks apart and stretched her anus open.
"You naughty man, what are you planning!" she grinned, rubbing her damp vulva against my straining cock. I responded by twitching, a muscular reaction she noted immediately.
"Oh, why didn't you say so!" she giggled, lifting up slightly to allow my trapped cock some room to manoeuvre. As it sprang upright, Lori took hold of the shaft, lifting her bottom and keeping her pelvis off mine as she rubbed the head against her wet pussy. I took the hint and thrust forward, Lori dropping down at the same time to impale herself on my throbbing erection, hissing happily as I slid into her.
"Ohhh yes, Davey, oh God, yes, that's what I like!" she groaned, rotating her hips as I thrust into her, riding me as I pumped into her. She pushed herself upright, planting her knees solidly on the bed on either side of me, with her hands on my chest supporting herself. This brought her lovely tempting tits within reach, and I took full advantage of that fact, holding and squeezing her firm, protruding breasts and solid, stiff nipples. Lori groaned as I gently rubbed, pinched, and squeezed those beautiful nipples, her face flushing as she rode me harder, her crotch grinding against mine as she approached her orgasm.
She came with a loud groan, her pussy rippling and squeezing me almost unbearably tightly as her orgasm hammered through her, my lower belly slick with the sweet juices pouring out of her as she shuddered and writhed above me.
Lori slumped down on me, her heart hammering as she caught her breath, eventually raising up to kiss me, my solid cock still embedded in her.
"Christ, that was quick!" she grinned, "I must have been really ready for you! What do you want baby? I know what I want you to do to me, you wanna go there?"
I looked into her eyes.
"Whatever you ask, baby, what do you want?" I asked her, grinning; as though I didn't know!
Lori grinned and licked my lips lightly.
"Just like Mom, baby...!"
I knew immediately what she meant, and my cock gave another muscular twitch inside her, making her grin.
"And I know someone else who wants this too...!" she whispered, smiling sexily. "Make me ready, Davey, please!"
To hear was to obey, and Lori climbed off me to lie face down on the bed, sliding a pillow under her tummy to raise her rump off the bed. I slid up behind her, pulling open her thighs to find my target, her juicy, swollen vulva. I bored in, my tongue flattened to lick the whole length of her gaping slit, making her writhe and murmur happily. As usual, she smelled spicy and sweet, like a Christmas kitchen, the scent driving me on, as always, and I moved in again, licking and teasing, tasting her juices as they flowed from her wet vulva, until I worked my way to the back of her slit to her perineum.
I took hold of her thighs, pulling her into me as I licked and teased her perineum, occasionally stabbing my tongue into her pussy, getting an "Oh, Oh, OH!" each time I did that, until I felt she was ready for why I was down here. As I lightly licked her perineum, enjoying the little jumps and quivers she gave every time I did that, I moved my attention a little higher, until I was licking and gently kissing around her tightly-creased little rosebud, her buttocks quivering every time I breathed or lightly flicked my tongue over it. As I concentrated on her little pucker, Lori began wriggling and shivering.
"Davey, don't fucking tease me, you know what I want, just do it!" she hissed. I of course ignored her; this was my time to play, and I was doing it my way.
"Davey, if you don't...ooohhh!" she groaned as I shoved my tongue into her tight anus, pulling her lovely plush buttocks apart as I did so, stretching her hole open for my delight. She kept up the litany of whispered moans and sighs as I rimmed her, allowing my saliva to run down my tongue and coat her anus, where my tongue-tip pushed it inside her, making her hole slick, spongy, and loose, ready for my cock.
I withdrew, leaning up over her, taking my weight on my hands as I slid my cock into her damp, swollen pussy, making her hiss at the sudden invasion. I pumped a few times, but I wasn't riding this hole, I was just lubricating my cock for what was coming next, Lori pushing back against me and murmuring discontentedly, also eager for the main event.
I slid out of her and rested the head of my cock against her slick anus, slowly jabbing to get it seated, Lori reached back and held me in position as I pushed forward, her sphincter resisting me at first, then slowly giving way as my bone-hard cock slid past her ring, which snapped tight around my shaft. Lori gave a low cry at that, but whether of pain or delight it was difficult to tell. I stopped pushing, waiting for her signal, and when she began pushing back against me I resumed pushing forward, slowly sliding my entire length into her glove-tight, sinewy arse.
"That's it baby, oh God yes, fuck me, fuck my ass, oh Christ that feels good, yess, yes, harder, Davey, please..."she muttered as I began slowly pumping in and out of her, her arse resisting as I withdrew, the way back in always easier and somehow sexier. As I buggered my sister, the image once again flashed through my memory, that scene so long ago, of seeing Charlie, my step-father, doing this to my mother; Lori had said she'd seen it several times when my mother and her father had woken her up with their rutting, and she'd gone to their bedroom door to see the same thing, Charlie hammering his cock in and out of my mother's anus. Now her son was doing it to Charlie's daughter, her son was fucking her daughter in her tight anus for all he was worth.
"Top of the world, Ma!" I muttered as I rammed my cock into her tight, sinewy rectum.
I lowered myself down to my elbows so I could slide my hands under her ribcage to hold and squeeze her firm, protruding breasts, her nipples hard as bullets, and her firm, pneumatic buttocks bouncing and springing against my lower belly as I pounded against her. I could feel her rectum rippling and squeezing as she responded to the crude, primitive sex we were indulging in, her entire body trembling and quivering as we fucked.
The pressure on my cock was tremendous; all I wanted to do was explode inside her, fill her hot arse with my spunk, and then do it again. Lori was obviously feeling the same way; I could see her neck and shoulders flushing as her orgasm approached, the pleasure building for her in waves that rippled through her body and into mine, joined as we were.
When her orgasm finally crashed through her she screamed in release, shuddering as her anal ring clamped down on me, her uterus beating against my cock, separated as it was by only a thin membrane; every nuance of her orgasm, the fluttering of her cervix as it convulsed, the rippling, squeezing of her rectum, was transmitted to my embedded cock, and it was too much to bear. I felt my head swell up and wedge tightly inside her, even as her ring clamped down tight around me, and I came in a white fury of release so intense it drowned out and shut down all my other senses, blurring my vision and making my ears pop, while my body flooded hers with what felt like gallons of sperm, my spunk spraying out of me and into her, coating her bowels with my seed.
I slumped down against her, careful to take my weight on my elbows, and kissed her gently between her sleek shoulder-blades, waiting to get my breath back. My cock eventually softened and slid from her, leaving a trail of spunk out of her and down her thighs. Lori rolled over and looked at me, one eyebrow raised and her eyes dancing as she grinned.
"Now that, Doctor-man, is what I call a good ole-fashioned Iowa assfuck; you British shore know how to make a country-girl feel right at home!" she drawled, "My ass feels like someone done snuck up and hammered a big ole stump in there!"
I laughed out loud, her Rabelaisian, bawdy, vulgar and very funny sense of humour getting to me once again. We kissed and cuddled for a while, until Lori decided that she needed to take a shower. She grabbed hold of my cock, which looked like it needed a retread, and shook it threateningly
"And I mean a shower, alone, just me, so you stay put, or your ass is gonna feel like mine, got it, sweetie?"
I saw the glint in her eye, and to be honest, I was too fucked to misbehave anymore that evening; all I wanted was to sleep, so she could shower to her heart's content; I was suddenly overwhelmingly in love with my bed, and nothing was going to part us, so I yawned, kissed her, and passed-out.
I awoke the following morning to the sight of Lori sitting at the window watching the red double-decker buses and black taxi's hurtling around Marble Arch and jockeying like lunatics down Park Lane, a cup of coffee in her hand, and yes, once again she was naked except for my shirt.
"Good morning, husband!" she grinned, obviously catching the movement as I stirred out of the corner of her eye. She stood up and walked toward the bed, her unconscious strut in full evidence as she hip-swayed toward me.
"I think there's someone famous staying here; there are TV vans and crowds of photographers outside. London is amazing, Davey, can we come here as often as possible? I think I could spend the rest of my life sightseeing and exploring here; no wonder Americans go into raptures about this place; look at it! And you have the sheer blasé indifference to treat it as the place you work and nothing special! Life is too good for you; you should have been an earwig!"
I reached out and stroked her smooth flank, enjoying the warm silkiness of her skin, squeezing and kneading the supple flesh and feeling her life and vitality sparkle underneath.
"Oh no you don't!" she laughed. "We're going sightseeing and Jimmy's due here on the dot of 9 o'clock, it 8 o'clock now, so get your ass out of there, Doctor Man, get in the shower, and get ready, you can have a coffee when you're done, now move it, mister!"
I dragged myself of the bed, knowing she was right, tempted to throw a 'domineering women/arse-scratching/farting' comment in her direction, but I remembered what she'd done to me the last time I threw that one at her...
I decided to have a quick shower; I wanted to grab a breakfast in the restaurant before we went out for the day, so time was limited. Sure enough, 20 minutes later I was showered, shaved, powdered, pressed, lightly polished, and smelling like a manly man, according to the overpowering cologne I'd picked up at the airport. Lori was taking her time getting dressed, after having rushed me along, so I decided to duck down to the lobby and have a quick read of the paper while I waited for Jimmy. Telling Lori what I was doing, I jumped in the elevator down to the Ground floor.
The Reservations Desk had a stack of various newspapers, so I picked up one of the tabloids, planning on reading the sports pages, but the headlines screamed at me. 30 seconds later I was bursting into the room. Lori looked up in surprise, but something in my expression stopped her dead in her tracks.
"Davey...Davey, what's wrong, honey?"
I held out the paper.
"Baby, your fame is spreading again...!"
There, on the front page of the tabloid was a picture of the so-called TV celebrity the previous night being head-butted by Jimmy, and an inset picture of Lori, looking extremely hot, I had to admit. The headlines screamed;
SEX-PEST GETS NOSE JOB!
Underneath, in smaller heading;
"TV SEX-PEST BEATEN BY HUSBAND AND BODYGUARD OF MYSTERY BEAUTY!"
Lori sat down heavily on the bed.
"Oh. My. God. Oh, Fuck Davey, no, no, no, no. Shit! What are we gonna do, Davey?"
I tried to lighten the mood.
"Well, at least we know who all those photographers and TV vans are for!"
Lori glared at me.
"This is not fucking funny, Laughing Boy! It's not your face on the front page!"
I sat next to her and hugged her.
"But they got your best side, too...!" I murmured in her ear, making her grin.
Lori picked up the paper and read through the copy, smiling as she read to the end.
"Look, says here he was asked to desist, but tried to accost her several times, even after he was rebuffed by her and warned away by her husband. Apparently I'm an "unknown American beauty", sounds about right to me, and I'm famous now, so don't you forget it, Denham, you lowly nobody!"
I grinned at her.
"It's a good thing they don't know just what you were doing last night after all this kicked-off, then!"
She grinned back at me, blew me a kiss and turned to the next page. One of the paparazzi had managed to snap a full-length shot of the two of us, and there were the usual tabloid mini-headings asking who she was and why did she need a bodyguard, and one interesting snippet; apparently 12 other women had come forward with complaints about this bloke, and another piece editorialising about bodyguards, bemoaning their necessity these days, and ending by trumpeting that women had a right to protect themselves from unwanted attention, and that our chum had pretty much got what he deserved.



Just then there was a knock on the door. I looked through the viewer to see Jimmy standing there, so I let him in. He immediately tried to apologise for the furore that his handling of that little dick had created, but Lori wouldn't have it.
"I was there, and I'd have done the same thing, only I'd have punched him in the throat as well and watched him strangle, disgusting little prick! None of us knew this would happen, you were protecting us, so please, let it go, I already have!"
Jimmy grinned ruefully.
"I don't think you're going to get much sightseeing done today, not with that bunch of vultures waiting to ambush you! I can get you out of here, though; the hotel has a loading bay at the back, it's where I parked when I saw the mob waiting out there; no-one's going to see you going out that way, so where do you want to go?"
Lori looked at me enquiringly; Jimmy was right; we had to get out of the public eye for a couple of days, until the next sensation broke and she was forgotten, and I knew just the place.
"Get your stuff, baby, we're going to Denham Hall; that's the last place anyone would think of looking for the mysterious "Unknown American Beauty", unquote!"
Lori grinned and gave me the finger, making Jimmy grin too.
As Lori and Jimmy collected our stuff together, I called down to the manager, explaining that staying there was now out of the question, and that we'd be leaving. He was very understanding, and agreed that leaving via the Loading Bay was the best solution, so, as they already had our card details, I settled the account and a Customer Service Rep came up to the room to assist with our luggage.
Once we were safely in the car, the gates were opened and we were away, the press waiting at the main entrance none the wiser. Our destination was the small village of Meadenham, deep in the heart of rural Oxfordshire, miles from the nearest motorway, flight path or anything even vaguely touristy, slightly chocolate-boxy, but still pretty much the village that time forgot, sort of like Brigadoon, but with much less attractive people living there, so very few strangers or visitors wandering around; the ideal place to lie low and wait it out.
Jimmy and I chatted as he drove, swapping stories, he telling me about his life as a Royal Marine Commando, his adventures in The Falkland Islands, Bosnia, Iraq, and me telling him about my early life growing up in Oxfordshire and moving to Iowa when I was five when mother remarried, then coming home at 16 to take my exams and try and earn a place in medical school. I learned his surname was Roberts, he was 35, single and lived alone.
Lori kept up a steady flow of comments, wisecracks and sharply observed statements, reducing Jimmy and me to helpless laughter; she really was irrepressible, obviously that business back at the hotel hadn't affected her to any great degree, thank God!
Denham 'Hall' is actually a couple of miles from the village proper, in its own grounds, 50 acres or so of meadows, exciting trees and copses for a little boy to play 'Robin Hood' and hunt dragons in, and a collection of semi-derelict worker's cottages at various locations around the main house; I'd never actually been in any of them; father and mother had sat me down and told me to keep out of them at all costs, and I immediately thought it was because trolls or goblins lived in the cellars there, scaring me away; actually, it was because the floorboards and staircases were mostly rotted through, so the floors were dangerous. Still, for a long time after I had dreams about the trolls and goblins in the basement, which kept me out of the root-cellar back in Des Moines for years...
We arrived at almost lunchtime, so I promised Lori a quick tour of the house, then off to the pub in the village to try out their grub before settling in at the house. When we stepped out of the car, Lori swept the place with her eyes, her gaze missing nothing. She pulled off her sunglasses and looked frankly at me.
"Darling Boy, when I saw pictures of this place years ago, when we were young, I thought it was ugly and creepy, and I was real glad I never lived here; now I think I've revised my opinion. Davey, it's hideous and creepy, how the hell did you not run screaming from this place every night? What an eyesore, I mean...look at it, what a dump!"
I wagged my finger at her mock chidingly.
"Now, now, Mrs. Denham, that's no way to speak of our child's ancestral home!"
Lori grinned at me, sliding her sunglasses back on and raising her head to look down her nose at me.
"If you think I'm ever going to be moon-calf enough to bring any child of mine within a hundred yards of this Gothic horror story you've got another think coming! Look, even Jimmy's gone pale! If this place can do that to one on England's finest, what do you imagine it'll do to my baby? Nope, this is top of my 'Avoid at all costs' list, so paste that inside your hat, 'Mr. Denham'!"
True enough, Jimmy had gone pale staring at the sombre, ugly facade of crumbling limestone, with every Palladian building reference shoehorned haphazardly into the design of the place, as though my loony ancestor who built it had sat down and looked at every stately home in England and picked out the bits he'd liked from all of them, with all the bits that said 'style', 'elegance', 'symmetry' and 'harmony' somehow being left out, and only the silly things left in; I could almost hear him saying "It's my house, so I'll build it the way I want!"
So that's what he got, a mish-mash. There were lancet windows, Tudor mullions, medieval gargoyles and angels, obviously looted from some nearby church roof, Norman arches, Gothic arches and flying buttresses, Greek revival columns with a jarring mix of Doric, Ionic, and Corithian flutes, capitals, bases, entablatures and abacuses, and, horror of horrors, a battlemented roof, complete with a Widow's Walk. Just looking at the house was like walking through someone else's headache...
Inside it wasn't so bad; mother had insisted on making the place at least marginally habitable, so things like central heating and windows that actually fitted had been installed, and the place was still fully furnished; most of the furniture was too bulky, old, or just plain ugly for mother to want to take to America with us, so it had been left in the house, and the caretaker service retained by the trustees had kept the damp and rot mostly at bay. Periodically bits still fell off though, and at the back of the house was a pile of mouldering sandstone blocks, mouldings, gargoyle heads, angel's noses, and interestingly shaped genitalia off the various male nudes nailed, mortared, or wedged onto the outside of the building; clearly, whoever had carved those things had never actually seen one, possibly not even their own, or came from some strange place where all men had odd-looking pee-pee's...
I had the keys, so we wandered inside, and Jimmy was just bringing in some of the cases while Lori was examining a painting of one of my 'less criminally insane than most' ancestors, when a soft voice right behind me nearly made me wet myself.
"Hello David, welcome back!"
Lori gave a small scream as she jumped too, and I spun around, shoulder up against whatever was right behind me, to look in puzzlement at a girl about my age, with shoulder-length, dark golden hair and brown eyes, not outstandingly pretty, but not plain or ugly, just...unremarkable. She looked familiar, and I stared at her as memory unreeled to place her.
"Rosie?" I asked, almost sure, but I still had to ask. "Oh my God, Rosie, what...how...why...!" I gabbled, and she grinned at me.
"Slow down, Robin Hood! There, that's better. How are you David?"
Lori took my hand, and I remembered my manners.
"Rosie, I'd like you to meet my wife, Lori. Lori, this is my cousin, Rosamund Fitzhugh-Denham, Rosie for short."
Rosie smiled again and took Lori's hand.
"I'm glad to meet you. You're very pretty, David's a very lucky boy!"
Lori blushed prettily, not knowing what to say, and just then Jimmy came in, a pair of cases under his arms. Rosie's eyes flicked to him then stayed there, transfixed. Jimmy stopped dead, likewise transfixed, while Lori and I gaped at the suddenly increased level of non-verbal communication going on in the room. The two of them stared at each other, Lori and me staring at them, until Lori nudged me, breaking me out of my study of the two of them.
"Rosie...Rosie...ROSIE!" I called her, Rosie giving a little start as she came back from wherever she'd been, blushing scarlet and grinning ruefully. Jimmy blushed and fumbled the two cases he'd been hold onto the ground, started to say something, then turned and fled back outside, still blushing furiously.
"Sorry about that David, but who's that?" she asked, seemingly nonchalantly. Lori caught my eyes as she grinned knowingly.
"That's Jimmy, he's with us, why did you want to know?" I answered, trying not to grin.
"No reason!" she answered me, blushing furiously all over again. Lori nudged me, harder, so I decided to quit teasing the poor girl.
"So why are you here then, Maid Marian?" I asked her, Lori looking at me questioningly, so I explained.
"Rosie lives down the road in Meadenham, and we grew up together. We used to play 'Robin Hood' in the woods here, I was Robin and Rosie was Maid Marian. Rosie's grandfather was my grandfather's youngest brother, so she's my second-cousin. We went to school together in the village for a little while, then father died, and mother remarried and we went to America with her new husband, so..."
(Note how I "explained" things to Lori so Rosie didn't pick up any hint about how I met her in the first place; Rosie didn't need to know about that part of our relationship, oh no!)
I looked back at Rosie.
"So once again, what are you doing here, Rosie, you hate this place as much as I do!"
Rosie looked sheepish.
"I saw the papers this morning, and you could have knocked me down with a feather when I saw you with that beautiful girl, and I thought to myself, "David's going to go to ground, where would he hide?" Of course I knew immediately you'd hole-up here, miles away from anyone, so I thought I'd come and say hello, seeing as I haven't seen you since you were five...!"
So when she asked about Jimmy, she already knew who he was? Interesting...
I grinned at her.
"After all these years, you still know me so well! How did you get in?"
She held up a bunch of keys.
"When the caretaker service leaves in the evenings, they turn on the alarms and drop the keys off with mummy, so I picked them up this morning and came on up to wait for you. I have the alarm codes, so I unset them and waited, in the garden, actually; I'm not staying in this gruesome mortuary by myself, not for a big bloody clock!"
She'd reminded me of something.
"Rosie, how are your parents, how are Uncle Jerry and Aunt Sybil?"
Rosie looked sad for a moment.
"Daddy died, of a heart attack, nearly five years ago. It was sudden, but I don't think he even felt it, which is a blessing, I suppose; at least he didn't suffer. Mummy still lives in the same place, with my brother and me. Adam was born a year or so after you left, so you don't know him, he's at university now; he wants to be a banker, like Richard and Hugo, did you ever meet them?"
I was saddened to hear of Uncle Jerry's death, and Lori and I both gave our condolences; he was always good at playing soldiers with me, I remember Aunt Sybil telling me he wanted a boy one day, I was glad he'd had a son. Also, my interest was piqued by her mention of Richard and Hugo; they were Aunt Sophie's sons.
"I never did meet Richard and his brother, but I know their parents; Aunt Sophie was a witness when Lori and I got married in America; we're getting married in church here, Aunt Sophie's organizing it and Uncle Richard is going to give her away. I'd really like to meet Richard and Hugo; do you know how to contact them?"
Rosie smiled.
"Of course I do! They're my cousins too, you know! They live in Chipping Norton, near all those ghastly media people, so not a million miles away; they stop by all the time to see mummy; they sort of keep an eye on her, help her out now and then, and Adam doesn't have any student loans, so I suspect they're paying for his uni; I know they paid for her to go on holiday last year; they're lovely thoughtful boys, but they drive far too fast in those sports cars of theirs!"
Obviously Richard and Hugo took after their parents, and I couldn't wait to meet them. But first, I wanted to introduce my lovely wife to my aunt Sybil, the only aunt I actually remembered well from my childhood, as I used to see her all the time, she and my uncle Jerry, father's first cousin. All the other aunts were a collection of grim old gorgons whose reputation preceded them by quite a long way; I remember mother used to get quite vocal about some of them...
All I knew was, there was no way on this green earth I was going to let any of those poisonous old ratbags anywhere near my sweet wife; to do so would be to sully her permanently.
Lori looked enquiringly at Rosie.
"How did you recognise David in the papers? You said you last saw him when you were five years old."
Rosie grinned back.
"David looks exactly like Uncle David; it really is quite amazing how much like his father he is; look, I want to show you something..."
She took Lori's hand and led her into the study, where she pointed to the large framed painting over the fireplace. I felt a lump in my throat as I looked at my father again, as I remembered him when he used to swing me up and sit me on his motorbike saddle, Charlie and him laughing as I twisted the throttle and made 'brrmm, brrmm!' noises. He was standing with his hands on mother's shoulders as she sat in front of the fire in the drawing room. I could feel my eyes stinging as I saw them together again, as I remembered them, so young and happy, mother's hand on his as it rested on her shoulder. Lori reached out and took my hand as she gazed raptly at her mother again, young, beautiful, before so much had happened to change her world.
"Rosie's right, Davey, it's incredible; you look just like him!"she murmured. I just nodded, not trusting myself to speak. Rosie touched my arm gently.
"We heard about Aunt Jane, David, I'm so sorry; the trustees notified mummy that she'd been given Aunt Jane's power of attorney here in England and handed all the keys and stuff over to her, and mummy's been keeping an eye on the place since, wondering if you were ever going to come back.
Something seemed to occur to Rosie, as she turned to stare at Lori.
"And you look just like Aunt Jane; my God, you could be her twin, you look almost exactly like her!"
Lori moved to head this off quickly; Rosie was obviously pin-sharp, she didn't want her drawing any conclusions just yet.
"I also look just like Aunt Sophie; apparently Denham men have some very particular tastes!" she grinned, drawing a smile from Rosie.
"I'll say!" she agreed, "They say everyone has a double somewhere, and I think I've just met Aunt Jane's! How eerie, especially in this frightful place!"
I was still staring at my parents' picture; I'd only ever been back here a few times since I'd come back to England, mainly to sign paperwork once I'd reached eighteen, and never into the study; something had always kept me out, but now a wash of memories were bubbling inside me, of sitting at my father's desk and playing with the boxes of painted lead soldiers kept in the window-seat, of standing on the window-seat when it was raining, peering out at the rain with my nose pressed to the window pane and wishing the rain away so I could go outside and play, and lying on the floor in front of the fire with my colouring book and crayons while mother, father and Charlie sat by the fire in the big wing-backed chairs and chatted.
The sound of someone knocking at the study door snapped me out of my reverie. Lori reached up and thumbed my eyes dry, then softly brushed my cheek for a second while Rosie answered the door, withdrawing in blushing confusion as Jimmy came in.
"Where do you want me to put the cases, Doctor Denham?" he asked, never taking his eyes off Rosie as she deliberately stared out the window. I decided to help things along a little, helped a little by Lori tapping my ankle sharply with the silver toe of her cowboy boot.
"Rosie, may I present James Roberts, Jimmy to his friends; Jimmy, my cousin Rosamund Fitzhugh-Denham, Rosie to her friends."
Rosie held out her hand, Jimmy engulfing it his massive paw and shaking hands gently, almost as though he was afraid of hurting her. Rosie blushed again as Jimmy stammered and stuttered his way through an introduction, then turned to me.
"Where do you want the cases, Doctor Denham?" he repeated.
"Take them upstairs, Jimmy, I'll give you a hand," I replied, "and my name's David, I thought we established that!"
He grinned apologetically as he picked up two cases, followed by me with two, Lori with her vanity case, and Rosie bringing up the rear carrying the dress case. We dumped all the cases in the master bedroom, and then I toured Lori around the rest of the rooms, deliberately leaving Jimmy and Rosie to have that excruciating first conversation that all couples who instantly fancy each other need to have but don't know how to start...
While the two of them were hemming and hawing I took Lori down and showed her the rest of the house. Mother had decorated the drawing room, the main sitting room, and the dining room, as well as some of the bedrooms. The rest of the rooms were still as they'd been the last time my grandfather had the place decorated, probably sometime in the 1950's.
Lori walked around examining and touching, looking doubtfully at the paintings of my ancestors, all of them with that strained, constipated look disreputable people have when they're trying their best to look respectable, but I knew better; mother had given me the real background to most of them, not the official 'family' version, so I knew each one of those slave-trading, gun-running, mass-murdering, land-grabbing, pillaging, piratical rapists intimately. There were a few good ones, I had to admit, some philanthropists, scientists (or 'natural philosophers' as they liked to refer to themselves), and their collections and curiosity cabinets were still dotted the house, filled with collections of the odd, the strange, the weird, and the bloody scary, collected from all parts of the world. One of them, who fancied himself as an anatomist, liked to collect bones, and I still had the occasional nightmare about the time I opened one of the dozens of small doors in the attic and stumbled into a room filled to bursting with grinning skulls; my screams brought mother running, and the next day father had that door nailed-up; for all I knew, it still was.
I kept the biggest surprise for last. As we walked across the courtyard to what had been the coach-house back in the days of phaeton's, gigs, and landau's, Lori pointed out the new-looking barn behind it. The coach-house used to be father's consulting rooms when he worked from home, and it had been kept spruce by the caretaking company.
There were two medium-sized bedrooms and a comfortable sitting room there, a self-contained bathroom, a kitchenette, and father's old office, and I wanted to ask her if she'd rather stay there than in that echoing creep-show of a main house, but Lori was curious about the barn, wanting to know why it looked so new, so we went there instead. I explained that the trustees had built it, because of what was inside it. She was bursting with curiosity, so I undid all four locks, Lori remarking that it was unusual for a barn to have such a heavy door.



"Ah, Mrs. Denham," I said; "that's because it's not really a barn; it just looks like one. Everything inside here belongs to you now, baby, I just want you to know that before we go in, do you agree?"
Her eyes narrowed.
"You know I never agree to anything without knowing what it is first, so quit screwing around, Davey; just show me what's in there or let's go back to the house; I need to eat, soon, so get a move on!"
Grinning at her forthrightness, I slid the door open, and Lori gasped at the sight; there, in silent, gleaming splendour, was my father's car collection, cars I remember him and Charlie tinkering with, revving-up, and occasionally disappearing for hours on end in. I ran my hand over my favourite; my great-grandfather's green Bentley Speed Six, bought new by the old boy in 1933. Next to it was mother's British Racing Green 1951 Jaguar XK120 C-type, a wedding present from my grandfather, always kept gleaming, but never driven by her; instead, she drove the low-slung shiny yellow Triumph Stag parked next to it, still looking for all the world like it was in the pits at Le Mans or ready to take a stab at the Nurburgring. My father's everyday car, a white 1973 Jensen Interceptor was parked next to that, and over in the corner one of my father's favourite cars; his British Racing Green 1972 Morgan 4/4 Tourer, still looking new and ready to roll; he and Charlie used to spend all day in or under that car, then disappear in it to a pub somewhere and talk about it. Another of their projects, a half-completed restoration of a 1960's Lister-Jaguar racer was sitting on stands, all the parts and body panels piled in a pair of trailers next to it. Parked a little way from it was Charlie's own favourite; a red 1959 Austin Healey Frogeye Sprite with the detachable hard-top that I remember he and father zooming around the country lanes in wearing their RAF leather flying jackets and looking very dashing. Lori was taken by the red 1963 Mini Cooper S with the white roof standing by itself, running her hand over the gleaming paintwork.
"It's so cute, Davey, what is it?" she smiled.
"We think that's a Monte Carlo team car," I replid, "you can just see the fade-marks in the paintwork over the radiator grille where the Monte Carlo 1964 crown decal was. I don't know if Paddy Hopkirk actually drove it, but the other two that won Monte Carlo in 1964 are at the Heritage museum in Gaydon; this is probably one of the reserve cars, that's why there's no number on it, just white panes; father found it in a barn, I think.
Lori was lost in wonder, looking at all that classic street steel, and I led her round to the two motorcycles parked side by side off in one corner. She looked at me quizzically as I sat astride one of the bikes, a classic Norton Commando 'Interpol' model, my father's machine, and patted the saddle of the other bike, a much more glamorous machine in gleaming red and pearlescent ivory metallic paint and a profusion of chromed and stainless steel. Lori looked strangely at me but sat sideways on the saddle, her hand on the tank.
"Davey, were these your father's as well?" she asked, and I smiled to see her perched so awkwardly on that bike saddle, the bike I'd wanted so much when I was a boy.
"This was my father's bike," I replied, patting the tank. "That one you're sitting on, that's a 1979 Harley Davidson FLH Shovelhead. It was Charlie's bike, his 'hog' he used to call it, and it always made me laugh to hear something so beautiful called a hog; I know now why, but then it just seemed wrong to call it such an odd name. I wanted that bike so much when I was a little boy, and he always promised me that one day he'd get me one. After father died, he put it away in the old barn and never rode it again."
Lori traced the shape of the tank, the sweep of the bars, the bright slick chromed binnacle down the centre line of the bulbous tank with the tips of her fingers, her lips moving silently as she saw things I couldn't see, talking to someone I couldn't hear, but she clearly could; the bike was talking to her, telling her about her father, about the man I'd loved as a father too, and still missed every single day.
"This was daddy's bike?" she murmured, and I nodded, not wanting to speak and break the spell. She smiled as a single tear ran down her cheek and splashed on the tank, where she wiped it off with her jacket cuff, her eyes still unfocussed and far away, still seeing something I couldn't. Her head lifted and she smiled brightly at me, holding out her hand for me to help her up. As I did, she hugged me tightly.
"Thank you Davey!" she whispered, "Now I can truly say goodbye to them both at last! Thank you for bringing me here to see where she came from, and for letting me see this, and for keeping it so well for him!"
My heart was overflowing with love for my beautiful sister.
"Baby-girl, I know he was your father, but he was my dad too, just when I needed one most; he knew I'd come back here one day, and so he left me this part of himself to have when he was no longer around. You don't have to thank me; I should be thanking you; for saying yes, for having my baby, and for coming home with me; now you're here, you can have this gift from him as well; it's big enough to share, you know! Everything else here are just toys my father left behind; nothing here really means anything to me, none of them except that red motorcycle; that was something from Charlie, my dad, a message to say he'd always be around when I needed him. And now it's a message to you, too, that he's still here, sitting there when we need him."
Lori turned to look back at the motorcycle, her hand once more tracing along the polished handlebar, before patting the tank once, then turning to me and smiling.
"You're right, Davey, it is a message; I can feel him when I touch that bike, I can put my hands where he put his; as long as that bike's around, he's around. That's good. And now, let's go find something to eat, I really am famished, and so is poor Jimmy, by the look on his face!"
I locked the barn again and we strolled over to the house, to find Jimmy and Rosie waiting for us looking slightly less ill at ease and more relaxed. Lori announced that it was time we had something to eat, she was starving, and I was paying. Rosie mentioned that the local pub, The White Hart, did fairly good pub food, and offered to accompany us, with a shy look at Jimmy, who immediately took the hint, so we all piled into the car and Rosie directed us to the pub in question.
The food was good and filling, Lori in particular discovering she absolutely loved Shepherd's Pie. Rosie asked us to detour over to her home, as she knew her mother would want to see us. I was more than happy to comply; my Aunt Sybil was a happy memory for me; tall and dark blonde, with golden-brown eyes, a captivating smile, and never too busy to sit and play with me, or show me how to draw a cat, or a donkey, or a wizard; she was an illustrator of children's books, and there was a collection of her watercolours on the wall in the small library, a present to me when I was born.
Aunt Sybil was just as I remembered her; same hair, same smile, same eyes; I remembered her as being so much taller, but then, I suppose, from the perspective of a five-year old, everyone is impossibly tall. I was surprised to discover how much I'd missed her, this lady who was so much a part of my childhood, a lump in my throat when I greeted her for the first time in over 20 years. She seemed to be feeling the same way, and so we just looked at each other while memories crowded and hustled together. After an eternity, Sybil turned to greet Lori warmly, noting how much she looked like my mother, saying how I must have searched far and wide to find a girl who looked so like her, and Sophie, of course...
It took all my willpower to not flush guiltily as my aunt compared Lori to mother and Aunt Sophie, although I did get one or two penetrating glances and slightly raised eyebrows from her. After a while I noticed Jimmy was missing, so I excused myself and went out to look for him, finding him sitting in the car. When I asked him what on earth he was doing out there, he looked at me strangely.
"Doc...David, it's obviously a family thing, I'd be intruding, so if it's all the same to you, I'll wait out here; it's a fine day, I might have a snooze in the car, you carry on, I'll be fine."
I pooh-pooh'd that, and suddenly Rosie was there to back me up.
"Jimmy, will you please come in and meet my mother, I know she'd like to meet you!"
Jimmy caved in at that, just as obviously smitten with her as she was with him, so I left them there so Jimmy could escort her back inside. When I introduced Jimmy and the circumstances under which he came to be working for us, Sybil grinned broadly.
"I did see the story in the newspaper this morning, well done, young man, I do hope you didn't hurt that boorish oaf too badly; I know what a Royal Marine is capable of, my father served with the Commando's during the war!"
She smiled as she said this, relaxing Jimmy a couple of notches, and Rosie visibly preened, smiling at Jimmy and getting a shy smile back. Sybil turned to me.
"Apropos of which, your Aunt Bella was on the telephone early this morning, fulminating about that story, ranting on about how you were dragging the Denham name through the mud, and how she was going to give you a piece of her mind, and so on. Lord knows, I try to find something nice to say or think about my mother-in-law, but I just can't help feeling we'd all be better off if God would just quietly drop a gas-stove on her! It's a complete mystery why that old bag is still up and around haunting decent people; why she can't just do the decent thing and fall off a cliff or get herself abducted by aliens is quite beyond me...! Anyway, David, be warned, Bella and probably your Aunt Maude and those loathsome daughters of hers will be descending on you at some point, so stand by to repel boarders!"
My heart sank; Maude was the daughter of my grandfather's cousin, and her two horrible daughters Lavinia and Jennifer, Vinnie and Jeni for short, had made my life miserable when I was small, so much so that mother had eventually banned them from Denham Hall, which apparently caused no little friction in the family; apparently Maude regarded the Hall as her ancestral home (although none of her family had ever actually lived there, as they'd married into an off-shoot of the family) and had taken loud and vocal exception to being barred from it. I couldn't really understand it; why would anyone want that creepy mausoleum?
I used to get nasty letters from her forwarded to me demanding that she be allowed access to the place, but the trustees were of the opinion that she just wanted to pillage the place, so enforced the ban mother had stipulated when we left for America and denied her access for any reason, even serving her with a Court order banning her from coming any closer than 500 meters, with a similar injunction being handed to her daughters; as far as the Trustees were concerned, she wasn't me, so she and hers had no right to be there. If she'd been nicer about it, I'd have probably handed her that grotesque place, with my blessing, and let her have the headache of trying to keep it from collapsing...
Sybil watched me as all this ran through my head, her expression showing she knew exactly what I was thinking. Rosie had also been a target of Vinnie and Jeni's malice, which hadn't exactly endeared them to Sybil or Uncle Jerry, who'd had to have a sharp word with his cousin about her daughters' behaviour. I think it's obvious by now that most of my family were not the sort of people I would be socialising with any time soon. Sophie had been right to warn Lori and me to keep away from them.
All too soon it was time to go back to the Hall, Rosie electing to come back with us 'to help out', but it was obvious she just wanted to spend more time with Jimmy; she even climbed into the front passenger seat, even though the limousine had more than enough seats in the back. We definitely needed get ourselves sorted out for what could be a prolonged stay; I was on indefinite leave from the hospital, but I needed to get back soon, so Lori needed to start thinking about what kind of house she wanted, and where.
Richard would be retiring soon, and he and Aunt Sophie owned a house in Little Brooking, a village about 10 miles from Denham Hall, so I suggested we pick up a local directory and start calling Estate Agents to start setting up some appointments to view properties near there that fitted her requirements. I asked Lori what she wanted in a house.
"Davey, I want something old, but not decrepit,something interestingly ramshackle I think, in need of some TLC, but with some age and solidity about it, something we can make our own. It must have at least four bedrooms, big gardens, and lots of trees; I want our kids to have somewhere to hunt dragons and be Robin Hood too. We'll also need outbuildings, a worker's cottage or coach-house like the Hall, somewhere for Jimmy to live, as you promised him. I also think we need to start thinking about removing and storing the things in the Hall before they start disappearing, and daddy's bike and your cars are going to need somewhere safe too. If there are some apple trees and a duck pond so much the better!"
I looked in wonder at her; my glamour-girl was becoming a home-maker, her eyes shining as she ticked-off the things she thought the perfect country home would need to make it our own. She grinned back at me.
"Well, you asked, I told you! Anything you want to add to the list, Doctor Man?"
I pulled her close and kissed her.
"You forgot a nursery and a playroom for this baby and all the others I want to have; I want this house filled with kids, and toys, and big soft chairs and big floppy dogs, with big fireplaces for them to lie in front of on cold evenings!"
Lori smiled happily.
"I think I'm going to like living here!"
We arrived back at the house to find a large old car waiting at the top of the lane, Maude's car, scrupulously outside the limit laid out in the Court Order, and as we swept past, I caught a glimpse of Bella, a face once seen never forgotten; mother had once confided that Bella was final proof that the undead really did walk the earth...
Jimmy looked back at me, wanting to know if he should stop, but I shook my head; I was in no mood to expose my darling wife to the full gruesome reality of what a lifetime of being a bitter old trout could turn a person into, and from the look on Rosie's face, she was no mood to meet her grandmother either; all I remembered clearly of Bella was that she was a thoroughly unpleasant old woman, and apparently time hadn't mellowed her, if Rosie's expression was anything to go by.
Jimmy parked the car and jumped out to open the door for Rosie, making Lori and I grin at each other, then he opened the door for Lori, handing her out with a small apologetic grin. Lori was trying her best to not notice the increasingly intense looks he was exchanging with Rosie, who looked back up the lane and nudged me.
"David, battleaxe alert; look what's coming in for a landing!"
I followed her gaze and there was Bella, hobbling down the lane toward us, with an expression on her face that would have soured new milk.
Rosie's face twisted into a grimace of dislike, Jimmy noticing the change in her and moving to stand slightly in front of her.
"Problem, Doc...David?" he murmured.
Rosie fielded that one.
"She's my grandmother, David's Great-Aunt Bella, and she's an obnoxious old cow; daddy couldn't stand her; he used to say she must have blackmailed my grandfather into marrying her, there's no other explanation, and that grandfather deliberately died just to escape from her; there have been times when I really did believe that. She's just rude and nasty to everyone, she's a disgusting old snob, and she hates David's family for having what they have; she truly believes it should all belong to her; she's got that in common with Maude; that's her car all the way up there; thankfully we won't see her, she's banned from coming closer than 500 metres!"
We stood and waited while the miserable old bat staggered up the lane towards the house; I wondered aloud why she didn't just swoop in on her broomstick, making Lori and Rosie giggle. The old woman obviously heard us laughing, and some instinct told her it was her we were laughing about, which only served to tighten an expression you could already have used for a Hallowe'en mask.
As she approached closer she was able to see me more clearly, and the expression changed to one of active dislike; I didn't care; as far as I was concerned, she could turn around and bugger off, she wasn't welcome here. Then she saw Lori, young, beautiful, tall, shapely, all the things she wasn't, and her normally malicious expression intensified, becoming even more annoyed when she spotted Rosie.
"So you came back, David!" she wheezed, and I nodded; I wasn't going to mince words with this old harridan, all I wanted was for her to go, now.
"Hiding here, are you? I saw the photographs in the newspapers, you're a disgrace, brawling in public over this...this...girl, whoever she is!"
OK that did it.
I stepped forward, making her step back, her expression suddenly less confidently malicious as I loomed over her.
"First of all, you're trespassing, so clear off. Secondly, that 'girl' is my wife, and finally, since when has my behaviour, good, bad, or indifferent, or that of any member of my family for that matter, been any of your damned business? I reserve the right to protect my family in any way I see fit, and as you're not family, you have no right or place to comment. Please leave, we're busy and I have no time to stand her and bandy words with the likes of you. Go away, Bella!"
Her eyes bulged with fury, and she sputtered, trying to say too many things at once, at which point Rosie stepped in.
"What do you want here, Bella? I mean, really, what did you hope to achieve? David's right, you have no place here, and no right to be here; anyway, shouldn't you be in your coffin during daylight hours?"
Bella's face turned an interesting shade of purple as she sputtered, and for one hopeful instant I really, really thought her head was going to explode.
"How dare you speak to me like that, you insolent little nobody? I am your grandmother, and you will address me as such! And as for you, David Denham, I'm sure the press would be very pleased to find out where you and this so-called wife of yours are hiding!"
Rosie grinned at her.
"Why don't you tell them, Bella? While you're about it, why don't you tell them about your father, or your wonderful uncle?"
She turned to me, still grinning.
"She tells everyone her family was in shipping; the truth is, her father was first mate on a night-soil boat, digging the stuff out of outhouses for the tanneries to make leather dyes; he shovelled shit for a living. And as for her uncle, he was locked up after the war for being a profiteer, a black-marketeer, and a pimp; I'm sure she'd be happy to share that little snippet with the press as well, I know I would, given half a chance!"
Bella had gone pale as Rosie spoke to me, and then Rosie turned back to her.
"Go away, Bella; this is not your family, and no-one here wants to hear what you have to say; David and his wife want to settle-in, and you're holding them up. Why couldn't you just be nice, just this once? Why did you and that dreadful Maude creature have to come down here and confront David? What for? He's done nothing to you, so what are you so het-up over?"
Rosie turned her back on her and walked away before Bella could reply, slipping her arm through Jimmy's as he escorted her back to the house.



Bella stood there, mouth opening and closing and saying nothing. Lori slid her arm into mine and stared interestedly at Bella, a little like a scientist watching a three-legged chicken. Bella tried to stare her down, but Lori could face a charging rhino with a slightly raised eyebrow, and Bella soon looked away in confusion.
I'd had enough by now; after the fun the previous night, and the shock of seeing ourselves plastered all over the tabloids this morning, the last thing I wanted for Lori right now was for her to be exposed to this poisonous old baggage, so I pointed at the gate, barring her way in case she tried to speak to Lori or stand her ground.
"I asked you to leave, Bella, now I'm telling you; get out, and don't come back; you have no business here, nothing here belongs to you, and I don't want you on my property again; if I see or hear of you coming here again, I'll have you arrested for trespass."
Lori looked at me with that raised eyebrow, and I knew I'd be in for some questions once the old bag had done a bunk, but for now she stood silently, her arm around my waist as we watched Bella stump back up the lane to where Maude and her repellent daughters waited in their car, barred by a Court Order from approaching the house. Don't get me wrong; if she'd been the slightest bit less aggressive and self-entitled I'd have had Jimmy take her home, but she tried to beard me in my den, insulted my wife, and tried to force her way into my property, so as far as I was concerned, she could walk or crawl; I was done with her.
After she climbed into the car, it backed away up the lane until it came to the main road, turned, and was gone. Lori turned to look at me, her expression not happy at all.
"David, that was an old lady; did you really have to be so rude to her? I really thought you were better than that! That was a shameful display, I hope you're pleased with yourself!"
She disengaged from my waist and stalked off inside the house, walking past Rosie and Jimmy as they waited inside the vestibule. I watched her in dismay, wondering just what I'd done to annoy her so deeply; whatever it was, I knew I had to clear the air quickly; it was never a good idea to let her simmer like that. I followed her into the house, Rosie patting me on the arm as I hurried past her; she'd seen the look on Lori's face and knew that something had offended her. I found her in the study, looking at the painting of my parents, studying mother's features intently. She turned as I came in, her features relaxed, but that slight narrowing of her eyes belying her calm appearance.
She turned back to once again study the painting, and reached up to touch it gently.
"So tell me David, what was all that about?"
David again; she really was mad at me. I thought quickly, and decided that she might as well hear the whole story.
"Lori, I'm sorry you had to see that; I wasn't going to pop at her, I just don't like having her around me, especially as she came here solely to intimidate and bully; Bella is a nasty, bitter, devious and deceitful person. Mother told me all about her before I left, to put me on my guard, and the trustees filled in a lot of the blanks, because mother knew I'd have to do something about this place one day, and deal with the various family members who think they have an axe to grind with us. She showed me the letters and documents Bella tried to foist on the trustees; she even tried to claim that my father was illegitimate, and that her husband was the rightful heir to this ramshackle crypt you see around you; I don't care so much about that, if she wants this place she can have it, it's one less headache for us, believe me!"
Lori grinned faintly at that; good, she was thawing! I continued with my explanation of the convoluted history between my immediate family and Bella the Bitch.
"What she also did though, the thing that pissed-off the family with her, was to forge a whole bunch of letters purporting to be from mother to her lover, my supposed real father, claiming that I wasn't a real Denham, that I was illegitimate too. The trustees investigated, and discovered fairly quickly that the letters were forgeries, and were preparing to have her arrested for attempted fraud; apparently, with me discredited, she could go about claiming the trust funds, or a portion of them, as one of father's heirs; mother stopped them, because she took pity on that hatchet-faced madwoman, but the problem with feeling sorry for someone like Bella is they take it as a sign of weakness."
I paused for breath, and noted that Lori was looking less hostile and more relaxed, so I continued.
"Apparently, when mother married Charlie, Bella was incensed; she started claiming that Charlie had married mother to get his hands on my inheritance, this apparently in spite of the fact she was trying to prove I was illegitimate. Bella wants all the Denham legacy for herself, so she can live like the Dowager Duchess of Kiss-My-Arse. She's bonkers, but not in an "olde-worlde, sweetly eccentric old aunt who keeps cats" sort of way; no, she's malicious, just stupid enough to be dangerous, and she'll stop at nothing; she even tried to claim Rosie wasn't Uncle Jerry's daughter, that Sybil had an affair with a gardener or some such rubbish; this is her own granddaughter, she was actually prepared to disinherit her only grandchild to get her claws on whatever properties Uncle Jerry and Aunt Sybil have. I can show you the letters if you like, they're all in the bureau in the sitting room."
I paused, watching the expression on Lori's face, in her eyes, as the whole loony story of Bella's schemes unreeled.
"She came here today to assert her "rights", whatever she thinks they are, and to insult and bully us. I'm not having it; if she wants to pop at me, she's welcome; I consider her more than marginally insane, but when she tries to intimidate and look down her nose at you, that's where I draw the line. She came here to assert herself as head of the family, whatever that means, and to give us a tongue-lashing, she got one instead, and one she won't forget in a hurry, either. Look at how she spoke to Rosie; do you really want someone like that cosying up to us and our baby? As far as I'm concerned, if there is a 'Head' of the family, it's Uncle Richard, not her; him I'll listen to; Bella can go take a running jump."
By now, Lori was grinning as I finished telling her of the tricks Bella had tried to get her hands on this dump, and she reached out to poke me gently on the chin.
"OK, point taken, she deserved what she got; I just never want to see that side of David Denham ever again; my Doctor Man is a sweet, gentle man, and he was a sweet, gentle boy, I like having him around!"
I smiled happily.
"Now you know why Richard and Sophie avoid them like the plague! Maude's no better, just more stupid; in fact, I'm tempted to chuck the keys for this hellhole into the duck pond and let the two of them mud-wrestle for possession; whoever drowns the other, they get to keep Denham Hall; it's a win-win for me; I get rid of this bloody albatross around our necks forever, and at least one of those old Harpies as a bonus; where's the down-side?"
Lori pealed out laughing, and stepped closer to hug me.
"Maybe we should sell tickets, it could be a major local attraction!"
I grinned back at her.
"Not likely! You've seen Bella, thankfully you've not met Maude; she's got a face that would stop a clock; mother once said she's got a face like a bulldog sucking a wasp, and I'd have to agree; she's scary ugly!"
We walked back out to the main hall, Rosie and Jimmy looking relieved to see us close again, and tried to decide what to do for dinner. Rosie had picked up some supplies in the village on her way up that morning, so we debated whether to rough-it at the house or drive around until we found a restaurant in one of the nearby villages. Lori wanted to stay in, and Jimmy elected to stay in the coach-house that night; he thought the guest bedrooms were far too big, intimidating, and creepy, he felt more comfortable in one of the smaller bedrooms in the coach-house; besides, the bedrooms there had a commanding view of the driveway and the lane beyond, so anyone trying to sneak into the place would be in full view, so that was decided. The fridge in the huge, echoing kitchen had eggs, bacon, bread, milk and cheese, so Lori and Rosie whipped up some omelettes while we all sat at the kitchen table and chatted while we ate a light supper.
By now it was getting late, so Rosie asked Jimmy to take her home, which of course he jumped at, so we all said our goodnight's and retired for the night. Lori and I stayed in what had been my mother's bedroom, and some of her things were still there. They reminded me sharply of her, but Lori had never seen them, so there were no associations for her with the vacuum-packed clothes hanging in the closets and the various trinket boxes and bric-a-brac in the dresser drawers. The caretaker service had left the house pretty much as I remembered it; nothing was out of place, nothing had been removed or replaced; even the paintings had been cleaned and restored; they were certainly brighter and more legible than I remembered them as a boy, not that it made any of them look any more respectable than before; they were still the same villainous-looking bunch I knew and feared so much...
There was a painting on the wall in the dressing room that Lori requested I take down; that of General Sir Andrew Denham, otherwise known as 'Black' Andrew, General of the Royal Armies during the Civil War; he'd switched sides when he'd figured out the Royalist's were losing, joined Cromwell and the New Model Army, and wreaked havoc in Ireland, with his habit of hanging everyone in sight; when the Restoration became imminent, he fled the country, took ship with the Dutch and promptly sailed off to pillage the Dutch and Portugese East Indiamen ships, amassing a huge fortune, a large chunk of which he expended in buying himself a Royal Pardon, after which he sailed off and began pillaging the Dutch and Portugese ships all over again.
It wasn't until the King married Catherine of Braganza, a Portugese princess, that he was finally dragged off to the Tower of London and hanged for piracy, slave-trading without a Royal Warrant, plundering, pillaging and raping of coastal towns in the south of England when the piracy was a little slack, and generally pissing-off the king. The sight of him with his long curly wig and expression of dissipated evil leering at her was too much even for Lori's nerve, so he ended up facing the wall in the corridor outside the bedroom.
When I came out of the bathroom, there was a sight to stiffen anything in sight; Lori, looking magnificent in just perfume and a pair of earrings. My wife has an absolutely incredible body, and I normally waste no time in examining it in minute detail, and tonight was no exception. I wasted no time in joining her on the bed, her hands reaching for me even as my hands roamed and explored her like we'd not had sex in weeks, not just 24 hours earlier. She was ready for me; apparently the thought of making love in her mother's bed had stirred some very un-wifely feelings in her. She pulled me close with a very dirty smile and an even dirtier look on her face.
"Davey, please don't call me wife or anything like that; tonight, I want to be your sister; your dirty, wanton, slutty little sister fucking her big brother in all the nastiest possible ways, OK? Make me scream, Doctor Man, use your imagination, but remember, tonight I'm not your wife; I'm your sister!"
I have to admit, the thought of playing with her appealed enormously, and I was quite happy to treat her as my sister; after all, it's not like it wasn't true...
"Darling Lori, your wish is my command, sister of mine! Now how do you want it? As I see it, you have three possible destinations for my cock, where first?"
Lori grinned at me, sliding down the bed until she was level with my straining cock. Grinning devilishly at me, she slipped her lips over the end of my erect penis and gave a quick suck while gently scraping her teeth along the sensitive bell. As I groaned at the sensation, she sucked again, once more lightly scraping her teeth over the end. Much more of this and I was going to come all over her, and I had plans for her that involved much sweatiness, so I reluctantly pulled out of her mouth and pulled her back on top of me.
"What do you want, my darling naked big brother?" she grinned at me, her blue eyes wide open and innocent. They say the eyes are the windows of the soul, and looking into those windows right now, far off in the distance, I could see more than a hint of the inspired depravity she was so fucking good at.
"Little girl, I want to see your pee-pee, and maybe kiss your lovely little pink stinky bullet-hole, so if you don't mind, get them up here please!" I grinned at her.
Lori smiled wickedly and spun around on me so her crotch was now inches away from my face while her lips were back in proximity to my solidly erect cock.
"There you are, you naughty boy!" she leered, "Kiss anything you want, you can even lick anything you like, just don't tell my husband, he thinks only he's allowed to lick my lolly!"
I inhaled her sweet scent, tangy and spicy, delicious and Christmassy, and suddenly I wanted to burrow into her pussy, ream out her arsehole, and fuck her like a rag-doll. Lori picked up on the sudden change in me, and shuffled backwards slightly, placing her enticing vulva directly in front of my lips; I can never resist a direct invitation like that, and leaned up slightly to lick her from the hood of her clitoris to her puckered little anus, pointing my tongue and letting it poke slightly into that delicious little pucker. She jumped slightly, then purred contentedly, wriggling her pussy against my mouth as she resumed suckling on me, her tongue lightly rubbing the tip of my cock, not enough to send me over the edge, just enough to keep me erect and sizzling nicely.
I kept up my soft-edged assault on her pussy; she really did taste divine, and every time I ate her, I just wanted more; she tasted sweet, salty, tangy and spicy all at once, and that, combined with her tantalising scent, had me in gourmet heaven as I gorged myself on her. Lori meanwhile kept her ministrations to a minimum, so I didn't go off too soon, and so we licked, lapped, sucked and tasted, giggling, grunting and squealing as various sensitive parts received an unexpected or extra-special tweak, lick or suck.
Lori gradually began to squirm more against me, her pussy forcing itself harder and harder against my mouth as she approached her climax, her giggles and squeals damped down as more heavy breathing took over; she was almost there, as witness the steady outpouring of her delicious juices into my ever-ready mouth, where I lapped and swallowed delightedly, enjoying every drop of her deliciousness. I could feel her heartbeat increasing in her thighs clamped on either side of my head, as well as the tremors in her body as she began to ascend to that place, the sudden ramping-up of her delicious aroma as her level of arousal rose ever higher, and my own body's response to the pheromones gusting out of her and into my system, cranking up my limbic system for yet more truly mind-bogglingly good sex.
As she began gasping, in the final throes of her ascent toward her release, I pointed my tongue and pushed it as hard as I could into her winking little anus, the firm rubbery flesh parting as it convulsed open, while simultaneously rubbing her clitoris with the pad of my thumb as I pushed it into her pussy.
Lori came with a loud hissing scream, her hot juices spraying out of her and across my neck, her pussy clasping and releasing my thumb as it convulsed, and her tight little rosebud clamped down, forcing my tongue-tip out of her tightness. I responded by plating her pussy with my tongue, long slow licks from clitoris to anus, feeling the soft wet flesh twitch and shudder under my tongue as her orgasm rolled on and on.
She slumped down on me, her breath loud and harsh in the sudden silence. I could feel her pulse hammering in her thighs as they twitched and shuddered on each side of my face, in her body as she lay flat on me, her head resting on my upper thigh. Eventually she stirred, lifting her head and giving my cock a friendly squeeze.
"Thank you Davey, that was fucking incredible, you should save some of those for your wife, you know that?" she grinned impishly, looking much younger than she really was, although the scenery from where I was standing looked anything but young; it looked lush, inviting and womanly, and my cock twitched as I surveyed all that luscious landscape.
I took hold of her lovely firm peach buttocks and pulled them apart so I could lick and then blow gently on her anus, watching the little puckered rosebud twitch and contract. Lori jumped slightly, then squeezed me in acknowledgement as she grinned back at me.
"I love it when you do that, you dirty, dirty boy! What is my poor, innocent husband going to say when he finds out about this; why, I won't know where to put my face!"
I grinned back at her as I massaged the marvellous mounds of her glorious backside.
"Don't worry about it, baby-girl; I'll have a little chat with him; maybe we can come to some sort of agreement!"
Lori looked back at me, her eyes hooded.
"It's your turn now, Davey; what does my big brother want to do with his naughty little sister?"
For answer I pulled her around to face me, Lori moving up the bed to lie next to me with her little hand wrapped tightly around my bone-hard erection as we kissed, our tongues thoroughly exploring the other's mouth in a frenzy of French-kissing. As our lips and tongues moved against each other, her hand slowly pumped me, setting me up for the next round. I wanted to fuck my sister so hard it was a physical need inside me, an inescapable fact, an urge that I couldn't suppress or control much longer. Lori sensed the need in me, her hand coming up to the back of my neck to pull my face even closer to hers, the act of doing so rolling her onto her back. I slid over her to position myself between her thighs and broke our kiss to look into her deeply violet eyes, seeing only love and my need reflected there.
"Love you, Doctor Man!" she whispered, and slipped her hand down to guide me into her as I thrust forward. As I slipped into her, she raised her pelvis to meet me, drawing me into her as I drove down into her, both of us in perfect point/counterpoint, our rhythm together perfect and unconsciously precise. My hands slid down her back as I slipped my arms under her to take my weight on my elbows and forearms. Now I could hold her fabulous bum cheeks, squeezing those softly muscular marvels as she flexed against me, pumping her pussy up and onto my hammering cock.
It took only a couple of minutes of this for her to begin gasping and hissing as the first faint trails of orgasm threaded through her like silver rain against a dark backdrop, thrilling electric trails snapping and crackling inside her, brilliant and pleasurable.
"Davey...ooohhh, yeeesss...please...Davey ...ooohhh God, yeeesss, yeeesss, YEESSSS!" she screamed as she orgasmed, a sudden rush of warmth over my lower belly and upper thighs as she sprayed her tangy juices over me in the extremity of her orgasm.
She continued to hump and gasp against me as her orgasm rolled and crashed through her, breakers on a silver beach, each comber dragging back a little further, crashing into her less high as her orgasm slowly trailed away and abandoned her to the afterglow. She lay quietly under me for a few moments, twitching and shivering in adrenaline reaction before opening her eyes and smiling at me.



"And still nothing for you, Darling Boy. I know what you deserve for being such a wonderful man; we're here on mom's bed, I want to do what mom liked best, Davey, I want both her children to do what she liked best, Davey, right here where she did it!"
Of course I knew exactly what she meant, and as I moved off her, kneeling up to catch my breath, Lori dragged a couple of pillows into the centre of the bed and rolled onto them on her stomach, pushing and adjusting them under her tummy until her sexy bum was lifted up and pointing right at me. She looked back at me and winked, then took hold of her cheeks and pulled them open, stretching her anus open obscenely.
"Fuck my ass, baby, stick that big cock of yours in my ass, I want you to ream me properly, brother of mine, give your sister what her mom liked so much!" she whispered, her violet eyes flashing as she leered at me.
I moved up over her and placed my hands on the bed on either side of her, sliding my achingly stiff cock into her soaking wet pussy and pumping a couple of times to lubricate myself thoroughly, before pulling out and positioning myself against the tight knot of her anus. Lori pulled her cheeks apart and lifted slightly, pushing herself onto the head of my erect cock. As she did, I slid forward, pushing into her tight anus with practiced ease, sliding in and filling her tight rectum as she gasped with the sensation.
"Fucking hell, Davey, that thing really is getting bigger! Next time a little slower, please, for fuck's sake!" She panted, pushing back against me nevertheless.
"You wanted dirty, now take it, little sister, now your big brother's filling your arsehole, is that dirty enough for you?" I whispered in her ear, watching her grin and nod.
For me, the best part was always going to be the initial penetration, as her ring clamped around my shaft and pulled me into her hot tightness, like sliding into a warm, skin-tight glove, one that pulsed and squeezed me evenly along my entire length. I knew I wasn't going to last long like this; I never could. Lori was so fucking hot, this was so depraved, and the memories and associations were so intense that I could only hold back for a few short minutes.
I began to pump slowly, withdrawing as always more difficult than sliding back in, and it was obviously having an effect of Lori; as I pumped and savoured the sensation of her hot rectum squeezing me, she was muttering and gasping, and when I slid my hands under her ribcage and cupped her breasts to squeeze her nipples, she began bucking against me in earnest, fucking me with her arse as I plunged my cock into her as hard as I could, for as long as I could, both of us heading for a monster climax.
The end came suddenly, as it always did. Lori screamed as she came, her anus clamping down tight on me as her pussy convulsed, her cervix contracting and drumming against my cock as it lay sheathed in her tight velvety rectum. I lost all self-control, my sperm finally bursting unstoppably out of me, to flood her bowels with my hot seed. The feel of my cock pulsing inside her as I blasted spunk into her served to roll her orgasm over and slam into her all over again. Lori groaned as yet more waves battered her, the convulsions of her arse milking me as effectively as her pussy had done so many times before.
Eventually I finished spraying inside her, my pulses of spunk turning into an anaemic trickle, then dying away as I softened and finally slid from her, so buggered it wasn't even funny; I felt like death warmed up, it was all I could do to slump down next to her and pull her to me as I pulled the covers over us, before falling into a deep, but not dreamless sleep...
I had a disturbed night; snatches of dreams, a blizzard of images from the last few weeks, starting from when I'd arrived back in Des Moines for Charlie's funeral, then mother's death, and jumping around in no particular order between then and the confrontation with Bella this afternoon.
Lori must have been having a similarly broken sleep; at one point I felt her as she stood by the bed pulling the bedclothes back up over me and patting me on the shoulder, and I remember wondering muzzily why she'd needed to get out of bed to do that. Eventually I slipped into a deep, dreamless sleep, to be woken by Lori screaming in the dressing room.
I was out of bed and in there in a flash, my eyes taking in the clothes strewn all over the floor, and then noticing the direction of her gaze. I looked around, and the large painting of 'Black' Andrew, the one it had taken two of us to take down and take out into the corridor, was back on the wall! His expression seemed to be even more dissipated and licentious, and I started in shock, instinctively stepping in front of Lori to shield her from...what?
"Davey...what...how...who...? It's not possible...Davey, who did this?" she babbled, and I could hear the edge of real fright in her voice. I pushed her out of the dressing room and grabbed all her stuff, stuffed it into the nearest open case, and dragged it the hell out of there, making sure I closed and locked the door, and putting the key into the dresser drawer. Then I pulled her to me, holding her tightly as she shook and trembled in fright.
"Davey, how did that get there? I didn't do it, I can't even lift that thing, so either you did it in your sleep, or it did it itself, or someone was in here, with us, while we were sleeping...!"
I felt damp on my shoulder and I realised my baby was crying, with fear, or shock, or both; this place and whatever had happened in there, had really spooked her. Her voice was tremulous and soft when she spoke again.
"You had such a restless night, Davey, you were awake half the night, rustling around and rummaging in the closets, I could hear you breathing heavy, and I kept dreaming about mom, about daddy and the funeral, and replaying that scene this afternoon; I only really fell asleep after that lovely massage..."
My head snapped up; what massage? I'd been like a dead thing, so tired I could barely move, I'd woken in the exact same position I'd fallen asleep in, so I knew I hadn't moved, so who was rummaging around in the closets? Who the hell put that picture back, and who, or what, had had their hands on my lovely wife? That was the last straw; I wasn't staying here another night, not with something roaming around at night and running its hands over my wife...
"Baby," I said slowly, "that wasn't me; I didn't give you a massage...
Lori stared at me in horror, her grip on me almost painfully tight. I held her close, as I whispered "I think it might be a really good idea if we not spend another night here, okay?"
Lori nodded, still clutching me tightly, shivering even more. That was it, we were done, Denham Hall was just too much for me to deal with, and now, with something here that apparently liked touching Lori? No, we were gone, adios, auf weidersehen, sayonara, see ya.
By mutual agreement, we took a shower together; Lori felt unclean, with God knows what running its hands over her. Neither one of us wanted to let the other out of their sight, so we dressed together, re-packed our bags and dragged and kicked them downstairs in one shift, again, because neither of us wanted to be alone for even one second.
Once all the bags were stacked outside in the porch, we walked together over to the coach-house to get Jimmy. I wasn't really surprised when Rosie answered the door, and she just grinned, her aplomb completely undisturbed. Jimmy at least had the grace to blush, although I wasn't sure why; Rosie was long past twenty-one, not my sister, and if she wanted to spend the night with a man, it was of no real interest to me, and entirely none of my business anyway. She seemed to know that something had happened, probably by the look on Lori's face, and after a quick whispered conversation with her she turned to me.
"I think you'd better stay in the village with mummy and me, all three of you! I wondered how long you'd stick it out in that gothic horror funhouse. Pass me your 'phone, Davey, I'll just let mummy know we've got guests."
Lori tried to protest, but Rosie brushed them aside.
"Nonsense, you're family, it's no imposition. We'd love having you stay; I daresay it will be a lot less terrifying than staying in the Hammer House of Horrors over there!"
That settled, we waited for Jimmy and Rosie to straighten-up, packed all our stuff into the car and left. As I was climbing into the car, something made me look back at the house, and there, quite plainly, was a figure with long dark hair, in a dark robe or dress, standing and looking at us through the master bedroom window; Jimmy stifled an exclamation as he too saw it, closing his mouth as he saw my quick nod at Lori and Rosie, not wanting to alarm them.
We left Denham Hall for the very last time; someone else in the family could have the pleasure of living there and get felt-up by whatever the hell was roaming the place, perhaps Bella, she wanted it so badly, and she'd fit in nicely with all the other 'Bogle's an' Ghaistie's and long-leggedy beasties, an' things that go bump in the night' haunting the place. I smiled as I thought of Bella, with a face on her like a cat licking shit off a nettle, confronting whatever malevolent presence was roaming around in that gloomy crypt; perhaps we didn't need the Ghostbusters; one night of Bella's own special presence in there should clean it out better than Clorox...
Thinking happy thoughts like that, we figuratively shook the dust of Denham Hall off our shoes as we zoomed away from there, never to return; whatever was living there was welcome to the bloody place, and good riddance!
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I arrived home at 6 p.m. expecting to see Lena dressed, prepped and ready for fun; we were going out to dinner, then we were going to a club, or at least that was the plan; instead I found her pacing and muttering, nervous, edgy, and irritable.
I hugged her close, fondling her taut little bum cheeks as I nuzzled her, as per usual, but she was tense and tightly drawn, her body humming with nervous energy.
"What's the problem, Princess?" I asked, conscious that this kind of tension was definitely not good for the baby.
She looked at me, her eyes troubled, and almost afraid, which put me on alert; Lena is fearless, outspoken, and not afraid of a confrontation, so something serious was up.
"Dar, it's Lizzie...she's on her way over...with the children!" she blurted out, her expression almost afraid.
"What if they don't like me, what if they find out about...you know...us? What are we going to tell them, how on Earth are we going to explain it? Dar, I'm scared, I'm scared of some kids, I'm scared they'll hate us, Dar what am I supposed to do? Tell me!"
I grinned over her shoulder; Lena had never been uncertain or unsure in her entire life, and now she was scared of a pair of kids? It was too much! I rubbed her back, feeling the muscles knotted and strained under my hands, so I began squeezing and gently massaging those knots and tense muscles, slowly relaxing her as she held onto me, her face buried in my shoulder. Eventually, she slumped against me, giving a gusty sigh as she relaxed, her muscles relaxed and un-knotted as some of the fear and apprehension drained away.
"There, feel better now?" I asked her, smiling as she leaned against me and kissed my ear.
"Much better, thank you baby!" she murmured, her fingers idly toying with the buttons on my shirt. She leaned back to grin at me, her eyes calm and unworried, her expression normal as she regained her balance.
"I meant what I said, though; what are we supposed to do if they ask about us, you and me and little Morgan in here?" she grinned, tapping her midriff lightly.
I grinned at her expression.
"We tell them exactly what we said we would; that I'm your boyfriend, Emma's nephew, and that you're Lizzie's younger sister, that's all they need to know for now. I'm not sure how they'll react if we just blurt out that Lizzie's actually my mother, because I still haven't worked out yet just how the hell this baby is related to them! Occam 's razor, baby, 'the simplest explanation is the one most likely to be true' as my physics teacher used to tell us, so for now, little Morgan-baby is their new first cousin, which is true, sort of; later on, if it seems appropriate, we'll tell them the truth, but for now, just the simple version, okay?"
Lena smiled back at me, happy to be reassured.
"Okay Dar, just the simple version for now, got it!"
She began bustling about, picking up and rearranging cushions, moving ornaments and putting them back, keeping herself occupied. The doorbell rang, and I jumped up to answer the door.
"Showtime, Lena, are you ready?"
Lena just looked up from her fiddling with the ornaments on the mantelpiece.
"It's not Lizzie; too early. I asked Aunt Doreen to come over, that'll be her now. Let her in, Dar, chop-chop, don't leave her standing out there!"
I opened the door and there was my favourite aunt. I felt a little guilty seeing her; while Lena had been away I'd immersed myself in my work, keeping myself busy, and consequently had hardly spoken to Doreen in weeks, but her smile was the same, and she showed no sign of annoyance at my ignoring her. I suppose it was the little boy in me, but whenever my Aunt Doreen was around, I felt safe and secure; she was one of my most enduring symbols of family, and I loved her dearly. She handed me her light jacket and walked on into the sitting room, Lena immediately hugging her warmly; Min may have been Lena's favourite aunt, but Doreen had a special place in her heart too, and I could see her relaxing as Doreen embraced her.
"Sit down, child, you're supposed to be resting now; let Darryl do the running around, he's big and ugly enough to do for himself, you need to take care of yourself and that baby!"
She grinned at me as she said it, and I couldn't help but grin back; being twitted by Aunt Doreen was as much a part of my childhood as Lena, or school, or mum and dad.
I left them huddled together on the couch as I went to put the kettle on; Doreen was an inveterate tea-drinker, and I'd been making tea for her since I was eight or nine years old, so I knew just how she liked it. As I was busying myself in the kitchen warming the teapot and measuring out the tea, the doorbell rang again. Even in the kitchen I heard Lena's sudden gasp. I smiled to myself and went to answer the door, knowing she'd be a bag of nerves all over again.
When I opened the door, Lizzie was standing there, and I could see Emma shepherding the children from the car. Even from a distance, I was struck by how much the girl (Allie, her name was Allie, remember that, I told myself...) resembled Lena; apart from the different hair colour, they could have been the same girl at that age, a leggy, coltish 12-year old, all knees and skinny arms and legs, but a dead-ringer for Lena nevertheless. The little boy had dad's expression, that slightly bemused, good-humoured upward curve to his mouth, the same features, the same eyes. I stared in wonder; there stood my dad almost 60 years ago.
I ushered them all in, Lizzie and Emma both kissing my cheek, Allie shaking hands with me, her eyes roving across my features, then flicking over Emma's, and the little boy, Marcus, gravely shaking hands with me as I introduced myself. I led them into the sitting room, Lena's expression somewhere between terror and longing as her gaze fell on those two children, her eyes widening as she took in the little boy's features. Lizzie smiled reassuringly at her.
"Hello Lena, thank you for allowing us to come over at such short notice. Kids, this is Lena, remember, I told you about her. Lena's my little sister. Lena, this is Allie, and this," she put her hand on his shoulder, "is Marcus. Kids, say hello to your aunt."
Marcus waved shyly, and Allie grinned impudently.
"You've gotta be mum's sister, you look just like her; been hiding, have you?"
Lena grinned, her stage fright abandoning her.
"Hello Allie, yes, I really am your mum's sister; she left home before I was born, so I never knew her. I'm glad to meet you, though. And please, call me Lena!"
"Hello Lillibet!" said a soft voice from the other side of the room; everyone had been so intent on this first meeting that we'd forgotten Aunt Doreen was there, keeping well back.
Lizzie spun round, her eyes wide, tears suddenly brimming in them.
"Dodo? Oh my God, Dodo, I'd...It's...Oh Dodo, I missed you so much, please...!" she breathed, dissolving in tears, Doreen suddenly there to hold her as she sobbed into her shoulder. Lizzie hugged her tight, Doreen murmuring to her while she patted her back and stroked her hair, soothing her and fishing out a hanky for her to wipe her eyes and blow her nose. When Lizzie had calmed down, Doreen held her at arm's length and looked her up and down.
"Look at you, Lillibet, all grown-up, a mother, and so beautiful; I missed you so much, Lillibet, more than I can say! I've waited so long to see you, and now here you are, and your beautiful children as well. I missed you, sweetheart, more than you can understand, I thought I'd lost you forever, I prayed for you to come home, and now you have!" she dabbed at her eyes, just as Lena was doing, and I nearly was as well.
Lizzie urged the two children forward.
"Allie, Marcus, this is my Auntie Dodo, she helped my dad bring me up, she was like my mum when I was growing up, I want you to say hello to her."
The children looked shyly at Doreen, obviously affected by their mother's emotional reunion with her aunt, not knowing quite what to say. Marcus broke the ice, holding out his hand.
"Hello Auntie Dodo, is that your real name?"
Doreen smiled at him as she shook hands with him.
"No, Marcus, my name is Doreen, but you can call me Auntie Dodo if you want; that's what your mummy always called me."
Marcus grinned at her, looking so much like dad it made my breath catch in my throat.
"I like that; my Auntie Dodo! My name is Marcus David Robert Daniels, and I'm nearly seven! You can call me Marcus, if you want."
Doreen smiled at him.
"How do you do, Marcus, I'm a lot older than seven, and I'm very pleased to meet you! And who's this?" she smiled, turning to Allie.
Allie grinned at her.
"I'm Alison, but everyone calls me Allie, and I'm nearly thirteen! Are you my granddad's sister? Does that mean you're my Great-Aunt?"
Doreen smiled even wider at Allie's sharp inquisitiveness.
"You are so much like you mother when she was that age, it's almost like having her back again! Your mother grew up here, in this house, your grandfather and I, and your other aunt, my sister Minnie, helped bring her up from when she was just a baby. She went to school just down the road there, with her friend Emma, and yes, I recognised you too, Emma Fraser, you haven't changed much either!"
Emma smiled at that, exchanging glances with Lizzie.
"I was wondering, Miss Morgan it's been a long time!"
I looked enquiringly at Doreen, who smiled back at me.
"Lillibet and Emma both went to the Cathedral Primary School where I was Headmistress, Emma and her sisters, Lillibet, and...." she broke off as she nearly mentioned Robert Fraser, before continuing "...and a lot of other people they both know, who still live around here!"
Once the awkward moment passed, we sat down and chatted, Lena anxious to make some sort of connection with her nephew and niece, while I made tea, passed around fruit juice or fizzy drinks, biscuits, and generally acted as host while Lena's family connected. I was just congratulating myself on a successful afternoon when Allie caught my eye with her own sharp little eyes.
"So tell me something, Darryl; why do you look so much like Aunty Emma?" she asked shrewdly, so I told her.
"My father was Robert, Emma's older brother; I was...adopted, and didn't know until my adoptive parents told me. Emma's my aunt, too!"
Allie grinned at me.
"So Lena and you are having a baby, and this baby will be my first cousin, right?" I nodded.
"So it'll also be Mum's niece, nephew, whatever, right?" I nodded again.
Allie leaned back and smiled.
"And it will also be Aunty Emma's what, Great-Niece or nephew? Wow, this family just got complicated! Anything else you want to tell me?"
If only I could!
I grinned at her.
"Nope, nothing else to tell, now you know as much as I do!"
Marcus piped-up then.
"Mummy said you're a doctor; do you stick needles in people and cut them open?"
I had to grin, but I shook my head.
"Well, someone else sticks the needles in, but yes, I do the operations!"
The conversation went on in this vein for a while, the kids asking Lena and I surprisingly sharp questions about our lives, my job; Marcus, in keeping with every little boy, wanted to know all about the gory bits, but I kept those to a minimum. They were all a little shocked, I think when Lena asked if they could be free for a week, as we wanted to take them to Cyprus with us as soon as possible, like the end of the week?
Allie was excited, Marcus was incoherent, and Lizzie was brimming again at the thought of seeing dad again, and to be honest, so was I; I'd never felt their absence so keenly, even when I was away at medical school, at least then, mum and dad were only at the other end of 120 miles of motorway. Emma herded the kids out so Lena could talk with Lizzie, so I took the three of them to Veracchio's, a local gelato parlour, to try some of the best Italian ice cream in Clifton while Lena and Lizzie ironed out their plans.
Emma and I talked more about Robert, telling me what he'd what he liked and disliked, his sense of humour, what he'd been like as a boy. I asked about him joining the Royal Marines, and a line appeared between her eyebrows.
"You've got me there, Darryl; none of us know what made him do it; Robbie was so quiet, gentle, and soft-spoken, it was a complete surprise, actually, it was a huge shock, when he announced he'd joined-up. Robbie was interested in art, in sketching, painting; he spent all his spare time drawing all sorts of things; birds, insects, cars passing the house, the other kids in the playground at school, and of course endless studies of Lizzie; I think he thought he was somehow letting dad down, that he wasn't being 'manly' enough or something, but I don't know where he got that from, certainly not from dad; dad was so proud of his ability. No-one in our family had ever been anything like that; they were always blue-collar working men, not a trace of artistic ability or inclination; Robbie was the first. When he went away to the Falklands, dad was convinced he wasn't coming back, and when he heard the news that he'd been killed, he just locked himself in his room and stayed there for days."
She stopped talking while she took a sip of her coffee, her eyes distant.
"He never mentioned Robbie again after that, but then he hardly ever spoke again, and when he died, one of the things he'd requested in his will was that we collect all Robbie's drawings, sketches, paintings, everything, and bury them with him. When Lizzie heard the news of his death, she took all the sketches and paintings of her, everything Robbie'd ever done for her, and burned them, just so she'd never be reminded of him. She took his loss as hard as dad did, in her own way, which is why I never judged her; what do you do when the centre of your world is wrenched away from you? Lizzie chose to remove any reminder of it, to deny it ever existed, and I can't say I really blame her."
She paused to take another sip from her coffee, her eyes glittering with unshed tears.
"I believed then, and I still believe now, that my dad died of a broken heart when that sniper took his son away, it just took a while for him to realise he was dead. Robbie was one of a kind, a gentle, sweet, generous boy, and when he was taken, something broke inside Lizzie as well; she'd owned him since he was six years old, he was always there, always in arm's reach; they always knew when the other needed them, they didn't even need to speak, they just knew what the other was thinking. I know Lizzie didn't want him to join-up, but she also knew it was something he thought he had to do. He was 20 the week he was killed; his mates on the ship even gave him a cake on the way down there. What a bloody waste that war was, all those boys killed, on both sides, for a couple of wind-blown, desolate islands in the middle of nowhere..."
Much as I tried to suppress it, I began to feel a connection and a strong surge of sympathy for this young man who'd fathered me and died before he ever saw me, and it made me feel guilty, as though I was being disloyal to dad; after all, he was the one who brought me up, in every way I could describe it, he was my dad, no-one else.
Emma picked up on that conflict, and gently steered the conversation away from me and onto the rest of her family, telling me about my other aunts, and my cousins, in Australia and in London. I learned about the scandal surrounding my cousin Julie and the circumstances of her birth, and how Emma and her youngest sister had lost touch with Lois, the middle sister, the mother of Mark and Julie. As we chatted, it became obvious she missed her sister, and regretted not trying harder to keep in touch with her
"I wish I'd tried to locate her years ago, I know where she used to live, but the last time I went to London I went to the last address I had and it was a supermarket, the whole area was gone, 'redeveloped' they called it, even the street names had been changed. Mark would be about four years younger than you, you're what, nearly 26? So Mark would be about 22, and Julie would be maybe 18 or 19 now; I wish I'd been there to see her grow up; she needed so much, and got so little from Lois. I remember Mark, such a sweet little boy, bright golden hair, just like his father, and Julie, the last time I saw her she was just a baby, but she looked like a little angel; it's a pity Lois did what she did, and her husband just leaving like that didn't help one bit; I would have taken that little girl, and Mark, in a heartbeat; but she was adamant; Mark stayed with her, and Julie, too, even though she hated her. I often wondered what she did with that little girl, she didn't want her, she hated her, but she wouldn't give her up for adoption or let me take her. Lois always was a difficult girl, and, well..."
She took a sip of her coffee, her eyes far away.
"I used to wonder how Julie grew up in a house where no-one loved her; Mark was just a little boy, and Lois just kept him around, she never once treated him like anything except a thing, something to keep around the house; she hated Julie though; it puzzled me how it was possible for a mother to hate her own child so, but she never harmed her or neglected her, so I couldn't even report her, Social Services would have found nothing, Lois was careful about that, oh yes! It was perfectly alright for her to have an affair, get pregnant, and expect her husband to claim the baby as his own; then, when he decided he couldn't, she blamed that poor little girl; she should have looked in the mirror instead!"
She sighed and drained her coffee, signalling for another one.
"I do wonder where that poor little girl is now. I hope she's happy; she was such a sweet, lovely-natured little baby; she had bright golden hair, almost white, it was so fair; she looked like a little golden haired cherub, and she had the biggest, most beautiful, bright green eyes; it makes me so sad to think she must have had a bloody miserable childhood with Lois always breathing down her neck. If I'd known where they were I'd have gone and tried to take her away, and that poor boy too; I can't even imagine what kind of a life they must have had! It's always troubled me that I didn't do enough to get those children away from Lois; I loved her dearly, but she had a mean streak and a nasty side to her tongue, and so much anger in her; she had it in her to hurt them one day, I just have to hope to God she didn't!"
We strolled back to the house to find Lizzie, Aunt Doreen, and Lena wreathed in smiles; Lena had booked five return flights to Paphos for Saturday, three days away, returning the following Saturday, so as not to miss the first day of Christmas Term at school
The kids weren't too happy about that; they'd been hoping for a little extra time off school, but they were getting a trip to Cyprus, so ultimately they were satisfied. Lena had then called mum and told her, but asked her to keep it a surprise that Lizzie and the kids were coming with us. Apparently, Mum had gotten quite teary; even though she wasn't Lizzie's mother, she'd had a small part in bringing her up, and had been as heartbroken as dad when she'd disappeared; obviously we didn't know this, I got it all later from Lena after the visitors had left.



After a few more plans and instructions, Lizzie and Emma herded the kids back to the car leaving Doreen, Lena and me feeling blown and out of breath, but very happy; I was going to see mum and dad in a few days, superb. We talked for a while, making plans for when we got to Cyprus, and, as it was getting late, I ran Doreen home before stopping off to order and collect a Hawaiian pizza, a weakness of Lena's, to make up for not being able to take her out to dinner.
After supper we talked, about the trip, how we were going to react when we saw dad again; Lena had only come home two days ago, but I hadn't seen dad and mum in weeks, and I was dying to see them again; I suppose it was knowing they were so far away, in another country rather than just up the road; I'd certainly gone longer without a home visit when I was still a student. We chatted in his vein for a while, until at last Lena stood up.
"Come on you; we've made plans, we've met the family, and we've had dinner; now I want to play!"
I grinned; as always, she'd cut right to the heart of what I'd been thinking for the last little while; I'd been getting that stirring that meant other appetites were awakening, thoughts of her crowding in close, the thought of sliding that summer dress off her definitely taking precedence!
After the usual routine of checking all the doors and windows, I followed her upstairs, entranced by the switch of her tight little bum under that short dress as she tripped lightly up the stairs. I detoured into the bathroom to quickly brush my teeth, then followed her it the bedroom, to find her stretched out on the bed, still fully dressed, a small, happy smile on her lips.
"Come here, Darryl, I want to ask you something!" she smiled, so of course I did, dropping down to stretch out next to her, my hand on her hip where I could squeeze and knead her as we talked.
"Ask away, princess, I am yours to command!" I grinned, taking full advantage of my position to pull her a little closer.
"Tell me truthfully, Dar; what did you think of Allie and Marcus?" she asked, almost anxiously.
I grinned at her.
"Hard to tell really, I was too busy watching that little boy almost swooning over his beautiful young aunt! I think you've made a serious conquest there; he was in a haze the whole time, he couldn't take his eyes off you! I might just have to poke him away from you with a sharp stick next time we meet them!"
Lena grinned and pulled me closer by my ear.
"And I suppose you didn't notice Allie staring adoringly at the handsome young doctor? I think someone has a major crush on you; apparently I have some competition for your affections!"
"Ouch! Touché!" I grinned. "Seriously, though, I think they fell for you big time! I just couldn't take my eyes off Marcus; he's so much like dad it's uncanny!"
Lena nodded.
"I was thinking the same thing; you know, perhaps when he's gone it won't be so bad, not now we know there's so much of him still here, in those two kids. When mum sees them she's going to flip, you do know that, right? She's going to go seriously Grandma on them, and I don't blame her; I felt like biting them a little myself! Whatever else Lizzie did, she got it right with them; your little sister and baby brother are utterly adorable!"
I reached out and squeezed her a little more seriously.
"Their hot aunt isn't too bad either..." I whispered, Lena grinning and pulling herself closer to me.
"You say the nicest things; is this your bedside manner then, Doctor Morgan, or are you just trying to seduce me?"
I slid the zipper down at the back of her dress as I nibbled her neck and kissed her throat.
"I just want to get you naked so I can check all your bits, you know, check they're all there, all working, it's a standard procedure all us doctor's follow... "
Lena grinned at me as I continued.
"I prefer to think of it as a very thorough check-up, one that should be done at least once a day, preferably more, do you concur, Miss Morgan?"
Lena twinkled at me as she began shrugging off her dress.
"Only if you promise me some babies like those two -- one who looks like you, and one who looks like me at the very least, so keep taking the vitamins, I intend to work you hard, mister!"
I nuzzled her neck as my hand roamed around her, touching, caressing, squeezing, holding, convincing myself all over again that Lena was here, with me, and it was real, she was real.
"What're you thinking, Dar?" she whispered, noticing my preoccupied look, and I nibbled her gently.
"I was thinking that one baby isn't enough, two babies will compete for attention, three, well, two will gang-up on the third, so we better have four, so they'll be evenly matched and they'll all have at least a fighting chance!"
Lena giggled at the thought.
"Four children, what do I look like, a Queen Bee? If you want four babies, you are going to have to do some serious spadework, Doctor Darryl Morgan, why, you'll just be working all the time to support such a large family, I can't let you do that! Tell you what; let's have this one first, then we can make more afterwards, we have time you know...!"
I grinned into her neck as I grazed there.
"Okay, Mummy-bee, it's a deal; have this little twig on the old family tree first, then we'll talk about some more after you've experienced the full glory of a screaming, howling, teething, drooling, up-chucking, red-faced little poo-factory; if the idea still appeals, we'll go for it!"
Lena smiled at my description of babies, knowing I'd spent a year on the Paediatric High-Dependency Unit.
"You've just got a distorted perception, Dar, not all babies are demonic little puke-machines! MY baby will be well-behaved, mannerly, and will have an in-depth understanding of my need to sleep! And I know you, Darryl Morgan, you're just playing Devil's Advocate to try and trip me up; I know you want a houseful of children, you told me that not two minutes ago!"
"Guilty, you got me, how do you want to punish me?" I grinned, and Lena responded by sliding her hand into my slacks and curling it around my best and most vulnerable friend.
"Get your clothes off, I want to play!" she growled, her hand tightening ever so slightly. I took the hint, rolling away from her so I could unhitch my pants and pull my shirt off. A few seconds frantic wriggling and my clothes were in a puddle on the floor, and I was as naked as Lena, who slid herself closer to me, her hand still holding me, but now, as my cock slowly unfurled and inflated, the pressure from her hand was pleasurable, and as I lengthened and stiffened, she began to slide her hand slowly along my shaft, stiffening me even further.
"There, you see? All you needed was a little encouragement!" she giggled in my ear as I reached for her, holding her firm, squeezable bum cheek tightly as I dipped down to nuzzle her stiff nipples.
Lena sighed as I licked and sucked, her nipples becoming much more sensitive even now, in such an early stage of her pregnancy. She squeezed and rubbed my cock as I suckled on her, both of us becoming more aroused by the second. One thing I'd noticed; since she'd come back, I couldn't stop thinking about her, couldn't stop smelling her, she smelled so good, and everything about her lit fires down below that I could barely keep damped-down; a remote part of me knew exactly what was going on here; the pregnancy pheromones she was giving off in great billowing gusts were affecting me, primitive instincts were taking over my perception of her; she was my mate, and I had to protect and isolate her from other males so I could keep mating with her, to make sure it was my child she carried. I knew this intellectually, a couple of the professors at medical school had touched on this phenomenon, but now I was experiencing it at first hand; she was driving me crazy with need for her, and all I was interested in was the fact that I wanted to fuck her every chance I got; Lena, as a good and dutiful partner, raised no objections whatsoever...
Lena still had her panties on, a tiny, lacy little thing, but she'd left them on because she knew how much I liked sliding them off her, the thrill I got from slowly sliding them down her satiny thighs, over her calves and off...try it sometime, you'll love it, believe me!
As I slipped my hands into the back of her panties, squeezing and pulling her cheeks apart, Lena groaned and pulled herself even closer to me, rubbing my erect cock against the damp silk-covered lips of her seeping pussy, and the feel of her mound as it rubbed against me was almost too much for me. Now I had to see, touch and taste that concealed treasure, and as I began kissing and licking my way down her body, Lena smiled in anticipation of what was coming. I continued down, sliding down the bed as I kissed her navel, letting my tongue linger in there for a few seconds, knowing how much she liked the feel of me licking inside there, before once more kissing and gently licking until at last I reached my goal. Lena groaned as I nipped her labia through her panties, pulling the delicate flesh between my lips through the damp and fragrant material of her panties.
"Ooooh Darryl, stop it, don't , please, properly please, baby, ooohh!" she muttered as I licked her through her panties, teasing and gently tormenting her, knowing how much she liked to play, and taking my time. To further tease her, I slowly pushed her panties between her labia with my tongue, letting the material rub against her stiff and swollen clitoris, making her squirm and gasp, and beg me to yank her panties off and suck her properly. Of course I did just that; it was fun to tease my baby, but not to torture her, and this was not funny anymore, not for me, and certainly not for her, so I slid her panties all the way off, and kissed her slowly up along the inside of her thighs, alternating between thighs until I reached the juncture of her thighs, the sweet-smelling target and object of my desire, the field of dreams. Her scent was drifting over me, tickling my nostrils and beguiling my senses, at once subtle and strong, fresh, sharp and enticing, once again reaching all the way down inside me and flicking switches in my limbic system and playing havoc with my emotions.
I slipped my tongue inside her, letting her know I was there and ready, making her jump and groan, then began to lick her in long slow strokes from her little pink anus to the base of her stiff and swollen clitoris, where I paused to lick and suck gently, savouring the juices pouring out of her and coating that stiff little pink pearl in a delicious glaze of hr delightfully tangy essence. Lena clamped her thighs around me, her hand against the back of my head as she held me against her, where I licked, sucked, and suckled at her, draining the liquid feast she offered as fast as it seeped from her damp and swollen vulva. Her breathing was getting faster, more erratic, and her pussy was pressing more insistently against me as I drank from her, my restless tongue stimulating and driving her on, until she could take no more.
Lena climaxed with a strangled groan, a spray of hot liquid coating my face and mouth as she squirted in the intensity of her orgasm, her clitoris throbbing insistently under my tongue as the waves of orgasmic pleasure rolled and crashed through her, each wave convulsing her pussy as it pressed against my mouth, her clitoris resonating in harmony with the pleasure coursing through her as it throbbed insistently against my tongue.
"No more, Dar, God, no more, enough, please, I can't take it...!" she groaned, releasing me from the bondage of her thighs as she rolled away from me, her legs wide-spread to keep any sort of pressure away from her over-stimulated vulva. I obliged, moving back up the bed to lie next to her, my hand on her tummy to calm her as the muscles jumped and quivered in adrenaline overload. Slowly she calmed, eventually her eyes opened and she smiled up at me.
"Don't tell me; Gower Street Nurses Quarters, right?"
"You know me so well, princess! What can I say; I'm a fast learner and a good student!"
She started laughing, tears appearing at the corners of her eyes as she laughed.
"Oh Darryl, I'm so glad you're mine!" she grinned, "but what about you? You got nothing out of that!"
To be honest, I'd been so absorbed in pleasing her that my own need had drained away unnoticed, and now I was just content to lie there next to her, holding and watching her, and feel deeply, immeasurably glad that she was mine and was ripening with my child. I knew and understood at that moment just how deeply and unconditionally I loved and adored my wife, which was how I now saw her; I didn't need some piece of paper, some man-made, societal construct to tell me she was my only true love; our souls already knew that, and had for all the years of our lives before this moment had ever happened.
I leaned down to kiss and nibble her lips.
"Tell you the truth, baby, I'm so buggered after today that all I want to do is hold you and have a snooze; we'll have a light supper later, and I might be tempted to chase you around the bedroom a few times after that; you okay with that?"
Lena smiled softly and snuggled up against me, her warmth and even breathing, the smell of her hair, and the feel of her heartbeat lulling me to sleep with her.
I woke with a delicious sensation; warm soft lips clasped tightly around my erect penis. I opened my eyes to look into Lena's bright blue China-Doll eyes, her red lips firmly around my cock as she sucked gently but insistently. I grinned down at her, seeing her eyes crinkle as she grinned back at me around my cock.
"Was there something I can help you with, Miss...? I asked her seriously, watching as her head bobbed up and down on me. For answer, she scraped a fingernail ever so lightly along the underside of my scrotum, just enough to send a prickle of goosebumps between my shoulder blades; she was telling me to take it seriously or take the consequences, so I lay back, shut my eyes, and tried not to think about ramming myself into her mouth and down her throat. Lena changed her tack slightly, now rubbing her tongue gently along the slit in the tip of my cock, goosebumps again erupting as she did it; I was in an agony of indecision; much as I was enjoying it, I didn't want to come like this; I wanted to shove my aching cock deep inside her and try and do the medically impossible; fuck another baby into her to keep the one already there company, just as she'd demanded in the airport when I'd collected her just a few days ago.
At last I'd had enough; her mouth and tongue were taking me to a place I didn't want to go alone; I needed her lips against mine as I rammed my cock into her, So I pulled back to slide my cock out of her mouth, and slid down the bed as her surprised look transmuted into a dirty smile and a devilish twinkle; good, she was ready to play properly!
As I pulled her to me, she reached down to once more hold my cock; her hand crept down to clutch me once again and pump as her lips and tongue played with mine. When she judged I was ready, she pushed me over onto my back and slid on top of me, still maintaining our kiss as my hands now grasped her soft, firm buttocks. I pulled them apart, feeling her lips widen in a grin as I played with her cheeks, then her surprised gasp as I slowly pushed my finger into her tight, juicy little anus.
"Oooh yes Dar, that's nice, keep doing that, oooh God, yesss, oooh yess!" she muttered against my lips as I gently pumped my finger into her tight hole. Her legs splayed out on either side of my hips as she rubbed her wet pussy against my rigid cock, her clitoris dragging through the clump of wiry hair clothing the base of my cock and stimulating her even further. As she writhed and wriggled on me, I began slowly thrusting against her pussy, dragging my cock between her labia as she rubbed against me, until I was able to slide into her, making her gasp at the sudden intrusion. Lena lay flat on top of me, her tongue still probing and searching my mouth as her hips gyrated gently, clenching and squeezing me with her pussy as she fucked me. I continued to push my finger into her arse, the tight ring gradually loosening enough to slide a second finger in. Now I pumped her bum hole with my hands as my cock pumped and stirred inside her tight pussy, and our tongues fenced; Lena was getting all three holes fed and stimulated at the same time, and pressed flat against me as she was, I could feel her heart-rate rising as the multiple stimulation began to take effect.
When I slid a finger from each hand into her arsehole as I pulled her bum-cheeks apart, stretching open her anus, she came with a loud hissing scream, her pussy squeezing me convulsively as her orgasm rocketed through her, but I held off my own climax; I had plans. Lena rubbed her pussy against me as she climaxed again, her clitoris stimulated by the repeated rubbing against my pubic hair, until finally she slumped down against me, her heart hammering against mine. Now I slid my still hard cock from her and prodded her in the area of her perineum. Lena lifted her head to grin at me.
"Oho, now I know what you're up to you, dirty, dirty boy! Wait...!"
She lifted her midsection and reached down between us to grasp my cock, still slick with her juices, and slowly rub it against her loose and open rosebud. As she placed the tip at her entrance she nodded, and I slowly began exerting pressure, pushing slowly but inexorably forward. I could see the expression of concentration, and a little pain, on her face and stopped; I wanted to fuck her, not hurt her. Lena cocked an eyebrow at me.
"Problems, Dar? Keep going baby, it's okay, I want this too!"
Taking her at her word, I continued to press forward, until suddenly all resistance disappeared and I slid into her rectum in one smooth glide, filling her as I slid in balls-deep.
"Oh God, wait...wait...okay, go!" she panted, and as I slid back out preparatory to pumping back in, she began to moan.
"God, yesss, yesss, oh yes, Dar, like that, baby, harder, yesss, God, yes!" she muttered, hunching back against my stroke, pushing herself against my cock as I pumped it into her tight anus.
Lena locked her arms around me, holding herself tightly against me as we fucked, our mouths working feverishly against each other as the raw, primitive fucking captured us and drove us higher and higher. I rolled over to hold her under me, pinning her to the bed as my cock jack-hammered her, ramming into her arse as hard as I could, while she wrapped her legs around me and pulled me into her to jam my cock as deep into her bum as I could get it.
We couldn't sustain the wild pace of such a wild, abandoned fuck; I came with a roar, my cock-head swelling to what seemed an enormous size as it wedged inside her tight anal tube, spunk bursting out of me to coat her insides with my hot cream. As I came, Lena climaxed, the feel of my spunk spraying her insides setting off her own gigantic orgasm, her pussy convulsing and spraying me with her own fragrant juices as her anus clamped down around me. This was enough to make me come even harder, the tip of my cock burning with the pressure of the semen jetting out of me and into her bowels.
At last I stopped spraying, my cock twitching and lurching in aftershock from such a ferocious orgasm. Lena was limp and unresisting, her body still twitching and shuddering as the adrenaline raced around inside her. We both lay slumped together, our muscles temporarily disabled by the shock of our mutual orgasm, both of us too damned tired to do more than loll weakly against each other as we slowly recovered. My last conscious act was to pull the covers up over the two of us, and that was it until the morning sun shining on my face woke me up.



Lena was nowhere to be seen, but I could hear her moving around, so I climbed out of bed and stuck my head out the bedroom door. She was busily hanging some light dresses on a rail in the next door bedroom, and grinned at me as she saw me.
"Come on, Dar, have a shower and help me get our stuff ready; we fly out Friday morning, that's the day after tomorrow, in case you need reminding, so get a move on, slowcoach!"
This from a beautiful naked girl whose bending and stretching as she pulled clothes off the rack and held them up to admire them was playing hob with my libido! I debated whether to just grab her and drag her into my lair, or ambush her in the doorway as she bent over, but common sense won; I definitely needed a long shower, if that smell was anything to go by, and she looked like she had every intention of remaining naked for a while yet, so I had time; also, I was starving; the session last night had knocked us out so completely that thoughts of dinner were far from our minds after we'd collapsed in a heap, so I hurriedly revised my priorities; shower, then food, then Lena...
I dressed quickly and started downstairs, smelling and feeling fresh and desirable, just as my cologne promised, intending to collect Lena and take her out for breakfast so I could seduce her some more, but she was nowhere to be seen; I could hear her, however; she was upstairs somewhere, talking on the phone to Lizzie, making final travel arrangements, so I left her to it and went down to make toast, scramble some eggs, and put the coffee on. She finally joined me just as I finished scrambling the eggs, wearing a diaphanous wrap that showed more than it concealed as it floated around her, and I could feel the demons of desire tugging at me as I watched her float around, the sight of her raising my pulse and temperature, and a couple of other things too! Lena of course knew exactly what she was doing to me; several times I caught that secret, self-satisfied little smirk she gets when things are going her way; she'd done all her packing, now she was ready to play, and she was making sure I was ready too.
We discussed our travel plans over our leisurely breakfast, but my mind was on other things; Lena is the most desirable, and certainly the sexiest girl I've ever known, and to have her sitting opposite me, dressed in nothing but a gauzy robe through which I could see frank and appealing glimpses of nipple, the curve of a buttock, and her long, lissom thighs as she crossed her legs or adjusted her robe, was cooking me on a slow simmer. Eventually I couldn't stand it any longer; Lena dressed like that demanded immediate and thorough attention, and certain parts of me had every intention of attending to her. Lena glanced up from her coffee and saw the look on my face, a small smile flickering on her lips.
"Ready to play, Dar?" she asked softly, and I nodded, offering her my hand.
I led her from the table to the sitting room, and pulled her down onto my lap on the big couch. Lena squirmed around until she was sitting astride me, resting on her knees on the couch. Her lips were in easy reach, and for the next few minutes or eight hours, I forget which, we kissed, her lips hot, hungry and avid. My cock was making itself felt, and Lena shifted several times to accommodate the feel of me bulging up against her labia as we kissed, until she finally reached down and unbuttoned my jeans. She climbed off me and pulled me to my feet so she could tug my jeans down while I pulled off my polo shirt. Once I was undressed, it was a simple matter for me to slide her robe off to once again admire the scenic landscape of my beautiful, naked sister/aunt.
"Hello, Dar, are you there?" she grinned, completely breaking my reverie as I drank her in. I smiled back a little guiltily and pulled her close for a little grope of her spectacular bum by way of apology. Lena ground herself against me as she nibbled my earlobe, two things guaranteed to light up all my circuits, and I responded by groping and squeezing her a little more seriously as I grazed on her neck and shoulder. Lena slowly manoeuvred me backwards until my calves met the couch, whereupon she pushed me lightly, just enough to make me sit down a little abruptly. I kept hold of her glorious bum, though; I loved holding those globes too much to let a little thing like that make me let go of those beauties!
Now I was seated, my face was on level with her crotch, so I gently pulled her closer by her firm cheeks and stuck my tongue out to lick her bare pussy as she came within reach. Lena shivered as I lightly licked her from as far back between her thighs as I could reach to the hood of her clitoris, feeling the little pearl there beginning to tighten and harden as her arousal climbed. Lena ground herself lightly against my mouth as I licked and lapped at her, her hands holding my head as she directed me with subtle pressure towards the places she wanted me to pay attention to. I could feel her getting more and more aroused; her juices were coating my tongue, as I lapped her, and the scent of her arousal was strong and fresh in my nostrils. Now she was sighing and pushing herself harder and harder against me, urging me to take her higher, but there was something I wanted to do first.
I stopped licking her and turned her around, getting a discontented murmur from her, but I knew she'd soon forgive me. Now her lovely backside was in my face, and taking hold of her hips, I buried my face in the cleft between her warn, springy buttocks, my tongue spearing for my target, her soft, spongy, tight little rosebud. Lena gasped as I licked her there, and then pushed back against me as I began licking her pucker, occasionally poking the tip of my tongue into the tight knot of her rosebud to rim her, making her gasp and shudder. I knew she was getting tired standing there like that while I orally assaulted her tender parts, so I pulled her down next to me, turning her on her hands and knees away from me so I could continue eating her, while occasionally running my tongue across her labia from her clitoris to her perineum, making her mutter and murmur as she shivered. When I judged she was ready, I shuffled up behind her, and slid my aching cock into her tight wet pussy. Her groan as I slid into her was all I could have asked for, satisfied and demanding, fulfilled and happy. The angle we were at was perfect for me to penetrate her deeply, my cock rubbing against her G-spot as I ploughed into her while I held and squeezed her firm breasts and stiff, straining nipples. Lena pushed back against me as I pounded into her, both of us straining to please the other as we fucked so deliciously.
I couldn't last long like this, and neither could my darling Lena. She came with a loud groan, her pussy clamping down tightly around me, the rippling heat enough to set me off, and I came in an explosion of spunk, stream after stream of sperm blasting into her, while I thought my heart would burst from the intensity of my orgasm. Lena was no less affected, her body trembling and shuddering as her orgasm crashed and surged inside her, wave after wave rippling through her, to massage and squeeze my cock embedded deep inside her, milking me of every drop of semen.
I collapsed on the couch next to her, my body completely fucked-out from that head-shattering orgasm; my balls felt like they'd been finely minced, and my cock was just a collection of nerve ending right now, and all I wanted to do was sleep with my genitalia in a bowl of ice water. Lena looked to be in little better shape; her stomach muscles were still quivering and jumping in the aftermath of her massive orgasm, and all she could manage for me was a weak smile before rolling against me and pulling herself in close, followed a few seconds later by the sound of her soft, even breathing as she dozed off. That pretty much set the pattern of the day; it took me about six minutes to pack for our trip, I wasn't taking any holiday-type clothes as it wasn't a holiday, mainly tee-shirts, shorts and underwear, lots of SPF50 sun-block, and that was about it. The rest of the day was spent holding Lena, kissing Lena, and making leisurely love to my Lena, with a short interlude for dinner about 7 o'clock. We didn't go out for dinner this time; instead we raided the fridge; we had an early start so we needed an early night.
We were up with the lark, Lena doing last-minute checks, having last-minute panics and generally frazzling herself. I had the tickets, our passports, gifts for mum and dad, and all the little things Lena had forgotten stashed away in my flight bag, so I was unworried; the day was working just fine from my perspective. Exactly at the time we'd agreed, Lizzie and the kids arrived, ferried by Emma's husband as she had to work. The two of us retired to another room to escape the hubbub as Lizzie and Lena tried to talk over two excited, noisy kids. The minibus we booked to take us to the airport arrived on time, and so we departed. Aunt Doreen had a spare set of keys; she was going to look in on the place while we were away. The flight itself was uneventful, just over five hours, and we cleared customs with no real problems. The minibus from Paphos airport to Kolossi took about two hours along the tortuous route along the southern coastal roads, but when we arrived in the Sovereign Base Area my excitement knew no bounds; I'd last seen mum and dad nearly two months ago, but it had felt like forever, and I was raring to see them. Lizzie, however, was a bag of nerves, her hand clutching Lena's so tightly her knuckles stood out stark and white.
We agreed that I'd meet mum and dad first, then Lena, then we'd bring Lizzie and the kids in to meet dad, but it didn't happen that way; mum was waiting for us outside the small townhouse they'd bought, and as soon as I saw her my chest tightened; now I realised just how much I missed my mum, and I was holding her in a bear-hug possibly even before the minibus had come to a halt; all our plans for an orderly exit went out the window when I saw her, and I scrambled to hold her, hug her, feel her close to me again, all the while gabbling about how much I loved and missed her. Mum was almost the same, nearly incoherent as she held me close, hugging me in a neck-breaker while she kissed me. Lena followed with a much more sedate, but no less loving embrace; she'd last seen mum only a few days before, so she could be afford to be a little less headlong in her greeting, but I could see how glad she was to hold her again.
Then mum saw Lizzie, her eyes widening as she looked at the woman she'd last seen as a teenage girl. Her eyes brimmed all over again as she wordlessly held her arms out to her, a gesture of acceptance and reconciliation that wasn't lost on Lizzie. As mum hugged her, she looked behind her and gasped when she saw the children smiling shyly at her. Lizzie pulled back slightly to see the expression on mum's face, and called the children closer.
"Maureen, these are my children, this is Marcus, and this is Allie. Kids, I'd like you to meet...your grandmother..."
Mum looked at her in wonder, tears brimming in her eyes as she called both of them closer to hug them. Her eyes never left their faces.
"Look at them, their beautiful, and they look so much...!" she smiled, her eyes darting to Lena for a second, and Lizzie nodded as she smiled back. "I know, I finally got something right!"
Mum hugged all three of them as tightly as she could.
"Thank you, Lillibet, thank you!" she murmured. "Your father's in the back garden; he was playing cards with his friends last night and had a couple of glasses too many of Ouzo, so he's feeling sorry for himself right now; I think that'll soon disappear! I didn't tell him about you, or the children, Lena asked me not to, I hope that's all right with you...?"
Lizzie took her arm for a second, then looked at me.
"Darryl, you go through first, please; I know how much you wanted to see him again, I can wait a few minutes; Lena and I will come in shortly; go on now, I know how long you've waited!"
I swallowed, trying to dislodge the massive lump in my throat as I walked through the house to see my dad again; subconsciously I was expecting him to have deteriorated, to look somehow smaller or diminished as his sickness took its inexorable course, but he looked the same, a little more colour in his cheeks than the last time I'd seen him, but his weight seemed good, and his breathing was almost inaudible; being here obviously agreed with him. He was dozing, a copy of the Cyprus Mail newspaper on his chest, and I stopped to grin, he looked so familiar in that pose, something I'd seen nearly every Sunday morning of my childhood when he settled down in his favourite armchair in front of the TV to read the papers, usually lasting about half-way through before dozing off. I must have made a sound, and his eyes flicked open.
"Darryl, hello son!" he smiled, and I moved across to hug him, so glad I had my dad back. After what seemed like an eternity he pushed me away so he could look at me.
"You're looking well, Darryl, very well; work must agree with you. Where's Lena?"
I pointed at the front of the house.
"She's talking to mum, she wanted to give me some time alone with you. How are the meds? Have they still got you on Formeterol?"
Dad nodded. "It seems to work better than the Salbutamol, and for longer, so I've stuck with it, and the Chief Physician here agrees; no need to change if it works."
I made to go and get Lena, then the doctor took over, and I checked his temperature, his pulse, and listened to his chest, and yes, I had my stethoscope with me; most doctors would rather travel without their trousers than leave their most fundamental diagnostic tool behind, and I'd inherited that instinct from my peers and mentors. All seemed to be well, and just as I was helping him button up his shirt again, Lena came into the room. She immediately hugged him fiercely, almost smothering him in her enthusiasm, dad laughing and spluttering as he fended her off. And then he looked at the door and saw Lizzie. His eyes opened wide in astonishment and his face paled.
"Hello daddy!" she murmured, while dad's mouth opened and closed, but no sound came out. Lizzie came closer, to kneel next to him and take his hand. "I'm so sorry daddy, so very sorry, please forgive me for taking so long, I was wrong to leave, and then I was afraid to come home because I didn't know how to put it right!"
Dad took her hand in his, then suddenly pulled her close to him, hugging her while he whispered in her ear. I looked away, otherwise I was going to start bawling; Lena was already there. A movement caught my eye, and I looked over to see mum and the kids standing in the doorway. Dad also caught the movement, and as he registered what he was seeing a look of complete astonishment came over his face. Lizzie looked up and saw the direction of his stare, and smiled happily.
"Daddy, this is Allie, and Marcus. Babies, come and say hello to your Granddad!"
Now the family was complete.
*
We stayed for a week; I would have like to have stayed longer, but the children had to go back to school, and I had to go back to work. Mum and dad had twigged that Lena was expecting; the morning visits to the bathroom and the loud retching sounds soon gave that away, and mum went from being a calm, efficient, Nursing Supervisor to the psycho-neurotic mother of an expectant mother. Dad, Allie, Marcus and I stayed out of the way while mum, Lizzie and Lena banded together. Eventually they calmed down, the women taking long shopping and sightseeing trips while Marcus, dad and I hobnobbed with the RAF staff and flight-crew he'd befriended in Akrotiri; the look on Marcus' face the day he got to sit in the cockpit of a Tornado was worth the price of all the airline tickets, his seven-year old face glowing as he got to be what every little boy wants to be; the pilot of a jet fighter. We did lots of family things too; as mum and dad lived on the Sovereign Base Area of Kolossi, we got to use the RAF facilities, which meant a certain amount of time sunning by the pool while RAF Flight Crew ogled Lena and tried fruitlessly to pick her up, and Allie flirted outrageously with, and broke the hearts of, every boy her own age from the RAF families stationed there.
Dad was completely bewitched by his grandchildren, and both Marcus and Allie had fallen in love with him within minutes of meeting him; it quickly became normal to knock on his door first thing in the morning with his meds and find both of them already there, sitting on his bed, while he told them stories of their mother, or his life in the RAF before Lizzie was born, and the two of them invariably sat either side of him at lunch and dinner, both of them never more than a few inches from his side and always ready to pass him the salt, the bread, a napkin, anything. Lizzie glowed to see her children bonding so closely with her family as they discovered their grandparents. Mum took to the role of grandmother as though born to it, just as Lena had predicted; she was utterly besotted by both children and their astonishing resemblance to dad and Lena; it was easy for her to relate to them because of that resemblance; anyone who looked so like her own child was always going to find a special place in her heart.
In turn, I'd never seen dad so relaxed or at ease; perhaps coming here had benefitted him; he certainly thought so. I still wasn't completely convinced; I didn't like the idea of them being marooned in a foreign country, but I'd seen the facilities at the hospital, and been impressed at the standards of palliative care, so I couldn't in all honesty object on quality of care grounds. My objections were far baser; I wanted my dad near me, but I had to admit; being here was probably best for him. I shuddered to think what one more English winter would have done to his lungs; at least here, he could grab a few more precious handfuls of life than he could ever hope for in the damp and cold of England. Lena in turn was never more than a few feet from him, and it became usual to see him with his arm around her as she stood next to him, his ear pressed against her abdomen as he tried to detect any sign of his grandchild, or sometimes just to feel the nearness of his daughter.
All too quickly, the week was over and we had to leave. I was quite prepared for Lena to tell me she was staying a few more weeks; not only would I not have objected, I would have agreed wholeheartedly. She needed to be near mum, she needed that older female companionship as her pregnancy progressed, but Lena seemed quite happy to come back with me, which puzzled me slightly, then I got it; she had Lizzie now, and she had Marcus and Allie; Lena had family to fall back on; she was part of a clan now.
Leaving was a wrench, even though I knew we'd be coming back in the spring, if not before; more than anything now I wanted to take that picture of my father with my baby, and I wanted to come back at least once more before then; being separated from them for six weeks had been almost unbearable, and this week had helped to sponge some of that away, but I couldn't bear the thought of another seven or eight months or so before we saw them again, so perhaps Christmas would be a good time to visit; if we worked it right, we could maybe bring Lizzie and the children again during their school holidays so we could have a last family Christmas together...
Saying goodbye was the hardest part; mum and dad couldn't come to the airport with us, and the children had grown so attached it was distressing and upsetting to watch them cling to mum and dad; hell, I almost jumped out of the bus and waved it off, but sense prevailed and I left with my family, watching mum and dad dwindle in the distance until the bend in the road cut off our view. Lena was snuffling against me, and I wasn't far behind, and Lizzie, Marcus and Allie were all shiny-eyed as well. It was a sombre group who boarded the plane, Allie pre-empting the seat next to me so she could huddle up against me and cry, Marcus doing the same and holding Lena tightly, with Lizzie holding Lena's hand the all the way home.



The summer eventually fizzled out into the gathering gloom of autumn, and the kids went back to school, but they stayed close; most weekends they were with us, or we went to see them in Portishead, the seaside town in North Somerset Lizzie had chosen to live in, a short way down the M5 motorway. The beach at Portishead is a summer beach not too far from the mouth of the Severn Estuary, and so at the end of the season everything was closed, but it was nice to stroll along the miles of golden sand on the occasional sunny day and watch the big Atlantic rollers come in up the Bristol Channel as the weather in the North Atlantic gradually worsened at the closing of the year. I'd hoped to get some time off over Christmas, but as most junior consultant on the general surgery team, I drew the short straw in the Annual Leave lottery, which meant no real leave until probably near Easter, late March or early April. I got to spend Christmas at home with Lena, Lizzie and the children, and Aunt Doreen, and then they'd all gone to Cyprus, while I went back on rotation until after New Year; while everyone was busily singing 'Auld Lang Syne' I was knee-deep in work, learning the intricacies of triple-bypass surgery.
I did get some interesting and intriguing news, though; after my conversation with Emma about my aunt and missing cousins in London, I'd asked a few colleagues in the hospitals in and around south and south-west London if there were any correlations with the names Sandra Lois Jameson, Julie Jameson, or Mark Jameson. A Julie Jameson, aged 13, had been treated in St. Georges, Tooting Broadway, for a cracked cheekbone sustained during a volleyball game; that had been five years ago, so she was eighteen now. Her next of kin had been listed as a Mark Jameson, aged sixteen. That made me pause; the coincidence was too compelling. Julie and her brother had been in South London five years before, so there was a chance they still were. The next time I saw Emma I'd pass it on, and she could take it from there.
Lena, Lizzie and the children came home just in time for the start of school after the Christmas holiday, and I finally got Lena to myself at last. I was jumping with anticipation, as well as talking sternly to a cock that wanted to jump out and ravage her there in the Arrivals Lounge; I think Lizzie read my agonised expression, soundly deflecting Marcus and Allie's request to come back and spend some time with Lena and me, instead persuading them that Lena was tired after the flight and she didn't want to be entertaining after such a long flight. Lizzie insisted on taking a taxi back to Portishead, while giving me the dirtiest wink I'd ever seen...
So once again I was driving my baby home from the airport with an unruly erection not helped by the sight of Lena's smooth thighs barely concealed by the short, tight skirt she was wearing, but I did manage to get us home safely, unloaded her luggage sedately and carried it in, then leaped frenziedly on her. I think I broke my personal best for getting naked, with Lena not far behind, which was surprising considering she was wearing so much less than me; Clark Kent couldn't have got out of his clothes faster, phone box or not, and finally I had her delectable peach of a bottom in my hands. Lena was no less hot, rubbing her bare mound relentlessly against me as we kissed voraciously. We didn't even make it up the stairs, even though we tried; as we got as far as the bottom tread, I lifted her to carry her upstairs, her legs wrapped around my waist, and she just dropped herself down onto my straining cock, impaling herself on me in one move.
All thought and plans for a leisurely build-up to the Great Bedroom Seduction Scene went out of my head as her hot succulence engulfed me, my gasp matching her groan of fulfilment as she sank down on me, taking me in all the way. I spun around to put her back against the wall so I could pummel her, Lena moaning and biting my shoulder as I hammered into her, my senses all at full stretch as we fucked, the first time I'd ever done it this way with her. Lena was in a world of her own, little gasps in time to my thrusts into her was the only sound from her, but the pulsing, squeezing sensation in her pussy told me just how much she was getting from this. Those same sensations were doing things to me, making me hot, making me want to empty myself into her over and over again, need overwhelming conscious thought as we pumped and ground against each other, until;
"Ooooh God, yesss, yesss, fuck me, Darryl, yesss, YESS!" she screamed, her pussy clamping tightly around me as her orgasm roared through her, her whole body quaking and shuddering with the force of her release.
Her orgasm triggered my own, my cock swelling inside that succulent, velvety, vice-like grip as the ripples in her pussy milked and squeezed me, and my own orgasm crackled through me, centring at the juncture of my thighs, hot bolts of seminal fluid pulsing out of me in what felt like an endless stream, each pulse of my cock a sweet agony of sensation as I poured myself into her. My eyesight dimmed, and my ears rang with the force of my ejaculation, my whole being centered on the rigid cock jammed balls deep inside her, pumping my seed into her, my lover, formerly my sister and my aunt in one perfect package, now only the mother of my child and the love of my life, my only and forever.
Our mutual storm passed leaving us weak and drained, bodies and limbs twitching in reaction to the stress we'd put them under. I sank to my knees, taking Lena with me, leaning back on my hands as she knelt straddling me, her arms around my neck as she held herself against me, her heart beating a rapid tattoo against my own. We sat like that while we calmed and got our breath back, Lena stirring first, kissing the tip of my nose as she grinned happily, if a little blearily, at me.
"Holy Shit, Daryl, we have got to do that again before baby-bump gets too big!"
I grinned back, my eyes widening as I suddenly really saw what I'd been seeing all along; she was over four months along, well into the second trimester, and she was beginning to show; not a lot, still a barely noticeable curve and swell to her erstwhile flat tummy, barely a baby bump, and easily mistaken for normal feminine rounding, but it was there; there was my baby, finally making his or her presence felt! Nothing more would do but that I must slide her off and up a little so I could kiss her adorable rounded tummy and finally say hello properly to my baby. I'd seen the initial scans, but they had been unrevealing, showing little more than areas of dark and light and a fluttering little heart, doing nothing except confirm we were having a baby and that there were no detectable risks to mother or baby.
"Next Wednesday, Dar, my first 3-D Ultrasound scan at the Ante-Natal clinic, and this time, you'll be able to tell if it's a boy or a girl; that should make baby shopping easier!"
I continued to gaze adoringly at her belly, picturing her as our baby grew and developed inside her, imagining how she would look with a swollen belly, finding the mental picture stimulating and arousing; she was mine, and she was having my baby. My life was perfect, with only one cloud hanging over it; I was going to lose my dad, soon. But, he'd come to terms with it, and showed me how to do that as well. I was never going to be okay with it, but I wasn't skirting the edge of depression and despondency any longer, and I had Lena, and baby bump to look forward to in the coming months, and family we loved and who loved us. I wanted to do something special for her for dinner, and maybe celebrate baby Morgan finally showing up.
"What would you like to do for dinner, baby?" I asked, and her eyes lit up.
"I want a big slab of steak, seared on the outside, blue on the inside, glazed with blue cheese, smothered with button mushrooms fried in butter, duchesse potatoes, a warm salad, and lots of chocolate to follow, and I don't mean Death by Chocolate; I'm talking Genocide by Chocolate; clinically inadvisable amounts of chocolate, Dar, I want people on the other side of the globe to faint with envy when they hear what I had for dessert!"
*
The Ante-Natal clinic pronounced mother and baby in perfect health, and confirmed the probable sex to us; we were having a boy (in the considered opinion of the Radiologist administering the scan), poor Lena trying not to show her momentary disappointment after she'd set her heart on a girl.
"Never mind, baby, the next one will be a girl, and at least she'll have a big brother to look out for her, just like I did!" she grinned, consoling herself as we left the hospital.
That evening I got a call from Emma, asking if I was free for a couple of hours in the morning, there was someone she wanted me to meet. I was intrigued when she wouldn't say who, as was Lena.
The following morning Emma picked us up; Lena wanted to come along too, and we drove through Bristol, down through the Centre, past Temple Meads and along the Bath Road, finally turning into Arnos Grove Cemetery. I guessed where we were going, and Emma led us to a marble memorial, a cross with an inverted rifle carved into the upright, and a badge carved in high relief, a laurel chaplet surrounding a map of the world, surmounted by a pennon with 'Gibraltar' carved on it, supporting the Queen's State Crown bearing a rampant crowned lion and the words 'Per Mare, Per Terram'; the crest of the Royal Marines. At the juncture of the upright and the crosspiece of the monument was an inset picture of a smiling young man in the full dress blues of a Royal Marine. He was holding his white Wolseley Topee helmet under his arm, and Lena gasped as she looked closely.
"Oh my God, Dar, he looks just like you, look!"
I already knew who it was; the inscription gave his name. I felt oddly affected by seeing this; I had no connection to this man, and yet I literally owed my existence to him. I read the inscription further.
Robert Darryl Fraser, Lance-Corporal,
Company K, 42 Commando, Royal Marines
Taken from us 31st May, 1982 while on patrol on Mount Kent, East Falkland, Falkland Islands.
"PARUI REQUIEM MIHI ET HONORE"
It took me a moment to recall enough Latin to translate the inscription;
"I have served with honour and earned my rest"
Lena had tears in her eyes as she read the inscription, and knelt down to right the wreath of poppies placed there last November 11th, Remembrance Day. Emma knelt beside her and brushed away the wind-blown debris that had sifted over the base of the monument then placed a single poppy and a white rose there. Lena exchanged glances with her, then once more brushed her hand lightly over the poppy wreath.
"So young, look at him, he was just a boy...!" she murmured, a tear rolling down her cheek, "He was just a boy, Dar, he had his whole life ahead of him..."
Emma brushed her fingertips over the picture, her eyes distant, sad.
"A lot of boys lost their lives there, on both sides; some of them died the same day, and when I come up here I try and think of all of them too, of what their mothers and families must be doing now, and it's probably not very much different to what we're doing here and now. This is the real consequence of war, not the drums and trumpets and victory parades and medals; instead there's the empty seats at the family gatherings, the lost promise of lives not lived, and the grandchildren who will never be. I don't celebrate the victory in the Falklands; those boys who were killed by our troops, they may have been enemy soldiers, but they were also somebody's babies, somebody's brothers, too."
She stood up and helped Lena up, wordlessly handing her a tissue so she could wipe her eyes and blow her nose, before linking arms with both of us as we walked back to the car. As we walked, she told us of the reason for our visit.
"I come here every year on Lizzie's birthday because Robbie used to give her a white rose on her birthday; it was like his special gift to her. Today's her birthday, but she's never been here, I don't think she ever will; she can't face his loss, and this would just be too much for her. So I do it, I give him a rose from her, just to let him know she hasn't forgotten him."
We drove back in silence, busy with our thoughts, but feeling strangely up-beat; at least I was; now I had a real connection to my past, to the other side of the story mum and dad had tried to tell me all those months ago.
The next few months flew past; subsequent Ultrasound scans confirmed we were indeed having a boy, and Lena busied herself getting the house baby-friendly while work continued apace for me. Lena quickly acclimatized herself to my sometimes erratic work schedule, she understood that as the junior member of the team I was still in training; the Senior Registrar was very hot on all team members keeping their training and techniques up to date, so I was handed more, and more varied, surgical cases than my more senior colleagues. This was my 'make or break' time; if I caved in under the pressure, I'd fail my surgical elective and have to either revert to General Practice or leave medicine.
Lena was my tower of strength during this difficult period, keeping me going when I stressed out, and leaving me to sleep when I dragged in after marathon sixteen hour sessions in the Operating Theatre. I think if I'd shown the slightest hint that I was contemplating chucking it all in and becoming a GP she'd have supported me, but she would also have been disappointed with me that I'd given up, and I couldn't live with knowing I'd let her down in any way. This period was when most of my real growing-up happened, as my mind finally wrapped itself around the choices I'd made and showed me the real consequences of failure; I had a baby on the way, and a partner who depended on me, so there was no way I could allow myself to falter or fail.
As her pregnancy progressed, and her belly swelled, she became almost irresistible; her usual expression was serene, almost angelic; she looked like a Madonna from a Raphael painting, with her sweet expression and calm, unruffled manner; I couldn't get enough of her, and she felt the same way about me; night after night, when I should have been resting in preparation for another long day in the Operating Theatre, we would instead be pounding and straining against each other, everything about her drawing me in, pulling me closer, making me hot and her irresistible; I spent the last trimester with an almost permanent erection, and Lena was always wet and receptive, ever ready with her slippery, succulent pussy or hot demanding mouth.
My days passed in a whirl of surgery, diagnosis and surgical training reviews, and my nights an endless round of hot, sweaty, slippery sex. When she got too large for us to safely make love in the missionary position, she would instead have me take her from behind, her fingers strumming and rubbing her ever erect clitoris while I pounded into her as I rubbed and squeezed her swollen breasts and highly sensitive nipples.
However we did it, though, the sex was unforgettable, mind-blowing, incredible, and a whole lot of other superlatives. Lena and I couldn't stop; the things we felt for each other and that connection we shared was always the keystone of our lovemaking, the one thing that stood out for both of us; we really were a family, in all the important, subtle, and not so subtle ways there are to measure that connection we shared, and we felt an almost overwhelming compulsion to renew and explore that connection at every possible opportunity.
Lizzie was always there for us, and Emma, and Allie, surprisingly; she'd moved to the Catholic school in Lawrence Weston, not too far from either Clifton or Portishead, and had gotten into the habit of appearing on Friday afternoon after school and staying for the weekend, with either Lena or me taking her home on Sunday evening; I was pleased she'd attached herself to us, as it gave Lena some company when I was working through the night at weekends; I got used to coming in at 6 or 7 in the moring and finding Allie and Lena fast asleep in our bed, thumbs corked in their mouths, the TV still on and the debris of pizza and microwave popcorn scattered everywhere; when I wasn't working, having her there gave us a flavour of what it would probably be like to have a child sharing the house with us.
The day I was informed I had been put forward to sit the Intercollegiate Membership of the Royal College of Surgeons examination was the crown of my career to date, and a resounding slap on the back from the University Hospital. From then on my life became even more hectic, cramming time to study in between my surgical caseload and trying (and succeeding, somehow!) to have a family life with Lena. When I took the examination, Lena was serenely confident I would pass and be awarded my membership diploma and the right to carry the letters MRCS after my name; Dr. Darryl Morgan, Member of the Royal College of Surgeons; it had a certain ring to it!
And then one day in late May I got a panicked call from Lizzie. Lena was on her way to the hospital. They'd been out shopping in Broadmead, one last spree before she popped, and her waters had broken in one of the department stores. Luckily Broadmead is only a short way from The Bristol Royal Infirmary and I was already in the A & E when she was brought in by the ambulance, having broken most of the hospital Health and Safety rules in my mad dash to be there for her when she arrived.
Her face was twisted in pain as another contraction hit her, but she was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen, her skin glowing with the promise of impending motherhood. The contractions were still more than 5 minutes apart, so there was time to move her to the Maternity Unit and get her gowned and prepped. I was hovering, getting in the way, trying my best to stay out of the way, but trying to be involved at the same time, until the midwife pulled me to one side and dressed me down properly.
"Look, Dr. Morgan, it's quite simple; you can be the attending, in which case you can deliver this baby, and I'll go and have a coffee; Oh yes, you're not an obstetricianor a midwife, are you? Okay, that means you have no business being down at this end, so you get up by your wife, talk to her, help her, hold her hand, anything, just stay the hell out of my way, and keep your trap shut. Are we clear on where you want to be now? Good, now leave us to do our job and you make yourself useful and help your wife get comfortable!"
I slunk back to Lena's side, feeling foolish at being told off like an officious 8-year old, and Lena's grin didn't help matters any, either! Her grin quickly faded, replaced instead by a grimace and a gasp of pain as another contraction rolled through her; I looked at my watch and noted that it was five minutes since the last one, and also of longer duration. Her hand grabbed mine convulsively as the full strength of the contraction made itself felt. It swept through her for something over 30 seconds, then died away and her breathing eased.
"Dar," she tugged me closer, "Remember when I used to make fun of all those women in the movies, screaming like banshees when they were having babies? Well I'm sorry, I take it all back! Christ, those contractions hurt, it's like cramp but it just builds up and I can't stop it! Is it too late to ask for an epidural?"
I had to think before I remembered the procedure.
"Not until your contractions are regular and you're dilated 5 centimetres, if they give it to you too soon it may slow your contractions, so sorry, baby, you might have to wait an hour or so, maybe more."
She looked aghast.
"More of this pain, for another hour before they can tell whether I can have pain relief? How long is this labour likely to last?"



Again, I had to think about the average length of labour with a first delivery.
"Uh, Lena, could be eight to sixteen hours, sorry!"
Lena looked rebellious.
"What! Sixteen hours? I don't bloody think so, get me a doctor, now, and get this baby out of me!"
The midwife looked up at that and grinned at her, patting her gently on her knee as she adjusted her hospital gown.
"Calm down, Lena, it's standard, right now you're only in the first stage of labour, so we can't give you an epidural even if we wanted to. Darryl's right, you know. If it's any consolation, your mother was exactly the same!"
Lena looked sideways at her.
"You know mum?" and the midwife smiled.
"Maureen and I trained at Southmead together, we did our SRN together, and I delivered you...and you!" she glanced at me.
"So you know...?" I asked her tentatively, and she nodded.
"Maureen and I have been friends since we were 17 years old, I trained with her, went to her wedding, and delivered her daughter...and her step-daughter's son, so yes I've always known who you were, Darryl; don't look so worried, Maureen's my friend, your secret's safe with me! I didn't request that I handle this particular birth; it was the luck of the draw, but I'm glad it was me; I delivered Maureen's daughter, and her son, now I'm going to deliver her grandson, I think it all worked out quite well!"
Poor Lena never got her epidural; there was no anaesthetist available so she had to grit her teeth. Labour lasted an excruciating eight hours, the midwife leaving us alone for most of the time so we could talk, hold each other during the most painful and prolonged of the contractions, and wait for full dilation. Lizzie did hang around for a while, but they wouldn't let her in the Mother-Baby unit, family or no, so she decided to go home after wringing a promise out of me to call her as soon as baby Morgan made an appearance.
At last the midwife decided her uterus was fully dilated, and Lena began to push in time with the contractions as they came almost constantly now; this baby really wanted to be born, and less than 20 minutes after she began to push, that little body slid out, a shock of dark hair my first impression of my son. The midwife clamped and cut, and her assistant took the baby to wipe him off a little, wrap him, and weigh him, before placing him on Lena's chest.
"Hello David!" she murmured, and smiled at my raised eyebrow.
"His name's David Robert Fraser Morgan, do you mind, baby? I wanted him to be part of daddy, and that poor boy as well, if it's okay with you."
I smiled; of course I understood; Robert Fraser was my father, nothing could change that fact, and he'd not abandoned me; he'd gone away to fight and never came back, through no fault of his own. If we named our son after him I think that would be a fitting tribute to the boy who'd gone to do his duty and paid with his life. Naming him after dad was always my intention; he was going to be David Morgan II from the second I knew we were having boy, and honouring my biological father was also something I'd considered; trust Lena to anticipate me once again and get it so right. I stroked her cheek and chucked my little boy under his tiny, delicate little chin.
"Of course it's okay with me; he's part of both of them, I think it's right he keeps their names alive. Thank you for thinking like that."
The midwife came up then and asked me to leave, as they still hadn't finished with Lena, so I waved as the porter moved her to another part of the unit to finish the rest of the birthing procedure, something I definitely didn't want to watch. I smiled to myself, wondering if he'd have his mother's startling violet eyes to go with the chestnut hair he'd already gotten from her, or if he'd have my green eyes. His eyes would be open in a day or so, I'd find out then.
I called mum, telling her Lena had just given birth, and listened while she sobbed down the phone at me, then she put dad on. He of course asked what the baby's name was, so I told him, and after a moment's silence he whispered "Thank you son, thank you both!"
I just had time to tell the him we'd be there in a couple of weeks when my pager decided to go off, and I suddenly realised with a guilty start I'd absented myself from Cardio for over eight hours; oh well, if they gave me any flak they could ask the midwife if they wanted, I had a bloody great, iron-clad excuse!
The hospital kept Lena and the baby in for another three days, with Lizzie, the kids, and Emma in virtually constant attendance the whole time she was in, then I was allowed to take her home. I'd asked for, and been granted, three weeks leave of absence to look after both of them while Lena got back on her feet, although so far she'd proved to be surprisingly resilient. The baby was a demanding feeder, and Lena was only getting sporadic bouts of rest, so I felt it was only fair I take care of everything else around the house while we waited for the little one to settle into a pattern.
Lena looked amazing; she'd not really put on any baby-weight around her middle, other than a tiny little curve of 'mummy-tummy', so her waistline was hardly affected, and her breasts, swollen with sweet milk, made her look lush and voluptuous; with her long slim legs, taut behind, and over-emphasised décolletage, she looked like a chestnut-haired Betty Page, and I spent all my time around her with an unfeasibly stiff and swollen erection; alas, it was to no avail; eight weeks before we could 'resume normal relations', as the obstetrician so delicately put it; eight weeks, with her looking so deliciously desirable? I was nearly bent double while being ready to explode with pent-up desire for her after just 3 days, how the hell was I going to survive eight weeks?
Lena was at first amused by my predicament, then sympathetic, but I knew better than to try and force the issue; her insides had taken quite a jumbling and she needed to recover, and the clinical, detached doctor inside me agreed wholeheartedly with the timescale; trouble was, the horny husband-with-needs in there right alongside him disagreed vehemently and spent the long and restless nights baying for her.
Finally, one night, Lena took pity on me, realising I was keyed-up to an almost impossible pitch. The baby was sleeping soundly in his cot next to the bed, and Lena was fast asleep against me, poor girl, obviously tired out, her arm thrown across my chest, and the scent of her hair filling my nostrils. These days she always smelled delicious; a delicate milky bouquet with overtones of baby oil, baby shampoo, and talcum powder always accompanying her, a sweet and tempting combination, and, as usual, I was in a state of frustrated arousal; my head was, as usual, filled with memories and fantasies of the wild and enormously satisfying sex we had indulged in during early days of her pregnancy, and Rosy Palm and her five daughters just weren't cutting it; I was becoming convinced I was actually going out of my mind with sexual frustration. It was while I was having thoughts like this that Lena shifted, her arm sliding off me and her hand coming to rest flat on my stomach, the edge of her palm just brushing my ever-present erection.
I paid it no mind, and then I felt her hand moving, slowly stealing southward, until she was gently but firmly holding me. As she began to slowly fist my erection, I closed my eyes in ecstasy; I'd done this to myself often enough, but having her do it was a next-level experience. As she squeezed and pumped me she lightly kissed and nibbled my chest, eventually circling my nipple with her tongue before slowly sucking it and gently scraping it with her teeth. All through this she never said a word, her lips and tongue, and her pumping hand all the communication we needed. Then she began kissing down my torso, rubbing her tongue through the hairs on my chest and down my abdomen, poking her tongue into my navel and making me gasp with the sensation. Her lips continued to move further down my midsection, until at last I could feel her warm breath on the head of my cock as she continued to pump and squeeze me. I felt her raise her head and I did likewise, to look into her eyes as she smiled serenely at me.
"I love you, Dar!" she whispered, and slowly slid her lips over the head of my stone-hard cock. I groaned softly at the sensation of wet heat as her soft, hot mouth engulfed me, the feel of her tongue as she licked around and under the head while she sucked me almost indescribable. As she sucked and licked me, she began gently squeezing my scrotum, massaging my balls while she slowly sucked my cock, engulfing the head in hot, slippery succulence.
I couldn't possibly last long like this; the pressure had been almost unbearable before, now, the need to empty myself into her was steadily outvoting all my attempts to hold back, to savour the experience. Lena seemed to know exactly what was going through my mind, as her squeezing of my balls became more urgent, her suckling of me more intense as she did her best to bring me off.
I came with a long, soft, growling moan, mindful of the sleeping infant a few feet away, but the orgasm was no less intense for that, all my nerve-endings seeming to sparkle in one huge rush of crackling energy as what felt like a gallon of sperm blasted out of me and into her hot, receptive mouth. Lena sucked and swallowed as fast as I ejaculated, jet after jet of spunk barrelling out of me, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked and swallowed avidly, her eyes locked on mine as she pleasured me so completely.
At last I slumped back, drained and truly satisfied, all the pressure and frustrations of the last few days wiped away by my beautiful girl and her talented mouth. Lena gave one last lick as she polished the last traces of spunk from my cock-head and slid up next to me to plant a kiss directly on my lips as she leaned up and smiled down at me.
"Dar, you are so silly, and so sweet!" she whispered. "All you had to do was ask, you know! I've been watching you suffer so nobly, when all you had to do was ask. Thank you for thinking it would be wrong to ask me to help you out when I'd only just had a baby, but I would have, like a shot; I love you, you silly arse, and you needed me! From now on, until we can resume rumpy-pumpy proper, if you need some help, just say so; I'll never turn you away, Dar, no matter what!"
As she leaned down to kiss me again, I gathered her into me, one thought resonating inside me; how did I ever end up deserving a wonderful girl like this? I fell asleep, proper sleep, for the first time in days, that unique painless agony finally relieved, with the feel of Lena softly breathing against my neck as I held her close. Sometime during the night I felt her stir, and listened, half awake, to the unmistakeable, beautiful sounds of a tiny child feeding contentedly at his mother's breast. I fell asleep again, a happy and fulfilled father, listening to the love of my life nourish our baby with her body.
I awoke to see Lena once again nursing the baby, his tiny, perfect little lips working as he suckled, his eyes fixed on his mother. David had green eyes, like me, and they were fixed intently on his mother, two tiny emeralds in the bluish orbs of his eyes. I know his eyesight was disorganised and still incapable of resolving anything much at this early stage, but some instinct made him fix his stare on his mother as he nursed, somehow he knew she was his world, for now, and I enjoyed watching Lena looking back into his eyes just as intently, boundless love and fierce protectiveness radiating off her. As I stirred she reached over to gently brush her fingers along my cheek without taking her eyes off the baby, including me in the moment as our baby fed.
I showered, shaved and dressed while Lena finished nursing and put him down to sleep, then signalled me to follow her into the other room. We stood in the doorway across the corridor opposite the bedroom, so Lena could watch the baby's cot while we talked in low voices.
"Darryl, we need to go and see daddy; I keep getting the feeling something's going to happen soon, and...I don't know, but I have to see daddy very soon. Dar, get some tickets, the baby can travel after a week, so get them for early next week. Please Darryl, I don't know how I know, I just know, I have to see daddy again, before...before it's...!" she started crying. Of course I agreed; I hadn't wanted to say anything, but I had been feeling that same need to see and touch my father again, to hold him while he held my child, and along with that a growing feeling I couldn't shake, a premonition that time was fast running out for my dad. Lena clung to me as her tears boiled up, until she was crying in great sobbing bursts, a paroxysm of grief and loss, but one I understood completely; she could feel it as well and as sharply as I could, that we were close to losing dad, and we needed to be with him. I knew that her emotions were in turmoil right now, as her hormones ran riot inside her following the birth, but I could tell this was more than just post-baby blues; I could feel it too, and I had been feeling it for several days now, trying and not succeeding to dismiss it as just new father jitters. Lena stopped crying, but she kept her face still buried in my shirt front, and when I handed her my handkerchief she stroked my cheek as she took it from me.
"Book seats for all of us, Dar, Lizzie and the children need to come as well, daddy will want to see them again..."
To hear was to obey, and after a quick conversation with Lizzie I called the Travel Agent and booked the flights for the following Monday, four days hence and 10 days after the birth. I made a quick call to the Obstetrics Clinic and confirmed David would be safe to fly, and set about making preparations for our flights.
The trip was once again uneventful, almost routine, although Allie and Marcus were unaware of what was driving it; I'd had a whispered conversation with Lizzie about it and she confessed she too had developed the certainty that time was getting short; something was nagging her about dad, something was wrong, or was going to happen, but the last time she'd spoken to mum and dad, they'd both been fine, dad was roaming around with his old friends, mum was working, everything seemed normal. If not for that same nagging unease I was also feeling I would have dismissed it all out of hand, but I couldn't shake the feeling that something was coming, and we needed to go to dad, and soon.
Both the parents were waiting at the airport this time, eager to fawn over their grandchild, mum a ball of smiling, crying, motherly concern and grandmotherly pride, and dad proudly holding his new grandson while Lena and Lizzie hugged him, then pictures of all the kids together with mum and dad, Allie holding David like he was a precious Ming vase while beaming at the camera.
Dad had the driver of the minibus take the longer route back to Kolossi so as not to jumble the baby around too much, mum hovering over David in his baby-carrier like she never meant to let go while Lena cuddled up against me. When we finally arrived back at the house, Marcus helped me with the luggage while Lena and Lizzie sat with dad, arms around him as they bantered, but the humour in their conversation wasn't reflected in their eyes; they both looked worried, and yet there seemed to be no cause for concern; Dad was looking far fitter than at any time over the last few years, now that I cast my mind back; he'd put some weight back on, and seemed to be using his inhaler much less frequently. His chest certainly wasn't wheezing so distressingly any more, although it hadn't stopped; he had COPD, and it wasn't going away, perhaps the hot dry air was doing what his doctors had hoped for and slowing the advance, giving him more time with mum, with us, the only thing he'd ever really wanted.
I got to take that picture I wanted, dad holding David, looking fit, tanned and healthy, his face wreathed in smiles as he held his grandson (and great-grandson!) proudly, an image I have burned into my mind and memory forever.
Dinner that night was at a local taverna, Lena raring to taste her favourites again; Souvlaki, Moussaka, and Keftedakia, with Baklava to follow, food she'd discovered on Greek holidays with her friends during her university days. She ordered for all of us, and we sat down together to eat as a family, four generations at one table. We stayed until late, laughing and enjoying our time with dad and mum, but still that nagging unease lurked in the back of my mind, and I could tell Lena was sometimes forcing herself to laugh and appear to be enjoying herself; she too was slowly succumbing to that feeling of brooding unease, feeling the growing vacuum as we waited for the first sign that something was imminent.
As we made our way back to the house, Allie roamed ahead to wait for us, while mum walked ahead of us with Lizzie and Lena, mum carrying David and Marcus holding hands with Lena as he gazed adoringly at her. All of them were apparently engrossed with the baby, but Lena kept giving backward glances, her expression worried, as I walked alongside dad, both of us slouching along with our hands in our pockets, something he'd given me endless grief about when I was younger.
"Stand up straighter, Darryl and get your hands out of your pockets!" he'd order me, "And for goodness sake, stop shambling, walk properly!"
I smiled at the memory, and to see him doing the thing he'd ticked me off about so many, many times.
We chatted about nothing much, just small talk, about the weather in England, how work was progressing, plans for the summer, space fillers, something to stop the silences become brooding; dad was well aware that something was making me edgy; he'd given me several shrewd, questioning glances during dinner, but had said nothing, other than to glance warningly at mum, reminding me not to blurt out whatever was troubling me in front of her. Once inside, while mum, Lena and Lizzie bustled around, dad motioned for me to follow him out onto the rear patio, and asked me to take a seat on one of the sun loungers. He joined me on the other, and we chatted some more, more small talk, until at last he sighed and leaned back in his chair, staring up into the star-speckled sky.
"OK Son, spit it out; what's going on? You, Lena, Lizzie, you're all on tenterhooks, you've been distracted all evening, Lena sounds like a bad laugh track on an old TV show, what's going on?"
I looked away, a huge lump in my throat, and dad at least had the grace to not press me until I was ready to speak. Finally he cleared his throat, something he always did before he spoke.
"Alright, Son, get it off your chest; I knew something was wrong from the moment I first saw you; is it something with you and Lena?"
I turned to stare at him.
"God, no! I love her more than ever, she's everything to me! I promise you, there's nothing wrong between Lena and me!"
Dad pursed his lips.
"Then what is it, son?" he murmured, and waited while I cast about for a way to explain what I was feeling.
"Dad, I know this is going to sound weird, morbid, even, but I keep getting the feeling that something bad's going to happen; Lena can feel it too, that's why we came out here post-haste; even Lizzie feels it, and we can't shake it; I've got a bad feeling, dad, and I wanted to be near you; I can't explain it any other way!"
Dad smiled slightly and leaned back in his chair again, once more looking up at the stars. When he eventually spoke, his voice was even, measured, the voice of a man at peace with himself.
"Son, you're a doctor, you know what's happening to me, you know what's going to happen to me; if it happens sooner rather than later, it doesn't matter, it was always on the cards, and there's nothing anyone could have done. And that's okay, really. My only worry in all of this was what was going to happen with you and Lena, whether you'd both ever find that one person, the right one, like I did with your mother. Well you did, and I'm happy for you both, pleased and happy; you obviously love each other deeply, you always have, it just took a while to work itself out, and for me to accept that you would be together one day. You have a lovely baby son, and you'll have more, and if I'm not here to share in that, well, so what; you two are, and there's some of me in both of you, so I will be there in a way."



He paused for a moment, gathering his thoughts as we listened to the sound of crickets chirring in the hot, still air.
"I hope we brought you up well, son, and I know you'll repay us by doing the same for your own children. I'm proud of you for being who you are, Darryl, not what you are; and even if you weren't my son already, I'd welcome you into this family to be my son, and Lena's husband. Take care of her, Darryl; I know I've said this before, but I want to say it again; she's waited her whole life for you, don't let her down. Pretty soon you're going to be the man of the family; I know it's an old-fashioned idea, but it's true nevertheless, and I need you to be strong for your mum, for Lena, and for Elisabeth and the children; they're all going to need you in some way, even if it's just to be there for them. With your mother, though, don't leave her here alone when I'm gone; she says she wants to stay here after...you know, but she'll be here alone, and I won't do that to her; take her home, son, she's going to need you, all of you, but most especially she's going to need Lena and little David."
I listened to this with tears running down my cheeks. I finally got that dad was saying goodbye, and it hurt more than I thought anything could ever hurt. Dad saw, and reached over to rub my cheek.
"It's okay, son, I'm ready to go soon; I've had more time than I would have had, and I've done the things I wanted to; I've held my grandchildren, found my little girl again, and seen my baby girl happy with the man she's always wanted, I can go now, I'm ready. You can let me go, I'll be fine, I promise, and so will you!"
He looked up, and I followed the direction of his gaze, to see Lena standing in the patio door, her hand pressed against her lips and her eyes wide with shock and loss.
"Lena..." he started, and suddenly she was on the lounger next to him, her arms around his neck as she cried into his shoulder. Dad rocked and soothed her like he used to when she was three, murmuring to her as he rocked her against him. As he rocked her, her sobs gradually diminished, until finally she was able to sit up and look at him again, her eyes puffy and red-rimmed, but clear of tears. He grinned at her.
"That's better; big girls don't cry, baby-girl!"
"Daddy, how are we going..." she began, but dad silenced her with a finger on her lips.
"Shush, baby-girl, and listen. I was telling Darryl it's time for me to go; not this instant, but soon; I have everything I needed from both of you now, so I can go knowing I didn't leave any loose ends for you to tie up. When I'm gone, I want you to take your mother home, okay? Don't leave her here alone, she's going to need you, and I know you both need her. I want you both to know I love you, and I always will love you, and I'm proud of you both, and happy that you're both so happy together. You both found that special person, and I know you'll always be happy together, so I'm happy. Be well, children!"
He stood up and gave Lena his hand as she stood up, and hugged her again.
"I love you daddy!" she murmured.
"And I love you too, baby-girl!" he said, then held out his arm for me, hugging me as he hugged Lena. With that, there was no more to be said, so we walked inside, where we met Lizzie, who'd obviously been waiting for us to finish saying good bye. Dad also hugged her wordlessly, holding her head close to him as she cried soundlessly, saying her own goodbye. After a while, dad began whispering in her ear, Lizzie nodding occasionally, then dad smiled and smoothed her hair, and Lizzie smiled back through her tears before hugging him once more.
We walked dad to his room, where mum waited. She somehow knew what had just transpired, and kissed all three of us silently, a quick peck and a quick brush on the cheek with her hand, then we left to go back to our rooms and our beds.
Once in bed, I tossed and turned for what seemed like hours, the conversation with dad turning over and over in my mind, and when sleep did come, it was fitful and restless. Lena fared no better, the baby waking on cue and needing to be fed, so what with one thing or another, we finally fell asleep at close to 4 a.m.
I'd been asleep for what felt like only a few minutes when a soft knocking at the door jarred me awake. Lena woke with a start, her eyes wide and frightened. Trying to convey that it was nothing to be alarmed about, I slid out of bed and opened the door, to see mum standing there.
"Dar, could you come with me, please?" she asked, her voice calm, but her eyes shining with unshed tears. "Lena...?"
My heart sank as I realised why she wanted us. I picked up my stethoscope from my flight bag and followed her, while Lena scooped up David and tagged in behind me.
When we got to their room I immediately went to dad's bedside. He appeared to be sound asleep, his face peaceful, relaxed and untroubled, almost young-looking, no sign of any trauma, but one glance told me all I needed to know. I followed procedure anyway, checking for his pulse at wrist, carotid, and breast while tears blurred my eyesight. No breath sounds, no pulse, no heartbeat, and the signs of lividity already beginning to appear. I looked at Lena and she began keening, mum immediately holding her and the baby as they both cried together. He was still warm; his poor, damaged heart must have finally given out just a little while ago. He'd gone in his sleep, so at least I could be grateful for small mercies; there had been no long, drawn-out battle with his illness, no suffering stretched into an eternity of choking and gasping for breath. Some comfort, but not much, not when I wanted my dad so much; I didn't want him gone peacefully, I wanted him back, now. But he was gone, and we were left to do the last things he had asked of us. I leaned over and placed his hands on his chest, straightened his bedclothes, and kissed him one last time. I looked up and Lizzie was in the doorway.
"Is he..?" she whispered, and I nodded. Two big tears ran down her cheeks, then mum was there to include her in her hug, the three of them surrounding the baby as they mourned our loss. Lena broke away from mum and Lizzie to place David in my arms as she leaned down to hug dad and kiss him one last time, then sat next to me on the bed, her hand finding its way into mine.
I was feeling strange; I had officiated at a few deaths in my career so far, an inevitable consequence of being a doctor, and I had so far managed to maintain a degree of clinical detachment, and now that professionalism was taking over, directing me in what to do next; with a shock I realised dad had been right; I was the man of the family now, not a boy any more, and there were calls to make, wheels to set in motion, arrangements to be made, and it was my responsibility to make sure the right things happened, the way dad would have wanted them done.
I scanned through the notes file and found the number of the doctor who was dad's specialist at the hospital, and put in a call to him. After a few rings, he answered, more asleep than awake, and I told him dad was gone. He promised me he was on his way, and hung up. Now I didn't know what to do next, I had no plan until the doctor arrived, and when mum sat down next to me and brushed my hair off my face, that was when I could finally stop being professional, and start mourning my dad.
Mum held me while I cried for him, for all the things I'd wanted to tell him and never had the chance, for all the things his grandchildren would say, and do, and be, things he would never be a part of now, and for my own loss. Mum held me close while I cried myself out, Lena joining me, her hand soft and gentle in mine as she shared my grief and loss.
The wheels gathered momentum as the machinery of death swung into action; death certificate, Chapel of Rest, funeral service and burial. The RAF base at Akrotiri sent six Royal Air Force servicemen in full dress to act as pallbearers, a last gift from his friends and a mark of respect to an ex-RAF serviceman, and a wreath from the Cyprus branch of the Royal British Legion. We laid dad to rest in Dhekelia Military Cemetery in Larnaca, in the Eastern Sovereign Base Area of the island.
I was numb through the whole thing, mouthing responses through the service, and mechanically throwing that symbolic handful of dirt onto the coffin; none of us was ready to say goodbye to him, and even though his illness had numbered his days, none of us had really believed it would ever come to this; Dad was...dad, solid as a rock, father, husband, sometimes judgemental, sometimes stern, sometimes angry, always dependable, usually placid and fair-minded, and always, always there when we needed him; a normal man, the bedrock of our family, and the one certainty in my life as I grew up, and now he was gone.
That gaping hole in my life I had anticipated when he first told us he was dying was now there for real, and it felt like nothing could ever fill it again; then my baby son held my finger as I held him, his tiny hand gripping me tight, and I realised that the hole dad's passing had left in our lives would gradually fill and heal over as family and life and loved ones rushed in to seal the breach and make us whole again. I smiled as that realisation finally hit home, and Lena, always in tune with me, smiled as well through her tears as she shared in my epiphany.
At the house afterwards, after the last of the mourners and well-wishers had left, we sat and looked around, subtle reminders of dad everywhere, but it was more wistful than grieving; dad was gone, but we were still here, and we were still a family; we had each other, we had mum, and there was still the promise and life of the children to look forward to yet. Dad had left behind a complete family, and that was something he could be proud of.
Eventually Lena left to feed the baby, and mum accompanied her to help, and hold the baby afterwards. Allie came and sat next to me and pulled my arm up and over her shoulders so she could snuggle up against me. Marcus was looking lost, pale and exhausted, so Lizzie took him to put him in bed, leaving just Allie and me to sit in silence. Eventually Allie broke the silence.
"Darryl, who are you? I mean really? Mum says you're Aunt Emma's nephew, Lena says you're her boyfriend, so does Nana, but today, it was like you were more than that; like you were something else, someone everyone loves but no-one wants to talk about. Nana's always touching your face or brushing your hair back when she thinks no-one's looking, and she acts like she's your mum. Grandad was Lena and mum's dad, but it was like he was your dad as well, not just your girlfriend's dad, so tell me; really, who are you? 'Cos I'm really confused..."
I was momentarily wrong-footed; Allies sharp eyes had seen things, and now her sharp little brain was busily making connections.
A movement caught my eye, and I looked up to see Lizzie in the doorway, her eyes wide and wondering. As she looked into my eyes, she nodded slightly, giving me permission to tell my story, then turned and left just as silently. I understood her reasoning immediately; if Allie was old enough to ask, she was old enough to know the truth.
"Allie," I began, "What I'm telling you now is for you only; if you can't solemnly swear to keep this to yourself forever, then I'm not saying another word, do you understand me?"
She looked at me with big eyes, obviously impressed with what I was asking of her, then nodded slowly.
"I promise, Darryl!" she whispered.
"Thank you Allie!" I said, and smiled as she grinned back.
"A long time ago, a boy fell in love with a girl; he was six years old, she was only five, but he knew even then that he loved her. They spent all their time together, grew up together, and loved each other very much. When he was a young man, he decided that he'd become a soldier, so he joined the army. One day he and the girl found out they were having a baby, and they were really happy, but then a war came along; he was a soldier, so he had to go, but he promised to come back soon. He never did; he was killed in a place called East Falkland. The girl had the baby, but she couldn't bring him up alone; she was too young, and it hurt her too much to think she'd never have her young man to help her with their son; so she gave the baby to her dad to bring up, and she left."
Allie was looking at me in confusion, trying to understand where I was going with this.
"The name of the boy was Robert Darryl Fraser; he was your Aunt Emma' older brother, and the girl was Elisabeth Evana Morgan. The baby was given his father's middle name, and he was brought up by Elisabeth's father."
Allie was looking at me in silence, her lips moving, wheels turning and clicking inside her head, until suddenly her eyes widened.
"You mean..?" and I smiled at her.
"Robert and Elisabeth's son was named Darryl. That was me. Your mum was only a teenager when she had me, she was too young, and too frightened, to bring me up, so she gave me to her dad, your grandad, to bring up. He's always just been 'dad' to me, and your Nana is my mum as far as I'm concerned."
Allie was sitting up and staring at me now.
"Let me get this straight; my mum is...your mum too? Wow!"
She leaned back again and chewed her lip, until another thought suddenly made her sit bolt upright.
"Wait a second there, just hold on a second! Lena's my mum's sister, so she's my aunt; you're my...big brother, so...Lena's your aunt too! Wow again! This is going to put the skids under the shit-cart!"
I looked at her in bemusement to hear something that dad used to say come out of her mouth, and started to rebuke her when she grinned winsomely at me.
"Sorry Darryl, mum says I shouldn't talk like that, it just slipped out! What does mum have to say about this, 'cos now I don't know if David's my cousin or my nephew!"
I put my arm around her, my littlest sister, and hugged her to me.
"Remember what you promised, Allie; David is always only ever going to be your cousin, okay? What I told you is a secret, and no-one, not even Marcus, can ever know; it's about family, our family, you, me, Marcus, Lena, everyone. Your mum knows she can't be my mum, not really, so to me and the rest of the world she's always going to be my girl's big sister, and you'll be my girlfriend's nosy, noisy, annoying, perfect little niece; I'll always be your big brother though, and I'll always be there for my little sister and brother, but only you'll know why; it'll be our secret, okay?"
Allie looked up at me quizzically.
"Do you love her? Lena, I mean."
I smiled back down at her.
"With all my heart; I love Lena, and she loves me. Why?"
Allie grinned impudently.
"Then none of that really matters, does it? Lena has you, I have you, Nana has you and Lena, and mum has all of us, case closed!"
I was astonished at the way she cut to the heart of it, at her clarity of vision; she was completely right, of course, and something told me I been right to tell her; she'd never blab, she understood that this was about our family, and no-one else needed to know.
She suddenly giggled, and grinned up at me when I looked enquiringly at her.
"Mum must be seriously bugged she has a grandson! Best not to remind her, though, she'd probably have a complete spaz-attack if you mention she's a granny!"
*
When I made my way to the bedroom, David was already down, and Lena was waiting for me, her eyes glowing in the dim light.
"I heard what you said to Allie; thank you, baby, she's a good girl, and now she knows she has a big brother to rely on as well; I'm proud of you, Dar, you handled it like daddy would have, well done!"
I climbed into bed and reached over to hug Lena, to discover she was naked under the covers. My cock immediately stirred with interest; it was still far too soon to start having sex, but there were other things, and from the look in her eye she'd worked out exactly what they were! She slid over to me and held me close, kissing my chest and neck. I stiffened slightly, and Lena stopped what she was doing and reached up to stroke my face
"I know we only buried daddy today, but I don't think it would be disrespectful if we loved each other tonight; life goes on, Dar, and daddy loved us at least as much as we loved him; I think he'd be okay with us getting back into our lives now!"
She made sense, and it did feel right; we loved each other, and now, here in our father's house, we needed to reaffirm that love to each other. Sensing the tenor of my thoughts, Lena resumed kissing and nibbling my chest as she worked her way down my abdomen, until her lips once more enfolded my straining cock head in the feeling of moist heat. I slipped onto my back as Lena sucked me as she simultaneously squeezed my shaft, both sensations making my thighs and stomach muscles jump and quiver with the strain of holding back from emptying myself into her mouth in a single hot torrent of spunk.
Lena sucked, and licked, and squeezed, and I held back, by the skin of my teeth, savouring the experience, but when she massaged my scrotum with her free hand, lightly scratching the underside with one long, slow scraping fingernail, I came like a train, spurting jet after jet of semen into her hot and willing mouth as I smothered my shout of ecstatic fulfilment with a pillow so as not to wake the whole house!
As I quivered and twitched in stress reaction, Lena slid up next to my and bit me lightly on the chin.
"Don't get too comfortable, stud, you haven't finished yet!" she whispered. I grinned and pulled her to me, my hands going to her lovely peach bottom, a delectable globe in each hand as I pulled her on top of me.
"What do you want to do, princess?" I whispered, and for answer she slid off me to lie face down on the bed, holding her buttocks spread open for me.
"Taste me, Dar, I want you to eat me, I need it so bad!" she whispered.
I moved down between her spread thighs and squeezed her plush, satiny bum-cheeks, lifting her by her hips as I slid down to push my face between those beautiful globes and lick her moist, tangy pussy hidden in the depths there. Lena lifted her hips with a sigh and slid a pillow under her pelvis to keep her bum in the air, making it easier to reach my target with my tongue. As I licked and gently ran the flat of my tongue over her vulva, Lena sighed and whispered each time I did something she especially liked, her thighs tensing and her feet drumming on the bed when I poked and probed her clitoris with the tip of my tongue.
"Oh God, yess, do that, do that again!" she hissed, and I obliged, flicking her hard little pearl with my tongue, drawing an "Ooohhh!" each time I did it. Finally, I slid my hand under her so I could rub her clitoris with the pad of my thumb while I licked and pushed my tongue into her pussy, licking and separating the labia as I gently slotted my tongue into her. Lena was gasping and hissing as I stimulated her, and I could feel her climax drawing close as she trembled and quivered with each darting attack of my tongue-tip inside her. Her little anus was winking and contracting as her vulva reacted to what I was doing, calling to me and begging for some attention, and when I rubbed her clitoris while simultaneously shoving my tongue into her pucker as hard as I could, she shrieked into her pillow as she came in a thundering orgasm, her entire body shuddering and quivering as the waves of pleasure raged and surged inside her. Her anus contracted sharply, forcing my tongue out, so I pushed it into her vulva as hard as I could, drawing another groan from her as another surge of orgasmic pleasure crashed inside her.
"No Dar, no more, no more, please Dar, stop, I can't...no more...!" she gabbled as her orgasm billowed and surged inside her, until finally she slumped down bonelessly tears leaking from the corners of her tight-shut eyes.



I slid back up next to her and held her close while the aftershock tails of orgasm whipped and curled through her, her body quivering and twitching as the adrenaline overload gradually dissipated. Finally she drew a ragged breath as she turned to grin sleepily at me.
"Bloody hell, Dar, if I could bottle however you do what you do to me I'd make a bloody fortune! Thank you baby, I needed that, now I can rest tonight. Love you, Dar!"
I squeezed her close to me as she reached out to adjust the baby's blanket in his cot next to the bed, and fell asleep almost immediately. I held her while I breathed the scent of her hair, remembering our days together when we were younger, and the workings of fate that had put her here, with me, right now. Thinking of Lena, I fell asleep, and dreamed of dad, and mum, and Lena when she was small, when we'd still been close, before my thoughtless immaturity had almost destroyed that closeness forever.
*
Before we left for home, I had one more conversation I needed to have with mum; actually it was one we all needed to have with her. Lena eventually cornered her and led her to the sitting room where the rest of the family was gathered; I love that word; family; so much weight of meaning in one small word.
As duly elected spokesperson I was shoved forward to speak for the group.
"Mum, now that dad's gone, we, none of us, want you to stay here alone; come home, mum, you have a home and a family, we need you, the baby will need you, I know Allie, Marcus and Lizzie need you, and I will always need my mum. Please come home, I know I speak for the whole family when I say we can't bear the thought of leaving you here alone."
Mum looked at us, at all the faces waiting for her answer.
"Darryl, I have a job here, I can't just leave...what about your father, I can't just leave him here alone...!"
Lena spoke up, cutting across her objections.
"Mum, I know daddy's here, and he's among his old friends, and I know you don't want to leave him, so we'll leave him to rest until the time is right, and when you're ready, we'll bring him home so he can be near us again."
"Sweethearts, I appreciate what you're saying, but your dad's here, my job and my home...!"
I spoke again, and I had a special surprise for her.
"Mum, if you're worried about your job, your old one is waiting for you back at in Bristol; I spoke with the Senior Registrar, he's not happy with the Agency staff who've been running the Renal Unit, and if you're willing, he's happy to put you back on staff, with your time away listed as Illness Leave of Absence, so you'll never actually have left. How about it, mum, come home, please, you have a home with Lena and me, with all of us, not here by yourself!"
Mum looked down for the longest time, while we looked on and waited for her answer. At long last she raised her head and smiled, even though her cheeks were tear-stained.
"All right, children, I will; just promise me that we'll bring your father home as soon as possible."
FINIS.
________________________________
Footnote:
We brought dad home six months later, and he was finally laid to rest in Arnos Vale, so now both my father's slept near each other. We had a proper funeral, so Doreen and poor Aunt Min were able to say their final farewells to their baby brother. Lena and I had decided to get married, but we couldn't do that in the UK; luckily a solution presented itself when friends got married on holiday in Las Vegas, so we made a lightning visit to Reno, where we were legally married in the courthouse on Court Street.
Mum took care of David while we made our whistle-stop visit to America, but I will admit to not being completely happy and at ease until I had my son in my arms again. Lena was even worse; we'd been gone four days, but to Lena it had felt like half a lifetime away from David, and she was wracked with guilt for leaving her baby behind; she almost snatched him from mum when she picked us up at the airport and spent the journey home crooning and crying over him; David just watched her in what I felt sure was genuine puzzlement; while we were away I'm sure mum would have spoiled him rotten, something she won't admit to under torture.
Now that we were legally married, we could have the white wedding Lena had always dreamed of and mum had almost given up on. We were married in church in Clifton, our home, with the white dress for Lena, the cake and Reception, Allie was her bridesmaid, Lizzie was Matron of Honour, and Marcus was our page-boy, all the trappings of the classic White Wedding. All my family was here, Aunts Doreen and Min, Emma and her family, and I even received a congratulatory telemessage and a wedding gift from my aunt in Australia, Emma's youngest sister. The only people missing were the other part of my family, my aunt Lois and her children Julie and Mark; I'd not been able to find out anything more about them apart from that snippet about Julie being injured when she was thirteen, but I promised myself; one day I would make a proper, concerted effort to put my family back together; Julie and Mark must have medical records somewhere, one of the National Health Trusts in London must be responsible for their care, I promised myself I'd dig a little deeper once we had everything back to normal around here; I cared for Emma, and she was hurting for those two lost kids, maybe one day I would be able to do something about that.
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This finishes Dylan and Louise's story, and I won't be visiting their world again. Dylan is an amalgam of both my big brothers, who both went off to war when I was younger and never came back, so Dylan got the happy ever after they should have, now I can leave it. For your interest, 'Men of Harlech' is possibly the most stirring call to battle I've ever heard, it brings me out in goosebumps every time I hear it; at the battle of Rorkes Drift in South Africa in 1879, B Company, the 24th Regiment of Foot, 150 men, sang this song while successfully holding off 4,000 zulu warriors in multiple attacks over 2 days before being relieved. Every Welshman worth his salt knows this song...
As before, I caution you, this is not the real world, it's my world, so only bits here and there will match reality, or maybe in lots of places, but it's still just storyland, not 9 to 5, Monday to Friday land. If you like it, please rate it, if you didn't, please tell me why.
BB1958
____________________________
Louise sat down in the cafeteria with a sigh of relief; her rotation was over, she could look forward to a whole 7 days of sleeping late, slobbing around, and ambushing Dylan as soon as he got back later today or tomorrow; definitely her favourite pastime!
She was currently seconded from the company medical facility to the Cardio-vascular unit in the hospital in Jeddah at the request of the client, who needed a competent cardio surgeon, and the company, ever mindful of their need to keep the client sweet, had promptly loaned her out to the hospital so they could advertise their competence in bypass surgery. She drank her coffee appreciatively; whatever else was wrong with this place, they made the best coffee in the world, that was for sure.
She stretched and groaned, her beautiful face drawn and tired, her glorious bronze hair lank and tired-looking; four CABG's in a row, she felt like her legs were going to fall off after eleven hours straight in the OR. If only these people would eat healthily, she mused, instead of wolfing down salt-laden processed food, burgers, grease-soaked stodgy pizza's, lamb apparently basted in its own cholesterol, and sugar in crippling amounts, every single one of them eating themselves into an early grave. Two of the grafts she'd done had been bypassing Coronary Arteries she could barely manoeuvre out of the way, they were so stiffly congested and distended. Every one of the cases she had come to so far had done this to themselves, she should have specialised in Ortho, at least she wouldn't spend all day grubbing around inside rich fat slobs who'd opted for the 'death by burger' route to end their lives early. Doing this day after day had given her a definite interest in the vegetarian option...
Two hands slipped over her eyes, and a voice whispered hoarsely in her ear "Hello little girl, anyone ever tell you, you've got really nice tits?"
She reached behind her and slapped Dylan's leg, before pulling him down to kiss him soundly.
"I golli chi! Pan wnaethoch chi ddod yn ôl? (I missed you! When did you get back?) she whispered, enjoying the feel of his arms around her again after almost three months on deployment in Warri, in Nigeria, beefing-up the security arrangements for oil operations in the Niger Delta region.
"I got in several hours ago, you were in the OR, so I caught-up on paperwork, did some drugs, picked up some pretty boys...!"
She slapped him again, and pulled him in again for another kiss, uncaring that the other doctors and nurses looked on disapprovingly; she was fed up with this place, and its ridiculous taboos, and restrictions on women, and the smug, 'thank you Allah for making me a man' attitude of every single local male doctor, nurse, orderly, market trader and donkey-drover. She was fed up with being marginalised and talked-down to by male nurses and orderlies; she was the cardio-thoracic surgeon, the one actually doing the life-saving here, but she still had to ask permission of the male nurse in the OR to remove her hijab to put on a scrub-hat, and that had finally driven her to think "What the fuck, I don't need this medieval shit, I want to go home; I'm done!" hence her indifference to the stares and glares of the locals when she kissed her husband in public.
"Drugs? I don't believe you for one second. Pretty boys, now...!" she grinned, and Dylan grinned back, gently pinching her leg as he nibbled her neck.
"Come on Lou, I've been gone three months, even the riggers were starting to look cute, I want to play!" he whispered in her ear, making her flush and smile happily; he may have been a seasoned anti-terrorism 'consultant', and an ex-combat soldier, one of the SAS elite, but she was so glad he was also, at heart, a horny teenager with an endlessly inventive mind and absolutely no inhibitions...
Taking her hand, he led her away, dismissing the frowns and disapproving looks with a challenging, "fuck you" grin as he openly adjusted his crotch a la Michael Jackson, making the women gasp in outrage and hurriedly look away. They took the lift down to the lower parking garage, where Dylan had parked his company-issue armoured Toyota Land-Cruiser, and opened the door to let her climb in.
As he handed her in, he changed his mind and pulled her back out and held her up, kissing her as hard as he dared, his arms tightly locked around her waist. Louise hung there kissing him for a second or two, alternating between need for the taste of her man, and laughing and giggling at her predicament, suspended in mid-air while he kissed her crazily.
While they were thus engaged, there was a sudden shout in Arabic, and a security guard appeared, obviously offended and angry at this public display of affection in a deserted parking garage. Dylan winked at Louise and put her down, and turned to face the skinny man weighed down with the enormous pistol strapped to his leg, amusedly assessing the angry look and wondering how best to brush him off.
The guard started shouting about 'Western sluts' in Arabic, clearly furious that Dylan and Louise had indulged in public affection, a heinous crime in local eyes, while Dylan stood with his arms folded, a small, sardonic smile playing around his lips.
The little man stopped to take a breath, and Dylan smiled as insultingly as he could and said softly "Have you finished? Good, now piss off!" in Arabic.
The man goggled, his face darkening as started to tug his pistol out of the holster. It was a Browning Hi-Power, and judging by the state of it, it was from the 1940's or 50's, which was probably the last time it had been given a thorough clean. It looked huge in his small hand, and he struggled to tug the 2lb pistol out. Dylan grinned and stepped closer, grabbing his hand and yanking the pistol away from him, slapping him across the face and sending him sprawling on the ground as he lifted the pistol.
Dylan grinned mirthlessly, and leaned down to speak to him.
"You were going to shoot me for telling you to go away? That was foolish, and now I have your gun. You should pray to Allah and unburden yourself of your sins now before I send you to join him!" he told him in Arabic, watching his expression as the rage and shame at being slapped in front of a woman changed to terror as he realised his predicament.
Dylan slipped the magazine out of the butt, and worked the slide to eject any live rounds that may have been in the breech. One round sprang out and tinkled on the concrete. Dylan looked at him in astonishment.
"You walk around with a live round in the breech and the safety off? Perhaps if it had gone off and blown your balls off it would have taught you a valuable lesson! How will you explain to your prophet that you mutilated yourself through your own stupidity, and how will you pleasure your 72 houri's in Paradise when you arrive there with no dick?"
The guard stared at the floor, trembling in abject terror; he'd tried to frighten a man who didn't frighten, and he was going to pay with his life.
"Stand up, you!" ordered Dylan as he threw the pistol over the guard rail into the shrubbery four floors below, pumped all the rounds out of the magazine and threw them over as well, and kicked the magazine as far along the floor as he could, out of sight under one of the other cars parked there.
"You slapped me!" whined the guard, and Dylan glanced at him, shutting him up again.
"I slapped you because you are not enough of a man for me to kill you like one. You insulted my wife, and you attempted to kill me. That gives me the right to kill you, in any way I choose, you foolish man. Now you will beg her forgiveness properly, or I will take you into the desert, and I will come back alone. Do you understand?"
The man nodded rapidly, and turned to Louise, his eyes averted.
"Ana asefa, hal ta'gh'fireeni!" (I am sorry, please forgive me!) he whined, trembling, his eyes downcast.
Louise looked away from him and said "Rooh, rooh!" (Go away!), contemptuously flicking her hand at him in a gesture of dismissal, and watched as he scuttled away, trying to find where his weapon had gone.
Dylan climbed in the Landcruiser and backed out of the space, giving the hapless guard a beep as they drove past him. He looked at Louise and murmured "I've had enough of this fucking place, God, it's a shit-hole...!"
"Dyl, what happens if he tells someone what happened just now?" asked Louise, and Dylan grinned.
"He won't; he got slapped in front of a woman and had to beg her for his life; plus, he's never going to find all those rounds; when he came on duty they would have made him sign for the rounds in the magazine, and they'll count them when he goes off-duty. When they find there's a shortage they're going to assume he gave it to an accomplice to commit a crime, and this time tomorrow he's gonna be face down on a mattress in a police cell while a big sergeant "questions" him thoroughly!"
"How do you know he'll come up short?" asked Louise, trying not to grin, her laughter pealing out when he grinned and showed her one of the rounds concealed in his hand.
"But supposing he does report us?" she persisted, and Dylan grinned hugely.
"Baby-Girl, our friend has bigger problems than reporting me for giving him a bitch-slap; I think I can state with no fear of contradiction that becoming anal-retentive is something he'll never have to worry about!"
Louise had been turning over what he'd said earlier, and decided to ask him outright.
"Dyl, if I said I was done with this place too, that I wanted to go home, what would you say?"
Dylan smiled and reached over the gear stick to pull her a little closer.
"Funny you should say that..."
++++
When they got back to the compound, Mike Bruce was waiting for them, a big grin on his face.
"Louise, I see our man of the moment has his priorities in order, come and see me when you've relaxed a little, both of you, and, uh...take your time, it's been three months!"
Louise blushed scarlet as she realised he was talking about...her and Dylan...!"
"Oh God, Dyl, does everyone know what we're going to do?" she whispered, and Dylan grinned back.
"Darling wife of mine, I've been away three months, in the hottest, sweatiest, grimmest shit-hole this planet has to offer, fending off Islamist loonies, local thieves, government crooks, wannabe pirates, hijackers, slavers, drug-dealers, gun-runners, and various assorted local scumbags, trash and 'freedom fighters', setting up guard positions, pipeline inspection and protection teams, long hours and no you, so yeah, everyone here's got a pretty good idea; you're the only company wife who works here, on the Cute Wife scale of one to ten you're about 47, and they're all big, butch, horny, hairy guys, so no, they're not going to believe for one instant we're spending our first night together in three months playing Yahtzee!"
Louise laughed, feeling relieved that his sense of humour was still as fresh and cheerfully vulgar as when he was a schoolboy. Seven years out here hadn't changed him in the slightest, and she was profoundly grateful for that; this place had a habit of chewing up fresh-meat, the new blokes who came in positive they could do the job, and she'd seen them crumble as the reality relentlessly wore them down; long hours, no family, none of the amenities they were used to in their home countries, just about everything they took for granted at home either not available or strictly illegal. The turnover rate was astronomical, fully 85% of new intake were gone within the year, unable to stand the constant heat and ever-present dust, the lack of social life, the 24/7 lifestyle, lack of amenities, and lack of women, just work, work, and more work.
Dylan thrived under these conditions; it was like his whole life had been optimizing him for just this role, and he'd been here seven years now, longer than almost anyone; only the core team had been here longer, and he was now a de-facto member of that core team, one of the elite amongst the cadre of specialists the company employed to keep the oil flowing at all costs. Dylan and his team worked long, hard hours, earned spectacular amounts of money, and came home to salt it away for the day when the fun had to stop.
Today was the first time she'd ever heard him express a negative emotion about the job or this place, but she guessed he'd started picking up that vibe from her, that she didn't want to remain shut-away here forever in this sweltering isolated corner of the world.
As they walked in the door of their apartment, Dylan kicked the door shut and slid his hands up inside her scrubs top, making her shriek and giggle as he cupped her firm, tea-cup breasts, her nipples hardening instantly into two stiff points.
"Hello girls, I missed you!" he murmured into her neck as Louise reached behind to hold his neck, pushing her bum back against the prominent bulge she could feel in his CS95 trousers and grinding him into the cleft between her cheeks.
Dylan responded by pulling her hard against him, rubbing his bulging cock against her; she in turn sighed and murmured into his ear as he bit and nibbled her neck.
"Oh yes, Dyl, oh yes, do that, oh, that's nice, do it again!" she whispered as he rubbed and rolled and squeezed her nipples, making waves of pleasure ripple through her, finally beaching in her pussy, her labia becoming tender and moist as they began to swell from the manipulation of her sensitive nipples.
Now he slid his hand down into the waistband of the blue scrubs pants, running his finger momentarily over the smooth cotton of her taut panties, before sliding his hand inside them, and giving a short, "Ooh!" as his fingers encountered only smooth bare skin where he'd expected to find her silky pubic hair.
"You shaved, that's nice, was it for me?" he murmured, nibbling her ear and making her giggle.
"You wish! It's for the Pool Boy, it's his favourite look...!" she teased, and Dylan nibbled harder and slid a finger between her lips, making her gasp as he rubbed lightly against her clitoris, sudden pleasurable sensation shooting through her and making her sag against him as her knees buckled.
Dylan spun her round and slid his hands down the back of her scrubs and into her panties, to cup and squeeze her taut cheeks as he pulled her close, kissing her properly for the first time as his fingers lightly rubbed and massaged her tight little rosebud. Her hands clasped his head tightly as she kissed him back with three months pent-up need.
He began sliding her scrubs down, but she wriggled out of his grasp.
"No Dyl, I need a shower, really, I've been knee-deep in chest cavities all day, I reek of Hibiscrub, antiseptic, and innards, and my hair is starting to move by itself, I feel all yuk, give me 10 minutes, OK?"
Dylan grinned and nodded and kissed her again, noticing for the first time a certain...medical...component to her usual scent of shower soap and shampoo.
"You're right Lou, you do seem a little aromatic! 10 minutes, then I'm dragging you out, finished or not! I have needs, wench!"
Louise grabbed and squeezed his balls lightly, making him gasp as she grinned minxily.
"You're all talk; in ten minutes you better have a big present for me or I'm hauling the Pool-Boy in here!"
Well before the 10 minutes was up, Louise was out, towelled-off and sitting on the bed drying her hair, while Dylan lay back under the covers, watching her closely.
Suddenly he reached over, took the dryer from her and grinned.
"Okay, that'll do, you're dry enough for me!"
So saying, he slid her back to him, Louise rolling over so she was facing him, looking searchingly into his eyes and examining his face carefully. So far, there were no stress indicators, no tightening of the facial muscles that indicated long-term stress or exhaustion; he really seemed to be the same Dylan, and she felt a wave of relief roll over her. He wasn't suffering from the kind of shell-shock she'd seen so many of the newbie's succumb to, the job hadn't gotten to him yet, and there was no sign of the mythical '1,000 yard stare' she'd heard so much about but had never seen.
Dylan was still just Dylan, happy, cheerful, horny, devil-may-care, and still hers. His eye looked relatively normal now, his habitual squint gone now that the ocular implant was doing so much to correct his blurred and dimmed vision, so much so that he didn't need or wear the eye-patch anymore.
However, Dylan now suffered from Nyactalopia, Night Blindness, an unavoidable side-effect of the ocular implant surgery to increase the refractive capability of his damaged retina in normal light. Louise dosed him regularly with Vitamin A to boost his Rhodopsin levels, but it was no cure, just a stop-gap. Dylan was just happy he didn't have to wear that ridiculous, sinister-looking eye-patch any more, even though Louise thought that, with the eye patch and the network of thread-like white scars on his left cheek that stood out clearly against his tanned face, he looked buccaneering, battle-scarred and romantic. Still, the red line across the white of his left eye, and the tendency for his ocular implant to reflect light like a cat's eyes at night was sufficiently intimidating for would be troublemakers to back down when he looked directly at them.
His hands slid down her back, to clasp her bottom tightly and pull the cheeks apart, making her gasp and giggle, while the same devilment she'd always seen danced happily in his eyes; she knew that of old, it meant he was up to something, usually something that made her sweaty, breathless, and hot!
Dylan rolled onto his back, pulling her with him so she was now lying on him, her knees on either side of his torso, and his solid erection trapped between the two of them. Louise grinned and gently rolled from side to side, massaging his cock, making him gasp and groan softly. Dylan lifted his head, and Louise dipped down, their lips meeting as his hands roamed over her taut bum, squeezing and pulling the cheeks apart, sliding his fingers along her swelling labia, and rubbing her tender rosebud with the side of his thumb.
Grinning happily, Louise lifted up to take hold of his cock, rubbing it along the dampness seeping from her slit, before slowly sliding herself down on him.
Dylan gasped as her damp heat enveloped him, her pussy tight and delightful, and he had to seriously damp himself down to not come immediately as the sensations in his cock threatened to overwhelm him. Louise also gasped as he stretched her open again, three months of need finally being satisfied as his solid seven inches of thick cock invaded her hot tightness.



Dylan arched his back as he drove slowly into her, finally bottoming-out, listening to her gasp in pleasure as he bored into her depths. She reared up, her hands on his midriff, and began to slide herself up and down on him, grinding her clitoris into him as she pumped, bringing herself on.
Almost immediately those old feelings began to race and shudder through her; three months was a long time, and she'd been thinking about this moment for a long time now. As she thought of how he was pleasuring her, the first feather touches of orgasm began to make themselves felt, her nerve endings beginning to thrill and sing, and as she pumped, they built into an unstoppable wave crashing through her.
Louise threw her head back as the most powerful orgasm she'd ever experienced ripped through her, electricity blasting out of every nerve ending, her eyesight blurring and her ears popping with the force of it. She shuddered and quaked on top of Dylan, her hands clenched tightly in his as she screamed in release, her vagina clamping down on him like a vice as she rode the waves of intense, shuddering pleasure as they surged through her again and again.
At last the searing pleasure gave way to aftershocks quivering in her, and she slumped forward, her hair a sweet-smelling net over Dylan's face as she leaned over him, only willpower holding her upright as her chest heaved from the force and speed of her orgasm. Dylan leaned up and nipped her nipples between his teeth, making her gasp, then pulled her down to lie on top of him, her heart thudding against his chest.
Eventually her breathing slowed, as did her heartbeat, and she raised herself up on her elbows to smile down on him.
"Fy duw a oedd yn dda!" (God, that was good!) she grinned, dipping down to catch his bottom lip between her teeth. Dylan responded by sliding his hands down to cup her taut, silky backside, his finger brushing her rosebud and making her start and quiver.
"I bet i yn gwybod beth rydych ei eisiau nawr!" I bet I know what you want now!) she grinned, nibbling his lip some more as his fingers continued to circle and gently prod her tight pucker. Dylan rolled over again, now Louise was under him, and he rested with his weight on his elbows, sliding his forearms under her back to push her nipples up invitingly. Dylan took one nipple in his mouth, gently scraping the erect nub with his teeth, drawing a gasp and a wriggle from Louise as the sensation rocketed round her system. She involuntarily clamped her pussy around his still bone-hard cock, making him gasp as well, and they continued for a while, Dylan nibbling, sucking and chewing gently on her solidly erect nipples, maintaining her state of arousal as evidenced by the rippling of her pussy as she clasped him tightly.
At last she pushed him away, to sit up and take a tube of gel lubricant from the night stand and hand it to him with a sly grin.
"Gwneud hyn i mi, neu a fydd i gael y Bachgen Pwll? (Do this for me, or shall I get the Pool Boy?)
Dylan grinned, and pressed a good smear of the cold stuff on his fingertip, then slowly and gently rubbed it around her tight hole, then taking some more and pushing it up inside her, Louise gasping at the sensation. Dylan slid one finger into her, followed by another, loosening her up for what was coming. At last, she decided that enough was enough.
"Come on, big boy, do things to me, make me howl!" she grinned, lying back and pulling her knees up to her chest. Dylan looked down at her anus, gaping open for him, and hurriedly smeared a last finger of lubricant over the head of his cock, before shuffling forward to push against the tight ring of her anus.
Slowly he slid in, Louise gasping with the feeling of his thick cock sliding into her tight little anus, then suddenly the head popped past the ring, which clamped down on his shaft. Louise gave a yelp and lay back, gasping.
"Yn araf, gariad, mewn gwirionedd yn araf, os gwelwch yn dda!" (Slowly, sweetheart, really slowly, please!) she muttered, Dylan easing back and waiting for her signal when she was ready for more.
Louise nodded, and he began sliding in slowly, watching her closely, until he was buried to the hilt in her tightly clasping rectum, his cock twitching as he fought the urge to just plunge in and out of her like a wild man. As he began to slide back out, her eyes slammed open.
"Oh God, yes, like that Dyl, oh yesss, Christ I missed this, oh that's so good!" she groaned, pushing herself back against him, raising up to meet his thrusts as he plunged back into her. Back and forth they went, Dylan speeding up as his need to orgasm began to grow, Louise pumping back against him, lost in the feel of this raw, primitive sex she'd missed so much for so long, enjoying the feel of her man inside her where he belonged, her husband, her brother, her only lover.
Dylan came explosively, his cock swelling to wedge inside the suddenly too-tight confines of her rectum, filling her completely as the hot spunk blasted out of him, painting her bowels with his thick, creamy sperm. Three months of pent-up need exploded inside the woman he loved, his younger sister, now his wife, and the one woman in the world who meant everything to him. He seemed to have an inexhaustible supply of sperm, pulse after pulse bulleting out of him, as though he was somehow filling her with himself, giving her his seed as his symbol of his overwhelming love for her.
His orgasm triggered her own, and Louise screamed in release as another powerful, mind-shattering orgasm pulsed and crashed through her, the nearness of her man and the feel of his seed in her body exciting her like nothing else ever could, and pulling pleasure out of her like she could never imagine.
At last Dylan finished ejaculating, his muscles strained and trembling from the exertion and sheer physical, mental, and emotional overload he was experiencing from being once again united with his sister-bride, their two years of marriage feeling like two weeks. Coming home to her always felt like the start of the honeymoon. Dylan adored his wife, and loved her with a depth and passion he would find impossible to explain or understand; all he knew was that Louise felt the same about him, and that knowledge excited and inspired him like nothing else could, igniting sexual fires that leaped hot and all-consuming in both of them.
With a groan, he slumped down, his shrinking penis slowly sliding from her, Louise gasping as even that made mini-orgasms chase through her, making her heart hammer and her chest heave anew as she fought for breath.
When she finally caught her breath, she turned to see Dylan smiling gently at her. She reached out to touch his face as he did the same to her, making them both smile; they were still so in tune with each other that they both felt the same things at the same time. Dylan grinned as he traced the line of her jaw, touching her chin and gently touching her lips before sweeping her hair out of her eyes and pulling her closer.
"Dylan, if I ask you something, will you promise to think about it, and not think me selfish?" she asked him apprehensively, her bottom lip quivering slightly.
"Whatever you want to ask, you know I'll always listen to you, gariad!" he smiled.
She took a deep breath.
"Dyl, I want us to go home; not a holiday, permanently. I want to walk barefoot on freshly-cut grass and smell it as I walk, I want to get lost with you in the corn maze at Llangollen, and attend Eisteddfod and listen to the harpists and bards. I want to travel in a narrow-boat over the Pontcysyllte Aqueduct, I want to see the lake at Bala, and I want to picnic at Virnwy and watch the windsurfers on the lake. I want to buy dressed crab straight off the fishing boats in Barmouth, and see the snow on Caer Caradoc, and eat Lava Bread and Bara Brith on Christmas morning. I want to watch Cardiff Met play Bangor at Cardiff Arms Park on New Year's Day and sing 'Men of Harlech' and 'Land Of Our Fathers' with everyone else before the match starts, I want to make babies with you, in Wales, like we talked about, and stay there and watch them grow up in their own country, and listen to them speak Cymraeg with their friends. Take me home, gariad, please..."
Dylan saw the tears in her eyes, heard the longing in her voice, and knew that it wasn't just homesickness; Louise had had enough; she needed the rolling hills, blue seas and ancient white beaches of Ceredigion and Cardigan Bay, the upland meadows of Bala dotted with white sheep, the steep, lonely, green hills and soughing woodlands of Merioneth, the fairyland grottoes of the frozen cascades of Betwys-Y-Coed in the dead of winter, the stark black and white peaks of Yr Wyddfa, Mount Snowdon, on a crisp winter morning, potent, haunting symbols and memories of her homeland. As he thought of these things, a powerful wave of homesickness washed through him as well, and he knew he needed these things too. It was time to go home.
"No, baby, you're not being selfish. I want to go home too. I think I've done enough here, and today was pretty much the last straw; when I told that little dick I'd take him into the desert and kill him, right then I meant it; that's a bad state of mind for a place like this, so I think it's time to go. I've got nearly $700,000 saved up from seven years of not actually spending any of my salary, plus there's what you've got stashed away from your job, so I think we've got enough to tide us over until we find jobs in Britain. I think we need to go, and soon."
Louise looked at him, her eyes wide, brimming with unshed tears as she thought of the home of her childhood, shopping in Newtown and Aberystwyth, summer holidays in Abersoch, and Pwllheli, and Traeth Morfa Bychan, Black Rock Sands, on the Llŷn Peninsula when dad had still been alive, walking the ancient tracks of Offa's Dyke, exploring the hidden glens and passes of the Brecon Beacons, and looking in awe and wonder at the great castles of Harlech, Criccieth, Conwy, Builth Wells and Beaumaris, and the magnificent Caernarfon on its hilltop, guarding the Menai Straits.
Dylan held her close, his own emotional state suddenly almost as fragile as hers, the ache for home almost overpowering him. The wave of homesickness caught him off-guard. He'd never felt strongly about any place they'd lived, but now Wales and the Llŷn Peninsula was calling to him; it was home, and it was calling him back.
"Let's do it, Lou, let's go home now!" he grinned, barely able to hold back tears himself.
Louise reared up over him to look deep into his eyes, seeing the truth there, and then the tears spilled from her as she gave in to her emotions, the wave of homesickness overwhelming her, stripping the aloof professional surgeon away and leaving just a homesick girl behind. Dylan pulled her close as she cried, soothing her with soft words about their childhood in Rhayader in the Elan valley, on the banks of the River Wye. He reminded her of their school days, the friends they'd shared, and then moving to Capel Bangor in Ceredigion, West Wales, after the news about their father. Louise listened in wonder, amazed that he'd remembered so much, he'd seemed so disinterested as a boy, but now she knew just how much of his home he remembered, and how clearly, and now how much he missed it too.
When her tears abated, Dylan sat up in the bed, urging Louise up to join him.
"I suppose I'd better tell Mike and get this over with, and you need to hand in your notice, too!"
Louise grinned up at him.
"We're really going to do this, then?"
Dylan grinned his familiar devil-may-care grin.
"Fuck yes, I'm done with this place, with these people, fuck 'em all!"
As Louise stretched and smiled, her small, high breasts danced in front of him, and without thinking, Dylan leaned forward to suck a nipple into his mouth, making her giggle and gasp.
"Don't start anything you can't finish, Soldier-Boy!" she smiled, thrusting out her breasts even further, tempting and teasing him. Dylan took the bait, his hands sliding around her waist to pull her closer and onto his lap, where she straddled him.
"So what's next, Action Hero, are you going to show me some of the good stuff?" she taunted him, her eyes challenging and her smile inviting.
Dylan pulled her closer still, her bare pussy lips sliding over his rapidly hardening cock, making her jump and quiver as his hands slid down to cup and squeeze her tight, firm cheeks. His lips and teeth played with her nipples, making her gasp and sigh as he licked, sucked and nibbled them into hard little bullets of flesh.
Louise smiled as she sighed, knowing how horny and ready he was to indulge in a little contact-sport, and she encouraged him a little by sliding her damp labia over his solidifying cock.
Now she leaned forward to lightly nip his bottom lip as she rose up, allowing his cock to spring upright. She took hold of him, and with a satisfied grin, slid down onto his straining member, her eyes glazing as she slid him into her moist anus, feeling him stretch her as she slowly took him into herself again.
Dylan pulled her cheeks apart, stretching her tightness open to ease his entry into her, the thrill of fucking her like this always new and exciting. Louise was gasping and hissing now, muttering to herself as she accommodated his girth again in her tightest hole.
"Oh yes, Dyl, yesss, like that, God I've missed this, yesss Dylan, all of it, oh yess...!" she murmured, until he was completely seated in her, his cock feeling like it was being squeezed tightly by a firm hand in a hot velvet glove. The sensation intensified as Louise began to slide up and down on him, pleasuring herself by rubbing her swollen clit against his lower belly as her anus pulsed and squeezed around his firmly embedded cock. Neither one of them could hold it for long in this position, which is why it was their favourite; the release was always shattering, the feel of her tight rectum milking his cock absolutely out of this world. So it proved now; Louise began to breathe faster, her neck and throat flushing as her climax built, and that feeling of tightness and fullness in the root of his cock telling Dylan that it would be soon now.
Louise pumped faster and harder against him now, her clit dragging against his lower belly, slicking him with her juices. The friction sent waves of pleasure radiating through her body, making her nipples tingle as her juices poured from her over-stimulated pussy.
She came with a guttural moaning cry, pleasure washing over her as she climaxed again and again. Dylan clenched his teeth against his own moan of pleasure, his head thrown back as his cock swelled and pumped stream after stream of hot spunk endlessly into her tight hot rectum. His swollen cock jammed tight in her as he sprayed his sperm into her bowels, the feeling intensifying her own orgasm, and Louise screamed as her orgasm peaked into a lightning bolt of pure pleasure spiking through her and driving all thought or rationality from her; all that remained was sensation; heat, wet, slippery friction, and the feel of Dylan pouring himself into her.
Louise slumped down as her orgasm peaked and then died away, senses gradually reeling back into her as 'the little death' receded and her man and their love for each other came back into focus.
"God, that was amazing!" she panted, her grin all Dylan needed to know she was back in the land of the living.
"Every time with you is amazing, gariad!" he smiled, holding her close against him as their hearts drummed together.
Louise finally stirred, pushing herself upright to look searchingly into his eyes.
"Are you sure about going home, Soldier Boy?" she asked, "Is this really what you want, or are you just agreeing because of me? I know how you love this job; I don't want you to ditch it just because of me, I'd never forgive myself!"
Dylan pulled her close to him, his fingers caressing her hair as he collected his thoughts.
"What I said earlier was true, baby-girl; I wanted to kill that little prick, for something so trivial, so fucking pointless; he was no threat, and I was all ramped-up to beat him to death. More than anything, that tells me we should go, now, before I turn into one of those kill-crazy loonies Mike despises so much. We have to go home, before you go mad and I go fucking berserk!"
Louise slipped her arms around his waist, pulling herself closer to him, enjoying the feel of his voice rumbling in his chest, the slow, steady beat of his heart, strong and powerful, and the warmth of his body as he held her close. Dylan kissed the top of her head, making her look up enquiringly at him.
"What say we go and tell Mike, eh? Let's get this over with and get ready to shove off from this God-forsaken shit-hole!" he grinned, and Louise grinned happily, her thoughts already beginning to focus on where they'd live and what jobs they could find. There was really no big rush; Dylan had almost $700,000 saved up, and she had nearly as much from her job here, so money wasn't going to be a problem for a while, it really all just boiled down to where they wanted to live. As she thought of home, the need to see the Llŷn Peninsula once again swelled through her, and she realised that was where she wanted to live; in sight and easy reach of the sea.
Louise settled back against him, nestling against the soft black hair of his chest, enjoying the feel of the warm silky thatch with just a hint of brittle wiriness covering his chest and trailing down his stomach. As she'd done so often in the past, and never ceased to enjoy, she started twirling her fingers through the mat of jet-black hair beginning to cloak his upper chest, a dead giveaway of his Welsh heritage, savouring the feel of the long slightly stiff hairs against her sensitive fingertips. The sensation awakened memory after memory of him, the past segueing into the present as she stroked and caressed the man who meant more than the whole world to her, her big brother no more, her husband now and forever. Thinking thoughts like these, and revelling in her love for and memories of him, Louise fell fast asleep, nestled securely in her husband's arms.
Dylan let her doze, enjoying the feel of her, her warmth, and her fresh clean smell, that scent that always drove him crazy. He began to slip away too, and his head gradually nodded forward, to join her in dreams of home, of each other, and their life together.
The sound of his mobile phone beeping finally woke Dylan, blurrily dragging him back to reality. He picked up the handset and saw Mike Bruce's name as he pressed the 'Answer' button.
"Dylan, are you in a fit state to talk now? "
Dylan grinned at the hint of innuendo in Mike's voice.
"I am now; give me twenty minutes. Louise and I need to talk to you as well!"
Mike rang off, and Louise stirred, the sound of Dylan's voice piercing her sleep.
"Come on, little girl, time to put your boots and socks on, and buckle-on your big-girl panties; Mike wants to see us, and we have something to tell him!"
A little under twenty minutes later, freshly showered and refreshed, Dylan and Louise were sitting with Mike in the comfortable sitting room that doubled as his office and unofficial social centre for the core team members. After the amenities were over, Mike got down to the reason he'd asked them to come and see him.
"Dylan, I know this is short notice, but I really need you to go to Brunei and review their whole operational security strategy out there; there have been incursions from across the border, mostly tribesmen from some of the more superstitious PNG tribes, but they're causing more trouble than they're worth, and the client wants a robust strategy in place to mitigate the effect these head-hunters and cannibals are having on the local drilling and pipeline teams; they need you to go out there and show them how it's done. Two gas platforms are already out of action because the teams there are too scared of having their heads cut off in the middle of the night. The client won't tolerate their loss much longer, or any further platforms out of commission, so we need to decide what kind of operation to mount to scare off these primitives permanently, with the main priority being a plan showing us what we need to do to get those two downed platforms back into production."



Dylan looked pained.
"Mike, the reason we came...!"
But Mike cut him short.
"I know why you're here, and Louise, and it should be no problem, I just need your brain for another three weeks, that's all I'm asking. And speaking of three weeks, I need to ask you a favour too, Louise."
Louise and Dylan looked at each other, then back at Mike, who grinned apologetically.
"Louise, I need to ask you a very big favour; a very good friend of mine has asked for the loan of a good surgeon; he has a replacement on the way, but he has a three-week gap that he needs to fill, so I said I'd ask you. You don't have to say yes, it's a huge ask, I know, and I can't force you, but I will ask you to help out another doctor in urgent need."
Louise looked sideways at him.
"Just where exactly is this friend of yours located?" she asked suspiciously.
Mike gave a wry grin, appreciating her caution.
"He's based at Camp Bastion...in Afghanistan...!"
"NO!" No fucking way, I am not letting my wife...!" burst out Dylan, looking hard at Mike, who kept on watching Louise throughout Dylan's outburst.
Louise looked thoughtful.
"If I say yes, you'll guarantee three weeks then out, right?" and Mike nodded emphatically.
"Three weeks then out, replacements or not; you're helping to plug a gap, not signing-on for the duration, I guarantee it. As a little added insurance, I'm sending a couple of the boys along to act as unofficial bodyguards; they'll see you come to no harm."
"Who are you sending?" interrupted Dylan.
Mike grinned.
"I was thinking Tibor Kovacs and Pip Collins, a Spetznatz and an SAS sergeant; no-one is going to mess with Louise with those two hulking specimens shadowing her every step!"
Dylan was slightly mollified.
"They're good guys, and Louise likes them; OK, but I still don't like it; three weeks only, and if I come back from Brunei and she's not here to meet me, there'll be hell to pay, and I mean that most sincerely!"
Mike looked him in the eyes, all too aware of just what kind of 'hell' Dylan Lewis was capable of unleashing.
"I promise you, Dylan, if they try any funny stuff or pull any strokes to keep her there even one minute longer than twenty-one days, I'll personally go and get her myself, if I have to take all the boys with me to do it! Tibor and Pip will watch her like hawks, if anyone tries anything with her, they're going to discover what happens when you rile up a Spetznatz and a Welshman with a short fuse!"
Dylan leaned back in his seat, his arm going around Louise.
"When does this happen, Mike?"
"Tomorrow morning!" he said, to gasps from both Dylan and Louise. Dylan leaned forward, his eyes fixed on Mike's face.
"No, impossible, no way, I just got back after three months, I've earned more than just a 24-hour furlough before being shunted out again. It's not gonna happen!"
Mike grinned wryly.
"I knew you'd say that! Really, though, I wouldn't ask except you're the best at this kind of operation, you have a feel for it that none of the other guys seem to possess, and I trust you to do it right. No-one else here is up to it, otherwise I'd be asking them, not breaking up your reunion. The best I can do is offer you double your usual in-country rate, and give you an additional one week double rate on top as a bonus on completion. That's nearly $50,000 for three weeks work. I'm sorry Dylan, but I really need your boots on the ground out there, if anyone else would do, I'd send them, but you're the only one I trust for something like this..."
Dylan squirmed uncomfortably; he didn't like making Mike beg; he owed him too much, but still...
Louise nudged him, and pulled his head down so she could whisper in his ear.
"Go ahead, gariad; I can wait another three weeks! I'm needed out in Helmand, it's for the mob, your mob, they need doctors, perhaps I can make a difference, and God knows, at least I'll be away from constantly doing bypass surgery on fat bastards! Besides, I'll have Tibor and Pip with me; if they ever want to taste any of my Spiced Bread Pudding again, they'll look out for me!"
Dylan looked her steadily in the eyes.
"If you're sure..." he whispered back, and nodded back at her affirmative nod.
"Okay Mike, it's a deal. Three weeks, then I'm hopping a flight, and Lou's here to meet me. Which brings me to the reason we wanted to see you...?"
Mike held up his hand.
"Way ahead of you, Dylan. Both of your contracts have been terminated as complete, I inked-in a date three weeks tomorrow, and you both get end-of-contract bonuses, as agreed, based on your current pay status, not the original pay rate you came in at. It's already been processed, all you have to do is be here on the day to sign-off and collect your tickets home, as per your contract. Your pay and bonuses will be deposited in your off-shore accounts, have fun spending it!"
As they strolled back to their bungalow they mulled-over what they'd agreed to; Dylan was deeply worried about letting Louise go to a war-zone, but conversely he was also relieved that the two most capable fighting men he knew of were going to be her personal guardian angels while she was out there. Tibor Kovacs was renowned for his devastating close quarter in-fighting abilities; Spetznatz training involved a large amount of Savate, Tae-Kwondo and Jiu-Jitsu, distilled by the Spetznatz cadre into a close-combat fighting style that was fluid, athletic and a joy to watch; he was built like a brick outhouse, a square, emotionless Slavonic face hiding a shy, helpful personality. Louise was one of his favourite people, he was always telling her she reminded him of his little sister, Mariska, and he had a weakness for her mother's recipe tea-laced spicy bread pudding bordering on addiction.
Pip Collins was a fellow Welshman, big, dark, and taciturn, born and raised in the Rhondda Valley in South Wales, a descendant of generations of coal-miners, and an ex-SAS sergeant. He was a master of stealthy movement and explosively lethal directed violence when necessary, and a true expert in the use of that K-Bar knife always protruding from his right boot-top; he constantly radiated a feeling of extreme violence barely held in check, a lingering sense that when he did go off, it would be like a claymore mine...
The combination of the two of them gave Dylan reassurance in large measure; with them along, Lou would be as safe as possible in that miserable place.
Once they got back indoors, Louise asked Dylan what he wanted for dinner, always a dangerously leading question!
Dylan pulled her close, popping the button on her jeans and sliding his hands down the backs to cup her peach buttocks.
"I want bum-burger and hot split clam surprise, are you up for it?" he grinned lecherously, squeezing her perfect cheeks as he pulled her close.
Louise grinned back.
"You're a very dirty man, my daddy warned me about boys like you!" she breathed, nipping his neck as she squeezed his rapidly erecting cock and ground her pussy against him, feeling her clitoris throb as she began to heat up.
"Three months, Lou, three fucking months, I've got a lot of catching up to do, and, as you're leaving tomorrow...!"
Dylan slid her jeans down as she yanked his tee over his head and fumbled with the buttons on his service-issue trousers, making sure she squeezed him properly as she tugged the camouflage trousers down.
Dylan groaned and kicked his clothes away, tugging down his briefs as Louise slid off her panties and turned away from him to drop them on the chair. Dylan was momentarily dazzled by the sight of her trim, rounded rear before moving in for the kill. His hands slid around her waist and up her ribcage, to cup and squeeze her small, firm breasts, the nipples already hard and prominent against his cupping palms. He pulled her close against him, his cock nestling in the crack of her bum, his lips grazing on her soft, smooth neck and shoulder, and she responded by wriggling as she sighed, seating the solid bar of ridged flesh more comfortably between her plush buttocks.
"Oo-er, Soldier-Boy, what's that you're poking me with?" she sighed, rubbing her bottom up and down on his throbbing cock.
Dylan mumbled into her neck as he groped her breasts more diligently, squeezing, lightly pinching and rubbing the solid nipples, making her sigh and rub herself harder on him.
"Bedroom...now...!" she gasped, breaking away to tug him toward the door. As soon as they were in sight of the bed, she threw herself on him, bearing him backward and landing astride him on the bed as he fell. Louise leaned forward and rubbed her swelling clitoris on the mat of hair at the base of his cock, sighing happily at the sensations this brought, while Dylan grinned and took a double handful of her delectable rear, squeezing and kneading the cheeks as she pleasured herself on him. Louise leaned forward to kiss him, and Dylan took the opportunity to raise his midsection and prod at her damp pussy with his surging erection, letting her know he was ready. Louise grinned and took hold of him, guiding him into herself and sliding back down a little to take him fully into her wet slit, hissing in satisfaction as he filled her up, stretching her so pleasurably.
Dylan lay back as she rode him, her eyes closed as she danced above him, her hips gyrating as she pumped and slid on his cock, her fingers rubbing and playing with her small hard nipples as she went to her own special place, lost in a haze of pleasurable sensation, her hips circling as she pumped and rode him. Dylan responded by pumping back against her, raising up as she ground herself against him, their breath hissing in the silent room as they ground and pounded at each other, straining to reach that plateau, that place where all pleasure was one.
Louise slumped forward, gasping as her orgasm overtook her, her body shaking as the tremors rolled and battered through her, her cunt squeezing him mercilessly as she clamped down. Dylan responded with a groan as he too climaxed, the pressure on his cock almost too much to bear as jet after jet of creamy spunk pulsed from him and into her depths, the sensation rolling her orgasm on and on.
At last the shuddering waves of pleasure died away, leaving her weak, winded, blurry-eyed with tiredness. Louise slumped down on Dylan, her body still twitching in adrenaline-shock, the legacy of her high level of arousal and climax. Dylan was in no better shape, barely able to move as he too twitched and thrilled in the aftermath of his explosive climax, his cock slowly shrinking inside her, to eventually slide out, bathed in the rush of semen from the enormous quantity he'd pumped inside her.
Louise rolled off him, almost too tired to move, but still reaching for him, for her Soldier-Boy, something closely akin to post-coital tristesse flooding over her as she contemplated the next three weeks of meatball surgery, almost tempted to tell Mike the deal was off, she was going home; but she'd promised, and boys like Dylan had been, young soldiers on their first active deployment, they were going to need her. Dylan was unhappy about her going, but understood why she'd agreed. Even after all these years, so long away from the spit and polish and routine of Army life, he still 'bled green' as his former squad-mates would have put it; in his heart, Dylan knew he was a born soldier, had been one, one of the elite even, until that fire-fight had cost him his dream; even today, a civilian contractor thousands of miles from the war-zone, she knew his heart was there still, on-ops with his regiment, the only thing he'd ever wanted. Louise traced his jawline with a lazy finger, smiling as he turned to look sleepily at her, her smile partly for herself as she acknowledged that Dylan, seven years away from the war, a civilian now, still followed the drum; he still thought of himself as one of them, one of those soldier-boys out there, and she was being asked to help them; for Dylan, she'd do it, because those boys were his family too.
Louise woke with a start, huddled against Dylan to keep warm against the chill from the air-conditioning unit; she looked at her watch, almost 10 o'clock, long past dinner-time, but she was starving, and if she knew Dylan, he'd be up soon and looking for something to eat. She slid off the bed and pulled a robe on, slipping soundlessly out of the room to pad into the kitchen and rummage through the freezer, from which she took a pair of frozen steak pies and a pack of French Fries.
"Pie and chips, not much of a 'Welcome Back' dinner!" she mused, grinning ruefully as she slid the pies onto a tray and put them in the oven, set the timer and decided she had time for a shower before dinner.
She was miles away in a world of her own, revelling in the hot water and steam when a pair of hands slipped around her waist and slid up to cup and catch her breasts.
"Hello little girl, can I help you wash your pee-pee?" husked Dylan in his best 'Dirty Old Man' voice, licking her ear as he flicked and squeezed her nipples, making her gasp and giggle as she ground her bum into his crotch.
"I can do that quite well without your help, you dirty, dirty little boy!" she giggled, then gasped as his solid cock slid between her thighs and rubbed along her labia. As he continued to lick and nibble her ear, and squeeze and pull at her stiff nipples, he began to thrust more seriously between her legs, the feel of his thick, ridged cock dragging in the furrow between her lips driving her crazy with need for him. Louise leaned against the shower cubicle wall, pushing out her bum to show Dylan what she wanted him to do. Dylan, as always, enthralled by the sight of her perfect, sculpted rear, wasn't slow to take the hint. Holding tightly to her thrusting tits, he slid his cock into her hot recess, both of them hissing as he slid all the way into her, until he was in her to the hilt, his thighs resting against the backs of hers. He remained perfectly still, savouring the feel of his stiff cock embedded in her hot, glove-tight pussy, the warmth of her lovely peach bottom pressed against him, the feel of her firm breasts clasped firmly in his hands. Louise waited for a while, then squeezed him impatiently, anxious for him to continue.
"If you don't do something soon I'm calling the Pool-Boy!" she whispered, causing Dylan to grin as he slowly backed out of her, to slam himself back in as hard as he could.
"Ooof! Careful, Soldier Boy, you're not pushing a jeep out of a pot-hole!" she giggled, the laugh turning to a sighing gasp as his hand slipped down to rub and caress her hooded clitoris, the sensation making her whole body thrill and shudder pleasurably.
"Yes, Dyl, like that...ooohhh...yes, ooohhh God, yeeesss!" she moaned as he thrust and pumped into her, his hand rubbing her in time with his thrusts into her. Combined with his other hand playing with her nipples, it was only a few minutes before it was all too much for her. She came with a strangled moan, her pussy clamping around his cock and almost tipping him over the edge as she shuddered and moaned, orgasm slamming through her body with the force of a tidal wave, her ears popping with the force of it.
Dylan gasped as her pussy clamped down on him, the velvety soft tightness too much for him to bear, and he too orgasmed, groaning out loud as a powerful jet of spunk hosed out of him and into her, then again and again, long satisfying pulses of hot semen filling her as he held her tight to himself, until he was empty, his cock dry heaving as the last of his sperm trickled into her, the last remnants of the flood of spunk he'd jetted into her. He slumped against her, his lips finding her neck as his heart hammered a tattoo against her back, Dylan kissing her hands as she reached up to cup and caress his face.
"Thank you Dyl, that was amazing...as always! That should hold us for the next couple of weeks; just remember, three weeks from tomorrow and we're on a plane away from here and all this forever, okay?"
His hands gripped her waist as he gently kissed the back of her neck, then blew softly into her ear, making her cringe and giggle.
"Of course, baby-girl, I meant it when I said I was done. Three weeks and we're back in Wales, and OPEC, The Arab League, The Gulf States, the global petro-chemical complex, all of them, they can all go fuck themselves, I'm done, forever! Now, is that pie and chips I can smell? It better be, because I'm bloody starving!"
*
Louise watched Dylan's flight take off from King Khalid International in Riyadh, loss and need already churning inside her, and the hostile looks from the other travellers in their traditional Berber costume as she stood in desert boots, DPM uniform covers and Tee-shirt and with her head uncovered doing nothing to put her at ease; no-one said anything, though; even the lunatic Religious Police recognised just how much grief they'd cop from the scary-looking bunch of men surrounding her if they made a move, and none of them relished the thought of spending the next few days in hospital while the doctors tried to figure out how to get their head out of their own arse; sometimes discretion really was the better part of valour...
Pip Collins put his hand on her arm and squeezed gently.
"You'll see him again in three weeks, Louise, don't worry, Mike promised you, and he never goes back on his word. And now we have to go; our flight's waiting for us and Tibor's looking impatient, so let's get a move on, eh?"
Louise grinned as she looked up at the hulking Tibor Kovacs, his face expressionless, as usual, and wondered how Pip could tell he was impatient; to her, Tibor always looked exactly the same; impassive, no expression ever showing on his face, whether sitting down to dinner with her and Dylan, or stretched out on a gurney while she sutured a sucking leg wound.
Pip hefted her flight bag and Tibor offered her his arm as they made for their departure gate, again the Religious Police deliberately not seeing the western woman arm in arm with two dangerous-looking westerners, with another four or five as an impromptu retinue, choosing instead to hassle and harass incoming tourists and migrant workers.
*
The three of them disembarked at Kabul, Louise stopping momentarily to look around at the heavily barricaded and defended perimeter. Sighing, she squared her shoulders and clambered gingerly down the swaying steps, weighed-down by the Osprey body armour and too-large Mk. VII helmet. Pip followed her and pointed at the heavy Mastiff transport halted about 100 metres away. The commander in the cab waved and spoke into his Bowman, and the 6-wheeled Mastiff lurched as it turned ponderously, heading for their party. As it stopped, the main hull door unlocked, and Tibor swung it open, motioning her inside while he and Pip scanned the perimeter continuously. Louise was struck by their elevated vigilance, driving home just how bloody dangerous this place really was; that and the anti-RPG cages clothing both sides and the rear of the vehicle, and of course the mine-deflection hull itself. Tibor and Pip automatically shielded her at all times while she climbed into the vehicle, using their bodies to protect her should a random sniper decide to fire on the vehicle while it was stopped. Once they were all seated, with the door closed and locked, the vehicle lurched as it started off for the trek back to Camp Bastion, the British Armed Forces operating base in Helmand over 400 miles away.
"Glad to have you aboard, Doctor Lewis, welcome to Afghanistan!" called the commander, "Sorry about the transport, no Chinooks to spare, and besides, the bloody Taliban think we put them up so they've got something to shoot at, so this is the safest way, I'm afraid! There's not much room, but you may be able to stretch out on the floor; it's a long way to the bastion, about 400 miles, so you should probably try and get some sleep."



As luck would have it, there was an emergency stretcher clamped to the roof of the passenger compartment, so Pip and Tibor unhooked it and laid it more or less level on the compartment floor, giving Louise their jackets to cover with and act as a pillow while she stretched out on it. She fell asleep almost immediately, lulled by the swaying of the vehicle as it crawled through the scarred city, the 6-wheel suspension smoothing out the worst of the potholes and ruts in the bomb-heaved roads of North-East Kabul as they threaded their way south-west to the A1, the Kandahar-Bamiyan Highway.
She awoke several hours later from a dream about her and Dylan swaying in a rowboat when they were little, disorientated and momentarily panicked before remembering where she was. Pip and Tibor looked like they hadn't moved the whole time she'd slept. She checked her watch, noting she'd been asleep almost five hours. She started to get up, but Pip motioned her back.
"Stay comfortable, Louise; still six hours to go, and these seats ain't exactly armchairs!"
Louise was immediately stricken with guilt that she was able to at least stretch out, while the boys had been perched on uncomfortable jump-seats for five hours, and had another six hours more of it.
"Please, Pip, fair's fair; you take the stretcher, or Tibor, and I'll have the seat; I'm rested now, honest!"
Pip skinned his teeth at her, the closest he ever got to a smile.
"Thanks kindly, but we're okay; one time in Venezuela we laid-up in a tree for 20 hours, at least here we can snooze without falling off!"
After a journey of 400 miles and 11 hours, the Mastiff finally rumbled into Camp Bastion, the British Armed Forces sector in Helmand Province and drew up close to the entrance to the medical block, the vehicle parking in such a way as to shield Louise from view from the Stand-Off perimeter.
The Colonel who greeted her made a big show of taking her around and introducing her to the other doctors on-station, all military; Louise was the only civilian, and his constant hand in the small of her back, his constant touching was making her uneasy. Pip didn't like it either, she could tell, and even Tibor made a point of standing closer to her and staring at the colonel, who eventually got the message and removed his hand.
As Louise chatted with the other specialists there, she could feel his eyes on her, boring into her, making her squirm with the knowledge that he was mentally undressing her. After the meet and greet, an orderly was detailed to show her to her quarters, an unprepossessing concrete bunker, but with reassuringly thick walls and small windows set high-up in the walls. On the way across the compound there was much good-natured wolf-whistling from the various squaddies relaxing after their duty for the day, and she was quite pink and flustered by the time she arrived at her quarters.
Pip and Tibor were assigned their own quarters, but on the other side of the enclave, several hundred yards away, something they didn't like at all. Louise promised she'd have a word with the colonel and get them changed as soon as possible.
Just as she was getting settled-in there was the sound of running feet. A nurse stuck her head around Louise's door.
"Casualties, Doctor Lewis, ambushed patrol, at least three traumatic amputations, they're airlifting them in now, scrub up!"
Louise headed for the Medical Centre at a dead run, where she was hustled into the changing area and fielded a set of scrubs. The senior MO nodded to her as he finished scrubbing-up.
"Doctor Lewis, welcome aboard, your assistance is appreciated. Mike Bruce gave me a quick run-down on your background, thank you for joining us at such short notice. You'll be with the Triage team, remember, most urgent cases first, and let's get this mess sorted; they'll be on top of us in ten minutes or less, places, people!"
As the nurse finished sliding the surgical gloves on her she heard the clatter of rotors as a pair of Chinook helicopters grounded, disgorging a stream of men carrying their fallen comrades. Louise was appalled at the blood and carnage as she quickly assessed the injured, following the example of her peers as she decided on the survival chances of the injured soldiers, a sniper suppression patrol caught in a double roadside IED trap.
After Triage came surgery, as the wounded were funnelled through into the Trauma unit and stabilised enough to hopefully get them to the UK for surgery at a proper surgical unit, or Jeddah in Saudi Arabia for the more urgent trauma cases. Louise worked her way through the stream of bodies, holding her shock and horror in check and letting her skills come to the fore as she worked on saving the lives of the boys caught in the ambush.
After 15 hours in Trauma 1, Louise dragged herself back to her quarters, shell-shocked and numb from the work, and the heartbreaking decisions she'd had to make. Tibor was waiting for her, and half carried her to her room, where she rolled into her bunk, dog-tired, but not too tired to cry herself to sleep.
And so it went; very occasionally days would drag by where she did nothing except patrol Trauma 1 and try and ease the pain of the boys who'd been so badly injured, quickly learning that telling an injured soldier that he was no longer needed for service was one of the hardest things to do; men with missing limbs, sometimes multiple amputations, trying to gain assurance that they were still going to have some kind of life, and Louise quickly fell into the lie, trying to convince these men that they could still lead relatively normal and useful lives out of the service. Now she understood how Dylan had felt when he was told his service days were over, as she watched these broken soldiers recover enough to realise they were finished with the service, and that the service was finished with them.
Interspersed with days where her heart broke a little more each day would be the full horror of life in a war-zone where no-one was showed mercy or restraint; civilians, mainly children, who'd picked up the wrong thing, or been in the wrong place, and the resultant traumatic injuries; operating in body armour as Bomb Disposal teams tried to defuse and make safe live munitions still embedded in the bodies of ambush victims; waiting on tenterhooks for the one local brought in who'd detonate a bomb-vest or a hand-grenade once inside the hated westerner's medical unit; then there were the days Louise swore she would ask God to sponge from her memory, the days when she had to rely on God and guesswork to figure out how to reassemble the shattered meat-puzzle in front of her that used to be a person, or how to stabilise and save the life of a child who'd been blown up by a car bomb, or a roadside bomb, or been too close to a patrol when someone decided to fire an RPG at them, or had just been standing in a crowded bazaar, or a bus queue, or on a school bus when someone decided to lob in a handful of grenades. Pip and Tibor watched her slowly retreat into a shell of isolation as she tried to escape the horror of the place.
As if that were not enough to deal with, there were the increasingly unwelcome attentions of Colonel Winton, the man who'd welcomed her when she first arrived; he was getting more and more bold with her, refusing to let the wedding ring she wore keep him from forcing his company on her every chance he got, finding excuses to intercept her and engage her in trivial conversation while touching her, holding her arm, his eyes crawling all over her, haunting her footsteps, and generally giving her a major case of the creeps.
The only reason she tolerated it was that if she mentioned it to Pip or Tibor, they'd do something painfully final to him, and she didn't want them shouldering that kind of trouble. Pip and Tibor knew what was going on, though, and after less than two weeks, they decided she'd had enough, and, after a quick conversation with Mike Bruce, made preparations to spirit her away and back to the company compound.
Louise was well aware of her precarious position here; as she was a civilian outside the military hierarchy, not even an employee of the military, and officially not even there, just filling-in at the request of a friend, she had no authority she could report him to; he was effectively the highest military entity she had access to. She was at his mercy, something he was fully prepared to use to his advantage. However, he had forgotten about, or discounted Pip and Tibor.
One night, as Louise dragged herself into her quarters, the colonel was waiting for her, with two Redcaps, Military Policemen. He smirked as he sat at ease on her bunk.
"Doctor Lewis, I have here several surgical and post-op care reports, and they make interesting reading. In my estimation, and from careful examination of these reports, you've been neglecting care of our troops and those of our ISAF allies in favour of locals and what we have assumed to be injured Taliban fighters. This does not look good; this appears to show you are favouring those enemies who are dedicated to undermining and destroying what we stand for; I am saddened that you've chosen to use your skills to offer aid and assistance to our enemies, and can really only report you to the civilian authorities; that will mean you will be struck-off and will no longer be able to practice as a doctor, and may well involve detention for a suitable length of time on charges of treason in a time of war."
Louise gaped at him in disbelief; he was accusing her of being a Taliban sympathiser! Winton smirked at her as he ordered the MP's to wait outside.
"There is a way to make this whole mess go away, however," he oiled, smirking even wider. "Why don't we stroll over to my quarters and discuss this...unfortunate turn of affairs there, it's much more comfortable, and so much more private? I'm sure you're dying to get out of those scrubs, and I do have a private shower, you could be so much more...comfortable there!" he leered."I'm sure, given the proper incentive, I could be persuaded to let this matter drop; it's all up to you...Louise. The possible alternatives, including extending the period of your secondment here indefinitely, should be sufficient incentive for you to consider my proposal; after all, I only have your best interests at heart, and I think you should consider cooperating with me to make sure this unfortunate situation is resolved in an...adult manner!"
Louise stared at him, real fear slowly percolating through her; this creep was going to destroy her unless she...she...slept with him. Her skin crawled at the thought, while Winton leered at her victoriously, confident he was finally getting what he wanted. Just as she opened her mouth to reject him utterly, the lights went off. Louise froze as various loud snapping and groaning noises emanated from the corridor outside the room, plus several other unpleasantly organic noises. A light-stick flared green, revealing Tibor, with one of the Redcaps curled-up and gasping in agony at his feet, the other lying some distance away, out cold, with his right arm seriously dislocated and the elbow pointing entirely the wrong way. As Louise gasped, Pip stepped back into the room and picked up her bag with all her possessions in it.
"Pip, what have you done? Look at him, is he...?
Pip Collins, ex-SAS Sergeant and ferociously efficient killing machine looked at the maimed Redcap dismissively.
"I think he fell over, Louise, I didn't do that, did you, Tibor?" he asked, sincerity ringing in his voice.
The huge Czech shook his head, his face, as always, impassive as he lied through his teeth to her.
"It pitch dark in here, I not see anything, come in after two men run out of here, maybe Taliban insurgents, they probably long gone by now...!"
"Where's Colonel Winton, Pip? He was here just a minute ago." asked Louise, staring in horror at the man with the maimed arm.
Pip Collins looked her in the eye without a flicker of an eyelash.
"He must have run away when it kicked off. I'm sure he's fine, don't worry about him! And now we have to go. I've got us a Snatch Land Rover, don't ask how, and hopefully a rendezvous at Kabul airport, best we make tracks before these square-headed morons come round and start asking questions."
Pip and Tibor trussed the two Redcaps and pulled their boots off, yanked off their socks and wadded them up, shoving one in each man's mouth and tying the other around his head as a crude but effective gag. The two men were then slung unceremoniously in the back of the Land Rover.
"We'll drop sleeping beauty and his boyfriend off in Kabul, that way they don't get to raise any alarms until we're well away!" stated Pip, again that quick skinning of his teeth he used as a grin.
They climbed into the desert-camo Land Rover parked outside the medical block, Pip talking urgently into what looked like an oversized cell phone. He saw her questioning look and clicked off.
"Satellite phone; we've got transport out of here waiting at Kabul, time to go!"
Once in the vehicle, Louise started shuddering in reaction, and Tibor immediately folded his arms around her, holding her close as she had her first ever bout of hysterics, stroking her hair and crooning softly to her in a strange mix of Czech, Russian, German and English until she calmed down, eventually dropping off in the shelter of his arm on the long drive back to Kabul.
The vehicle slowing to a halt roused her, and she watched as Pip clambered out and went around to the rear door. He yanked it open and launched a kick at something in there, snarling "Out, you, we're going to have a talk, now!"
Louise gasped as Col. Winton half climbed, half fell out of the back of the Land Rover. Pip dragged him upright.
"Right you, now we're miles from anywhere, this is where you fucking die! You tried to force my friend to have sex with you; sounds like attempted rape to me, and I can't fucking abide rapists, so I'm going to cut your balls off and bone you like a fucking fish; say your prayers, you gutless prick! I hate desk-jockeys like you, you're no soldier, so I'm not gonna treat you like one; when I've finished with you you're gonna be begging me to slit your throat and put you out of your fucking misery, and you better fucking believe it, boyo!"
Winton watched in terror-struck silence, his eyes wide and his mouth opening and closing like a beached fish as Pip pulled his favourite K-Bar knife out of his boot-top and yanked him close, to prod him in the genitals with the point of the knife. Winton gave a strangled shriek, obviously believing the big man was going to carry out his threat, and the front of his DPM trousers darkened as his bladder let go in his terror.
Pip looked at him with contempt as he pushed him back a little, his nose wrinkling in disgust.
"Strip, you fucking pansy!"he barked, sticking the point of the knife up one of Winton's nostrils just far enough for him to feel the razor-edge of the lethal-looking American knife. Winton rose up to stand on tiptoe as he sought to get away from the viciously sharp blade, his eyes darting around as he hurriedly unbuckled his pants. Once he was done stripping, Pip picked up all his clothes and threw them into the Land Rover, then wrapped his hand around Winton's neck, hauling him up until they were nose to nose.
"Right you fuckwit, Camp Bastion's 200 miles that way, start walking; and just in case you get any idea's, the Waziri's get really offended at seeing naked white men, so I'd keep out of sight if I were you, otherwise you're going to be first course at a buggery banquet. Just remember this, though, after they've finished gang-raping you, they'll cut off your fucking head and send it back to the lines, so you better keep out of sight for your own good! I don't care what story you make up to explain how you got out here naked, make yourself out to be a hero for all I care, but I swear to God, one mention of Doctor Lewis or this conversation, even a hint, ever, and I'll come back and cut your balls off and knot them around your neck, understand, you worthless cunt? Just be grateful it's me; if Dr. Lewis' husband was here, what he'd do to you makes even me feel sick to think about! Now fucking walk or die, I don't care which, just get out of my fucking sight before I kill you anyway!"
Winton nodded, then staggered at the contemptuous, open-handed slap Pip gave him. Tears were streaming down his cheeks as he stumbled in the direction Pip indicated, never once looking back.
Louise watched in horrified silence as Pip gave Winton his marching orders, then turned to him.
"Pip, don't...he didn't touch me, please, he'll die out here, the Waziri's...!"
Pip grinned wolfishly at her.
"No he won't; the Waziri's are 200 miles away, but he doesn't know that! in about four hours, once we're on the plane, the Bastion will get an anonymous call telling them where that prick is; until then we'll just let the bastard sweat while he shits himself out here in the wilds; he'd better watch out, though; I meant what I said about the Waziri's, or just about any of the tribes out here; way I see it, he needs to suffer a little out here, 'cos the alternative is me and Pip in a locked room somewhere a long, long way away, and he really wouldn't want that!"
Louise smiled in spite of herself. Winton was getting a lesson he'd likely never forget, and he was getting off lightly; she was in no doubt that if she were not there Winton would have just quietly disappeared, never to be heard from again. She was silent the rest of the journey to Kabul, feeling safer and more protected out here in the wastes of Afghanistan than in the security of Camp Bastion, thanks to the two men with her right now, Dylan's friends, her friends.
Once they arrived at the airport, Tibor cautiously led them by a roundabout route to a Gulfstream G650 parked in one of the hangars while Pip made sure the two Redcaps remained uninterested in the proceedings. As they approached it, the door swung open and Mike popped his head out to grin at her.
"I told you we'd come and get you, Louise! Hop in, we're getting ready to take off, find a seat, there's a washroom aft, and there'll be some food as soon as we're at height. I'm sorry about what happened, as soon as I heard what was going on, I told Pip and Tibor to pull you out of there no matter what, so let's get you back home before Dylan comes down here and does a number on that bloke!"
Pip called in the location of the two MP's and the probable location of Winton, then switched off the sat-phone and pulled the chip out of it, crushing it underfoot to make sure they were untraceable.
Louise sighed in relief as she sank gratefully into the deeply padded seat, unutterably grateful to be leaving the horror of this place and going back to a place of safety. She found the washroom once the aircraft levelled-off and was pleasantly surprised to find a small but serviceable shower unit, so she was able to luxuriate in the hot water while the jet arrowed back to Jeddah and safety. Mike had brought a selection of clothes for her, so, in jeans and a sweatshirt instead of fatigues or scrubs for the first time in days, she was able to sit down, relax, and break bread with her boss and her two guardians. Mike also had a surprise for her.
"Louise, you'll be happy to hear Dylan will be back with us shortly; I knew sending him was a good idea! He's wrapped up the security issues in Brunei almost a week early, so he'll be flying back tonight and he'll be here tomorrow. I've got you off the books now anyway, so your final salary payments, plus your bonuses, and an ex-gratia payment to make up for what you had to endure with that little cock have all been passed and paid. You're a free woman, Louise Lewis!"



Louise hugged him, surprising herself at how much she was going to miss this man who'd been so much a part of their lives for the last seven years, but also trembling with excitement at the thought of going home for good this time, not just for a holiday. Mike poured some champagne, and toasted her and Dylan, and Louise toasted Pip Collins and Tibor Kovacs for rescuing her and getting her away so neatly.
When the Gulfstream landed at Jeddah an MPV was waiting to whisk them back to the compound, where Louise spent several hours packing their stuff for transport to the UK, excited to be going home but also, surprisingly, saddened to be leaving as well; people like Mike, Scotty Moore, 'Mitch' Miller, Pip and Tibor had made the life bearable, and she knew she was going to miss them all desperately; but home was calling, and the call was louder than the sense of loss she was feeling. She sighed and cleared out the dresser, picking up and admiring the bracelet Dylan had given her all those years ago. The emeralds encrusting the bracelet threw glittering green points of light around the room as they sparkled in the sunlight, her eyes distant as she smiled happily at the memory of what had transpired after Dylan had given her the bracelet.
At last she roused herself and finished clearing out their dressers and packing away any items she wanted to take with them now in their luggage. That done, she began working on a personal 'thank you' for the two men who'd pulled her out of such an unpleasant situation; she knew exactly what she was going to give them, and set to with a will. Two hours later she was done, and, as darkness had fallen, and after the rigours of the last day or so, she gratefully climbed into bed, secure in the knowledge that Dylan was on his way back and would be with her in the morning.
The sound of the door opening startled her awake, that and the bright sunshine baking through the window, and she scrambled out of bed as Dylan poked his head around the door.
"Morning, sleeping beauty, fancy a shag?" he grinned, Louise giving an inarticulate cry as she dashed across the room and into his arms.
"Oh God, Dyl, I missed you so much!" she gabbled, "that place was just awful, horrible, all I could think of was leaving, it was like Hell, those poor boys, having to live there for months on end, Christ I'm glad to be back, I'm never leaving your side again!"
Dylan stroked her hair as he hugged her.
"It's over now, baby-girl; Mike told me what happened, I knew I could trust Pip and Tibor to find a way to get you out of there. That idiot was lucky Pip didn't decide to get all creative on him!"
Louise buried her face in his chest as she spoke.
"I was scared, though, for about 30 seconds, then the lights went out, and when they came back on there was destruction and mayhem everywhere, and Pip and Tibor in the middle of it all, looking for all the world like innocent choirboys! Those two should be in politics, the way they could lie with perfectly straight faces...!"
Dylan grinned as she hugged him closer, wrapping her legs around him. The close contact had an immediate effect, something Louise was quick to notice.
"Soldier Boy feeling horny, yes? Soldier Boy want Jig-a-jig? I love you long time, G.I. Joe, do sucky-sucky, do fucky-fucky too, ten dollar extra!" she pidgin'd at him, making him grin even as he rubbed himself against her. Louise groaned as his erection rubbed against her suddenly tender slit, making her rub herself even harder against the bulging front of his jeans. Dylan slid his hands under her to hold her by her firm cheeks, allowing her to rub herself ever more seriously against him.
"No, Lou, not...not like this!" he managed to gasp out, Louise grinning as the catch in his voice told her all she needed to know. She uncoiled her legs and sagged down, pulling his head down to her level, where her lips were waiting for him. Dylan kissed her long and hard, his cock stiffening even further as his need for her grew, something she noticed almost immediately, her hands going to his belt buckle as his hands squeezed and fondled her tight, panty-clad bum. His hands slid into her panties, exploring her bottom and the tight spongy crease of her rosebud, her hips, the soft flesh of her lower belly, before sliding a finger between her puffy labia, drawing a hissing groan from her.
"Oh God, Dyl, I need this, I need you now!" she murmured even as her own busy hands slid inside the waistband of his jeans to squeeze and clasp his solid erection tightly. Dylan stepped back slightly as he took hold of the hem of her oversized Tee and pulled it off over her head, to stare in frank appreciation at her small, firm breasts with their delicate rose-pink nipples. Louise in turn wasted no time in pulling his habitual olive-drab tee-shirt off as he kicked off his jeans and toed his shoes off to stand before her in just his briefs.
"Missed you, wife!" he whispered at her, Louise smiling as she slid her hands into the waistband of his shorts and pushed them down until his throbbing erection sprang up, swollen and inviting.
"I missed you too, husband!" she whispered, smiling. Louise sank to her knees as she fondled him, Dylan's eyes closing in ecstasy as her hot mouth took him in, one hand pumping his stone-hard cock while the other gently squeezed and massaged his swollen balls. Dylan stood stock-still as she pleasured him, her tongue gently rasping him as she teased and licked him as she sucked, and when he opened his eyes to look down at her, it was to meet her big green-hazel eyes looking back into his, a sight that nearly tipped him over as she grinned at him around her mouthful of man-meat. Dylan suddenly backed away from her, his cock pulling out of her mouth with an almost audible pop. Louise looked up at him in puzzlement; he loved it when she sucked him off, but when Dylan extended his hand and helped her up she grinned, knowing what he wanted to do.
Once more his head dipped down, and as she reached up to kiss him again his hands slid around her naked waist and slipped down to cup and squeeze her buttocks, then slowly, rhythmically, pull them apart and squeeze them together again, stretching her tightest hole open, making her feel naughty, hot, and ready for whatever his inventively dirty mind could come up with! As they kissed his finger stroked and lightly rubbed against her anus, then slowly slid into her, while his other hand explored her labia, his expert fingers rubbing lightly at her erect, stiff clitoris. Louise gasped as sharp, staccato bursts of intense pleasure shot through her entire body, making her nerve-endings crackle and spark with need for him, readying her for a long-awaited session with her lovely man, her brother-husband.
"I want to taste you!" he whispered hoarsely as his hands slid around her and cupped her breasts, his palms rubbing over her almost painfully hard nipples, the sensation sending more of those electric burst of pleasure rocketing around her body. Louise was propelled towards the bed by Dylan even as he nibbled and bit lightly at her neck and shoulders, all the while keeping up that circling motion of his hands against her nipples, almost making her cry out with the pleasure he was giving her. Louise reached behind her to pull him closer by his rigid erection, seating it firmly in the cleft between her tight buttocks, making him groan in return as she rose up and down against him, sliding her bum firmly against the rigid cock ensconced between her cheeks.
Dylan released her momentarily to spin her around and once more kiss her, his hands once more grabbing hold of her cheeks and squeezing them playfully as he pulled her against him. Louise pushed against him, forcing him onto his back so she could sit astride him, toying with his cock as her eyes taunted him.
"Come on, Soldier-Boy, show me some of the good stuff!" she grinned, grinding her wet pussy on his rigid cock as it lay along his stomach, watching his eyes momentarily glaze as the sensation of wet heat made itself felt. Dylan grinned and cupped her buttocks again, dragging her along him until she was astride his chest, grinning down at him as she wondered what he was going to do next. She soon found out.
With a sudden heave, he rolled over so he was now on top of her, his mouth level with her nipples, so he took the opportunity to suck and gently bite them, making her gasp and shudder with pleasure. Dylan continued to move further down until his face was above her damp pussy, the scent of her arousal sharp and tantalising, touching off a torrent of memories of her, images of her and all the other times they'd made love, memories and fantasies of her blending into one lasting and firmly held image that to him said everything about her; her glorious eyes and parted lips as they made love, her auburn hair spread out on the pillow like a net, soft, silky, and fine.
Louise groaned deeply as she once again felt his mouth on her, pushing herself against him as he explored her tangy-sweet cleft with his expert tongue, drawing little gasps and sighs and sobbing groans as he found a place she especially liked him touching, until his questing lips found her stiff clitoris. As he licked her there she stiffened, her anus tightening involuntarily as the electric sensation swept through her. Again and again he licked and sucked at the hard little nub of flesh, Louise threshing helplessly as he drove her higher and higher, until she could take it no more.
"OOHHH GODD! OOOHH! Yesss, yess, oh God, yes, Dylan! Oh baby, like that , OOOH MY GOD!" she screamed, her orgasm lashing through her like a white-hot thunderbolt, a burst of her own fragrant ejaculate spraying across his face as she squirted helplessly. Louise shuddered and twitched as wave after wave of orgasmic pleasure crashed through her, and when Dylan pulled her closer and pushed his tongue hard into her anus she screamed as she came again, once more helplessly squirting a pulse of her own juices across his mouth and face as orgasm wracked her body all over again.
Holding her legs open, Dylan slid up along her body until she could feel his rod prodding at her swollen and sensitive crotch. He looked down at her and she smiled back up at him and nodded, telling him this was what she wanted. Needing no further reassurance, Dylan slid forward, his cock sliding into her, filling her with himself, Louise gasping as her man joined with her once again. Her hands clasped across the small of his back as she held him to her, her body already moving in sync with his as he pumped himself into her. Louise looked up again to see Dylan smiling down at her, and she pulled his face down so she could kiss him as he made love to her, his sister, his wife.
His movements began to speed up; he was nearing his climax, and she wasn't far behind. Making her come with his mouth was something she adored, but making love to each other, Dylan's cock filling her with his rich sperm, was always going to be the purest expression they had of their love for each other, and one she treasured above all others; making her come with his mouth, or fucking her in her arse was sex, fabulous, mind-blowing, hot, sweaty sex, but making love to each other was always about their love, not just their physical need for each other, and for her, and him, was the best, the most meaningful, and the most fulfilling sex they could have.
Dylan was pounding into her now, his strokes sharp and stabbing as he pistoned his cock into her, and Louise was gasping as she felt the breakers of orgasm billowing into shore. Suddenly Dylan stiffened, his cock seeming to thicken and grow even more rigid inside her as he groaned out loud, and she felt the hot rush as he pulsed inside her, filling her with his fertile seed. The thought, and the sensation, tipped her over, and she orgasmed with a heartfelt, high-pitched groan as waves of orgasm crashed and surged inside her, her pussy rhythmically squeezing and releasing the cock embedded in her, massaging and milking Dylan as he pumped what felt like gallons of sperm endlessly into her.
At last Dylan rolled off her, pulling her to him as he slid beside her. Louise in turn pulled herself as close to him as she could, her head pressed against his chest as she listened to his trip-hammering heart, her fingers swirling through the soft mat of hair clothing even more of his chest and upper body; she grinned to herself as she realised she liked that he was becoming a true bear of a man; musclemen with their waxed and hairless chests and bodies looked too much like anatomical models for her to ever find them attractive; to her, Dylan looked like exactly what he was; a Celtic warrior in his prime, and the thought filled her with pride in his achievements and overt masculinity, and thrilled her once again that he was hers forever.
At last Dylan's racing heart slowed to a more normal tempo, and his lips gently caressed her hair as he squeezed her to him.
"God that was amazing!" he grinned, and Louise gently scratched his solid abdomen in unspoken agreement as she kissed his chest.
"Make babies in me like that, Gariad!" she whispered, Dylan turning to her to lift her chin so he could kiss her lips, her eyes, and the tip of her nose.
"Dyna beth fi angen, hefyd, baban-merch!" (That's all I want to do, baby-girl!) he whispered back, "A ydych yn barod i fynd adref nawr?" (Are you ready to go home now?) he asked, and leaned down to kiss her again as she saw the mute appeal in her eyes.
"Little surprise, Baby-Girl!" he grinned, and leaned over the side of the bed to pick up his backpack and rummage inside. He pulled out an envelope and handed it to her. Louise took it with trembling fingers and pulled the flap open, her eyes opening wide as she saw what the envelope contained; two first-class single tickets to Birmingham International. Two tears ran down her cheeks as she looked up at him.
"Oh Dylan we're really going home?" she quavered, to smile tremulously when he nodded and grinned back at her.
"Tomorrow afternoon, Gwraig i mi (wife of mine)! I called Harry and Jane earlier and let them know, they're picking us up at BIA, and then day after tomorrow, you and Jane are going shopping in Cheshire Oaks."
Louise looked puzzled, so Dylan gently poked her on the tip of her nose.
"How do you expect her to help you pick out a wedding dress if you don't go with her?" he grinned, his grin threatening to stretch all the way round his head as her eyes widened.
"Oh Dyl, you remembered, thank you, baby!" she smiled, her eyes brimming again; the one thing Louise had always wanted, and had missed out on completely, was a proper white wedding, and now, at last, she was going to get her wish.
"I have one last surprise!" he grinned, rummaging in his pack again, finally bringing out a tissue-wrapped package.
"I picked it out for you in Riyadh for you to wear on our wedding day, I hope you like it!"
Louise opened the layers of paper gingerly, then gasped. Inside was an exquisite white gold tiara encrusted with sparkling, cornflower-blue sapphires. Louise stared at it in awe, until Dylan carefully took it from her and put it on her head.
"There you are, perfect! That's new and blue, all you need now is something old, and something borrowed to make your wedding day complete!"
Louise looked at him blankly, until Dylan explained.
"Jane told me ages ago, last time we went home, on her wedding day a bride needs something old, something new, something borrowed, and something blue, so we're nearly there!"
While Dylan showered, Louise made a couple of calls, and when she came out dressed after her shower, it was to find Pip Collins and Tibor Kovacs sitting with Dylan.
"The boys said you called them, Gariad, care to enlighten me?" grinned Dylan.
Louise smiled at the two big men.
"Pip, Tibor, I can't think of any way to thank you except to say 'Thank you, you saved me from a lot of grief, you really are my friends. This is a token for each of you, something to say 'Thank You' in a small way!"
So saying, she handed each one of them a box she'd kept out on the counter. Pip opened his and grinned at the two loaves of Bara Brith inside. Tibor opened his and gasped as the scent of tea-laced spiced bread pudding hit him.
"You take care where you go, Nemnogo Marishka (Little Mariska)" he murmured as she hugged him, "anytime you need, you call, I come!"
Louise wiped her eyes on his shirt front, and turned to Pip, who hugged her in turn.
"Anytime you need us, any of us, just call, you know we'll come running chwaer fach (Little Sister), we like looking out for you, it's always such fun!"
He turned to Dylan and clapped him on the shoulder.
"See you at one day at Cardiff Arms Park, bach! We'll have a beer and watch Cardiff teach those bloody Saracens how to play a man's game! Gadw eich gard i fyny, milwr!" (Keep your guard up, soldier)
Louise hugged them both again, trying not to cry as she said goodbye to these hard, tough men who'd become over the years as much a part of her family as Dylan, Harry or Jane. Now she had to find a way to say goodbye to Mike Bruce, the man who more than anybody had given them so much. Dylan reminded her that Mike had an office in a secluded, unremarkable family home in High Wycombe in Buckinghamshire, so there was a good chance she'd see him reasonably often , the thought perking her up immediately; she wouldn't lose touch completely with these men after all.
*
The Emirates flight from Jeddah touched down exactly on time and Louise and Dylan cleared customs rapidly, as they only had cabin baggage with them; the rest of their stuff was being shipped to a storage facility in Wrexham until they got a place of their own; in the meantime they would stay with Jane and Harry. As they came through the Arrivals gate Louise scanned around anxiously for their only living relatives. A waving hand caught her eye, and there was Jane, looking the same, handkerchief in her hand as she waved and dabbed at her eyes, with Harry standing and beaming behind her. Dylan grinned and took her bag so Louise could run ahead and hug them both, finally home for good at last.
Dylan and Louise settled back in almost immediately; it almost felt like they'd never left, but now, for the first time, this place, this house, actually felt like home. The feeling was slightly unsettling for Dylan, and he discussed it with Louise.
"It's quite easy Dyl," she'd explained, "You had to go away before you could come home, before you could accept that this was home. There's an old saying that home is the place where, when you go there, they have to take you back; I think for us, we had to find out for ourselves that this was always our home, our first real home. We went away, we had our adventures, we'll have stories to tell our kids about midnight escapes, and wars, high-jinks in exotic places, and battles and fire-fights with insurgents, saboteurs and what-not, and it'll all just be exciting yarns for them, but right now, the most exciting thing for me is that I've come back, here, to this house, and it finally feels like home. And when we have our babies, they're going to be surrounded by family; you, me, Uncle Harry and Aunt Jane, the only grandparents they'll ever know, in their own land. That's what home is, and we had to go full circle to come back there to discover that for ourselves."
Dylan listened, enthralled, as she explained it to him in a way he could understand; somehow, she'd gotten right to the heart of it and put his mind at ease in just a few sentences.
Job-hunting began in earnest a couple of weeks later, once the luxury of not having to think about work wore off. Dylan struck gold almost immediately; Mike had put in a good word for him with a Ministry of Defence agency dealing with security and anti-terrorism issues at government estate sites across the country, and with his background and experience the interview was a mere formality . Louise applied for and was offered a position on the Cardio-Vascular team with a hospital in Aberystwyth, in West Wales, in Cardigan Bay, a short drive from her beloved Llŷn Peninsula.



Now that they had the job situation ironed out, they could turn their full attention to their wedding. Louise and Jane had already picked out her dress, and two of her friends from medical school had been roped in as bridesmaids. Dylan had no best man; he had no school friends close enough to ask, and had even briefly toyed with the idea of asking Jane to be his best man, but when he realised how much she was looking forward to sitting on the bride's side and crying, he ditched that idea. Harry was giving Louise away, and Dylan was running out of ideas when Mike Bruce called him and asked to meet in a pub in Porthmadog, The Royal Madoc Hotel. When Dylan got there, Mike was there with a face from the past; formerly Captain, now Major, 'Johnny' Walker, 16th Air Assault Brigade.
"Dyl, I think we've solved your best man problem!" grinned Mike Bruce, his eyes dancing as Dylan wondered how the hell he even knew there'd been a problem. Mike put him out of his misery.
"Louise told me; she said you were slowly going loopy looking for a best man, and as most of your friends would be struck dead or turned into a pillar of salt if they walked into a church, I thought I'd ask a mutual friend on your behalf, someone who hasn't been inventively sinning in most of the world's fleshpots, and voilà!"
Mike, Dylan and Johnny talked over a few beers, mostly about old times, Johnny all ears to find out what life had been like for Dylan after being invalided out of the SAS. Dylan was in turn pleased that his old friend and former unit commander was advancing, and was on track to make Lt. Colonel after four successful tours in Afghanistan. When they'd finished their beers Dylan's mind was made up, and when he asked him, of course Johnny agreed to be his best man. Dylan breathed a sigh of relief; now, at last, all their preparations were complete; show-time!
*
The wedding was a success; nearly all of the boys from Jeddah had managed to attend, although they were suspiciously absent from the church service; Louise was of the opinion that they'd decided not to tempt fate, seeing as they'd misbehaved with gusto and imagination in just about every sleaze den west of Suez, but they made up for it at the reception, where their hulking presence made sure the festivities didn't get too boisterous. Dylan had to grin when he saw Jane being squired around the dance floor by Harry 'Stiletto' Harkness, ex-Green Beret, and a man who Dylan happened to know had once slapped a Somali pirate so hard he'd snapped his neck, and now there he was, in a dinner suit, fox-trotting with Jane; Dylan made a mental note to hold it over him in case he ever needed a favour.
Most of the other guests, for the most part Louise's medical colleagues, were intrigued by the taciturn, self-effacing group of men who seemed so close to Dylan and Louise, and most of the single women were agog over Johnny Walker, the handsome best man in his dress uniform, the news that he was currently unattached doing the rounds in double-quick time. Johnny left that evening with a whole clutch of phone numbers, as did a surprising amount of the boys from Jeddah; apparently, some women were attracted to mysterious, competent looking strangers...
*
Louise settled into their new house like she'd always lived there. They'd elected to stay home and build their nest rather than take a honeymoon; after all, Dylan had been around the world almost non-stop for nearly seven years with his job, and Louise had had enough adventures in exotic places to last her a lifetime, so now she wanted domesticity, nest-building, a chance to set up her home the way she wanted it.
After several frustrating months wrestling with the legal niceties attendant on buying property in Wales, they finally bought a medium-sized four-bedroom cottage in Aberystwyth built of grey Welsh granite with roof slates from the quarries not far away, and the position was just ideal; from the master bedroom the house overlooked the Royal Pier and the sea, Aberystwyth Castle, and the cliff railway, and from the rear bedrooms they overlooked the university half a mile away. It was also a five-minute walk to the hospital, which had been the clincher when they'd first considered buying it. Also, Harry and Jane lived in Capel Bangor, only a couple of miles away along the A44, so the family was still together; Louise hadn't wanted to move anywhere distant from them, she knew her children would need grandparents, and Harry and Jane wanted nothing more than to take that role.
They'd been on a frenzy of shopping, literally buying their entire home contents in one fell swoop, all paid for by the amazing bonuses the company had given them, especially Dylan, for his work in Brunei in putting two gas platforms back in production in such a short time. As Louise worked away at filling the new bookcase with all her medical textbooks and Dylan's growing collection of mystery novels and military histories, she hummed happily to herself, Dylan noting and smiling gently as he listened to her, completely relaxed and at peace for the first time in what seemed like forever. The sight of her on hands and knees as she lined up books was also giving him some decidedly impure thoughts, and with Dylan, to think was to act when it came to Louise. Ghosting up behind her he slipped to his knees, and as she straightened up to admire her handiwork, his hands slipped around her waist and cupped her breasts.
"'ullo darlin', nice knockers!" he grunted in her ear, Louise giggling as she leaned back against him.
"You're a loony, Dylan Thomas Taliesin Lewis! If you keep squeezing my boobs like that they're going to come off one day!"
Dylan rubbed her nipples through the material of her shirt.
"What, these lovely things? If they do, can I have them?" he grinned, sticking his tongue in her ear and making her shriek and giggle. Dylan stood up and helped her to her feet, and immediately pulled her in for a long, smouldering kiss, his hands clamped around her firm, springy bottom. When he pulled away, Louise drew in a long, shuddering breath.
"Want to christen the dining room? We haven't done it there yet!" whispered Dylan as he squeezed her cheeks and rubbed her puckered little rosebud through the material of her leggings.
"You're like that rabbit on TV, Dylan bach, you just keep going!" she grinned, wriggling as she hugged him, rubbing her mound against the bulge she could feel growing in his jeans, "we only did it twenty minutes ago in the parlour, are you some kind of sex-addict?"
Dylan thrust himself harder against her, hearing the catch in her breathing as he did so.
"Only when it comes to you, Gariad! Now, do you want to or not? Because that barmaid in the Red Dragon was awful interested in me last night, and she does have lovely big tits!"
Louise looked into his eyes as her hand snaked down to cup his scrotum.
"If I didn't know you were joking you'd soon be singing soprano, Soldier-Boy! I'm a doctor, I can make it look like an accident!" she grinned.
Dylan slid his hand down the back of her leggings and rubbed his fingertip over her tight bum hole, making her jump.
"So, Dining Room, or do you wanna race me to the bedroom?"
Louise laughed and took his hand, leading him to the stairs. As they climbed the stairs, Dylan was entranced, as always, by her trim little bum wagging in front of him, and had to resist the impulse to grab and bite; plenty of time for that later! Once upstairs, Louise detoured into the bathroom while Dylan wasted no time pulling off his trainers, tee shirt and jeans and sliding off his shorts to hop into the bed and wait for her. As he plumped-up the pillows, something fell onto the floor, and as he turned to see what it was a voice behind him spoke.
"Hello Soldier, looking for a good time?"
Dylan grinned as he turned back to see Louise there, gloriously naked and smiling invitingly.
"Come here, baby-girl!" he murmured, pulling her to him. Louise climbed onto the bed to sit astride him, her arms around his neck.
"Love you, Soldier-Boy!" she smiled, kissing him.
Dylan slid his hands down to her waist, then on down to clasp and hold her tight bum-cheeks, squeezing and massaging the firm flesh as they kissed. Louise could feel the excitement growing as his cock swelled, and as she kissed him she began to slide slowly and gradually, back and forth along his length, encouraging him, teasing him, the feel of her damp heat building the need in him. Dylan could feel himself hardening as she teased him, his cock lying along his stomach as she slowly slid herself along him, teasing herself now as she teased him. Dylan broke their kiss to look into her eyes and smile, then nip her bottom lip gently between his teeth. Louise sighed and pushed him back against the pillows, raising herself up to take hold of him, then the wait while she aimed him at her centre, finally the slow build-up of sensation as she slowly impaled herself on him, her wet succulence engulfing him.
Dylan groaned softly at the feeling, Louise sliding all the way onto him, then slowly, oh so slowly grinding against him, her hips working like a bull-rider as she rubbed her clitoris against his wiry pubic hair, pleasuring herself even as she rhythmically squeezed and released him, slowly building toward that crashing release that always came when she made love to her man. Her face and neck flushed as she sped up, her orgasm nearing, to explode inside her as Dylan began rising in time to her grinding, pumping himself into her as she slid up and down on him.
Louise sat bolt upright as the white-hot intensity of her orgasm wiped out all thought or feeling except those swirling and crashing through her; wave after wave, a constant barrage of white noise as her ears rang with the intensity of her release and she screamed out his name as Dylan moved inside her, rolling her orgasm on and on.
At last the intensity began to die away, aftershocks quivering and swirling though her as her body sought to re-balance itself after the barrage of impulses and sensations that had just rocketed through her. Louise slumped down onto Dylan's chest, his arms around her as she gasped and sobbed for breath. Dylan held her close as she shuddered and quivered, her heart thudding like a hammer, until, as calm gradually returned, she realised he was still inside her, still hard.
"Baby, you didn't..." she began, but his finger on her lip silenced her. Louise grinned as his hand swept down to hold and squeeze her buttocks, one finger sliding into the crevice between them to tease and prod lightly at her little hole.
"I know what you want, you dirty boy!" she grinned, sliding a finger into her pussy and pulling some of her own juices out to rub against her puckered anus, working the damp finger into herself to open and loosen her ring for what was coming. Louise slid off him and pulled a pillow under her midriff as she lay on her stomach, then grinned at him.
"Come on Dyl; playtime!"
Dylan grinned as he positioned himself between her invitingly spread-open thighs, raising himself up on his hands to slide into her in one long, steady stroke, Louise hissing between her teeth as he filled her again. Dylan pumped a few times to lubricate himself with her juices, then slid out of her pussy and put the head of his cock against the tight little knot of her anus, pushing slowly forward as Louise held him and controlled his penetration. He went slowly until the tight sphincter suddenly gave way, allowing the head in and springing back around the steel-hard shaft of his cock. Dylan pushed himself slowly into her hot rectum, feeling the sinewy pulsing of her anal tube as he invaded her, Louise gasping and moaning as she slid ever further into her until he was all the way in, his heavy balls resting against her swollen labia.
Dylan began pumping, as he did so Louise moaned and moved against him, enjoying the feel of her man giving her so much pleasure. They pumped and humped together, Louise pushing back against him as Dylan pounded his thick cock in and out of her tight anus. Louise gave way first, her orgasm rising up and almost catching her unawares, it came on with such lightning rapidity; but then, Dylan fucking her this way always did that to her. Louise screamed as her uterus convulsed in orgasm, fluttering against the thin wall separating it from where he was embedded in her, her rectum in turn convulsing and contracting around his cock. The feel of the constriction around his cock was too much for Dylan, tipping him over, the spunk bursting out of him to spray inside her bowels. The feel of his heat inside her set her off again, her rectum pulsing and squeezing Dylan even more, milking him of every last drop of his sperm.
Dylan rested his head in on Louise's spine, between her shoulder-blades while he waited for his heartbeat to slow enough for him to catch his breath. As his cock slid from her, smaller orgasmic trails rolled and spun through her, lesser fireworks, smaller and less bright than those that had gone before, but still enough to make the breath catch in her throat, making her gasp again.
"baby-girl, that was fantastic!" he smiled at her, "remind me to keep you!"
Louise rolled onto her side and grinned at him, her lip caught between her teeth, obviously thinking about something. Her hand went under the pillow, looking for something, her eyes widening as she scrabbled under the pillows, not finding what she was looking for under there. She whipped around and looked over the side of the bed and relaxed, reaching down to pick up something. She turned back to Dylan, grinning, and touched the tip of his nose with her forefinger.
"You're going to have to keep me, Mr. Lewis; you can't just push a girl in my condition out in the street to fend for herself!"
"What are you talking about, Gariad?" asked Dylan, puzzled, "What condition?"
Louise waved a white...thing in front of him, with a little window on it, and two blue lines.
"What's that, baby-girl, what are you talking about, what condition?" asked Dylan, now completely at sea.
Louise pulled him down to her and kissed him gently.
"Darling Dylan, Mrs. Lewis is proud to announce a forthcoming happy event. Dylan, sweet, gentle, precious Dylan, we're having a baby; you're going to be a father, Dyl!"
Dylan's eyes widened and a big grin split his face as he hugged her tightly to him, his heart near to bursting with love and pride. Now their family was complete, and everything they'd worked for, everything they'd been through, here at last was the pay-off, their ultimate gift to each other here and now, where their lives had finally come full circle, the boy who went off to be a soldier, and the sister who waited for him, his very own Soldier Doll.
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My name is Robert Davies, and this is the story of how I learned to stop being an obnoxious prick and actually made someone happy at last.
*
I have one older brother, Nicky, but more about him later, and a younger brother, Richard, Rick, who's a year younger than me. We live in Carlisle, on the Scottish borders, in a great big, gloomy barn of a house my father had inherited from some relative or the other. When I was 17, Nicky did a bunk, I don't know where he went, for all I knew he dropped off the face of the earth, but that was just about when all our troubles began, the catalyst, as it were.
The day after he fucked off, his mother, Barbara went and hanged herself in the old Butler's Pantry, cue police, coroners, and all kinds of disruption while the rest of us tried to live our lives around it. At the time I thought it was the most inconsiderate thing I had ever heard of; why couldn't she go and do it in the public lavatory in town, or the ladies Restroom in McDonalds? Then at least we wouldn't have the Old Bill wandering through the house like they owned the place, something that particularly pissed-off my old man.
Yes, I know, I sounded like a heartless, self-involved prick just then. Well, back then, before so much changed for me, that's about all I was.
So Nicky was gone, and all was quiet for a few weeks, and then it all started to go pear-shaped; the Americans were trying to yank dad over there on what he said were trumped-up charges that he had violated one of their embargoes; this nonsense went on, and on, and on; dad spent a fortune on legal brains to clear this mess up, and when the last Extradition request was thrown out, as it should have been, we all breathed a sigh of relief; then the bloody Appeal Court got in on the act, allowed the appeal, and suddenly my dad is on a plane to stand trial in America, for doing business in Europe, with countries that had no connection to America; how did that happen?
Anyway, to cut a long story short, he was convicted of crimes against America, and sentenced to 40 years in jail with no hope of parole; basically, he was going to die in jail, they just extended the death sentence by 40 years. So now the witch-hunt started here, too.
All my dad's businesses, all his bank accounts, all his property, everything he owned, everything we owned was seized by the Serious Organised Crime Agency, leaving just this house; they even took the furniture, the TV's, and most of the crockery and silverware, because they claimed they were bought with the proceeds of crime; they'd be auctioned-off at some time in the future, but I didn't know where or when, and I didn't have the money to buy them back anyway.
I was 19, Richard was 18, and suddenly all we had was a mostly empty house, no money, and no furniture except a few battered pieces we found in the attics and basements. For various reasons we weren't entitled to any benefits; we had no income, but we owned an asset, a very valuable asset, apparently, so the only answer I got from the Benefits Agency when I asked for assistance was pretty straightforward; if you need money, sell your house; two teenage boys don't need to live in a six-bedroom mansion...
There was no way I was going to allow the house to be sold; it was my dad's and it was all we had, so I found a job with the City Council, mostly driving the mowing machines that cut the grass verges and public green spaces. It was long hours, at minimum wage, but I jumped at it; I wasn't actually trained to do anything, I'd always believed in my dad's money, and this was where it had brought us...
I should have followed Nick's example; he'd always wanted to be a mechanic, even though dad was dead against him being any kind of manual worker, but Nick persevered, and actually qualified, in spite of dad and his objections. Richard and I however, had no marketable skills, we'd always thought dad was going to hand his businesses to us one day, so here I was, driving the mowing machine, spending all day cutting grass verges, getting sprayed with grass clippings, dogshit, and all the other nasty debris inconsiderate slobs drop on the verges.
When the grass stopped growing as the year turned, they moved me to pushing a street sweeping machine, which was even worse; I had to buy my own masks, as the ones supplied were worse than useless, and again, the days were long, cold, smelly, and poorly paid.
Richard couldn't find a job for love nor money, so he used to spend his days either watching the small second-hand TV I'd bought or going through dad's papers, the stuff that had been returned as being 'of no evidential value', and seemed to have found something of interest in there; he tried to tell me about it, but I was usually too buggered after a long day being back-sprayed with filth from the street-sweeper to pay any real attention, or even care, so I guess after a while he gave up trying.
And then one day, just after his 19th birthday, he was gone. I had a tin under my bed with an emergency fund, almost £200, and that was gone as well. There was nothing I could do about it; he had no mobile phone, we couldn't afford them, and so I just had to accept that he was gone, and my bill-paying fund was gone with him.
So there I was; haunting an empty house, earning just enough to keep me off the breadline, but not enough to actually make a difference or make life any easier, with no friends, no-one to turn to, as dad, in his wisdom, had kept us apart from other kids when we were small, even down to having us home-schooled; at least Nick got to go to secondary school, and then college, his mother made sure of that, but she never lifted a finger for Rick and me; I guess her own son came first, no surprises there, from what dad had told us about her.
Funny thing is, I never really questioned how, if Nicky was older than us, and if Barbara was his mother, how did we come along? When did our mother come on the scene, and where did she go? Somehow, dad managed to always deflect that question when it arose, and Rick and I never really thought about it; if we had, then maybe things might have been so different...
My job sucked, but I stuck with it; millions of people had no job; at least I had daily employment and a payslip at the end of the week, and with Rick gone, there was enough money for the occasional treat. I remember the first time I bought a real pizza, from the Domino's in town, I was actually drooling by the time I got home, it had been so long since I'd had one; my occasional treat was the 'Saver' version from the local supermarket own-brand range, and the taste of the real thing was out of this world; I had to discipline myself to just eat a couple of slices and save some to last for the next few days; that week was bills week, so no treats until the following month. After putting aside enough to pay the gas bill, the electric bill, and the Council Tax, there was precious little for food, so I quickly had to learn how to eke out what food I could afford as best I could.
And so it went on; work, no real prospects, no friends or confidantes, loneliness and anger; at dad, for letting them railroad him and stripping us of everything, at Nick and his mother for abandoning us, at Rick for leaving me alone, and at myself for landing myself square in the poverty trap. I wanted out of here, I wanted my life back, I wanted my dad back, and I wanted to see that smug scumbag Nicky strapped to the railway lines for what I was sure he'd done; I'd come to believe that Nick had somehow set in motion everything that had happened since he left, and I wanted my hands around his neck so I could choke the life out of him for being what he was; the sly, spoiled little bastard who destroyed my life.
Rick had been gone for almost two years, and I'd become so used to being alone that I hardly ever even thought about him anymore, when that all changed. I came home from work on a cold and windy November evening, badly in need of a shower, as usual, to find the front door open; I was immediately on my guard; there was nothing here worth stealing, the Crime Agency had already stripped us of everything of any value, but there were always junkies who'd steal anything they could sell for a fix, and vagrants looking for a warm squat to doss in, so I quietly eased the door open and slipped inside.
I immediately smelled something cooking, something spicy, warm, inviting, and my stomach rumbled; it was late in the week, and my budget was stretched to breaking point, so I had baked beans on toast planned for dinner; this smelled a lot better. I heard voices, and realised it was Rick. Rick! After two years, what was he doing here, and what gave him the right to just waltz back in after taking all the money I had and doing a disappearing act?
I pushed the door open, and there he was, looking the same, reading something and talking over his shoulder to someone in the kitchen, someone female, by the sound of it, a voice with a distinct London accent; so, he'd waltzed back in here and brought his girlfriend too, had he? I'd soon put him straight about that! You leave, you're gone, it's as simple as that; sneaking-off like that had taken away any right he had to be here, as far as I was concerned.
"What the hell are you doing here?" I demanded, watching in satisfaction as he jumped, spinning round, to smile at me, a big, wide, cheesy, 'Hi, howya doing!' kind of smile, but I wasn't having any of it; he'd stolen my money, what little I had, disappeared, and never so much a note in almost two years to say where he was, to say sorry, nothing.
"Bobby, God, it's good to see you!" he exclaimed, and I had to grin at the sheer barefaced gall he had to think I was going to welcome him back, just like that...
"Where the hell have you been, and who said you could come in here? This is my home now, you left, so get out, and take whoever the hell that is with you! Get out, both of you, before I throw you both out by the scruff of your necks!"
The girl in the kitchen had come to the doorway, and stood staring at me in what looked like fascination, no trace of fear or apprehension on her face, just interest. I glanced at her, and then took a second, longer look. Whatever my problem with him, I had to admit Rick had good taste; she was exquisite! Tall, slender, possibly late teens or early twenties, olive-skinned, with long, glossy, mahogany-red hair, startling green-hazel eyes, and full red lips that seemed naturally red, rather than through any cosmetic help. She was dressed in a tight Tee-shirt that outlined and emphasised her small, firm breasts rather well, and skinny jeans that she managed to fill most enticingly; she was completely stunning, and I found my gaze being drawn to her even as my anger at Rick bubbled up.
"What do you want here? You take all my money, you disappear for damn near two years, and then you just roll in here expecting a warm welcome? Get out, now, and take her with you!"
I turned away in disgust, weary, angry, hungry, and just too worn-out to say any more. I'd rehearsed this meeting in my mind many times, and all the biting things I'd wanted to say hovered below the surface of my mind, but I just couldn't say them; all I wanted was him gone, and his girlfriend with him.
"Bobby, we need to talk, all of us, now..." said Rick, and I turned to him, anger threatening to spill over into something physical; couldn't he understand plain English? Why would I want to stand here and bandy words with him; I thought I'd made myself perfectly clear.
"Get out Rick, I told you twice now, are you deaf? Go, before I hurt you!"
"And will you hurt your little sister too?" he asked me, and my head snapped around.
"What did you say?" I croaked, and he nodded slowly.
"Bobby, this is Yasmin, Yaz for short; she's our younger sister, and that's her big sister, our big sister, Shereen over there."
I looked around in a kind of daze, and there was another girl, almost the double of Yasmin, but even prettier, if that were possible. This girl had paler, creamier skin, and dove-grey eyes, but the same rich mahogany hair, and she was maybe a couple of years older than Yasmin, maybe my age, but the same height as Yasmin, a similar slender, willowy build, and a figure just as tight and alluring as her sister.
"Hi Bobby, I've heard a lot about you..." she smiled, and I sat down before I fell down.
"How...when...did...when...? I managed, and both girls grinned at me.
"Don't worry, Bobby, when Rick turned up at our doorstep, we had pretty much the same reaction." smiled Yasmin.
My head was spinning; these two gorgeous girls were my sisters? How? When did this all happen?
Shereen patted my knee.
"Go and have a shower and get changed, and we'll talk after dinner; hurry up, Bobby, dinner's almost ready."
I suddenly realised what I must look and smell like, and hurriedly excused myself, taking the stairs two at a time in my haste to get cleaned up and get back to that wonderful smelling food and those beautiful girls! I had a hot shower; I normally had cold showers, to minimise my use of gas; I needed that for when winter really began to bite, when I had no option but to heat the room I lived in, and having a hot shower was a luxury in my circumstances, but I thought the fact that I had company justified it, just this once.
Dinner was incredible; the girls were amazing cooks, and they'd put together a wonderful Madras chicken curry, tangy, hot, and spicy, fragrant basmati rice, sweet and fruity Peshwari naan breads stuffed with almond paste, coconut, sultanas and honey, and flavoured with cardamoms and other, more exotic spices, and a cool cucumber, sour cream and onion raita. For someone whose meals usually consisted of soup, and beans on toast, it was a banquet I never seriously thought I'd ever get to eat, and I pitched in happily. Conversation was limited as we ate, Rick and the girls watching me as I stuffed my face. I stopped when I saw them eyeing me, and Shereen reached out to put her hand on mine.
"Eat as much as you want, Bobby; we saw what's in the pantry. Poor you, I don't know how you survive on so little; I never knew things were so tough for you, none of us did, or we'd have been here sooner. You eat all you want, there's plenty for you, there always will be, I promise."
Her eyes were brimming with tears, and I bridled; who the hell was she to come in here and start pitying me? I'd managed okay so far, and I didn't need some stranger patronising me! That was my father talking, of course, and even as the resentment flared inside me, I realised how barren it was, how that kind of thinking had left me here to slowly dwindle away. I told you, I was an uptight prick, and never more so in that instant, when I hotly, foolishly, resented the simple act of another human being reaching out to me.
I looked away in embarrassment, knowing that she'd somehow read every mean and angry nuance of my reaction to her, the embarrassment growing to encompass the knowledge that they knew I was so hard-up I was reduced to living on baked beans on toast and tomato soup. Shereen put her hand on my chin and turned me to face her.
"Bobby, you're my brother, you're Rick's big brother, and I won't ever leave you hungry or cold; when Rick brought us here it broke our hearts to see how little you have and how you have to live, alone and with no-one to care about you. We won't let that happen again; that's a promise, okay? You'll never be alone again, cross my heart."
I was trying to take this all in; this girl, my...sister, was promising to take care of me, and all I could do was wonder why; I didn't know her, I had no connection to her, and I couldn't understand the deep connection she seemed to feel with me; was I so disconnected from people, so wrapped-up in my own struggle that I'd forgotten how to relate to others, how to be grateful? Had I ever really learned how to do that? With a rush of shame, I suddenly realised I'd never felt gratitude to another living soul, only an almost overpowering sense of entitlement. I'd never related to other people in any meaningful way because I knew I was better than them. Was that really the legacy my father had left me? To be a complete and total ass?
Rick leaned over and slapped me on the shoulder.
"Take it easy Bobby; it'll take a while to sink in, but it will, believe me, you just have to let it happen. It took me a while, but you're smarter than me, you should be able to figure it out in jig-time. Just take my word for it, it's worth it, honest. Now eat up, we have a lot to tell you, and you're not going to like any of it, but you have to hear it; then perhaps you'll understand better what and who we are, and why everything happened the way it did."
When we'd finished, Rick and Yasmin cleared the table while Shereen led me into the sitting room, and I have to be honest, I was captivated by the sight of her bouncy little bottom twinkling in her skinny jeans as she walked ahead of me. I only had the ratty old couch and a battered prolapsed armchair I'd salvaged from a house being demolished, so I motioned her to the couch and pulled the chair a little closer so we could have that talk Rick had mentioned.
Rick and Yasmin came in just then, and plumped down on the couch, Rick in the middle of those two beautiful, exotic-looking girls. Rick was definitely uncomfortable, but he obviously wanted to tell me whatever it was that was so important, so I waited patiently.
"Bobby, you're not going to like this; I didn't, it still tears me up inside, and there's so much of it, so here goes; first off, Bobby, about Nicky..."
I rolled my eyes; the last thing I wanted to know about was that spoiled little mummy's boy. Rick looked annoyed at my impatience.
"No, Bobby, you've got it wrong about Nicky; we were both wrong, no Bobby!" as I tried to interject, "Just be quiet and listen, for once, just listen, please!"
I was the verge of walking out, but something stopped me; perhaps it was the look on his face, or the note in his voice...
"Bobby," he began, "We were wrong about Nicky, so wrong, just listen to me; he didn't desert us, or leave us in the lurch; dad beat him half to death, and Barbara got him out of here to save his life!"



I stared open-mouthed in shock; I was disinclined to believe him, then all those evasions and refusals by dad to give any real answers about where Nicky was, or why he'd left so suddenly re-surfaced; all dad had ever said was that he was a namby-pamby little mummy's boy, and good riddance; now perhaps I was about to get some answers.
"Nicky tried to stop dad beating Barbara up, and dad hurt him; he hurt him really badly. He boasted that Nicky was going to carry those scars 'til the day he died, that every day, when he saw those scars, he was going to remember who put them there; according to him, that was a father's true, lasting legacy; the last time dad saw him, Nicky was just a blood-soaked wreck, and he was proud of what he'd done to him; Nicky didn't run; dad almost killed him, and left him nowhere to go; Barbara helped him escape before dad killed him, and he would have, God, he would have..."
He swallowed, then continued.
"You remember how dad always used to lay into Barbara, we'd listen, and just shut the door and ignore it? How we always said it was nothing to do with us? We should have tried, Bobby, maybe if we'd tried, maybe she'd still be here, maybe Nicky wouldn't have gotten so badly hurt! Just once would have been enough, Bobby, just once could have saved her, now it's too late, it's all too late... "
My head was spinning with this, and something he'd said came back into focus.
"Who did he boast this to; who was he telling all this to?"
Now Shereen spoke.
"He was telling this to mummy. We were there, he was drinking and pawing at mummy, and telling her all this stuff, boasting about it, like it was something to be proud of! We were there, but that didn't stop him groping and mauling her. He told her so much more; Rick?"
Rick took up the story once more.
"Bobby, I don't know how to tell you this; I wish to fuck I'd never found out, now I'm going out of my mind, and I don't know who can help me, or you!" He paused for so long I thought he'd said all he was going to say, but then I saw the tears start.
"Nicky wasn't Barbara's son, Bobby; dad snatched him from his first wife in America when he was a toddler and brought him here. He's not Barbara's son; I am, and so are you; she was our mother, Bobby, Barbara was our mum, and he never told us, and he wouldn't let her tell us either. That son of a bitch stole us from our mother, and lied about her to us all our lives, he made us hate her, he made us into things that sat there and grinned while he beat her and hurt her, and I still don't know why, and now I know why she died; Shereen's mother told me the truth; he killed her, Bobby, he killed her just because she went through his papers, he thought she was trying to find something to give to the police, something to get him put away, so he strung her up and watched her die, and now he's never going to pay. What are we going to do, Bobby? I can't..."
He stopped, tears running down his face, and I couldn't do a thing about it; I was literally frozen in place as the whole, terrible, evil story unfolded. Yasmin was holding Rick as he cried like a small child, but all I could feel was cold rage that my whole life was being turned into a sham, a web of lies spun by a man I'd idolised. All I could do was shake my head in denial; this was a lie, it had to be, it was some weird nightmare, and any moment now I was going to wake up and it would be time to go back to my shit job for shit money and live out the shitty remains of my shitty life.
"Bobby...!"
I looked up to see Shereen standing next to me. She knelt down and leaned on the arm of the chair.
"Bobby, it's all true. Our father was a vile man, who did vile things because he could; he thought his money made him invulnerable; he hurt mummy so many times, and he'd just laugh and say that's what chilli-cracker whores were for. My mother was a brilliant businesswoman, a London Metropolitan University graduate in business and finance. She owned properties all over London, Robert Davies wanted those businesses and properties, so he sabotaged her arranged marriage to shake her loose from her family, and suddenly he's in her bed, and all her properties, all her businesses, all now belonged to him."
She was looking away into the distance now, seeing something I couldn't, her expression set and her voice flat.
"He'd turn up out of the blue, drink Scotch until he was in the mood, then drag her off to bed, and in the morning she'd be covered in bruises, cuts and scratches, and usually a black eye or two. Sometimes he'd beat her up in front of us; we were small and he was our father but that never stopped him hurting her in front of us."
She stopped speaking to wipe her eyes with the heels of her hands,
"He used to tell us that when we were old enough, he had some friends who wanted to play with us, he used to call us little chilli-cracker sluts, half-breed whores, vile names from a vile man, our own father; he was a racist, but he saw nothing wrong in forcing an Indian woman into his bed, and promising the children he fathered on her to his friends, for a price. Our own father was going to whore us out to his friends, Bobby, he thought it was funny! can you even imagine what it feels like for your own father to tell you his friends were waiting to do to you what he did all the time to mummy? That's what he made us live with, that's the kind of man he is, Bobby, that's why I hate him!"
Tears were running down her cheeks again, but she made no move to wipe them away this time.
"He used us to control her, he'd tell her what he'd do to us if she ever went to the police, and she knew he wasn't bluffing; he took everything she'd built Bobby, and left her with nothing except her house, and only because it was in a trust and he couldn't touch it, the clothes on her back, and us; he's hurt so many people, ruined so many lives, told so many lies, but I wouldn't lie to you."
"Our father nearly destroyed all of us, but at least where he is now he can't hurt anyone ever again; he did everything he was jailed for, believe me, and more, so maybe now he's being made to pay for what he did, maybe now he's learning what it's like to be powerless and at the mercy of people who don't give a fuck about you. Ricky told me you thought he'd been railroaded, but the system here never caught up to him; at least the Americans saw him for what he was, and stuffed him in a cage and threw away the key; now maybe he's getting some justice handed to him!"
I listened in horror; what Rick had told me was bad enough, and now this; my father was a psychopath, he had to be, to inflict such suffering with no flicker of remorse; we were his children, and he'd lied to, hurt us and stolen from us all our lives. And now I was remembering how Nicky had hinted time and again to us about Barbara; he must have known all along that she was our mother, and he'd tried to let us know, and we'd just snubbed and ignored him, and tattled on him to dad, and sniggered like half-wits as dad beat the pulp out of him...
Maybe Barbara (and even now, after everything I'd been told, I still couldn't call her 'mum'!) was so beaten down, cowed and frightened she made him promise not to tell us; it made sense; the way Nicky was attached to her, he'd have done anything for her. I felt a deep stabbing pang of remorse and guilt for all the things I'd said or thought about both of them, and suddenly I missed my big brother like i never thought I would. I wanted to see him again, and to beg his forgiveness for all those bitter, thoughtless words, all the unfounded hate and anger. He'd been alone, only his Barbara was there for him, and he'd been pulverised by my father, and she'd been killed; they weren't even allowed to have each other when they needed each other most of all. Suddenly I needed to know if he was alright, if he'd even survived that beating, if he'd managed to find his way back to his mother, wherever she was, if he had a family who took better care of him than we had, and if his life had somehow worked out. I wanted it, but the sick truth was, Nicky was probably dead too, beaten and killed by my father for no other reason than he could, just the way he'd killed my mother.
There was one other thing I had to know, a glaring omission in Shereen's story.
"Shereen, where's your mother? Why didn't she come with you?"
Shereen looked at me levelly, fresh tears welling up in her beautiful eyes and spilling down her ivory cheek.
"She died, Bobby, three months ago. She had a massive brain haemorrhage, she just...went, like that; she didn't suffer, she didn't feel a thing; the coroner thought it was possibly connected to all the violence she'd been subjected to, but she'd taken so much punishment there was no one thing to blame her death on. Ricky helped us get past it; mummy loved and trusted him, she told him most of what you just heard, and made him promise to look after us if anything happened to her; it was almost like she knew what was coming..."
Rick was still crying softly and Yasmin was cradling him, but she had tears in her eyes too. I looked at my brother, my sisters, and all I could feel was a kind of hopeless, empty dread. Even now, with him in prison so far away, my father was still here, in this room, lying coiled up inside me; he'd made me what I was, and all I'd learned came from him; one day he was going to come out of me, and I couldn't allow that, not now, not after what I'd learned about him, and us. What use was I ever going to be, with that monstrous scab caked on my soul?
And the worst part was, there was nothing I could do to fix it; our father had put so many sharp bends in me, instilled so many hatreds, so many wrong ideas, it was all I knew, all that I was, so how could I ever hope to be normal?
The answer, of course, was staring me in the face; I couldn't; I was badly damaged goods. Maybe our mother had wanted him to catch her and do that to her, maybe she knew that there was no way to fix what Robert Davies had done, to her, to us, to all his children, and she'd used him to put her out of her misery. Was that how it was? Had she sacrificed herself for us, even though we felt nothing for her, had she sacrificed herself in the hope her death would set in motion the destruction of her husband and free his children?
That one question hammered at me, but it was too dreadful to contemplate, that someone could be so desperate that they could be driven to that, and now the full horror of what I was, what he'd made me into, hit hard; all I could ever do would be to follow in his footsteps, plough my way through other people like they were chaff in a field, because that was what he'd made me, and the only thing he'd ever taught me, the only thing I knew.
I couldn't change, I knew that; I was condemned to follow in his wake, and destroy everyone in my path; he'd seen to that.
Suddenly, it came to me with shocking clarity just how simple it really was; there was a way out for me, one that solved everything for everyone and shut this nightmare off for me forever.
Rick was still adaptable enough to change, the evidence was right there in front of me, the same for the girls; my father had somehow been unable to worm his way inside them, but me, I knew how damaged I was, how immersed I was in the ways and values of Robert Davies.
I'd felt at times that the only real cure for what ailed me, the only way out of this fucked-up travesty I called a life, was a bullet in the brain; perhaps that really was my best and most realistic way out of this hopeless nightmare. This whole series of revelations had shown me just how deeply Robert Davies had reached down into me, and what it had shown me with shocking clarity was that there was nothing inside me worth the having, nothing to save and no soul to speak of, just a whole lot of me, and it was fouled and slimed with him and his values, an irretrievably lost cause; all I'd ever accomplish would be to infect, damage, and destroy those around me.
Everyone at some time in their life has stood on a high place and felt those conflicting twin compulsions, the urge to jump and simultaneously the fear of what that brought; now I knew, for me the time to make that jump had suddenly arrived, the fear of what came next was gone, in the first full moment of clarity I'd ever experienced. Authors and philosophers talk about a life worth living, how about a life so fouled and polluted that it should be discarded, for the good of those around you?
I had to go somewhere quiet, I had to think about what I'd just discovered about me, who and what I was, and where I belonged in this 'family' that had suddenly descended on me. I got up out of the chair and made for the door, Shereen watching me closely. As I reached for the door handle, she called out my name.
I turned to see her looking at me oddly.
"Bobby, where are you going?" she asked me.
"I have something I have to do," I answered truthfully, "Goodnight Shereen, I think Rick needs you; keep an eye on him please."
I closed the door firmly and walked up the stairs. Once in the bathroom, after locking the door, I picked up dad's old straight razor and sat down on the edge of the bathtub, idly watching the light play on the blade of the old razor, suddenly fascinated by the tiny points of light along the edge, the sign of a well-sharpened blade.
As I watched the light ripple on the old steel, I thought about what Ricky and Shereen had told me; my father was a murderer, he'd killed my mother, maybe he'd killed Nicky too, and I was just like him, I was a chip off the old block in almost every way. If I stayed with those people downstairs, and somehow I still couldn't bring myself to think of them as 'family', because they weren't, somehow, in some way, I would be responsible for bringing them down, because that was my nature; that was how I was bred.
I realised my first impulse was the right one; the blade was my way of protecting them from me, the one thing I could do for them that would keep whatever was still coiled-up inside me, the sickness and depraved inhumanity of Robert Davies, away from them forever; this blade was their guarantee of a life free of my father and his influence.
Shereen must have seen something of my inner turmoil in my eyes, because just as I had decided to make that final, sweeping cut across my throat with that slender, lethal piece of steel and end this whole miserable existence for me, the door burst open and suddenly Rick was holding my hand away from me in a grip I just couldn't break free of.
"Bobby, what the fuck are you doing, just give...me...that...!" I let the razor go as my hand opened involuntarily, and out of the corner of my eye I saw Shereen kick it out of reach under the bathtub.
"Bobby, what in the name of God are you doing, why would you want to...to...?" she asked, her eyes wide and frightened.
I was having trouble speaking, as Rick currently had his forearm in my throat as he held me flat against the wall.
"Why, Bobby?" she whispered, and I answered her as best I could while struggling to escape from Rick's hold on me.
"Don't you know what I am? I'm him, or I will be! I can't be one of you! I'll break it all up, I know I will, and you all deserve better than that! Please, please, if you really think anything of me, just turn around, close the door, let me finish this my way!" I pleaded with her, my heart sinking as she slowly shook her head, then glanced at Rick and nodded slightly.
"Sorry Bobby, no can do!" said Rick, "Sorry about this...!"
His fist slammed against my jaw, I saw stars, and then blackness and silence.
*
I awoke in darkness, wondering for a second where I was, then stiffened as the sound of someone stirring came clearly to me. I tensed, ready to jump out of bed at whoever was in the room with me.
"Shhh, Bobby, calm down, it's only me!" came a soft voice, and I relaxed; Shereen; it was all real then, not some weird dream.
I fumbled for the lamp, and she switched it on. She was sitting in the carver chair I had found in the basement, which constituted the sole piece of furniture in my bedroom other than the narrow single bed with the bricks at one end in place of legs, and the battered night-stand next to the bed.
"How are you feeling, Bobby?" she asked, sitting on the edge of the bed.
My jaw ached where Rick had cracked me, and Shereen saw me wince as I opened my mouth to speak.
"No, it's okay, don't speak if it hurts. Sorry about that Bobby, Rick was scared of what you might do, he didn't want you hurting yourself; please don't be mad at him."
I had to grin at her defending him; but then, she probably knew more about him than I did; the Rick I'd seen earlier was nothing like the Richard I'd grown up with; he was almost like a different person, a much friendlier, more together person than I'd ever known. Before Rick left, he'd been morose, sullen, bitter, hostile and angry; just like me in fact. Now it was like he'd had a personality transplant; his smile had been open, friendly, and approachable, as had his whole demeanour, not cynical and devious; something radical had happened to change him, and I was intrigued, in spite of everything else that was crowding inside me just then; had it been these two girls? How?
"Would you like a hot drink?" she asked, and I smiled ruefully.
"I haven't got anything, only water; don't worry, I'll get a glass myself." I said, and she cocked her head as she smiled at me.
"You didn't, but Ricky and Yaz did some shopping earlier, and we have coffee, tea and juice, and a couple of beers if you want something a little more interesting than tap water..."
It was my turn to look curiously at her.
"I know I asked you this before, but why are you doing this for me? It seems to me you could have a much better life in London, far away from all this. Why are you so intent on making me a part of your life? I mean, I'm no-one to you; don't get me wrong, I'm not complaining, especially after that meal, it just seems...strange, is all I'm saying..."
Her hand came up to gently touch the side of my jaw, right where it hurt the most, and I winced.
"Sorry, I just wanted to check for myself nothing was broken." she murmured, "It all seems okay, you'll live, sweetie. In answer to your question, I'm a few months older than you, so that makes me your big sister. Big sisters are supposed to look out for their little brothers, and that includes not turning their backs while their little brothers make huge, stupid mistakes."
She shifted her weight, sliding closer to me.
"Bobby, I saw how you've had to live, I know how hard you work and how little you get for it, Ricky told us everything, and I can see for myself how little proper food you get; baked beans and tomato soup; you can't live like that, it may be hot and filling, but it's not nourishing; you need protein, a proper balanced diet, not just empty calories; look at you, you're all skin and bones. You poor baby; you look famished! I'm your big sister and I won't let you live like that again; Yaz, Rick, and me, we're your family, and family sticks together, so come and be part of your family. Please? For me?"
She smoothed the hair back out of my eyes.
"Rick came to us just when we needed him the most, and now we're here because you're family, and you need us, and we need you; Yaz is your little sister too, she needs both her brothers, especially with what she's had to live with for so long, so let's make a deal; you look after your sisters, and your sisters promise to look after you; deal?"
Despite my own damnably suspicious nature, I saw and heard nothing here to put me on my guard; on the contrary, what was radiating from her in waves was just honest sincerity. I smiled at her, probably the first real smile since before Dad had been taken away to appear in court all that long while ago now.



"Okay, it's a deal! Big sister, huh?" and she smiled back.
"Everyone I know calls me "Shari", you could make a start by calling me that too," she grinned, and I grinned back.
"Okay, "Shari" it is, and welcome to the family!"
She smiled at me, and I had to ask.
"So, really, you're older than me? How much?"
Shereen twinkled at me.
"Oh, a few months, Bobby, enough to make you my "little" brother, anyway; Yaz is nineteen going on twenty, so she's about a year younger than Ricky, so I guess that makes me the oldest, so you better get used to taking orders!"
She smiled as she said it, to show she was joking, and I couldn't help but smile back; she had such a beautiful smile, too!
"Right, Bobby, let's go and make a nice cup of tea, I could do with something hot right about now."
We came back downstairs to find Rick and Yaz sitting in the kitchen drinking mugs of coffee. The scent of the fresh coffee nearly made me swoon; I hate tea, and coffee was so expensive I'd given up on ever buying any ever again on my severely limited budget. Yaz saw my expression and silently handed me her mug with a shy smile. I took it gratefully, sipping slowly while savouring the rich bitterness and caffeine bite. I sat at the table while Shari busied herself making tea for herself and another coffee for Yaz. Rick seemed uncomfortable, until I grinned at him.
"That's a sweet left hook you've got there, Ricky!"
He grinned back, the tension draining out of him when he realised I wasn't going to return the favour and bop him one. Yaz gently turned my head to look at the right side of my jaw.
"There's a bruise coming up, Bobby; would you like some ice on that?" she asked me softly, and I shook my head.
"Thank you, no, it'll be okay in a couple of days." I replied, still processing the fact of these girls, the horrifying story they'd told me, the truths revealed about my mother and what my father had done to her, their mother and what he'd done to her, what he'd done to us, and uppermost in my mind, what he'd done to our big brother.
Yaz saw my eyes filling as I thought about how I'd treated Barbara, about how she must have felt for her sons to so utterly reject her for no reason, and most of all how she must have felt the loss of Nicky, the only one of us who'd loved and honoured her; she wasn't even his mother, she was mine; she was my mother and I'd done nothing, said nothing, felt nothing when my father had brutalised and finally destroyed her. The tears ran down my cheeks as they finally spilled from me, and suddenly Yaz was there, holding me as I cried for her at last, for never knowing her, for letting her go so easily, and for Nicky, for being the one thing she'd been allowed to keep and love in this entire family, and for how easily I'd let him go.
Yaz led me away from the table, and sat me on the couch in the sitting room, sitting next to me so she could hold me, much as she'd held Rick earlier. She never said a word; what could she say that wouldn't sound false, and trite, and banal? Instead she held me close, giving me comfort with her presence while I cried, probably for the first time in my life.
At last I stopped crying; the guilt and sorrow had passed for now, leaving me feeling empty and depressed; what did we do now? This house was a mausoleum, we could all live here, but it was almost completely unfurnished; I couldn't even work out where the girls were going to sleep; most of the beds had been taken away long ago to be sold at auction, and those that were left had been unused for nearly two years now; damp and rot would have claimed them by now, and there were precious few bedclothes and linens left, barely enough for my ramshackle single bed. I didn't have an iron or an ironing table, any pillows or cushions, nothing.
Rick obviously knew what I was thinking, as he tipped his coffee at me.
"Don't worry, Bobby, we've sorted out sleeping arrangements. We did some exploring while you were conked-out and found some single mattresses in the attic; they're old, but clean; someone wrapped and stored them properly, so they're nice and dry. We moved a couple of the single-bed frames into the master bedroom, the girls will stay there. As for bedding, why don't you help me bring it in?"
I looked confused.
"Bring it from where?"
Nick smiled at me
"From the car, Bobby. We stopped off on the way here and bought sleeping bags and pillows, because I knew the girls would need them; come on, they need to get some sleep."
I could only stare stupidly.
"You have a car?" I asked, and Rick grinned.
"Well of course we have one; how did you think we got all the way here from London, hitchhiking?"
He drained his mug and stood up, nodding at me to follow him. Their car, a grey Mitsubishi Shogun I'd noticed but not really registered when I first came in, was parked just a little way away, the luggage compartment and most of the back seat crammed with bags and boxes. Rick told me to wait while he got in and reversed the car into the driveway so we didn't have to traipse back and forth while we unloaded it.
The girls came to help as we emptied the car, and with all four of us working it was just a couple of minutes before all the stuff from the car was piled up in the sitting room, with Rick and Yaz sorting through it all.
I noticed that Yaz seemed to be more than usually attached to Rick; at first I assumed it was because they were the younger ones, seeking support from their peers, but then I began to understand it was a lot more complex than that; they were obviously connecting at some deeper level as well, and, strangely, I was glad about it; Rick and I had never had any friends growing up; dad had seen to that. Nicky had gone to school when he was younger, but then dad had decided that we should all be home-schooled, so we never had the opportunity to mix and mingle with other people when we were young, and after Nick was sent to secondary school, Rick and I remained at home with our tutor.
When I'd started work, I had no real idea how to communicate or relate to the people around me; I think my colleagues thought I had some kind of mental impairment, as I never spoke to any of them, but the truth was I had nothing in common with them, no shared background, interests, experiences, nothing; when they'd laugh and talk about girls, I just used to stare blankly; I really had no idea what they were talking about, but I did eventually come to understand that revealing to them that I was still a virgin at almost twety-two was probably not a smart move.
I'd not met any girls yet; pushing a street-sweeper and smelling like a midden are not the most aphrodisiac combination, so meeting girls on the job just never happened, as a result of which, I really had few insights and little to no intuition when it came to understanding the fairer sex. I knew about the mechanics of sex, of course; I could read, and I had the usual collection of girlie mags any single man my age could be depended-on to possess, but no actual experience, not even anything that could be called a conversation with a member of the opposite sex.
As I watched Rick and Yaz unpack, exchanging light touches, pats on arm, or shoulder, or knee, and glances I couldn't understand, smoothing errant strands of hair from each other's eyes, or a lightly touching fingertip to the tips of noses, or chins, gentle horseplay, Shari slid next to me, her arm around mine as she pressed herself against me, resting her head against my shoulder.
"They're such good friends, and good for each other; look at them! Ricky and Yasmin hit it off from Day One; they've hardly spent a minute apart since Ricky first came to us. I think it's a good thing; they both needed someone, she found Ricky, and he found her. Mummy was pleased; she trusted Ricky to take care of his little sister, and Yaz needed a protector, someone to look up to and feel safe with after being frightened for so long of what our father said he was going to do with her."
As Shari leaned against me, the scent of her hair teased and tickled my nostrils, and underneath that the smell of her; soap, clean and astringent, and even more subtly, the scent of her skin; I began to harden; it was purely involuntary; I had no thoughts or intentions towards her, good or bad, it was just her femininity, her warmth and humanity, and the fact that she wasn't shying away from me, as girls tended to do.
I knew what arousal was, and most aspects of sex, or I thought I did, but only from reading the girlie mags under my bed; I'd never even talked to a girl before today, and now I was stirring as my newly-discovered 'older' sister hugged herself close to me.
We continued to watch as Rick and Yaz pulled four bundles out of the pile of stuff we'd brought indoors, four sleeping bags still in their wrappers, and a pile of pillows. We carried them up to the master bedroom where the twin beds had been pushed together to make one large bed. We'd also brought some sheets from the pile of things they'd bought, and we quickly made up the bed for the two girls, sleeping bags laid onto the clean sheets, brand new pillows and pillowcases all ready for them. Rick had reclaimed his old room, so he dumped his sleeping bag and pillows on the little single bed in there, even though the frame was in as bad a shape as mine.
"Tomorrow, Bobby, we need to do something about the bedrooms; Shari wants you to go and do some shopping with her, we need more bedding, crockery, silverware, everything really; four people can't live properly on what we have here, so as you two are the oldest, you get the short straws!"
More bedding made sense to me; I had few spare blankets, not even enough for me, really; winter was always a tough time, and in the past I'd had to resort to covering my feet with old coats on top of the thin blankets I had, and in the depths of Winter I'd had to resort to the old vagrant's trick, interleaving sheets of newsprint between my blankets to try and stave off the brutal Borderlands winter chill; the house was freezing and I couldn't afford to turn the central heating on; it was either heating, or hot water, and not much of either at that.
The following day was Saturday, so I had no work, but I was a little worried about how we were going to pay for all the stuff we needed to make this place habitable; I had no savings other than what I'd set aside to pay the bills, and I said as much to Rick, who just grinned happily.
"Come with me, Bobby, let's have a little chat with the girls..."
Mystified, I followed him to the girls' room, knocked, and waited for them to make themselves presentable. Shari answered the door, wearing a short bathrobe that showed off her long, long creamy legs, and twin peaks in front where I swear her nipples were almost poking through. I blushed, but she seemed quite unconcerned about seeing me while dressed in just a flimsy, short bathrobe. Yaz was dressed almost exactly the same, and I noticed Rick studiously avoiding looking at either her or Shari.
"Shari," I began, "We have to talk about how we're going to live here; I only have a little money saved, and I don't earn enough to support four people, I don't know how to stretch what I earn four ways. How are we going to make this work?"
As I spoke, she began to smile, then shook her head.
"Bobby, it's okay; we have money; a lot of money, more than enough to keep us going for a long, long while yet. Sit down, please; I want to tell you something."
She led me into the room, and sat down on the bed, patting the mattress beside her. Yaz sat on the other side of the bed, with Rick next to her.
"Bobby, remember when I said that all mummy had left was her house by the time that...man was extradited? In the two years following that, she managed to build a successful property development company using the house and the trust it was held in as security to acquire a portfolio of quite valuable rental properties scattered around East London. Not too many, just enough for her to manage, with Yaz and I working for her. Ricky had been with us for a while, and worked for mummy too, he worked hard, renovating the properties, doing repairs, keeping them in a fit state for the tenants, and when she died, we learned that mummy had left the business to all three of us."
She looked sadly at Rick, at Yaz, then looked back at me.
"We decided to sell everything and come away to find you; none of us wanted to stay in London anymore; too many of Robert Davies' old cronies were around, and Ricky was worried about our safety, so we decided to make a clean start a long way away from London. I guess what I'm trying to say is that we have more than enough money, quite a lot, in fact, and we want to stay here, with you. All the family should be in one place, and even if we're not really a family yet, I think we can learn to be one; Ricky learned how to be part of our family, now Yaz and I want to be part of yours, if you'll let us."
I was trying to take this all in, but those long, smooth legs and intriguing little points on the front of her robe were giving me serious distraction issues. Shari seemed to realise the direction of my attention, and I swear her back arched a little more to thrust them even further against the already tightly wrapped front of her robe, and the whisper of skin against skin as she crossed and re-crossed her long, smooth legs were almost deafening.
I caught myself at this point. What the hell was I thinking? This was my sister, for Chrissake! I had no business being so interested in her legs, or her chest, or her clear, satin skin, or her deep-coral, bee-stung lips...just stop it right there!
Shari smiled at me, a warm, understanding smile.
"Thank you for thinking of us, Bobby, but you can stop worrying. We even have all the furniture from the house; when we sold up it was all put in storage, and there's plenty of it to fill up this place; that is, if you don't object?"
She waited apprehensively, biting her lip in a way I found totally distracting and absurdly attractive.
"How can I object when you put it so nicely!" I smiled back, liking the feeling, and Shari hugged me, those intriguing points on her robe pressing into my chest like two little fingertips, and once again I felt the stirrings of interest; sister or no, it felt good, and I had to catch myself; nice as it was, this couldn't be a good thing...
"I was hoping you'd say yes, Bobby! And no more silliness like this evening, yes? You've got us, now, we've got you, and no-one will ever be left out again, deal?"
"Deal!" I murmured in her ear, enjoying the feel of this beautiful young woman in my arms, a first for me, and a wonderful feeling.
In the morning, Shari woke me with a cup of coffee. She was dressed in skinny jeans and a sweatshirt, furry Ugg boots and a warm jacket, all topped off with a Von Dutch baseball cap; she looked cute, sexy and playful, and once again I had to remind myself that she was my sister.
"Come on Bobby, we need to do some shopping; I spoke to the storage place early this morning and they're arranging to have all our stuff shipped up here overnight for delivery tomorrow morning, so we need to get this place ready, and we need a whole bunch of stuff, so you and I get to go shopping! Come on, it'll be fun!"
I grinned as I drank my coffee; having a beautiful girl invite me out to have fun shopping was such a new experience I had no pre-programmed response except to nod foolishly and grin like an idiot! Shari ruffled my hair and turned to leave.
"Ten minutes, Bobby, we have to leave in ten minutes, so chop-chop, Big Sister's given you an order!"
I grinned as she threw the "Big Sister" at me yet again, leaving me thinking she may be my big sister, but she sure didn't feel like it! I watched as she walked out of the room, captivated once again by the sight of her tight little bottom bobbing inside her tight jeans, with yet another moment of guilt for finding her bottom so cute, then jumped out of bed and ran into the shower. I took a cold shower out of habit, even though something told me hot showers were no longer going to be a luxury, and got dressed in double quick time.
Shari was waiting for me downstairs as I tried to get ready to go out with her without showing any unseemly haste; however, I'm not very good at either communicating with girls, never having actually spoken to one before, or understanding their expectations in even the most superficial way, so I think I came off looking more than a little pathetically eager to please her, judging by the small smile on her face. However, she was kind enough to not comment, and even helped me put my old jacket on properly, her eyes clouding when she saw how short the sleeves were; I'd had it since I was 17, and there'd been a couple of growth spurts since then, but it was all I had.
"We'll do something about that soon, Bobby!" she whispered, then straightened my collar and patted my chest in approval.
"Right, Bobby, now you look 100% adorable, let's show you to the world at large!"
Adorable? That word bemused me so much I just followed her out to the car, trying to work out where she was coming from; Shari and Yaz had happened to me so quickly I was still trying to carve out a 'sister' niche in my head to fit them into.
Rick seemed to have managed it quite well, his ease and easy manner with them proved that; he was obviously completely comfortable with suddenly having two sisters out of the blue; maybe he was just more adaptable than me.
I knew I had a lot to unlearn, and there was still a lot I was just unwilling to let go of just yet; it was still too soon, despite what the girls had said. Shari's touchy-feely attitude to me was still more than a little disconcerting; it was like she was trying to be my best friend, although her hugging me last night had been more than a little ambiguous, and certainly not what I thought was the way best friends behaved; no, I was troubled by all these sudden changes and revelations, and still a little wary when it came to other people.
Shari scrabbled around on her phone for a while, one of those Galaxy things, then tapped in a postcode on the Sat-Nav and started the engine. I asked her where we were going.
"Bobby, we agreed last night we needed more bed linen, plates, cups, cutlery, everything, so we're going to the Dunelm store on Castle Street to get some basic housewares; Ricky and Yaz are going to start getting the place ready; by this time tomorrow we'll all have some proper beds, chairs, blankets and duvets, home comforts. It's all the stuff out of our old house."
She stopped the engine and looked shrewdly at me.
"Bobby, I know you're still not feeling the love when it comes to Yasmin and me, but we really are your sisters, and we're not going to hurt you, I promise. Ricky wanted to come home, and we love Ricky, so we came with him; he offered us somewhere we could be safe, and be a family, his family, and yours too. I don't want you to feel like we're pushing our way into your home and your life, but the simple fact is, we feel safer with both our brothers than without them. I want to have my brothers around, I want to get to know them, and I want them to want me around, but if you can't do that, we'll go, and I mean that, truly; just say the word and we'll find somewhere else. I don't want to push you out of your home..."
Her eyes filled with tears as she spoke, filled and then spilled down her cheeks. I was mortified; my mean suspicious nature had made this lovely girl cry, who'd done nothing to me except treat me kindly and try to make me part of a family again, to include me in her family. Without thinking I reached up to rub her tears away, wondering at the way she flinched as I touched her. Shari smiled tremulously at me as more tears spilled down her cheeks, and I suddenly realised she was terrified of me; she was probably waiting to see if I was my father's son, if I was going to get violent, and then I suddenly understood why she'd brought me out with her; it was to decoy me away from Yasmin in case I did become violent.



I couldn't really blame her; all she really knew of me was that I wasn't Rick, but that I was Robert Davies Junior, son of my father, the man who'd threatened to sell her and had beaten and battered her mother repeatedly, sowing the seeds of her death. All the "little brother" business had just been banter, she'd been scared of me the whole time, afraid I was the kind of man my father was. It horrified me to think that someone would or could expect that from me; I'd never carried out a violent deed in my life.
But there was no escaping that one fact; I was the son of a man who'd done those things as a matter of course, because it was part of his nature. Shari didn't know how much of him was lurking inside me, and so she had every reason in the world to be afraid of me. And now I understood; all the touchy-feelie had been to show me that she and Yasmin were no threat, and to defuse and deflect me, just in case I was readying myself to go off.
I opened the door and slid out, to lean against the icy metal of the car body; I felt sick; sick that someone could be that afraid of me, sick with the knowledge of what she thought I was, and finally I believed what she and Rick had told me last night; the fear in her eyes right now, fear of me, was all the confirmation I needed. What kind of monster did she think I was, and more to the point, how right was she?
I tried to think straight, but all I could see was the fear in her eyes when she looked at me; she saw me as some kind of monster, how could I possibly convince her I wasn't? Short answer; I couldn't, because one day my ground-in, rubbed through the fabric nature was going to undo me, and take everyone with me...
"Bobby...?" a soft voice startled me out of my reverie, and I turned to see Shari standing a few paces away, just out of reach, I noted; probably a wise move from her point of view.
"Bobby, can we talk?" she asked me apprehensively, and I shrugged, still preoccupied with my own moment of self-realisation.
"Sure, if you think there's anything to say," I managed. "I know how you must see me, I just got it; I wish you were wrong, but I think you're probably right about me; I'm not Rick, I'm probably too much like our father to change, there's too much inside me that's bent the wrong way, my father saw to that; everything he couldn't put into Nicky, or Rick, he shoehorned into me, until all that's left is someone who can only make the same choices he did. I have to leave, I can never be part of your family, and you really don't want to be part of mine. Keep the house; it belongs to all his children, I suppose, so it's as much yours as it is mine, I'll get my stuff and be gone. You don't need to know where, just forget me, you'll be safer if you do."
Shari stared at me with eyes like saucers.
"Don't go, Bobby, please. I was scared of you, but I'm not now, just very worried about you; you almost fell last night, but we caught you; if you go away who's going to be there to catch you next time? Your place is with your family, with us. You've convinced yourself that you're the bad seed, the one that's going to turn into a carbon copy of your father one day, but if you can think like that it shows you know the difference between right and wrong. Robert Davies was a violent psychopath, but you're Bobby, scared, isolated, lonely and alone, but still just Bobby, not some axe-wielding lunatic, and you're not Robert Davies, murderer and amoral sociopath. Be part of your family, Bobby, we need you, and you need us."
She stepped closer, coming within reach of me, but not tense and frightened now, concern and kindness in her eyes.
"Bobby, please don't go; I'm sorry for thinking what I did, but I had to know; Ricky told us how angry and bitter you were, he was sure you'd have let it go, or at least was capable of hearing the truth and be ready to accept your family, but I had to find out for myself; I've had to be the strong one for Yasmin, I was her only protection for so long, but she's been frightened all her life, and she needs her brothers, both of them, to stand over her and step in front of her. And so do I, Bobby. I've been scared as long as she has, but I couldn't let her know that; I had to be the strong one for both of us, but now I need my brothers too, I want so much to feel safe too...!"
She reached out hesitantly and stroked my cheek, her touch almost seeming to burn me, her fingers still trembling. I admired her bravery; she'd been frightened of me, literally quaking in her boots, and yet she'd still decoyed me away from her younger sister, making herself a target should I turn out to be what she most afraid of. Her courage more than anything was what drove me to finally believe in her, her resolute bravery in facing me alone even though she was sure I would turn on her.
I'd never come across anything like that, and it shamed and humbled me that I'd never been called on to show that kind of inner steel, that I didn't even know how. I had nothing and no-one to defend like that, had never even had any reason to feel like that, but now, now I felt it for my sister, knowing somehow that when I needed it, she would defend me like that if I let her; and right now that's just what I wanted...
I reached up and took her hand as gently as I could, and kissed the back of it. Shari smiled, blinking the tears out of her eyes, and an abstract part of me wondered at how the tiny droplets glinted and sparkled in her long, sooty eyelashes even as I began at last to connect, really connect, with my (slightly) older half-sister. Shari came closer, and finally hugged me; there was no artifice or testing this time, all she was doing was hugging her brother and welcoming him back. I held her close, enjoying the feel of her, understanding at last what being part of a family, a real family, could mean.
After what seemed like an eternity, Shari pulled away to look up at me, wiping her eyes with the backs of her hands as she smiled.
"So, Bobby, are you coming shopping with your big sister?"
I smiled back, surprised at how easily it came after the talk we'd just had, but her quick gesture as she brushed an errant lock of hair out of my eyes told me she wasn't afraid of me or what I might do; now she believed in me the way I believed in her.
We spent most of the morning buying basic crockery, silverware, a new kettle, and a complete set of saucepans; I only had a couple, and they were old and battered, but more than adequate to heat soup or baked beans.
When we got back to the house, Rick had tinkered with the boiler and managed to turn the heating back on, and the place was warm for the first time since the end of summer; at first I was inclined to protest; how did he expect me to pay for it? Then Shari caught my eye and I subsided; of course, we could afford to heat the place now...
Rick and Yasmin had been busy, clearing the rooms ready for the arrival of the furniture on Sunday, although clearing really meant picking up the random litter of two years of neglect, the kind of detritus that accumulates when a place lies empty for so long, and giving the place a good dusting.
We'd stopped off at the local fried chicken place and bought a bucket of chicken and sides, again, something I never realistically expected to eat anytime soon, and we had an impromptu picnic sitting on the newly-swept floor of what had been the sitting room when we'd had something in there to sit on.
Once again I noticed Rick and Yasmin's closeness, the way he picked out for her the pieces he thought she'd like, or picked the juiciest pieces from his own portion and gave them to her, split his French fries with her, and teasingly spooned Coleslaw salad into her upturned mouth, laughing as he dabbed her chin where some of the mayonnaise had dripped.
I noticed they sat close together, cross-legged on the floor, with their hips touching, seeming more like boyfriend and girlfriend than brother and sister. Shari seemed not to notice; her attention seemed to be concentrated on drawing me out, chattering about London, about working with her mother and Rick over the last two years or so, asking me about my job, girls, probing, but done skilfully.
When I told her I'd never had a girlfriend, nor kissed a girl, she seemed taken aback, given my age. When I confessed that she was actually the first girl I'd ever had a conversation with, she looked sad, her hand immediately coming up to cup my chin then stroke my cheek.
"We'll have to see about changing that, won't we, Bobby," she smiled, her eyes appraising me as I blushed in embarrassment.
We spent the rest of the day cleaning and dusting, the girls exploring the house as we worked our way from room to room. They were fascinated, and not a little saddened, that I'd lived alone in this empty, echoing barn for almost two years. I'd done what little maintenance I was capable of, mainly checking the windows were tight, the attics were dry, and the roof wasn't leaking, but for the most part I'd done nothing except close all the doors and lock most of the shutters to prevent the sun fading the fine Burmese teak floorboards, something my father had been almost fixated about.
All the downstairs doors had fairly new locks, courtesy of Nicky, who'd been forced to replace them all one summer, so the house was as secure as I could make it. My own room used to be a lady's dressing room back when the house was built in the early nineteenth century, an adjunct to one of the bedroom suites, and I used it because it was right in the middle of the house and only had a small window, so draughts were minimal, and it was small enough to keep warm fairly easily. The main bedrooms were huge, draughty caverns, with tall windows and high ceilings, not the kind of place I relished spending a cold winter night in.
As we worked from room to room, I once again noticed Rick and Yasmin; something about their behaviour didn't seem quite right, not a usual brother/sister thing, but with my limited knowledge of how things worked or were supposed to be, I couldn't put my finger on it, or understand the things they weren't saying, but they were definitely acting 'off', but not in a hostile way at all; quite the opposite, in fact, and that just made no sense...
What I could see, however, and understand quite clearly, was the two of them almost completely wrapped-up in each other, and I began to resent that; why should he have something that was so far out of my ken, but which he could be so at ease with. Shari eventually noticed my building resentment, and pulled me unobtrusively to one side to talk to me.
"Let it go Bobby; Yaz needs Ricky, he's good for her, and she needs him; he was her big brother before you came along, just give her time; she'll soon be able to be as close to you as she is to Ricky. It's good to see her trusting someone other than me, please don't do anything to hurt that, Bobby, please?"
I hung my head in abashed shame at that; she was my younger sister, he was my younger brother, if they were close it must be a good thing; at least they had each other, Hell they probably needed each other right now, all these changes must have taken their toll on both of them, and here I was, letting my father do my thinking and resenting for me all over again.
I looked at Shari in apology, and she smiled as she smoothed my hair back out of my eye.
"Don't take it to heart, Bobby," she murmured, "I felt exactly the same when I first realised just how they were so close, but I soon realised she needed him just as much as she needed me, but in a different way. She'll soon think of you the same way. She already admires you tremendously, you know, Bobby."
I must have looked more than a little sceptical, as Shari smiled at me and smoothed my hair back once again.
"Oh yes, Bobby; you lived here all alone in this great, empty, creepy place, working your heart out for a pittance, struggling to keep a roof over your head, and succeeding, eking out a living by eating barely enough to keep yourself alive, no-one to care for you or care about you, lonely and alone, but never giving up or giving in; oh yes, she admires you, her brave, handsome, hard-working big brother! So do I, Bobby, you're kind of special, did you know that?""
I smiled in embarrassment at that, and Shari grinned back at me, again flipping that pesky lock of hair out of my eye.
"I need a haircut!" I grinned, glad of the opportunity to change the subject.
"No, don't do that, I like doing this..." she smiled, once more sleeking my hair back into place, making me smile once again.
"You really should smile more, Bobby," she said seriously, "You really are gorgeous when you smile, much better looking than Ricky!"
Gorgeous? I'd been called a few things in my life, especially by school kids as I shovelled up the filth out of the gutters and off the pavements, but 'gorgeous' wasn't one of them, and I could feel my cheeks burning as I flushed. Shari reached over and patted my knee.
"Maybe after tomorrow you'll have more to smile about, eh? Don't worry Bobby, things have a way of working themselves out, you'll see; until then, you have me, and Ricky, and Yasmin. She'll start talking to you soon, she knows you've changed, she just has a little more to be wary of, so give her time."
My ears pricked up at that, and my curiosity was piqued. What was she wary of? I had to know.
"Shari, what do you mean, why is she more wary? I know you both had to watch what my father did, what happened to her that made it so different?"
Shari leaned in and whispered in my ear, and what she told me nearly made me vomit as the full sick impact of it burned into my brain; my father had tried to rape her, he'd actually tried to rape his own youngest daughter while he was drunk, to 'break her in' as he put it, so his friends could enjoy her, and it was only through sheer luck she'd managed to get away. Shari had gotten her away from him, and the pair of them had had to hide from him until he'd eventually passed out. How could he do that? Truly he was a psychopath, or a sociopath, or a fucking demon, or something equally non-human, because no normal man would even contemplate that, let alone threaten it, and to try to do that to his own daughter...
Shari nodded at the pair of them as they sparred and laughed together, oblivious to our conversation.
"Now do you understand why she needs Ricky? He's her safe place, her safety and protection, things she needed to feel just as he came along. You'll come to mean that to her too, I promise; like I said, she likes and admires you, she just has to learn how to trust you, just as she did with Ricky."
I let it go; Yaz wasn't snubbing me, she had serious trust issues, and I couldn't blame her one iota, not after what I'd just heard. It occurred to me that I'd have to work to gain her trust; Shari would have to help me there. I grinned as I heard myself finally admitting that I needed the help of another person; perhaps I really was changing after all!
When we decided to go to bed, Rick and I walked the girls to their room, ensuring they knew where our rooms were in case they needed us at all, and nothing would do but that I must check all their windows again thoroughly, just to make sure they were fully secure; after what I'd heard earlier, all kinds of protective instincts were bubbling up inside me, and that puzzled me, but in a good way.
I realised that I was beginning to care about someone else other than myself, and it didn't help that Shari's face intruded into my thoughts increasingly often; as I lay in bed that night, every time I paused to think about what we'd discussed, my thoughts wandered to images of her face, her eyes, her lips, the way she tossed her hair back over her shoulder, and the scent of her, that light, flowery fragrance that trailed her everywhere. It confused me that I couldn't shake the increasingly intrusive images of her from my thoughts, nor did I want to. I eventually fell asleep in the wee hours, too exhausted to think about her any longer.
The following day was organised chaos as the huge moving vans arrived early from London and disgorged all of the stuff Yaz and Shari had put into storage; beds, carpets and rugs, dressers, chairs, tables, wardrobes, couches, and armchairs, as well as crates of bed linens, blankets, quilts, curtains, the contents of what must have been a substantial house poured out of the vans, and the movers lugged it all around according to some pre-conceived plan that Shari and Yasmin had.
Rick and I made ourselves useful, but the real taskmaster was Shari, and she was obviously enjoying herself immensely as she directed the burly movers to put the furniture where she'd decided it was supposed to be. At last, by the end of the day, we had a furnished house again, and the place was looking almost as it had before everything was confiscated. There was enough to equip every bedroom with a bed, a dresser, a full set of bed linens, a rug, and a wardrobe, and the movers even took away the battered old beds Ricky and I were using when they put the new ones in our rooms. I'd elected to retain my little dressing room bedroom; it suited me and I was comfortable in there. The girls decided to unpack all their clothes and re-populate the wardrobes another day; we were exhausted, so after an order-in pizza dinner, we made for our respective bedrooms.
I was awakened in the early hours by Shari. I came awake as soon as she lightly tapped my shoulder, noting in passing that she was wearing just a short tee-shirt and light sleep shorts. Even in the dim light from my old lamp, her legs were flawless, long and perfect, and seriously distracting.
"Bobby, Yaz is missing, I can't find her anywhere. I woke up and she was gone, Bobby, help me find her, please, I don't where to start looking in this place, it's still so confusing in the dark!"
Of course I jumped out of bed to help, how could I not? I knew this place intimately; I knew I'd find her in double quick time, always supposing she was still in the house.
I picked up a torch and led the way; most of the light bulbs had blown over time and been scavenged from around the house, and we'd not replaced them yet, so most of the house was in complete darkness. With Shari holding my arm we began at the top of the house, opening door after door, flashing the beam around inside, then going on to the next.
There were a lot of rooms, spread over 3 floors; the family who'd originally built this place way back when must have been very wealthy, and had created a series of suites, presumably one for each member of the family and a guest suite, so there were six bedroom suites, as well as the attic rooms, which had originally been servant's quarters. Each bedroom had a private bathroom and a dressing room; as we searched from room to room, all I could think was it must have been hell for the servants to turn down and clean every day.
Finally we came to the first floor above the ground level, and started at the back of the house, where Rick had his bedroom. As we approached his room I could see soft golden light around his door, which I thought was odd; it was the middle of the night, so all should have been in darkness. As we approached the door we heard voices; Yaz and Rick, talking softly. I was about to knock when Shari put her hand on my arm and motioned me to silence; she appeared to be listening intently, then gasped softly and pressed closer to the door. As she touched the door it swung open silently just a couple of inches, but it was enough to see the occupants clearly.
At first I couldn't make sense of what I was seeing, then suddenly it all swam into focus.
Yaz was on her knees, naked, her body bathed in the golden light of half a dozen flickering candles. Rick was lying on his back, and Yaz was sliding her lips over his thick erect penis, fondling his scrotum as she avidly sucked his cock. Rick in turn had his hand between her thighs, rubbing her and making her moan around the cock she had in her mouth. As I watched, they came to some sort of mutual agreement, and Yaz pulled him out of her mouth, smiling and sighing as Rick pulled her closer to dip his head down and suck her erect nipples. From their familiarity with each other's bodies, their murmured words and fond caresses, I knew this wasn't the first time they'd done this, and as Rick sucked her nipples, Yaz sat astride him, holding his face between her two hands,



"You know what I like, Ricky, do it now, baby!" she muttered, as Rick's hands slid around her waist to drop down and pull her buttocks apart. As Yaz slowly impaled herself on his cock with a groaning sigh, I saw Rick slide a finger into her tight, pink little anus. As I watched, Yaz leaned back, resting her hands on Rick's thighs and forcing his finger deeper inside herself as she pumped and ground against him, her eyes squeezed tight shut as she approached her orgasm.
When it came, she shuddered and quivered on top of him, Rick squeezing her breasts and pinching her nipples as Yaz ground against him. Eventually she slumped forward onto him, kissing him wildly, then pulling back to grin at him.
"Your turn, baby!"
She slid off him and knelt on the bed. Rick knelt behind her, his hands slipping around her torso to hold and squeeze her lovely, brown-tipped little breasts, kissing her shoulders before he thrust into her, and again, his lean muscular body rippling with every thrust. Yaz exhaled sharply in time to his thrusts into her, all the time murmuring to him, words of love, of encouragement, telling him how much she loved him, how much she loved what he was doing to her.
Shari stood transfixed as her younger sister and brother fucked each other, their bodies slapping together as they pumped and pounded, now giving little cries as they moved together in perfect synchronisation.
Shari's eyes were fixed on the drama being enacted in front of her, as were mine, my thoughts full of how beautiful Yasmin was, how perfectly my younger siblings' bodies matched each other in their intensity and complete immersion in what they were doing. I was so transfixed, like Shari, that I didn't even notice when she moved up against me, never taking her eyes off Rick and Yaz as they fucked, completely oblivious to their surroundings and to their audience, until I realised she'd backed into me, and that I was solidly, painfully erect, my straining cock like a lead bar in the confines of my shorts.
Shari began slowly undulating against me, never once taking her eyes off the two younger siblings as they pounded away together. I thought she was unaware what she was doing until her hand slipped down to slowly trace the outline of my erection with her fingertips, feeling my size as she rubbed slowly, agonisingly against me. Her other hand slipped down to the waistband of her sleep shorts, then inside to begin rubbing herself as she watched her sister. Her movements were trance-like, almost done without conscious volition, an automatic and instinctive reaction to what was unfolding not ten feet in front of us, her bottom lip caught between her teeth as she stared in rapt fascination.
In as much a trance state as her, my own hands came up and around her, to cup her breasts and feel the taut nubs of her stiff nipples as they strained against the material of her tee. As Rick and Yaz pounded, grunted, slapped and sighed together, Shari and I rubbed, squeezed and pressed, our hands moving automatically as our bodies responded to what was happening in front of us.
Rick began groaning as Yaz gave a high-pitched, sighing moan, and we watched in awestruck fascination as his flanks flexed and tightened as he emptied himself into her, his hands squeezing her nipples as he climaxed in response to her own orgasm. Shari in turn suddenly turned and pressed herself against me, her arms around me and the curve of her pubis pressed against my solid erection as she rubbed herself against me for all she was worth.
My hands dropped down to instinctively clutch and squeeze her soft, firm little buttocks, pulling her crotch tight against mine as our lips crushed together, and as we kissed so ravenously she climaxed, her body shaking and her breath softly hissing as she continued to rub and undulate against me, the hard little fingertip of her erect clitoris rubbing directly against my cock through the material of our sleep shorts. I couldn't help myself, it was too much for me, and I came like a geyser, spunk bursting out of my over-stimulated cock to drench the insides of my shorts, more than I think I had ever managed before when I'd masturbated. The force of my ejaculation was almost painful in its intensity, and I really think I would have buckled and fallen if Shari wasn't pressed against me, still shuddering in the throes of her own orgasm.
At long last my head stopped spinning, and I was able to breathe again, a long, shallow intake of breath that alerted Shari that I was back in control of myself again. She stepped away from me and took my hand, motioning me to silence as we softly padded away down the corridor and back to my room. As I opened the door to go in and clean myself up, a slight pressure on my arm made me turn back to her. As I did, she stretched up and kissed me once, softly, gently, on the corner of my mouth.
"Good night Bobby...and thank you," she whispered, and then she was gone, back to her room to wait for Yaz, I supposed. I went into my room and cleaned myself up as best I could before flopping into bed; this had been one weird night, and I still wasn't sure I believed any of it, or understood what had just happened, but now I was too tired to care, and I had to get up in the morning for work.
I was up and out of the house before anyone else was stirring; I had to be at work for 7 a. m., so I had to leave before 6, as it was a long walk to the Street Sanitation depot where I was based. All day as I worked cleaning the streets of Carlisle I thought about the strange, almost surreal episode with Shari last night; I was having trouble defining what exactly we'd done, and why, and if it would happen again; had I had sex and not realised it, or was it just a...a...thing, something to pass over and forget, to get past and never think or talk about ever again?
I was like a zombie as these thoughts occupied my mind all day, my work routine almost completely mechanical, ingrained patterns and habits piloting me through the day while my mind was somewhere else entirely. As the day progressed I realised I wasn't exactly straining at the leash to get back and have to look Shari in the face again, or Rick and Yasmin, come to that; I had a suspicion, bordering on near certainty, that they'd take one look at my face and know that I'd been watching while they did something so very personal and private.
At last, I could stretch out my day no longer, and I had to go home; fortunately I had an hour's walk, so with any luck I'd be able to slip in while they were having dinner and go and have a shower before I could think of facing them; I didn't want them to see me anyway, I knew I must smell as bad as I looked and I really didn't need an audience.
Luckily I had some change on me, so I was able to buy a Cornish Pasty for my dinner, I'd eat in my room while I thought about how I was going to deal with what I'd seen, and what I'd done, and where I was supposed to fit Shari and Yaz into my world after what Rick and I had done with them; I may not have known much about life, but I did know that definitely wasn't the sort of thing you were supposed to get up to with your sisters!
By the time I got home I was just too dog-tired to really care anymore; I could hear the others talking in the dining room, so I went up and locked myself in the bathroom while I indulged in a long, hot, utterly luxurious shower, revelling in the feel of the hot water as it relaxed and calmed me. To lie on my bed afterwards and not have to think about or interact with the others for a while was as restful as it was going to get, but I knew I couldn't avoid them forever.
I think what was most confusing to me was where I fitted in all this; Shari had Yasmin, Yasmin had Rick, but I had no-one; I wasn't part of that particular equation, I was the nettle in their bunch of roses, and I felt like I had no place in their family dynamic. I sighed as I thought about how they'd become a family before they ever came here, and it was too late for me to fit into whatever they had going on here; I'd been alone for so long it had become my way of life, and I couldn't fit into theirs, I was sure of it; family really meant nothing to me anymore. Whatever had happened between Shari and me the previous night was almost certainly a one-off, there was no way it was going to happen again, and that thought inexplicably saddened me.
I was awakened by someone gently shaking my shoulder. As I came awake I saw it was Shari, and my first muzzy thought was that she wanted me to help her find Yaz again, before I came fully awake.
"What, what's the matter, is something wrong...?" I began, but she shook her head.
"Bobby, why didn't you come and eat with us tonight?" she asked softly, and I looked away. She looked at the nightstand and picked up the remnants of my pasty.
"Bobby, what's wrong, we cooked a nice dinner, all the family ate together, everyone except you. Why didn't you join us? Please tell me, we missed you, I missed you..."
I sighed and sat up, and Shari immediately brushed my hair back out of my eyes. I gently shook her off; this was going to be hard enough without her touching me as well. Her eyes widened as she pulled her hand back, the look of concern in her eyes replaced by one of apprehension. I didn't beat about the bush.
"Shari...Shereen, I'm never going to be part of this family, not in the way you keep trying to make me. You, Yaz, Ricky, you were a family before you ever came here, and you can't shoe-horn me in somewhere and pretend we're a single unit, because it wouldn't be true. I don't belong with the three of you, and I don't know how I can ever be one of you. I don't have a role anywhere in this...this new family you keep telling me I'm part of. Yaz has her older brother and her older sister, both of you protect her, and she looks up to both of you, so you don't need me; all I'd ever be is an outsider, looking in and never really being a part of anything. What I said before still feels true to me; I have to go and find something of my own, what you've got now doesn't leave any room for me, and pushing my way into your family will eventually make you hate or resent me. I'm sorry, Shereen, you really have only one brother, and it's Ricky. Now please, I'm really tired and I have to be at work in a few hours..."
Shari looked at me with huge eyes, her lip quivering.
"But Bobby, last night..." she began, but I cut her short.
"Last night was a mistake, can't you see that? You keep pushing this 'brother' thing on me, but brothers don't do that with their sisters, and if I'm not your brother it had even less meaning; it was just because I was there, not because it was me; it may mean nothing to you, but if I'm really your brother, then we did a really wrong thing and it can't happen again; that's why I have to leave."
Shari looked at me as two tears ran down her cheeks.
"Oh Bobby, last night was wonderful, and it was because of you! Don't leave us, you're our brother, you're my brother, and this is your home, we're your family and you're supposed to be with us, where you're safe. Until we came here, part of us was missing; that was you, we needed you to make us complete. Ricky told us all about you, how hard you worked, for so little, but still you never gave up, and Yaz and me, we both knew we needed to have you with us; even if we never really spoke of it, we need your strength to hold us together, I need you with me, I can't do it all by myself!"
She dashed away the tears that sprang in her eyes.
"We didn't come here to show you how close Yaz and Ricky and I were; we came here to find our brother and put him back where he belongs; in the middle of his family, all of us together, strong and together, not the three of us and you! We love you Bobby, your sisters love you, when you can believe that, you'll find a place waiting for you, believe me! You've been alone and in need for too long Bobby, now you have all of us, and we have you. Don't leave us Bobby, we need you!"
She leaned over and hugged me, her cheek soft against mine, and her breath soft and warm in my ear. When she pulled away I felt the dampness on my cheek from her tears, and smiled at her as she wiped her eyes with the heels of her hands, then looked at me quizzically.
"What we did last night, didn't you like it, Bobby?" she asked me softly, catching me off-guard.
I had enjoyed it; it was the first encounter I'd ever had with a girl; the only thing that soured it for me was that the girl in question was my sister; other than that, it was just perfect. I looked away, unable to meet her gaze.
"Shari, I'd be lying if I said no, but you're my sister; brothers don't do things like that with their sisters...!"
Shari smiled at me.
"So what about Ricky and Yaz, then? What about what they were doing? Bobby, if you were hurting me, or I was hurting you, or one of us was forcing the other, then it would be wrong; but no-one did, we did what we did because it was what we wanted, and it felt good!"
Shari sat down next to me and slid her arm around my waist so she could rest her head on my chest. My arm came up instinctively around her shoulder, holding her against me. When she spoke again, it was softly, like she was saying something that she only wanted me to hear.
"Bobby, I liked having you make me feel good, I want you to keep making me feel good, and I'll make you feel the same. Why can't we keep making the people we love feel good? Yaz needs Ricky, and she needs me, but I need to have you there too; I felt it the very first time I saw you. I meant it when I said you were my brother, and I mean it now. Please don't leave me, not when I need you. Yaz was frightened, but she had me, and I made it alright for her, but I was frightened too, Bobby, I was frightened the whole time, and I had no-one; I need someone to make it alright for me; I need my big little brother to care about me and stop me being frightened too!"
I realised she was crying, and without thinking I hugged her, letting her cry against my chest, her tears wetting my tee-shirt as she cried silently. Eventually she stopped, my hand slowly rubbing her back as I tried my best to soothe her, to take the fear and sorrow away. Finally she sighed and sat up, looking me in the eyes as she spoke softly, earnestly to me.
"Our father did a lot of harm to us, to all of us; he really was an evil man, but you're not him, you're nothing like him, no matter what you believe he's done to you. You think he's made you into an outsider, well you're wrong; there's a whole lot of things waiting inside for you, Bobby, all you have to do is want them; we want you to come in and be warm, be the part of us that's missing! We all have a past we'd rather forget, but we can't do that; it's part of us, but that doesn't mean it has to tell us who we are for the rest of our lives. Bobby, we can have a future, all of us, as a family. Let the past go so you can have a future with us, with your family!"
Her words were spinning and echoing inside me, and I could feel the truth of them, and her sincerity; she really did need me, and it was a strange and not unpleasant feeling; to be needed, to have another soul actually need me to care about them. My fears and feelings of isolation and rejection simply melted away as this wonderful girl spread her soul out for me and invited me to wrap it about myself. The realisation that I could be part of something as simple, as profound, and as warm as a family suddenly filled me. Shari was my sister, and I realised I loved her, her appeal to me for protection and support had kick-starting something inside me, those protective instincts I had just discovered reared-up again and made me determined to keep my sisters, my family, safe from harm at all costs.
Shari watched as my inner turmoil resolved itself, finally smiling as I smiled at her.
"Okay, you've convinced me! I'm sorry if I hurt your feelings, I didn't mean to, this is all...so new to me; Rick comes home, and he brings my sisters with him, sisters I never knew I had, and I find out things about my family that I wish I'd never heard, but most of all, I find my sisters are smart, brave, loving, and truly, truly beautiful; at least my father got one thing right in his whole poisonous life!"
Shari blushed and hugged me again, laying her cheek against my chest.
"Hold me, Bobby, please..." she sighed, and of course I did, lying back down so she could lie next to me, spooned against me with my arm around her. I had no ulterior motive for holding her like this; I had to get up for a long day's work in a few hours, and this was the most restful way. Shari obviously realised she was safe with me, pulling my arm further around herself into a more comfortable position. Her warmth, the restful position we were lying in, I was starting to drift away when she suddenly turned to face me so she could hug me closer.
"I meant what I said yesterday, Bobby!" she whispered; "I'm still your big sister, and big sisters look after their little brothers! Now go to sleep, you've had a long day; don't worry about anything; I'll watch over you."
I grinned to myself at her words, but I have to be honest; it felt so nice to be held and lulled to sleep, so comforting, something I had no memory of ever being done to me before, and I fell asleep with the sound of her breathing and her hand on my waist, her warm body pressed against mine, no sexual overtures or seductiveness, just simple warmth and comfort radiating from her.
I woke just ahead of my alarm, as I had always done, to find I'd rolled over in my sleep and was now lying spooned against her. Shari was fast asleep, still fully dressed but with a corner of my covers pulled over herself and her arm still thrown protectively around my waist. I slid out of bed as stealthily as I could so as not to disturb her, and pulled the covers up over her.
"...get up in a minute, mummy..." she muttered, then sank back into deep sleep again. I silently collected my clothes and slipped into the bathroom to wash, shave and brush my teeth. Once finished, I dressed in there so as not to disturb anyone, but I guess I wasn't quiet enough; as I came out, the girls' bedroom door opened and Yaz peered out.
"Shari...?" she whispered.
"No, it's me, Shari's still asleep." I whispered back, noting the look on her face. "Don't worry, she's fine; she fell asleep watching me, she must have been really tired, so I left her there; you can check on her if you like, just don't disturb her..."
Yaz made to go to my room, but stopped when I spoke to her again, never raising my voice above a soft whisper.
"Yaz, I just want to say sorry for scaring you or making you feel like I didn't want you here, or for anything else I might have done. I'm sorry, I didn't understand, but I do now; Shari explained it all to me, and I'm sorry I didn't say this before, but I want to, now; I'm glad you came here, I'm glad my sisters are here, and I promise I'll always look out for them. I'm sorry I made you afraid of me, I didn't do it on purpose, and I'll never do it again. Can you forgive me?"
Yaz grinned as she stretched up on tip-toes to kiss my cheek.
"Shari said you'd be as sweet as Ricky, you just had to work some things out for yourself first, and she was right. I think I'm going to like having big brothers as sweet as you two!"
A huge weight seemed to lift off my chest, and I realised I'd almost stopped breathing as I waited for her answer. More than anything in the world right now I needed the good opinion of this beautiful girl, my baby sister, and I felt almost light-headed with relief when she smiled and actually spoke directly to me for almost the first time, no longer wary of me.
"I wish you didn't have to go to work today, Bobby!" she whispered, "you look so tired all the time, you need some proper rest and proper food; you didn't have any dinner last night, and now you've got to go and work all day long; Shari's worried about you, and so am I; stay home, Bobby, please, let us look after you; at least you'll get something hot to eat..."



I was strongly tempted to go along with her, but I'd already committed to working that day, so I had to regretfully decline her request. Yaz looked sad, then once again stretched up and planted a kiss on my cheek.
"There'll be a proper dinner waiting for you tonight, so you be back in time to eat, okay? The least Shari and I can do for you is make sure you get some proper nourishment after what you've been living on, so be here for dinner, Bobby, that's an order!"
I spent that day in a haze; all the unpleasantness that usually accompanied the work seemed to pass me by, and the day seemed to fly by; before I knew it, it was knocking-off time; this time, instead of dawdling along, taking my time cleaning and storing the sweeping machine I gave it a quick once-over, threw my coverall in the laundry chute and hurried home.
Yaz hadn't been lying when she said there would be proper dinner waiting for me; she and Shari had produced a meal fit for a king; roast beef, melting Yorkshire puddings, golden, crisp roast potatoes, steamed cabbage, roasted carrots and parsnips, thick, unctuous, red-wine gravy, and a home-made apple and blackberry pie for dessert. Dad had never laid on such a spread for us; he'd always believed that excess was a sinful waste of finite resources, and that enough was as good as a feast; at least, that's what he told us as we ate cheap food, and not too much of that, either; it's only with hindsight I can see now that he was a tight-fisted cheapskate who begrudged spending any money on quality foodstuffs, preferring instead to buy the very cheapest cuts of meat and finding ways for us to eke it out from meal to meal; he was a very rich man, he could have indulged us, but he never did.
I will admit here that I gorged myself; the more I ate, the more a smiling Shari or Yaz piled on my plate, and I was in heaven. Every so often I'd look up and see Rick smiling at me, realising with a small shock just how handsome he really was; no wonder Yaz was in love with him. As I looked at Ricky I realised something else; apart from his dark hair and grey eyes, he had a strong resemblance to Nicky, that same grin, that same quizzical lift of his eyebrow, the same habit of raking his hair back with his fingers.
I was suddenly almost overcome with remorse for the way I'd always been with my big brother, the feeling hand in hand with the need to see my big brother again, to see him and speak to him again, to hear his voice, to know if he was even alive, but most of all, to tell him just how sorry I was. Shari noticed the change in me, her glance taking in my watching Rick as he talked, laughed and sparred with Yaz, and her own lifted eyebrow as she silently asked me what was wrong. I shook my head slightly, not wanting to disturb Rick and Yaz as they talked and flirted, and Shari nodded slightly, acknowledging that we'd speak later.
After dinner, Shari volunteered me to help her clear up. Rick and Yaz grinned as they dodged that particular bullet and hurried away to stretch out and watch TV in the family room before they got volunteered anyway.
"What's the matter, Bobby?" she asked me as we washed and racked the dishes and silverware, "what happened in there? You suddenly looked like you'd seen a ghost, what happened?"
I looked away, unable to face her.
"I suddenly realised just how much Rick looks and sounds like Nicky; and when I realised that, I knew I wanted my big brother back, even if just for a minute or so, just long enough to tell him how sorry I was for being such a prick; we made it easy for Nicky to leave; we made him an outcast in his own home, just as much as dad did; Nicky was one of the good guys, in hindsight I know now he tried to connect with us, and we snubbed him every time, we pushed him away, and we watched while our mother took him because we didn't want him and we didn't want her. It's no wonder they were so close; he needed her, she needed us, but we didn't need her, so she and Nicky became outcasts together. I'm so, so sorry, Shari, I fucked-up so bad with Nicky, and I know people don't get second chances, but I'd really like to have one with Nicky, because I really need him right now, I really need to know he's okay, that dad didn't...that he's still alive somewhere, that he's safe and maybe he found his real family, because that's not us, it never was, but I wish we had been!"
My words felt like stones in my throat, and my heart was like a lump of lead; Yaz and Shari had taken away the anger and the bitterness inside me, but that had left room for the guilt and sorrow to flow in; guilt over what we'd stood by and let our father do to our mother, guilt over the way we'd snubbed, alienated, and pushed away our big brother, and now loss and sorrow for both of them, that they were both gone forever, and we were largely responsible for that.
I felt more than heard Shari step up behind me, and then her arms were around my waist as she hugged me and pressed her cheek against my back.
"Bobby, tell me about Nicky; I want to know about my big brother. Tell me what he looked like, what he sounded like, what he liked, what he did. Nicky is my brother too, and I want to know about him. Talk to me, Bobby, but not here."
I turned around and she took my hand and led me back into the sitting room, Yaz and Rick huddled together on the couch watching TV, or so they'd have us believe; their flushed faces and bright eyes told another story completely, and Shari looked at me, again with the raised eyebrow, and I shrugged; I didn't see any need for them to sneak around, we already knew what was going on.
Shari pulled a hassock in front of both of them and sat on it, looking at both of them, a hand on each of their knees. Both of them looked apprehensively at her, and I think they guessed what was coming.
"Yaz, Ricky, it's OK, Bobby and I, we...know, about the two of you, about how you feel about each other...and what you've been doing. Before you say anything, let me have my say. First off, Ricky, do you love my sister, and remember, she's your little sister too, so what do you say?"
Rick looked at me, at Shari, then Yaz, staring intently into her eyes.
"Yes, God, yes, more than anything! I love you Yaz, and one day I want to marry you! Is that enough for you, Shari?"
Shari looked at Yaz, and again quirked her eyebrow.
"And what about you, baby, what do you have to say?"
Yaz looked at Shari for a long moment, then slipped her hand into Rick's and turned to him.
"Ricky, I love you, and I always will; I loved you the first time I saw you, and all the time we've been together since I only ever thought of you. Shari, I love Ricky, and he loves me, and we want to be together; mummy knew, I'm sure, that's why she asked Ricky to promise he'd always look after me, but I always knew he would anyway. I love my Ricky, and if we have to leave, we will, but we're staying together!"
As she spoke, Rick's arm slipped around her shoulder and pulled her close to him, while Yaz looked at me to see what I was going to say. Shari also looked at me, again with a slight lift of her eyebrow, obviously feeling that it was time their big brother spoke to both of them. I sat down and grinned at them, watching the tension drain as I did.
"Rick, Yasmin, you're both adults, you're both over eighteen, so what you want to do is entirely up to you. Shari and me, we're not your parents, just your older brother and sister, and you don't need our approval or permission, or anything like that. Speaking as your big brother I have to say I don't have any objections to you being together; actually it's none of my business, this is your home, and I don't want you to leave; I only just got you! We saw you...together, the other night, by accident, we weren't snooping or anything, and what I saw was a young couple who looked and sounded like they were in love. Rick, what Shari says goes for me, too; Yaz is still your little sister, and mine too, so don't mess up! And while I'm on the subject, I have to say, I do admire your taste!"
Yaz dimpled at me, and Rick looked relieved, grinning that grin at me, the one that Yaz obviously found irresistible, and, I realised, suddenly looking uncannily like Nicky, just how I remembered him from the very last time I saw him. I had to grin back as I continued.
"If you want to be in love, that's none of my business either, but this is your home, why not be in love here. I think Shari feels the same. Anyway, you don't have to go anywhere, this place is big enough for the two of you to have your own space and we still get to keep this family together; I think we all need each other right now, we need to stick together, so what do you think?"
Rick nodded at me, his eyes fixed on mine, while Yaz climbed off the sofa and came over to hug me and kiss me on the top of my head.
"Thank you for understanding, Bobby!" she whispered, then rubbed noses cheekily with me and giggled before flopping back down next to Rick. Shari smiled and winked at me, telling me I'd handled it correctly, then got up off her hassock and came to sit on the arm of my chair, leaning against me with her head resting on her hand along the back of the chair. She looked over at Rick and Yaz, who were deeply involved in a whispered conversation, and cleared her throat meaningfully.
"Before we came in here, Bobby and I were talking about someone who should be here with us; Bobby was going to tell me about Nicky, our older brother, I think you two should hear this too. Bobby?"
Slowly, reluctantly at first, but encouraged by the occasional gentle pat or rub on my arm, I began talking about the best one of us, our brother Nick. I spoke about how we'd never wasted an opportunity to make life difficult for him, tattling to our father, making-up stuff about him, grinning between us like idiots when our father beat him or punished him, making sure that he got the tail-end of everything, making demands on our father's strict budgets that left nothing spare for him. We always had good clothes, but now, when I told it, I realised that Barbara had had to scrimp and save to stop him walking around in the same threadbare clothes year after year.
And yet he'd tried to get through to us; as I told the tale, instance after instance where he'd reached out to us suddenly flashed into view, recognised by hindsight, but rejected out of hand at the time by the selfish, bratty, piggy little weasels we'd been. It was a searing story for me to tell, because now I recognised what a misery we'd helped to make of that boy's life, and yet he never lost his sense of humour, he never forgot how to laugh and joke, even if we didn't get him half the time; Barbara did, and the sound of the two of them laughing about something in the kitchen always infuriated us, because it meant he still had something we hadn't taken away from him yet.
By the time I was finished, Yaz was looking at me with a shocked expression on her face, and Rick had his face buried in the crook of her neck, his own shoulders shaking. I was wrung out by the whole thing, but it had been cathartic, I felt cleaned out for the first time. I slumped back in the chair, emotionally drained, shocked and ashamed of myself. Finally, I had learned what happens when you look the Gorgon in the face; I'd dug deep down inside myself and pulled out all the stuff that had accumulated, the parts of me that should never have been, and showed it all to the light, and while I felt deeply soiled by what I'd finally admitted to, paradoxically I also, finally, felt clean for the first time ever.
Yaz pulled Rick closer, smoothing his hair as she whispered to him, soothing him while Shari and I watched as my brother paid his own price for what we'd allowed to happen to Nicky. I felt a soft hand on my forehead as Shari curled her arm around me and pulled me close to her.
"Poor baby, carrying that around, no wonder you feel so isolated. You can let all that go now, Bobby, you shared it and it's gone now. From what you say about Nicky, I think he's forgiven you, he seems like he wouldn't have carried any of this around with him. One day we'll find him, or he'll come home, you'll see. Have you any pictures of him? I'd really like to see what my big brother looks like."
I shook my head, but Rick looked up, his eyes wide and sat bolt upright, like he'd just had a severe shock. He got up and almost ran out of the room, and I heard him run upstairs, all the way up to the attics. I wondered where he'd gone, and why, when we heard him running down the stairs again. He burst into the room, and dumped a pile of photograph albums on the coffee table.
"These were packed away in Barbara's...our mother's stuff; there are pictures of Nicky in there!"
Shari picked up one of the albums and began leafing through it. I looked over her shoulder and immediately felt my eyes pricking; there she was, Barbara, our mother, my mother. She looked so young, so beautiful, picture after picture of her, some alone, but mostly shots of her with a sweet, cherubic little blonde-haired boy.
"Nicky?" asked Shari gently, and I nodded, not trusting myself to speak. Rick was also leafing through an album, tears on his cheeks as he took in picture after picture of our mother, laughing, smiling, holding Nicky close to her, his face open and trusting, holding hands with his mum, OUR mum. I leafed through another album, again, pictures of our mother, of Nicky, laughing, studying, playing, and running, but no pictures of us, not one.
I looked again at Shari, my own eyes filling as I realised my mother had taken no pictures of Rick or me, how could she have, she'd been bullied and terrorised, cowed and beaten down, and hadn't even been allowed to tell us she was our mother. One look at her face in those myriad pictures told me how much she'd loved and cared for Nicky, and the knowledge that I could have had that as well burned like acid in me. Shari reached over and gently thumbed my eyes, her own eyes two wells of sorrow and compassion. She nodded at Rick, slumped back in his seat, his eyes closed as tears wet his cheeks, while Yaz leaned against him, rubbing his chest, whispering urgently to him, and motioned to me to follow her into the sitting room.
Once in the sitting room she sat me down and sat next to me, pulling me round until I faced her.
"Bobby, everything you said earlier, did you mean it? About finding Nicky, I mean?"
I just nodded, still mentally reeling from the confession I'd made, and Shari smiled at me.
"Good; let's do that then, let's go find our brother! Let's find him, and bring him home, and put our family back together!"
I looked at her in astonishment. I really had no idea how we'd accomplish that, where we'd even start; the trail was four-years cold, and getting colder by the day, but something about her made me feel sure she'd find a way; already I was beginning to accept Shari as the head of the family, and her confidence and cool competence was going to be a major asset to this family now. I grinned back at her, and she looked closely at me.
"You know, Bobby, when you smile like that, you look an awful lot like Nicky too; different hair, paler eyes, but still almost a dead-spit of him; he was gorgeous, and so are you!"
I had to laugh at that, this was the second time she'd called me gorgeous, and it was still funny, but she wasn't laughing.
"I meant it, Robert Davies; you are truly handsome, you should smile more often, it suits you," she murmured, "I used to think Ricky was handsome, and so he is, but you're the one with the looks in this family, you better believe it..."
Now that I was cringing with embarrassment, she stood up and opened the door into the family room, and pulled up with a soft gasp; intrigued, I stepped up and looked over her shoulder, to see Yaz sitting astride Rick, his hands tightly clenched around her pert little bum in her stretch jeans, her arms around his neck as they enthusiastically 'sucked face' as the phrase puts it. Yaz was grinding her crotch against Rick, their lips glued together, and both of them were oblivious to the rest of the world. Shari looked up at me, then slowly shut the door again.
"Wow, they didn't waste any time did they?" she grinned, "looks like I'll be alone in that big room tonight, unless...!" she grinned up at me again and pushed the door open, Yasmin and Rick both jerking around guiltily.
"Shari, I'm...we... we were...!" she stammered, Shari just grinning at her until she ground to a halt and looked at me in mute appeal. I just shrugged, and sat down, deliberately taking no notice, letting her know that I didn't think she was doing anything wrong, and letting Shari field this one.
"Yaz, we told you, this is your home, and if you and Rick are serious about each other, well, Bobby and I have nothing to say in the matter; your choices, babies!"
Yaz looked stunned, and Rick looked directly at me.
"So, Bobby, if Yaz and me want to...be together, tonight, you're gonna do, what, nothing, is that right?"
I looked him right in the eye.
"Got it in one, Rick; I told you; you and Yaz are adults, what you do is your business, this is your home, both of you, and if you want to be together tonight, or any other night, you certainly don't need my permission or my approval!"
Rick and Yaz exchanged glances, then stood up, much stretching and phoney yawns suddenly in evidence. I had to grin, there was no need for all that pantomime; they could just as easily have said "well folks, we're off to go fuck now, don't wait up!" and neither Shari nor I would have batted an eyelid...
As they were trooping out, Shari called out to them, a wicked grin on her face.
"Use our room, Yaz, Ricky's only got a twin in his room, the Queen-size is much bigger!"
Even I saw the backs of their necks flush at that one, and the grin on Shari's face was worth a million bucks. Of course, that meant she had nowhere to sleep, and I asked her where she planned on sleeping.
"Don't worry, Bobby, I have a plan..." she twinkled back at me, making me feel very uncomfortable for a second or two.
I pottered around, picking up and straightening up, until Shari slapped me lightly on the backside with a rolled-up magazine.
"Go to bed, Bobby, you've had a long day! Just one thing; take the day off tomorrow, we need to talk and make some plans, and we need you here for that; trust me, you're going to like it. Goodnight, baby brother!"
Somewhat bemused at being sent to bed, I thought about the evening, and what we'd achieved, and where were going, and was just about to turn off the lamp and go to sleep when there was a light knock on my door. Before I could answer, it opened and there was Shari, once again wearing that ridiculously short bathrobe, long, endless legs very much on display.
"Is there something wrong...?" I began, but she shook her head.
"No, everything's fine, it's just...I can't sleep, not alone in that big room upstairs; it's so creepy up there all alone! Shove over, Bobby, you've got a room-mate tonight...if you don't mind?"
Yes I minded, not when she looked so completely desirable, and I really didn't think she should be climbing into bed with me, not when she was a sneeze away from being naked, but all my objections died in the back of my throat when she dropped her robe; underneath she had on the shortest cut-off tee-shirt and tiny, sprayed-on boy shorts, and all I could do was gawp at how beautiful she was, how lithe and willowy, how outrageously sexy she looked right now.
"Move along Bobby!" she smiled, and I scooted over, mouth still hanging open at this vision who wanted to climb into bed with me, actually wanted to; I wanted to pinch myself to check I wasn't dreaming, that she'd somehow invaded my mind and this was just an erotic dream, but then she slid into bed next to me and she really was there, warm, and soft, and smelling divine.



"That's much less scary than being all alone up there!" she murmured as she huddled up against me, spooning against me and shoving her delectable rear into my lap, which wasn't a good idea; I'd had the makings of a respectable erection from the moment she'd first slipped into my room, and now, with all the added stimulation, I rose fully to the occasion. Shari seemed not to notice, but then she began pushing herself against me, slowly at first, and at first I thought it was just her getting comfortable in her half awake state, but then things changed -- radically.
I was just getting used to the feel of her peach bottom jammed against my solid cock when she turned around and pulled herself against me, her arm around my waist and her lips an eyelash away from mine.
"That's better, Bobby, don't you think this is more comfortable?" she murmured, her mons pressed right up against my erection. I didn't trust myself to speak, as I was still trying to make sense of what she was doing; she must have been able to feel me in my current state, Christ, it was nearly poking me in the chin, but all she did was wiggle slightly against me, a soft groan escaping from me as she did that.
"Bobby, relax, you're all knotted up, and so tense...!" as she said that, her hand slid down and brushed against me, making me groan again. I still wasn't sure what she was doing, but whatever it was, it was basting me slowly but surely in my own juices. I was in a haze of arousal tinged with guilt, and then I felt her hand on me again, her fingers curling around me as she held me through the material of my shorts.
"You really are so tense, Bobby, you need some help here..." she murmured, her hand squeezing rhythmically as she breathed softly against my lips, her breath sweet and fresh, and then her tongue flicked out to lightly lick my lips, one quick flick followed by a small peck of a kiss full on my lips. My mouth sagged open as I realised she was trying to seduce me, and if the state of my cock was anything to go by, she was succeeding! My hand slipped around her waist of its own volition, then slid down to cup her tight little bottom, squeezing gently as I explored the tight, firm little bum I'd admired just a couple of days ago. It felt like she'd been teasing and taunting me forever, could I really only have met her three days ago?
I pulled her closer, her lips now almost against mine, and Shari smiled, and took that last step, pressing her lips against mine as her tongue insinuated itself between my lips to rub lightly against my own. I was astounded; this was my first real kiss, and it felt amazing, wonderful, incredible, like nothing I could ever have imagined or dreamed of, and I pressed forward, wanting to keep doing this with this lovely girl. No more feelings of guilt troubled me; I was in bed with a gorgeous girl, who apparently wanted me, all I wanted to do was whatever she wanted to do, anything to relieve the ache in my solidly erect cock.
Shari broke our kiss, to kiss my neck, my throat, the hollow of my neck, while I slid my hand up the back of her tee-shirt to feel the warmth of her silky back, then back down to cup and squeeze her marvellous little buttocks again. Shari tugged at my own tee-shirt, and I realised she wanted me to take it off, so I did, and she immediately attacked my chest, kissing me in a line from the hollow of my throat to my navel and back up again, before once more kissing my lips. I tugged in turn at her Tee-shirt, and I could feel her smile against my lips as she leaned away from me.
"You're learning, baby!" she smiled, whipping her top off and giving me my first view of her small, beautiful breasts, round and firm, topped by delicate brown nipples at least half an inch long and looking deliciously tempting. I don't know how long I stared at those beauties, undecided as to what to do, so Shari made my mind up for me.
"Suck them Bobby, lick and bite them, I like that, do it for me Bobby!" she smiled, shaking her shoulders, making her delectable nipples dance in front of me. I reached for her and she pushed her breasts into my outstretched hands, her nipples hard and rubbery against my palms. As I rubbed those firm, rubbery little points she sighed in pleasure, arching her back to push them even more into my hands. Instinct took over, and I began to squeeze and lightly pinch those solid peaks, making her sigh and wriggle even more.
"Bite them, Bobby, suck them, please!" she begged, and I obliged, leaning down to take one in my mouth, enjoying the feel of the hard rubbery nub against my tongue. I rasped it with my tongue and felt Shari shudder, gasping as she did so, so I did it again, harder, feeling an even bigger shudder, and a muted " Ooohh!" from her, so obviously she was enjoying what I was doing to her. I took the other nipple in my mouth, did the same thing, and the same response from her, but I really rang the bell when I sucked hard on the nipple, as she'd asked.
"Ooohh God, yes, like that, Bobby, keep doing that, oh it feels..." she groaned, arching her back to push her nipple even harder into my mouth.
I was in heaven; I'd never seriously expected to ever be in this situation; I'd resigned myself to the fact that girls probably weren't going to view a minimum-wage street-sweeper as boyfriend material, so a future alone and a sex-life comprised of my right hand was what was in store for me, and the girls and situations in the girlie mags were only ever going to be wank-fantasy material, and to now find myself in bed, mostly naked, with an exotically beautiful girl who acted like she wanted me, well, it didn't get any better than that...
And then it did. Shari pulled away from me, smiling at my confused look to lie down and hook her thumbs in the waistband of those tight little shorts, and in one swift glide slid them off and dropped them on the floor, giving me my first view of her smooth pubic area, her labia puffy and pink, the tip of her clitoris just beginning to peek through from under its hood, and the clean, fresh, sweet smell of her arousal all reached down inside me and clicked my limbic system into high-gear, making me want her more with every passing second. My cock was like stone, painfully erect, something she noticed right away.
"Take your shorts off, Bobby, I want to see this!" she murmured, and I was so in thrall to her I obeyed, even though I'd never been naked in front of anyone before in my entire life. I knelt up on the bed and fumbled with my shorts, suddenly modest, but Shari solved that by just pulling them down, her eyes widening as my cock swung free, only about seven inches and quite thick, but nothing like the columns of man-beef I had seen in porn mags. Shari, however, seemed more than satisfied with it, to judge by her sparkly-eyed comment.
"Oh Bobby, that's beautiful, I can't wait...!"
With that, she bore me over backwards, her lips glued to mine as her hand squeezed and fondled me, until she settle into a gently rhythmic pumping motion, lightly stroking me as she kissed me. When she thought I'd had enough, and had fired me up enough, she threw her leg over me to straddle me.
"We'll go this way Bobby, better for you, for your first time!" she smiled as she leaned down to lightly kiss me, just a brush of her lips against mine, while my eyes widened as I realised she was talking about having sex with me. At first I was almost paralyzed with apprehension; what did I do, how did I do it, supposing I got it wrong, supposing it hurt me, or hurt her, all these thoughts scurried through my mind, and I could feel the panic building, my chest tightening as my breath came in short gasps. Shari obviously picked this up, and leaned down once again to look me in the eyes, her own eyes huge and luminous.
"Hey Bobby, it's OK sweetie, don't worry about, just relax baby, you'll like it, I promise, there's nothing to worry about baby, just trust me!"
So saying, she kissed me again, a longer, more satisfying kiss, and once again, more or less under their own volition, my hands clasped and held her firm, bouncy little buttocks, each one a marvel and a joy to hold as she kissed me so wonderfully. As we kissed, I felt her hand on me, holding me, and then the sensation of wet warmth against the head of my cock, more heat, and then the sudden clasping tightness as she took me into herself. The feeling was so incredible, so outside of anything I'd ever experienced, or imagined, or even thought possible, that I groaned out loud in my extreme pleasure.
"Ooohh God, that's so good!" muttered Shari, raising herself up to slide all the way down on me, her breath hissing as she worked herself up and down on me. I was so mind-blown that it took me a few seconds for it to sink in; I wasn't a virgin anymore! So this was what it felt like, it was just so...so...incredible! Now I felt what Shari was doing, and that too was a revelation. Her hands were resting on my chest, and she was slowly pumping herself up and down on me as she swivelled her hips, like a rodeo rider, the combined motions alternately squeezing and caressing me, and I felt myself begun to come to the boil. Shari must have felt it too, because she leaned back and nipped the base of my cock with her fingernails, the sensation immediately backing me down.
I slid my hands down and along her long, smooth, satiny thighs, engaging myself in the feel of her, her warmth, the sensations she was giving me, and when I reached up to cup her breasts and tweak her nipples, she placed her hands over mine, pushing them against her breasts as she swivelled and gyrated above me. I rubbed and squeezed her breasts even more, as she obviously liked it, and I was rewarded with her speeding up her movements and squeezing my cock with her inner muscles.
I couldn't hold back much longer; we'd probably only been doing this for a couple of minutes, but it felt like a whole lifetime had passed, and all that existed for me was this beautiful girl and what she was doing with me. As I watched her, I could see a flush spreading down her neck and slim throat, to blush her chest and shoulders, and her movements became firmer, faster, more sure; she was building toward something, and so was I; that gathering feeling in the place behind the base of my cock was telling me that I was near, and I began moving with her, pushing up against her as she ground against me, instinct finally taking me in hand and showing me what to do.
"Yesss, ooohhh yesss, yess, like that baby, yesss, yesss, YESSS!" she screamed, her pussy clamping tightly around me as she orgasmed. This was too much for me, and I came explosively, spunk bursting out of me in hot jets deep inside her, pulse after pulse, as Shari shook and trembled above me, her hands clamped onto mine as I grasped her breasts tightly, still rubbing my palms against her stiff nipples.
At last she stopped shuddering, slumping down on me, our mixed heartbeats thundering together at the force and depth of the orgasm we'd just shared. Eventually Shari recovered enough to lean up and kiss me softly, gently, sweetly.
"You're mine now, Bobby Davies!" she grinned, "If you think I'm letting you go after that you're sadly mistaken! You were wonderful, baby, thank you!"
I kissed her back, and wrapped my arms around her, holding her tightly against me.
"Thank you, Shari!" I grinned, "thank you for showing me, and for being so wonderful, I'm not letting you go either, you're mine now, too!"
Shari twinkled at me, and kissed me again on the lips, then once on the end of my nose.
"Well, now that's finally settled, tomorrow we need to either get a bigger bed in here, or move rooms!"
I woke in daylight, and immediately panicked; I was supposed to be at work! Then a soft sigh made me stiffen, and memory flooded back as a warm, soft hand slipped around my waist. I turned around gently to see Shari asleep next to me, her face calm and relaxed, and utterly, stunningly beautiful; with her dark Titian hair spread in a mass of tumbled waves against the crisp white of the pillowcase, and her long, sooty eyelashes contrasting against the creamy whiteness of her cheek, she looked like a painting by one of the pre-Raphaelite masters, serene, beautiful, almost ethereal in her repose. I wondered that someone as special, as lovely, as truly wonderful as she was could feel anything for someone like me, especially after such a short time, but she seemed sure in what she wanted, and, much to my eternal astonishment, that was me.
She seemed to sense my scrutiny, after just a moment her eyes flickered open, and she smiled sleepily at me.
"Hello baby!" she murmured, her hand sliding up my chest to cup my chin and brush my lips with her fingertips. I responded by sliding back down into the bed and hugging her to me, feeling her warmth as she draped her leg over my hip and rubbed her foot up and down my leg.
"Mmm, this feels nice!" she smiled, "You're so nice and warm, Bobby, I could lie here like this all day! Come closer baby, warm me up some more!"
She turned and spooned against me, while my arm went around her to cup her soft, firm stomach, holding her gently as she snuggled back against me. It felt so wonderful to lie there like that, no pressure, no need to do anything except enjoy the comforting warmth and drift slowly into a light, relaxed, almost trance state, truly at peace for perhaps the first time in my life.
Shari's breathing slowed and deepened, telling me she was asleep again, and I smiled happily as I reflected on how much she'd turned my life around, in just a few days yanking me back from that edge I had been looking over and waiting for the right time to jump, and transforming me from a bitter, uncaring loner to someone who was, at last, more concerned about other people than himself. She'd saved me from myself, a cliché, I know, but true all the same.
I must have finally fallen asleep again, only waking up when my erection finally prodded me awake, the urge to wake Shari and explore some more fighting with the need to relieve a bladder that felt swollen beyond belief; the call of nature won, and I slid carefully out of bed and into the small bathroom in the main bedroom via the connecting door.
When I returned, Shari was awake, her eyes still blurred with sleep, but her smile sweet and welcoming.
"Come back to bed, Bobby, you're lovely and warm, much better than a hot-water bottle, and I don't want to get up just yet!" she grinned, and I smiled back, sliding in next to her. As I did, her arms wrapped around me, warm and inviting, warming me up from my brief exposure to the morning chill. Once again, she snuggled up against me, her lips soft on my neck and the base of my throat. I was still having trouble taking in what had happened; three days ago I'd never seen or heard of this girl, then all of a sudden she's my sister, and now she's my bed-mate, and it made no sense; but then, I didn't care; she was frankly gorgeous, she was obviously into me, and she actually seemed to like me for myself, as though she could see or sense a part of me that made her feel I was worth her time and effort, a part of me that was still locked away from me.
While I was thinking about her, a detached part of me had been running its hands over her smooth, soft skin and revelling in the feel of her warm femininity, the rustle of her hair, the warmth of her breath, and the feel of her smooth stomach pressed against mine as she hugged me close. I could feel myself getting hard again, obviously she could as well, as she gave a little wriggle, rubbing her damp labia against me, her nipples stiffening as they poked into my bare chest like two little baby fingertips.
"Bobby...!" she murmured, and as I wrenched myself back to reality, her lips found mine, and we stayed that way for what felt like hours, her lips moving with mine as our tongues rubbed, fenced and tasted each other. As we kissed her hands began to work on me, just the touch of her fingers enough to draw me up to full mast, aching, pulsing with the need for her.
"Make love to me, baby, let me hold you this time!" she whispered.
She lay back and pulled me to her, her lips drawing me in, and before I knew it, I was kissing her while I squeezed and massaged her breasts, enjoying the feel of her nipples between my fingertips, and the way her hand squeezed and pumped me. With a little assistance from her, I managed to find and lightly rub her clitoris, feeling the little pearl grow and stiffen as I, somewhat hesitantly, frigged her, enjoying the little sounds she made as I did something she especially liked.
We kept on like this for a while, both of us exploring and learning what the other liked, until Shari let go of me and pulled me completely on top of her. As I did so, she opened her legs so I was lying between her thighs, our kiss unbroken. Instinct now took over, with me raising up on my elbows as Shari reached under to take hold of me and rub my sensitive head a few times against her wet gash, making me groan with the feel of her wetness and heat against my already overheated cock-head.
"Now, Bobby, please...!" she murmured, her eyes closed and her lovely rosebud lips parted as I slowly pushed forward, instinct again showing me what to do. Shari hissed in satisfaction as I slid into her, the sensation of her hot tightness surrounding me almost knocking me out as my brain tried to overload.
"That's it Bobby, yesss, like that, ooohhh, yesss!" she breathed lifting up her hips as I slid back out then pushed into her again, instinct pushing and priming me, showing me what to do. The sensations I was getting were out of this world, plus the visual stimulus of Shari, her beautiful eyes fixed on me as she urged me on, her parted lips an incitement to kiss and taste, her breasts dancing as I thrust into her with ever-increasing force as my confidence in what I was doing grew. Added to this the feeling as Shari rhythmically clenched and relaxed her pussy as I thrust into her, alternately squeezing and releasing me, and I was fast approaching orgasm.
Shari could feel it too, and her thrusting against me became firmer, faster, her pussy tightening more and more around me, and her eyes shutting as she clamped her lip between her teeth. We continued like this, pumping together faster and faster, my head nearly exploding with all the new and wonderful things I was feeling, until at last I couldn't take any more.
"Shari...I'm...Oh God!" I gasped as I came, spunk hosing out of me in what felt like an endless torrent, long pulses that went on and on. Shari screamed into my shoulder, her pussy clamping down tightly on me, causing me to ejaculate even more as I realised that she was orgasming too, that I'd made her come. We strained against each other as our mutual orgasms flared and peaked, then slowly died back, finally slumping down to lie together, drained, sweaty, but very, very happy!
Shari finally stirred, kissing the base of my throat and then reaching up to pull me down for a very hot, sexy, and invigorating kiss.
"Thank you, Bobby, that was incredible, that's why I'm keeping you!" she smiled, stroking my hair as my hands once more explored and touched her, enjoying all over again the silky, satiny feel of her skin, her warmth, and the firm plumpness of her sexy little bottom, each cheek a perfect handful for me.
"Like those, don't you!" she grinned, "All in good time, baby, all in good time!" a statement that puzzled me somewhat, meaning nothing to me just then, but I ignored it as I concentrated on fondling, squeezing and touching this beautiful, exotic, ivory-skinned goddess who'd decided to share my bed.
Shari was doing a little exploring of her own, her hands coming back to my cock and balls again and again, holding, gently rubbing, squeezing lightly, all the while kissing me.



Of course, with all this stimulation, the inevitable happened; I grew hard again, Shari wrapping her hand around me and pumping gently while she kissed me hotly, then moving down my neck to my chest, then kissing further down my stomach until her lips brushed the head of my cock. I stared in disbelief; was she really going to...?
Shari kissed up and down my by now pounding erection, then looked directly at me, and, with a slinky, cat-like smile, slid her lips over the end of my throbbing cock. I groaned as the sensation of her hot wet mouth and her probing tongue once again nearly overwhelmed me, my eyes squeezed tight shut in ecstasy as she licked and sucked me, everything she was doing rushing me to orgasm again; I gritted my teeth and held back as best I could; I wanted to enjoy this! Shari obviously sensed, or felt, some of the struggle in me, and began to suck in earnest, her cheeks hollowing as she suctioned me, but when she squeezed my balls and jammed her tongue into the furrow in the tip of my cock, I lost it completely, once again a torrent of spunk bursting out of me and into her avidly sucking mouth. Shari swallowed every drop, sucking as I filled her mouth with pulse after pulse of spunk, draining me, until I had no more left. She sucked the last drops out of me, then polished the tip with her tongue, cleaning off every last trace of the deluge of sperm I'd pumped into her mouth, before finally licking her lips and smiling at me.
"That was lovely, Bobby, you taste delicious; I'm definitely doing that again soon!" she smiled, sliding back up to hug me, her lithe, warm body once more plastered against mine. I was starting to blur-out; two intense orgasms had wiped me out, but there was something I had to know.
"Shari, that was...incredible, I never thought I'd...thank you, that was just amazing!"
She grinned at me.
"Anything for my Bobby, anything at all, and I mean that!"
With that, she draped her leg over me, holding herself closely against me as she rubbed my chest lightly, a soothing, calming feeling.
"Shari, do you love me? Like Yaz loves Rick?" I asked her, and Shari looked up at me again, a mischievous little smile on her lips.
"Now how could I, Bobby, you're my brother, the very idea!" she smiled, and my heart sank a little, but rose again when she leaned up and nipped me gently on the lip.
"My Bobby!" she whispered with a little smile, licked my lips, then cuddled back down against me, her arm curled possessively around me. I pulled the bedclothes back up over us, and the last thing I remember before I fell asleep again was her voice whispering in my ear.
"You're mine, Bobby, only mine, and I'm yours!"
*
When I awoke, a couple of hours had gone by. Shari was still cuddled up tightly against me, and I was holding one of her lovely springy little buttocks in each hand. Shari stirred and her eyes flicked open, her tongue immediately flicking out to lick my lips again before she smiled at me.
"Hello baby, had a nice snooze? It's mid-morning, and I'm hungry, would you like some breakfast?"
I nodded, too wrapped-up in her eyes, and the feel of her bottom to even think about conversing with her; all I wanted to do was drink her in and fondle her!
"You really like them, don't you!" she grinned, "we shall have to do something about that!" she grinned, once again whatever she was saying going completely over my head.
"You go and have a shower, baby, I'll start breakfast; bacon and eggs OK? When you get out, give Ricky and Yaz a call as well, they must be famished too after last night!"
When I came out from my shower, the house smelled absolutely delicious, and my stomach rumbled painfully. I threw my clothes on and knocked on Yaz' door.
"Yaz, Rick, breakfast!" and grinned at the flurry of sounds coming from inside; apparently my younger brother and sister had seized the opportunity for a little lie-in as well...
I'd just sat at the kitchen table when Yaz and Ricky clattered in and sat down, looking bright-eyed and tousled, and Shari started dishing-up breakfast; she'd made grilled bacon, poached eggs, mushrooms, grilled tomatoes, hash-browns and fried bread, and made a pot of coffee. When she passed me, she trailed her fingers across my cheek, and I couldn't help myself; I caught her hand and kissed her palm. She giggled and smoothed my hair back out of my eyes, and I looked up to see Yaz and Rick staring at us. Shari burst out laughing, kissed the top of my head and went to get some milk from the fridge, while Yaz smiled knowingly at me and Rick winked and gave me a thumbs-up.
Once we'd finished, we all cleared up, and then Shari asked us all to sit back down, as we had some decisions to make. Rick and Yaz seemed to know exactly what she meant, but I was completely in the dark, so I just took a seat. Shari started the ball rolling.
"Bobby, as you know, when mummy died, she left her business, all her assets, and her house, to Yaz, Ricky and me. We sold everything, you know we had to leave London, so we got rid of everything. What we ended up with is a lot of money, a very large amount of money, and now we had the problem of what to do with it. On the way up here, Ricky, Yaz and I discussed what we'd eventually do, and we've been talking about it since we got here, and we've come to a decision; Yaz and I know the property world well; we worked with mummy, we know what to look for, and Yaz is really good at assessing markets, while I'm more experienced in assessing properties, whether as living accommodation or commercial premises. Ricky's a talented handyman, a very talented one, he understands all about renovations and upgrading, and spent an awful long time arguing with Borough Surveyors and Planning people at the council offices, he did all that for mummy, and he did it really well, so we decided to go back into that world again, only up here this time, a long way away from London and Robert's old cronies."
She paused to take my hand between hers.
"Bobby, this is going to be a family business, and all the family should be a part of it, so we want you to quit your job with the Council and come work with us, doing whatever part of it appeals to you most. You can work with Yaz, I know she'd love to show you all she knows, or Ricky, he could always use the help, or with me, I'd love to show you the ropes..."
Rick snickered at that, then jumped as Yaz kicked him on the ankle. Shari just looked at him until he grinned apologetically, then continued speaking.
"Bobby, we want you to be part of this; you're our brother, and seeing you slowly wearing yourself away at that job is heartbreaking; please say you'll join us, I know you'll be happier working with us!"
Rick grinned and piped up.
"What say, Bobby, you wanna work with me? There's always room for someone with a strong back and a weak mind!"
Yaz stood up and walked around the table to me, punching Rick on the arm as she passed him. When she came to me, she put her arms around mine and kissed the top of my head.
"Ignore him, baby! I'd love you to work with me, or Shari, or even Ricky, just so long as you come in with us; I really want my big brother to share something with me, with all of us, how about it Bobby, are you in?"
I looked at Shari, who smiled and nodded almost imperceptibly, so I grinned and reached behind me to pull Yaz into my side.
"When you ask so nicely, baby-sister, how can I refuse? Yes, I'm in!"
Shari stood up and also came over to hug me, nibbling my neck as she whispered "later!" into my ear. In response I slipped my hand down to cup her delectable little bottom and give it a squeeze to let her know I was up for it.
Shari sat down and waited for the conversation to slow a little before bringing up something else.
"Bobby, Ricky, I know how much you've been hurt by our father, how betrayed you feel, but there's someone else who needs you, and perhaps you need to speak to her too. Ricky told me your mother, Barbara, is buried not far from here; I think you need to go and clear the air with her, and maybe tell her a few things, am I right?"
I caught Rick's eye, and he stared at me for a long moment, then slowly nodded, Yaz's hand sliding over his where it lay on the table. I looked at Shari, seeing only sympathy in her eyes, and nodded too. I had to think for a moment before I spoke.
"We've never been back there since...since the burial; the local church wouldn't even let her have a funeral because she was a...a suicide, we had to get a Baptist minister to say the words at the graveside..."
This was hard for me to go back to, even harder to say; during the short graveside service, Rick and I had spent most of the time grinning at each other, making faces, and just generally being grossly disrespectful, and of course our father had done nothing to stop it; as far as he was concerned he'd followed form, she was being properly buried, end of story; that it was Barbara made no real difference to us, it wasn't like she was anything to do with us...
The cemetery was only a short way away from the house, Stanwix, a communal cemetery rather than a denominational one, and I tried to remember where the grave was; all I could remember was that it had a large, black granite headstone carved with ornate scrolls and cherubs, with an inscription carved in Serif and filled in gold, a long flowery inscription that I could remember grinning at while thinking "Yeah, right!", all about how much he loved her etc. etc.
We hunted high and low for the headstone, but nothing, and had just about given up when Shari called me over, pointing at a small, new-looking, white marble headstone. Cut into it was "Barbara Davies, beloved mother, taken too soon. I love you, Mum". I was astonished; I didn't recognise this at all, neither did Rick, then suddenly it hit me. Nicky! Nicky had been here, sometime in the last four years, quite recently, judging by the headstone, he'd replaced that lying black monstrosity with one that meant something to him; he was alive!
It took me a few moments to remember why I was there, the sudden jolt of guilt at the realisation my big brother was still out there somewhere tempered by the remorse and sorrow that welled up as I finally spoke to my mother. Shari stood with me, her hand in mine as she stood close to me to shelter from the frigid wind. Rick stood with his head bowed as his lips moved, Yaz periodically thumbing his eyes and wiping off his cheeks as he too talked to our mother. I don't know what he said, but I asked her to consider forgiving me one day, I told her that I hadn't earned her forgiveness yet, but that I would try, and I apologised for being what I'd always been. When I finished Shari hugged me, wiping her own eyes against the front of my jacket.
"I'll bring some flowers up here tomorrow, Bobby, there's a holder there, someone must have..." she trailed off as she bent down and picked up one of the flowers from the little vase, a pretty blue flower with petals already turning brown and curled.
"Look Bobby, someone put flowers here..." she murmured
She bent the stem, but instead of snapping, it was pliable, still fresh inside. Her eyes darted to mine as she saw that.
"Bobby, these were only put here a few days ago, maybe a week; Nicky was here, he was here just a few days ago; he was here, he's still alive!"
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**********
Part 1: Let all bitterness, and wrath, and anger, and clamour, and evil speaking, be put away from you, with all malice – Ephesians 4:31-32
**********
I was transfixed, horrified, mortified, and shrouded in guilty shame; Kat, here, naked, with me, in my bed! Oh dear God, what the fuck was I thinking? What in the name of Christ had I done? How could I have been so stupid? She was my little sister, I was supposed to look after her, not drag her into my bed like some oversexed teenager and...and then...Oh my God, how could I ever fix this?
Kat reached out to me, smiling, her eyes still blurred and unfocussed with sleep, and I slid away from her, so fast, in fact, I slid right out of bed and landed on my ass with a loud thump.
I lay there, letting the shock take over for a few seconds, unable to contemplate the full, sheer awfulness of what I'd done; I'd bedded my baby sister, on her prom night, of all nights, I'd abused her trust, I was no better than her prom-date spiking her drink and doing her while she was passed-out. What was I going to do? How the fuck was I going to fix this? Ask Sarah? Not in this life; she'd skin me, then skin Kat, then come back and finish me off. Oh fuck, what a mess, what a complete, fucked-up, unbelievably stupid, God-forsaken mess I'd made...
Kat's face appeared over the edge of the bed, looking down at me in amusement.
"That was funny, Frankie, but why are you still on the floor? Come on, get back up here, I'm cold, hold me!"
I nearly passed-out at that. Hold her? I shouldn't even be touching her, not after what I'd done to her, not after...oh God, what was I going to do?
Something touched my head, startling me, and I looked up to see Kat trailing her fingers through my hair.
I shrank back, seeing the hurt puzzlement in her eyes.
"Frankie, what's the matter? Are you okay? You look like you just saw a ghost, what's wrong with you?"
I gulped, my head spinning as I sat there, desperately trying to think of a way to apologise to my baby sister for what I'd done to her...
"Kat, Caitlin, baby...I...I...we...what happened...I was...I didn't think...oh God, I'm so sorry...!"
Kat lay on her forearms, watching me as I dissolved into a quivering heap, a small, knowing smile on her lips, her full, curving, desirable, kissable...stop that!
"What the hell's wrong with you?" I chided myself, "you fucked up so big you're gonna be a dead man when Sally finds out, you better start thinking of a way out of this, not mooning over Kat, and her lips, and her eyes, and her body, her delectable, desirable, beguiling, sexy body...!"
I groaned; I was a dead man walking, Sally was out there, she was waiting, and when she found out about this, (and make no mistake, she would, the girl could see through a brick wall) she was going to skin me alive, slowly, then shove her foot up my ass as a reminder of why it was wrong to fuck my baby sister...
"Alright, Frankie, enough. I don't know what bit you, but if you don't come up here right now, I'm coming down there! FRANKIE! Are you listening to me?" she grinned, her voice finally distracting me from my contemplation of my imminent death. I looked up at her miserably.
"Kat, I'm so sorry, I made you do...things, last night, things I'm supposed to protect you from, God, Kat, I'm so, so sorry, if you want to call the sheriff and have me arrested, I won't run, I have to pay for what I did, I'll tell him I forced you, no-one needs to know about us, what happened was all my fault..!"
Kat looked at me in amusement, her eyes sparkling with glee and good humor as I ground to a halt.
"Have you quite finished?" she grinned, and I nodded miserably, ready to take my punishment.
"Frankie, of all the lame-brained, half-witted, idiotic, bone-headed, gibbering nonsense I've ever heard dribble out of your mouth over the years, that little speech just took the prize for the stupidest, dumbest, most ass-headed garbage I'm likely to hear in this life or the next. Maybe I should call Sheriff Fatso, maybe getting your ass kicked by Fatso and his bozo deputies will shove your brain back into place, it must have got dislodged when you fell out of bed and landed on your ass!"
I gaped at her, unable to comprehend what she meant. Kat grinned even wider, beaming at me as she sat upright. The bed covers fell away from her as she sat, naked to the waist, artlessly, unselfconsciously naked, her white skin glowing dazzlingly in the morning sun, her nipples like jewels, a delicate pale coral pink against the milky whiteness of her skin.
"Frankie, everything that happened last night, everything, was because I wanted it; do you really think I'd have let you do anything to me I didn't want you to do? Think, Frankie, this is me we're talking about here!"
I was trying to hear her, but all I got was a sense that she perhaps wasn't too mad at me or repelled by me after what we'd done; all my attention was riveted on just how deliciously, erotically, delightfully desirable she was just then, one half of me drooling over her, the other half disgusted beyond measure with me for sullying my baby sister, with a healthy dose of fear parked on the sidelines in reserve for when Big Sister found out...
My attention was dragged back to her face when she leaned down and clicked her fingers several times in my face.
"That's right, Frankie, over here, baby, that's it, look at me!"
When she was sure she had my attention, she smiled slowly, pulling the covers back up over and around herself, just like she used to do when she was younger, in the bad days after we lost dad, leaving her smooth white shoulders bare.
"Frankie, everything that happened, everything we did, happened because I wanted it to happen, and more; I've been trying to get your attention for months, I've been practically throwing myself at you for God knows how long, just about the only thing I didn't do was pull my panties down and rub my ass in your face! Last night was supposed to be the clincher; you were supposed to find me irresistible, so do you know how disappointed I was that you let me go to that stupid prom? I wanted you to throw Cory out and drag me back upstairs, rip my dress off and yank my panties down, and do all kinds of bad, nasty, exciting things to me; why do you think I bought that stupid dress? To parade around in front of those slack-jawed, knuckle-dragging, drooling half-wits in that school? Frankie, all I ever wanted was you, I've been trying to make you see that for months, but apparently your normal state is to have your head shoved up your ass...
I looked at her in shock, amazed at the things that were coming out of my little sister's mouth, her beautiful, sexy, desirable...
I pulled myself together enough to focus on what she was saying, finding it hard to credit that sweet little Kat could say or want those things.
"Kat...what are you saying, don't you know we can't...?" I stammered, watching as that little line appeared between her eyebrows; she was getting pissed.
"Frankie, I'm trying to tell you, again, how much I love you and how much I want you; I told you last night, you better not have forgotten!"
That's right, she had, in all the fright and disgusted self-loathing of the last few minutes I'd forgotten that, now it flashed up again, that whole scene in that grimy motel room when she'd told me she was in love with me.
"FRANKIE!" she snapped, and my eyes snapped back to her as her voice penetrated my woolgathering.
"Frankie, if you're not up here by the time I count to three, I'm coming down there, and if I have to come down there, I swear to God I will punch you so hard...!" she gritted, her sea-green eyes flashing like emeralds in sunlight. I tried one last desperate tack.
"Kat, we can't, please, think; last night was wrong, I was wrong, you're too young to make a choice like that, think what dad would say!"
She looked at me, one eyebrow arched haughtily, doing it even better than mom. Her face stilled as she leaned down to look closely at me.
"Francis Xavier Novak, if you don't quit shivering like a little girl and get your ass up here and back into bed with me, I promise that anything dad would have done to you would be simple, painless, and over in a heartbeat compared to what I'm capable of; I didn't spend all those years bringing you up just for you to crash and burn at the end. Now get up here this second, blondie, and I fucking mean it!"
I was lost for words at what she'd just said, actually spluttering as everything I tried to say tried to come out all at once. Kat looked on as I bubbled over, her expression slowly softening and mellowing into her beautiful dimpled grin as my sputtering and gibbering fizzled out.
"Right, are you done? Good. Up here, now, Frankie, don't make me hurt you; I know where all your soft-spots are, I have sharp teeth and nails, and I will use them!"
Mentally crossing myself, I slid back into the bed, scrupulously avoiding touching her, thinking all the while of just how many ways this was wrong. Kat rested her head on her hand, her elbow on her pillow, and grinned at me, her other hand resting outside the covers, and once again I was struck by just how milk-pale her skin was, how vividly scarlet her hair was against that porcelain whiteness, and just how lustrous her smoky green eyes were, like the finest Colombian Boyacá emeralds.
"Frankie," she murmured, "am I really so repulsive that you have to run away from me? I thought you loved me, or at least liked me. I need you, now; why won't you hold me?"
Her grin faltered and her lip quivered, and I suddenly realised just how hurt she was by my sudden, panicked rejection of her; she really didn't know, or didn't care, just how wrong what we were feeling was, and believe me, I was feeling it strongly; all I could think of was her, and how much I wanted her, how much I needed her, and, at the back of it all, how wrong it all was, of course it was, no question; but it felt right; it felt natural, and normal, and unforced.
"Kat, I..." I began, and she slid herself over to me, her arm going around my neck as her lips pressed against mine, and I was lost; all my fears, for me, for her, and all those feelings of wrongness disappeared, wiped away by her lips and the feel of her silky-soft warm skin as it pressed against me, her lovely tight young body molding seamlessly into mine.
After a million years or so, Kat pulled away from me slightly, looking up into my eyes, her eyes sparkling green pools that a man would happily, unhesitatingly sink into, or like bright, sunlit glades in a secret forest, lush, green and verdant, brimming with life and the love of life...
"Are we good now, Frankie, does that make it right?" she whispered, her eyes wide and hopeful, but a hint of fear at the back, fear that I would finally reject her; she didn't have to worry. That kiss had done what no amount of argument, soul-searching, or anguished internal debate could ever have achieved; it told me how things were between us, and how they were going to be from now on; I wanted her, and I didn't care what I had to do to keep her, because she was mine now, and I was hers, period.
My arms slid around her of their own volition, around her waist and further down, to cup her taut cheeks and pull her closer to me. Kat smiled, her arms tightening around my neck and the back of my head as she pulled me down for another kiss, this time with my full and willing participation. I kissed her like it was the first time, gently, tentatively, slowly parting her lips with my tongue and slipping it into her mouth, to fence gently with hers.
As we kissed, she writhed and rubbed herself against me, obviously enjoying the feel of my solidly erect cock squeezing between us and poking into her firm stomach. The feel of her wriggling against me was doing all sorts of things to me, feelings and desires all slowly coalescing into one big thought; I needed to fuck her, hard, now. She must have seen the need flare up in my eyes, because she pulled herself tight to me before slipping her leg over my hips and pushing me, rolling me onto my back with her on top of me.
"Like this, Frankie, I want you like this....!"
she muttered, her moist pussy lips sliding along the length of my amazingly hard cock as it lay along my stomach, sandwiched between us.
The feel of her wet heat dragging along me as she rubbed herself up and down my length was overpowering any lingering doubts or apprehensions, and when she stopped I groaned in frustration. I was only momentarily disappointed though; she lifted up slightly and took hold of me, the feel of her warm hand wrapping around me at once a blessing and an urgent need, one I had to satisfy at all costs, otherwise I'd have exploded there and then.
She grinned at me as she rose up a little more, rubbing my cock-head against her damp swollen labia, the heat again making me groan with need for her. She looked me in the eyes, her bottom lip caught between her teeth as she grinned at me, and slowly, slowly, lowered herself down on me, her warmth and wetness engulfing me at a snail's pace and with lightning speed at the same time, until I was, at last, buried in her to the hilt. She leaned forward and kissed me once, lightly, on the lips, before sitting back up and smiling secretively, slyly at me.
"This is for you, baby!" she smiled, the smile morphing into a sexy pout as she began to slide herself back and forth, small movements, but combined with a rhythmic squeezing as she clenched and relaxed her muscles around me, squeezing and massaging me as she slowly pumped herself against me.
Now she began to shimmy her hips as she ground against me, the sight and feel of her so erotic I was nearly overcome with the power of it. I reached out for her, and she leaned forward, pushing her tense, straining nipples directly into my outstretched hands. I closed my hands over her breasts, kneading and massaging the soft, firm mounds even as I twirled and squeezed and rubbed those beautiful, stiff pink nubs, watching her face and neck slowly flush as I squeezed and caressed her breasts, her eyes closing and her breathing slowing and deepening as her arousal increased.
She began to grind harder and faster against me, her own hands dropping to rest on my midriff, holding herself steady as she pumped and ground against me, her hips pistoning as I began to pump and push back against her, increasing my penetration as she strove for more from me.
She came with a piercing cry, her eyes clenched tightly shut as she shook and wailed on top of me, her body shuddering as her orgasm flared and crashed though her. As her pussy convulsed around me, the hot, squeezing, pulsating sensation was too much for me, and my cry answered hers as I too surrendered to orgasm, my cock swelling and pulsing as my white-hot sperm boiled out of me and into her in long, hot spurts, painting her insides with my own creamy tribute as her rippling pussy milked me so thoroughly. I came in endless, jolting spurts as she shook and whined above me, her orgasm kicked into higher gear by the feel of my heat exploding inside her over and over, filling her with my essence.
Kat finally slumped down against me, her heart hammering against mine as she drew a long sobbing breath, forcing air back into her lungs after the long free-fall of orgasm, the bright flare of nirvana giving way to the mundane and the normal again.
I was in no better shape; having sex with her was like nothing I'd ever experienced before, a clean, heart-bursting, white-hot intensity that drove all rational thought from me and left me with nothing but the overwhelming need for her, for her kiss, her touch, the smell of her hair, the feel of her skin, and the chance to once again drown in the limpid, emerald-green pools that were her eyes.
I suddenly realised I had truly fallen in love, and, strangely, that thought brought no sense of strangeness or shame that I should feel that way about my baby sister, only acceptance and a deep and abiding sense of the rightness of it; society said it was wrong, but everything inside me said otherwise; Kat was the one for me, and I could feel the corresponding thought and need radiating off her with every breath she took.
My arms wrapped around her, holding her to me as I waited for her body to relax and recover, my hands caressing and gently squeezing her ass without any conscious thought or need on my part; they just went to the place they were most comfortable with and rested there, gently playing with those firm, satiny little cheeks.
At last, Kat stirred, raising her head to blearily look into my eyes, her tongue snaking out to lick my lips as she smiled like a little girl.
"Hi Frankie, can we do that again soon?" she smiled, her eyes still blurry with tiredness, and something else as well in back of them; trust; she trusted me to make this come out right for us both, and I knew I would, that I would do whatever it took to keep us together, whatever the outside world wanted to throw at us.
"Forever, baby, as long as you want to do that, and anything else, I'll be there to do it with you; I'll never leave you, Kat. I love you baby, and I always have."
She smiled happily, seeing the truth of what I was saying in my eyes, sure now that we were finally together. She sighed and laid her head back down on my chest, wriggling contentedly on top of me, and making my half-hard cock still inside her suddenly twitch in reaction to her wonderful, tight young body lying so invitingly on top of mine.
"Give me a few minutes, Frankie, please, a lady needs to look her best...!" she giggled, obviously feeling my cock suddenly wanting to come alive again at the thought and feel of her.
My hands roamed lightly over her as she relaxed, a small smile on her lips as I touched and smoothed, caressed and lightly traced every line, contour, and curve of her body. She was lithe and slim, a willowy and slender but shapely figure, with a dancer's grace and the body of an acrobat or trained gymnast, every muscle in her body honed and shaped into a perfect, harmonious whole. I had seen her walk, noting the unconscious poise and grace of her body in motion, her gait fluid, balletic, and elegant, and it occurred to me that I must have been watching her and storing up these images and conclusions for a very long time, and now, now that we had become what we were, now my mind chose to release the floodgates of memory and let me see her all over again in my mind's eye, realising that she really was 'Poetry in Motion', as Johnny Tillotson so eloquently put it.



As my hands roamed, my cock stiffened; the feel of her was making all sorts of things happen in my head, foremost of which was the almost overpowering urge to fuck her, hard; I didn't want to make love to her; I wanted to fuck her bowlegged, I wanted to ram my cock into her and make her gasp out my name, beg me to stop, beg me to do it harder, to groan with the force of me hammering into her, and make her beg me to fill her up.
Of course I did none of those things; she was my lover, yes, and we were naked, with my cock still buried balls-deep in her, but she was also my baby sister, and I would never, could never, treat her like that. Instead I fondled, squeezed and touched, wondering at how plush and silky soft her skin felt, how her vitality and life-force tingled through my fingertips with every touch or caress of her, how warm and soft her lips were as I returned periodically to give and take a small, tender kiss. Her eyes flickered over me, laughter and girlish amusement side by side with the needs and drives of a grown woman glittering deep inside them as I explored in minute detail her lithe, tight body, her porcelain skin, her stiff, beguiling nipples and the taut, sensitive bud of her secret place as my fingertips slipped delicately over it during the course of my explorations.
At last I couldn't take any more; my cock inside her was aching with the need to pump her full of my tribute, I wanted to fill her, and hear her gasp for me as we made love, not lie here and grope as my balls ached to empty inside her again.
Kat sensed the tenor of my thoughts, and pulled my head down to her, pushing her nipples against my chest as her teeth lightly nipped the end of my nose, my bottom lip, my chin.
"Love me, Frankie, make love to me again, baby, please!" she whispered, something I was only too willing to do.
As she rolled away from me, I rolled with her, keeping my weight off her and on my knees and elbows, while simultaneously withdrawing and sliding back in again.
"Ooooh God, yesss!" she moaned, lifting up to meet me as I pushed back into her, enthralled with her expression as I slowly pushed my cock deep into her and withdrew once again. As I pumped she began lifting to meet me, her hips rising up in counterpoint to mine as I pumped down into her. At the same time, she pulled herself closer-in to me, holding me tight as I sped up, pumping as hard and as fast as I could. Kat was writhing under me even as she madly humped back at me, her head whipping from side to side as she gasped and groaned each time I thrust my cock back into her. I could feel my balls tightening as my climax approached; I couldn't hold it much longer, and from the look of her, neither could she.
With a long, wailing cry, she climaxed, her pussy clamping down on me so tightly I was locked in place as she shook and trembled beneath me, her eyes screwed tightly shut as her orgasm surged and crashed through her. This was too much for me, and I came with a shout as my sperm blasted out of me, long, hard spurts of semen spraying deep inside her womb, again and again, until I thought I'd never stop.
Eventually the crashing, trembling sensations inside me died away, the bolts of semen shooting from me dying away to a trickle as I emptied myself into her. Kat shuddered and quivered under me as she too came down from that place into the calm of post-coital relaxation, her storm passed and tranquillity gradually returning. As I slumped down next to her, her hand came up to press against my chest, a small smile flitting across her lips.
"I can feel your heart, Frankie...so fast, like a trapped bird..."
She gently nibbled my chin as she rubbed my chest, her hands warm and smooth.
"Calm down, baby, relax, there, like that, that's it..." she soothed me as I recovered from the exertion and emotional outpouring that was so much a part of making love to her, to my little sister. I knew I was caught now, I was in whatever this was for the long haul now; Kat and I were a couple, and it was surprisingly easy to admit that to myself. The hard part hadn't even started yet.
One day Sarah would have to be told, and soon, before she found out by us giving ourselves away; what happened then was in the hands of the Gods; I couldn't see yet how to make this work for Kat and me, and I still had no earthly idea how I was going to break it to Sarah and walk away with all my teeth...
Kat broke the train of my thought by posing exactly that question.
"Frankie, we have to tell Sally; I don't want to spend my life sneaking around, only ever being able to be free with you inside our home; I want to be able to hold you close anywhere and anytime I feel like it, not just when we're behind closed doors; Sally loves us, and we love her, and this is too big to keep locked up forever; I want to tell my big sister that I love the best guy in the world, and he loves me, and we want to be together. How are we going to do that, Frankie?"
Good question. I had no answer, other than knowing that walking up to her and saying "Hi Sally, nice day, by the way, I've been fucking our little sister, I like it, a lot, she likes it, also a lot, so we're gonna keep on doing it a lot, if that's okay with you!" was not the way; somehow I had to sneak it up on her in such a way that she didn't go completely batshit and ream me out with the nearest blunt object to hand...
That question continued to squirrel around inside me for the rest of the day, and most of the night, and when I had to get up for work, I was thick-headed from lack of sleep and worry; Kat looked to be in no better shape; everything that was worrying me was also troubling her, and she'd tossed and turned the night away with me, both of us too preoccupied with how we were going to make this work to give much thought to rest and sleep.
By the time I got home from work, I was so dog-tired I could barely walk up the porch steps; my day had been a catalog of mistakes and missed opportunities, and eventually my boss, Max Donnelly, one of dad's old friends and a man I'd known all my life, had taken me to one side.
"Frank, you look terrible; you look half dead, and I can't stand to see you dragging around here looking like that any longer; go home and get some rest, maybe a good night's sleep will put you back on your game; right now you're no good to man nor beast. If you want a word of advice, whatever you've been doing to get you in this state, you need to keep it at home, not bring it to work with you, not when others are depending on you. Now go home, and come back when you've had some rest!"
It was a powerful rebuke, reinforcing even further that I had to resolve our problem, and soon; family friend or not, Max wouldn't be so lenient with me next time, of that I was sure.
I took his advice, drove home in a haze and dragged my ass into the house. As I came in the door, I noticed something smelled delicious, and Kat popped her head out of the kitchen to smile that dazzling smile of hers. She was wearing mom's old apron, and her hair was tied back into a ponytail; she looked cute, wholesome, sexy, and young, much younger than her more than eighteen years.
"Dinner's nearly ready, get washed-up and sit down!"
Tired as I was, the smell of whatever she was cooking woke me up enough, and just as I was sitting down at the table she brought in a large stew pot. I looked inside, at the rich dark stew, my stomach grumbling at the heavenly smell, but then Kat turned around and I nearly forgot my appetite completely. Holy fucking cow, she was naked, only mom's apron between her and the world! I gaped as she flirted her mouth-watering ass at me as she went back into the kitchen, bringing back a dish of mashed potatoes, and returning to fetch the other vegetables, which she placed on the table, and then sat opposite me, her chin resting on her hand as she grinned at me.
All I could do was stare at her, knowing as I did now that she was stark naked at the table with just an old apron covering her front, but still buck-naked nevertheless. She served me my food, and I ate mechanically, my eyes fixed on her, my mind constantly replaying the sight of her nakedness, her perfect skin glowing white as new milk as she ferried food from kitchen to table, the image of her performing such mundane housewifely tasks jarring only slightly with the fact of her complete, bare-assed nakedness!
"Do you like it?" she smiled.
"Huh?" was my considered response.
"The stew, Frankie, do you like it?" she asked again, her expression slightly less sunny.
I suddenly realised what she was asking me, and with that came the realisation that whatever it was I was eating, it was delicious; I could taste red wine, mushrooms, baby onions, pancetta, herbs and spices, garlic, and tender, succulent beef, and I began wolfing it down.
"You like it? Really?" she grinned, and I nodded, mouth too full to speak. At last, appetite temporarily sated, I asked her what it was.
"It's French; it's called "Boeuf Bourguignon", it's beef with mushrooms in red wine with herbs, I found it in one of Grandma Hennessey's cookbooks, some English writer, Delia Smith or something like that. I'm glad you like it, Frankie, nothing's too good for my man!"
She grinned as she said the corny line, and I grinned with her, pulling her close for a "thank you" kiss before broaching the subject of her current state of undress.
"Umm, Kat, quick question, baby; why are you naked?"
She gave me an arch look and raised one eyebrow.
"You were planning on having some dessert, weren't you, Frankie?" she pouted, dropping the apron and shaking out her hair. I swear to God, I have never finished a meal so fast in my entire life...
Kat shrieked with laughter as I grabbed her hand and towed her towards the stairs; she'd stayed naked to tease and unsettle me, now she was going to pay the price, oh God, yes!
"Oh Frankie, you're so dominant, so manly, oh you are, you are! Oh my goodness, whatever are you going to do to me?" she simpered modestly, falsely, a gleam of pure wickedness in her eye as she pretended to struggle, bouncing on her tip-toes to make her lovely, firm little breasts and tight little ass dance and jiggle most fetchingly.
"Oh Mr. Novak, are you going to do naughty, nasty, unspeakable things to me? Are you going to make me touch your pee-pee? My daddy warned me there were men like you, I hope you'll respect me after you've had your wicked way with me!"
OK, that did it; I pulled her close, unable to keep my hands off all that young, alluring flesh anymore, and as I pulled her close and held her to me by clamping my hands to her tight, smooth, springy little butt-cheeks, her arms snaked around my neck to pull me down for a long, hot, incredibly sexy kiss. Kat has the softest lips I've ever kissed, soft, tender, and monumentally horny, and her kiss was doing things south of my belt buckle that needed addressing, and soon!
"Let's go, Frankie, I've been bubbling inside all day, I need you to calm me down, baby, what are you waiting for?" she murmured in my ear, followed by a quick nip as she wriggled against me. My cock was like a lead bar; I'd never needed to get naked so much in my life as I did right then, with Kat draped around my neck, all my nerve-endings lit-up like Macy's on Christmas Eve, and what felt like the granddaddy of all hard-on's pressed against her.
That was my cue to hustle her upstairs and into my room, where she dived onto my bed and flipped around to lie and watch me as I struggled out of my clothes. Eventually I managed to get down to my shorts, at which point she sat up, and, grinning wickedly, yanked them down, my achingly erect cock swinging out and into her hand, where she squeezed lightly, making me gasp with the sensation.
Kat grinned sexily at me, and leaned down to kiss the end of my cock. I gasped again at the sensation of her soft lips against the sensitive flesh.
"Like that, do you?" she grinned, and licked slowly across the tip of my straining cock, drawing something between a sigh and a groan from me.
"Oh yes, you really like that!" she teased, winking at me before slipping her lips over the end and sucking me into her mouth. I'd only ever had someone give me head once before, on my prom night, and I'd always wanted to repeat the experience, and now here was my baby sister doing that very thing for me!
Kat kept up a slow, bobbing motion as she slowly sucked, her tongue occasionally dragging softly over the tip, making me screw-up my eyes with the effort to not unload there and then when she did that; I wanted to drag this out as long as possible, because it was fucking fantastic; either someone had showed her how to do this, or there was more to 'women's intuition' than I'd been led to believe...
I was finding it hard to hold back; the sight of her little rosebud mouth stretched so obscenely around me, the feel of her tongue flicking and rubbing the head as she sucked me, the sensation as my cockhead rubbed against the roof of her mouth, all of these were leading me up to that grand finale I wanted to hold off as long as possible, but it wasn't going to happen. My balls tightened as she gently squeezed them, telling her I was nearly there, if my agonised expression hadn't already tipped her off. I started to groan as I felt my spunk rising, and Kat squeezed my balls one last time as she deliberately rubbed her tongue through that furrow in the tip of my cock and poked her tongue inside the hole in the end.
That was it. I lost it, nearly buckling to my knees with the force of my orgasm, the sperm bulleting out of me with almost explosive force. Kat felt the strong muscular contraction in my cock as I came, and pulled away from me, aiming my hosing cock at her face. Long ropes of sperm bolted from me, splashing across her nose and lips, her cheeks, and against her throat, one after another, spraying across her upper torso in long silvery-gray streaks.
I opened my eyes to see my beautiful Kat, my baby sister, streaked with my sperm, long splashes of the stuff criss-crossing her face and chest, and dripping from her chin in long shivering strings and rivulets as she moved.
"Oh Frankie, that was...incredible!" she murmured, "Jojo was right, it's so hot, it's just...wow!"
I dropped to my knees in front of her, resting my head against her knees while my heart slowed to normal, then looked up at her again, at her dreamy smile, her sperm-ravaged features, and my cock rose again, wanting her even more now. I picked up my discarded shirt and dabbed at her, wiping the drips and runnels of spunk off her knees and thighs, then Kat took the shirt from me and wiped herself off properly.
"We'll have a shower later, Frankie, I see round two's about to begin!" she grinned, looking pointedly at my now fully recovered cock. I was amazed; I'd never recovered that quickly before; obviously the Power of Kat was at work here.
Whatever it was, all I knew was I had a definite urge to pin her down and fuck her properly, to give her some of what she so urgently needed!.
I surged up and bore her over backwards, landing on top of her on the bed. Kat squealed and tried to get away, and our struggle to get into position quickly degenerated into a laughing, tickling, wrestling match. I had the advantage of weight and superior strength, but Kat knew I couldn't possible hurt her, which gave her an unfair advantage, so she showed no restraint when it came to biting, nibbling, gnawing, grabbing and squeezing, finger-poking and unfair tickling. We rolled around, laughing, grunting, giggling and squealing as one or the other ended-up on top of the other, until at last I somehow managed to hold her down spread-eagled, lying between her outstretched thighs, my cock throbbing with urgent need.
"Say 'Uncle', you red-headed menace!" I growled in her face, with Kat grinning insolently back at me as she shook her head and stuck her tongue out.
"Say it!" I repeated, "Say it or I'm dragging you into the bathroom and dunking you in a cold shower!"
Kat grinned at me, her eyes opening wide and a look of carefully contrived innocence settling on her face as she fluttered her long, sexy eyelashes at me.
"If I say 'Uncle' will you fuck me really, really hard, Frankie?" she whispered at me, suddenly introducing my cock to a whole new order of magnitude of aching hardness. I could only nod as my throat and mouth dried up in sudden, overwhelming lust for this gorgeous fire-sprite spread so wantonly under me.
"Uncle, Uncle, Uncle, Uncle, Uncle!" she sing-song'd, grinning provocatively. I slid down so I could kiss and lick her cute little navel, making her giggle and squirm, then further down, to the delta of soft, gold-shot copper curls adorning her most secret place.
"Oooooh Frankie!" she breathed, quivering as my tongue brushed through the soft, crisp little curls and probed at the top of her slit, at the little hood concealing her love-button. Her scent teased and tantalisd me, sweet and fresh and strong, tempting and demanding, making me want her even more, if that were even possible.
As I slid my tongue along the moist slit of her pussy, she trembled and quivered, her eyes tightly closed and her breathing becoming shallower. Her thighs drifted even further apart, allowing me even better access to her lush, soft little pussy, and I dove in, probing her pink moistness with pointed tongue-tip, tasting her, teasing her, making her ready for me.
As I worked my tongue in and around her sweet little pussy, Kat writhed and wriggled delightfully under me, forcing me to take hold of her tight little butt-cheeks and hold her against my mouth as I licked and sucked and probed her.
"Oooh God, yesss, Frankie, yesss, harder, harder!" she groaned, pushing her wet pussy against my ravening mouth as I licked and sucked her into a frenzy, her head thrashing around as her pussy pulsed against my tongue. When I finally took her clitoris between my lips and sucked on it, tasting the slick juices pouring out of her all over again, Kat convulsed, then screamed soundlessly, a flood of her sweet, tangy juices filling my mouth as she orgasmed, straining against me as her pussy convulsed and shuddered under my lips and tongue.
As another wave of shuddering convulsions stormed through her, I slid up level with her, and she lifted her hips as I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in her as we both groaned with delight.
"Oooh God, yesss, baby, God, that's so good, aaahhh!" she murmured, her pussy clenching around me and almost making me lose it there and then. I backed away, then pumped in again, making her cry out in delight, her hips pumping against mine, lifting to meet my thrusts, all the while giving little cooing noises as she enjoyed our tryst.
I was silent, saving my energy for her, making sure I gave her what she wanted most, and loved her to the best of my abilities. At last though it was too much; the feel of her wrapped around me, of her belly slapping against mine as we fucked, her sweet kisses, sharp and piercing as arrow-points, her cries as she ascended the heights of orgasm yet again, all combined to tip me over the edge, and I came like a furnace, like a steel-mill crucible, white fire pouring out of me and into her, driving her ever higher as we shook and shuddered together, Kat screaming her release as sexual energy crackled and sparked between us, all thought of the outside world obliterated by the intensity of our shared ecstasy.
I slumped down, utterly spent, my heart racing like an Indy car, Kat likewise spent and blown, her face flushed with the outpouring of sexual energy she'd shared with me. Finally, after a few minutes to calm our thundering hearts, she turned to me and smiled.
"Thank you baby, that was again, incredible, remind me to keep you!"



Something she'd said earlier surfaced and flicked a fin at me.
"Baby, who's Jojo?" I asked her.
Kat yawned as she spooned against me.
"Jodie Hollister, that cheap slut Laurie's kid sister; she's sort of a friend, she told me how much fun a creamy facial was; she wasn't joking! Oh! I almost forgot, I have something to tell you! Jojo's pregnant, and guess who the father is?"
I had a funny feeling I already knew.
"Go on, surprise me!" I grinned.
"It's that asshole Steve Dolan!" she grinned, and my grin got even wider; when the Hollister brothers, marines all, and three of Uncle Sam's best trained killers, found out what Steve Dolan had been up to with their baby sister, his remaining time on earth was going to be measured in long, endlessly painful seconds, and it couldn't happen to a nicer guy...
Kat yawned hugely, and reached back to give me a friendly squeeze.
"I'm bushed, I wonder why, you stud you!" she murmured,
I had just enough wit and energy left to reach up and cuddle her boobs, making her wriggle contentedly against me, and lean over to flick my alarm on, before Kat pulled the covers over us and snapped off the bedside lamp.
"Good night, baby, sleep tight!" she yawned again, nestling up against me and falling asleep almost immediately. I kissed her ear and hugged her, and next thing I knew my alarm was jarring me awake, but this time I felt refreshed, invigorated, at peace with myself at last.
Work that day was, for me, a time for reflection and weighing-up the consequences of my actions with Kat; I was absolutely sure I was in love with her, and her own statements regarding her feelings for me were unequivocal; she wanted me, and felt about me the way I felt about her. This being the case, I felt it would somehow cheapen our new-found relationship if we confined it to our house and kept it secret, like it was something to be ashamed of; I wasn't ashamed of how I felt about Kat, and I knew she felt the same.
There was no question left in my mind; Sarah had to know, I loved my big sister with a deep and abiding intensity, after Kat she was the most important person in my life, and I wasn't going to lie to her by keeping silent about us and what we had.
As soon as I made the decision I knew it was the right one; all feelings of guilt or apprehension dropped away; if Sally got angry, she got angry; she'd bite, but then she'd calm down, kiss it better, then put her agile mind and fine intellect to work to help us find a way forward.
I called home before I left the office to let Kat know we were going to see Sally, and arrived home in a state somewhere between apprehension and 'root-canal day', but not frightened, not of Sally, despite my panicked, knee-jerk reaction the day before yesterday. Kat was in something like the same state, a little apprehensive, but not scared, and so we drove the short distance to Bixby and Sally's place.
When I pulled up outside, a burnt gold Firebird with the 'Firebird' emblem stencilled on the hood was parked carelessly across Sally's drive. I knew of only one person in this town with a car like that, and my insides tightened as I wondered what he wanted with Sally. Kat saw me tense up, and grabbed my arm.
"Frankie, what's the matter, who's car is that?" she asked, her expression worried. I took her hand off my arm and stroked her cheek gently.
"Stay in the car, baby, something's wrong, I think Sally needs me. Wait here baby, and lock the doors!"
Now Kat looked frightened, but she bit back any more questions and nodded agreement; good girl.
I slid out of the car and scooted around to the back of the house, avoiding the squeaky step up to the back porch, and slowly turned the handle of the back door. To my good fortune, the door was unlocked, and so I slipped inside, hearing voices coming from the family room. I tip-toed through the house, hearing a male voice; I was right, it was that cocksucker Steve Dolan, and it sounded to me like he was laying down the law to Sarah, the arrogant son of a bitch!
"I don't care what you say, or who you tell, no-one in this town will listen to you, or lift a finger to help you, Sarah, and you want to know why? Because this is my town; my family built this place, and we own all the little nobodies here; we make the rules, and if they want to keep their jobs and feed their kids, they'll keep looking the other way. I don't care if your bastard son is mine or not; I'll never acknowledge him, he means nothing to me, he'll never get a penny out of me, and if you need money, you know how to earn it; the same way you earned that kid! I swear to God, if you try and make trouble for me, I have ways of making sure you lose that kid permanently! This is your only warning Sarah, so take heed!"
Even as my blood boiled at this, I looked into the family room to see Sally standing in front of Steve, her eyes flashing like polished gold-flecked granite.
"Who the hell do you think you are, you piece of shit?" she gritted, her chin lifted proudly. "My son and I want nothing from you and your stinking family! Why don't you go drink yourself to death like your worthless bum of a father and leave decent folk to get the rancid stench of you out of their noses!"
Steve raised his hand, and at that moment Sarah saw me over his shoulder. Steve must have seen the change in her face, and as he turned, his face a mask of rage, I let him have one, a left hook that came from somewhere near my knees, all my anger and outrage in it, spinning him round and dropping him like he'd been pole-axed. As he went down my foot was already in motion, like a soccer player taking a penalty, connecting solidly with his ribs, apparently with enough force to break some, judging by the sudden look of agony on his face.
As he writhed on the floor, I stepped forward and hovered my foot over his throat, ready to stamp down; for the second time in my life I came close to murdering Steve Dolan, although in my mind it would have been justifiable germicide.
"No Frank!" screamed Sarah, the sound of her voice cutting through the fog of murderous rage and bringing me back to sanity. I looked at her and nodded, letting her know I was past it, and kicked that slimy bastard again, hard, this time in the groin, watching him curl up in agony all over again. I knelt down next to him and slapped him a few times to get his attention, (although what I really wanted to do was keep ramming his head against the floor until I split his fucking skull...) and twisted my hand in his collar to pull him up close enough for me to talk to him.
"Alright Dolan, you remember me, don't you? I fucked you up once, and I warned you what would happen the next time you crossed me; now you're out of chances, so next time your body disappears, you got it, you little puddle of piss? If you come near my family again, any of them, after I've kicked the shit out of you, I'm telling Jethro, Jonah, and Jeremiah Hollister just who it was who knocked-up their baby sister. You'd better pay real close attention to what I'm telling you; all I'd do to you is beat you into a fucking coma; they'll strap you to a tree and shove a chainsaw up your ass, you know how they get when it comes to their sisters."
His eyes widened in fear, with good reason; the three Hollister brothers were gung-ho, super-fit, hard, humorless, trained killers, just one hairsbreadth away from being certifiable psychopaths; they doted on their sisters and rigorously defended their good names, despite the fact that Laurie had more fingerprints on her ass than the FBI had in their files, and they hated Steve and his family with a vengeance, so he had good reason to avoid coming to their attention. I continued, filling him in on how to keep himself alive.
"This is your life from now on, you little sack of shit; you never show your face here again, you never contact Sally ever again, you forget this family ever existed, you stay on your side of town, and you pray to fucking Christ I never see your face or hear of you again, because if I do, you're dog-meat, got it?"
I shook him for emphasis, watching his head loll like a drunk's.
"You want to sic your fat fuck of a pet sheriff on me? Try it; the instant I see him or his dogshit deputies I drop a dime, and after the Hollister's have finished using that moron as a bayonet dummy for what he's been doing with Laurie, they're gonna come find you, and they will find you, have no doubt about that. Anyone gets after Sarah or her baby, I drop that dime, and you get to beg Jeremiah Hollister to kill you quickly, understand? You've got no friends in this town, Stevie-boy, and plenty of folks who want to watch you strung up with bob-wire and hanged 'til you fucking strangle, so if you want to keep living and breathing you keep your head down, your mouth shut, and your face out of this part of town, are you hearing me, fucko?"
He nodded vigorously, his eyes darting around fearfully, just as I remembered them doing last time I beat the shit out of him, which told me he'd taken my lesson to heart, so I dragged him to his feet, ignoring his gasp of pain from his broken ribs, gave him a head butt to the bridge of his nose, and the knee to remind him just how serious I was, and to make him fear me all over again.
I marched him to the front door with his head held back to stop his spouting nose dripping on Sarah's carpets, and kicked his ass down the porch steps, watching in satisfaction as he sprawled full length on the drive. A muted, whistling scream of agony burst from him as he jarred his busted ribs and re-broken nose, but he still managed to struggle to his feet and reel into his car. The Firebird wheeled away like all the devils in hell were after him; mind you, I'd rather have all the devils in hell after me than the Hollister triplets, because I wasn't exaggerating about the chainsaw...
Sally was waiting for me back inside, hugging me as she trembled in reaction. I held her and patted her back, soothing her until she stopped shaking and I could get her to sit down.
"Frank, what did you mean when you told Steve you'd fucked him up once before? When? What did you do to him?"
I tried to avoid telling her, but it somehow all came out, that I'd known what had happened to her, and I'd hunted down that worthless douche-bag and kicked his ass for him. Sally looked ashamed that I knew of her shame, but I hugged her, telling her that I did it because I loved my big sister and no-one was going to hurt her while I was around.
"And Kat, does she know too?" she murmured, and I just nodded, helpless to stop the tears that spilled down her cheeks.
"If it helps, Sally, she's as angry as I am, but we don't blame you; how could we? Just like we can't blame that beautiful little boy in there; he can't help who his daddy is, but he's sure lucky he's got you for a mom!"
Sally smiled sadly at that and stroked my cheek in gratitude.
"Sally, what did that prick want with you?" I asked, and Sarah stared into space as she collected her thoughts.
"He came here to warn me not to make any trouble for him and his family; I don't know where he got that from, the last thing I want is to be reminded of that rabble, or what he did to me! Frankie, he threatened to take Joey away!"
Her voice cracked, and I could see the fear in her eyes; I promised myself, the next time I saw Steve Dolan, he'd pay again for frightening my sister! Sarah calmed down as I held her, telling her that Steve Dolan was too fond of his life to throw it away crossing me, while I thought black thoughts of death and vengeance raining down on that spoiled little asshole.
I had no idea where he'd got the idea that my family wanted anything to do with his pond-scum family, but at least now he knew where he stood with us; on the brink of death. My threat to tell the Hollister boys about him was real, make no mistake; one hint he was thinking of making any trouble for Sally and I'd make a call to Jeremiah Hollister, the meanest, angriest, most unreasonable, and most psychotic of all the brothers, and that Dolan prick would be just a memory and a couple of anonymous bloodstains somewhere deep in Bad Indian Woods.
"Thank you for being here, Frankie!" she murmured, "I never needed you so much as just now, I love you baby, and thank you for making Joey and me safe!" She wiped her eyes and then looked curiously at me.
"Why are you here, baby?"she asked, and I took a deep breath.
"Sally, I've...I have a girl, she's perfect, she loves me, I love her, and we want to get married!"
Sarah's eyes lit up a she smiled at me.
"Oh Baby, I'm so happy for you! What's she like, who is she, when do I get to meet her?"
I drew another deep breath; this was it.
"She's in the car, I asked her to wait while I took care of your...visitor, wait there and I'll go get her!"
I went to the front door and opened it, beckoning Kat inside. She joined me on the porch, trembling but resolute. I took her hand and caressed her cheek.
"Are you ready, baby-girl?" I asked her, and Kat's chin lifted bravely as she nodded. "Fine, then let's do this!" I smiled, and led her inside.
Sarah smiled in welcome as she saw our little sister, and looked at the front door questioningly, waiting for this mysterious girl of mine to appear. When I closed the door, Sarah raised her eyebrow, her smile even more puzzled.
"Well, where is she, baby and what's Kat doing here?"
Kat and I exchanged glances, and she took my hand, holding herself close to me.
Sarah's eyes narrowed.
"Frank, what's going on, where's this girl of yours?" she demanded, her voice tinged with suspicion.
I held up our joined hands, and looked directly at her.
"Right here, Sally. Kat and me...we've...found what we want, and that's each other, and we want to be together. I know you'll probably think it's wrong, but this is how we feel, and what we both want. Help us, Sally, please, help us find a way to be together!"
Sarah backed away from us, her hand to her mouth and a look of horror on her face, and when I made to move toward her, she backed away even further, her hand held up as though warding me off as she leaned back, increasing the space between us even more.
"No, no, no, no, no, you can't be serious, no, this is not happening, this is a joke, both of you, say it's a joke!" she pleaded, her face hardening when I shook my head. When I made to move toward her again, she backed away some more, until her back was against the wall.
"Don't touch me, don't you touch me!" she flared. "How can you stand there and tell me you want this? It's disgusting, it's wrong, you're her brother, you're not supposed to want your sister like...that, no, don't...touch me, I feel sick, you make me sick, both of you! Get out of my house, get out, get out of here!"
She was almost screaming, her eyes blazing again, this time in revulsion and anger, and Kat looked at me in horror; this wasn't how it was supposed to go; Sally was supposed to show us how to make this work, to help us because we needed our big sister, not reject us out of hand! With a strangled sob she fled, with me in hot pursuit. She jumped back into the car and slammed the door, to sit with her head bowed in her hands, her shoulders shaking. I didn't know what to do; Kat was crying, and Sarah was furious, I needed both of them right now, but Kat needed me, so I climbed in next to her and started the car.
I drove away from Sarah's house convinced I'd never see or hear from her again, she was so incandescently angry and disgusted with us, and my eyes stung with tears for both of them; for Kat and the hurt and rejection she was feeling, and Sarah for the burden we'd dumped on her by telling her about us, and for driving her away from us forever.
I drove aimlessly, on full autopilot, seeing only the expression of disgust on Sarah's face, her tawny eyes blazing golden with anger and outrage, but gradually heading out of town, until I saw the sign for the Dew Drop Inn, and pulled into the parking lot on impulse; I didn't feel like going home just then; Sarah was quite capable of coming down there to beard us again, and I didn't have any stomach for that kind of fight just now; all I wanted to do was hold Kat and try and make it right for her again.
The Desk Clerk handed me the room keys with only the minimal amount of leering at Kat, although I have to say, she did look more than delicious; she was wearing a tight black pencil skirt, nude seamed stockings and black stiletto's, and a short-sleeved teal-green silk blouse that set off her pale skin and tumbled cascade of blazing red hair to a T; with her tiny waist and clearly defined, tight little ass in that skirt, she looked like she'd stepped off the set of a movie from Hollywood's Golden Age, and in spite of what had just happened, I could feel myself wanting her all over again.
Once we were in the room, which was clean, with fresh sheets, for a change, Kat let herself go, sobbing hysterically as she clung to me, and I held her close, rocking her and crooning to her just like I had when she was small, while I tried to figure out what to do next. Whatever we did, it looked like Sarah was out of the picture, which meant Kat and I were on our own, and I didn't know what to do next.
Kat eventually stopped crying, but she still clung to me, perhaps because I was her most enduring symbol of care and comfort from her earliest days, but it was nice for me too, no matter what her reasons. After her sobs died away to the occasional sniff, she suddenly swung herself up onto my lap, and wrapped her arms around my neck as she buried her face in my neck. I had been rubbing her back as I soothed her, but now it felt different, somehow my soothing and calming my little sister had become sexier and it was getting to me. Kat wiggled on my lap as the evidence began to make itself felt, and her cheek against my neck had somehow become her lips as she kissed me softly, gentle little pecks as I smoothed my hands over her.
"Frankie, what do we do now?" she whispered between kisses, and I had to think on my feet; I'd had no plan as such, other than to get Sarah to give me a way forward.
"Baby, we're on our own, I think that's obvious. We should leave Springfield; too many people here know us for there to be any chance of a life together, so we'll just have to sell-up, find jobs somewhere far away from here, and make up our own life. I'm sorry baby, I thought it would turn out okay, I thought Sally...I'm sorry...!"
My voice cracked as the sudden loss and desolation hit me; we really were on our own now, and Kat sat bolt upright, her hands suddenly cradling my face.
"Frankie, you still have me, and I have you. Mom's gone, daddy's gone, Joe's gone, and now Sarah and Joey are gone, and it's just you and me left, but we're all we need, baby! You'll be my family, and I'll be yours, and we'll make our family work somehow, have faith, baby, we'll get past this!"
With that she kissed me, all rational thought suddenly fleeing as the full impact of that kiss hit me; my Kat certainly knew how to power-kiss! It obviously had an effect on her too, as she slid off my lap and reached behind to unzip her skirt. As soon as she did, she began sliding it down, with me appreciating just how tight that pencil skirt really was by the gyrations of her hips as she wriggled while tugging it down, Certain other parts of me had also taken full heed of the floorshow, and the constriction in my shorts was almost painful as Kat wriggled and shimmied in front of me, her skirt finally slipping off to reveal she was wearing a garter belt matching her tiny green silk panties.
I pulled her close to me, my hands automatically slipping around to cup and squeeze her taut little cheeks, my fingers slipping into the warm tight crease between those luscious little globes. Kat shimmied against me again, grinning as I nuzzled her pert little breasts, still concealed behind her silk blouse and bra.



Kat kissed the top of my head, then leaned back slightly to unbutton her blouse, sliding it off her milky shoulders and tossing it onto the chair, on top of her skirt. Her bra matched her panties and garter belt, and, with her beautiful features, clear, porcelain skin, and cascade of vivid red hair, she looked like a model from the Fredericks of Hollywood catalog; svelte, classy, and drop-dead gorgeous.
I was lost in wonder that this beautiful girl had lived under my nose for all these years, and that something so lovely could even be bothered to say 'Good Morning' to me, let alone pledge herself so completely to me.
"Frankie, hello, Earth to Frankie, are you receiving?" I heard her voice as though from a distance, snapping me out of my reverie.
"Do you want to help me get out of these things or not, baby?" she smiled, her arms already behind her, ready to unhook her bra. Of course I leaped to her assistance, what true gentleman wouldn't? Besides, this was my present, I was going to unwrap it my way! I stood up and slid my arms around her, gently unhooking the bra, Kat sliding the straps off her shoulders and wriggling slightly to let the garment drop to the floor.
She then rested one foot on the bed and grinned at me, until I realised she was waiting for me to unclip the garter belt from her stockings. I obliged, of course, anything to touch and hold those taut, smooth thighs again. Kat smiled secretly at me as she slid her stocking off, before putting the other foot on the bed for me to unclip the garter belt again, and once again slowly pulled off the stocking. I pulled her close and kissed her as I unhooked the garter belt from around her waist and let it drop, and now she was standing in front of me in just her skimpy little green silk bikini panties.
"Your turn, baby!" she grinned, and I suddenly realised I'd stripped her but was still fully clothed myself. Kat giggled and loosened my tie, pulling it off over my head and throwing it over her shoulder, then slowly worked her way down my shirt buttons, pulling my shirt out of my pants and pushing it back over my shoulders. I pulled off my undershirt, leaving me standing in my pants, socks and shoes. I quickly lost those, leaving Kat the pleasure of yanking down my shorts and fondling my very engorged cock.
Still grinning, she led me to the bed, which I was gratified to see actually had clean sheets and pillowcases, and climbed on to kneel and pose for me, her arms behind her neck to thrust her breasts out at me. I looked at her in astonishment; she was absolutely gorgeous, and, in that pose, unutterably sexy; whatever else happened to us, I knew I'd made the right choice when it came to the woman I loved. Kat smiled at me as I stared at her like some slack-jawed hayseed, completely bowled over by just how stunning she was; the faint blue tracery of veins just visible through the translucent skin of her pouting little breasts, her large, smouldering green eyes and long sooty lashes, her hair a tumbled riot of burnished copper over her shoulder, glowing against her milky-white skin, and her softly pink nipples dancing with her every movement.
"Come here, Frankie, be what I want, be my husband!" she whispered, her emerald eyes glowing with an inner light, and I was helpless to resist; she'd caught me with that one word; husband. I wanted more than anything in the world to be just that, to keep her always, to be husband, lover, brother, best friend, all the things she needed or could ever want from me.
In a trance I climbed on to the bed, my hands slipping around her as shoe folded her arms around my neck, pulling me closer, her eyes fixed on mine as she molded into me, her skin warm and soft and silky, sparkling with life and the love of life. Kat looked up into my eyes and winked as she smiled at me.
"Love you, husband!" she whispered, then her lips were on mine, and once again I felt myself falling into her, lost in the wonder of her, our kiss lasting a million years or more.
As we kissed, we rolled until I was in top of her, and it seemed the most natural thing in the world for my aching cock to slip into her, Kat gasping as my girth stretched her open once again, then instinct took over, Kat bucking her hips up to meet my thrusts as I pumped into her, both of us straining and flexing together as we pleasured each other, and ourselves; my cock had never seemed harder, my excitement more durable, as when we made love that night, endless variations as we experimented with positions, with techniques, with our fingers, lips, tongues and teeth to explore each other, to try and discover what the other liked the most; it was a battle, of sorts, but not for dominance, rather, to see who could excite and stimulate the other more, to see who could gratify the other more.
Eventually Kat slid off me, my cock throbbing and unfulfilled, with a look of pure wickedness in her eyes.
"Lie back, Frankie, you're going to love this!" she slurred, her expression sly, sexy, enigmatic, and I slumped back, trying to guess what she was planning on unleashing on me.
Kat knelt between my legs and slowly licked the length of my cock, coating it in her saliva, paying particular attention to the crown, where she lavished even more saliva, slathering it. I was wondering why the sloppy blow-job, when suddenly she answered all my questions; turning around and throwing a leg over me, Kat straddled me in a classic 'Reverse Cow-girl', and began gyrating her hips while holding my straining cock, rubbing her tight pink little knot of a rosebud with a slim finger, dipping that same finger into her pussy and trailing it back across her anus, wetting herself until she finally slipped her finger inside herself.
I could see her in the dresser mirror, her eyes were closed as she went into her own world, her face serene and relaxed, her soft lips parted as she pleasured herself. Her finger returned continually to her little honey-pot, drawing more of her juices out of herself to rub and slip into her tight little rosebud. As I watched, she slid another finger in, two fingers now rubbing in and out of her tight hole, her expression in the mirror now almost ecstatic as she frigged her anus.
My cock was straining for release at this erotic display, but Kat seemed to have forgotten me as she pleasured herself. How wrong I was.
Just as I was ready to groan in frustration, Kat looked back over her shoulder at me, grinning minxily and flexing her cute buns at me, and then she took hold of me and slowly, agonisingly slowly, rubbed my slick cockhead over her little pink anus. My eyes flew open as I dared to hope she might really do what I thought she was leading up to.
Kat grinned at me and rose up slightly, and slowly pushed herself down on me, the pressure on my cockhead almost unbearable as she pushed her weight down on my cock, forcing me into her tight asshole. As she did, through the sensations ringing in my head, I realised she was muttering and gasping softly to herself.
"Oh God, oh my God, ooooh Jesus, that hurts, ooohhh...!"
All I could focus on was the hot, wet pressure on my cock, the feeling of my head being squeezed so tightly, when suddenly the head popped through her ring and her anus snapped tight around my cockshaft as I slid past her ring.
Kat gave a whistling moan as I slid into her, forcing herself all the way down on me until I was in her to the hilt, her gorgeous little ass-globes quivering and her chest heaving as she adjusted to the feel of my cock buried inside her tight, velvety little ass. Finally she leaned back and wiped her face, and I realised with a shock she was wiping her eyes as well; ramming herself down onto me like that must have really hurt her!
"Kat, baby, if you don't..." I began, to stop short as she looked back at me and smiled, her face composed and her eyes clear.
"I want this Frankie, I want to do this, so are you gonna fuck me or not?" she grinned, wriggling on top of me and clamping momentarily around me, making my cock jump.
"Aaahhh, yeah, like that baby!" she moaned, leaning forward to rest her hands on my thighs as her buttocks slid up to allow me to see her hole stretched so obscenely around my stiff cock; how I didn't come at that sight I'll never know, it was so fucking erotic, as well as downright pornographic!
I began thrusting up into her as she pumped down onto me, my hands finding her hips and holding her in place as we humped together, Kat pummelling her sweet little ass up and down on my throbbing cock. At some point, she decided to lay back, lying full length on me, her legs on either side of my hips as my hands found her breasts and squeezed her nipples in time to my thrusts into her ass, savouring each little "oh...oh...oh...!" as I shoved myself into her.
Kat, in the meantime, was rubbing her little snatch, teasing herself as I bit her neck and shoulder (but gently, oh so gently!) and squeezed her solid nipples, and when my hand drifted down to join hers, slipping my fingers in and out of her as I grazed and lightly caressed her clitoris, she came with a gasping scream, her back arching as her pussy clamped down on my invading fingers.
As her pussy convulsed, her ass squeezed me tighter than ever before, and that was my cue. I pulled her legs up and grabbed hold of her ass cheeks, holding her ass as I squeezed and clenched those delectable globes, my hands feasting on her satiny ass as I hammered into her, until it was finally all too much for me, and I came with a roar, my hands holding her ass cheeks apart as I exploded deep inside her, my sperm jetting out of me to bathe her interior in jet after jet of creamy heat. Kat convulsed, screaming my name, orgasm possessing her once again at the feel of me unloading so copiously inside her.
At last I stopped pounding my sperm into her; she'd taken every drop I had, and as I rolled onto my side, heart hammering like it was going to burst, I slowly slid from her, Kat once again convulsing as yet another orgasm ripped and blazed through her, making her gasp and call my name.
Eventually her storm calmed too, and she lay against me, murmuring contentedly as she gently ground herself against me as we spooned, exhausted but very, very satisfied. I supposed she was as ragged-out as I was, but then I felt her small hand gently rubbing up and down the arm I had around her.
"Frankie," she murmured, "Was that good for you, baby? Did I do it properly?"
I nibbled her ear, making her giggle.
"Baby, that was...that was...fucking amazing! Where the hell did you learn how to do that?" I breathed in her ear, and even with my face buried in her neck, I could feel her grin.
"Jojo told me how to do it! She said if you do it right, it's mind-blowing, but all I know is; I never came like that before!"
I grinned into her ear, mentally tipping my hat to 'Jojo', thanking her for the most erotically supercharged moment of my entire life to date!
With me fondling her, and Kat murmuring as she gently writhed and wriggled against me, time seemed to fly past, until I realised I had to get her home; it was too late now for Sarah to come out to the house and start anything, and I needed a change of clothes for work, so, somewhat reluctantly, I roused Kat and dragged her into the shower with me.
The powerful spray soon woke us up completely, and once we'd removed all traces of what we'd been doing, Kat insisted on washing my cock slowly and with great attention to detail (little minx!), while I counted and re-counted the tiles in the cubicle to prevent the male reflex, something she was trying so hard to kick-start!
We made it out of the shower without any further slippery games, and I was sitting on the bed doing up my tie when there was a soft knock on the door. Kat froze, then scooted onto the bed next to me, her eyes wide and frightened.
"Who is it?" I called out, and after a pause;
"Babies, it's me, it's Sally, we need to talk, and I want...I want to say I'm sorry!"
I could hear the sadness in her voice, so, with a quick glance at Kat, who bit her lip but nodded, I crossed the room and opened the door. Sarah was standing there, and strangely, so was Max Donnelly. I stood aside and gestured that they come in. I looked quizzically at Sarah, wondering why Max was with her, and indicated she take a seat.
"Frank, Kat, I...I wanted to say I'm sorry for going off at you like that. I have no excuse, I should have listened, we're family, and family comes first; I'm sorry babies..."
At the mention of family Kat's ears pricked up, my run-in with Steve Dolan and his threats to Sally obviously looming in her mind.
"Sally, where's Joey?" she asked, worry and concern in her voice and expression.
Max grinned.
"Don't worry, Caitlin, my Mary's looking after him; he's a lovely kid, I think she's in love! Sarah told me how that little son of a bitch threatened her, if young Frank there hadn't kicked his ass, there's a couple dozen people I know who would have, me included! Joey's fine, you couldn't get him away from Mary with a towin' chain!"
Sarah was looking at me sorrowfully, but without reproach or disgust, and my heart broke for her as I realised how she must feel, the shock she must have felt when we dropped our bombshell on her. Sarah finally forced her face into something resembling its normal lines, and squared her shoulders.
"Okay Frank, Kat, why don't you tell me about it, and what your plans are." She said in an almost normal voice, but I could see what it was costing her.
Kat looked at me, nodded slightly and turned back to Sarah.
"Sally, I don't know where to begin; I've always known how I felt about Frankie; he was always my rock and my best friend, he looked after me, he looked out for me, and I've always felt he was more than just my big brother; I love him, Sal, I always have. Please don't hate me, I didn't mean to hurt you, I don't want to hurt anyone, but I need Frankie, and he needs me, and we both need you, don't leave us because of this, please!"
She was crying by the time she'd finished, her eyes fixed on Sarah, and for one awful moment I thought Sarah was going to look right through her, get up and walk away from us forever, just abandon us to our fate.
Of course our big sister did none of those things; instead she reached out and pulled her little sister close to her, letting her cry against her shoulder as she rubbed her back and nuzzled her hair, the way she used to when Kat was a little girl. Sarah looked at me.
"And you, Frank, what about you? How do you feel? Talk to me, baby, please!"
I didn't know where to begin, so I started at the beginning, rambling on about how Kat had always been the most important thing in my life, how I'd steered her through the rough patches following all our losses, Joe, then Dad, then Mom, and how she'd always been uppermost in my mind, how I'd worried about her, and also how I'd felt when she began dating, the possessiveness and irrational jealousy, and how I'd finally realised what it meant, culminating in our mutual attraction, and what had happened on her Prom night, only a few days ago, I realized with a slight shock, finally winding down once I got to this evening's confrontation in Sarah's living room. Sarah listened attentively, nodding now and again as something became clear to her, never once letting go of Kat or ceasing stroking her hair or gently rubbing her back.
At that point Max cleared his throat.
"Frank, Caitlin, you do know what you're doing is illegal, right?"
We both nodded, and he grinned wryly.
"So I suppose me telling you to stop isn't really gonna work, is it?"
Again we both nodded, Max grinning as we did.
"Both of you, you look so familiar, and not just because I know you so well; Frank, you're the image of your father, and you, Caitlin, you have Roisian Moran stamped all over you; your grandmother and your aunt Rosie both. I went to school with your parents, with your aunt Rosie, Caitlin, and I put that silver bangle on your wrist the day you were christened, so I think I have the right to speak to you now, not as Frank's boss, not as a family friend, but as family. What you're doing is dangerous; there are people in this town who will use that against you, who have reason to use that against you; you know who I mean, Frank. If word of this gets out, it will be bad, very bad, and will only get worse, for all of you. Sally asked me if I knew of a way to help you; I have one, but you may not like it; in fact I know you won't; I don't, and neither does Sally, but it's the only thing we can do that will keep you both safe."
Kat looked at me in apprehension, then squared her shoulders and lifted her chin to look him squarely in the eye.
"As long as Frankie and I can be together, we can live with it. What's your answer, Uncle Max?"
Max clasped his hands in front of him, looking at the floor, a faraway expression on his face.
"The penalty in this state for In...for what you're doing, is five years on each count, up to ten if the female is under 21, so you're looking at a possible seven to ten for each count they choose to charge you with; that's a lot of jail time, Frank, so you have to go; you can't be together here. We have a new office just opened out of state, they're in dire need of a good B2B sales manager, I mentioned you before to Human Resources when the vacancy first came up, they thought you were a good fit, now it looks like fate's taken a hand, so the job's yours if you decide to take it. The salary is pretty good, there's a pretty generous relocation assistance package, and the company will pay for your basic accommodation for up to 90 days, which should give you time to find a place of your own."
Kat looked at him, her lip quivering.
"Where...where is this job, Uncle Max?"
Max looked up, but not at her, rather he looked over her shoulder, fixing his gaze on the wall.
"Santa Clara...in the San Francisco Bay Area..."
Kat gasped, her hand flying to her mouth as she looked in shock at Sarah, who sat with her face expressionless, no flicker of emotion on her face.
"California...Frankie, no, it's the other side of the country, how can we...Sally...Joey...!"
I was in shock too; even though I agreed with Max that we couldn't stay here and be safe, to suddenly up-stakes and go all the way to the west coast...!
"Take it, Frank!" hissed Sarah, "You'll never be safe here, not after today, not after what you did to that filthy bastard, they'll find out about you somehow, and then...then...!" two big tears rolled down her cheek, but she dashed them away.
"I don't want you to go, I need you, both of you, you're all I have left of Mom and Dad, and Papa Mike, but I have to think of Joey as well as you; somehow, some way, those slimy Dolan bastards will find a way to get at you, I'm scared they'll try and do it through my baby, so I have to ask you to go!"
I looked at Max, trying to see my dad's best friend, not the man who was helping to break up my family ("but you did that Frankie-boy", a small voice crowed relentlessly in the back of my mind, "this is your fault, boy, this is what it costs to drop your pants and drag your sister into bed...")
"When do they want me to start, Max?" I asked, dreading the answer he would give, but when he did answer, it was even worse than I feared.
"Monday, Frank, they'll want you there first thing Monday morning!"
Kat gasped, her head snapping round to look in anguish at Sally, a low keening rising in her throat.
"NO, that's only five days away! Sally, I don't want this, please, I want to stay with you, don't make me..."
Sarah took her by her arms, then gently but firmly held her chin, stopping her head as she shook it repeatedly in an emphatic 'no' gesture.
"Stop it baby, stop it! Listen to me! You have to go, you have to get away from here before they find out how easy it would be to destroy you. You'll be fine, baby, I promise you, Frankie will be there for you, and with you gone, Joey and I will be safe; Max and the boys will look out for us, and there's always the Hollister boys to keep Steve Dolan in line; Jonah's an old friend of mine, if I need him, I know how to get hold of him in a hurry, but as long as you're here, we'll never be safe; that piece of garbage will find a way to get back at us through you, so this is the only way to protect everyone. Do it for me, baby, if you're safe somewhere far from here, out of reach of those vermin, Joey and I'll be safe too, I promise!"



Much as I hated the thought of leaving, I knew she was right; the Dolan family was widespread through the state, in positions of power and influence at all levels; Steve's arrogance and sense of entitlement was a common trait shared by all of them, and when circumstances dictated, they'd band together, just like the pack of hyenas they were. Sarah was right; we had to go, and the sooner the better.
Max caught my eye, and I nodded at him, letting him know I was ready. He leaned over and gently disengaged Kat from Sarah, his arm around her like dad used to do.
"Caitlin, your daddy and Frank's daddy were my oldest and best friends, and I love you both like my own kidsr; it pains me and Aunt Mary to let you go like this, but you know I wouldn't lie to you. This is the best way, baby-girl, this is how you protect yourself, and how you protect Frank, and Sally and Joey too, so I'm asking you to be strong for your family. I need you to be strong for Frank, to take care of him, to be his family and his friend, will you do that for me?"
Kat stared at him, her lip trembling, then squared her shoulders and smiled tremulously, nodding her agreement.
"I will, Uncle Max, I promise!"
*
We left two days later; Kat and I packed what we could of our own stuff, and as many mementoes and reminders of Mom and dad as we could, and in a frenzy of picture-taking, captured Joey and Sarah in a whole series of frozen moments, something for us to look at when we were so far away. Sarah helped us pack, although, to be honest, I did most of the packing; Sarah and Kat spent most of their remaining time together hugging and crying, and cuddling little Joey, who seemed to pick up on our sadness. I tried not to watch them together, otherwise I'd have pushed my way into the middle of that and spent all my time crying with them too.
At last the car was filled with our indispensable things; everything else would be packed by Max and his boys, and on the advice of Max, we arranged for shippers based in Phoenix to collect it all for transhipment to Reno, and then another shipper to collect and deliver it all to us once we had a place of our own; we daren't use any of the local movers, they all had some kind of connection to the Dolan clan and we couldn't afford to have any hint of where we'd gone leak back to that den of jackals.
Max would handle the sale of the house; we gave him power of attorney, and that, more than anything else, signified the end of our lives here and the breaking of our ties to Springfield; this was my father's house, my sole remaining link with both my real father and the man who took his place in my life and in my heart, my mom, Joe, all the family we'd loved and lost. Now we were truly fragmented. Kat felt it even more keenly; she adamantly refused to look at the house as we drove away, knowing full well her last link too with Dad and Mom was gone now.
**********
Part 2:
The wicked is driven away in his wickedness: but the righteous hath hope in his death - Proverbs 14:32
**********
The drive took two days; we only ever stopped for gas, food, or sleep, anxious to get it over with; Kat was silent for the first day, her head turned away from me, and her eyes hooded behind sunglasses; I thought she was asleep most of the time, and then I finally saw the wetness on her cheeks. Stopping to comfort her only burst the dam as she sobbed uncontrollably. She wasn't excited in the slightest to be moving to California, she was going into exile with me, or so she felt, only doing this to protect her family, and several times as she cried she almost asked me if we could turn around, go home, go back to how we'd been before we caused such an upheaval in our family.
For her, I would have; the sight of her so obviously heartbroken was doing all kinds of things to me, none of them good. I would have let her go in an instant if it would have healed her wounded heart, no matter what it cost my own, taken her home and tried my best to forget what we'd meant to each other, but when I wavered, Kat rallied back, refusing to let me go, reminding me that we'd promised ourselves to each other, and she'd promised to be there for me no matter what.
My company had secured a furnished, 2nd floor two-bed, one bath apartment for us in Santa Clara, not far from the office; if I felt like it, I could walk there in ten minutes, which suited me; it meant Kat was only ten minutes away at most if she needed me; as an added bonus, and something good for a change, Max's younger sister Shelley, her husband Marty, and their three young teenage daughters lived in Sunnyvale, close to El Camino, and had been told by Max we were on our way, so they were waiting to welcome us to the Bay Area.
Shelley remembered my real father clearly, and she commented how much I looked like him; it was nice to have something from our home so far away , but Kat was a little overwhelmed, especially as she'd been dreading the loneliness and isolation of being new arrivals in a strange town, and
Shelley's motherly concern caught her off-guard.
Shelley hugged her as she started crying, and she and the girls disappeared into one of the bedrooms to commiserate and generally make her feel better, while Marty and I waited for them in the living room.
For my part, I was feeling a little better; at least we weren't completely alone all the way out here on the west coast; I'd been afraid for Kat, wondering how being alone out here would affect her while I was at work, but at least now she'd have someone to pass the time with, go shopping with and talk with on the phone, someone motherly who understood how it was for young girls (and Kat was still that, just a little past eighteen) and take her around and show her the Bay Area.
Marty had just recently started working for the same company I did, in a different section, and we chatted about the company, my role, and made tentative plans to get together the following weekend for a barbeque at their place.
I soon settled into my job; sure, there were the occasional pangs of homesickness, even more so for Kat, but she was a bright, gregarious girl, and she'd soon charmed the neighbors, the local stores, even the drivers on the bus route into San Jose, her favorite shopping spot, especially the Eastridge Mall, with her three favorite stores in the whole world, Macy's, J C Penney, and Sears, and, of course, Victoria's Secret for me!
Kat soon adapted to the Californian laid-back lifestyle, the anonymity and freedom of living in a town where no-one knew you or cared about your business, and the sophisticated, bohemian exuberance of the Bay Area. The first time we went sightseeing in San Francisco, Kat was awestruck by the sights and sounds of San Francisco, Union Square, the gingerbread houses, riding the cable cars for hours on end just for the sheer enjoyment of it, poking into every little shop and boutique on Market Street, and walking across The Golden Gate Bridge, the iconic symbol of California, to view the city from the Marin Headlands, ending the day by pigging-out on the buffalo menu meatball sandwiches in Tommy's Joynt at Van Ness & Geary.
We kept in close contact with Sarah; though we'd made friends, some very good friends, especially Shelley and Marty and their girls, Sarah was still uppermost in our thoughts at all times. For the first year or so, Kat was plagued by bouts of almost crippling homesickness, and though they died away somewhat, they never really went away.
On her 21st birthday, I gave her the present she wanted most of all; a return airline ticket to Springfield. We'd been gone almost three years, so it was time she went home and connected with Sally again. I couldn't go because of work pressure; the company was going through a period of restructuring and I was snowed-under re-organizing my department, so there was too much to do for me to take a vacation, but Kat went home to see Sally, and her beloved little Joey, although he wasn't so little anymore. Joey was almost eight years old now, and the image of my father (and me at the same age), no trace of his worthless father in him, rather a Novak through and through, and already a Little-League and Pee-Wee football star, a taste of things to come.
Kat was away for three weeks, and by the time I collected her from San Francisco International, I was nursing an unfeasibly stiff and quite unbelievable erection, not helped by the sight of her slinking through 'Arrivals' looking like a vampy, trampy, femme-fatale, complete with Hermes scarf knotted elegantly around her neck, Pilot sunglasses, "Fuck-Me" ankle boots with teetering stiletto heels, skin-tight black leather mini-skirt, and a designer black leather jacket with a bandeau top on underneath, with her glorious, vivid copper hair cascading over her shoulder; heads were turning as this vision glided through the Arrivals lounge, pulled off her sunglasses, and glued her face to mine, the nearness and smell of her taking my already throbbing cock to new heights of arousal, something she noticed right away.
"Oh my, Frankie, I do believe you've got a present for me!" she grinned impishly, grinding herself against me for emphasis, watching as my eyes briefly crossed. With that she laughed, kissed me again and took my hand to lead me to the parking lot.
Getting home seemed to take forever; the traffic in Millbrae seemed to be going out of its way to prevent me getting to I-280 for the Lawrence Expressway and downtown Santa Clara. At last, however, we managed to get clear of the snarl of traffic in Millbrae and made good time home. Kat insisted I hand her out of the car, her sunglasses back on and her lips startlingly red against the porcelain whiteness of her skin, her scarf once more carelessly tied around her white throat, and her hair a cascading riot of scarlet; the sight of her taut ass quivering as she shook her hair out sent shockwaves up and down my surging cock.
I don't think I ushered her indoors with unseemly haste, but my hands were under her skirt and squeezing her ass before I'd even got the door closed! Kat was just as hungry, her leg wrapping around mine as she ground her panty-clad pussy against my giant economy-size erection, both of us panting into each other's mouths as we kissed so hard I thought we'd split our lips; we'd never been apart more than two days in the last three years, and it showed!
"Bedroom...!" she groaned between feverish kisses, and I obliged, lifting her so her legs were wrapped around my waist, but never once breaking our lip-lock, and carried her into the bedroom and collapsing onto our Queen-sized bed, my hands holding her delicious little buttocks as Kat continued to rain kisses on my lips, my face, my throat, everywhere she could reach. I hooked her panties and began to slide them down, intending to do what I always did as a prelude to fucking my sister; I wanted to taste her, I wanted to soak her pussy with my tongue, I wanted to make her scream as she orgasmed on my tongue, but Kat was in no mood for foreplay.
"No, Frankie, fuck me, fuck me hard, Oh God Frankie, three weeks, I thought I'd explode, just do it to me now, I want you inside me now!" she muttered in my ear while nibbling my earlobe. Never one to disappoint a lady, I slid upright and yanked my polo shirt off, laid down flat and kicked off my slacks, and toed-off my shoes and socks, leaving only my shorts on, with a massive tent in the front letting Kat know what she was doing to me, just in case she was unclear!
She got it right away, her eyes glinting as she yanked her mini-skirt off, unzipping and shrugging-off her leather jacket, and pulling her top off in one smooth move, allowing me to see once again her beautiful little pink-tipped breasts. That was all I needed; with an inarticulate growl I lunged for her, Kat shrieking as I grabbed her and rolled over so she was on top of me, pressed flat against me as we kissed wildly.
My cock felt three sizes bigger than normal after begging me for her for three weeks, and Kat obviously felt my need, no doubt matched by her own, as she straddled me, and with no further ceremony, slid herself down onto my stiff cock, hissing in satisfaction as she sank down on me until her bare little pussy was rubbing against the mat of hair at the base of my cock.
As she slid down she began screwing her hips from side to side, fucking me as I lay supine, totally enthralled by the sight of her gyrating above me, her fingers pinching and squeezing her nipples as she rocked back and forth on me. My hands slid around her hips, holding her to me as I began to push up against her as she ground against me, both of us straining and pumping as we relieved the tension and build-up of need over the last three weeks.
Kat suddenly stiffened, her eyes tight shut as her orgasm rose up and blasted through her, her body quivering and shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure swept through her, and her pussy clamped down tight around me, the sudden, delicious constriction setting me off, and I shouted out loud as I exploded inside her, pulse after pulse of sperm rocketing into her depths.
The feel of me exploding inside her obviously triggered another massive blast of pleasure, as she screamed piercingly as once again orgasm took her to a new height of pleasure. The convulsions in her pussy nibbled and sucked at me, milking every last drop of sperm out of me, until I slumped back, more dead than alive, as reaction to our mind-blowing mutual orgasm set in.
Kat slumped down on top of me, her sweet-smelling hair in a cloud about my face as she rested her head in the hollow of my neck, my cock still embedded balls-deep in her as our thundering hearts slowed together, and our racing pulses slowed to something more like normal. It felt like heaven to me, to lie there with my arms around the sweetest, most beautiful girl I'd ever known, and she was mine; life just couldn't get any better than this.
Kat lay atop me for a while longer, slowly squirming and stretching, and making little liquid cat-like sounds as my cock finally shrank from her. By now she'd have said something, and I started to grow a little concerned that she seemed to be avoiding looking at me. At last I couldn't stand the suspense any longer.
"Kat, what is it, there's something wrong isn't there?"
Her head popped up and a look almost of guilt flashed across her face, and my heart sank as I jumped to all sorts of conclusions. She'd met someone else, or she'd been with someone else, or she was leaving me for someone else, or she was just leaving me, period, and this had been my goodbye, mercy fuck before breaking the news to me, she was going...
Kat saw all this in my eyes, confusion now showing in hers.
"Frankie, what's wrong, talk to me, Frankie!" she whispered, suddenly looking as panicked as I felt.
"Why don't you tell me, Kat!" I husked, fearing the worst, but needing to hear it anyway. Kat looked at me strangely at my words, tears suddenly brimming in her eyes.
"Don't hate me, baby, please...!" she began, and my world dipped and spun as I knew what she was going to say next; I was right, here came the worst news I never thought I'd hear..."
"Frankie, Sarah took me to the doctor while I was there, Oh Frankie, I didn't know, please, don't hate me for this, I know we always said...!"
I cut across her almost harshly.
"What's his name, Kat, tell me that at least!"
Kat looked at me strangely.
"Doctor Fuller, who else, Frankie?"
I was aghast; he was at least 65, an old man; she was leaving me for an old man. I laughed harshly.
"I hope you're both happy together, for however long it lasts!"
Now it was Kat's turn to look at me in complete incomprehension.
"Baby, what the hell are you talking about?" she demanded, and I grinned mirthlessly.
"You...and that old geezer...what a joke!"
Now Kat was starting to look annoyed.
"Frankie, just what the fuck are you talking about? Answers, now, Novak!"
I looked into her deep, lush, limpid green eyes, storing the memory for when she was gone, not that I needed to; those eyes were imprinted on my soul. I drew a deep breath, steadying myself to say the words I never thought I'd ever hear.
"You're leaving me; you came home to get your stuff, and now you're going back to Springfield, to...him...!" I choked, unable to continue.
Kat's eyes narrowed dangerously, then suddenly widened in shock as she realised what I'd just said.
"Frankie, oh God, no, no, no, no! Baby, I can't leave you, I love you, where did you ever get...?"
Now it was my turn to look shocked.
"But you said...it sounded like...I thought you...oh God, come here!"
I gathered her in to me, holding her as tight as I could as I let all the fear and loss drain out of me; she wasn't leaving me! Thank you, God, Thank You!
Kat was hugging herself to my neck, her lips buried in the hollow of my neck, and I could feel her trembling.
"Frankie, why did you think I was leaving you? How could you ever think I'd leave you? I told you once that you were all I ever wanted, that hasn't changed, what were you thinking, baby, what did I say to make you...?"
I was feeling too happy to feel foolish, although that would probably come later.
"Baby-Girl, you asked me not to hate you, that's like the classic first line of a 'Dear John'; I thought you were home to give me one last fling, get your stuff and go..."
Kat rose up, her forearms resting on my chest so she was looking me in the eyes again, her eyes clouded, worried, scared.
"Frankie, I don't want you to hate me, but I'm so afraid you will after you hear what I tell you. I know we said we'd wait, I know you'd like us to have our own place, not this rented apartment, but it's too late. I was sick back home, so Sally took me to see Doctor Fuller, and he did some tests. Frankie, I'm sorry, I know what we said, that we had plenty of time, but that's all changed now; baby, I'm pregnant...!"
I could have smacked myself on the head like one of the Three Stooges; of course! Doctor Fuller, Mom's gynaecologist! Now I really felt stupid; two seconds later what she said actually hit me; we were pregnant!
Kat was looking at me apprehensively, chewing her lip in a completely adorable and overpoweringly sexy way, smiling tentatively as I grinned happily at her.
"Cammere, you!" I growled, pulling her closer so I could kiss her properly, and maybe bite her adorable lip as well, just a little...
She pulled away from me to look deeply into my eyes, her own emerald eyes darkening to grass-green as she looked searchingly into mine. I always knew Kat's mood from the color of her eyes, right now she was scared and apprehensive, so I pulled her in and held her tight as I did my best to kiss her fears away.
"Are you angry, Frankie? I know we agreed, and I didn't mean..." she began, but I kissed her and stopped that line there and then. When we finally broke apart, I held her close to me as we talked. We talked about Mom, about Dad, Sally, Joe, little Joey, family, reminding ourselves about our family, and now the thought of the new life beginning right here, our own little family growing day by day.
I did everything to allay her fears, because I really did want a family, with her, when she was ready; that had been my only reason for stipulating that we wait, that Kat had to be ready to take that on. She was obviously ready for it; as we talked I saw how her hand curled protectively around her smooth, flat belly, already unconsciously protecting that little spark of life glowing in there.
After that, life became normal, for us, anyway, or as normal as it could be, given our relationship; quickie courthouse wedding in Lake Tahoe, new home, mortgage, job, all the things you'd expect of a young suburban couple just starting their family. The day Kat found out she was having twins was a Red-Letter day for us, and the scan printout, with the two little hearts clearly visible, and the twin heart traces superimposed one on top of the other, is still my most treasured and carefully-kept possession, even after all these years.



We still kept in close touch with Sally; Joey was growing to be everything Joe would have been proud of, no matter who his real father was, and another snippet that concerned me at first, but I followed Sally's lead in this particular case. Steve Dolan had shown he'd inherited all the business acumen his forebears had in such great measure. He'd rebuilt his part of the family's business empire from the chaotic, almost bankrupt shambles his drunk of a father had left it in, turning around the problems caused by Jerry Dolan and becoming, at a commendably early age, the wealthiest man in Springfield, and one of the richest men in the state, with a chain of huge hardware super-stores across the Southwest.
However, the stories we'd heard all those years ago about how he treated his son were borne out by, of all people, Sally, who'd somehow wrapped herself around Dolan's boy and taken him to her heart. She was obviously deeply taken with him, as was Joey, and from what Sally told us, Joey took extra care of his young half-brother, even though he was unaware of the relationship; he just knew and understood almost instinctively that young Robbie was special and needed protecting, and he stepped up; like I said, a boy for Joe to be proud of.
And so it went, my babies growing into tough, hard-headed, smart, spiky, erratic, brilliant, maddening, unpredictable and absolutely adorable miniatures of Kat, their Moran blood showing in every line and aspect of them. And then, one day, when Moira and Morag were just about 10 or so, I got a call from Sally that was going to change our lives. I'd just come in from a long and hectic day in the office, the girls were in the midst of one of their daily, never-ending territorial disputes, the central air was playing up, no joke in the South Bay in summer, and Kat had a splitting headache from the heat, trying to locate a repairman who'd come out at such short notice, and constantly dealing with our touchy pair of green-eyed monsters, when Sally called.
"Frank, I need a favor, and I need it quick. Young Robbie Dolan's finally told that pack of swamp rats he calls a family what he thinks of them, and he's here with me. Frank, the boy needs help; his pig of a father's denied him any help, all his life, they've given him nothing, not a damn thing; everything he owns in the world is here in one ratty old holdall! He got a scholarship but he had to turn it down because his father refused to help him with living expenses, just flat-out refused; the bastard claimed they had nothing to spare for him, after buying that worthless tramp daughter of theirs a new car and a trip to Europe. Frank, the poor boy needs someone to give him a chance at a life; he's a lovely kid, he's just like Joey in so many ways, and it breaks my heart to see him left out once again; he deserves a break too, just a chance to make something of himself. I know how smart he is, he knows everything there is to know about game software, Joey says he's a genius, apparently the University of California thought so, too, do you know anyone there in Silicon Valley who might be able to help him?"
As it happened, I did; my good friend and fellow A's fan, Steve Vargas, who owned a small but influential and highly respected game software company in Palo Alto, not too far from our home. I gave him a call and asked him to at least talk to the boy; he agreed, we made the call, the rest you know.
When Robbie came to stay with us, I was struck firstly at how much, from certain angles, he resembled Joey (that would be the legacy of their pig of a father), but also how many of Angie Raynes' features he had; she was always a looker, even if I did consider her the Queen Bitch of the Western World, and Robbie had inherited a fair portion of her looks; the next thing was how soft-spoken, diffident, and humble he was; I guess a lifetime of being nothing and nobody had given him zero expectations, but worst of all, no detectable sense of self-worth; it seemed he'd learned to live with it, but it wrenched at Kat's heart, though.
This boy was her own close kin, and she couldn't tell him, but I could see after only a few days she was completely in love with him, as were the girls; for them, he'd gone from being houseguest, to trusted friend, to big brother in just a few days, probably because there was absolutely no pretence or guile in him, and the girls instinctively fell in love with that aspect of him; the perceptions of the young are uncannily accurate, and it was no trouble at all for them to spot that Robbie was the real thing.
Robbie was honest, helpful, mild, and sweet-natured, unassuming, and smart as a whip, and before he knew it, he was one of our kids, just as much as Moira or Morag, never mind that he was almost eight years older than them. The sight of him sitting with the girls of an evening, after a long day at his new job, patiently teaching them basic calculus, or trigonometry, or algebra, his complete absorption in helping the girls because he wanted to, always brought a lump to my throat, and I'd look up and see Kat also watching him intently, a fond smile on her lips.
The only thing about him that worried me was his almost complete lack of presence; his entire life he'd been shunned by those who were supposed to love him, and he'd learned early in life that drawing attention to himself wasn't possible in a household where no-one could see him, and so he'd learned how to "switch" himself off; it was a long time before we could get him to join in family activities, as he had no way of relating to them; he'd never been included, so had no real idea how to be included, and it confused him. His relationship with Joey was different, more one-to-one, but I truly believe that it was Kat and the girls who taught him how to venture out of himself.
Socializing with the immediate family was no issue, but taking him anywhere was always fraught with difficulties, as he immediately sank into himself and literally disappeared from view; it took him a long time to un-learn that, and Kat used to regularly curse Steve Dolan and Angel Raynes for turning their only son into a living ghost, a pale shadow of who he should have been.
Her relationship with Robbie was slightly different to mine; in her eyes, Robbie was her boy, she was fiercely adamant about that, and anyone who stepped between them was going down, period; the only people in the entire world she was prepared to share him with were Sarah, the girls, and me. That was the effect that boy had on our family.
As the years progressed, various things happened, some good, some not so good. Casey, Robbie's sister, became involved with him, after she'd spent four years searching for him; she actually came to see us, to tell us what and how she felt, and I had to tip my hat to her for the bravery she showed by doing that; Kat was quite capable of skinning her alive and then slow-roasting her for what she'd done; after all, this was her Robbie we're talking about here! I never commented on what they were doing, not when my own darling wife is also my baby sister, but Casey convinced Kat to let her in and be a part of our family. When that sack of shit Steve Dolan tried to attack Robbie, our boy did to him what I should have all those years ago, he hospitalized the bastard, and when we heard what Steve had been doing to Casey for years, I drank a special toast to Robbie; that was my boy!
In due course Robbie and Casey had a baby, the loveliest little boy I'd ever seen; he looks just like Robbie, and Kat and the girls absolutely worship him; as far as they're concerned he's theirs, Robbie and Casey just get to look after him once in a while! Of course, they also feel like that about Robbie; much as they love and adore Casey, Robbie's theirs, he belongs to them, and they want him back.
All things considered, Robbie and Casey were happy; they loved each other, they had that beautiful boy, and his mom lived near him again. Sarah had met and married my buddy Steve, and had a little girl, Caitlin, a black-haired, flashing-eyed little Sarah lookalike, already a beauty at just two years old. Steve and Sarah lived in Novato, while Joey and Karen and my own great-nephew, little Joey Jr. lived literally around the corner from Robbie up in Daly City, so all the family was still close, and close by if they were needed.
With all this domesticity breaking-out, I was waiting for that call from Robbie, the same one I'd had from a panicked Joey before he got married. Something was up with Robbie, and I thought I knew what it was. In many ways, Robbie and Joey are mirror-images of each other, although they'd both look skeptical if you drew their attention to that fact; they think alike, dress alike, like the same food, the same baseball teams, the same TV shows, have the same sense of humor, and they both even have the same little facial quirks and mannerisms; it wouldn't have surprised me if one day they hadn't married lookalike girls!
So I waited for that call, and sure enough, Joey called me to give me a heads-up, followed a short while later by a call from Robbie. Joey had just needed a little reassurance, that he was up to the job, that he was doing the right thing, that he deserved someone like Karen, and Kat and I were happy to calm him and tell him what he needed to hear. It had been fairly easy; while Joey had never had a father, he'd always been a sporty, outgoing, gregarious and popular boy, worldly, confident, and self-assured, a typical young American male, and boosting his confidence and calming his jitters was accomplished with a pep talk and a couple of beers.
Robbie, on the other hand, was a horse of a different color entirely; he'd never had any positive reinforcement, no strong older male role-model, no-one to show him how to be a married man, or even how to grow into a man, only contempt and neglect, so the boy had learned nothing about how people worked, nothing except what young Joey could show him as they grew and matured together. Steve Dolan should have taken his son in hand, he should have told him things, and shown him by example, but the only thing that sack of shit had ever shown his son was how to be an invisible, valueless nonentity.
Now I had to try and give him the confidence to be what he should be; a man grown, embarking on one of the most important and significant adventures of his life. It was ironic, and not in a good way, either, that the man who was going to try and show him what a father should have, was the man who twice almost killed his father, only drawing back from the brink at the very last second. Something told me this was going to take a little more than just a chat and a couple of Coors...
*
Robbie was a little apprehensive as his uncle and aunt ushered him into the den and waved him onto the couch, after making sure the girls really were gone; they had a talent for eavesdropping and snooping bordering on genius, and it would never do for them to hear any of this. Once they were satisfied the coast was clear, they both sat down, Frank in his favorite recliner, Kat on the couch next to him, his hand in hers.
"So, Robbie, Joey tells me you've got something on your mind. You want to tell me about it, son?" asked Frank.
Robbie looked nervously at Kat, she smiled and nodded.
"Go ahead baby, there's only us here, and nothing you say will ever go outside this room, I promise. Tell us what's troubling you, baby, we only want to help!"
Robbie slid his hand out of Kat's, nervously lacing his fingers together and looking at the floor as he gathered his thoughts, looking for a place to begin. Kat smoothed his hair back out of his eyes, something she'd done a million times before, and the familiarity of the gesture calmed him, reminded him of where he was and who he was with.
"Uncle Frank, Aunt Kat, you know...I...Casey and me...we...we..."
"Calm down, Robbie, take your time, we have as much time as you need, just tell us what's bothering you," smiled Frank, that and the sudden smile from Kat stilling him and letting him once more gather his thoughts.
"Uncle Frank, Aunt Kat, you know Casey and me, we...we want to get married, I asked her to a long time ago, I know she wants to marry me, but...what if I get it wrong? I know who I am, I know who my father is, what if I'm like him, you know, inside, what if all that stuff about the apple not falling far from the tree is true, supposing I ...?"
Frank cut across him at that.
"OK Robbie, that's enough! Listen to me, son, no," as Robbie tried to interject, "hear me out first, Robbie, please!"
Robbie subsided, his face flushed, and Kat leaned closer, suddenly concerned; he looked almost...frightened, yes, frightened, scared; suddenly the confident young man she knew and loved so much was gone, and in his place was the lonely, traumatized outcast he'd been his whole life. Her heart went out to him, and it took a real effort of will to not just gather him in and mother him, hold him close and make the fear go away.
Frank also leaned closer, sitting almost close enough for their knees to touch.
"Robbie, you're not like Steve Dolan, not in any way; I know him, I know him better than you think, and I see nothing of him in you, not one of the things that make him who he is! I know what he did, I know how he treated you, but he also did you the biggest service possible; he made sure you were never going to be like him! Your mom watched over you, she and Joey taught you things, almost without meaning to, about how to be a good person, how to be a kind person, how to be the man you are today; that's who you are! All this stuff about the apple and the tree, that's nonsense, I don't know where you got that from, so just think on this; sometimes old wives tales only exist because old wives had nothing better to do with their time than sit around, spread malicious gossip, and stick pins in people!"
Robbie looked at him in astonishment; he'd never heard that tone or seen that expression before, and he suddenly realised Frank was deadly serious.
"Robbie, you're like my own son; I really wish you were, and I'd never lie to you, so what I'm telling you now is the truth; you can never be like the man your father is, it's not your nature; there's nothing of the Dolan clan in you, and I know that because I know what went into you to make you who you are. Did you ever meet your grandmother, your father's mother?"
Robbie looked completely lost at that question, at the sudden change of subject; why would his grandmother have anything to do with this conversation? He let his puzzlement show in his voice.
"No, Uncle Frank, all I know is she lives back East, in New York State, Albany or Oneonta or somewhere like that. I've never met her."
Frank leaned back slightly, his expression suddenly less serious, and a quick grin quirking the corner of his mouth.
"Oneonta, eh? "Go Outlaws!" Perhaps you should meet her; it would certainly make a lot of things clearer to you."
Now Robbie was really confused.
"Aunt Kat...?"
Kat looked at Frank and saw the small nod, telling her to tell him.
"Two things Robbie, but before I say anything I want your solemn promise you won't say anything, to anyone, ever; do I have your word?"
Robbie had a pretty good idea what she was going to tell him, but decided to keep shut; he wasn't supposed to know, after all, so he nodded agreement.
"I promise, Aunt Kat, not a word, ever."
Kat sighed, her hands in her lap, slowly rubbing them together, obviously far out of her comfort zone.
"Baby, your Uncle Frank and me, we...we know what you're going through, you and Casey; we know because we went though it as well. Baby, we went through it because Frank is...Frank is my big brother, or rather, half-brother. We never intended for any of our kids to find out, the girls don't know, only you, please, please don't tell them, God knows what it would do to them!"
Robbie slid over to his aunt, taking her hand in his and putting his arm around her shoulder.
"Please, Aunt Kat, it's okay, really, I won't tell anyone, I promised!"
Kat lifted her head to look into his eyes, her eyes suddenly widening a little as she realized something.
"You already knew!" she whispered, and Robbie, abashed, his eyes downcast, nodded.
"Mom...sort of let it slip the day she told Joey who his father was, that Casey and me were his brother and sister. She didn't mean to, honest!" he blurted out at the look in her eyes. Frank nodded to himself, suppressing a small grin at Robbie's complete inability to prevaricate or dodge the truth.
"Joey pressed her after she told Casey and me how difficult it was going to be for us, he worried at her about how she knew so much about it, and she told us how much it hurt her to let you both go, how she had to watch the family break up to keep it safe, how she had to lose both of you, we could see she was still hurting, even after all that time...I'm sorry Aunt Kat, I'm sorry I didn't tell you I knew, but I promised mom I'd keep my mouth shut, and I did..."
Kat reached up and cupped his chin.
"Yes you did, baby, thank you. How about Joey, and Karen, how do they feel about...Frank and me, all this?"
Robbie grinned.
"Aunt Kat, they've been here like a million times since, Karen leaves the baby with you when she takes the girls mall-hopping in Oakland, and she and Casey sit huddled together watching chick-flicks and crying in stereo, if she had a problem with any of this, I think you'd have heard about it by now!"
Kat smiled, a happy, relieved smile, and Robbie noted once again just how beautiful his aunt was.
"Thank you baby, you always know the right thing to say! Now there's that other thing. Remember Frank asked you about your grandmother? We have a very good reason for asking. Your grandmother is Roisian Shelagh Caitlin Dolan, but her maiden name was Moran. My father was Michael Moran; he and Roisian were brother and sister."
Robbie looked at her in wide-eyed surprise.
"So you're...you're..."
Kat nodded.
"Even before you came to us, you were my family; I'm your cousin, the girls may be your sisters now, but before that they were your cousins, so you see, you were always surrounded by family, even if you didn't know it! I don't think your mom knows, we couldn't tell her, not after what your father...what Steve...did to her, so this has always been my secret, mine and Frank's."
Frank stirred once again, leaning forward to speak.
"I met her once, Robbie, she was a beautiful lady, she and your aunt could be mother and daughter, they look so much alike. My reason for bringing her up was because of the kind of lady she is, and she is a lady, make no mistake; she left because she couldn't stomach Steve and his wife, and you've inherited her strength, her courage, and most of all, her character; what makes your aunt Kat who she is, you have in large measure as well, and that's why you are going to be a good husband and father, a good provider, and a gentle and caring man, you come from the right stock for it! Your aunt's father was my stepdad, but you'd never have known it; for all my life he was just my dad, and he and his sister were two of a kind, quality people, so never forget, you may have had the Dolan name, but you have the Moran blood in you, you and Joey, and it shows!"
Robbie looked at Kat, and she took his face in her hands once again.
"Baby, everything your uncle says is true; you come from good stock, some of the very best. Daddy was one of the best loved men in Springfield; most of the town came to his funeral, because of who he was; he made it easy for people to love him, and so many people did; you're his sister Rosie's grandson, and he would have been so proud of you, he would have seen his own father in you, and that alone is going to make you 10 times the man your father could ever be. Casey is a very lucky girl!"



Robbie looked away, embarrassed by the compliments, but Kat reached out and gently cupped his chin, turning his head to face her again.
"Baby, when you came to us, the first thing I saw was the man you were going to be, and I wasn't wrong about you; everything you are, everything you're going to be, it all comes from inside you, and what's in there is a fine, honest man who'll do everything it takes to keep his family safe, provided for, and happy, no matter what! Your father only ever thought of himself, of his own appetites and how best to feed them, and his children suffered and became casualties along the way; with you, it's the other way round; everything you'll ever be or do or achieve will only ever be for your family, for your children, so they too can be the best they could ever be; that's the difference between you and Steve, and it's a world of difference, believe me!"
She stroked his cheek fondly.
"You will always be my boy, just as you'll always be your mom Sarah's boy too, so I'm just a little biased when it comes to thinking about you, but I do know one thing for a solid fact; nothing of your father will ever intrude and interfere with your life with Casey; you're not made like him, and nothing of him is in you. Casey loves you because she can see that, she always could, you both fit together perfectly, and nothing of your father or his ways will ever come between you! Go home, Robbie, marry your girl, make her the happiest girl on the planet!"
Robbie glanced over at Frank, who nodded and smiled at him.
"Listen to her, Robbie, she's telling you the truth. We all know what a good husband and father you'll be, question is, do you believe it now?"
Robbie looked pensive for a moment, but no longer unsure or hesitant, before replying.
"Uncle Frank, I think I know what to do now, you answered all my questions, and gave me a lot to think about, but I think I'm ready now. Thank you, both of you, I love you both!"
Kat leaned her head against his shoulder for a moment, then pulled him closer and kissed him on the side of the neck, her favorite gesture of affection.
"And we love you too, baby! Now that's settled, you better take the girls out for pizza or they'll scream the house down, and I don't need that right now!"
*
Casey had just finished putting her son down for his nap when she heard Robbie come in, and was waiting for him with mixture of trepidation and relief. One look at his face told her all she needed to know; whatever Frank and Kat had told him seemed to have worked, his fears and worries had fallen away, and gone was that air of distraction and barely suppressed agitation; her boy was back, and she breathed a sigh of relief and a heartfelt prayer of thanks to Frank and Kat for pulling him out of the downward spiral he'd fallen into.
As he saw her, his face split into a giant grin, happy and delighted, happiness and restored good humor dancing in his eyes.
"Hey babe, wanna get married?" he grinned at her, catching her in a bear hug and squeezing her as she kissed him enthusiastically, before pulling back to look closely, searchingly in his eyes.
"Are you sure this is what you want, baby? I know why you went to see Frank, I know what's been on your mind, we don't have to, you know, not until you're completely sure..."
Robbie pulled her in close, his arms around her, holding her tight to him.
"I've never been surer of anything in my life, Case; I love you, and I seem to remember I once asked you to marry me; in fact, I'm sure I gave you a ring...!"
Case grinned and showed him her ring finger, Gramma Novak's engagement ring sparkling here.
"You mean this one here, baby?" she grinned in wide-eyed feigned innocence, before dissolving in soft peals of laughter.
Robbie's expression changed, suddenly serious.
"I'm sorry, Case, I should have been more honest with you, I should have told you a long time ago, but..."
Casey cut him short with a fingertip to his lips.
"It's okay, baby, I understand, no harm done, and now at least I get to marry you!"
Robbie grinned and kissed her, Casey kissing him back, sliding her tongue between his lips to lightly rub against his own. Robbie responded by sliding his hands down to cup and squeeze her ass, his hands curling around each curved sweet handful of her trim, taut little ass.
"Mmm, someone's feeling MUCH better!" she murmured, grinding her crotch against the bulge she could feel growing in the front of his jeans, Robbie kissing her harder as he gently pulled her buttocks apart, making her gasp at the sensation.
"Ooooh, that's nice! Let's go in the bedroom, baby, I have things I want to do to you!" she grinned as she licked his lips, Robbie responding by hoisting her up so she could wrap her long legs around his waist as he carried her into their room.
Once there, Casey slid off him, her fingers fumbling with the button of his jeans, as his were doing with hers. Robbie grinned happily as he unbuttoned her blouse, eyeing her trim figure appreciatively; her breasts were slightly larger than before little Robbie's birth, but still pert, firm and delectable, her waist was still narrow, her belly still flat and unlined, and her ass was still the taut, firm, twin hillocks he loved to squeeze and caress. Casey grinned at his scrutiny, well aware of the effect she was having on him. For her part, every chance she got to see and handle his toned, fit, muscular physique was time well spent, in her opinion.
As always, she wondered at his physical beauty; his perfectly proportioned body, well muscled without being heavy, kept in shape from the hours he and Joey still spent lifting weights and working out after work in the small employee's gym at the office, and it was always a source of amazement to her that nobody had captured him before she came looking for him, and along with her love for him was a deep and abiding sense of wonder that he'd fallen for her, of all the girls there were, and had given himself so completely to her.
Casey pulled off her blouse and pushed down her cut-off jeans, Robbie's eyes glinting at the sight of the pink lace thong she was wearing. Casey grinned and reached behind to unclip her bra, but Robbie pulled her close, squeezing her firm cheeks possessively with both hands as he ground against her before sliding his hands up to unhook and slip her bra off. As the cups fell away from her breasts, Robbie dipped down to catch a nipple between his lips, making her gasp at the sensation, a glow starting inside her as his hand slid around her to catch and gently squeeze her other nipple.
Casey wasn't idle, either; she could feel the size of the bulge behind his zipper, and as he nuzzled and squeezed her nipples, her hands were busy unbuttoning his shirt and pushing at the waistband of his jeans, eager to wrap around his sizeable cock. Robbie helped her by standing back and stripping off, Casey watching enthralled at the sight of his rippling physique, his handsome, smiling face, and that adorable wave of hair flopping forward, making her itch to smoothe it back.
When he was down to his shorts, the front tented-out some considerable way, Casey grinned and wrapped her arms around him, pulling her mons tight up against that tempting bulge, making him gasp at the sensation. As they kissed, she slid her hand down and into the back of his shorts, gripping and squeezing a rock-like buttock, all the while thinking to herself "God, what an ass, and it's mine, all mine!"
Robbie happily returned the favor, holding and fondling her as they kissed, his thumbs eventually hooking the sides of her thong and sliding them down. As Casey stepped out of the lacy wisp of material, Robbie's hands once again clenched her ass cheeks, this time gently probing and searching in that shadowed cleft between them, his fingers brushing her anus lightly before rubbing along the length of her slit.
Casey jumped, then melted against him with a soft groan as he found her pussy, and slipped two fingers into her moist slit from behind as he kissed her deeply. As they kissed, Casey began a slow, circular motion of her mons against his cock, and now it was Robbie's turn to gasp as she ground and slid against his tented cock. Casey broke their kiss, and slid to her knees in front of him, her fingers already tugging down his shorts. As the waistband slipped over his pulsating cock, it slipped forward, columnar, thick, and solid, 7 inches of perfectly sculpted flesh, hard as bone, and aching for her. Casey looked up at him with a rich, sexy smile on her face, and reached up to hold him, gently but insistently sliding her hand up and down his length, fondling his scrotum with the other, before slipping the end into her mouth and sucking gently.
Robbie gasped at the sensation of her hot mouth on him, his stomach muscles tightening and rippling involuntarily as Casey began to bob her head up and down on him, fucking his cock with her mouth as she squeezed him. Robbie had to try and not think about what she was doing, else he'd have filled her mouth there and then, caving-in to the avalanche of sensations and the arousal he was feeling. At last he could take no more, and gently disengaged from her, pulling back from her enticingly hot and talented mouth and helping her to rise.
Casey smiled and tugged him to the bed, pushing him down and straddling him, leaning down to kiss him, and impaling herself on him at the same time. Robbie's hands automatically clasped her firm ass-cheeks, holding her as he began to pump against her. Their movements took on the smooth, fluid rhythm of seals or dolphins sporting in calm seas, muscles and bodies melded together in perfect harmony as they moved together, their attention fixed on each other, their expressions rapt as they lost themselves in their dance, and finally gave themselves up to their mutual pleasure, the 'little death' catching them in a perfect moment of shared orgasm, every muscle, sinew, and heartbeat perfectly balanced against that of the other as they peaked in their moment of attainment, before sliding down into that trough of peace, and silence, and stilled motion on the other side.
The sound of their son laughing and gurgling in the other room finally brought them back to reality, and Casey reluctantly climbed off the bed to see to him, or at least, she tried to. Robbie pulled her back, pulling her down to sit next to him.
"Case, now that I've fixed my...problem, we really need to think about this whole "getting married" business; I spoke to mom, and Karen, and when you're ready, they want to take you shopping; mom's decided she's gonna be organizing our wedding, and she's got a vision of how it's going to be, so be prepared! Also, I'd like you to think about this; how about we wait until she's recovered from the birth, then have a dual wedding with your mom and Elio?"
Casey gaped, then flung herself at him.
"You'd do that? Really? Oh Robbie, thank you, thank you, I know mom will love the idea, thank you baby!"
Just after midnight, Casey was awakened by the phone. She answered sleepily, but was wide awake a in a few seconds as Elio told her that Angie had gone into labor and had been taken to O'Connor Hospital in San Jose. She shook Robbie awake, and while he dressed, Casey strapped the baby into his carrier and packed the baby-bag for him.
The cross-town and freeway traffic was light at that time of night, and they made good time, arriving at the hospital less than 40 minutes after receiving the call, to be met by a jittery Elio, and the news that Sarah and Steve were also on their way. Casey took little Robbie to see her mother, while Robbie took Elio to get some coffee into him and calm him down.
Angie was in no danger; her pregnancy had been entirely normal, so the Obstetrician was unconcerned, even though she was almost three weeks early; his attitude was that the estimated Due-Date always had two weeks or more leeway, because of the inaccuracy in calculating when conception actually occurred, and in his opinion, three weeks early was as normal as three weeks late; that was enough calm Elio's fears, although impending new-father jitters were still there, naturally enough..
Sarah and Steve arrived soon after, with little Caitlin in her carrier, and now the family was all there, awaiting the arrival of Angie's daughter, Casey's new sister.
Robbie offered to watch over the babies while Casey went into her mother, but Casey decided that she'd let Elio share this with his partner. It still gave Casey a small twinge now and then that Robbie still hadn't found a way to connect with Angie, his biological mother, not even in the most superficial way; as far as he was concerned, she was just plain 'Angie', his business partner's wife, and his prospective mother-in-law. Even though he was intellectually aware that she was his real mother, for Robbie there was only one Mom, and Sarah was it; after Sarah came Caitlin Novak, his beloved Aunt Kat, and there was no room in that particular niche for anyone else.
So while Robbie and Sarah sat and talked and watched their respective children, Steve and Casey nervously paced, both of them wearing a groove in the waiting area carpet. At last Casey could stand it no longer.
"I'm going in there, babe; she's my mom, and she needs me too!"
Robbie grinned at her tone, and nodded his head in the direction of the Obstetrics Unit.
"Go on, Case, you're making me dizzy with all that pacing! We'll wait here, she probably does need you right now, go to her."
Casey shot him a grateful smile and spoke to the Charge Nurse, who took her away to get her gowned-up. Robbie, Sarah and Steve settled down to wait for their newest family member to make her appearance.
At 4:45 A.M., Casey poked her head through the door of the delivery room.
"Guys, she's beautiful! You have to see her, she looks just like Mom, God, she's so gorgeous! Wait a few minutes, then you can come in one at a time!"
Robbie nudged Sara, who came awake with a start, indicating she go in first. The first thing Sarah saw was how tired Angie looked; healthy or not, this had really taken it out of her, and she was muzzy with exhaustion; she may have borne two children before, but that had been nearly 25 years ago, and she'd been a lot more resilient then; now, she was feeling every second of her 43 years, and she looked like exactly like a woman who'd just been through several hours of agonising labor, but she still had enough strength and composure to smile and beckon Sarah closer.
"Sarah, thank you for being here. I'd like you to meet your niece, Sarah Caitlin Vargas; Sarah Caitlin, this is your Aunt Sarah, say hello!"
Sarah's eyes filled at the compliment, the last fragments of hurt from the old days finally disappearing at the olive branch Angie held out to her. Sarah held out her arms.
"May I?"
Angie smiled and passed her daughter to Sarah, who took her and looked in rapt wonder at the newest member of the clan. Casey was right; she did look like Angie, and a lot like Casey, as well.
"Hello, baby," whispered Sarah, brushing the tiny forehead with a gentle kiss, "welcome to your family! I have a gift for you; when I was young, my name was Sally; now it's time to pass the name on, so I'm giving it to you, because it belongs in our family; it's your turn to keep it now, baby!"
Angie smiled wistfully as Sarah handed the baby back to her.
"I wish I'd been able to call you Sally back then; thank you for such a special gift, Sarah, I know how much it means to you!"
And that was the moment when the two women finally became true family, after a lifetime of being on opposite sides of the fence.
Angie asked Sarah to sit for a moment, as she had something to ask her. Sarah sat on the edge of the bed and waited to hear what Angie had to say.
"Sarah, Casey told me that she and Robbie have finally worked things out, and they want to be married as soon as possible. Elio and I, we want to get married too, and Casey suggested we have a double-wedding. I know Casey would like Frank to give her away, what I want to ask is, will you ask Joey if he'll give me away? I don't have anyone, and..."
Once again Sarah's eyes brimmed as she smiled and leaned down to kiss Angie on the cheek.
"Of course he will, he'll be proud and honored to do that for you, I promise you!"
*
All eyes were on the two couples at the altar rail; the groom's in black suits and crisp white shirts, the brides in voluminous white dresses and long flowing veils, and the bridesmaids, two tall, striking redheads, in simple long gowns of teal-green, the objects of attention of every young man in the church. Robbie and Casey said their vows, followed by Angie and Elio, no modern, New-Age poetry, rather those that had been said for generations, as sanctioned by church rite, traditional and heartfelt, while the congregation looked on in rapt attention.
Sarah and Karen watched the children, little Joey, young Robbie, Caitlin, and now little Sarah, as their parents partook of the Sacrament of Marriage. Joey had given Angie away, Kat acting as her Matron of Honor, while Morag and Moira had been both women's bridesmaids, and true to her wishes, Frank had given Casey away, as proud as though he was actually her father.
Sarah was so wrapped up in watching her boy get married that her attention momentarily wandered, only catching from the corner of her eye someone standing behind the pew where all four baby carriers were lined up. Suddenly Karen gave a cry and slumped sideways, As she turned in shock, seeing Karen slide off the bench onto her knees, she felt a blow to her face, the shock making her cry out, seeing a blurry shape lifting baby Sarah's carrier. She shook her head to clear it, to see a shocking sight; Steve Dolan holding little Sarah's baby-carrier, his face twisted in a horrifying sneer of mingled hate and triumph, and Karen sprawled over the three remaining baby-carriers, blood pouring from her split lip, desperately protecting the other three children with her body.
Robby and Elio both turned at the sound of her cry, their faces also shocked, seeing Dolan with Angie's baby in his grasp, one hand holding the baby-carrier, the other holding a retractable utility knife near her.
Casey found her voice first.
"NO! No Dad, what are you doing? Put her down, you sick bastard!" she screamed, attempting to reach her father. Robbie held her back, realising their father had lost whatever tenuous grip he had on sanity, his expression showing nothing but animal hatred and rage.
"You fuckers took everything from me, everything I had, my wife, you and all those bitches, they all lined up after you fuckers destroyed me, they took everything you left me, everything! Let's see how you like losing everything!"
Elio was raging, fear for his daughter and outrage flickering across his face. Frank and Steve having to use all their strength to hold him back, recognising they were confronted with a madman, a madman who had nothing to lose, and had a vulnerable child in his grasp.
Kat watched in horrified silence, terrified for the babies still strapped in their carriers on the church bench, waiting for the opportunity to edge her way to where Karen was kneeling with her arms around the three remaining baby-carriers, her eyes burning with anger, hatred, and contempt as she glowered at Steve Dolan.
"You took everything from me, Angel, you destroyed me, you made my daughter hate me, now my business is gone, my house is gone, everything's gone, and it's all your fault; but now, now I get to pay you back, now I have your little bastard, this little bitch's bastard is gonna die, what are you gonna do? Fuck you, fuck all of you, this is all your fault, you brought this on yourself, you fucking whore, you and your fucking whore daughter!"



Dolan was almost frothing now, his eyes blazing, not a hint of sanity or remorse for what he was doing showing there, only black rage and the thirst for revenge.
Angie was close to collapsing with fear for her baby, but she managed to speak calmly to him, trying to get him to step away from the baby, put the carrier down, anything to keep that lethal blade away from her baby. As she slowly stepped toward him she caught sight of someone slowly, silently moving up behind him, so avoided looking at him so she wouldn't tip him off, concentrating instead on her baby, miraculously still fast asleep in her baby-carrier.
"What do you want from me, Steve? You know what you did, that's why I had to leave; I'm married now, I have a baby, please, I'm begging you, don't hurt my baby!"
Steve glared at her, not even the ragged edge of sanity showing in his eyes.
"I want my life back, I want my home, I want my money, my wife, everything, everything you took from me, that's what I want, you fucking bitch!"
Angie spoke calmly, her voice calkm and even, not a trace of the fear she was feeling showing through.
"If you want, I'll come away with you, Steve, but you have to put the baby down; just put her down, Steve, and I'll do whatever you want, I promise!"
A look almost of sad wistfulness flitted across his face.
"Really...You'll...you'll come back? You promise?"
Angie wrung her hands, realizing she had to keep him talking, had to prevent him from making any move toward that tiny body strapped into the carrier.
"I...promise, Steve, really, I'll come back, and everything will be the way it was, I promise you, but you have to put my baby down, please, just put her down!"
He looked confused, wavered, the razor sharp blade weaving erratically in front of the sleeping child, then grinned happily and put the carrier down between his feet, and toppled forward as whoever it was Angie had seen standing behind him hefted the heavy candlestick, then bashed him with it again. Steve folded without a sound, blood pouring from a gaping scalp wound.
"I knew my son was a bastard, I never realized he was a crazy bastard!" the slender, red-headed woman remarked to no-one in particular as Angie darted forward with an inarticulate cry, scooping up the carrier and holding it protectively to her as Elio rushed forward to hold his wife and daughter. Roisian Dolan looked down at Steve, lying unconscious on the church floor, her face set and her eyes flinty, and hefted the candlestick again.
"That's what you get for trying to hurt babies, you rotten little bastard, see how you like it! How the hell I ever gave birth to something like you I'll never know!"
The wailing of sirens came from outside the church, then a handful of Daly City Police officers slipped into the church, guns drawn, to find the hostage-taker sprawled unconscious and bleeding from a head wound, Frank and Joey crouched over him to subdue him if he stirred.
The paramedics patched Dolan up, then, still unconscious, he was cuffed to a gurney and bundled into an ambulance. The police sergeant handling the arrest told Robbie that Dolan would be taken to San Mateo Medical for treatment before being locked-up in Santa Rita pending Psychiatric evaluation. Casey hugged Karen as she trembled with shock and outrage, holding her while one of the paramedic's dressed her split lip, after he checked over all the babies to make sure none of them had been injured in any way.
Steve and Robbie had asked all the guests to make their way to the Green Hills Country Club, where the Reception was being held, until there was only the immediate family left at the church. Frank formally introduced Kat to her aunt Roisian, the two of them looking more like mother and daughter than aunt and niece as they embraced.
Sarah had been amazed at the close resemblance between Kat and Roisian, and intrigued at the fact that Roisian, as well as being Joey, Robbie and Casey's grandmother, was also the sister of her beloved Papa Mike. She watched in teary wonder as her sons embraced their grandmother for the first time, and Roisian's tearful reaction to little Joey, and Robbie, her two great-grandsons.
Then came Casey's meeting with her grandmother, and there was only one thing on her mind.
"Gramma, if you hadn't been here, I don't know what...!" she shook as she thought again about what had so nearly happened. Roisian hugged her tightly.
"It's okay, shush, nothing bad happened to anyone, except your pig of a father, and he asked for it! I know what went wrong with your father, but I was never able to fix it, he was just too much like his father, and today was the result of that. I should never have left, I should have stayed, I heard from Frank what Steve did before, please believe me, if I'd been here, I would have tried to protect you from that. I was a coward, I didn't like my son, I hated what he'd become, I didn't know how to deal with him, so I ran, and this is the result...!"
She wiped her eyes on the square of lacy cotton Casey handed her. Roisian smiled at her, looking younger, looking just like Kat.
"I was just going to sit at the back and slip out before the end; I didn't want us to meet like this, and I didn't want a big reunion scene to overshadow your wedding day; after all, it's your special day, but something made me stay until the vows; it's a good thing I did!"
A look of barely suppressed outrage flitted across her face.
"When I think how my son endangered that poor little baby, and my own great-grandbabies... I'm glad I did what I did, he had it coming, and it was richly deserved!"
"How did you know, Gramma, who told you I was...we were...?"
Roisian grinned, no trace of the sudden anger on her face, or in her voice.
"Young Frank invited me; Robbie told him where he thought I was, Frank tracked me down and asked me to come, so I did; it's amazing, he's amazing, he's the living image of his father, and he's just as sweet and thoughtful as Martin ever was; my niece is a very lucky girl! I heard how much she and Frank love Robbie, and you, and I was glad you'd found yourselves a real family. After Frank went to so much trouble to find me, I couldn't not come."
Casey calmed down under her grandmother's soothing embrace.
"And Robbie...and me? What about...?"
Roisian chucked her lightly under her chin.
"I came to see my grandchildren get married to the people they love, not to judge them. I've missed their whole lives, so I have no right to judge or dictate what they do with them, even if I were inclined to do so. And Joey, what a lovely boy he is, so like his grandfather Martin, and so handsome; dear, sweet Martin Novak lives on in him as well! I think I'm going to like getting to know my grandchildren...and my great-grandchildren as well!"
Casey and Angie were still feeling the effects of what had so nearly happened, and were considering cancelling the reception, but Roisian persuaded them to attend their wedding reception; she reminded them that they had guests, and this was their day, even if Steve Dolan had so very nearly turned it into a tragedy. Casey had initially been feeling strange about having her absentee grandmother suddenly so near, but then she watched Roisian pick Robbie out of his carrier and hug him close, talking softly to the little boy as she showered him with kisses, and listening as Robbie laughed and gurgled back at her, and grinned in relief; perhaps everything was going to turn out all right after all.
*
Steve Dolan was evaluated by the court-appointed psychiatrist and found to be unfit to stand trial on the grounds of mental incapacity, and was sent to Atascadero, Casey signing the committal papers without a qualm. After what he'd tried to do to an innocent baby, and done to her in the past, she would have strapped him in the chair and pulled the switch herself if she had the opportunity. She still felt the horror and helpless outrage swell up in her, hot and powerful, whenever she thought about what he'd threatened to do to that innocent baby.
No, let him rot in that scary place, penned-up together with all the other crazies and violent sexual predators; he was where he deserved to be, he was one of them, after all, so he should feel right at home. She'd never agree to his release; if necessary she'd swear to a judge on a stack of bibles that she considered him a threat to her life and family, anything to keep him caged-up in there forever.
As it transpired, she didn't have to resort to that; six months after his initial committal, Steve Dolan was re-evaluated and this time was deemed to be fit to stand trial, and so he was transferred back to the jail at Santa Rita to await trial. Less than a week after he was transferred back, he was found dead in a shower room; he'd been viciously beaten and gang-raped, a bar of soap forced into his mouth to muffle his cries, and once his attackers had finished with him, they'd stabbed him several times through the neck and chest with a shiv carved from a toothbrush; whoever had done it had used such force it had snapped-off inside one of the puncture wounds. No perpetrator had been uncovered, and the case was listed as 'Under Investigation'.
When Robbie got the news, he pondered how to break it to Casey; asking Frank only got him one answer; "Tell her the truth, Robbie, it's what you're good at."
Robbie waited until that night to tell her, waiting for the right opportunity. They were lying in bed, luxuriating in the feel of each other, warm and comfortable, when Robbie decided that now was the right time.
"Baby, we got a visit today, Sergeant Bell, Daly City PD; it's about your fath...about Steve."
Casey turned away from him, her body suddenly stiff and unyielding.
"Robbie, if you ever loved me, if you want me to stay with you, you'll never mention that fucker again, not as long as you live, do you understand?" she gritted, her voice almost harsh with hatred and anger.
Robbie put his hand on her waist, drawing her closer.
"No, Case, you don't understand; he was found...dead, in a shower room in Santa Rita, he'd been...sexually assaulted, beaten and stabbed. They don't have anyone for it yet, they're still investigating, was all he could tell me."
Casey lay absolutely still, and Robbie thought she was crying, but when she turned back to face him, her eyes were dry, and her features calm, composed.
"Then it's over, baby, he's gone and it's all finally over. If there's a Hell, he's in it, and I'm glad; he did so much wrong to both of us, to so many other people, and if he went to jail, one day they'd have let him out, and none of us, you, my babies, me, would be safe. Now I know he'll never be the boogeyman waiting around the corner, now he'll never be back to plague us; now our babies will be safe, and so will we. God help me, but I'm glad he's dead, now at least he won't try and kill any more innocent little babies, now he'll never rape me again, now he'll never be back to try and hurt you. He thought he could live by the sword, instead he died by the sword. It's over, and we can forget him!"
Robbie was shocked at her dismissal of the man who, irrespective of his actions, was still their father. Casey saw the shock and dismay in his eyes, and reached up to caress his cheek.
"You're a good man, Robbie, and one day, a year, ten years from now, you'd have found a way to forgive him, but I can never do that; I know what I sound like, baby, and if it shocks you, I'm sorry, but when it comes to my husband and my babies, nothing matters except that they're safe; I would condemn that man to a million hells if I had to, if it meant my babies slept safe in their beds at night. I hate him for what he did to us, for what he had the power to do, and I cannot find anything inside me that allows me to forgive him, not now, not ever. Right now he's being punished for what he's done, and that's an end to it. I never want to hear his name again, Robbie; that part of our life is gone now, dead and buried with him!"
Robbie backed away, her words making sense even if he was a little shocked at her harsh dismissal of the man. As he pondered her words, something she'd said clicked, and he turned back to her.
"Case, you said "babies", what did you mean?"
Casey stretched and slid her arms around him as she hugged him close.
"Oh yes, my darling Robbie, I knew there was something I wanted to tell you...!"
FINIS.
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Back in the village, in the safety of her sprawling old house, Aunt Sybil was understanding, welcoming, and sympathetic, her motherliness making Lori break down in floods of tears, that and delayed shock, so Jimmy, Rosie, and I sat in the kitchen with our coffee while Sybil put her in one of the bedrooms and generally fussed over her. She rejoined us after about 20 minutes.
"Well she's asleep, David, and you could have told me she's expecting, you know, count yourself lucky I don't smack you across the back of your head! If you'd said something I'd never have let you take her back to that creepy horror-show; really, David, the very idea, I mean, what on earth were you thinking? She's dog-tired, poor thing, she had hardly any rest last night, and then the shock this morning, well...anyway, let her rest for a few hours, and you can take us out to dinner tonight as your penance for dropping her unprepared into that horrible place. In the meantime, breakfast is going to be a little sparse unless you'd like to pop over to the shops, Rosie...?"
Rosie grinned and pulled Jimmy away from the table, 'to escort her' the hundred yards or so to the village grocery store. Sybil smiled after her, then turned to me when she and Jimmy had left.
"I'm glad she's met someone at last; after that idiot dumped her for that empty-headed so-called 'model', I thought the poor girl was never going out again. Young James seems suitably smitten with her..."
I heard the question in her voice, and tried to avoid answering it, umm'ing and ahh'ing like an idiot; Rosie's business was her business, and I wasn't going to stick my tuppence-worth in, no sir, been there, done that, got the scars...
Sybil smiled at my hedging.
"I know where she spent the night last night, Davey, I'm not senile yet, you know. What I want to know is whether or not this young man is just playing with her or he means to stick around."
I thought I probably knew the answer to that one.
"Aunt Sybil, as far as I know Jimmy's sticking around; he works for me, well, Lori, and I couldn't help but notice that he can't seem to take his eyes off Rosie; that's all I can say, but it seems like a good start..."
Sybil smiled and patted my hand.
"Then we'll leave it there; you have good instincts dear, just like your father, and your Uncle Jerry, so if you feel good about him, then so will I; Daddy was a Royal Marine, and he turned out just fine. James seems like a very nice young man. And speak of the devil..."
Rosie and Jimmy came in just then, with eggs, bread, bacon, orange juice, the usual breakfast essentials, and the some letters, mostly for Sybil, but one for me, from Boston.
I tore it open excitedly, and yes, it was from Sophie. I read it through, then grinned and passed it over to Sybil. She read it and smiled as well.
"How wonderful, darling, Lori will be so pleased."
I was so pleased that nothing would do but that I had to run upstairs and wake her. She looked so angelic, so young and vulnerable lying there fast asleep, barely breathing, so I gently kissed her awake, licking her lips and giving her time to rouse.
"Davey, what...?" she smiled blurrily, still more asleep than awake.
"Good news, baby-girl, great news. Sophie's coming, look at this!"
Lori snatched the letter from me and quickly scanned it, tears brimming in her eyes, tears of happiness, her lips moving as she read through it again, then reached up for me and pulled me down for a quick kiss.
"Oh Davey, she's going to be here in just a few weeks, I can't believe it, it's only been a few days but I miss her so much, it feels like forever since I saw her last, now I can relax. She must have sent this right after we left; I knew we should have waited a few days..."
She read through it one more time, then folded it and slid it under the pillow, smiling happily. I lay down next to her and wiped the tears off her cheek while she stroked my face.
"She's so much like mom, Davey, it's uncanny; everything about her screams "mom!" at me, it's like having mom back when she's around. Maybe I'm getting a second chance, a chance to have my mom back; if that's the case, I'm not going to let a second go to waste."
I smiled and held her hand, and stroked her hair until she dropped off again, that happy smile still on her lips when I left.
We'd just made short work of breakfast when there came from outside the throb of an immensely powerful car. Rosie looked up and grinned.
"Looks like all the family's here today."
The sound of the back door opening was followed by a voice calling out.
"Rosie! Aunt Sybil? Anyone home? Come out, come out, wherever you are!"
"In here, dears!" called out Sybil, and two tall men, a little older than me, but with the Denham identity stamped all over them, tramped into the kitchen.
"Hello dears, pull up a pew," smiled Sybil. "David, meet Richard, and the pretty one over there is Hugo Denham-Grant, Sophie's sons. Boys, this is your cousin, David Denham."
The two of them came over to shake hands, looking at me curiously.
"Hello David, Richard, pleased to meetcha." smiled Richard; his handshake was firm and definite, and I decided I liked him; he looked an awful lot like Uncle Richard, and a lot like my father, they both did. Hugo shook hands with me as well and gratefully accepted the mug of tea handed him by Rosie, tweaking her ear as he did.
"So you're the much-maligned David Denham, sole owner and proprietor of Hill House; Aunt Sybil says you had a run-in with Bella the Beast yesterday, sorry Rosie, I hope you gave her both barrels?"
I grinned back at his infectious grin.
"I certainly did; she came looking for a fight, instead she got an earful and an order to go away and stay away; I don't know why she persists in demanding that dreadful place; if she asked nicely I'd probably give it to her..."
Hugo looked sideways at me at that.
"Chrissake don't do that, David! All that land? The first thing she and that arch-bitch Maude will do is sell it for re-development; that's been their plan all along; 50 acres of prime development land in the middle of a Green-Belt zone? She'll think Christmas has come early, and so will the other developers once the word gets out. I don't know if you've been keeping current with land prices in this part of the world, so let me clue you in; around here, one acre of development land with Outline Planning Consent is worth something under a million quid, that's why those two scheming harridans are so keen to get their hands on the place. Denham Hall and the village are out of the way and off the developer radar, I think we should keep it that way. I know there's no English Heritage listing on the place, even they think that eyesore has no historical, cultural, or architectural merit, so why don't you just tear it down and rebuild it the way you want?"
Richard was nodding as Hugo spoke.
"He's right, you know; once they've granted development access to Denham Hall, the rest of the area will follow; precedent will have been set, and the planning committee will bow to pressure from the developers. My advice is, leave it as it is, or pull it down and rebuild it, but don't sell up or give it away. Bella will probably drop dead soon, although I personally believe she'd survive an Apache attack, World War 3 and a direct meteorite strike, just like the cockroach she is. Maude doesn't have the brains to pull-off any schemes by herself; she's all ambition and no ability, she barely knows what day of the week it is on any given day. With Bella out of the way, Maude will have to try and marry those horrible daughters of hers into money."
He turned and saw Jimmy for the first time.
"I do apologise, I never saw you there, I was so fascinated meeting yet another Denham. I'm Richard, this is Hugo, you are...?
Jimmy grinned at his tone, and introduced himself. Richard noted the way Rosie slipped her arm through Jimmy's and winked at her before grinning at Jimmy. Just then Lori walked in.
"What's all the noise, baby, it woke me...oh!"
Richard and Hugo both spun and stared at her, while Lori blushed under their combined stares.
"Richard, Hugo, this is my wife, Lori. Lori, these are my cousins, Richard and Hugo, Uncle Richard's sons."
The brothers were looking sandbagged, and I couldn't blame them; Lori had elected to wear a figure-hugging top and her skin-tight leather jeans, complete with her silver-heeled cowboy boots, and she looked cute and wholesome, yet devastatingly sexy, like a Playboy centrefold before she starts the strip.
Lori came and stood next to me, her arms around my waist, looking from face to face and back at me.
"Davey, they look just like you; my God, they could be your big brothers..." she breathed.
Richard was the first to recover.
"Lori, hello, I'm Richard. Mother said you were...striking, she didn't say you were her double, I mean, look at you, bloody hell! Are you sure you're not our long-lost sister or something?"
Lori grinned, her beautiful violet eyes sparkling as the two of them admired her. Hugo recovered himself enough to also greet her and shake hands, before turning to nudge his brother.
"And to think we've been working our way through Estonia's finest; maybe we should have followed David here to America if they grow them like that over there!"
Lori blushed at the compliments, and giggled when Richard asked her if she had any sisters or cousins she was willing to sacrifice to the cause.
"Mother said you were from Iowa, methinks we'll shortly be finding we have important business to contract over there; who knows, maybe we'll find a couple of black-haired, blue-eyed Iowa knockouts of our own."
"I'm so glad I met you both," she laughed, "Aunt Sophie was right, I think we're going to get along just fine; did you know David even has your names?"
They both looked blank until Lori elucidated.
"David's full name is David Richard Hugo Denham; he was named after your father and his brother, just like you, so you see, he's a close part of you two as well; it's no wonder Aunt Sophie and Uncle Richard took such a liking to him!"
Both men looked pleased, and Richard grinned at me.
"She's right you know; my middle name's David, after your father, I assume. Well, well! Now all we have to do is wait until Father and Mother return home, and the whole wedding thing can get into full swing. Mother said she's organising the whole thing; you have no idea what you've let yourselves in for; truly, may God have mercy on your souls..."
Hugo decided to chime in.
"Mother also told us about the baby, congrats by the way, cousin, and I'd like to thank you both for turning up the heat and tightening the screws even further. Once Mother gets her hands on that baby, she's going to be relentless; I can see it now, both of us drugged, clubbed senseless, and chained to the altar while she marries each of us off to some knock-kneed, mouth-breathing, horsey-type called Brenda, or Susannah, or Lucinda, perish the thought, complete with bad skin, bad breath, buck-teeth, big feet, and reeking of saddle-soap and horse liniment, but from an impeccable family; the monastery might be a kinder fate..."
Richard was nodding in agreement, a big grin creasing his face.
"Three months ago Mother decided to do a little long-distance matchmaking with some random friend's daughter, and suddenly I'm fielding this girl, name of Tallulah Bartlett-DeVere, a made-up name if I ever heard one, who looked exactly like she'd been cursed by the 'My Little Pony' fairy. I kid you not, I've never had anyone look at me with their teeth before; the girl had so many teeth her mouth was jammed permanently open; it was frightening, like staring at a bloody marble cemetery. I swear to God, if she ever manages to close her mouth fully she's going to bite herself in the forehead! Really, if I wanted a wife who reeked permanently of horses I'd marry some steppe nomad, not Tallulah and her teeth. No, I think I'll stick to Ukrainian so-called models for now; at least they'll happily hitch their knickers back up, accept a Chanel goodie-bag, and bugger off into the sunset, never to be seen again!"
Lori, Rosie, and Sybil were laughing helplessly by the time they'd finished. I was frankly astonished at how quickly and easily I'd slipped into this side of my family; Richard and Hugo were bantering and ribbing us as though we'd known them all our lives, and I was glad Lori had met them; they really were the better side of the Denham clan. Her obvious attachment to Sophie was working for her; the boys obviously adored their mother, and so they were completely taken with her, finally ending-up preparing to arm wrestle to see who got to be godfather of the baby...
Lori broke that up by averring that as it would be impossible and unfair to choose between them, both of them would be godfathers, earning a pleased hug from both of them. One day, I'd ask Aunt Sophie's permission to tell them just how closely related to me they actually were; that Uncle Richard was my father's half-brother, even though he was supposedly unaware of that fact, which made the two of them my first-cousins, along with Rosie absolutely the closest family I had (after Lori, of course, but I was never going to reveal that particular fact to anyone...)
During my conversation with my cousins the fact that we were house-hunting came up, and Richard had the number of an Estate Agent who he actually trusted, the man who'd arranged the purchase of his own house. Lori was adamant that she wanted to live near Sophie and Aunt Sybil, as she was going to need all the help she could get, but Richard didn't think that was a problem.
"This guy has properties all over the county, so he's bound to have a few near where the parents are going to be living, just give him a call, go and see him, and give him your wish-list; if he hasn't got the place you want on his books, he'll find it and persuade the owners to sell; I promise you, he's that good."
We sat around for a while longer, chatting about Lori's parents, both the boys offering her their condolences when they heard about mother and Charlie's passing. Both Lori and I had to tread carefully so as not to tip them off about our actual relationship, instead giving them the cover story we'd prepared, that Lori was a school friend and former girlfriend I'd met again while in Iowa for mother's funeral; it was a thin story, with more holes than an Agatha Christie murder mystery, and Richard gave me a very old-fashioned look when I sidestepped some of his questions about mother and my step-father, but it got me off the subject, much to my relief.
Hugo was curious what we'd do with Denham Hall, and I confessed I was stumped; I wanted to pull the creepy eyesore down and maybe build holiday cottages or something, anything to keep the developers at bay, but Lori was unconvinced; in her opinion, the place had stood for over 300 years, it deserved to stay up and in place, if only to serve as a reminder and an object lesson for future generations on how not to build a country retreat...
Hugo eventually took Jimmy aside and gave him some locations where Lori might want to start looking for her dream house while Richard teased and ribbed Rosie about her new man, the teasing revealing just how fond of her he really was; Rosie had been my best friend when I was small, almost like a sister, we were both roughly the same age, and that bond had started to re-establish over the last day or so. In light of what Sybil had told us about her former fiancée, I was glad to see she and Jimmy were becoming closer and more attached with every passing hour; the attraction between them was plain and obvious, and I was pleased for her.
Eventually, the brothers had to leave; they both had business to attend to in London they'd delayed in order that they could meet Lori and me, which I appreciated, and so, with hugs for Lori and Rosie, a handshake for Jimmy and me, and a kiss for Aunt Sybil, they left us to our own devices.
Now that Jimmy had a list of places that should yield some interesting properties, as well as details of Richard's pet realtor, we had some calls to make; I to let St. Giles Hospital know I'd be back on staff from the following day, and Lori to make an appointment to see the realtor and start plotting-out her assault on the Oxfordshire property market. I noticed she was looking tired after making her call, and I was certainly feeling the effects of a good breakfast after a disturbed night with little actual rest, so Rosie captured Jimmy to take him around and show him some of the local sights (and possibly the inside of a haystack or two...) while Lori and I retired to catch up on a little sleep.
In fact, though, tired as I was, sleep was the last thing on my mind; the sight of Lori in that clingy top and those skin-tight leather jeans outlining every wondrous curve of her spectacular arse was giving me ideas far above their station, and I was feeling the need for a little one-on-one with my beautiful wife.
Lori seemed to be feeling the same way; her walk had an additional sway, her hips had a little extra tilt to them, and her lovely bum cheeks seemed just that little bit more pouty, and when I tore my eyes away from them, it was to meet her frank gaze as she caught me ogling all her lovely, juicy, wobbly bits.
"No prizes for guessing what you want, Darling Boy..." she grinned, making me grin in turn at her use of mother's favourite name for me. I reached for her and pulled her closer, sticking my tongue in her ear to make her cringe and giggle while I squeezed those taut cheeks through the glove leather of her jeans.
"Bedtime, Mrs. Loretta Denham, I prescribe a couple of injections to help you sleep, I think I should administer them as soon as possible..." I breathed in her ear, Lori undulating against me the whole time.
"Why Doctor Denham, you aren't planning on seducing l'il 'ole me, are you? I'll have you know, I'm a respectable married woman!" she smiled back, her voice that sexy, breathy whisper guaranteed to turn me into a walking erection in a blink of an eye. She obviously felt it, grinding her mons pubis against the suddenly unruly bulge in my trousers as she licked and lightly kissed my lips, teasing me with her nearness.
"Land sakes, Doctor Denham, is that a stethoscope in your pocket, or do you just have a big ole hard-on for me?" she husked, grabbing and gently squeezing my balls as she rubbed her lovely bubblies against my chest; I could feel her stiff nipples through the material of her top and my shirt, so I knew she was building a head of steam, if all went well she'd pop that particular cork while I was in the saddle, a thought that made me hustle her upstairs as fast as we could; suddenly I had a burning urge to strip my girl and jam something hot, stiff and friendly inside her, and I knew she wouldn't be too particular about where, that was for certain.



Sybil had given us the end bedroom, conveniently situated at the opposite end of the L-shaped house from her own, so we had reasonable privacy; the bedroom door was thick, heavy oak, adding even more sound-proofing, which was useful, given Lori's propensity for screaming out my name (and other things) while in the throes of passion...
Even as I was shutting the door behind me, Lori was attacking my shirt, popping the buttons while I unbuckled and dropped my slacks. Lori got tired of trying to pop my shirt buttons, resorting to yanking my shirt over my head and throwing it behind her as her hand dived inside my shorts to find and squeeze her favourite plaything.
My hands were equally busy, fumbling with the button and zipper of her leather jeans, popping the waistband then sliding inside to cup and squeeze her warm satiny backside. I raised an eyebrow and grinned at her when I discovered she wasn't wearing a thong, as I'd assumed, or indeed panties of any description, my cock stiffening even further at the thought of her being commando while surrounded by family and friends...
I spun her round and slid my hands up under her top to squeeze and tease her lovely firm puppies, her nipples stiff and straining under my fingers. Lori groaned as I squeezed them lightly, making them even more stiff, it that were possible.
"God, yes, Davey, that's so nice, do it some more, gently, baby, ooohhh...yess..." she murmured, pushing her jeans down so she could press her firm, tight, curvaceous, wonderfully womanly bum into my groin, trapping my cock in the cleft between her cheeks; no flat-as-a- teenage boy bum for me, if I wanted a girl with no curves I'd be dating a stick insect, not this scenic, sexy, perfect specimen of mature femininity I was married to!
"Like that, baby?" she murmured, and as I licked her ear in affirmation, she reached back and slid my shorts half way down my thighs, freeing my cock to press between her naked cheeks, then once again doing that slow rise and fall she did so well, masturbating me between the cheeks of her beautiful arse.
I can only take so much of her teasing me like this; I can never let go of the fact that she's an amazingly beautiful woman, and the knowledge that she's mine has a powerful aphrodisiac effect on me, so any teasing and foreplay she indulges in first time round is of necessity going to be short-lived, and what she was doing right now was yanking my testosterone levels up to eardrum-bursting levels.
I enjoyed the feel of her muscular bum massaging and rubbing my cock as she slid up and down against me, but human flesh has its limits, and when it comes to Lori, I have a fairly low threshold of foreplay before I have to shove myself into her and fuck her like a wild man, something she knows all too well.
She could feel my cock twitching as my own level of arousal climbed, and just when I thought I reached the point where I was going to have to yank her jeans all the way off and plough into her, she spun round and dropped to her knees, taking my cock into her mouth and licking the end while simultaneously jabbing a sharp fingernail momentarily into my perineum; that pulled me back from the brink, believe me! So now she'd pulled me back from the edge, she concentrated on taking me there again, her mouth a warm wet delight as she sucked and licked me expertly.
My knees were trembling with the effort of holding me upright; while I wanted this delightful torture to continue, I also wanted to slip between her smooth thighs and bury myself deep in her most secret places; I wanted to fuck her so badly right then it was untrue, and Lori knew exactly what she was doing as she built me up to a fever pitch.
At last, her hot, wet mouth pulled away from me, and she looked up at me, winking as she grinned.
"That should guarantee some fireworks, Darling Boy, happy now? Now, will you please just fuck me really hard, Davey, I need my beauty sleep and I like the way you tranquilise me, so get to it..."
To hear is to obey, and as we were already mostly naked, kicking off what was left was the work of a moment, saving me time that I could profitably spend sticking bits of me into conveniently shaped bits of her. As I dragged her down on top of me, Lori grinned and rubbed noses with me.
"Three months ago you'd almost forgotten about me, I was just the scrawny kid sister you abandoned, and now you've married me, dragged me half a world away from my home, knocked me up, and scared the living shit out of me; I think I'll keep you, you make life interesting, Denham, I'll give you that."
I responded by grabbing hold of her spectacular buttocks and pulling them apart as I ground my steely cock against her damp pussy, at the same time slipping a finger into her tight little rusty bullet-hole, the sensation making her gasp lightly, then smile knowingly at me with one eyebrow raised, doing a perfect 'Charlie' at me.
"I didn't abandon you, wench; I asked about you every time I called for eight years, and you always refused to speak to me, or has that just slipped your extremely selective memory? Anyhoo, you wanted to get knocked-up, remember? I was just happy to be of service. As for the scaring, sorry about that, but now perhaps you finally understand why I loathe and avoid that decrepit dump!"
Lori grinned at that, and ground herself against me, the feel of her hot, wet labia against the underside of my cock doing all sorts of things to my head. Lori saw the blissed-out expression on my face and grinned again, her amazing violet eyes sparkling with humour, happiness, and a good helping of sheer, unbridled, 'fuck me now' animal lust.
She ground against me a couple more times, just to make sure I got the message, then sat upright as she straddled me, lifting up to slide me into her succulent wet peach of a pussy, the feeling as she tightened around me making me twitch and almost blow my balls there and then.
"Like that, baby?" she cooed, leaning down to lick my lips and pulling away with a grin as I tried to kiss her back, so I had to content myself with holding and gently squeezing her beautiful breasts and outstandingly stiff nipples. As soon as I squeezed them her eyes widened, and I realised they were starting to become sensitive, so I stopped, instead sliding my hands down her torso to hold and squeeze her taut cheeks instead, my hands revelling in the silky smooth taut, rounded firmness of her delightful bottom.
The perfectly sculpted hillocks of horniness fitted my hands as though made for me, and in my mind they were, everything about her conforming perfectly to my ideal of Goddess/Wife/Female Perfection/Woman of My Dreams, all reinforced by those two firm, muscular handfuls flexing and straining as she writhed and ground on top of me.
Lori began to pump a little faster against me, her pussy squeezing me rhythmically now, and that tell-tale pink flush creeping down her throat and spreading across her chest and shoulders told me she was close, only a little more would push her over the edge, so I gave her some assistance.
As she ground against me, I began pumping back up to meet her thrusts, her eyes closing as orgasm hovered in the wings, her hips moving even faster now as she ground and gyrated above me, gasping every time I pumped back up as she ground down on me.
Her orgasm hit her like a body-blow, her eyes squeezing shut as her whole body shuddered and trembled on me, her thighs locking against my midriff as her hands cupped and massaged her breasts. I could feel the waves of her orgasm as they pulsed and battered through her, every least sensation transmitted down into my body and calling to me to join her; how I held off I don't know; even my stock selection of repulsive mental images kept in reserve to slow or push orgasm back, (images of Margaret Thatcher, Idi Amin naked, Hilary Clinton in a micro-bikini, Colonel Gadaffi puckering up for a kiss) weren't working too well, and I resorted to gritting my teeth and mentally reciting the bones of the skeleton to try and take my mind off the sight of all that feminine gorgeousness trembling and gasping above me.
It worked, and as Lori slumped down on top of me, heart hammering and her body twitching as mini-shocks rolled and rippled through her, I still hadn't succumbed to my own orgasm, but I had a plan to fix that! Lori eventually raised herself up again to look at me, her face and neck still flushed so adorably, sexily, from her recent orgasm.
"What about you baby, what's wrong, you didn't...?"
I grinned at her and licked her chin as I playfully pulled her bum cheeks apart, pulling her anus open.
"Ooooh, naughty!" she squeaked, and grinned down at me, "I know what you want, you dirty little beast, how can I stop you, I'm completely under the spell of your big ole pussy-hammer, Doctor Denham! Daddy warned me there'd be days like this, I should have listened to him..." she lisped at me, making me grin even wider.
Lori sat up on me, her pussy squeezing and pulsing around my cock, still embedded to the hilt in her tight wet succulence, and raised up higher to allow me to slide out and lie along my belly, glistening wetly. Now she leaned back down and kissed me, then seemed to think about it, and kissed me again, then again, until our lips were locked together, our tongues fencing and twining around each other's. My hands squeezed and massaged her tight bum, pulling her cheeks open while she slid a finger alternately along the wet crease of her pussy and slid it into the tight little knot of her anus. While she was lubricating her tight hole, I kept hold of her bum cheeks, pulling them apart to stretch her as she carefully lubricated herself with her own copious juices.
When she was ready, Lori again sat upright, and raised herself up slightly, and taking hold of my by now bone-hard cock, rubbed the lubricant seeping from me over her pussy before once more impaling herself on me, but I knew she was just lubricating me. She once again rose up, allowing me to slide out of her, and, holding me steady against her tight little bum-hole, slowly slid me into her. Her eyes widened as my girth stretched her anus open, the head pressing against her ring. A few seconds of pressure, and suddenly I "popped" in past the ring, Lori giving a gasping yelp as I did so, then slowly slid into the depths of her taut, muscular bum as she finished impaling herself on me.
"Christ, Davey!" she gasped, "I thought I told you to stop feeding this thing, that was a real effort, whoo!" she grinned, leaning down to lightly lick my lips.
"I told you, Princess, I only feed him blue-eyed Iowa brunettes." I grinned, and Lori grinned at that.
"Then he's getting too much exercise, the boy is definitely bulking-up..." she grinned, and reached behind herself to gently squeeze my balls, sending a sudden zing of pleasure through me.
Once she'd adjusted to my size, she began slowly pumping herself on me again, squeezing me rhythmically with her rectal muscles while she rocked back and forth on top of me. I reached for her delectable breasts and, remembering her earlier sensitivity, stroked her nipples with fine, feather-like strokes, making her gasp and smile as her nipples stood up stiff and proud, and noticeable darker than before, the coral pinkness now tinged a deeper red; she was becoming a mother, and the thought stiffened me even further.
Lori noticed my increased arousal, her eyes widening as I took hold even faster in her tight passage, filling her even more. The sight of her gyrating above me, the feel of her deliciously stiff nipples against my questing fingers, all combined to push me higher and higher with each passing second. Once again that flush spread down her neck and throat, telling me that my girl was close, and when she leaned down and glued her lips to mine as my hands took hold of her glorious bum, I couldn't hold back any longer.
My cock wedged tight inside her rectum as it began twitching and convulsing, hosing what felt like endless jets of boiling hot spunk deep into the heart of her as her rectum squeezed me tightly, like a hand rippling along my entire length. Lori squealed as she came hard, the feel of her cervix fluttering inside her and beating against my cock as it lay embedded in her rectal passage sending me off in another frenzied volley of spraying spunk as I came like never before, the spunk bolting out of me in what felt like a never ending series of convulsions.
At last I had no more spunk to give her, the torrent of sperm finally ending as little more than a sticky trickle as my body gave up my last reserves of semen for her. Lori slumped back down on me, her heart thundering with the force of her orgasm, and my hands just naturally dropped back down to her perfect bum, holding her against me until her storm passed and her heartbeat slowed to a more normal tempo.
As my cock relaxed, it finally slipped out of her, and I rolled over onto my side, taking her with me, so we were now lying face-to-face on our sides, my arms around her. Lori looked up into my eyes, and, somewhat blearily, grinned up at me.
"That was wonderful, Darling Boy; I knew I made the right choice! I was only kidding earlier when I said you'd abandoned me; I know you didn't, you just had to go so you could be you, and I'm so happy you came back, even if we had to lose mom and daddy to find each other. I love you, baby, I love this baby you've given me, and we're going to have lots more, here, surrounded by family, our family. She's coming home, baby, she's so much like mom, I feel like I'm getting mom back, I'm so happy!"
She smiled happily, more tears gathering in the corners of her eyes, tears I was happy to lick away for her, making her giggle. I went to kiss her again, but she put her finger to my lips.
"When you left, after that whole scene at Des Moines International, mom was like a zombie for weeks; every time she looked at your picture she'd start crying, and daddy was no better; he took all the pictures of you and put them in his study so mom wouldn't have to see them all the time, then he'd shut himself away in there for hours on end, and sometimes I'd peek in and he'd be sitting there staring into space with tears running down his cheeks; they both missed you so much."
She paused, her glorious eyes distant as she looked back over the last few months.
"I'm sorry you weren't here when daddy died, Davey, it wasn't your fault, you weren't to know he had a bad heart, he never told any of us, one day he was here, the next he was gone, just like that."
She looked deep into my eyes, and tapped me gently on the tip of my nose, a smile fluttering on her lips even as her beautiful eyes sparkled with more unshed tears.
"He was so proud of you, Davey, never forget that, proud of the fact that you'd gone out into the world to be who you were supposed to be; he admired that, he said you were just like your daddy, and he knew you'd succeed. Mom was okay with it all after a while, she even took your pictures from the study and put them back out around the house. I made a mess of it, though, Davey, I handled it really badly."
I went to interrupt her, not really needing to know any of this now, not now that we were together, married, and starting a family, but Lori waved me back to silence.
"I need to tell you this, Davey, I should have right from the start, but I guess with the funerals, then moving to Maine, it all kinda got lost in the shuffle. So here goes. I missed you so much every day, it was like someone was boring a hole through the middle of me. Every time I saw your picture it was like another sharp little stab inside me, and it got worse every day; I never knew how much I needed you until you were gone, and when you never came back, I got angry, then angrier."
She paused, obviously gathering her thoughts.
"It didn't help that you were more and more gorgeous every time I saw a new picture of you, even though I always thought you were gorgeous; it all made sense to me when I saw that picture you sent daddy, of you with your rowing team at school; it all clicked into place then; I was thirteen, and I realised I was in love with my big brother, I always had been, and it repulsed me; I honestly thought I was some kind of sick pervert, to be feeling like that about my own big brother, but try as I might, I couldn't get it to go away. Over the years, I dated, I had boyfriends, but none of them were you, and I couldn't bring myself to try and pretend any of them was you. When you finally did come home, and I met you at the airport, twenty-four years old and already a qualified doctor, you looked so lost, so apprehensive, so scared, but so damned beautiful, all I wanted to do was kiss you madly and tell you how I felt, but that guilt was still there, and all that anger, too."
She stopped to wipe her eyes and kiss me gently,
"Mom knew, or guessed, how I felt, she even sat down with me once and tried to talk to me about it, and I didn't want to listen to what she had to say, but she told me anyway. She said that these things have a way of working themselves out, and that whatever happened, she'd always be there for me. That was the end of the conversation, but I guess what I'm trying to say is, I don't think mom would have been an enemy, you know what I mean?"
She smiled gently, a faraway expression on her face.
"And now Sophie's dropped into the picture, and she's so much like mom, the way she thinks, the way she expresses herself, I really do feel like mom's come back. Now it feels like I'm getting a second chance to share with her what she wanted most of all; for me to be happy. Mom died knowing how unhappy I was, and she couldn't do anything about it, and I will carry that guilt around forever, that I wouldn't let her in far enough to try and help me, because I was still ashamed of how I felt about you.
She paused to knuckle her eyes, before continuing.
"All that time we spent at the house in Bar Harbor, before that night, all that crying I was doing, most of it was me crying over you as I convinced myself that I was never going to have what I wanted most of all; to be owned and wanted by you the way the way I wanted to own you, to have your heart for myself forever. I just wanted you to know all this Davey, I need you to know that you were always the only man I ever wanted, that it was you that healed that great big wound in my heart, and that I've been in love with you since I was five years old."
Two tears escaped and ran down her cheeks, tears I gladly wiped away for her. Lori reached up and gently tapped the end of my chin.
"I was always yours, Darling Boy, but getting you to see that was the hardest thing I ever did in my life; stripping off and seducing you didn't come easy, but I guess I thought if I didn't do it while I had you to myself, eventually you'd leave and I'd be stuck in limbo forever, pining for you, and unable to want anyone else."
She paused, another tear slowly running down her cheek.
"All those things we did, all the stuff I did with you, it was the first time for me; I only knew how to do what we did from watching porn movies with my girlfriends. You were my first, Davey, I only ever wanted you, and there was no-one else I was ever going to be with, only you.
I looked at her in consternation; I'd taken her virginity! How could I have been so crass? I'd just assumed she was...experienced, that was the impression she gave me...
"Baby-girl, I'm sorry, I didn't know..." I began, but she cut me off.
"You weren't supposed to know, baby, that was the whole point; I hoped you'd think I was looking for fun only, and you'd have no guilt when you left me again, and hopefully I'd be pregnant. You weren't supposed to fall in love with me, I never seriously planned for that to happen, I never thought it could, even though I'd been hoping for that very thing since I was thirteen years old!"



I was intrigued, in spite of myself.
"So that business with the no-underwear and stripping off in the sitting room, that was all an act?"
Lori smiled wistfully.
"I know I came on like some slutty adventuress, all that stuff about my adventures and not exactly being pure as the driven snow, I thought that was what you wanted, that you were a man of the world, that you'd been places; you lived in one of the greatest cities in the world, you were a sophisticate. How could you ever be interested in a small-town corn-country girl, so I invented Lori the Slut, the worldly Tramp with a Mission, just for you, and you bought it, but I never thought you'd fall in love with me. I only wanted to seduce you, to have you just the once, so I could at least have your baby when you left me again. So now you know; falling into bed with you back in Maine wasn't some passing attraction, or just the need of the moment, it was all part of my cunning, Lex Luthor-like plot to get you in thrall to me forever, or at least long enough for me to catch your baby!"
I grinned at that, Lori grinning back at me through her tears, her glorious deep-blue eyes windows into her soul indeed, and all I saw in there was love for me, and the absolute truth as she opened her heart to me. I smiled again as I kissed her gently, pulling her closer to me to feel her wondrous body pressed tightly to mine.
"Lori, baby-girl, that first night we were together, that's when I finally knew I'd always loved you, too." I said, kissing and nibbling her lips as I spoke. "You may have sprung a trap on me, but I walked into it with my eyes wide-open, and I was never so glad to be caught in my entire life. I'm glad you decided to share your life with me, because I couldn't have one without you; I love you, Loretta Cavenham Keene-Denham!"
Lori smiled happily, and snuggled down against me, her arm around my waist as she held herself against me. Her breathing gradually slowed and deepened as she fell asleep again with a small smile on her lips. I was tired, but not sleepy, so, after a short internal debate, slid out of bed and padded down the corridor to the bathroom to have a shower, which, considering what we'd been doing, was probably a good idea. The hot water calmed and relaxed me, and once I was dried off properly, I set my alarm for 6:30 that evening and slid back into bed for a few hours of proper, restful sleep with the most beautiful girl in the world.
Dinner was an enjoyable and relaxing time with my family, something I'd almost forgotten in all the loss and major upheavals in our lives over the last few months. Lori had been hesitant about going out in public, in case someone tipped-off the tabloids where the "Unknown American Beauty!" was laying low, but Sybil put her mind at ease on that score.
"Darling, the people in this village have no wish to play host to the maggots from the media, they have quite enough of that over in Chipping Norton, where all those dreadful people congregate like some sort of cult, pricing the locals out of the area, building vulgar, 'Tudor-style' mansions with swimming pools, private cinema's, bowling alleys and helipads, cavorting around naked in hot-tubs, and generally behaving as though having excessive, un-earned wealth is somehow a license to behave like pigs at a trough, so no-one here is going to let slip even a whisper to the press that the mystery American girl who floored that talentless little tick is anywhere in the vicinity, I can assure you."
Her breezy confidence buoyed Lori up, and dismissed any misgivings she may have had; also, Jimmy was going to be there, and Rosie had given him permission to get creative with anyone who tried to disturb our dinner...
Sybil was right; the locals studiously avoided giving Lori more than a passing glance and a nodded greeting, and while there was a certain amount of competition between the waiters to get to serve her, as she was looking outstandingly good in a slinky black minidress and teetering heels, there was none of that nonsense that had marred our last evening out in London.
After dinner we adjourned for drinks to the pub across the street from the restaurant, a lovely old half-timbered building dating from the 1630's, where the locals were bewitched by Lori's accent and her appreciation of good beer and a good dirty joke.
Jimmy fell in with several old squaddies from the Royal Marines, men who'd fought in Korea, Malaya, Suez, and Kenya, and spent most of the evening swapping soldier stories with the old war-horses of the village. By the time we left, we were locals, part of the village, although Lori was the subject of a certain amount of surreptitious ogling from some of the younger men of the village, something she took in her stride, and no-one overstepped any bounds, so we had a very pleasant and convivial evening.
By the time we walked back to my aunt's house, I was definitely feeling the urge; Lori had been giving me secret little smiles and lingering looks all evening, and walking beside her in the late evening cool, our hips bumping as we walked, all I could smell was her, that lovely Christmassy scent that only I seemed to be able to smell, spicy and sweet, like nutmeg and mace, and candied fruit, with tones of spun sugar and vanilla, and it was driving me mad. Lori knew my moods, she could almost read my mind, and she knew I was building up to a major ravishment assault. Her knowing grin and seductive sway to her hips did nothing to damp me down either...
When we got back indoors, Lori and I declined the offer of a nightcap, pleading tiredness. Aunt Sybil didn't look in the least bit convinced, and with Rosie winking at me behind her mother's back, it was all we could do to keep our faces straight as we said our goodnights and made our way to our room. As soon as I closed the door, Lori slid her arms around my neck and kissed me long, slow, and meaningfully, and if I wasn't at full-stretch before, I certainly was now.
"Darling Boy, your family are wonderful; your aunt is just the loveliest lady alive, Rosie is a complete peach, and the boys are adorable, and they look just like you, all major plus points, baby. I'm so glad I'm a Denham now!"
I was glad too, especially as my hands had somehow found themselves firmly parked on her beauteous backside, and it was no hardship at all from me to grab hold and pull her against my throbbing erection, nibbling on her neck and smooth throat as I did so. Lori in turn rubbed her mound firmly against me, obviously as ready for me as I was for her, and stepped away from me for a second to shrug out of her clinging dress and stand before me, smiling invitingly, dressed in just her heels and wispy panties, a tiny little lace confection expressly designed to be ripped-off, hopefully with my teeth...
As I drank her in all over again, she deftly unbuckled my belt and undid my trousers, allowing me to kick them of as she tugged my shirt over my head and dropped it on the floor, smiling as I hurriedly tugged off my shoes and socks, just my tented briefs remaining, all that stood between me and my deeply fuckable sister-wife. Lori moved back in for the kill, one arm around my neck as she kissed me like an amorous cyclone, sucking the breath and mental acuity out of me with one sandbag kiss, while the other hand dived inside the waistband of my briefs to squeeze my straining cock, sending and electric tingle up my front, down my back and across the floor. My own hands zeroed-in on their favourite target, her firm, globular, quivering arse, the globes of her cheeks feeling just right after an evening of aching to get my hands round them and my tongue up between them.
As I groped her bum, I edged her backwards, until we collapsed onto the bed, with me on top of her. Lori giggled as my stiff cock nudged her pussy, and then gasped as I deliberately rubbed against her again.
"Oh yes, thank you sir, please may I have another!" she giggled, then moaned as I deliberately rubbed myself against her as hard as I could, scraping my cock across her panty-clad pussy.
"Now you've started something, you dirty, dirty boy, so you better finish it..." she giggled softly as she nibbled my ear. I was already contemplating an extended assault on all her juicy, jiggly bits, but Lori brought me up short.
"Not too much fun and games, stud, not tonight; you have to be out of here at 7 o'clock tomorrow morning and be back at the hospital all fresh, eager and raring to go, with your happy, shiny morning face, not looking like you just dragged yourself out of the Whore-Pits of Babylon, so take it easy; I'll be here when you get back, and every evening, I promise."
Having said her piece, she grabbed my piece, so I retaliated by slipping my fingers into the warm crease of her bum and tickling her cute little rosebud. Lori jumped as she tried not to shriek, which was my cue to yank her panties off and slide down the bed to munch a while on my favourite sweet treat, her delicious little pussy. Lori purred like a cat as I lapped at her smooth outer lips, jumping and twitching as I skimmed over her hooded clitoris, a small smile playing on her lips as she realised I'd be back there shortly, after I'd shoved my tongue in some intriguingly tasty places!
As I kissed and gently lapped at her, I wallowed in her essence; that lovely, spicy, musky, almost gingerbread aroma that she has that makes me think of Christmas, and holidays, and fruitcakes and spices; my girl really was the most delicious sweet-treat, and I could eat her for hours. Lori however, had other ideas.
As I licked at her labia, she wriggled until her pussy was almost flat against my mouth, so of course, I bored-in, prising her labia apart to slip my tongue into her. As I did, I felt her labia swelling as she responded to what I was doing, her rich smell intensifying as her excitement rose, driving me even deeper into her. By now, Lori was mewing softly as she tried to push her clitoris near my insistent tongue, and I'd deliberately resisted doing just that to push her even higher; now she was where I wanted her to be.
Her thighs spread wider as I moved up, sliding my hands under her to cup and squeeze her fabulous bum cheeks, the muscles flexing as she slowly rubbed her pussy against my mouth, my tongue probing and licking her, with her eyes closed and her lower lip trembling as she hovered on the brink of orgasm. At last, I couldn't stand it any longer, and licked and sucked her hard little clitoris, rubbing the stiff little pearl with my tongue, wallowing in the flood of sweetly fragrant juices that poured from her as I ate her pussy.
I went back to pushing my tongue into her, licking her inner lips, enjoying the taste of her, until, as I rubbed her clitoris with the pad of my thumb, I pushed my tongue deep into her tight little anus.
Lori screamed as she came, a flood of her juices pouring over my mouth and chin as she threshed under me, her anus twitching in concert with her convulsing pussy as her orgasm blazed and battered its way through her. I held her as she gradually came down from that place, nibbling her throat and neck as she murmured and twitched against me, kissing her soft lips, and lightly running my tongue around her areolas to avoid scratching her sensitive nipples. Lori gradually began responding, her hands fluttering over my body, eventually rediscovering my throbbing cock.
"Oooh yes, I remember this!" she breathed, squeezing and fisting my shaft, setting the crown tingling with my sudden and urgent need to fuck her.
"Your turn, Davey!" she grinned, looking up at me as she slid her hands around my neck, her legs drifting open as I lowered myself onto my elbows. Lori reached down to find and aim me properly, rubbing the head slowly over her sopping wet pussy, the heat making me even more desperate to be inside her. At last she had me aimed where she wanted me, and I slowly slid myself into my darling wife. Lori gasped as I stretched her open once again.
We humped and hammered at each other for what seemed like hours; I was desperate to come, but also wanted this to last; I love making love to her, I love the feel of her as she melts against me, I love the wet, slippery heat, I love the feel of her soft, supple skin as she thrusts and strains against me, and I loved the unhallowed thrill of fucking my sister after making her my wife!
As we hammered and pounded, Lori abruptly stopped, and just as suddenly pushed me away.
"No, Davey, no...wait...not like this..."
I pulled back in surprise, then grinned as she draped her knees over my shoulders so she was bent nearly double, both her tight little holes clearly on display.
"Take your pick, baby; dealer's choice!" she grinned, her eyebrow raising as I pushed forward and pressed my cockhead against her tight little back door.
"I should have known!" she grinned, pulling her cheeks apart to stretch her hole open. I slipped into her pussy again, taking a couple of strokes to lubricate myself, then withdrew and pushed against her anal entrance.
I slid into her in one easy, slow glide, Lori gasping as she encouraged me.
"That's...that's it, baby, oooh yess, like that, like that...yess..." she muttered as I slid all the way into her depths.
Once I was all the way in, I paused to let her get her breath. Once she signalled she was ready, I began that slow in and out she loved so much (and me, too!), pumping her arse full of my cock as we humped and hammered each other once again, this time fucking my sister/wife in such a depraved but immensely enjoyable way.
Now that I knew her secret sexual history (that before I'd come home she'd never actually had one) I could reflect that on the fact that my own experience of anal sex, while limited to a few scattered occasions with fellow medical students and nurses who'd felt like taking a walk up the Hershey Highway with me, was actually far more extensive than hers; she'd led me to believe she'd seen and done everything, so I'd have no compunction about falling into bed with her; the reality was that everything she knew was what she'd seen on the screen, but I like to think I'd since provided her with an enhanced post-graduate experience of the act since then.
While a small part of my mind (a VERY small part; Lori usually managed to occupy all my available head-space) thought about what we were doing, the rest of me was enjoying with deep gusto what we were doing. The sight of my gorgeous sister, her glorious eyes shut tight and her lip caught between her teeth as she hunched her pelvis up to take me all the way in every time I plunged down into her, the feel of her tight anus clamped around my thrusting cock, the sight of her midnight hair spread across the pillows in a fragrant filigree of fine strands, her firm, protruding breasts and straining nipples, all combined into one immensely horny whole; it was only by sheer willpower that I didn't just empty myself into her and slump down like a dead man.
To make it even better, rounding-off the sensory feast, as it were, her delightful, warm, spicy, sweet scent surrounded and covered me, telling me, as if I needed to be reminded, just who it was who was here with me, loving me so completely and so well.
Lori came first, a hissing groan escaping from her as her anus tightened in sympathy with her convulsing pussy, the sight, sound, and feel of my sister/wife, her anus gripping me so tightly as she came, all these sensations at once were too much for me, tipping me over the edge. I came with something between a groan and a shout of delight as my spunk burst out of me, the rippling of her tight rectum milking me like a tightly squeezing fist, dragging the spunk out me in long, satisfying spurts to paint and drench her insides.
The feel of me spraying her bowels with my sperm set her off again, and once again orgasm gripped her in a wave of pleasure, making her grit her teeth as her body hummed and quivered with the sensations rocketing around inside her.
I finally emptied out, slumping down beside her and pulling her close with what was probably the last shreds of strength left in my body. As I kissed her, her eyes were already closing in satisfied sleep, and I pulled the covers up over us, clamped my hands firmly around her lovely, pneumatic bum cheeks, and passed out, finally fucked to a standstill.
*
Bright and early I was up and ready to venture back into the world of cardiothoracic medicine; I let Lori sleep on, she looked so adorable asleep, and if I'd disturbed her I'd have had to 'tranquilize' her all over again, and I just didn't have the strength...
When I found my way back downstairs, there was Jimmy, also looking bright and shiny, waiting to take me into London; I thought there was a mistake, I'd only needed a lift to the nearest train station, where I'd be able to hop a commuter train to Marylebone, but apparently, Lori had given him explicit instructions to take me to Saint Giles, and pick me up again in the evening.
So off we went. As I was getting chauffeured in style, rather than cattle-trucking with the rest of the morning-misery crew on a commuter train into London, we were well ahead of schedule, so we stopped at a greasy spoon Jimmy knew and recommended and had an enormous full English breakfast, the kind of fry-up that would have infuriated Lori if she'd seen Jimmy and me shovelling it away. We tucked into bacon, sausage, mushrooms, fried eggs and fried bread like it was going out of fashion, all swilled down with Greasy-Spoon tea, stewed until it was red and almost thick enough to stand a spoon upright in; it's a wonder Jimmy's skin and mine wasn't bright red from all that tannin by the time we'd finished, but it was so good, just the thing to put the final polish on the morning.
When I arrived at the hospital, Jimmy grinningly insisted on doing the whole 'Bowing The young Master Out Of The Car', family-retainer thing, and I went along with it just to wind-up the Senior Surgical Registrar, who was standing open-mouthed in the car-park watching as I stepped out of a chauffeured limousine and grandly swept past him. I stalked into the Surgical Assessment Unit with my nose in the air while Jimmy bowed and tugged his forelock like a good little chauffeur; oh, it was fun to slap that old snob as I ignored him completely!
Jimmy was picking me up that evening, as instructed by his boss (Lori), but his day until then was going to be fully occupied, ferrying Lori and Rosie around from place to place to view the properties Richard's pet realtor had fallen over himself to arrange, once he'd twigged that Lori had a full shopping list and absolutely no upper limit when it came to her dream home.
I spent the day happily slipping back into the routine of rounds, surgical review boards, re-calendaring, and generally immersing myself once more in the role and responsibilities of the most junior surgeon on the cardiothoracic surgical team. The hospital was able to re-schedule my preparations and pre-exam surgical practice for my registration to sit the membership examination for the Royal College of Surgeons, my final hurdle to qualifying in my chosen field, so my day was hectic, full, and fully involving.
Lori's day had been just as full, as she was bursting to tell me when I finally stepped out of the car that evening. She'd toured around a large chunk of unspoilt, rural Oxfordshire, looking at and discarding one property after another, for a variety of reasons, but she wasn't in a burning rush to buy, we had time, and resources, for her to look around properly until she found the exact house she wanted. She'd fallen in love with Oxfordshire, with the rural peace and rustic charm of the place, and had another list of appointments to view the following day, and the day after, and the day after that, until she found her perfect nest.



She could see I was tired after a long day of getting back into the busy swing of a major London hospital, so that night, rather than leap frenziedly on me, she seduced me slowly and subtly. When we retired to bed, she walked around our room as she gradually disrobed, appealing flashes of her in varying stages of undress clicking through my mind, her voice low and sultry as she described the places she'd seen, all the while slowly, artfully, revealing more and more of her spectacular body, until I was quivering with a mixture of lust, desire, and juvenile horniness. When she sensed I was near explosion point, she climbed on the bed on all fours, her eyes fixed on mine, wearing only her tight little panties.
"Are you very tired, baby?" she cooed, her mouth saying one thing but her expression saying something else entirely, and, without waiting for an answer, she pulled the bedclothes down to reveal my truly stupefying erection, hardened to something like solid bone by her cock-teasing little pantomime.
"Oooh, is that for me?" she asked, wide-eyed, while she batted her sooty lashes at me in a display of innocence that was all the more electrifying because I knew what a dirty little bundle of horny fun my wife was. That and the way she leaned forward to slip her lips over the end of my straining cock and lick as she gave a gentle suck. As she did so, she looked up at me, again, all wide-eyed innocence, and gave me the dirtiest wink I'd ever seen in a wide catalogue of dirty winks from her to date!
My resistance (such as it was...) crumbled, and I pulled her to me, kissing her as I slipped my hands down her waist to hold and squeeze her marvellous bum, sliding them down the backs of her gossamer panties and pulling the cheeks apart so I could rub her little rosebud with a probing, questing finger. Lori squealed into my mouth and lightly bit my bottom lip.
"Dirty boy!" she murmured, grinning like a cat as she scratched my scrotum gently. Our eyes met, mutual need immediately apparent, and she sat up, tugged her panties down and off, and turned around to straddle me as she dipped her head down to once more take me in her mouth. This of course brought her wonderfully scenic pussy, and equally intriguing little pucker, into full view, the sight of both tight little havens of happiness stiffening my cock even further in her hot mouth. Even as I gazed in rapt wonder at my sister's succulent little treats, I could see her pussy lips darkening as they began to engorge, and the scent of her arousal began to waft over me, strong, sweet, spicy and delicious.
Without further ado, I pulled her close enough to reach her sweetness with my tongue and lips, lapping her from clitoris to anus with my flattened tongue, and as I engaged her in "oral-genital congress", as my textbooks so quaintly put it, I rolled her off me and onto our sides, so we were now in a classic "69", my face buried between her thighs as she sucked my cock while massaging my balls.
We played like that for a while, whether hours or minutes I neither knew nor cared; all I was aware of was the pleasure from the heat and suction of her talented mouth, and the taste and wet succulence of her juicy peach, the feel of her smooth, firm skin as I held her to me, and her delicious, alluring scent. I knew it was all pheromones, sex triggers flicking switches in my Limbic system, but I didn't care; all I knew was she was mine, and this was how I wanted her, and how she wanted me.
Eventually, after an orgasm or ten, Lori surfaced, looking alluring and ready for some proper all-in wrestling, giving me that look, the one that says "buckle-up, now it gets bumpy!"
She crawled up beside me and planted her lips on mine, kissing me like a friendly tornado, that kiss sucking the wit and will-power out of me and setting me up for what she wanted to do next. As we kissed, she slid on top of me, slipping her thighs on either side of me as my hands curled around her delectable bum, instinctively pulling the two halves of that succulent peach apart, making her giggle and wriggle delightfully on top of me.
"Later, baby, right now, I want to do this..."
With that, she slid herself onto my throbbing cock, her breath hissing as I stretched her open again. Lori leaned down to kiss me, her mane of hair falling over her shoulder and brushing my face and chest like a sweet-scented net. As she began to slowly, insistently gyrate on me, rubbing the head of my cock against her cervix, I reached up and once again held those magnificent, perfect breasts, lightly brushing her sensitive nipples and making her gasp and grin at me.
"Like that baby, yesss, like that, oooh yesss!" she murmured as I slowly pumped against her, fondling and squeezing her breasts as I did, lightly grazing the nipples and making her jump and catch her breath each time I did it.
I could see her neck and shoulders flushing pink in the glow from the lamp, her movements against me quickening as orgasm approached, her eyes closed and the pulse-beat fluttering in her throat all giveaways that she was nearly there.
As our movements together became more frenzied, with her grinding her pussy against me ever harder and faster, I slid my finger into her tight, puckered little anus and pumped in and out of her in time to my cock inside her, the dual sensations finally tipping her over the edge.
Lori screamed as her pussy convulsed around me, the sudden delicious constriction almost sending me into my own ecstatic explosion, but I held back, even if I had to grit my teeth and think of Joan Rivers in a slingshot monokini (an instant passion-killer if there ever was one...) to do it; I had a feeling she had something special in mind for me.
At last, my darling slumped down on me, her heart thudding and her pussy rhythmically clenching and releasing me as she came down and slowly came back to reality. As always, it was a joy to hold her close to me, to feel her soft lips in the hollow of my neck, to run my hands over her smooth, satiny skin and feel the life and vitality sparkling in every square inch of her, and to surround myself and bask in her lovely warm, sweet, spicy aroma.
Once she got her breath back, and her heart-rate back down to something approaching normal, she raised her head to kiss me lightly and nip at my bottom lip.
"How about you Davey, how about a little something, just for you...?" she smiled, a knowing look in her eyes, and nipped my lip again.
"Just like mom, baby!" she whispered, sitting up and shaking out her hair, the sight of her raking her hair while she shook it out, and all the interesting ripples and jiggles that accompanied the act rearing my cock up even stiffer than it had been, if that were possible.
I knew what she wanted to do, (and so did I, oh yes!) and when she pointed at her toiletries bag I passed it to her, from whence she took out a tube of KY Jelly.
"You know what to do, you dirty-minded, butt-reaming little ass-rapist!" she grinned at me as she handed me the tube, then turned and presented her magnificent bum to me; I was half minded to forget the lube and just bite those inviting cheeks as much as I could, but instead I took a finger-full of the lubricant and rubbed it in and around my next hiding place, sliding first one then two fingers into her tightest hole, opening and stretching her for what was coming next. Lori sighed and wriggled, her pink anus winking at me as she flexed her hole, tempting me with the delights of her arse.
"Get a move on, you butt-goblin, you've got an early start again tomorrow, and I haven't got all night; just fuck my ass, Davey, now!"
Never one to let a lady down, I knelt behind her, lightly rubbing her smooth, lubricated hole. Lori sighed and pulled a couple of pillows under her midriff and lay across them, presenting her uptilted rear to me in a very tempting manner.
"Now, Denham...!" she growled, so I leaned down and pushed my cock into her tight little pussy, Lori hissing as I filled her up again, pumping few times to lubricate myself nicely with her own tasty juices, then withdrew and placed the tip at the entrance to her tight little bum.
"Now or never, baby-girl, tell me now and we can do something else!" I teased, knowing she wanted this almost more than I did.
"Daviddd...!" she hissed warningly, and I grinned as I slowly but inexorably slid my rigid cock deep into her tight anus in one long smooth glide.
"Oh Jesus God, that's tight!" she gasped, "I was right, that fucking thing's getting bigger by the day! What the fuck are you feeding it?"
I had to grin as I began to slide back out again, Lori gasping and humping her bum up against me as I slowly withdrew, trying to keep me embedded in her tight, hot little bottom.
"All I feed him is a certain blue-eyed Iowa brunette, that's what he's partial to, I thought you knew this?" I whispered as I shoved my way back in again, Lori gasping and once more humping up against me, engulfing my cock with her tight bum hole as she slowly gyrated her hips, effectively stirring me around inside her, and grinning even as she gasped with every thrust from me.
"You are so full of shit, English-Boy!" she giggled, "I've said this before, and I'm saying it again now; you just like ramming that thing into my ass with no warning, you butt-raping little pervert! My daddy was right; I should have listened to him!"
I forbore to comment, as I was enjoying myself far too much; despite her protestations, the sinewy contractions and flexing of her anal tube was giving away her enjoyment of what we were doing here, and I was rapidly losing the power of speech as I concentrated on pumping my painfully erect cock in and out of her hot, velvety canal.
I slid my hands under her ribcage and cupped her magnificent tits, my palms lightly brushing her highly sensitive nipples, but it was enough to make her anus tighten as she bucked underneath me.
"Oh God, Davey, that felt so good, do it again!" she gasped, and so, as I slid my cock out of her arse and shoved it back in again, I flicked and lightly grazed her nipples, making her groan and shudder under me.
The end had to come soon; neither one of us could stand this level of stimulation for long. As I gently squeezed her lovely firm tits I felt that low-level tingling behind the base of my cock and in the pit of my stomach, and Lori convulsed as her orgasm swept through her, her anus clamping down tightly on me as her pussy shuddered in sympathy with her cervix as it beat against the thin walls separating it from where I was embedded.
The pressure on my cock, like a hot velvet vice squeezing me along my whole length all at once, was enough to tip me over the edge, and I came like the night express, spunk blasting out of me in what felt like endless streams, spraying the insides of her anal tube and coating her bowels with my tribute.
The feel of me launching my spunk-assault on her bowels set her off again, and Lori screamed my name as she came again, the rippling of her anal tube milking me of every last drop of my male essence. I rolled to one side, still embedded in her to the hilt, taking her with me, and held her close as she shuddered and twitched as aftershocks rippled and died away inside her, her heart thumping in concert with mine as we both slowly recovered from our lovemaking. I slowly shrank and slipped from her, and Lori rolled over to face me, her top lip sheened with sweat, and her sweet, spicy aroma surrounding me like a cloud.
"Okay, baby, playtime's over now," she grinned, "you have to be up and away early tomorrow, Jimmy's taking you, so get some sleep in the car as well."
I nuzzled her as she pulled the covers up over us, already nearly asleep, yawning hugely as she turned and spooned against me, her last comment already blurry with sleep but still sending me to sleep with a grin on my face.
"If you stop off along the way and have another huge fried breakfast, I swear to God I will deep-fry your dick and make you eat it with an onion mayo dip. If you're hungry, buy a salad. And that goes for Jimmy, too..."
*
And so that settled into our routine as we marked time waiting for Aunt Sophie and Uncle Richard. Lori spent day after day combing the Oxfordshire wilds for the perfect house, one that ticked all her boxes, while I worked my way back though the curriculum and surgical rota, doing my level best to catch-up and get my preparations in place for my final and most important qualifying examination, for membership of the Royal College of Surgeons.
In the meantime, Lori had her list, and she was adamant about keeping to that list, too; if she was going to settle down and raise kids, she wanted the perfect house to do it in, and she wasn't prepared to compromise. Poor Jimmy found himself criss-crossing the county with Rosie, following up leads and hints that she and Lori had unearthed, splitting his time between ferrying around the Memsahib, and deliberately doing his "faithful old Family Retainer" act every time he took me to work or collected me in the evening.
The senior registrars either grinned at his act, or fumed that a pipsqueak junior surgeon was being bowed in and out of a limousine like the young master returning to the manor, envy mixing with class outrage. Jimmy knew exactly what he was doing, but he was more afraid of Lori than he was of me, and he had his orders; I tell you, that girl has a warped sense of humour sometimes...
At last, Lori found her house, and it was in the same village Sophie and Richard lived, of all places, Little Brooking; why was I not surprised...
The village was one of those chocolate-boxy sort of places, 16th century black and white half timbered houses with thatched roofs and picturesque shutters, village green with cute little pub, apple and pear orchards disappearing off into the distance; the whole place was almost painfully twee and whimsical. Luckily, the house she'd set her sights on was an old vicarage, dating from the latter part of the 18th century, brick-built, with a Welsh slate roof, and beautiful golden Cotswold sandstone quoins; it satisfied all her basic requirements in that it was structurally sound, had recently been renovated and updated, but sympathetically, leaving all the period elements untouched, by someone with their eye out for a buyer just like her, and large but not unmanageable gardens with a one-acre apple orchard and a herb garden, a vegetable patch, and a small duck pond.
There was also an adjoining paddock where a pair of elderly donkeys lived in happy amity with a retired shire horse named Tiny, which was a misnomer if I ever heard one; he was bloody massive, the last time I'd seen something that big it had four flat feet and a trunk...
One of the conditions of sale was that the new owners had to take full ownership and responsibility for those three moth-eaten nags; Lori of course agreed to the asking price without a flicker of her eyelid, with the seller sighing as she realised she could have faked a bidding war and upped the price and Lori would have paid it anyway, again without a flicker; she knew the signs of true love when she saw them...
There was also a pair of cottages on the property, built by the original owner of the vicarage as additional family accommodation. The present owner had renovated them when the main house was done, and was currently using them as summer holiday rentals, but Lori had her own plans for them.
The sale was laughably easy; with no other buyers bidding for the property, and the owner moving abroad, all we had to wait for was the Land Registry title-search and various other legal niceties, but with Lori's deep pockets and apparently inexhaustible cash reserves, our solicitor fell over himself to push things along; as it was a cash sale, with a banker's draft for the vendor, and a cheque for the Stamp-Duty that Lori handed him without a murmur, and the fact there was no mortgage to arrange, no bank fees, bridging-loans, or deposits to secure, it only took a matter of weeks, rather than the several months these kinds of things could take, and suddenly, we owned our dream house (or at least Lori's, and it had better be mine...)
In the midst of all this, Sophie and Richard finally came home. Lori had been ticking off the calendar, counting-down the days, until suddenly, the day dawned. She was a bag of nerves, alternately pacing and muttering and trembling and crying; the tension wasn't good for her, and definitely not for the baby, and so, to try and relax her, I suggested we take a leisurely drive to Heathrow Airport and collect my aunt and uncle. Lori jumped at it, insisting we leave now, now, now!
So we did, even though we were several hours too early; Lori wanted to be there in case their flight was early (fat chance) and there was no-one there to meet them...
Lori fidgeted the entire way there, while Jimmy sat with his face carefully blank and expressionless; he'd suggested we stop and have lunch, as there were several hours before their flight was due in, and Lori nearly bit his head off, so, being a good soldier who knew when to fight and when to back-off, he shut his mouth, exchanged glances with me that spoke volumes, and set to the task of ferrying us to Heathrow Terminal 3. Rosie had gone over to their house, to open it up and air it a little, even though the housekeeping service was supposed to have been doing just that, and to wait there for her favourite aunt and uncle.
Once at the airport, Lori was free to let her need to fret have full reign, and so Jimmy made himself scarce while I hugged and held my baby close as she alternated between crying and trembling; none of this was good for her, or the baby, but she seemed to have a deep-seated need to do it, so I held her while she got all her nerves and jitters out of the way.
At last, I heard their flight arrival announced, and so did Lori, because suddenly her jitters stepped-up another notch, and I found myself wishing they'd just get here, before she actually imploded; she was trembling so fast she was just a Lori-shaped blur, people were beginning to stare, possibly wondering if she was some sort of avant-garde street theatre...
Just when it seemed she was ready to implode for real, out they came. All I heard was a low growling sound, and suddenly Lori and Sophie were in each other's arms, both of them in floods of tears, and hugging so tight you couldn't have got the thinnest sheet of paper between them. All I could hear was a sort of high-speed gabbling from the two of them. Richard shared a bemused look with me while Lori and my aunt continued their reunion at some higher level of communication, something involving incoherent squeaking interspersed with Lori repeating 'mom, mom' over and over while Sophie stroked her hair .
"Hello David, it's good to see you again, young feller!" grinned Richard, before being sidetracked as Lori grabbed him with her free hand and hugged him in a neck-breaker, pleasure and embarrassment warring for a second on his genial features. He gently disengaged himself and shook hands warmly with me.
"It's good to be home at last, David, I think I'm going to enjoy having a rose garden I won't have to leave when I get posted again. Also, your aunt and your dear girl, at last they've got each other back; you've absolutely no idea what it's been like these last few weeks, David, no idea at all! You aunt has been like a bear with a sore head ever since she came back from Bar Harbor, I didn't dare stick my head in a room in case she bit it off. At last she has her precious "daughter-girl" back, so now I can relax instead of creeping around like a bloody criminal!"
Sophie and Lori finally managed to descend back to earth, Sophie hugging me warmly and kissing my cheek in a motherly sort of way, while Lori hugged Richard properly, her face buried in his shoulder while she cried softly, with Richard patting her back gently as he whispered to her. I got a little teary myself as I realised just how deeply my girl had imprinted on these two fine people. In her mind and heart they'd become her parents, and her love for them was plain to see, and having them back was probably the best thing for her right now.



As I watched Lori reconnect with Sophie and Richard I suddenly realised that if Sophie was now her mother, then in some indefinable but very real way she was mine too; if Lori felt that she had Mother back, then maybe she did, which meant I did too; the idea stunned me. I finally got it, now it all made sense; now, with a sudden cognitive flash of insight I saw what Lori had been seeing and feeling all along. Now I knew who we were, who this was family that we had become, and where we were going.
Jimmy appeared and loaded their luggage onto a pair of trolleys, and he pushed one while I pushed the other down to the car park. Sophie raised an eyebrow at the limousine, but said nothing while we loaded the luggage, saving it for when we were on the road. Once we were underway, Jimmy rolled up the privacy screen, sensing that there was family-stuff coming, and he didn't need to hear it. Once the screen was up, Sophie raised that eyebrow again.
"A chauffeur, David? Really? I thought you were above such things!"
Lori glanced up from where she was huddled between Richard and Sophie, with Sophie's arm wrapped possessively around her.
"It's not like that, mo...Aunt Sophie, we had a little trouble in London, and Jimmy took care of it, so David gave him a job looking after me when he's not around, and the car came with him. He's a lovely man, Rosie's completely smitten with him, and Jimmy's fallen for Rosie in a big way; ask him if you don't believe me."
Sophie caught the change as Lori so very nearly called her "mom", her eyes shining again as she looked fondly down at her.
"All right, darling girl, I know I'm probably going to regret this, but what exactly happened that you should need a bodyguard?"
Lori told her the story about that idiot in the restaurant, and the fracas outside, and how he'd been a minor TV celebrity, which hadn't stopped Jimmy from shredding him with a well-aimed head-butt and a kick in the plums that still made mine twinge whenever I thought about it. Of course, the resultant press furore had forced us to do a runner and hole up a long way from civilisation, in Denham Hall, far from any press intrusion. Sophie grimaced at that, her look disapproving.
"You took this poor girl, in her condition, to that dreadful place? David, only jet lag and good manners prevents me from giving you such a slap right now! The very idea!"
Richard was grinning at me behind his hand, and I had to look away to bite down my own grin as Lori winked at me, stuck out her tongue, and snuggled even closer to her protector. I could see a long and deep involvement with my aunt and uncle looming, and something told me I'd better start learning about roses, it looked like Richard and I were going to be spending a lot of time in each other's company...
Sophie leaned across and pressed the privacy button, and waited until the screen lowered before speaking to Jimmy.
"Young man, I understand I have you to thank for rescuing this lovely girl from some TV vermin. Loretta tells me you work for her, and that you're doing a good job, and also that you seem to be forming an attachment with my niece, Rosamund. I hope you're a serious-minded young man?"
Jimmy gulped and nodded; Sophie was a formidable lady, and I was quite tickled at the sight of a man who'd charged sniper nests in Sarajevo and infiltrated gun emplacements in Iraq actually sweating at her slightly raised eyebrow. Richard eventually took pity on him.
"What my wife is trying to say, in her own inimitable way, is that Rosie is one of her favourites, and she's curious to know what your intentions are. Speak up, young feller, it's all family here."
Jimmy looked sideways at me, straightened-up at my wink, but kept his eyes firmly on the road ahead as he drove.
"Rosie...Rosamund and me, we have an, an understanding. I respect her, and would like to take things further, when she's ready, and I'm able to support a wife and ...and family. I fully intend to one day ask her to be my wife, when the time is right!"
He flicked a glance at the rear-view mirror, to see Sophie smiling slightly.
"Good answer, a very good answer, you may be just what she needs! I think under the circumstances we can dispense with the formalities; Rosamund calls my husband and I Uncle Richard and Aunt Sophie, if you are to join this family, I would expect you to do the same."
Now Jimmy looked really alarmed.
"Yes of course, Mrs...I mean Aunt...I mean...!" he stuttered, completely unnerved by Sophie, who looked across at me and grinned, suddenly looking more like Lori than ever.
I reached over and patted his shoulder.
"Relax Jimmy, you passed! Aunt Sybil likes you, Aunt Sophie likes you, I doubt you care what Maude or Bella think of you, and best of all, Rosie likes you, you're in!"
Jimmy didn't say another word all the way back, but he looked a lot less terrified under the sheen of perspiration on his face. When we arrived at the house, Richard, and Hugo were waiting at the gate to greet their parents, both of them with their arms around a smiling Rosie. Once the kisses and hugs had been exchanged, Sophie took Lori and Rosie by the arm and piloted them into the house, while Jimmy, the boys, and I unloaded the luggage and trundled it into the house.
Sophie and the girls were closeted in the drawing room, so Richard, Hugo, and I sat and had a cold beer, while Jimmy had a coke as he was driving. We chatted about my work at St. Giles, the boys discussed the progress of their plan to hook themselves "an American stunner, just like yours, Davey, plans are afoot, old chap!", and ribbed Jimmy about his romance with Rosie, roaring with laughter at his discomfort when Sophie had turned her blowtorch on him in the car.
"I tried to warn you, I did, really! Mother is an absolute terror when she forgets she's a doting parent, better check to see if she didn't bite your leg off when you weren't looking!" grinned Hugo, "Of course, it's your turn next, Davey; right now they're in there plotting and planning, sealing your fate, blocking all exits, and setting dozens of little ankle-traps for the unwary; you had your chance, Davey, now she's got hold of both of you, the moment of doom approacheth!"
"Stop frightening the lads," grinned Uncle Richard from the doorway, dressed in casual clothes now and looking less like a senior diplomat and more like a dad. He poured himself a scotch, and came and sat with us, looking intently at me.
"David, the boys are only joking, but there's an element of truth here; your aunt is meticulous, detail-oriented, and really quite...forceful once she gets the bit between her teeth," he grinned at his understatement, as did I, once again marvelling at how much like my Grandfather he looked, and how much he reminded me of my father, what I remembered of him, anyway. He held his scotch up to the light for a moment, then took a sip as he collected his thoughts.
"You told me once how busy you were going to be getting back into training at your hospital, but woe betide you if your schedule interferes with Sophie's arrangements. She won't say anything, but Sophie can do more damage with a carefully aimed eyebrow than most people can do with a wild left-hook, so make sure you leave enough flexibility in your schedule to accommodate hers. She and Lori are very close now, as close as mother and daughter, so if you do anything that she perceives as a slight to that lovely girl, you'll have her on you like an avenging angel. Be warned, and watch out for the danger signals; you'll soon learn what they are..."
At that point, the door opened and the ladies came in from their plotting session in the Drawing Room, Lori looking radiant, Rosie smiling widely, and Sophie looking very pleased with herself.
As we all stood, waiting for the ladies to be seated, Rosie slipped up to Jimmy's side and whispered something to him. He looked startled, but took her hand and allowed her to lead him outside. I grinned at the little by-play, and at Sophie and Lori's smug looks.
"Mother, what have you done?" grinned Hugo, while Richard leaned back and saluted her with his beer.
"Mother, you've got that "look" again, the one you get when you set me up with some friend's daughter; what have you done now?"
Sophie looked positively angelic.
"I? Nothing, nothing at all, just mentioned to Rosie what she needs to tell that young man of hers, and before you start accusing me of meddling, she was already going to do it, so unruffle yourselves! Now, I have important things to arrange, dears, so make yourselves useful, or make yourselves scarce, go on, shoo."
Richard and Hugo tipped back their beers, as did I, and I made to follow them into the garden, to be stopped by my aunt.
"Not you, young man, this is your wedding too, so pay attention!"
Uncle Richard grinned at me behind her back, tipped his scotch in salute at me, and slipped out into the garden after the boys. Sophie took my arm, and slipped her arm through Lori's, and the three of us stepped into the garden through the French double-doors.
Sophie looked around appreciatively at the garden.
"I did so love coming back here whenever we could, I always loved this garden, it will be nice to live here permanently; England in the summer, what a heavenly thought!"
I grinned as she strolled arm in arm with us along the patio, watching Uncle Richard and his sons examine the state of the rosebushes. Sophie stopped in front of a bower, smiling at her memories.
"I used to sit here with your Great-Aunt Louisa, Richard's dear mother, and we'd talk about the family, about David, your father. This is where Louisa told me about her brother and her, about her own beloved David, your grandfather, about your uncle Richard, and poor Hugo, how devastated she was when he died so tragically young, just a young boy. She once told me she used to pray that somehow the universe would change, that things would turn around so she could have the one thing she wanted, her David to be her husband, and to have been your father's mother. Her husband drank himself to death with the money your grandfather gave him to marry Louisa and save her from scandal, but that man, he was rotten to the core; he never let poor Louisa forget he wasn't Richard's father, that he was well aware who Richard's real father was. He made her life a misery, always blackmailing her to keep her secret."
She stopped to dab at her eyes, Lori following her.
"Your grandfather paid up without a murmur, of course, he loved his sister far too much to let her secret become known. At least you managed to have what Louisa and her brother could never have had, David, so be grateful for each other, children, give thanks every day, because you'll never know how bad it could have been."
Sophie dabbed at her eyes again, then pecked me on the cheek.
"I so envy you, both of you! You're starting out all new and fresh and young, the world really is at your feet, just make sure you appreciate and enjoy it. You're lucky to have a girl like Loretta, dear, someone who adores you as much as she does, and you Loretta, I've seen how David can't take his eyes off you, you did well to have someone as caring as him so smitten with you. Both of you, you're going to be just fine, I can see it now."
She slid her fingertips along Lori's cheek, brushed an errant hair back and smiled happily at her.
"I was thinking the third week of September, in the chapel at Kings, where your father was married, David, and where I married your uncle Richard, too; it's sort of a family tradition now, what do you think, dear?"
Uncle Richard's warning was still echoing in my mind, so I agreed; I was already married to my darling sister, this wedding was for Lori to have her dream wedding in a flower-decked church, something she'd once confessed to me in an unguarded moment, and I would agree to anything for my beautiful sister-wife.
"Good, now that's settled, it's been a long flight, and your uncle and I are tired, so take this dear girl out somewhere and lavish attention on her, I think I need a long, hot soak, and a nice long sleep, so I'll see you tomorrow, children. Oh, and David, I'll be taking Loretta away from you for a while tomorrow, we're going shopping, find something useful to do while we're gone, there's a dear..."
Sophie walked us to the gate, where Jimmy and Rosie were waiting for us, and once again pecked me on the cheek, hugged Lori, and waved us off as Jimmy pulled away for the drive back to Sybil's house. Once there, Rosie decided she needed to go shopping in Bicester, so Jimmy sat her in the back so she could arrive at the Designer Outlet Village in style, leaving us with an empty house, Sybil having gone to London to meet with her agent. So now we had a great big empty house all to ourselves, what to do, what to do...
Lori solved that by moulding herself against me and running her fingers over my rapidly expanding cock.
"What shall we do, Davey, there's just you and me here in this big ole house, however shall we pass the time?"
She looked at me so innocently, her eyes big and blue, and utterly guileless, but with a spark of true depravity burning way down deep inside; my girl had a plan, and it would almost certainly involve nakedness and much stickiness. Little David reared-up and filled her hand at the thought.
"That's what I like, a man who knows what he wants!" she grinned, nipping my chin as she squeezed me briefly, stiffening me even further, if that was possible, "Let's go, baby, I want to play doctors and trollops, and you do it so well!"
With that, she led me into the house, my eyes once again drawn to the sweet curves and tight quiver of her spectacular arse in the form fitting sun-dress she'd chosen to wear. I checked for VPL, none was visible, good, it meant I got to eat without all that tedious business of tearing her panties off...
Lori caught the direction of my stare, grinned, and twitched her delectable bum-cheeks even more, causing many, many impure thoughts to zing through my brain and latch onto my cock; oh yes, when I got her naked, she'd find out what kind of games I wanted to play! As she led me through our bedroom door, I leaned back against the door and slid my arms around her waist, pulling her to me. Lori squealed as I slid my hands up to cup and squeeze her lovely firm lady-lumps, the nipples already hard and poking through the stretched-tight material of her sun dress.
I dipped down and kissed her neck while I squeezed her breasts, rolling her taut nipples between my fingertips under the tight material, and Lori groaned, pushing her wonderful backside against my throbbing cock, capturing me in the cleft between her sculpted buttocks. Now it was my turn to groan as she slid her hand onto the back of my neck to support herself, and rose and fell on her toes, rubbing my engorged cock as it lay in the cleft of her spectacular arse.
As I leaned down to nibble and lick her perfect neck some more, Lori giggled and reached behind to squeeze my cock.
"We can stand here all day, or we can do...other stuff, baby, your choice!" she murmured, making it crystal clear just what kind of "other stuff" she'd rather be doing.
I took the hint, and reached for the zipper on her dress, sliding it down in one move and allowing her creamy, satin-smooth back to fall into my clutches. Lori giggled again as I kissed the back of her neck and slid my hands inside her dress to hold and squeeze her luscious breasts again, while her delicate, delicious scent surrounded me, making me hunger for her all over again.
"Help me get this thing off, Davey!" she grinned, so I pulled as she squirmed, her bum cheeks wobbling fetchingly as she shimmied the dress off, to stand completely naked before me. Every time I see my wife naked it's like a new experience for me; I never tire of seeing her clear, flawless skin, her rounded, spectacular, showpiece bum, those incredible protuberant 36C breasts with her fat, coral-pink nipples, now beginning to darken to a deeper rose, part of the changes to her body as her pregnancy progressed, and the secret place between her legs, the lips glistening with her honey and just begging for a lick. Lori put her hands behind her head and did a slow spin, grinning all the while to show she knew exactly what she was doing to me.
"Well, Davey, do you still like what you see?" she taunted me, her eyes dancing with mischief, knowing exactly what effect she was having on me. The sight of all that delicious female flesh was too much, and with an almost animal growl, I lunged for her bearing her backwards and onto the bed. I landed on top of her, being careful to take my weight on my forearms and knees, Lori giggling and shrieking as I licked, nibbled, tickled and lapped at her with my tongue.
We played for a few minutes, enjoying the play before other needs intruded, and I found myself wondering all over again how I'd managed to trap such a delicious, divine, utterly beautiful young woman. As I took her all in, I slid down so I could lick and suck her deliciously stiff nipples, gently running the flat of my tongue over the sensitive little points of flesh. Lori's nipples were becoming very sensitive, so I left off before I actively made her too sore to continue, concentrating instead on kissing a line down her midriff, past and inside her ticklish little navel, until my tongue found the top of her slit.
Lori bucked and sighed as I slid my tongue-tip inside her crease, teasing the hood of her clitoris before poking my tongue into her opening, making her sigh and wriggle against me. I wriggled my tongue inside her, then slowly pulled it out and lapped at her slit, once again marvelling at her tangy sweetness, and her spicy, Christmas scent, full rich, aromatic and sweet, redolent of plum pudding and mulled, spiced wine, with a background scent altogether more human, primitive and alluring.
Lori moved and murmured under me as I worked my way down, until my tongue-tip was probing at her tight little rectum, the sensation as I slowly pushed my way into her little knot almost overwhelmingly sexy; Suddenly I wanted to be shoving my distended cock in this particular hole; if I did it right, she'd beg me to bugger her, the way she liked it so much.
Lori sighed happily again and lifted her hips to ease my access to her little rusty bullet hole, holding my head lightly and twining her fingers in my hair as I lapped and licked at her tight-spot, slowly pushing my tongue-tip further into her with every pass until I was in her as far as I could go, rimming her as deeply as she'd ever been rimmed before.
Lori began pulling my face closer into her, trying to get more of me inside her, so I obliged. Pulling my tongue back out of her, I once again fastened my lips on her clitoris, sucking the hard little nub and making her thresh around under me, as her juices poured out of her. I slid up over her, kissed her gently, lifting her legs so her lovely little rosebud was looking right at me, took my cock and pressed it against her. Lori took over, taking hold me and aiming properly, and then nodded, so I began to slide slowly but unstoppably into her tight arse.
Lori gasped and grinned up at me as I slid into her.
"You dirty, perverted little bum-fucker, that's all you ever want to do these days, I have other holes too, you know!"
I grinned back down at her, not at all put off my stride by her words, especially as I could see she didn't mean any of them. I stuck my tongue out at her, and leaned down to nip the end of her nose.
"Before you start going all "you are such a pervert" on me, Mrs. Loretta Keene-Denham, just remember one thing, you hot little fuck-muffin wife of mine; it was you who started all this; it was you who asked me to fuck you in your arse, you showed me how to do it properly, I discovered I liked it, so I am your creation, missus Frankenstein, and the price you pay for being such a cock-obsessed little smart-arse is you get to spend the rest of your life with my tongue, my fingers, or my fat-boy shoved up your Strada Cioccolato, and if you don't like it, go complain to the universe, I'm sure it will listen to you, go "Oh, Sorry, Is this better?" and rearrange things so you get your own way!"



Lori stuck her tongue out and grinned at me, that slow, unutterably dirty grin she gets when she's hatching something, or something mad, bad, and nasty but nice has occurred to her. She began humping back at me, digging in her heels and pushing back against me, taking me in even deeper, even as she began pulsing her rectum around me, the sensation not unlike fingers squeezing and rippling along the entire length of my cock. She began to hitch and gasp as I humped madly, ramming my cock into her as hard as I could while she met me thrust for thrust.
We couldn't keep this up for long, no humans could, and I came with a shout of release as I sprayed what felt like an endless amount of hot sperm deep into her bowels. Lori screamed as her own orgasm hit her, the rippling in her rectum now an unstoppable, rhythmic milking sensation, dragging my own orgasm out and chiming with her as I pumped stream after steam of my sperm into her.
We slumped down, completely wrung out, Lori holding me tightly as she trembled and shuddered against me with the aftershocks of her orgasm. My cock finally softened enough to slip from her, Lori murmuring and burrowing against me as her own orgasmic tremors and aftershock died away. After a while, I could feel her fingers on my chest as she tapped me, something she does when she's thinking about something.
"Do you mean what you said earlier, Doctor-Man? About the rest of my life, I mean?"
I grinned back, sure I knew where she was going with this, well, this time anyway.
"Every day, if you want, my darling baby-girl, as many times as I can, that I promise you, although, as you pointed out, you have other holes too; I fully intend to keep them all fully occupied too!"
Lori smirked.
"Done! I want that in our wedding vows, I want a promise of a daily good ole-fashioned Iowa back-country ass-fuck, so you better make it happen, or I'll make good on my promise to yank your leg off, whittle it into a cock and use it on myself if I have to!"
I raised an eyebrow at her.
"Darling-Girl, just how the fuck am I going to make a promise like that in a church full of people? If I try that, I promise you, Sophie will have me finely minced and rendered down into compost for Richard's rosebushes! Try something else, anything but that!"
She looked up at me with huge, sad, puppy-dog eyes, and a heartlessly quivering lip, before:
"I thought you loved me!"" she pouted, " if you did, you would!" came trotting out of her mouth. She did it: she actually played the 'you would if you loved me' guilt-card. I had to grin, especially as I could see just how insincere she was at that moment. I wasn't about to let this go without a fight, though; I mean...
"Alright, how about I solemnly swear, here and now, on that ring on your finger, to hump your rump every day, for the rest of our married life? Does that satisfy Madame?
Lori looked at me with the devil in her eyes and that irresistible smile on her perfect lips.
"Okay Davey, that will be enough for me; you've never broken a promise you swore on mummy-bum, so swear now!"
Grinning at the reminder of our childhood, I made the promise I knew I was compelled to keep.
"Darling Lori, I swear on mummy-bum I will always cram your crevice as and when you demand it, forever and ever, amen. Is that good enough, you tiresome trollop?"
Lori grinned at that, her eyes softening.
"Just as long as I'm always your trollop, darling boy!" she murmured.
"Always and forever, beautiful girl!" I promised, kissing her as she sleepily stretched and hugged me close.
"First ultrasound tomorrow, baby, I'm excited, will they be able to tell us if it's a boy or a girl?" she asked, her eye cocked hopefully at me.
"Not likely, baby-girl, not at only 14 weeks, but we will be able to see and hear the foetal heartbeat."
Lori smiled happily.
"I'm having your baby...!" she murmured, trailing off as she fell asleep. I watched her for a while, enthralled, as always, by her flawless, porcelain skin, her red lips, and her hair, black and glossy as a raven's wing. Charlie always told us with a perfectly straight face that Lori's hair came from his ancestor, a full-blooded Kiowa war-chief, something a small boy from England took in with wide-eyed acceptance; my little sister was a Red-Indian princess! When I got older, of course, I worked it out for myself; Charlie's family originally came from Savannah, Georgia; not too many Kiowa there, but still, when I looked at that mass of lustrous black hair, Charlie's tall-tales about Lori's ancestry were almost believable.
Watching over her, drinking her in, congratulating myself on capturing a true Georgia peach, and feeling her warmth against me, I eventually fell asleep, and dreamed of mother and my father, posing for that painting in the study at Denham Hall.
The ultrasound scan at the hospital in Oxford was just as I expected; what I didn't plan on was the surge of emotion when I saw my baby's heart for the first time; just a tiny little dot thrilling away in the shadows on the screen, but suddenly there was my child, and with that came a surge of almost overwhelming protectiveness, my parental instincts suddenly clicking into high gear. Lori listened to the high-speed chatter of the baby's heartbeat with tears on her cheeks, holding my hand so tight I thought she'd break my fingers.
Now the reality of what we were, and what we were becoming drove home; we were going to be parents, and everything we did from now on had to be for the good of our child; it was a sobering, but welcome thought. It was one of those defining moments for me, the instant when we finally became true grown-ups.
The high lasted all the way back to Sybil's house, where suddenly our good spirits were dashed by the sight of Bella once more lurking, like a turd at a stop-sign, probably come back to pile more venom on now that she'd had the opportunity to think of something choice to say. Lori looked at me and grinned, raring for the opportunity to deal with her this time, so what could I do? I gave her her head, of course...
"David Denham, I have a here a court order allowing me to take immediate vacant possession of Denham Hall and all its environs, I do hope we can make this transition amicably?" she leered unpleasantly, triumph written all over her face, making her look more than ever like a cat licking shit off a nettle.
"Let me see that, please!" asked Lori sweetly, and the old trout handed it over with much bad grace. Lori scanned through it with one raised eyebrow, then looked up and smiled brightly at her.
"Well, it certainly all seems to be in order," at which Bella tried to take it back, but Lori held it out of her reach. "except for this one, small, teeny little clause here, where you've declared yourself to be the owner of record. Now, dear Aunt Bella, we all know that's just a teeny, tiny little fib, or perhaps I should say a great big fat juicy lie, as we happen to have a stack of deeds, endowments and charters four feet high showing that David is clearly the only legal owner of Denham Hall, so once again you've 'used a false instrument to gain a monetary advantage', that is the correct phrase isn't it, David darling?"
I grinned and nodded.
"Absolutely correct, darling girl! Do go on!"
Lori smiled sweetly at her and pretended to look through the document again.
"Fraud is such a sly little crime, isn't it, Bella dear, especially when perpetrated by one's own family? Not that you are actually part of this family, of course, and I happen to know that dear David's trustee's are positively straining at the leash to have you tossed in the pokey after the last time you tried this; imagine how they'll rub their hands in glee when they get this, and they will, be assured of that!"
Lori stopped to let that sink in.
"And by the way, Bella, and this should worry you, the magistrate who signed this is not going to look favourably on the nasty, lying, devious, disgustingly greedy old woman who involved him in her scheme to defraud a family member out of their inheritance, and committed perjury by swearing under oath that she was making a true statement, knowing it was actually a lie."
Lori looked at her pityingly.
"If you had just waited, David would have made provision for you; he's not like you, and he feels a strong sense of responsibility for his family, no matter how obnoxious they are, plus of course he loves Rosie dearly, and unfortunately, through no fault of her own, she is your granddaughter, so he would have done that for you for Rosie's sake. You should have waited, Bella, perhaps you might have been pleasantly surprised, but this, this made sure that nothing will be forthcoming. Way to shoot yourself in the foot, honey! Now, you're making no friends here, so why don't I keep this safe for my husband while you climb back on your broomstick and head back into the West, I'm sure your flying monkeys must be missing you!"
Bella's face was a picture, but I'm not sure of what, as she drew herself up to her full height, spun on her heel, and stumped away. Sybil and Rosie came out then, and linked arms with Lori as they watched Bella disappear into the distance, where Maude's car once again waited for her.
My aunt nudged Lori and grinned at her.
"You know, dear, I still have my great-grandfather's old elephant gun; if you like, you can take a pot-shot at her, it has three barrels, if you miss her with one barrel you've still got the other two!"
*
Back inside the house, Lori had an announcement to make.
"Aunt Sybil, Davey and I think it's time we struck out on our own. The house in Little Brooking has been surveyed and there's no issues, so I want to start getting moved-in; the stuff from back home will go nicely in there; all my stuff, my mom & daddy's stuff is already in storage in Oxford, so I think it's time we stopped imposing on you and got our own house settled. Thank you so much for helping us settle down, and for making us feel so at-home with you, Aunt Sybil, but now I think it's time to be in our own home, instead of cluttering-up yours. I know you need your privacy as much as we do, and much as I've loved living here in the middle of Davey's family, I think it's time to go."
Aunt Sybil was smiling through all of this.
"I agree, dear; you two, and the one who's coming along, need your own home now, and even though I'll miss you, you're still only a short way away. It was lovely having you here, and it will be nice having family close by again; now that Richard and Sophie are back for good, and with you here, this part of the world will once more be a Denham enclave."
Lori also had a surprise for Rosie.
"Rosie, I know how much you mean to Davey, and I know you and Jimmy are planning to get married one day, so Davey and I have a little gift for you; call it an early wedding present. The two cottages next to the house are of no use to us, we have all the space we'll ever need in the main house, and more, and I know you and Jimmy want a place of your own, so please accept Stone Cottage and Rose Cottage as a gift from Davey and me. With just a little work, they can be turned into one larger house, whether you do that is up to you. We love you and Jimmy, and we want you both near us, so now you will be, in a home of your own, if you want it. And don't worry; when Adam has finished university, there will be something for him, too, a gift from Davey and me in memory of his Uncle Jerry."
Rosie was wide-eyed with astonishment, as was Jimmy, both of them speechless. Rosie got up and walked over to me, hugging me harder than Lori ever had.
"Thank you, Robin Hood!" she murmured. I hugged my favourite cousin and playmate just as enthusiastically; I may have been gone a long time, but most of my earliest memories revolved around Rosie and her parents, and she was the closest thing I'd ever had to a sister before Lori came along. I wanted her and Jimmy to be happy and secure, in their own home somewhere near, as I knew Lori needed her, and I knew for certain the baby would need his or her Aunt Rosie in days to come. Perhaps all that money in those trust funds could be of some use to the entire family, not just me, as my father had intended; times change, after all.
*
Epilogue.
Lori and I were married formally in the stately, cathedral-like gothic chapel of Kings College, my father's old college at Cambridge University, two months after Sophie returned to England. As she'd promised, Aunt Sophie sat on the Bride's side and wept almost theatrically, along with Aunt Sybil, and Uncle Richard gave Lori away as though he was handing me the rarest of Stradivarius violins, his face beaming with paternal pride when he placed her hand in mine, before scowling at me like I was some incipient rapist about to deflower his pristine little girl, just as Aunt Sophie had predicted so long ago...
Richard Junior and Hugo, along with two of my oldest friends from school, Harry Waterfield and Andrew Edgeworth stood with me as my groomsmen, while the fourth member of our quartet from school-days, Jack Cameron, was my Best Man, while Jimmy acted as Usher. Rosie, my cousin, my childhood playmate and best friend, was Lori's Maid of Honour, and two of Lori's childhood friends from Des Moines were her bridesmaids, but more about them later...
Our first child, a gorgeous, golden-haired little boy with Lori's arresting blue-violet eyes, was born 4 months later, almost to the day. It really looks to me like Lori's plan to catch a baby worked, in the best possible way; it got me the most beautiful girl in the world, and she gave me a beautiful son, who looks amazingly like me when I was that age; maybe that's a good sign.
Charlie is over a year old, now, and Lori is pregnant again, with a girl this time, and we live in our elderly, rambling dream house, complete with big, comforting fireplaces, warm chimney corners, reassuringly solid polished wood floors and an abundance of interesting little rooms to explore and get lost in, big friendly dogs, a duck pond and apple orchard, and a paddock with two mild-mannered little donkeys and a gentle giant called Tiny who occupies a large part of Lori's heart.
Thankfully the house is not too far from the hospital in Oxford where I now work as a consultant surgeon on the Cardiothoracic surgical intervention team. Jimmy and Rosie and their baby live a minute away in their own sprawling, comfortable conversion of the two redundant cottages on the piece of land we bought; my favourite cousin and her husband, and the cutest little girl in the world, secure in their own home, and close-by when we need them. They're my family, too, after all, and I feel better for having them near; Jimmy even added "Denham" on to his name so little Gemma would always carry the family name, along with his own, a compliment to Lori and me that won't be forgotten.
We live a simple life, my salary is more than enough for our needs, and I have all I could ever want right there when I get home from work. I have no intention of missing out on a second of my children's lives, so work takes a back seat to Lori and our boy, plus the daughter to-be, little Sophie when she finally gets here.
Uncle Richard is de-facto head of the family and arbiter of all disputes, not that there are any; he and Aunt Sophie live not far from us, and Charlie thinks they're his grand-parents; he calls them "Gampa" and "Nana"; they both dote on Lori, and she feels like she has parents again; she even calls Sophie 'Mom', and Richard is 'Papa'. Charlie is really their property, I only get to see him fleetingly on weekends, as he seems to spend most weekends either sleeping at his grandparents' house, or perched on Sophie's hip as she carts him around, apparently afraid to let him out of her sight for even a second.
If we have a fight, which is very rare, I must admit, Lori goes to see Richard and weeps on his shoulder, and before I know it, I'm having a father/son chat with him while Lori stands to one side smirking, but I have to be honest, he is scrupulously fair in his dealings with us, refusing to take sides and encouraging us instead to kiss and make up, something I find extremely easy to do. It's immensely comforting to have family of their calibre to fall back on when we need it. Sophie is still the most formidable lady I've ever met, I'm just constantly grateful she's on our side, because I really can't contemplate the sheer awfulness of having her as an adversary.
Lori and Sophie have a business together, organising weddings and country-house events, and they've browbeaten, terrorized, cajoled, and emotionally blackmailed poor Jimmy into working with them, or for them, I'm not sure which; I do know that Sophie scares him pale; this from a man who once strangled a Rottweiler attack dog in Sarajevo with one hand, while simultaneously shooting the shit out of the sniper-nest it was guarding with a Glock and a single clip of ammo in the other hand.
They pay him well, though, and so they should, considering the hoops they make that poor man jump through. At least he has Rosie and the baby to make up for being continuously terrorized by Aunt Sophie, and of course the fact Sophie absolutely dotes on baby Gemma and Rosie goes a long way toward keeping him sweet, plus he also adores Lori, and would walk through the fire for her; Richard was right; Ladies Who Organise are the best sort to have around.
Jimmy also runs a very successful holiday cottage business, having renovated all the cottages on the Denham Hall grounds, and built a few more to take advantage of the rolling scenic views of the Oxfordshire plain. He stays scrupulously far away from the hall itself, though; memories of what we saw there ensure he gives the place a very wide berth.
My cousins Hugo and Richard are both godfathers to Charlie; he's the apple of their eye, they even installed super hi-tech child-seats in their Aston Martin's so they can take him joy-riding, which gave Lori some serious concerns, but a stern word from Aunt Sophie seems to have curbed their urge to see how thrilled they can make him...
Both of them have already staked claims on Sophie, when she eventually chooses to make her grand entrance, so our children will be growing up surrounded by family who dote on them and adore Lori.
All that money in those trust funds is staying there; perhaps one day Charlie and Sophie and any other brothers and sisters, or other family will need it; I don't, I'm perfectly content to live here, like this, with my family around me; if Charlie taught me anything growing-up, it was that hard work and the fruits of your own labour are the best reward of all; I didn't earn that money, it was set aside to ease my life, but my life is perfect just the way it is, so maybe the kids will think of something worthwhile to do with it when they grow up.
Lori and I have agreed on one thing though; they're not finding out about it until they're legally adults; Lori doesn't want them growing up entitled, trust-fund brats, so they'll have to have a plan for their lives before they get anything from those funds. That's that pragmatic mid-Western work-ethic showing through, something Charlie and mother would have been proud of.
Denham Hall is still in a state of near collapse; Lori's concerned that the family stuff in there will get damaged or lost, and is having the place stripped and everything put in storage; it's taking time, though, because there's such a lot of stuff in that huge, sprawling neo-gothic madhouse, and nobody will work there after dark, I wonder why...?
I never wanted that scary place, and the thought of living there after what happened still fills me with an overwhelming urge to be somewhere else entirely. We offered the paintings to the National Portrait Gallery, but they took one look at my villainous ancestors, shuddered, and politely declined.



We loaned the cars to the National Motor Museum, except for my great-grandfather's Bentley; we gave that to Uncle Richard, as it's his grandfather's car, and he is the oldest son of my grandfather, it felt right that he should have it; I think father would have liked that it went to his big brother and boyhood best friend. My father's and Charlie's motorcycles stayed with us, though; there are some things I will never let go of.
Maybe the kids will do something about that ugly place in the fullness of time; I won't. English Heritage and The National Trust have both hinted that, as the place has no architectural, historic or aesthetic significance, public funds really wouldn't stretch to buying up and shoring up that hideous relic, and as the number of potential buyers could be counted on the fingers of one foot, they'd look the other way if we 'accidently' demolished that hideous eyesore, hmmm...
In the meantime, neither Lori or I have any urge to build another monument to bad taste like that place; our egos will never be that bloated, and with Lori's good, straight-shooting Iowa morality and common-sense to guide them, I don't think our kids will either.
Richard and Hugo did attempt to cook up a "Business Trip" to Des Moines, and they asked Lori for the numbers of some of her friends; at first she was outraged; she wasn't pimping-out her school friends for those two, family or not, and she let them know it in no uncertain terms; Richard and Hugo were silently awestruck as Mount Lori erupted, but after she'd calmed down, they apologised and asked her properly to introduce them to some nice girls of her acquaintance, as they wanted to meet real girls, with real values, just like her, etc, etc. I learned a lesson that day in the fine and delicate art of buttering-up from two masters of the art, remind me to shake their hands, once they wash all the grease off...
As it happens, two of Lori's friends from Des Moines, girls I'd known since they were out of diapers were Lori's bridesmaids, Sara and Josie, and Richard and Hugo's jaws hit the floor with a resounding 'clang!' when they saw those girls. They may not have looked like Lori, but they came from the same kind of background, they'd known Lori and me all their lives, they had the same accent, attitudes and outlook as my Lori, and my two playboy cousins fell like a piano down a mountainside.
Aunt Sophie is of course busily gleefully planning the weddings. Good old Richard and Hugo; at last, two pairs of green eyes tempted them head-first into the noose their mother's been dangling in front of them for years, but you know what? I don't think they care...
My life with Lori is loving and rewarding, and we have immense fun as a family, so perhaps keeping it in the family really was my best move, ever!
(Jack Cameron and Andrew Edgeworth and their wives appear in 'Shining Girl', and Harry Waterfield and his sister-wife, Sai Fong appear in 'All I Ever Wanted')
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This story has been cooking for a long time now, other writing projects got in the way, then a long spell in the ICU, so it got shoved on the back burner. Bonnie Hurd helped me knock it into shape, and OldKing Clancy is due a big hand for his work on making this readable and reasonably sane, so many big thanks to him!
As always, I remind readers that this is not the real world, it's only one of my myriad versions, so please take everything with an extra-large pinch of salt, and try and enjoy the ride!
I welcome all comments, good, bad, indifferent and insane, so if you liked it, please let me know, if you didn't, please tell me why, and if you want to make assertions about my parentage, my wife does that every day, I'm covered in protective rough surfaces, be my guest, because I only delete the truly nasty stuff if it's irrelevant, illegible, incomprehensible, or completely demented. Have fun!
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Part 1: The Set-up
Lara was getting nowhere with Finn, and beginning to wonder if she ever would; everything she tried, every sexy outfit, every short skirt, every thrust of her bra-less breasts under her tight T-shirt, every flash of her almost non-existent panties was getting no reaction out of him; he just resolutely looked away, or frowned and flicked over the page of the book or magazine he was reading.
"It must be me..." she thought, "I'm not good enough for him, that has to be it, he obviously thinks I'm some kind of skank, there's no other explanation..."
This train of thought sent her to her room in tears, that her older brother, the most beautiful boy in the world, who lived in the room across the corridor from hers, who sat down to eat with her every day, and who unblinkingly watched her parade up and down in the most mind-boggling assortment of sexy, cutesy, or downright slutty outfits, didn't know she existed, or didn't think she was worth noticing, or didn't care, because he thought she was a slut.
Lara was in a bad way, her heart pining for Finn, tall, perfect, black-haired, blue-eyed Finn, with his classic, sculpted features and strong white teeth; elegant, cultured, kind, thoughtful, considerate Finn, the boy who liked everyone else in the entire world, but who couldn't spare a single glance for her.
Lara and Finn were both at university, Lara in her first year studying Materials Sciences at De Montfort, and Finn in his second year at Oxford Brookes, studying Mechanical Engineering, and they were both home now for the summer. Their family home was in Ledbury, Herefordshire, where they lived with their mother, their father having disappeared shortly before Lara's birth, and never heard from since; Lara of course had never met him, and Finn couldn't remember him, so his absence had never made a great deal of difference to their lives together as they grew up.
Because of the small difference in their ages, (Lara was almost 19, Finn had just had his 20th birthday), the siblings had grown up closer than other siblings with a wider age-gap, and most people thought they were twins anyway; they both had the same sleek, glossy black hair, striking, deep-blue eyes, and clear, pale skin, and at 5'8", Lara was only 4" shorter than Finn. She was a slender girl, but shapely and alluring, her110lbs perfectly distributed, with a slim 22" waist and flat, toned stomach, her flared hips setting off her round, juicy little bottom and perky, delectable 34B breasts perfectly. Finn, on the other hand, was 6' and 180 pounds; nearly 10 years of playing rugby, first for his school, now for his university team, had kept him in perfect condition, with the deep chest and solid stomach, wide shoulders and solid, tireless legs necessary to play his preferred position, Prop-Forward.
*
Finn glanced up as Lara made a hasty exit, breathing a sigh of relief as he adjusted his painfully constricted erection inside his jeans. Damn, he thought, didn't she know what she was doing to him? It was bad enough the tall girl with the long, black hair and the skin like alabaster was the loveliest thing he'd ever seen, she had to go and have a figure that could stop traffic, and dazzling blue eyes a man could drown in, and yet she seemed to be unaware of all that, parading around him in skimpy outfits like he was a wax dummy, unable to respond to the sexual attraction that rolled off her and battered him with wave after wave of mind-twisting lust for her.
"Why the fuck does she have to be my sister?" he mourned in the silence of his head, "It's not fair! If only she wasn't my little sister, Christ, I'd wear her out!"
Finn made his way to his room, his hand clutching himself lightly; after a day of Lara's presence tempting and taunting him, he was coming in for a case of Lover's Balls that would probably make medical history, and even frantically wanking like a safari park baboon wasn't going to completely relieve the ache in his balls; whatever relief he could give himself now was going to be short-lived; there was still the rest of the day to get through, then tomorrow, and the day after that, and the day after that, a whole summer of trying not to explode as his alluring sister paraded around all but naked, blithely ignoring him, making his life a living hell.
Once in his room, he studied himself in the mirror, sadly accepting that Lara would never, could never find someone like him in the least bit attractive; he'd seen the kind of boys who constantly buzzed around her, they all had that pallid, intense, fashionably lean and tousled look she so obviously preferred, and he knew he didn't stand a chance, not compared to them; who was he kidding, he was just her lumbering big brother, that was all she was ever going to see him as, and his fantasies about her were never going to come true, not in a million years.
Finn sighed, resolving yet again to stop thinking about her, she was his sister, everything he was thinking about her was wrong, and sick, and perverted, there were laws, and family reasons why it could never be. Even as he rationalised his reasons for avoiding and abhorring her, almost without conscious thought, his hand slipped into his shorts, and he began to squeeze and fist himself, fantasy images of Lara once again unreeling behind his eyes.
*
Lara thought Finn was the most perfect male specimen she'd ever seen; the sight of him lounging casually in a faded old sweatshirt and excitingly tight rugby shorts, his eyes flicking across the pages of a textbook or sports magazine, invariably set her pulse racing and her heart hammering; even scragged-up, with his hair tousled and a two-day shadow stubbling his perfect, chiselled jaw-line, he still looked to her like he'd just stepped out of the pages of GQ Magazine.
While her view of him may not have been entirely objective, plenty of her friends felt exactly the same way about him, and had already spent several fruitless years throwing themselves at him, subtly and blatantly. Finn had always refused to take the bait; he didn't know what he wanted, but he knew he didn't want any of the girls who made their interest in him obvious.
He was also honestly at a loss to understand why Lara's friends kept making passes at him; it said much about him that he never once considered himself attractive or good-looking, or even vaguely handsome, although there was a small army of girls who'd be prepared to argue that at some length; he just thought Lara's friends were teasing him, or setting him up for some stupid teenage prank.
All that aside, however, none of Lara's friends, or any of the other local girls, or fellow uni students, had ever held more than a passing interest for him; his tastes ran more to the tall, black-haired, blue-eyed type, and it was a long time before he could finally admit to himself that all his (short-lived) girlfriends and occasional one-night-stands and party pick-up's looked disturbingly like his little sister.
That was when his campaign to ignore her began to take shape; Finn was appalled that he could look at Lara and see not only his sister, but also a beautiful girl he'd fuck without a moment's hesitation, and the inner policeman we all carry around inside roared with outrage at that admission; so, he reasoned, if he couldn't have her, he needed to eliminate her from his thoughts, he needed to keep some distance between them, and the only way to do that was to deliberately not see her, to ignore her, to make sure she didn't give him the opportunity to capture her image and start him off down another road of sick fantasising about her.
Of course, living in the same house as her meant it was almost impossible to avoid seeing her, hence the almost constant low-level ache in his crotch.
Lara meanwhile had been moved to try increasingly more desperate ways to get him to even acknowledge her presence; not being privy to the turmoil she was causing in him, she reasoned that he was only going to notice her if she actually gave him something to notice; the skimpy outfits, and the parading around damned near naked, the flashing of her juicy, thong-clad peach of a bottom, these were all alien to her nature, something she'd never think of doing to capture any other boy.
But Finn was different; Finn was perfect, and she wanted him so badly it was like a red-hot stone sunk into the middle of her, a burning, heavy pain that wouldn't go away, that only he could make go away; but he only ever ignored her, and every day a little more despair crept in as every day he seemed less and less inclined to even notice her presence.
Her friends were well aware of her obsession with her brother; as previously noted, most of them felt the same way about him, but they were pragmatic enough to realise and recognise that Finn was entirely disinterested in them. One friend in particular, Haley Moore, Lara's friend since they were five years old, watched in distress as her best friend slowly pined away, unable to have the man she wanted, and unable find someone else.
Haley had a cousin who'd been in a similar situation, so called her up and had a long talk about what she'd done to remedy her own situation. What her cousin told her had shocked Haley deeply, but she also realised that her cousin's solution was the only way for her friend to get what she wanted, or move her on forever. Haley took some detailed instructions from her cousin, and made some calls, eventually setting up a meeting in a hotel in Ludlow, over the county line in Shropshire, conveniently far from Ledbury, with the people she hoped would be able to help her friend.
A few days after this meeting, Lara received a call inviting her to attend a weekend country-house party, a very special party, at an undisclosed location. There was only one condition; she had to bring her older brother, single attendance was absolutely not permitted. Lara was at first understandably reluctant to go to a mysterious location on an invitation that came out of the blue, but her ears pricked-up when the caller told her that she'd been invited to attend on the recommendation of her friend, and that attending the party could well resolve her problems with her brother.
That immediately decided her, and she agreed to convince her brother to attend with her, the caller ringing-off after telling her the instructions for what to wear, what to bring, and what would be expected of her, would arrive shortly.
Lara waited on tenterhooks until, finally, a package arrived for her; inside was a list of preparations she was to make, what would be expected of her as a condition of attending the party, and a rather opulent invitation, with one peculiar omission; no actual address was given, the invitation was completely anonymous, and couched in terms that provided no information other than that a party was being held, and that she and her brother were invited. Detailed travel arrangements were listed for the pair of them. Her insides quivered at the thought, but also with apprehension. The easy part was over; she'd made her opening gambit, setting her pieces in place, now came the hard part; how to manoeuvre Finn into place on the board and lure him into Checkmate. She had to get that next part exactly right, or it would be Game Over, period. Looking at the invitation, she noted she had a week to confirm their attendance, so the clock was ticking.
Finn was lying on his bed day-dreaming, running his favourite reel from the internal movie that played more or less constantly in his head; the subject Lara. The scene he came back to again and again was the one where she climbed onto his lap, kissed him wildly, and told him "Fuck everyone, fuck what they think, fuck the law; I want you inside me now, rip my knickers off, Finn, I need a good fuck, I want to suck your cock, I want you to lick and fuck my pussy 'til I scream, I want you to stretch my arsehole wide open with that big cock of yours, and I want you to stick your tongue in my arse and make me come, so what are you waiting for, come and do me, now!"
Almost of its own volition, his hand slid the waistband of his rugby shorts down and squeezed the erection that beat and pulsed there, slowly pumping his hand as he thought of the sexual gymnastics he wanted to be indulging in with his gorgeous sister. In his mind's eye, he watched her black-haired head bob as she sucked his throbbing cock, then shifting to her hair spread out across the pillow as he pounded his seven inches of thick meat into her holes, hearing the small mewing sounds and sighing groans she'd make into his mouth, her plum-red lips sealed to his as he jack-hammered her cunt and pile-drivered her arse making him even harder, driving him on and on. He was miles away, floating in a pleasure zone of his own imaginings, constantly revisiting his favourite fantasy fucks with Lara, editing and inter-cutting the well-remembered scenes into new and more exciting versions as she intruded more and deeper into his daydreams.
"Oh God, Lara, yes, like that, sissy, harder, oh yes, yes, do that!" he murmured, his hand pumping as the dream-Lara fisted his throbbing cock before slipping her plump, pouting lips over the end and taking him down her throat. The image brought him to the brink, and as he teetered there, the image of his cock slipping between her smooth round buttocks and ramming into her tight little anus suddenly filled his mind, the tight, pink little pucker stretching obscenely in a glistening ring around his girth as he slid himself into her.
"Ooooh God, Lara!" he groaned as he came, his cock giving a series of strong, muscular twitches as sperm boiled out of him to splash across his belly and chest in long splatters, pulse after pulse of spunk pooling and splashing as he ejaculated more than he'd ever done before at the thought of fucking Lara hard and spunking-up deep inside her tight arse.
As he subsided with a softly moaned "Lara...Oh God, Lara..." whispering in the room, Lara drew back from his door, her eyes wide at what she'd just seen. She was still a virgin, but she'd seen enough internet porn to know what happened when a man masturbated, and the amount of semen that normally seemed to be produced, and Finn had just blown out an enormous quantity, more than she had thought possible.
While she'd watched, wide-eyed in wonder at what he was doing, and pulsing inside with overjoyed shock as she realised he was thinking of her while he was doing it, and calling her by the pet name she'd had when they were young and still close, another part of her mind entirely was wondering what it would be like to suck that lovely meaty cock she'd just seen. She thrilled at the thought that she might soon get to hold that sculpted flesh, to savour the taste and texture of the spunk he'd pump into her mouth, and wondered whether she'd be able to swallow as much as he'd just pumped out.
The thought that she could finally be getting him to fuck her as well made her tingle with anticipation; Lara was a virgin, yes, but she'd already used various toys on herself in the privacy of her room at university, always with Finn in mind as she pleasured herself, but none of them compared to the wonderfully thick cock she'd just seen, and the thought of Finn shoving that fleshly delight in her for real, wherever he wanted, was definitely making her tingle and throb in all her special places!
She faded back from his door before he opened his eyes and spotted her, grinning happily to herself; he was already wanking over her, so perhaps convincing him to come with her was going to be easier than she'd feared; maybe, just maybe, Finn Elliot wasn't going to be such a tough nut to crack after all...
*
Finn had just finished dressing after taking a shower when there was a hesitant knock on his door.
"Come in!" he called, and immediately regretted it when Lara opened the door and peeked in.
"Finn, can I talk to you, please? It will only be a minute, I p-promise, I n-need your help!" she stammered nervously, fidgeting and speaking so softly he could barely hear her.
He nodded, perhaps more curtly than he intended, regretting it immediately as he saw the look of apprehension flit across her face. His chest tightened as she stepped into his room wearing a tee-shirt with no bra underneath, to judge by the two points poking up the front of the tee, and tight shorts that made her slender, fabulous legs look like they went on forever. Finn could barely speak through his suddenly dry throat.
"W-what's the problem, Lara? Sit down, I won't bite, you know!" he said, trying a little humour, and cursing himself for such a clumsy, lumbering attempt at wit.
Lara smiled fleetingly, and to Finn it was like the sun had come up in his room, just that brief flicker was enough to ramp all his emotions up another notch. Lara sat down on the end of his bed, one leg folded under her, seemingly not noticing they way Finn's eyes were almost glued to the creamy, supple thigh now so prominently displayed.
"Finny, I need your help; I have to go to this party next weekend, I promised, it's a weekend house party, and I can't get out of it. There's a boy going to be there, he's been...pestering me at uni, and I heard he's told all his friends he's going to fuck me if he has to tie me down to do it, apparently he's decided I'm a prick-tease and he's going to teach me a lesson!"
Lara inwardly congratulated herself on slipping-in his own pet name, the one she'd given him when she was small, knowing the associations it would trigger inside him, and make him feel protective toward her.
Finn swelled with anger at the thought of anyone forcing themselves on his Lara; even if he didn't feel the way he did about her, he'd have been outraged; this was his little sister! With an effort, he forced himself to calm down and wait for whatever else she wanted to tell him. Her using his pet name from when she was small didn't help, either; it just made her all the more adorable, and he was having enough trouble focussing on her as it was.
"Go on, Sissy, I'm listening. How can I help you? Do you want me to grab this prick and rip his scalp off? I will, if that's what it takes to teach him no means no!"
Lara looked at him so piteously, so helplessly, all his feelings for her reared-up and bit him in the heart; if she'd asked him right there and then to shove a bunny-tail up his backside and hop naked down the High Street, he'd have done it.
"Finny, I want you to come with me; I need you to pretend to be my boyfriend! With you there, I know that creep will keep his distance! Please say you'll do it, you're so big and muscular and just...just so big, all his little wanker friends will get the message as well and just back off. Please say you'll help me, please, Finny!"
The little break in her voice at the end of her speech was inspired, she had to admit; his slitted eyes and and firm-set jaw, the muscles jumping as he fought to contain his anger at her "plight", made her heart overflow with love (and lust!) for him; oh my God, he looked ready to fight dragons for her!



Finn was speechless; he'd never have expected a request like that from Lara; she hardly ever spoke to him, she didn't even seem to know he was there half the time, but now, now she was asking him to spend the weekend with her, away from home, posing as her boyfriend; it was almost like part of his fantasy was coming true.
"Finny...Finn, are you okay? Finn, please say something!" she almost sobbed, playing the "distressed sister" to the hilt, snapping him out of his haze.
"Of course I will, sissy, if this bloke's bothering you, you're going to need me there. I'd love to come with you and be the big scary boyfriend! One thing though; you look just like me, how am I going to pass for your boyfriend when we look like twins?"
Lara grinned at the question, the answer already prepared beforehand.
"Finny, that creep only ever presses himself up against my bum or tries to grope my tits! I don't think he's even going to notice the resemblance, he'll be too busy concentrating on how to get my pants off!"
Finn smiled at her, Lara's heart almost missing a beat at the sight.
"Okay, big brother or boyfriend, I'll be one or the other; either way, I'll rip his arm off and shove it up his arse if he steps out of line. I'm in, Sissy!"
Lara jumped up and flung her arms around him, hugging him tightly.
"Oh Finny, thank you, thank you, I know you must have had plans, but I'll make it up to you somehow, I promise!"
Finn gently disengaged her; her perfume was a light, subtle, spicy scent with overtones of bitter orange, and her hair smelled like passion-fruit, and the two of them combined, together with her warmth and nearness, was seriously turning him on; he was getting an erection, and the last thing he wanted was for her to be feeling that pressing into her stomach as she hugged him for the first time in what felt like forever.
"Just let me know the address and I'll ask mum if I can borrow the car..." he began, but Lara cut him short.
"It's okay, Finn, they're sending a car, all you have to bring is a couple of changes of clothes and your dinner suit, it's evening informal, so black-tie, you do know how to tie a real one, don't you? Please don't wear that horrible elasticated thing!"
Finn grinned ruefully.
"Once upon a time; now, who knows? I'll get granddad's old black tie and practice so I don't disgrace you!"
Lara smiled at him, a quick, sunny smile that made his cock jump, and almost skipped out of his room.
Phase 1 completed, she exulted as she made for her room, then the reality of what she'd just done hit her. Her eyes filled as she realised how she'd manipulated him, using emotional blackmail to get him to do what she wanted. The guilt rose up as she thought of the anger and protectiveness she'd seen in his eyes when she spun her story, and she very nearly turned around and rushed back to confess the lie to him, to apologise for using his feelings for her to get her own way, and for trapping him in a situation he may never have wanted, only fantasised about.
Lara crept back to her room, guilt and apprehension now warring inside her, with a healthy dose of lust as well, that scene earlier playing again in her mind, Finn masturbating and calling her name as he came so copiously...
Lara debated with herself whether or not to call the whole thing off, after seeing Finn's reaction to her pack of lies; he'd looked so gorgeous being protective and big-brotherly, his blue eyes flashing like sapphires, and part of her wanted to slink into his room, slip into bed with him, and give him a resounding "thank you" for being so caring and protective, but the thought that she may blow it all just when she was so close to getting him in just that position pulled her up short; no, she decided, she'd have to let him cook slowly for the next few days; waiting until the following weekend definitely seemed like a better bet. He'd bought the lie, and whatever happened at the party should make him realise just how serious she was about him.
Lara waited on tenterhooks for the rest of the week, and the whole of the following week, and while she waited, her plans for what she was going to do with Finn warred with the guilt for having deceived and lied to him; such a big lie too, considering what the weekend was going to be about, until, by the time the following Friday rolled around, she was in a state of high anxiety bordering on hysteria.
She'd tried to blunt the edge of it by serially teasing him, walking around day after day wearing just a t-shirt and minuscule panties, invariably having to reach-up to get something off a shelf while in his presence, and hearing the muted indrawn breath, grinning to herself as she turned to see him with his nose buried deep in his book, but a tell-tale bulge visible in the front of his jeans or shorts. It didn't seem to be working, though; inevitably, the more she teased him, the more she wanted him.
Part 2:Sisterfest: The First Day.
When the day of the party rolled around, Lara spent most of the morning trying to look hot but modest, chic but not a fashion-victim, trying one hair style after another, and it was only the sight of Finn in a pale pink Pierre Cardin shirt with the discreet logo on the cuff, and casually elegant Ted Baker slacks, instead of his habitual Oxford University sweatshirt and deliciously tight rugby shorts, that finally calmed her, as she drank in just how delectable he looked. Lara shivered with excitement tinged with apprehension; tonight was the night, and if all went to plan, he was going to find out what he really meant to her.
Finn noticed her excited state, as well as the simple shift dress she'd chosen to wear to travel down to wherever this party was going to be, also noting that no matter how nondescript the dress was, it couldn't disguise just how alluring her tight body was, or detract from just how stunning she was with her huge blue eyes, her beautiful, serene face, her delicate rosebud lips, and the mane of long, glossy black hair that swung in a graceful bell with every movement of her head.
"What's the matter, Lara, you seem a little, I dunno, tense, is something wrong?" he asked, reassured only slightly by her hesitant smile.
"It's nothing, Finn, it's just I've never been to one of these weekend house-parties before, and I want to make a good impression!" she smiled nervously, disguising as best she could the real reason for her nervousness. Luckily Finn took her words at face value.
"Don't worry too much, sis, if your friend invited you she obviously feels you'll fit right in; believe me, Sissy, looking like you do, you couldn't make a bad impression if you tried!"
Lara beamed at that, while Finn reddened as he replayed what he'd just said, but as far as he could tell, Lara took it as a genuine compliment, obviously reading nothing more into it, and after only a few awkward seconds he managed to get his breathing back under control.
Before things got any more awkward, the doorbell announced that their car had arrived, and Lara answered the door while Finn carried their weekend bags out. The driver bowed them into the back seat of a large, old-fashioned black limousine-type car, although Finn wasn't able to immediately identify the make or model, and stowed their bags in the boot before climbing in. As he started the car, the privacy screen rose, cutting them off from the driver, and also preventing them seeing where they were going through the windscreen, and, as all the windows were heavily tinted to almost completely opaque, all they could see was just blurred impressions of streets and houses passing them by as the car prowled along almost silently. Fin was inclined to be alarmed at first, as they were effectively trapped in a blacked-out mobile cell, after all, but Lara didn't seem too worried, and eventually Finn took his cue from her, settling back into his seat and letting the muted hum of the car lull him.
Lara had discovered a buffet cabinet in the passenger compartment, with sandwiches and cold drinks in an ice bucket, and so they shared an impromptu picnic while they sped toward their unknown location. At first they talked about what the party would be like, speculated on where exactly they were going, Lara allaying Finn's suspicions by spinning a yarn about how her friend was a devotee of 'Murder Mystery' weekends, and that was probably what this whole cloak and dagger business with the blacked-out limo was about. She couldn't tell if he was completely convinced, but he seemed to relax and after they'd lunched, she leaned against him while they both dozed.
The car slowing woke them both, and Finn checked his watch; almost three hours had passed, so they'd come a considerable distance from Ledbury, although for all they knew that could have just taken a wide, looping trip around Herefordshire and be 500 yards from their front door. The car seemed to pass through some doors into an enclosed area of some sort, and as it came to a halt, the door was opened by a large man in a black suit, white shirt, and black tie, wearing dark glasses and a forbidding expression.
As Finn gave Lara his hand to help her out of the car, he caught a glimpse of the outside before the doors the car had come through closed with a hollow thudding noise, but what he'd glimpsed was unrevealing, just a line of trees and a strip of blue sky above, so still no real clues as to where they actually were.
The driver passed them, carrying their bags, and the man who'd opened the door indicated that they should follow him. They walked through the corridors of what was obviously a very large, exquisitely decorated, and very elegant country house, red plush, Regency-stripe wallpaper and ornate, beautiful, and obviously antique and very valuable wall-clocks very much in evidence, as well as highly decorated plaster ceilings with Regency-style dental mouldings, intricate ceiling roses, and elegant cornices and dado rails, all very much in the style of John Nash.
Lara and Finn walked in silence, drawing closer together, slightly intimidated by the opulent decor and the sheer size and extent of the building, and when Lara finally slipped her hand into his, Finn didn't object; in fact, he was feeling the need for a little human contact himself, here in this grandly intimidating warren.
The man led them along a bewildering series of corridors, and up and down short flights of stairs, to eventually arrive at a pair of immense mahogany doors. The man opened the door and indicated they go through, to join the group of people already assembled there. As they walked through into the room, the doors closed behind them with a soft click. Finn looked at Lara, but she didn't look in the least apprehensive about the whole manner of their arrival here, so he relaxed, studying the other people around them.
There were 15 or 16 couples, none of whom seemed to be much older than him. Finn was relieved; at least it was a young crowd, no older fuddy-duddies, although none of them seemed the type to be enthusiastic about spending a weekend solving 'The Murder At The Vicarage', or playing at being super-sleuths.
There was a table with bottles of sparkling water and soft drinks in ice buckets, and Finn was just pouring a glass of Pellegrino for Lara when the double-doors at the other end of the long room opened and three people came in. Immediately all talk ceased as everyone focussed on the new arrivals. They were in their early to mid-twenties, two girls and a young man, all three of them grey-eyed and chestnut-haired, with a strong familial resemblance. They had warm, welcoming smiles, and Finn assumed these were their hosts for the weekend, although they looked a little young to be the owners of such a grand and opulent house. One of the girls, who looked to be the older of the two, smiled as her gaze swept the room.
"Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen, thank you for attending our little gathering, it's good to see so many of you here; we shall strive to make your weekend a memorable one!"
The way she emphasised the word 'memorable' caught Finn's attention, as though it had special connotations for this particular gathering. He listened as the girl continued.
"You may be wondering why you are here, but by the end of the weekend, all your questions will have been more than satisfactorily answered, of that you can be certain! My name is Sylvie, and this is my younger sister, Robyn, and my older brother Evan; we are your hosts for the weekend, welcome to our home!"
She smiled again, and Finn was taken by just how beautiful she really was, clear-skinned, bright, gold-shot chestnut hair hanging almost to her waist, dove grey eyes, tall and willowy. She had a tight and alluring figure under her rather daring skin-tight white satin jumpsuit, the plunging neckline split almost to where her pubic hair would be visible, and split from ankle to hip on both legs, allowing her long slender legs to be fully on display. But he also realised one thing; she was beautiful, yes, but Lara was gorgeous; even dressed in a simple one-piece shift-dress, she outshone the two beautiful brunettes, or any other girl in the room, there was no question in his mind about that.
While Sylvie was talking, Robyn had been quietly circulating through the crowd, whispering to each of the girls in turn, who nodded and left her partner to go and stand with the others near the double doors the trio had entered through. Robyn approached Lara, and whispered something in her ear, Finn didn't catch any of it, but Lara smiled and patted him on the arm, smiled brightly at him, and left his side to join the rest of the girls thronging around the double doors.
When all the girls were collected together, Sylvie smiled again and addressed the group of young men left.
"Gentlemen, as you've no doubt been made aware, this is a special weekend, and the ladies have made a special effort as regards their...attire for the festivities to come, so if you will excuse them, they will have to leave for a short while, to get ready to look their best for you. Please, there are refreshments, I invite you to help yourselves, we won't be gone long. Until later, gentlemen!"
With that, the doors swung open, and all the girls filed out behind Robyn, Lara giving Finn a bright smile over her shoulder before disappearing through the door, and Evan and Sylvie bringing up the rear, with the doors clicking shut behind them.
'Okay, so that wasn't odd!' thought Finn, puzzled at the need for the girls to leave en-masse like that, and feeling a vague disquiet about this whole affair. Lara hadn't once mentioned this bloke she said she was afraid of, in fact she'd rather hurriedly changed the subject when he'd tried to bring it up, visions of cornering the guy and having a big-brotherly chat with him, perhaps giving him a couple of discreet thumps to teach him some manners playing in his head for a few seconds, but Lara had seemed reluctant to talk about it, almost evasive now that they were actually here. Something was funny here, but funny peculiar, not funny ha-ha, and he was definitely feeling out of his depth, confined in a room with a bunch of strangers, in a place God only knew how far from home, with no way to get back there; yep, he was definitely feeling on-edge and off-balance right now.
He poured himself a glass of sparkling water and considered his options; he could leave, but not without Lara, and God knew where she was in this warren right now, or he could stay, wait and see if this whole build-up was part of the 'Mystery' they were supposed to solve this weekend, and try and enjoy the mystery as it unreeled. He decided to wait and see; Lara had seemed chipper, unworried, almost smug when she'd disappeared from view, so Finn decided to let the evening bring whatever it did; if things happened he wasn't happy with, then he'd take steps, but until then, he'd hold his peace.
Time dragged on, and Finn, feeling the pangs of hunger, dug into the sandwiches and canapes provided, managing to have a decent snack while waiting for something, anything to happen. There was precious little conversation; nearly everyone else there seemed to be as uneasy as him, and from the few remarks he overheard, he realised that an inordinate number of the guys there were there with their younger sisters, just like he was, which led him to wonder just what the hell was really going on here.
Just as the tension had risen to almost unbearable levels, the double doors swung back, and Sylvie and Robyn strode through; but what a difference now! Sylvie was dressed in a clinging, red micro-dress, her hair swept over her shoulder, and teetering red stilettos. Robyn was dressed in almost the same outfit, but her dress was a glossy black, almost like PVC or latex, with her long hair caught in a pony-tail tied with a silver band. All eyes were suddenly on the two stunning girls, and when she was sure she had everyone's undivided attention, Sylvie smiled and stepped forward.
"Gentlemen, I'm sorry to have kept you waiting for so long, you know how it is, sometimes it takes a little extra effort to make that bigger bang! The ladies are waiting to show you their chosen attire for the evening, so, if you please...the ladies!"
On cue, the girls filed back into the room, but what a change; gone were the simple dresses and casual combinations, now they were dressed to thrill, to entice, to attract and distract, and it was working, judging by the sudden in-drawn breaths and open mouths!
None of them were wearing dresses; in fact, most of them were wearing almost nothing, instead bikinis, bustieres, teddies, and corsets were much in evidence. Finn's mouth fell open as Lara strutted towards him wearing the tiniest black panties he'd ever seen and a brief matching bustiere, to stand in front of him, hands on hips, posing in killer heels and lacy black hold-up stockings.
"This is for you, Finny, do you like it?" she whispered, her nipples clearly visible through the sheer material of the bustiere. She stretched her arms above her head and slowly turned, displaying her perfect bottom, the thin, clinging material of her panties disappearing into the cleft between her buttocks.
Finn stared in lustful astonishment, aware only of her, and the erotic image she portrayed as she posed for him, until the need in his own crotch brought him back to reality. A furnace was now burning below his waist, and he was aware that Lara could see his excitement, but this time he wasn't ashamed for her to see, to know what he was feeling in her presence. Judging from the low-voiced cries and comments coming from the other men in the room, they were feeling the same thing, as the girls, a galaxy of loveliness, strutted and posed in front of them.
Sylvie spoke again, cutting across the murmurs and giggles now audible in the room.
"Gentlemen, I know you were wondering why you were brought here, to my home, to enjoy this weekend. Each of you was invited at the request of your younger sister, for one reason only; she wanted you to come here, because only here, this weekend, could she tell you what she felt for you, and do the one thing she's always wanted to do with you. Gentlemen, you are here because your sister wants to fuck you, she wants you to fuck her, and here, in this place, you can do that, with no judgement, no recriminations, no consequences; you are safe here to indulge any fantasies your sister wants to explore with you, to do those things with her she's longed for you to do."
She paused to let that sink in, waiting until the murmured comments and exclamations died away before continuing.
"Gentlemen, if you don't want to do that, if you feel that this is something you can't do, you are of course at liberty to leave, now; this isn't a prison, and you are not captives, but if you do leave, I must tell you; you will never be invited to return. I would ask that if you do leave, you never mention this meeting, but I know human nature; however, consider this; you arrived here in blacked-out cars, and you will leave the same way, in order that we protect our location; this is a GPS dead-spot, so your cell-phone GPS apps won't work here, so really, you can tell anyone you like, anything you like, and it won't make any difference. Why? Because these things don't happen, and almost no-one will believe you..."



Sylvie looked behind her, and smiled at Robyn, who stepped next to her and slid her arm around her waist. Evan appeared from nowhere, and both girls split apart to allow him to step between them, his arms sliding around their waists. He grinned at the group of stunned young men and preening, scantily-clad girls as he spoke.
"Gentlemen, this is a place of sexual experimentation as well as a place for you to explore the needs of your sisters, and enjoy her favours, or anyone else's, for that matter. There are no rules, nothing is forbidden except the following; there are no names, no-one will exchange details, telephone numbers, email addresses, anything like that; other than your sibling, no-one here knows you, and it must remain that way; you are anonymous for a reason, and must protect that anonymity, just as it will protect you. The cardinal rule, however, is: if a girl says no, she means no, and there is no negotiation or alteration possible on that point."
He paused, again waiting for the susurration of whispered comment in the room to die down.
"Each of the ladies has been given a bracelet, only Sylvie, Robyn, and I have keys for them, and on that bracelet is a panic button; pressing it will cause the male with her to be removed from here and this group immediately and permanently. The bracelets cannot be removed, any tampering with them will send an alarm to Sylvie, Robyn, or me, and our security staff will deal with the matter accordingly. Remember, gentlemen, no-one gets hurt, ever. You have each been assigned a room, what you do in there is entirely up to you, provided the rules I just mentioned are adhered to; otherwise, have fun, be gentle, and remember, your sister brought you here because of how she feels about you, so please honour and respect the step she's taken, and be sure you thank her appropriately!"
While Evan spoke, his hands had disappeared from around his two sisters' waists, and now, the two girls turned to him and kissed him deeply, before kissing each other deeply, soulfully, their lips and tongues working, and Finn couldn't help but see, like everyone else in the room, that his hands were underneath their dresses, that they had no panties on, and that Evan was running his fingers over their glistening slits, between the cheeks of their bottoms, and rubbing slowly over their pink little anuses as they kissed and tongued each other. Sylvie and Robyn broke their kiss to smile slyly at the assembled brothers and sisters. Robyn now spoke, her face flushed as Evan's hand continued to work between her legs.
"This house is shielded from using mobile telephones, but even so, we still can't allow their use here, especially if the handset is GPS-enabled, just in case, so each of your sisters has a bag with your names on it. Please take off all watches and personal jewellery, and put it in the bag, along with your telephone handset, and leave the bag on the table by the door; it will be sealed and locked in the strong-room by myself and one of our security team, and returned to you before you go. There is no time here, ladies and gentlemen, and for the duration of your stay, you will live in a perpetual 'now'; all the windows have sealed shutters, so you won't know if it's day or night, all you will know will be the time you spend exploring, understanding and loving the one who loved you enough to bring you here. Please feel free to indulge your every whim, to experiment, to try new things with new people if that's what you want to do; as my brother has said, nothing is forbidden except that no-one be forced or harmed. There are several fully-stocked pantries, the ladies all know where they are, please, eat and drink whatever you please, whenever you please, it's here for you to enjoy as the mood takes you. There will be several banquets and buffets during your stay here, you will be alerted thirty minutes before one is due to start, whether or not you choose to attend is entirely up to you. There is no alcohol allowed here, for obvious reasons, but we have a wide range of soft-drinks, fruit juices, and boutique bottled waters from around the world, please, help yourselves."
She stopped speaking to catch her breath; obviously, whatever Evan was doing was catching-up with her.
"The first banquet and mixer is tonight, the bell will sound thirty minutes beforehand, everyone is requested to attend, but there are no rules; what happens at the banquet and mixer is entirely up to you, all of you, but I think I can promise you a festive night you might just remember for the rest of your lives! Until then, your time is your own, I urge you to take it and use it to get properly acquainted!"
Robyn smiled, accepting a kiss from both Sylvie and Evan, then turned back the assembled group.
"We are believers in true hedonism, in living a life of joy and sexual experimentation, with none of society's rules to hinder and hamper us, and we take a great delight in living a sybaritic lifestyle to the best of our capabilities; for this weekend, we welcome you to join us as we share our lifestyle with you. Ladies and Gentlemen, welcome to Sisterfest!"
Finn had been listening with only half an ear; his attention had been fixed on his ravishing sister, and the sight of her wearing lingerie he'd only ever imagined her wearing in his most fevered fantasies. Lara had somehow moved into the circle of his arms, and now he was aware that his need for her had concentrated itself in his groin, in his straining erection, and Lara was pushed right up against it, the cleft in her bottom the perfect place to hold and cuddle his raging hardness.
As soon as Robyn finished speaking, Lara turned and smiled at him, then stood on tiptoes and kissed him lightly on the lips.
"I love you, Finny, and I'm sorry I lied to you to bring you here, I've wanted you for so long, and I didn't know how else to get you here, are you mad at me?"
Finn took her by the shoulders and looked deeply into her eyes, seeing only the truth, and smiled reassuringly.
"I can never be mad at you, Sissy, you know that! But..."
"Lara's eyes widened, apprehension apparent in every line of her.
"But what, Finny, what were you going to say? Finny, tell me!"
Finn swallowed a sudden lump in his throat, still not really believing what he'd just heard.
"Why me, Sissy, of all people? I know what kind of boys you like, I see them all the time, they never leave you alone, I'm not like them, look at me, I'm just me..."
Her eyes filled as she reached up to stroke his face, the look of hurt puzzlement on his face tearing at her heart.
"Yes, you are you, and you're all I want Finny, you're all I've ever wanted; me and every other girl in Ledbury! I don't want any of those skinny fashion victims, I want you, I always have! This is no joke, Finny, it's not a setup, it's real, it's you and me, and I'm telling you now, I want you, and only you! Is that clear enough?"
Finn looked searchingly into her eyes, looking for any hint she was lying, that this wasn't some elaborate, cruel prank, but saw only the truth. He smiled, and reached out to wipe her eyes.
"Loud and clear, Sissy!"
Lara pulled him down to once again brush her lips against his, then stepped back, once again posing for him, blushing happily as he looked her up and down appreciatively.
"It's all for you, Finny, and anything else you want, I told you, I love you!" she whispered, reaching up to brush her fingertips across his cheek and lightly caress his lips. Finn reached for her, pulling her closer by her hips, unable to stop himself gently kneading the soft flesh padding her hips as he did so, Lara smiling as she draped her arms around his neck.
"Am I allowed to kiss you, Sissy?" he grinned, and Lara responded by grinding herself lightly against him as she licked his lips.
"You're allowed to do anything you want to me, Finny, that's why you're here! Kissing is a good start, but there are so many other things we can do, back in our room; shall we go there?"
Finn nodded, uncomfortably aware of the throbbing bulge in his slacks, the throbbing not helped by Lara lightly trailing her hand over it and gently squeezing him as she stretched up to once more lick his lips, a butterfly-kiss promise of things to come. She smiled up at him, the happy, sweet smile he remembered from when they were younger, and took his hand.
"Come on, Finny, let's go, your room awaits, and so do I!"
As they walked hand in hand toward the double doors at the end of the room, Finn saw a lovely, shapely blonde girl, dressed in the most daring white lace teddy he'd ever seen, with stockings and platform stilettos, crying bitterly by the wall, Robyn talking to her in low tones, and a boy, who was obviously her brother, standing back and looking by turns embarrassed, angry, and guilty.
"Oh poor girl, he turned her down! Now she has to leave too, and she'll never be invited again!" whispered Lara, her eyes filled with sympathy for the pretty girl who'd been rejected by her brother, and also a glint of anger that he'd done it so publicly.
"What a cruel, thoughtless dick!" she whispered fiercely, "He could have done it discreetly, not in front of everyone like that! Poor girl!" and Finn could only agree, although he was at a loss to understand how such a beautiful girl could be so enamoured of such an ordinary-looking specimen.
"It takes all sorts, I suppose, and there's no accounting for taste, but still...!" he mused to himself, returning to reality as Lara's fingertips once more lightly brushed the bulge at his groin and leaned up to whisper in his ear.
"It's "us" time now, Finny, take me to our room, sweetheart, there are so many things I want to show you, to tell you, and to do with you, I want you so bad right now, let's go!"
Finn grinned happily as Lara led him down a corridor lined with identical doors on each side. As they approached one door, an amber LED set discreetly in the ornate moulding above the door lintel flashed in time to an LED on Lara's bracelet. Finn tried the door, and it swung open smoothly but heavily, hinting that it was of more than standard construction, but poised so well on its hinges that a slight pressure was that was required to move it. Finn looked around in wonder at the opulent décor, the rich furnishings, the thick, sensuous carpet, and the massive bed, larger than any king-size he'd ever seen. Lara smiled happily and led him into the room, Finn unresisting as he tried to take in the magnificence of their room.
"So Finny, now we're here, what do you want to do?" she murmured, her eyes downcast demurely even as Finn tore his eyes away from the magnificence of the room to feast on the wonder that was his younger sister.
Fin reached out and took her chin, lifting her head up so he could look her in the eyes.
"Sissy, now I know why I'm here, I don't know whether to be happy, amazed, or overwhelmed! There is one thing I know for certain, though; I want you, I've always wanted you, I can't remember a time when I didn't want you, and now you've brought me here, I want you so badly it hurts! I just wish I was smart enough to work out long ago that you felt about me the way I've always felt about you, then none of this would have been necessary!"
Lara smiled, her eyes sparkling as she reached for him, Finn likewise reaching for her, to pull her into a tight clinch as their lips met with almost bruising force. As their tongues fenced and explored inside each other's mouths, their hands squeezed and explored, feeling the victory of forbidden territory finally conquered. Finn slid his hands down to cup and squeeze her luscious buttocks, pulling her hard against his burgeoning erection; Lara in turn ground herself against him, feeling at last the pressure of his straining erection as it pressed against her swollen labia for real, something she'd only ever dreamed and masturbated about.
Finn relinquished his hold on her peach bottom, his hands fumbling with the catches on her bustiere, while Lara in turn began undoing his shirt buttons, working her way down until she pulled his shirt out of the waistband of his slacks, and tugging his shirt off, running her hands over his smooth muscular chest and bulging abdominal muscles, savouring the smooth satiny warmth of his bare skin against her hands.
Finn, however, was in his own seventh heaven; having managed to undo all the hook and eye fastening up the back of her bustiere, it now fell away to leave her stiffly erect nipples poking solidly into his abdomen. Finn stepped back to look at her in all her glory, his frank stare making Lara blush and bite her lip as she looked away. Her eyes widened as she felt his hands on her small, firm, pouting breasts, her nipples rubbing against the palms of his hands, sending shivers all the way though her body. She looked back up at Finn, and saw his rapt gaze on her bare breasts, and gasped as he suddenly dipped down to catch a nipple between his lips, the sudden pleasurable sensation almost buckling her knees.
As his lips and tongue worked on her nipple, one hand holding her breast as he suckled her, his other hand slid into the back of her panties, a finger caressing her tight little rosebud before slipping past and further under, to slide along the crease between her labia. Lara gasped as she felt her lips swell and part immediately, her arousal pulsing through her womanhood as the man she wanted more than anything in the world caressed and touched her so intimately.
Lara quickly unbuckled Finn's belt before all rational thought left her, pushing his slacks down and leaving him in just a pair of tight, trunk-style shorts, his swelling manhood clearly outlined against the tightly-stretched material. Without hesitation, she reached out to squeeze and fondle him, Finn growling with lust as she squeezed his cock through his shorts.
Lara was trembling now, with unfulfilled need, with lust for him, and because of the sensations sparking though her as Finn suckled her while he stroked and gently teased her labia apart. At last she could stand the suspense no longer, sliding her hands into the waistband of his shorts and pushing down, releasing his big cock from its hiding-place. Finn gasped as his cock snapped upright, released from the constriction of his underwear, to feel the warmth of Lara's small hands as she slowly rubbed and caressed him, gazing in lust-filled wonder at the large cock and equally impressive set of balls depending from it.
"Finny, it's...it's so beautiful!" she murmured, unable to take her eyes off her prize.
Finn responded by pulling her closer and grinding the solid bar of flesh against her tingling slit, making her gasp and shudder with delight. Lara in turn held herself against him, her lips finding his as she ground her slit, and ever more sensitive clitoris, against his solid erection, making both of them gasp as they frotted each other. Finn tugged at her panties, Lara responding by pushing them down and wriggling them off, all the while making sure her mons stayed pressed against him, not wanting to miss any of the wonderful sensations as he rubbed himself against her most tender, sensitive parts.
Suddenly Finn stopped, holding Lara away from him as he looked into her sparkling sapphire eyes, those same eyes now wide in surprise and consternation.
"What...what, Finny, don't...not now...Finn...!" she moaned, thinking she'd somehow offended him, that he was going to leave now, and this would all be over before it had ever really started. Tears formed at the corners of her eyes, and now it was Finn's turn to look shocked.
"No, Sissy, no...don't...don't cry, baby, it's okay, wait!" he murmured, picking her up in one easy motion and cradling her in his arms.
"Not like this, not just groping at each other, I want it to be better than that!" he whispered, his lips brushing her cheek, her eyes, nuzzling her hair. In two strides he was at the bed, sitting down on the edge with her on his lap, his hands smoothing over her as he drank her in. Lara looked up at him, seeing only love and need for her in his eyes.
"I thought...I thought you'd changed your mind!" she stammered, relief washing over her as he smiled back at her, his lovely smile making her pussy twitch and shudder with need.
"I told you once, Sissy, I wanted you so bad it hurt, I wasn't lying! I just want to hold and kiss you properly, to explore you, and kiss and taste all of you properly, not just grope and grab! I don't want to have sex with you, Sissy, I want to make love to you, that's all I've ever wanted to do to you!"
Lara swivelled around to sit astride him, his solidly erect cock rubbing against her damp, sticky labia, and rubbed herself against him as she pulled him down to kiss him, really kiss him, for the first time, their kiss this time fed by love and mutual need, not just simple, animal lust. Finn's hands slipped down from her waist to hold and squeeze her plump little buttocks, the feel of those delicious globes so much more satisfying, and much, much sexier than in his fantasies of her, of how her body would feel. Lara meanwhile, continued to grind and rub her slippery little pussy against him, sliding her lips along the underside of his hard cock, letting him feel how hot she was for him, letting him know who she belonged to now.
As she kissed him, her tongue exploring his mouth as his explored hers, Lara gradually urged him backwards, until Finn was lying on his back with Lara writhing and squirming on him as she kissed him hotly, feeling the heat of his blood-engorged cock as she rubbed her swollen labia on it. Finn slowly manoeuvred her until they were lying on their sides, bodies still pressed together as they kissed with almost bruising force, long-suppressed urges finally let loose as they played now with no inhibitions, no holding back.
Now they broke their kiss, Lara moaning as Finn kissed her neck and throat, luxuriating in the feel of his lips as he lightly dusted her with kisses, moving gradually downwards. Lara sighed and leaned back as Finn gently kissed her breasts, pushing his hand sunder the small of her back, making her arch her back as he once again sucked her nipple between his lips and rubbed his tongue lightly against the hard rubbery nub. Lara sighed and caressed his face, twining her fingers in his hair as he lapped at first on nipple then the other, alternately licking and sucking, teasing the flesh into hard little points.
As he kissed her nipples, his fingers lightly rubbed her labia, slowly sliding between her lips to tease and stroke her, making her writhe with her need for him, and clutch convulsively at him as he teased a particularly exciting or sensitive place. Finn continued to suckle at her, his fingers slowly sliding into her, each stroke taking him deeper inside her, gently pressing her lips apart, until he stroked the hood of her clitoris.
A jolt of electricity seemed to flare through her, Lara crying out at the sensation of being touched there for the first time by someone other than herself. Finn knew what he was doing, though, and as he licked, nibbled, and sucked her nipples, he increased the pressure until he was frigging her, sliding his fingers into her as he lightly rubbed her clitoris, Lara responding by lifting her hips against the pressure of his hand, silently asking him to do more.
Now Finn continued kissing down her elegant torso, pausing to kiss her flat stomach and admire her neat little navel, planting a delicate kiss into the little jewel, making her shiver with an erotic frisson, before his questing lips moved down, and down, until he was at the very apex of her slit. Lara bucked and shivered as his tongue-tip gently poked into her slit, probing between the swollen folds of flesh, rubbing against her engorged clitoris, the little bead of flesh standing erect and hard, waiting to give her pleasure. Finn stared, enthralled, at the neat folds of flesh concealing her secret place. The bare lips, damp with a layering of her juices, were swelling even as he watched, turning a pale coral as they engorged with her arousal, her delicate scent rising more and more strongly now, rich, and sweet, tangy and delicious.



Finn moved between her parted thighs and kissed her puffy little slit, inhaling the warm scent of his sister as he did so, the sweet, tangy, salty smell of her making his cock even harder; somehow he knew she'd taste delicious, and dipped his tongue down to find out, edging open the creases of her labia to lick the little hooded nub of flesh. Almost immediately a small flood of sweet juices flowed out of her, Finn lapping at her and swallowing the delicious tangy nectar flowing from her sweet-smelling pussy. Lara was writhing under him, rubbing her crotch against his face as he licked, lapped, and probed at her, holding his head as she gave little mewing sounds of pleasure.
Finn slid his hands under her bouncy little bum and grasped a firm cheek in each hand, lifting her up and holding her against his mouth as he worshipped her, lightly sucking on her throbbing clitoris, driving her wild as the almost unbearable pleasure flooded over her; frigging herself had never been like this, now at last she knew the pleasures of a man's tongue, her brother's tongue, and she knew that was something she'd always need from now on.
At last, stimulated almost beyond endurance, her tight little pussy convulsed as the first power-wave of orgasm swept through her, Lara screaming as she gave in to what her brother was doing to her.
"Uuunnngghhh, God, Finny, it's so good...so good, Finn...ooohh yess, ooohhh yess!" she moaned as wave after wave or orgasmic delight surged through her, feeling like sexual energy was crackling and bursting out of her as she came like never before.
Finn never stopped lapping and sucking at her, drinking her nectar as it poured from her, revelling in the sweet tangy taste of her. Whatever happened from now on, he knew he'd never be able to stop doing this with her; he needed this now, he always would.
Her storm passed, leaving Lara weak but glowing with sexual satisfaction, love and desire for Finn arcing through her, leaving her determined that this new-found connection and sexual compatibility of theirs would never fade and die; Finn was her man, and that was how she thought of him now.
Finn slid up beside Lara to once again clamp his lips around her nipple, making her gasp as his tongue rubbed the sensitive flesh.
"What can I do for you, baby?" Lara whispered, her hands already holding and squeezing his distended cock, "Can I suck you, Finn, can I taste you now?" she asked, wanting nothing more right now than to feel his powerful cock pulsing between her lips, to squeeze and pump him as she sucked him, and to taste his cream as he ejaculated in her mouth and down her throat.
Finn rolled onto his back, Lara following him, to kiss him hungrily as her hand jerked his cock, spreading his clear lubricant along the length of his shaft as she slowly masturbated him. Now it was Lara's turn to kiss him tantalisingly in a line along his smooth torso, licking and then blowing on his nipples, making him gasp with the sensation, kissing his muscular stomach and enjoying the feel of his abdominal muscles against her lips, before finally kissing the tip of his surging cock, the sensation making Finn gasp again. Lara kissed along the length of his shaft, soft, loving little pecks, until she reached his scrotum, and slowly, one at a time, sucked his balls into her mouth, rolling the seeds carefully and gently in her hot mouth, Finn almost sobbing with the sheer eroticism of the act. Lara rose up on her hands and knees and climbed between his thighs, taking his cock-head in her mouth and licking the velvety crown, tasting the clear lubricant seeping from the tip and smiling at him as she fellated him.
Finn sighed when Lara looked up at him, the sight of her beautiful cornflower-blue doll's eyes looking at him over the cock in her mouth almost unutterably lewd and sexy, and he watched, fascinated, as Lara began bobbing her head, her cheeks hollowing as she sucked him while she fondled and gently squeezed his balls. Finn closed his eyes, afraid that the sight of Lara with his cock in her mouth would tip him over the edge; he wanted to be inside her for that, he wanted to hold her against him as he pounded himself into her and filled her with his seed.
Finn held his hand out to her, and she reluctantly pulled her mouth away from him, realising this wasn't what he wanted, not yet, and kissing him all the way, slid back up to lie alongside him.
"What do you want to do baby? She whispered, licking his lips as her hand continued to pump and squeeze his cock. Finn opened his eyes and smiled at her, pulling her closer so he could kiss her soft lips all over again.
"I already told you, Sissy; I want to make love to you; that's all I've ever wanted to do with you!"
Lara smiled, and once again her lips descended to his, kissing him gently at first, then more and more wildly as his hands rubbed and caressed her, touching her, doing things to her, setting her skin on fire. Finn held her close as he rolled over to lie on top of her, Lara instinctively opening her thighs to allow him to rest between them. Finn continued to kiss her, his tongue fencing with hers as their lips stayed glued together. Lara could feel the solid mass of his erect cock as the underside pressed against her damp little slit, and as she kissed him back as fervently as he kissed her, she began lifting her hips, dry-humping her slit against him as he began to saw his cock against her, the pressure of his cock against her labia making her pussy tingle deep inside.
Finn raised himself up on his elbows, his hand in the small of her back. Lara could feel the head of his cock as it butted up against her, and lifted up to kiss him once, stroking his face gently as she did so.
"Please Finny, this is what I want, please, make it good for me!"
Finn smiled reassuringly, preparing to slowly drive into her, then pausing.
"Sissy, are you...have you...what I mean is...?"
Lara looked deep into his blue eyes, so like hers, and smiled gently.
"This is the first time for me, Finny, I waited for you, so please, go slowly, don't hurt me!"
A small tear trickled from her eye, and Finn stared at her in shock.
"You're a virgin? Sissy, we don't have to do this, not now, if you want to wait it's okay, we have time...!" he gabbled, aware now that she was frightened, of the pain, of him hurting her, of the finality of the act they were so close to committing.
Lara rubbed the tear away and smiled.
"Thank you Finny, you're so sweet to think of me, but I waited for you, I only ever wanted to do this with you, make me happy, baby, do this for me, I want you so badly!"
Finn looked into her eyes for a few seconds, checking that she really meant what she was saying, then nodded, satisfied that she was ready. As he prepared to enter her, another thought occurred.
"Sis, how about...you know...protection...?"
Lara grinned at him.
"Since I was sixteen, Finny, so please, darling, just fuck me, I'm ready, honest!"
Finn held her close, their lips meeting in a kiss as he pushed himself forward, the tip of his cock feeling her damp heat as he slipped into her, his cock-head opening and stretching her slowly.
"Ooohhh, slowly, Finn, it...slower, please...!" muttered Lara, and Finn paused, before continuing to slip slowly inside her, the delightful tightness of her vagina making him twitch as he pushed further into her. Lara gritted her teeth as he stretched her open; there was some pain, but not like the horror stories she'd heard, and she could feel what pain there was lessening as he moved further inside her, slowly stretching her even further with his thick cock.
At last, over the feeling of fullness from his cock, she felt the brush of his pubes against her labia, and realised he was fully inside her. Finn leaned down to kiss her, the movement jarring the cock buried in her and making her gasp.
"Okay, Sissy, this is it!" he whispered, beginning to withdraw. Immediately, a welter of sensations whirled and scattered inside her, slight pain, pleasure, love for her man, arousal, all combining into one avalanche of pleasure as he withdrew and then slid back in, stretching her all over again. Lara gasped in pleasurable surprise, feeling at last what sex could be like, her hips lifting instinctively to meet him as he thrust back into her. As she thrust back against him, she instinctively tightened her constrictor muscles, gripping and rubbing him as he slid into her, realising how this must feel for him from the way he gasped and immediately sped-up.
Finn pumped gently into her, unsure how he should go; he'd never been with a virgin before, and he was torn between anxiety that he not hurt her, and almost overwhelmed with the erotic charge that came of having deflowered a virgin, and not just any virgin; his virgin sister, no less!
"This is your sister, this is your sister...!" he repeated to himself, resisting the urge to pull her legs up over his arms and hammer himself into her. Lara, meanwhile, could feel something building inside her, tension and arousal spinning into a something that was going to explode, she could feel it, she needed to make it go away, she needed Finn to make it go away.
Finn adjusted his position, unable to resist pumping a little harder, seeing Lara react by humping back even harder at him. At last, she couldn't contain it any longer.
"Harder, Finny, ooh God, harder, pleased yess, like that, like that!" she groaned as Finn pumped even harder and faster into her, that littler knot inside her now growing bigger, fuller, ready to burst.
"Yess, ooohh God, yess, yess, Finny, that's it, like that like that, like that...!" she shouted, her orgasm now almost a tangible thing, threatening to burst inside her any second now.
Finn leaned down and crushed his lips to hers as he rammed into her, and that was enough to send her over the top.
"OoooHHH God, Yesss, YESSS!" she screamed as the most intense orgasm she'd ever experienced ripped and tore through her, burning through her like endless bursts of sheet lightning , blinding her as pleasure almost too much to bear filled her and crackled from every nerve ending in bursts of raw sexual energy.
Finn gasped as her pussy tightened around him, stopping him in his tracks, the feeling tipping him over the edge as well, and he groaned out loud as what felt like an endless spray of semen burst out of him to paint her inner walls. Again and again he sprayed his spunk inside her, filling her with what felt like pints of hot sperm, his body convulsing as he came and came, endlessly pouring himself into her, overwhelmed and almost overcome with emotion as he emptied himself into the girl who'd haunted his dreams for so long and whirled nakedly through his every waking fantasy!
At last the jets of spunk died away to a trickle, and Finn held her to him as he rolled over, his stiff cock still buried to the hilt in her, holding her close to him as she shuddered and trembled with aftershocks from her incredible orgasm. Slowly her eyes focussed, to see Finn lying next to her, feeling his arms around her, sensing his lips no more than a hairsbreadth away. Lara reached out and kissed him gently, lightly licking his lips and watching his smile.
"Thank you, Finny, that was just...amazing, thank you for making my first time so special! I love you, baby!" she smiled, conscious of his thick cock still buried in her. Finn smiled and kissed her back, his hands sliding down her smooth back to hold and gently squeeze her luscious little behind.
"Did I ever tell you, you're the most beautiful girl in the world?" he murmured, squeezing her cheeks and sliding his fingers over her taut little anus. "Before this party's over, I'm going to fill you with my spunk, Sissy; there won't be a minute my cock isn't going to be in one of your holes, you are going to dribble spunk constantly, do you hear me Sissy?" he grinned, and Lara responded by squeezing him with her pussy muscles, making him gasp and grin.
"Well of course, Finny, why do you think I brought you here?" she grinned, then gasped as he rubbed her anus with some of the juices seeping out of her tightly-plugged pussy, then slid his finger to the second knuckle inside the tight, rubbery little knot.
"Including this one, Lara, I want this one as well, and I will have it, I promise you!" he murmured as he nuzzled her neck.
"Anything for you, Finny, as many times as you want; I love my Finny, and I'll do anything for him!" she whispered, slowly, rhythmically squeezing the cock embedded in her clasping pussy. Finn responded by gently pumping into her, Lara grinning and continuing to tense and relax her vaginal constrictor muscles, making him smile in return. As they moved against each other, their lips brushed as they kissed and nibbled, whispered words of love passing between them as they made love gently and tenderly.
Finn held Lara tightly as he rolled onto his back, taking her with him so she was now lying on top of him, their lips still locked as she pumped harder now. His hands slid back down to grasp a firm globular buttock in each hand, squeezing and pulling the firm cheeks apart as Lara writhed on top of him. Her knees parted and slid down on either side of him, finally allowing her to sit upright on him, his cock still firmly impaled inside her as she rode him in the classic "Cowgirl" position. Finn gasped as she began instinctively rolling her hips as she rose and fell on him, screwing her pussy around as she squeezed him, and his hands moved from her perfect bottom to hold and squeeze her soft, firm breasts, gently pinching and squeezing her long, stiff nipples, making her moan as she writhed and ground herself on him..
Lara began to feel that sensation inside again, as did Finn, his rolling and squeezing of her nipples making hot electric flashes shoot through her and pulse in her core. As Finn held her breasts, she covered his hands with hers, using his hands to pleasure her nipples as her orgasm once more gathered pace.
Finn could feel the changes happening inside her, his own thrusts into her become harder, longer, bucking against her as she ground herself against him, until once again, that bow-wave of light and singing pleasure smashed through her, wiping out all thought as she hung in space, gasping and shrieking silently as her brother pleasured her so completely.
"Ooohhh God, Sissy, ooohhh Goooddd...UUUNNNGGGHHH!" he roared as he came, once again an explosion of sperm bursting out of him to flood her with his tribute to her, his ears singing and popping with the force of his orgasm, the sensation of his sperm bursting out of him and into her a cathartic, sweet agony, an endless explosion of inner heat that sang in his bones and limned his vision with light as his eyesight whited-out.
At last the surging, pulsing spray of semen died away, until only a trickle bubbled from him, even that milked from him as her vaginal muscles squeezed and rippled, the strong muscular contractions only slowly fading away as her storm once again passed and left her calm, satisfied, fulfilled. Lara slumped down onto Finn's chest, her heart hammering a tempo to match his, only gradually slowing until back to normal.
"Finn, darling Finny, that was incredible, thank you baby, thank you!" she whispered, gasping slightly as his softening cock slid out of her. Finn smiled happily, his hands once more clamped around the perfect globes of her bottom, gently squeezing and kneading them, enjoying the warm, satiny texture, the feel of the young, firm muscles tensing and flexing as she moved, and the exciting, tempting bounce and quiver when he gently jiggled them.
"You know something, Sissy?" he whispered, "You've got the most perfect bum in the world, it feels wonderful, I might have to bite you later just to make sure it's real!"
Lara grinned up at him.
"You can bite me as many times as you like Finny! I was just thinking the same thing about you; you've got so many lovely places to bite, I don't rightly know where to start!"
With that, Lara moved up slightly so she could kiss him, her lips soft and moist against his. Finn drank her kiss in, his hands roaming over her as they kissed, feeling a stirring as his cock took notice of her all over again. Lara noticed too, breaking their kiss to wriggle against him as his engorging cock prodded against her sensitive pussy.
"Again, Finny, my God, are you ever not ready?" she grinned slyly, catching her bottom lip between her teeth in a way he found almost irresistible.
Finn responded by pulling her soft, firm cheeks apart and rubbing a finger gently over her tight little anus, making her jump and gasp, and bore in to kiss him again even harder. As they kissed, Finn slid his finger into the taut little hole, Lara squealing softly into his mouth, before rolling over so he was now on top of her. Without breaking their kiss, Finn once again slid his cock into his sister, listening to her groan into his mouth as he stretched her sensitive pussy open once again. As he pumped into her he slid his finger in and out of her tight anus in time to his pumping cock, Lara squealing and gasping into his mouth at the delightful double penetration, their tongues fencing as they fucked once again.
Finn was in a world of sexual overload; the most beautiful girl he'd ever known was writhing underneath him, his cock jammed inside her tight pussy, and his finger reaming out her arsehole, and all he wanted to do forever was more of the same. That it was his little sister made no difference to him now; he needed her so badly right now, he needed her legs wrapped around him, and her arms locked about him, and her lips saying his name while he stretched her holes and filled them to brimming with his hot spunk!
Lara picked up on what he was feeling, lifting her legs to slip them over his shoulders so he could jam himself even deeper into her. The two of them pumped wildly against each other, her thighs against his chest, almost nose to nose as they hammered feverishly at each other, the only sound in the room the slap of flesh against flesh and the hoarse gasping breath sounds of two lovers striving furiously for even more and deeper sexual fulfilment.
Finn powered into Lara, her firm little breasts dancing with the force of his thrusting. Lara was almost semi-conscious, her body and mind overwhelmed by the pace and power of Finn's lovemaking. Her hands clasped tightly around his neck as she thrust up against him, her legs now firmly wrapped around his midsection to enable her to thrust back against him. She could feel his cock swelling, his breathing shortening, and his thrusts speeding-up, all signs he was nearly there, and she let herself go, no longer holding back, grinding and humping for all she was worth, the so-recent virgin now taking her full reward as she fucked her brother so lustfully and energetically.
"Ooohh God, Yess, Yess, YEESSS! OH God, Finn, harder, harder, baby, HARDER!" she shouted, grinding her clitoris against his pounding cock, Finn responding with shorter, harder strokes as his own climax approached.
"OOOHHH FINN, YESSS!" she shrieked, a blast of sheer pleasure blowing through her like the back-wash from a jet engine, every muscle tensing as she strained against him, all coherent thought gone, her pussy clamping down around his surging cock in the extremity of her orgasm. Finn gasped at the constriction as she clamped down on him, the sudden delightful pressure causing his orgasm to flare bright through him, once again a pulsing bolt of white-hot semen bursting out of him to flood her inner recesses and bathe her in his male essence, seemingly endless jets of semen pouring out of him as he emptied himself into her.
The last of his spunk pumped into her, and Finn slumped down beside her, almost completely drained, sweat-soaked and trembling with exhaustion. Lara rolled against him, trailing her arm across his chest as she pulled him down to give him a sweet kiss.



"Thank you Finny, that was wonderful, I love you!" she whispered. Finn licked her lips and once again his hand slipped down to clench her enticing little buttock.
"And I love you too, Sissy!" he whispered, fondling the firm, bouncy flesh as he planted little kisses all over her face.
"What do you want to do now, baby?" murmured Lara, tracing his features as he slowly recovered from all his exertion, making it clear he could do anything he liked to her.
Finn grinned at her, pulling her closer by her perfect bum cheeks.
"Right now, Sissy, I want to find one of those pantries Robyn mentioned, I could eat a horse and chase the jockey for dessert!"
Lara grinned and slid off the bed, pulling him after her.
"Let's find a robe for you, then, and I'll take you there; now that you mention it, I could do with a little snack too. Come on, slowcoach, I thought you were hungry!"
There were two brief bathrobes hanging in the bathroom, in each of their sizes, and so, decently covered, Fin and Lara set off to find a meal.
The pantries were a series of rooms lined with refrigerators. There were also glass wine coolers filled with soft drinks, and the fridges were each stocked with cold meats, smoked salmon, crayfish, langoustines and other shellfish, cold sliced pies, roasted fowl, green salads, boiled eggs, and bowls of fruit salad. Finn piled up two plates with lobster salad, sliced beef, crab claws, and a liberal dollop of mayonnaise. There were several bistro-type tables scattered around, with a bread-basket and a butter dish on each one, so they sat down to eat. After a while some of the other couples drifted in to join them at the other tables, obviously looking to replenish their energy after what must have been an exhausting session, to judge by the haggard looks on some of the boys' faces! Strangely, like Lara, the girls all looked chipper and relaxed...
At they ate, they chatted in low tones about what had happened between them, their chairs gradually moving closer to each other until they were sitting almost hip to hip. At some point, they'd begun feeding choice titbits to each other, like it was the most natural thing in the world, occasionally leaning in to lick or kiss crumbs away from each other's lips, for all the world like lovers; and not just them either; the other couples were doing it too. Finn realised what they were doing, and smiled, Lara catching the drift of his thoughts and smiling too; the whole dynamic between them had changed permanently; they WERE lovers, partners, even. What had happened here tonight had changed them forever, moving them up several notches from being simply brother and sister.
At last, the inner man satisfied, for now, Finn picked up their ravaged plates and took them over to the large scullery, where several dishwashers stood open, racked their plates, then collected Lara and allowed her to lead him back to their room, his eyes captivated by the sight of her twinkling little bottom just peeking under the brief robe as she walked. Lara looked back and saw where he was looking, grinned cheekily and flipped up the rear of her robe, flashing her delectable rump at him. Finn of course was unable to resist it, and his hand darted out to hold and squeeze the pale globes, making her giggle and shimmy against his hand.
"Naughty, Finny, just for that you have to kiss my poochie extra nicely!" she giggled, then gasped as his finger slipped between those quivering cheeks and slid a little way into the tight little knot of her anus.
"Ohhh yes, Finn, do that again, when we're in our room, do it to me again!" she groaned.
Once back in their room, Finn wasted no time in pulling Lara's robe off, so he could once more feast on her nakedness. This time, however, he wanted to see every part of her, he wanted to kiss every inch of her, and he wanted to lick and taste her. The edge was off his appetite now; he'd gorged on her all day, now it was time to sip, and taste, and savour. Lara seemed to feel the same way, her hands roaming over him, feeling his muscles, the texture of his skin, the feel of his hair against her fingers as she hand-combed his hair back off his face.
Finn pulled her to him, his hands once more slipping down to cup and squeeze her bottom as his lips grazed on her smooth, pale neck and shoulder, but this time he noticed the crease at the tops of her thighs where the buttock flows into the thigh proper, wondering that he'd never before realised how exciting that crease could be. Lara's nipples poked him solidly in the chest as he squeezed and rubbed her, mute evidence of how turned-on she was becoming by his scrutiny of her, by his lips moving softly over her neck and shoulders, the base of her throat, and the lobes of her small, neat little ears.
His hands now moved up to briefly hold her lovely cheeks, then his fingers found and explored her lumbar dimples, wonder again stirring in him that he'd never noticed how erotically satisfying it could be to gently circle them with his fingertips, again kissing her neck lightly as his fingers touched and tasted her lower back and the tip of her buttock cleft. His hands then drifted gently up her smooth back, the skin soft and smooth and satisfying to his fingertips, feeling her life, her vitality thrilling from every pore. Further up his hands explored now, to take and hold her shoulders, and study the smooth, elegant curve of her neck as it flowed into her shoulders, before once more pressing his lips to her neck, savouring all over again the texture of her skin as he kissed her lightly, feather-touches that brought goosebumps of anticipation.
Lara watched him take her all in, taking his time to see her, REALLY see her, not just the parts of her that fed his fantasies, the realisation that he was committing every line and curve of her to his memory taking hold of her. When Finn led her to the bed, she remained standing when he sat on the edge of the bed, pulling her close to lick and then gently suck on her straining nipples, the sensation almost driving her to her knees. His hands slipped back down to catch her buttocks, lifting and separating the firm globes as he suckled first one nipple then the other. Lara bit her lip as he slid one finger into her anus, his other hand moving around to touch and lightly rub at her moist pussy as he sucked and gently bit her nipples.
Lara's head was spinning as so many sensations spun and whirled inside her at once; the thrills of pleasure from the single finger slowly but deliberately pumping in and out of her tight bum hole, the fingers caressing and rubbing her pussy, slipping inside her, then withdrawing to gently slide against her straining, quivering clitoris, the feel of his lips, tongue, and teeth against her sensitive nipples. Now his hands changed their rhythm, the finger in her anus pumping more insistently, keeping pace with the fingers rubbing her clitoris and frigging her honey-hole. Her breathing began to hitch and stutter as more and stronger waves of pleasure began to sweep through her. Finn sucked harder, more insistently at her nipples, sending jolts of pleasure shooting through her and into her pussy, where the pleasure from the invading fingers rubbing and tweaking her erect clitoris mixed and mingled into one hot, breathless burst of orgasmic ecstasy.
Lara's knees almost buckled as she came, her hands clamping hold of Finn's head and pressing him to her breasts as he suckled her nipples, only his hands, rubbing and touching her most intimate places, holding her upright as she shook and shuddered, wave after wave of pleasure sweeping and billowing through her.
"Ooohh Finny, ooohh yess, like that, baby, yess, God, so good, so good, love you, love you...!" she groaned, head thrown back and eyes closed tight, tears leaking from the corners of her eyes with the force of her orgasm, her damp, swollen pussy convulsing as Finn frigged her, drawing every last molecule of pleasure out of her with his gentle, talented hands.
Lara slumped against him, Finn drawing her onto his lap, to kiss and hold her, her lips avid for his as the aftermath of her blinding orgasm rippled and quivered in her.
"Finny, you're...amazing, I love what you do to me, I love you so much!" she whispered, planting small, heartfelt kisses on his face, Finn kissing her back just as enthusiastically. He could feel her quivering with tiredness, and to be honest, after all their exertions, and the meal they'd had, coupled with Lara's earth-shattering orgasm, he was nearly dead on his feet, so he slid her onto the bed next to him, pulled the covers over both of them, clamped his hands around her tight, delectable little bum, and fell asleep, Lara cuddled up close to him, a small smile on her lips as she slept the sleep of the roundly-fucked.
*
Finn woke feeling refreshed, relaxed, and completely at peace with the world. His well-developed student time-sense told him they'd been asleep about three hours; they'd arrived here just after 2 o'clock, they'd played for at least three hours, and now they'd slept about the same, so by his reckoning, it must be about eight o'clock. That meant the night was still young; good! Lara was spooned up against him, his arm thrown protectively around her, and the feel of her firm bottom pressed against him caused his semi-erect cock to stiffen to full stretch, poking solidly into her rump. He wondered how long it would be before the sight, or feel, or scent of his sister would stop him reacting that way; if there's a God, it will be a long, long time coming, he silently prayed, giving himself up to the feel of his little sister pressed against him. Lara stirred, her eyes slowly opened and she smiled at the feel of his arm around her, his bare skin against hers. She turned her head slightly, to see his eyes looking directly into hers.
"Hello, beautiful boy!" she murmured sleepily, turning round to hug him and kiss his chest, simultaneously rolling his stiff cock deliciously against her smooth belly and grinning at his soft gasp.
"Hello Gorgeous Girl!" he grinned back, pulling her closer by her bum-cheeks and gently grinding his solid erection against her pussy-mound, making her gasp in turn.
"You were supposed to kiss my poochie!" she pouted, her eyes sparkling with suppressed laughter, before biting her lip in a way he found completely adorable and breathtakingly sexy as she rubbed herself against him.
"I want you to kiss my poochie, you lovely boy, but I want a shower first, Finny, come with me, I need you to do my back!" she wheedled, her fingertips gently playing over his scrotum, stiffening his cock even further.
"We won't get that far if you keep doing that!" he sighed, his eyes closing as she gently encircled his balls, her fingertip lightly rubbing his perineum.
For answer, Lara kissed him, slipping her tongue between his lips and kissing him softly as her warm little hand gently squeezed his balls.
Finn groaned and rolled on top of her, his tongue fencing with hers as he slid his cock into her in one long, slow glide, feeling her hiss into his mouth as he filled and stretched her pussy all over again.
"Oh yes, Finny, do that, do that, oh yes, oh yes...!" she chanted softly as Finn slowly pumped himself in and out of her, his hands sliding down to the small of her back and pushing her nipples up to where he could suck them as he fucked her. Lara groaned at the assault on her sensitive nipples, her hips bucking up to meet his as he thrust into her repeatedly, his excitement rising as she rhythmically clenched and released him. Suddenly he pulled out of her, leaning back on his haunches to pull her up to him.
"Turn around, baby-girl, turn around...yes like that!" he murmured as Lara, realising what he wanted to do, got on her hands and knees, his eyes fixed on her beautiful, heart-shaped rear. Finn gazed in rapture at the sight of her bare, swollen little pussy, the labia still parted from their earlier coupling, and her tight anus, the little pink knot quivering as she flexed her taut arse-cheeks in anticipation.
Finn walked on his knees up behind her and took hold of her smooth hips, his throbbing cock pointing straight at her damp pussy, and as he watched in almost a dream state, one of his favourite fantasy images coming to life right there and then, he slid his cock back between her plump labia, Lara hissing as he filled her once again, and pushing back against him as he began once more pumping himself into her. Almost without thinking about it, he slid his hands under her rib-cage, to catch and squeeze her hanging breasts, once again feeling her nipples stiff and straining between his fingertips as he gently squeezed and rolled them. Lara gasped and pushed back harder against him, her taut buttocks bouncing and flattening against his midriff as he simultaneously pumped into her.
Lara was in a new world; the feelings she was getting from her darling Finny fucking her in this way were too much to understand or even think about; all she knew was the feel of him boring into her as she pushed back against him was the most erotic thing she'd ever felt, a blizzard of sensations sleeting through her as her man made love to her in such an exciting way; she could feel her orgasm building, and Finn seemed to sense it, his thrusts becoming harder, more powerful, nearly slamming into her in his urgency. Lara squeezed her pussy muscles tight around him, intensifying the sensations for herself, finally pushing him over the edge.
Finn felt her tighten around him, and he lost whatever minimal self-control he still retained; his cock swelled, filling her as she held him tightly, climax roaring through him as bolt after bolt of spunk jetted into her, hot liquid spurts filling her up and squeezing out of her overfilled pussy to spill on the bed below as her convulsing pussy milked him of every drop of semen.
As Finn climaxed, Lara suddenly felt her own orgasm gather and blow hotly through her, her ears ringing as Finn filled her with heat, the sperm filling her setting her off on her own gasping, whimpering high as wave after wave of pleasure coursed through her, the feel of Finn squeezing and pinching her nipples sending more and more electric jolts through her to quiver in her convulsing pussy.
Lara slumped down on the bed, Finn on top of her, his hard cock still embedded in her, and his hands still grasping her firm breasts. They lay in their sweat, too winded to speak, waiting for the noise in their heads to lessen as they recovered from their explosive mutual orgasm.
Eventually, Finn slipped from her, to slump onto his back next to her, still too winded to speak, but smiling back at Lara when she grinned at him.
"Now I guess we really do need that shower!" she twinkled at him, Finn grinning as he pulled her closer to kiss her once more. As their hearts gradually slowed to something like normal, Finn finally caught his breath, tilting her head back so he could nibble her lips.
"You're mine now, baby-girl, never forget that; you belong to me, and I'll always be yours...if you want me!" he murmured, dipping his head down to plant gentle kisses on her throat and neck. Lara looked up at him, her eyes bright with unshed tears.
"Finny...Finn, I'll always want you, I've always wanted only you, I'll never let you go now; you're mine now, beautiful boy!" she smiled, accepting a kiss from him and burrowing happily into the circle of his arms, "Just remember one thing, Finn Elliot; you look at any other girls, for any reason, and I'll fix you, just you wait and see!"
Finn laughed, and gently smacked her quivering bottom, enjoying how the firm flesh bounced and jiggled beneath his hand.
"Shower-time, baby-girl, we smell exactly like what we've been doing, I really need a shower, and so you, so come on, last one in has to let the other one bite them anywhere they like!"
"Ohhh, Finny, I'm so comfortable...!" groaned Lara, kissing him lightly. Finn felt her lips form a smile even as she kissed him, and suddenly she jumped of the bed and pelted for the en-suite shower, giggling as he floundered behind her.
Lara darted into the shower cubicle and stood under the showerhead, posing and grinning.
"I win, I get to bite you!" she sing-song'd, turning round and flirting her spectacular little bottom at him, before pressing the button on the wall. A hot spray enveloped them both as Lara threw her arms around his neck and kissed him deeply, lovingly.
"I cheated Finny, so if you want to, you can bite me anywhere you like, baby, okay? Or maybe you 'd like to lick me as well...?" she whispered, wriggling delightfully against him.
Finn growled as his hands once more sought out their favourite handhold; the cheeks of her little peach bottom, pulling her close against him.
"I think I'll bite your bum, Lara, several times; I want to see what it tastes like, Miss Lara Ffion Elliot!"
Lara giggled and picked up the bottle of shower gel, dumping a good squirt into her hand and rubbing it all over Finn's chest and midriff.
"You do me, now, Finny!" she grinned, handing him the gel.
Finn squirted the gel onto her shoulders and working it into lather, spreading it down her torso, taking care to lovingly cover her breasts with the slippery, soapy liquid. Lara giggled as he spun her around and rubbed gel into her back, all the way down to her buttocks, making sure he soaped between the cheeks of her bum, rubbing a soapy finger gently over her puckered little anus, before gently sliding it into her, Lara gasping and wriggling at the penetration. Finn pumped the finger in and out of the tight little hole a few times, before sliding his hands around her waist and up to cup and squeeze her breasts, tweaking and rolling her nipples, making her gasp and wriggle against him all over again.
Lara turned to face him, her hands filled with more liquid soap, and grinned as she soaped his cock and balls, pulling back his foreskin to wash his penis everywhere, squeezing him as she fisted his flaccid cock, and smiling cheekily when he hardened in her hands. Lara pressed her lips to his before wrapping her hands around him to soap and scrub his back. Finn grinned and turned her round as he pulled her back under the spray, running his hands over her and rinsing the shower soap off even as his pounding erection slipped into the cleft between her buttocks. With his cock parked, he took a double handful of shampoo and worked it into her glorious jet-black mane of hair. Lara took over working the shampoo into her hair, so Finn slid his hands around her again, squeezing her breasts and rolling her nipples between his soapy fingers, before sliding a hand between her legs to stroke and tease her pussy, slipping a finger inside her and making her gasp as he stroked her clitoris, all the while rubbing his cock between her buttocks.
Lara reached behind to hold him, squeezing and sliding her hand up and down his surging cock, holding herself away from him every time he tried to push into her; she had other plans, something she thought they'd both enjoy. So, teasing, rubbing, squeezing and kissing, they worked themselves up, Finn almost exploding with the need to fill her with spunk again, and almost beside himself with pent-up sexual frustration as Lara continued to deny him her body, instead working him almost into a frenzy of lust-filled need.
Lara turned off the shower spray and pulled a bath towel off the rail, rubbing Finn down briskly but gently, savouring the feel and scent of his freshly-washed skin against hers. Finn was in an agony of need, the sight of her nipples dancing as she dried him playing hob with his senses; he wanted to grab her, push her back against the wall, yank her legs apart, and hold her up while he shoved his aching cock far up inside her, but this was Lara, he could never do something like that to her. Besides, her secret little smile tipped him off that she had something planned, so he suppressed his urges as best he could, and tried not to think of her desirable body so tantalisingly close.



Lara grinned to herself as she watched him almost writhing with pent-up need, part of her wanting to give him relief, he just looked like he needed her so much, but she steeled herself and held firm, knowing that what was coming was going to make up for his discomfort right now. Finn took the towel and draped it around her, holding her against himself as he dried her, the feel of her soft skin against him, the scent of her hair, the closeness of her lips, and the rasp of her stiff nipples as they rubbed across his chest driving him almost to distraction. Once they were dried off, Lara led him out of the bathroom, her hair turbaned in a towel. Finn rummaged in the closet and found a hair dryer, and lay on the bed watching as she dried her hair, drinking in every curve and ripple of her tight body, captivated by her nipples jiggling as she brushed her hair while she dried it.
Finally he could take no more, taking the dryer gently from her and pulling her back onto the bed next to him. Lara grinned as Finn kissed her, his rock-solid cock pressing into her soft stomach as he pressed himself against her. He rubbed lightly at the crease between her legs, and Lara grinned as she backed away slightly.
"Uh-uh, no you don't, mister! You were supposed to kiss my poochie, I want you to kiss and lick my poochie properly, so when you're ready, Finny!" she whispered, her eyes dancing with glee. Finn smiled back, and slid down the bed until his head was level with her pussy, the scent of her arousal already apparent.
"Like this, baby, I want to do it like this...!" she smiled as she straddled him, facing the end of the bed. Finn pulled her up until her succulent little pussy was just above his mouth. Lara reached out and took hold of his stiff cock, admiring the sculpted baton of flesh, then gasped as Finn pulled her down against his mouth and licked along her slit, her hips twitching as his tongue rasped lightly along the length of her slit from her hooded clitoris to the tense little knot of her anus
"Ooooh yes, like that, Finny, like that...!" she moaned as he gently licked and explored her, his tongue probing between the rapidly swelling labia. Lara lay down on him, her lips closing around the head of his cock as he took hold of her cheeks with both hands, holding her to him as he tasted and probed her, making her gasp and suck harder on his cock.
Lara licked and sucked Finn's cock with gusto; the scent of him, strong, masculine, fresh and delicious teased and tempted her palate, and the taste of him was all she'd hoped for, remembering how she'd tried to do this earlier, but hadn't had the chance to get properly into her stride before Finn had fucked her instead. Now she had the leisure to savour him, the salty, slightly sweet taste of the lubrication seeping from him whetting her appetite for what she really wanted. Memories of Finn masturbating, spraying huge pulses of sperm as he ejaculated ran and skittered round her mind as she sucked him, and she knew she wanted to drink his cream when he was ready to give it to her, to taste and slowly enjoy him, and see for herself whether his spunk was as delicious as she hoped it would be.
Finn was in a world of lust; to be here right now, holding her pussy against his mouth as he licked and tasted her; it didn't get any better than this. All his fantasies about Lara were coming true, one after the other; he could still barely believe he'd spent the afternoon and most of the evening pounding his cock into her, and now he was eating her delicious, fragrant pussy, rimming and tasting her deliciously tight little anus, the feel, scent, and taste of her jibing exactly with his most fevered fantasies and desires. His sister was true hot, and the thought that he was actually here, doing this, with her, made him feel weak, and horny, and excited, and endlessly grateful that Lara wanted him as much as he'd always wanted her.
Finn sucked and licked for all he was worth, the sweet juices pouring from her slowly driving him mad with lust for her, each drop of her essence clicking him up another notch, his tongue and lips working licking and sucking gently at her clitoris, driving her ever upwards, until she could take it no more. With a guttural moan, Lara stiffened, pleasure blazing through her as she came, the pleasure reaching a new peak as Finn jammed his pointed tongue as hard as he could into her tight little bum-hole, Lara screaming as orgasm once again seared and roared through her.
At the feel of her pussy convulsing against his mouth, and the flood of honey-sweet juice that filled his mouth, Finn could hold back no longer, and came with a deep, hissing groan, his balls tightening as his cock pumped jet after jet of thick creamy spunk into her mouth. The taste and feel of him pouring into her mouth triggered an even more primal response in Lara, her body convulsing with the depth of her release even as she fought to keep up with the huge amount of spunk pumping into her mouth.
Lara slumped down, her pussy twitching and shuddering as the tails of orgasm spiralled through her and slowly dissipated, Finn's still-hard cock in her mouth as she sucked the last tasty drops of his essence from him, licking the head clean, and drawing a long, ragged breath.
"Finny, that was, like everything else you do to me, utterly fucking incredible! I think I'll keep you!" she giggled, gently scratching his scrotum with a sharp fingernail and grinning as he jumped. She'd forgotten where his mouth was, and Finn retaliated by nipping her clitoris between his lips, making her groan as she too jumped.
"No Finny, don't...sensitive...oh God, what have you done to me, now you'll have to marry me, Mister Elliott!" she purred, pointing her tongue-tip into the sensitive hole in the end of his penis and twitching it slightly, making him jump again.
We need another shower now, beautiful boy!" she murmured. "There's the mixer and banquet, we can't go there smelling like this!"
Finn urged her up next to him, once again sliding his hands down her back and squeezing her taut buttocks.
"Baby-girl, I think everyone there's going to smell like this; I think I can confidently predict that everyone there will have been doing exactly what we've been doing!"
Lara raised an eyebrow.
"And what have we been doing, pray tell?" she asked in a mock-severe voice, trying to look puzzled, but Finn could see the laughter in her eyes. Finn looked at her just as sternly, or as sternly as he could while squeezing and kneading her delicious bum cheeks.
"Well, I don't know what you think you've been doing, Ms. Elliott, but I've been fucking the living daylights out of the hottest girl I've ever known, and I plan on doing more of the same! After the banquet, I'm going to fuck the arse off you, speaking of which..."
He leaned over to the bedside stand and opened the drawer, pulling out a tube of KY Jelly.
"I spotted this earlier. After the mixer thing's done, I'm going to bring you back here and fuck you in the arse; I said I would, you said I could, so be prepared, darling sister of mine; tonight you're getting my cock shoved in your tight, sexy little bum-hole! Any questions?"
Lara grinned as she looked him up and down.
"You're all talk! I'll believe it when I see it, until then, dream on!"
Finn grabbed her and rolled on top of her, holding himself over her as he looked down at her.
"You're sure about this? You don't have to do that just because I said I wanted to, you know; I don't want to force you to do anything!"
Lara pulled him down to her and kissed him.
"I told you earlier; anything you want, any way you want it, I'm yours, and I meant it. I'm looking forward to you bum-fucking me tonight, Finny, I've been dreaming about practically nothing else for months!"
Finn grinned and rolled off her, pulling her close again, sighing happily as the full and final realisation of what was happening here hit him; this was real, it was really happening, Lara was finally his, she wanted him, and they had made love so many times he'd lost count. His lips explored her hair as his hands slowly rubbed her body, Lara mewing contentedly as she snuggled up against him. Thinking of her, remembering the day, the feel of his cock spearing into her tight young pussy again and again, and planning how it would be for them going forward, Finn fell asleep, fatigue and exertion finally winning out against his libido, super-fit athlete or not.
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It felt good to have the space and freedom to consider what to do with my life, and to throw my lot in with my family (and now it didn't feel so strange to say that word...).
I think I'd finally started to become a better person; of course, the new me was still a lot like the old me; these things take time, there was a lot of garbage still stirring around inside me that I had to unlearn, and there were still social graces and nuances of interacting with other people that I just didn't get at all.
But now I had Shari, my new-found sister, to help me; for some unknown reason, she loved me; actually, she loved me more than it was proper for a sister to love her younger brother, but I didn't care, because I loved her the same way. Shari was truly lovely, as well as warm, kind, patient, understanding, organised, fiercely protective of her younger sister, Yaz, and loved my younger brother (and hers, too) Rick, who was in love with Yaz, and vice-versa.
Shari had shown me what it could be like to care for another person. It wasn't long after Rick brought Shari and Yaz to live at the house that I discovered he and Yaz were in love, stumbling on the two of them making love, brother and sister relationship be damned. Yaz was gorgeous; Rick was almost ridiculously good looking, so I suppose it was inevitable the two of them found each other, especially at a time when they so desperately needed someone. Shari had tried to engage me in a similar relationship, but I was too unsettled by what I'd seen, and what little I'd done with her had made me feel like it was somehow wrong and shameful.
Eventually I had seen what and who Shari really was, her vulnerability and her need, and finally understood it matched my own. To my amazement, I discovered what it was to actually love someone and need them, and to have that love and need reciprocated. She'd literally pulled me back from the lip of suicide, and showed me that life could have meaning, that finally I wasn't alone.
So now Rick and Yaz lived in one part of the house and Shari and I lived in another part of the house, although we still spent most of our time together. We'd split the house into two dwellings, for all intents and purposes: the upper floor for Rick and Yaz, the middle floor for Shari and me, and the ground floor as a family space, with the dining room, sitting rooms, and the kitchen. I had begun to feel a puzzling, and surprisingly deep attachment to Rick and Yaz; perhaps some of Shari had finally rubbed-off on me. Splitting the house the way we did was my way of ensuring my kid brother and my little sister stayed close and connected to me.
I'd had an epiphany over Nicky, where I realised just how I'd wronged him; Rick had shown me just how wrong I'd been, how much we'd hurt and abandoned Nicky, how alone we'd left him. If it wasn't for Barbara, he'd have had nothing in his life. He tried to be my big brother, and I slapped him away, we both did. We never knew that our father had abducted him from his mother when he was still a toddler and brought him to England; we always thought Nicky was Barbara's son, they'd been so close, and then that fateful night when he disappeared, my father had beaten him half to death. Barbara, my mother, had I but known it, had helped him to leave, but she'd left no clue where he'd gone, and she was dead the next day, murdered by that bastard now rotting in an American prison. Nearly four years after her death, prompted by Shari, we'd finally gone to visit her grave, to apologise for everything, and ask her forgiveness.
When we arrived at the cemetery, we were shocked to find the huge, ornate memorial covered in lies and hypocrisy my lying, despicable, psychopath of a father had erected was gone, and in its place was a small, dignified headstone with a simple, heartfelt message of love. I knew straight away that Nicky had done this, and my heart leaped; he was alive, he'd survived, dear God, our big brother was alive, and he'd come back!
I was still reeling from that revelation when Shari noticed something; there was a flower-holder set into the base of the headstone, and there was a handful of what I'd at first thought were weeds, but Shari bent down and pulled a stalk out of the holder, and I saw it was a flower. A few blue petals still clung to the stem in among the brown, curled petals, and when she bent the stalk, it didn't snap, it was still fresh and pliable. The implications hit us immediately; those flowers were only put there a little while ago, maybe only a week or so, and there was only one person in the world who'd come here to do that.
Nicky had been here just a short while ago, he'd been less than half a mile from our front door, but he'd not contacted us, and once again those feelings of guilt and shame, and loss, too, resurfaced. We'd made him hate us, for our constant rejection of him and our mother, for our steadfast refusal to do or say anything while our father beat the hell out of her, and for being the spoiled little pigs we'd been all our lives.
Shari saw all this going through my mind, and reached up to gently cup my face in her hands.
"It's okay baby, it's okay, he'll come back one day, he's not like how you were, you said that yourself; with all that happened to him here, he still came back to her, and he'll come back again one day, when enough time has passed. Let's go home, baby, it's cold, and we have to talk."
We trailed back to the car in silence, lost in our thoughts, Shari kept her arm through mine, her warm hand in my pocket holding mine, and when I looked down at her she smiled back at me, but there was a hint of sadness in her eyes. Initially it had felt peculiar to me, this connection she was trying to forge with Nicky, but then, when I thought about it, perhaps not so peculiar after all. She had every right to try and find some part of him for herself; he was her big brother too, and if she'd never known him, it wasn't her fault.
Back at the house, Yaz and Shari set about making lunch while Rick and I sat huddled in our own thoughts, exchanging the occasional guilty look as we flicked through the pile of photo albums, looking, really looking, at our mother, seeing her features in ourselves. There was no doubt in my mind that Rick resembled dad, as did Nicky, but now I could see Barbara in him too, in his eyebrows, his jaw-line, his cheekbones, his ears, and especially his profile.
Rick was obviously thinking the same thing as he constantly flicked his gaze from the albums to my face and back again. Yaz finally broke the morose silence by calling us into the dining room, where the girls had made pork chops and baked potatoes, with green peas, carrots, and creamy baked onions, and a big apple pie for dessert.
Shari and Yaz tried to keep a flow of light conversation through the meal, but their efforts were falling on deaf ears as Rick and I stared unseeingly at the wall and chewed mechanically, our minds still at our mother's graveside.
"...and so I said he could fuck me, but only if I got to wear a sheep costume and call him Bo Peep!"
I looked around as that last comment finally seeped into my head.
"Wha...?" I blurted, and Shari grinned at me.
"Finally, the Sleeper Awakens! We've been talking to you two space-cases for the last ten minutes, and both of you have just been sitting there staring blankly with your lips moving! Eat your lunch, it's getting cold, we have things to discuss and a few things Yaz wants to run past all of us; that means you two have to be on the same planet as the rest of us earthlings, so call your mother-ship, tell them you'll phone home later, and get cracking on your lunch Bobby, and you too, Ricky, we didn't spend all that time slaving over it just to watch it get cold."
Yaz smiled minxily at Ricky, who glanced guiltily at his full plate and started forking his food away , as did I, suddenly discovering just how delicious that meal was; my sisters are superb cooks, I have to say, and I'll take serious issue with anyone who says otherwise. All too soon, our plates were empty, and Rick helped Yaz clear the table, finally bringing in a jug of coffee and a handful of mugs from the kitchen. Once everyone was seated again, Yaz started talking.
"Shari, boys, you know we agreed that we'd invest all the money we got from the sale of the business in a new, family venture. Well I think I know what we're going to do. As we're all aware, Shari knows the Property Development game as well as mummy ever did, she knows how to assess properties and negotiate on price, I've got a good handle on the renovation, contract, and end-user marketing side of the business, Ricky knows how to renovate and repair to a high standard, and I think you're going to want to get your hand in as well, Bobby. I've been doing a little research on the property markets in this city, and there's quite a lot that should interest any property developer. Did you know there's a university right here in Carlisle?"
I did, but I'd never paid it much attention; none of the students ever spoke to me or paid any attention to me except to look disgusted and cross the road when I came trundling by with the road sweeper going full blast. Yaz grinned as she continued.
"Where there's a university there are students, and where there are students, there's usually a chronic shortage of accommodation, and Carlisle is no exception. I had a talk with the Housing Officer at the university, and she told me that they're having to board students with families all over this part of Cumbria just to give them somewhere to live, and the problem gets worse every year as the students have to move out of Halls at the end of their first year to make room for the new intake, and so they have to find somewhere to place that class."
"There are several places I think we could convert into student housing quite easily; that place two doors along is a good one; it's empty, and has been for a while, I counted at least six bedrooms, it's almost as big as this place, so if Shari likes it too, and the numbers add-up, maybe we should seriously consider buying it and converting it into student housing."
Shari looked at Rick and me.
"Well, what do you think? Should we go with Yaz's recommendation? Speak up, guys, this is your chance to say yea or nay."
As my knowledge of the property market could have been printed in full on a pinhead, I just nodded, trusting Shari and Yaz on this. Rick sat silent for a few seconds, mulling over what Yaz had said, then cocked an eye at Shari.
"We'd need to move fast, and work even faster, if we want to get anything in place for the early-summer housing rush, but I think we could do it, if we get the right people. Okay, game-on!"
Shari smiled, then sobered up again.
"Now for the other thing; if you're serious about tracking Nicky down, then perhaps we should do something about it. Maybe we should hire an investigation agency, there must be those that specialise in tracking-down missing persons. If no-one objects, I'm going to give that a try. You two have a think about Nicky, what he liked, where he might have gone, or where he might have been; we know he was abducted from America, could he have gone back there to try and find his mother? Ricky, see if you can dig up anything in that pile of papers in the attic, maybe there's a clue in there, or something that will help an investigator, or if mummy told you anything more, or even just mentioned in passing. That bastard used to boast to her all the time about what he did; maybe he let something slip one time about who and where he took Nicky from."
And so it was decided; we would kick-off the family business with Yaz's recommendation, and while we did that, we'd look for Nicky, now that we knew he was out there. We were all feeling the urge to bring him back, Rick and me because we needed to apologise to him, and the girls because they needed their big brother, period.
Once the business of the day was concluded, Rick and Yaz disappeared into the family room to watch TV while Shari and I lingered over fresh coffees. We'd both seen the looks and secret little smiles they'd been exchanging, so it was no surprise to find the family room empty when we finally made our way there to sprawl on one of the big soft couches in there. At least whatever they were doing, they were doing it two floors up and out of earshot, so we wouldn't be disturbed, although Shari was looking like she wouldn't mind me disturbing her at all. We sat in comfortable silence for a few minutes, finishing our coffees, constantly making and breaking eye-contact, until Shari couldn't take any more, throwing her leg over me and straddling me as she sat in my lap, grinning as she laced her fingers behind my neck.
"Okay, coffee-break's over, time for some happy-time, baby, are you ready to play?" she grinned, grinding herself against the lump that had magically appeared in my jeans. My hands automatically slid around her waist, then down, to cup and squeeze her firm little backside, making her grin even wider.
"Ooohh Bobby, you do want to play, don't you?" she pouted at me, a wicked glint in her eye, as she began to slide herself back and forth on my lap, making my cock grow and harden almost painfully.
Shari leaned down to kiss me, just a light, playful brush of her lips against mine, her tongue flicking out for a second, before catching my bottom lip between her teeth and nibbling gently. Something made me pull her closer, Shari grinning as I suddenly pulled her up against me, crushing her breasts against me as I captured her lips this time, my tongue parting her lips to fence lightly with hers. Shari returned the kiss even more fervently, until we were lip-locked, my hands clamped around her lovely, firm bum, holding her tightly to me. Eventually, Shari broke our kiss and climbed off my lap, much to my disappointment. She must have seen my look, as she leaned down to kiss me quickly.
"Two seconds, baby, just got to get something!" and with that she dashed upstairs; after a few seconds, I heard her light tread as she skipped downstairs again. She came back into the family room carrying a quilt and a couple of pillows. She threw them on the couch and slipped out of her harem slippers and began undoing her jeans.
"Come on baby, aren't you joining me?" she grinned, and I jumped up and began kicking my shoes off as I almost yanked my jeans down in my haste! By the time I got my jeans off and tugged my polo shirt off, Shari was down to her skimpy little panties and bra, and looked like the best reason in the world for a rampage. She grinned at me as I took in the full impact of her long, sleek, shapely legs and tight, luscious little bottom hugged inside her tight panties, her small, high breasts clearly outlined in the light bra she was wearing. Two intriguing, tempting little points poking through the material, and the tumbled mass of her Titian hair, a lustrous cascade of red-bronze, framed her beautiful, heart-shaped face, contrasting perfectly with her creamy complexion.
"Is that all you're going to do, baby, stare at me?" she teased, turning her back to unhook her bra, flirting her gorgeous little bum at me, barely concealed as it was in her filmy panties. All I could do was look at her, taking in the elegance of her long, sleek back and slim waist, her flaring hips and her perfectly rounded, pert little bum cheeks, just built for fondling and nibbling, the smooth skin and perfect muscle tone, and once again the contrast of that silky mass of bronze hair against her creamy skin with its faint golden tinge hinting at her exotic heritage.
I slipped up behind her and slid my arms around her waist, hooking my thumbs in her panties and sliding them off before moving my hands up her rib-cage to cup her firm little breasts and gently tease and squeeze her hard nipples. Shari giggled and thrust her bum back into my groin, trapping my cock in the tight cleft between her buttocks, and rolling them to squeeze me playfully.
"Bobby, is that all for me?" she whispered wickedly, grinding her bum against my stiffened cock, then turning to once again kiss me while simultaneously grinding her crotch against mine. I was in a state of exquisite agony now; I was holding a beautiful naked girl, and there was only one thing I wanted to do with her, but blindly gratifying myself wasn't part of the new me; I owed my awakening to her, and I knew what I wanted to do to her to make her feel as good as I did right then.
I slid her off me, holding her by her waist as I urged her down next to me, kissing and licking her taut nipples, making her sigh and moan softly as my teeth grazed the sensitive flesh. I continued kissing and licking in a line down her taut stomach, making her wriggle and sigh delightfully, savouring the feel of her warm silky skin against my lips and tongue, until my tongue-tip lapped at the apex to her fragrant slit.
Shari groaned as I teased her lips apart, flicking my tongue over her clitoris in its little hood. She responded by twining her fingers in my hair and pushing her mound against my mouth as I bored-in, flatting my tongue to lick her in long sweeping passes the length of her slit, feeling her labia pulse against my tongue as they swelled and darkened with her arousal. Her scent surrounded me, filling my head with her sweet, seductive musk, turning all my thoughts to her, losing myself in what I was doing to please my girl, my whole heart and soul in her hands as I drank her salty, tangy sweetness, my tongue gently rubbing and licking her hard little button, her juices flowing over my tongue as I lapped and drank her
Finally, after a few minutes, or a few hours, I'm not sure which, Shari reached down to cup my face.
"Baby, it's your turn, sweetie!" she murmured, sliding away from me and kneeling-up to kiss me, with me responding by once again holding and squeezing her taut bottom as my lips sought hers. Shari responded by gently grasping my now rigidly erect cock, squeezing me with one hand as she fondled my balls with the other. She broke our kiss to smile wickedly before dropping her head down to lightly lick the tip of my cock. I groaned at the feel of her tongue on me, and at the sight of her gorgeous little bottom thrust so provocatively in the air as she continued to kiss, lick, and finally suck me. I twined my fingers in her luxuriant hair, enjoying the feel of the silken strands as her head bobbed on my cock, anything to distract me from the feel of her hot mouth sucking and licking me so perfectly.



At last I could bear it no longer; as I slid into a prone position on the couch, she followed me down, still sucking avidly, her grey eyes looking directly into mine all the while. I sighed and reached for her, pulling her up to me, Shari grinning as she slid up next to me, one hand still wrapped around my cock. She looked into my eyes, guessing what I wanted to do, and smiled as she straddled me facing my erect cock, then dipped down to once again take me in her mouth. I held her hips and looked in fascinated wonder at her beautiful pussy and little pale-brown balloon knot, before pulling her back and up to my mouth so I could taste her and pleasure her once again the way she was pleasuring me.
She still tasted wonderful; sweet, and tangy, with a soft musky saltiness that told of her excitement, and as I licked and sucked at the succulent morsel spread for my delight, so she sucked me, sighing and mewling when I did something she especially liked. She smelled delicious, and I couldn't get enough of her, each probing penetration of my tongue making her sigh and suck me even more avidly than before. She had a really cute, sweet little pussy, neat and feminine, not like some of the fleshy, splayed-open things I'd seen in my porn mags, and she was as much a treat for my eyes as a feast for my probing tongue.
I don't know how long we teased and pleased each other, but neither of us wanted to finish this; it was too intimate, too loving to rush, there was no urgent need to race to a climax, and we were content to please and love each other in this way for as long as we could. Eventually, though, excitement and stimulation began to win out, Shari thrilling for longer and harder as I tasted, licked, sucked and probed, pushing my tongue as far into her as I could, until, on impulse, I licked her quivering little rosebud, gently pushing and squirming my pointed tongue-tip as far into the tight little knot of her anus as I could.
She screamed around my cock as she climaxed, a flood of her tangy juices spraying gently across my face and into my mouth, exciting me even further; her sucking efforts on my cock redoubled, and as she squeezed and fisted me as she sucked, I too passed that point, groaning out loud as I came in a white-hot rush of spunk, my cock twitching and flexing as if it had a life of its own as I pumped pulse after pulse of my sperm into her hot and willing mouth.
Shari slumped down on me, her body twitching and shaking in the aftermath of her orgasm, her lips still fastened around me as her busy tongue continued to lap at the trickle of spunk oozing from the end of my cock. We lay quiet and unmoving, waiting for the world to come back into focus, Shari slumped on top of me, her tempting, beautiful little pussy and quivering, delicate little rosebud filling my field of view. My hands played with and held her sexy cheeks, rubbing and squeezing the firm flesh, revelling in the springy, juicy firmness, the sexy quiver, and the delightful little bounce of her own personal golden globes. At last she stirred, to swivel round and crawl up next to me and lay her head in the crook of my neck with a happy sigh.
"That was wonderful, Bobby, thank you!" she whispered, making me blush. I squeezed her close to cover my confusion, and kissed her once on her nose, and longer on her sexy lips, while allowing my hands to roam over her sexy back and squeeze her deliciously firm bum cheeks some more. There was one thing I wanted to know, not that I had any business asking, and it made no difference to me, but a gadfly of curiosity was at me, and I had to ask her just once.
"Shari, with all the things you know, all the things you're teaching me, I know that I'm not your first, and I don't care, but I've got to ask, and if you tell me to mind my own fucking business I will and never ask you again, but...I'm kind of curious; where did you learn all this stuff?"
Shari looked up into my eyes, possibly looking for any hidden reasons I may have had for asking; if so she'd have found nothing but my own passing curiosity, and I meant it; if she told me to fuck off and mind my own business I knew I'd never ask her again; it really was none of my business. She looked into my eyes for a moment longer, then nodded.
"I suppose I knew you'd ask one day, but really there's nothing there, no secret life as a call-girl or anything like that!" she grinned, and I also grinned, putting her back at her ease.
"I had a boyfriend, a long-term boyfriend, Graeme his name was, we were in school together, after we left school we stayed together, we did all the things boyfriends and girlfriends do, some of which you get the benefit of, Bobby!" she grinned, gently flicking the end of my flaccid penis, making me jump.
"After a while, I realised he'd never taken me back to his house, never taken me to meet his parents or any of his family; he always had a reason, but the upshot was that he always came over to our house, he always picked me up if we were going out somewhere, and he never took me to his parents place on things like Christmas, New Year, family celebrations. It all came to a head when his sister got married, and he never told me. Instead, he took another girl as his date. Of course I was furious; I'd been with him two years, yet I'd never met any of his family, and when he had the perfect opportunity to introduce me to them, he took some blonde slapper he'd met in a pub!"
I could see the anger and the hurt building in her eyes, and tried to dissipate it for her.
"Shari, I'm sorry, you don't have to go on, I don't need to hear any more..." I started, but she shook her head.
"No Bobby, I want you to hear all of this, then perhaps you'll understand a bit more about us, about you and me."
She started again, her eyes far away as she looked at something I couldn't see.
"When I found out what he'd done, of course I was furious; he'd told me that weekend he had to go away for work reasons, and he'd see me when he got back. It was only when one of my so-called friends let slip what he was actually doing that weekend that it really hit the fan. When he turned up on Sunday evening all safe and secure in the knowledge that I was none the wiser he was completely unprepared for the broadside he got. I think I called him a "gutless, pencil-dicked pansy" in a crowded pub, poured my drink over his head, and kneed him in the balls to drive home just how pissed-off I really was. When I found out the actual reason why he did that to me, I was going to hunt him down and slow-roast his cock with a Zippo, believe me! He can thank Yaz for the continued existence of his prick, because if she hadn't stopped me, I was going to find him, yank it off, and barbecue it in front of him!"
She paused to gather her thoughts.
"That little worm was afraid his family would find out I wasn't white, that their precious little Anglo-Saxon paladin been getting jiggy with a jungle-bunny, knocking-off some girl with a touch of the Tar-Brush. His family didn't care to sully their WASP heritage with darkies like l'il ole me, he'd just been too gutless to tell me, but he was quite happy to drag me off on weekenders in isolated hotels around the South Coast so we could bang each other senseless! That's what hurt the most, that he used me like that; I was white enough to fuck, but not white enough to meet his precious family."
She suddenly grinned.
"I found out later his father was a solid member of that band of primitives, the British National Party; if he'd found out his son was dipping his dick in a darkie he'd probably have crucified him out on the lawn on a burning cross, or burned him alive in one of those Wicker-Man things! Anyway, after him, there were no more boyfriends; I just didn't trust any Englishman not to do that to me all over again. When I first met Ricky and saw how he bonded with Yaz, I kind of revised my opinions a little. Ricky was so different from what I'd always known; he had absolutely no hang-ups about skin-colour or whites versus coloured or any of that nonsense. I don't think it ever even occurred to him that he was any different from her, and he was just so good for her, so I was happy for her, because now she had a protector as well as a new best-friend."
I was at a loss to understand how her ethnicity could have been a problem; however you looked at her, she was stunning, flame-haired and creamy-skinned, with the perfect features of a carved idol in some eastern temple, beautiful and alluring; any real man would give his eye-teeth and his right arm to the elbow for a chance to win her. Her ex-boyfriend's attitude defeated me; prejudice was something I understood, but had never really encountered, and certainly not prejudice of the sort she'd just described. I could see it had hurt her deeply.
"Shari, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to rake that up, I promise you, I'll never do anything like that to you, I swear on my life!"
Shari smiled at me, and curled her hand around my chin.
"I know you won't, Bobby, you don't have that kind of evil in you, I saw that from the start; you were angry, understandably, but you weren't a bigoted idiot. You were just like Ricky in that respect, and you were honest, which is why I found you so attractive; the fact you're gorgeous might have had a little to do with it as well! You're honest, and now all that anger and loss is gone, you're just a regular, decent bloke, and that's why I'm yours, and you're mine, Bobby Davies!"
All this soul-searching and confession was making me more than uncomfortable, plus her description of me seemed idealised and romanticised, to say the least, but at least now I knew what she really thought of me, and it was vastly comforting to know there was one person in the entire universe who I could 100% rely on to be there for me, and it was Shari. Holding her close to me as I did, her warm, lithe body pressed tightly to mine, the reaction of my body to her touch was both inevitable and hardly unexpected, something she was quick to notice.
"Well Hello, Bobby! Someone's in the mood for more fun and games!" she smiled, running her hand down my body to take hold of me and squeeze suggestively, making me even harder. I pulled her on top of me, holding her by her perfect bum-cheeks while she showered my face and neck with kisses, squirming delightfully against me, rolling my trapped cock between our bellies as she kissed me everywhere except on my lips. Shari's favourite way to make love is with her on top, so I tried to manoeuvre her into position, but she had other ideas, instead sliding off me to lie on her back on the couch.
"Make love to me, Bobby!" she whispered, a request I was only too happy to comply with. I kissed and licked her neat little breasts, entranced, as always, by her long, stiff nipples, always the perfect treat for me to suck on, and suck I did, my tongue lapping as my lips caressed those tempting peaks of flesh, making her flush as she sighed and murmured underneath me. She took hold of me, her hands gentle but firm on my now throbbing cock as she fisted me, making me even hotter for her.
"Now, Bobby!" she moaned, and I needed no more urging, sliding between her supple thighs and taking hold of her behind her knees, holding her open for me as I slid forward. Shari took hold of me once again, aiming me as I pushed forward, sliding my engorged cock deep into her in one long, steady thrust.
"Ooooh God, yess, Bobby, yess, like that, yes, baby, like that!" she muttered as I took my weight on my knees and elbows, and as I began to slide back out of her again, she shuddered and twitched under me, her hips thrusting up to meet my thrusts, the two of us pumping at each other in perfect synchronisation. Shari pulled my head down to plant her lips on mine as her long legs folded themselves around me, locking around me and pulling me in ever deeper with every thrust. Our tongues fenced madly as we pumped against each other, the only sound that of our breathing and our bellies slapping together as we fucked so deliciously.
I could feel her excitement growing, igniting a frenzy in me, and I rammed myself into her as hard as I could, until
"Ooohhh God, Bobby, ooohh Bobby, oooh yess! Ooohh Yess! YESSS!" she shrieked, her pussy clamping down tight on me as her inner walls fluttered and rippled against me, squeezing me and setting off my own orgasm. My ears popped and my vision blurred as jet after jet of spunk poured out of me and into her, the feel of me ejaculating inside her sending her into ever more spasms as her orgasm rang and ricocheted around inside her. We peaked at that moment of complete stillness as we strained against each other, finally falling back, drained and exhausted, but utterly, completely satisfied.
As I lay next to her, gasping for breath, Shari suddenly rolled against me, draping her leg over mine, her lips meeting my neck, where she kissed me gently.
"My Bobby, and don't you forget it!" she whispered before falling back exhausted and on the verge of sleep. I was in no better shape, so I pulled the quilt up over our nakedness, spooned her warm body against me, and that was how Yaz found us several hours later. I knew it was Yaz, because when we eventually woke in the early evening, Shari's and my clothes had been neatly folded and stacked on one of the chairs, and a couple of extra pillows had been added to the pair Shari had snagged from upstairs.
*
The structural survey and valuation of the house we wanted to buy came back good, so we made a low-ball offer and waited to see where the owner wanted to be. Negotiations dragged on for almost a month, but eventually the absentee owner quit trying to horse-trade and settled on a price less than we'd been prepared to pay, but more than he thought he'd get, so everyone was happy, and we finally took possession of the property in mid-December.
By now, it was almost Christmas, something I'd never really paid attention to; our father had always ignored and downplayed it, but I think Barbara had secretly given Nicky presents for Christmas; at least after it had come and gone he'd have a new pair of shoes, or a pair of jeans, or a new jacket; never anything for us, though, and certainly nothing from our father. I felt a surge of hot shame inside when I remembered how our father had always bought good quality clothes and shoes for us, and almost nothing for Nicky; he always seemed to be in shabby, threadbare clothes on the verge of falling apart, faded jeans held together with darns and patches, and battered training shoes, and yet we'd even begrudged him the few nice things Barbara had given him.
When Shari learned that Christmas actually meant nothing to me she was outraged, actually disgusted that our father had denied me such a fundamental part of childhood, and so she and Yaz went on a mission: to bring Christmas to me and this house. She secretly bought a tree, and a whole bunch of lights and decorations, and then one night, while I was fast asleep, the two girls and Rick sneaked downstairs and decorated the parlour and the family room for Christmas. They put up the tree with all the lights, decorated it, then must have spent most of the night putting Christmas decorations all over the downstairs living rooms.
When I came down for breakfast I was amazed; I'd never seen a real family home decorated for Christmas, only in films and TV shows, and it felt like something I had never even realised was missing from my life had suddenly appeared, something important and essential; all that tinsel and glitter, the candy canes and snowmen, the tree, was just the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen; the house finally looked like a home; our family home. I didn't know what to say, I was literally speechless, and Shari's eyes were sparkling at my reaction.
"Do you like it, Bobby?" she asked shyly, and I grabbed her and Yaz and hugged them both.
"Thank you for Christmas, both of you, it's the most beautiful thing I've ever seen!" I stammered, as the last shreds of my old life fell away from me. We were still standing around admiring the tree when the doorbell rang. Yaz went to answer it and came back with a FedEx pouch. She tore it open, and inside was a folder with all the deeds to the house we'd just bought two doors away, and a big bunch of keys.
The debate started immediately; Shari wanted to wait until after we'd had breakfast, but Rick and Yaz wanted to just go and open the place up and have a quick look around to see if there were any glaring issues, and I had to admit I was curious as well, so we wrapped up warm and trudged down the road to have a nose through our new property.
After much fumbling, Rick managed to locate the correct keys for the huge old front door, and then we had to really lean on the door to open it. When we got it open we found out why. There was an absolute mountain of ancient and not so ancient mail, circulars, pizza flyers, and old newspapers piled up just behind the door, a very effective barricade. It was almost pitch black in there. Most of the downstairs windows were heavily shuttered, making the place a musty-smelling, lightless cavern; a quick check of the lights confirmed the electricity was off, so we decided to come back another time a little better prepared, and open the place up properly so we could get a good look at what we'd bought. Yaz grinned and grabbed an armful of the letters, saying that she might as well have a sort through to see if there were any with return addresses.
Once back home, while Shari and I busied ourselves making breakfast, Rick and Yaz quickly scanned though the pile of dry, fusty envelopes, piling all those with a return address to one side, joking and reading out the postmarks and dates. It was a few moments before I realised all had gone quiet. Shari and I looked over, and Yaz was holding Rick by the shoulders while he stared at the envelope in his hand.
"Ricky, what's wrong?" asked Shari, drying her hands and taking my hand.
"Bobby...look here...look at this..." came his strained voice. I came forward and Rick handed me the envelope; it was addressed to me, it had obviously been mis-delivered, but I recognised the handwriting.
It was from Nicky.
I stared at it, shock and guilt warring in me all over again; this was from my missing brother, sent from somewhere called Albany, way back last summer.
"Who's it from baby?" asked Shari, and all I could do was mumble "Nicky...It's from...Nicky..."
I looked helplessly at Shari, who gently touched my cheek.
"Open it Bobby, it's a sign, it's what you were looking for. He took the time to write to you, aren't you curious what he had to say?"
I looked the envelope over; there was no return address, just that Albany postmark, and when I looked closely, I realised the stamp was a US postage stamp. This had come from America! I still didn't know where Albany was, but at least we knew one thing; he'd somehow made it home. Did he ever find his family? We knew he'd come back at least once; Barbara's new headstone told me that.
I wavered, not wanting to damage that flimsy envelope, my only link with him, so Yaz gently took it from me and carefully slit it along the top, pulling out a single sheet of notepaper covered in dense handwriting. She looked at me, and I shrugged and nodded; he was her brother too, this concerned all of us now, why shouldn't she read it? She carefully flattened the paper, and began to read out loud.
"July 4th, 2012
Robert and Richard,
"I'm writing to you to request that you meet me in Carlisle at noon on November 9th this year, at Barbara's graveside; I chose the date deliberately, it's her birthday, and I wanted to see her on her own special day, as I have some things I need to say to her, and perhaps you might too, although I realise this might be me being more optimistic than realistic. I really don't want any confrontations, or recriminations, or blame-games; my wife and baby daughter will be there with me and they don't need to see that side of our family, and it's too late for that anyway."



"All I ask is that you join me to greet my mum and yours on her birthday; that's right, she was your mother, even though she was never allowed to tell you that. Instead she had to watch as you turned away from her and removed her from your lives, although that wasn't your fault. She never blamed you for that; she knew you didn't know any better. Maybe now we can together offer her an apology for not being there when she needed us most, and to promise her we'll try and do better by the people in our lives than she ever got from the people in hers."
"I have waited for far too long already to come and see her; I left her behind, and it will always tear at my heart that I didn't do enough to save her. I know and freely accept I bear a heavy portion of the guilt for her death; if I had only pulled her onto the train with me that night, maybe she would still be alive today, and that is the burden of guilt I can never put down, that I didn't try hard enough to save her, that I left her to die alone. All the contrition in this world won't absolve me of my part in her death; I know this; I feel it every day of my life. Her blood may not flow in my veins, but it's on my hands, and I can never wash it away, nor should I.
"Perhaps both of you will come one day to realise that Barbara really was our mum. She brought me up, she kept me safe, she loved me unquestioningly, and she would have done the same for you in a heartbeat, but you were taken from her, and she was never allowed to have what she wanted most in the world: to be your mother again. In every possible way that matters, she was the best thing in our lives, but we stood back and let her go far too easily, and far too soon."
"However, the past is what it is; none of what happened can be recalled, or undone now, and the hurt has cut too deep to ever sponge it away, but perhaps we can start again, this time as adults, brothers with a common loss and maybe after all this time, a common grief. I will be there whether or not you decide to come. I hope to see you there, but I will understand if you don't, because, after all, perhaps not that much has changed for you."
"I do know one thing though: regardless of how you feel about her, I know Barbara will always watch over you; even if you never honoured her, she still mourned her loss of you. In her heart she was always your mother, both of you, and because you were once part of her, perhaps one day you will hear her, as I did, and finally understand that she loved and needed you, and never let you go, despite what life and her family had done to her. I hope that one day you will come to realise just how much we threw away, and for that hope, and for our loss, and for her sake, I make this request. Please be there if you can.
"Your brother
"Nicky"
Yaz put down the letter and looked at us, tears on her cheeks.
"After all this time, he's still hurting so much! Poor Nicky, so much guilt and pain, and for nothing! He went away again thinking you didn't care, after he tried to reach out to you one last time, all that hurt and loss...!"
Rick tried to put his arm around her to comfort her, but she shook him off.
"No Ricky, don't...don't touch me, just don't! You did this to him, you and Bobby; he was alone, you left him out, you left him out every time and hurt him and hurt him, and yet look! He came back and he still thought of you! You never once tried to help him, and you let him leave! He was your brother, he's my big brother, he's still hurting so much, after all this time he's hurting and he's not here, and it's your fault! Shari...!"
Rick looked at me in bafflement, but I think I understood where Yaz was right now; Rick and I, we'd been the architects of so much of Nicky's misfortune, our father's puppets, who'd stood by and laughed while so much evil happened right under our noses. Right now, compared to him, we were looking pretty shoddy and worthless. He knew we'd done nothing to help our mother, or tried in any way to save her, and he'd expected no less from us, and so he'd taken the guilt for that failing on himself, because he loved her and thought he'd failed her. And yet, even though he believed nothing had changed for us, he'd still tried to reach out, he'd even invoked his beloved Barbara to watch over us, her two despicable sons. This was why we needed him back: he was the heart and conscience of our family, and Yaz had seen that.
Shari took a sobbing Yaz into the other room so she could compose herself again, while Rick and I stared guiltily at each other; the same thought uppermost in both our minds, I'm sure; if we'd received that letter in time, would we have gone? The answer that scuttled and scurried around in my mind was "No". Last summer I was still too busy being a morose prick to have ever considered any kind of rapprochement with Nicky, and that was the shameful truth that hurt the most. That letter would have made no difference to me.
Rick, of course, was nowhere to be found when that letter was mailed, otherwise things might have been very different; his change had already happened, but I had still been alone and sunk in bitterness.
Now, with my newly-awakened conscience and Shari showing me how to be a proper person, it would have been so different, but by the time I found her (or she found me) it was already too late; he'd been and gone again, and he'd left finally knowing once and for all that we truly were what he'd always believed we were. It was ironic, and not in an amusing way, that the morning I had accepted that Shari was what I needed, the morning I had apologised to Yaz for scaring and rejecting her, the morning I had finally realised just what a complete fool I had been, the morning I accepted that my family really was the most important thing in my life, that was the morning Nicky and his family were there alone, placing flowers on my mother's grave.
Something clicked, and I picked up the letter, scanning quickly through the first paragraph to what I'd heard.
"Nicky has a daughter; he's got a wife and a baby daughter. We have a niece!" I stated in astonishment, Rick's eyebrows suddenly going up as he took that in as well.
Then Shari was standing at the doorway with Yaz, who flung herself on Rick, burying her face in his neck as she hugged him tightly.
"I'm sorry baby, so sorry, it wasn't just you, you didn't know any better, it's just...I was so sad for him, he's one of us and he's still in so much pain, he didn't do anything except try to help her, and yet he feels so guilty, poor Nicky, there's still so much hurt and loss, and it's not fair, it shouldn't be him, we have to find him and make it right with him, promise me we will, Ricky, promise me!"
Rick soothed her, nuzzling her neck as she cried for her lost brother.
"I promise, baby, we'll find Nicky, and I swear, we'll make it right with him; with him, and his wife, and his baby, our niece; do you remember reading that? We have a baby niece!"
Shari came and took my arm.
"I heard that bit, I was wondering when you'd pick up on it," she smiled. "Under the circumstances, I think we need to ramp-up the search for Nicky. This letter came from Albany, which I know is the capital of New York State, so he must live or work there or somewhere near there. At least now we have a location, it should make finding him a little easier. I think we need to make finding our big brother our priority; this property business can wait; family comes first."
*
The following day, Rick and Shari went shopping, and Yaz took me into town so I could buy something for Shari for Christmas. It was a strange experience for me; I'd never been Christmas shopping, so I'd never actually been in one of the department stores at Christmas-time; I'd never had a reason to, and I was almost overwhelmed by the colour, the glitter, the decorations and displays, and the Christmas music playing everywhere.
Yaz piloted me to the things she knew Shari would like, and helped me pick out a suitable present for her, then turned her back while I bought something for her as well, something to give my little sister on Christmas Day, and then Yaz parked me with all the bags and boxes while she went off to do a little shopping of her own. I also managed to buy a couple of other presents, then, laden down, we made our way home. I was enthralled; Christmas shopping made me feel, for the first time, that there was a special time happening in the world and I was part of it. Yaz made me stop on the way home to have my picture taken at a coin-op Photo-booth. When I asked why she just replied, "Ask Shari..."
Rick and Shari were also burdened down with bags and packages, and we spent that evening in a frenzy of wrapping and labelling the things we'd bought for each other, and stacking them under the tree. Shari had also stopped in at the post office and picked up passport application forms for Rick and me, which was why they'd made us take our pictures, reminding me that our priority was to find Nicky, and our starting point looked like this "Albany" place in New York.
Christmas Day was quiet but happy: we'd made a start on finding Nicky, we were getting our passports straight so we could go find him, and we were happy as a family as well as the couples we'd turned into. Shari gave me a warm jacket, fleecy gloves, and a handful of warm sweaters, plus some nice dressy shirts, and Yaz gave me a digital camera, so I spent Christmas morning making my beautiful sisters pose for me in their pyjamas while I snapped away. I'd bought Shari a new laptop with the very last of the money I'd saved from that thankless job I'd had (plus some other gifts I hoped she'd show me after bedtime...), and we'd all clubbed together and given Yaz an iPad. Shari and Yaz had given Rick warm clothing, boots, shirts, and underwear. The sight of Rick in his sleep sweats with a pair of silk Mickey Mouse boxers pulled on over the top was something to behold, although it's an image I'm trying to forget...
I think the present that meant the most to us, though, was one that Shari gave to Rick and me. She'd taken an 8x10 portrait photograph of Barbara from one of the albums and had it framed for us; it was a picture of her that must have been taken before all the bad things started to happen. She looked so young and happy, her eyes smiling as well as her lips, her light-brown hair and grey eyes shimmering in the light and her silver filigree charm bracelet on her wrist. I'd forgotten about that bracelet, and seeing it in the picture brought back a fleeting quasi-memory of seeing it glitter in the sunlight. I briefly wondered where it had gone; it wasn't on the list of things removed from the house, and it wasn't in among her things in the attic.
Rick and I stared for long moments at our mother, really seeing her for the first time, her beautiful face young and carefree, not beaten-down, cowed and afraid, her smile fresh and radiant, before I took it and placed it on the mantelpiece, where we could see her properly.
Rick and Yaz had volunteered to make Christmas lunch, so I stretched out on the couch in front of the fire with Shari on top of me, watching Christmas TV while roast turkey and all the trimmings happened elsewhere. Shari was grazing on my neck when she happened to look under the tree and noticed there was still a handful of unopened presents. I saw where she was looking, and her raised eyebrow.
"I um, I...got something for Nicky, just a small gift, something with his name on it just so we could...feel like he was here today, too..." I whispered, blushing slightly at the admission.
Shari smiled sadly, her eyes misting.
"How strange baby, so did I, and I think Yaz and Ricky did as well. That was a nice thing you did Bobby. Maybe somehow he'll know we're thinking about him; who knows, maybe it'll call him back home. I put something under the tree for mummy too, just to let her know I'm thinking of her, and a little something for Barbara from you and Ricky, I hope you don't mind?"
I hugged her close, smelling the fresh berry scent of her hair.
"Of course I don't mind, I should have thought of it myself, a little something to tell her I'm sorry and that I'll never forget her."
Shari kissed my forehead, and wiped the tears from the corners of my eyes.
"I think she knows now, Bobby, and once we find Nicky and put our family back together, it'll be over and she'll be able to rest, I'm sure."
She tapped the tip of my nose and grinned happily.
"Cheer up, now, baby, it's a happy day today. You may not be aware, but it's the most wonderful time of the year!"
I didn't want the day to turn melancholy, not my first real Christmas, so I kissed her to say thank you, and Shari kissed me back a bit more seriously. We spent the next few minutes making out, my hands roaming over her, squeezing, fondling, touching, holding, while our lips and tongues fenced and chased each other. Shari broke off to look down at me, her eyes wide, and beautiful, and very, very sexy.
"Dinner won't be ready for at least two hours, Bobby, do you want to go somewhere more comfortable?"
I nodded, and she jumped off me and stuck her head in the kitchen, telling the others not to disturb us. With that done, she grabbed my hand and towed me from the room, leading me upstairs and to our bedroom. Once there she began pulling my shirt out of my jeans, undoing buttons as I squeezed her delectable little bum, pulling her against me so we could grind against each other. Shari grinned as she rubbed herself against me, my hands sliding over her and into the back of her jeans to squeeze and knead her taut little cheeks.
"Turn around, Bobby, got a surprise for you!" she grinned, kissing the base of my throat as she gave my crotch a quick squeeze. "I think you'll like this!"
I turned around and closed my eyes, listening to the soft, subtle sounds of cloth rustling as she got changed, my cock throbbing with anticipation that it was one of the gifts I'd given her in private.
"Ok, baby, you can turn around now!" she murmured, and so I did, my eyes widening at the sight before me. Gone were the jeans and tank top, and in their place was a sheer black teddy of the briefest sort, a few wisps of lace covering the strategic places, covering her while contriving to make her look even more naked than if she'd just posed in the buff. The outfit was set-off perfectly with black, elbow-length fingerless lace gloves, sheer black seamed-stockings with lace hold-up tops, and black stilettos, making her long, slim legs look truly endless. A black velvet choker set with a large green stone around her creamy throat perfectly complimented her sumptuous mahogany-red hair.
"Do you like it, baby?" she smiled, doing a slow twirl, and I could only nod in open-mouthed appreciation.
"Well come here, then, baby, aren't you going to unwrap your present?" she crooned, and I obliged, closing the distance between us in a heartbeat, to hold her tightly as my lips crushed against hers, my hands roaming over her all over again, holding and fondling this vision of beautiful young womanhood!
Shari broke our kiss to smile at me.
"So you really like it then? It took Yaz and me ages to find, but when we did, she got a set just like this one too. Ricky's in for a treat tonight! I'm so glad you like your present, baby, I wanted your first real Christmas to be special!"
"God, you look amazing!" was all I could say, "You look like the reason the riot started!"
Shari grinned impishly at the compliment. Her nipples were suddenly obvious, poking solidly through the material of her teddy, the darker circles of her aureoles just visible through the sheer material, and I began to think about how to get this magical garment off my girl; I wanted to see her naked so badly right now, and so did my cock, judging by its throbbing.
Shari slid her hand down and squeezed my swollen cock.
"I see Little Bobby likes his present too!" she grinned, giving me another firm squeeze.
"Less of the little, if you don't mind, you disrespectful girl!" I grinned as I responded by lightly stroking my fingers over her barely-clad pussy, making her jump and gasp.
"So Bobby, what do you want to do now?" she purred.
I answered her by pulling off my clothes as fast as I could, unbuttoning and shoving down my jeans while Shari finished unbuttoning my shirt. Between us we got me down to my shorts in just a few seconds, and now I could devote some care and attention to peeling my girl out of her underwear, a skill Shari had been kind enough to teach me at some length over the last few weeks.
As I embraced her, my hands explored the back of that teddy, finding the single hook and eye that kept it all in place. While we kissed, I unhooked it, peeling it down from her shoulders and pushing it around her waist. Shari stopped kissing me to smile and give a quick shimmy, and the lacy confection dropped to the floor, leaving her clad in just stockings, gloves, and choker.
That did it for me. With a low growl of lust I pulled her close, my hands sliding down to cup and squeeze her lovely, tight little bottom, her mound rubbing against my now solidly erect cock.
Shari hooked her fingers in the waistband of my shorts and pulled them down; I got the message and pulled them off the rest of the way.
"That's better, baby!" she grinned, kissing me while she wrapped her hand around my cock and began a slow pumping motion in time to the motions of our tongues as we kissed deeply. Shari edged me backwards as we kissed, until the back of my legs met the bed frame, so I sat down, with her sitting astride me, her lips still glued to mine. My hands were still clamped to her lovely bum, and I began slowly pulling those delectable cheeks apart and squeezing them together again, making her gasp into my mouth each time I did it; I knew she liked it, so I kept doing it, feeling her kisses becoming sharper as her arousal climbed the longer we played and fondled each other.
By unspoken agreement we stopped, Shari breaking our kiss to smile gently as she rose up, and slowly impaled herself on my aching cock, head back and eyes closed as she slid onto me with a long hiss of satisfaction. When she was all the way on me, she leaned down and peppered my face with soft little kisses, then straightened up and began to rock back and forth, grinding herself against me as she rose and fell. I could hardly bear it. The feel of her tight pussy squeezing me as she fucked me was out of this world. With the sound of her little cries as she stimulated herself, and the feel of her soft lips when she leaned down and kissed me, I was in a state of almost total sensory overload. That never stopped me kissing her smooth creamy neck and shoulders, though, or nuzzling between her breasts as she rose and fell on me. Her nipples were like bullets now, stiff and solid, and when she leaned back against my encircling arms, I was able to dip down and suck and lick those delightful, stiff little nubs, making her groan and quicken her pace.
When she came, it was like an electric shock convulsing her; her body stiffened, her hands holding my head immobile against her, her body trembling as her pussy clamped down on me, preventing me from pulling out; not that I was going to. The feel of her tightening around me was all it took for my own climax to gather and batter its way through me, and I came in a welter of sperm, jet after jet pulsing into her as her pussy convulsively sucked and squeezed at me, milking me of every drop.
As I finished pumping into her, Shari began to come down, slumping against me to hold me close, our hearts hammering together in the aftermath of our mutual storm. I flopped backwards onto the bed, Shari lying on my chest as I gasped for breath; making love to my girl was always a breath-taking experience, in more ways than one!



As we lay in our sweat, my softening cock slipping from her, Shari raised her head to look into my eyes, grinning as she spoke.
"So baby, how did you like your first Christmas?"
In answer to her question I slid my hands around her taut little backside and pulled her close against me.
"Thank you for making it so special for me!" I grinned, kissing her on the tip of her nose as my hands roamed over her, squeezing and stroking her, making her alternately gasp and giggle.
"Stop it, Bobby, I need a quick snooze after that, no, stop it!"
I grinned, and gave up on gently torturing her, Shari smiling back as she snuggled down against me.
"Wake me up in half an hour, okay, Bobby? Please? Don't let me sleep Christmas Day away!"
"To hear is to obey, your wish is my command!" I whispered, pulling her closer and flipping a corner of the bed covers over her.
"My Bobby, love you baby!" she murmured drowsily.
I wasn't in the least bit sleepy, just very relaxed, but I reset the alarm clock, just in case, and turned my attention to looking at my beautiful half-sister.
I was still a little puzzled at what exactly she saw in me, although eternally grateful she saw enough to stick around and do these kinds of things with me! No, I guess I still felt a little undeserving of her, my overwhelming sense of entitlement having finally way to perhaps just a hint of an inferiority complex. Yaz and Shari had never tried to hold my lack of experience of the real world over me, nor had they ever once been pitying or "understanding"; that would have been just as galling. No, they'd just showed me stuff, told me things, and left me to form my own conclusions about how the world worked.
Both my sisters believed I was an adult, and left me to it. It was working, although some things I saw or read about just made no sense, because I'd never been a part of the life around me. I had no friends, nor did I actually know how to make any. Conversation was another closed book; I could talk to Rick, Yaz or Shari, because I knew them, but I had no clue how to make that initial approach to someone new, to say "Hello, what's your name, my name's Bobby". I think that was what made Shari saddest, that our father had handicapped us so thoroughly, making social pygmies of us by keeping us apart from the world, probably so we'd feel no connection to it when it came time to take over from him. Rick had managed to break that programming. I was still working my way through it, but with Shari's help, I believed I was making some headway.
Thinking heavy thoughts like this, I must have dozed-off; the next thing I knew, the alarm was buzzing and Shari was lovely and warm and soft next to me, yawning prettily as she stretched. I was tempted to set the alarm for another 30 minutes and huddle down next to her; she was just so nice to cuddle up against on a deep mid-winter's afternoon, and lunch was going to be at least another hour, so we could do this. I leaned over to reset the alarm, and Shari pushed it out of reach.
"Uh-uh, sleepyhead, Yaz and Ricky are working hard to make your first real Christmas special, don't mess with that! Tell you what, though; I need a shower, you're welcome to do my back if you want...?"
How could I resist...
Christmas lunch was superb. I'd never actually eaten turkey before; our father had never bought one, preferring much cheaper foodstuffs for us; we'd never celebrated Christmas, so I'd only ever seen a Christmas dinner in pictures, and my first one was almost overwhelming. Yaz and Rick had really gone all out to make our first Christmas as memorable as possible, and I was dazzled by all the different things there were to eat and enjoy.
Afterwards, we cleaned-up and retired to the family room to spend Christmas Day together, at the request of Yaz, who'd always treasured the time spent on this day with her mother and sister, and lately, Rick, too. We sat around discussing the things we'd do, with Nicky top of the agenda. It didn't seem incongruous discussing him on this day of all days; Yaz and Shari seemed to have developed a real need to talk about their missing brother, where he was, what he was doing, his family now, what they were like, and how they'd feel if we suddenly turned-up looking for him.
The consensus was that he'd be shocked, but that he'd accept us, all of us. The letter, more than anything else, had convinced the girls that Nicky would be, if not pleased, at the very least intrigued to find out what had happened, and to meet his baby sisters. The day after December 26th, Rick and I were going to see a solicitor to get our passport applications notarised, then Shari and I were driving down to the Passport Office in Liverpool, and once we got our passports, we'd be sending them via courier to the American Embassy in London, to get our visas. Once that was done, we were going to Albany, to find our brother.
We had no choice but to go; Shari had drawn a blank with locating an agency of any sort that was actually interested in tracing our missing brother; virtually all the PI's she'd found were only interested in doing background and security checks for corporate clients: they had no time or patience for our kind of search. Similarly, a trawl of the internet had proven equally fruitless. No-one by the name of Nicholas Davies was popping up, at least none of the right age, occupation, or ethnicity. As Shari had finally confessed to me one night, we couldn't be sure he was even using the Davies surname; what if he was so filled with disgust and hatred for us and all we stood for that he'd dropped the name entirely? What if he was using his mother's maiden name? We didn't know what that was, so that put an end to our internet search.
Finally we agreed on one thing; the only way we'd ever find him was if we looked for him ourselves. We would have to go to Albany, visit every garage and car repair shop, show them his picture, and ask the question; does this man work here?
*
And now, all the preparations were over, and here I was, on a cold, late-January day, cooling my heels in the departure lounge at Birmingham International Airport, waiting for our flight to Albany. The girls were excited, but I don't mind admitting, I was scared. It didn't seem possible that the huge jet clearly visible through the panoramic windows of the Departures Lounge could actually get airborne, no matter how many times I'd seen it on TV; up close it just didn't seem credible that such a huge mass of metal could even move at all, let alone leave the ground and fly, and the thought of being inside that thing worried me to the point where I was actually sweating. Shari noticed I wasn't talking or joining in the conversation, and pulled me to one side.
"What's wrong, baby?" she murmured, then her eyes followed my gaze to the monster jet just outside.
"Oh, flight jitters. Don't worry, Bobby, I've been in one of those before; there's nothing to worry about, I promise! I'll even hold your hand, if you like...!"
I looked down at her cheeky grin, and I couldn't help but grin back; her calm confidence more than anything else helped me to level-off a little. Both Shari and Yaz were wearing stretch jeans and stiletto-heeled ankle boots, and smart, military-cut box-jackets complete with epaulettes, and Balmain T-shirts underneath. They'd elected to travel with their fabulous long bronze hair unbound. With their beautiful features and sexy figures, they looked elegant and truly stunning; it was really no wonder more than one pair of eyes followed them around the lounge as we waited to board our flight. Watching the two of them helped to take my mind off things, but eventually I'd return to brooding about getting into that monster and hurtling down the runway at 300mph.
Just when I thought I'd go mad from the waiting, they called our flight. We lined up and filed down the boarding ramp and into the plane. We had adjoining seats, a block of four, so we didn't have to worry about strangers clambering over us or falling asleep, drooling, or getting sick on us. It was a long-ish flight, over eight hours, so I'd brought a book along in case I couldn't sleep; fat chance; I was so keyed-up that sleep or reading were the furthest things from my mind.
When the engines began gunning as the plane lined up on the runway, I heard Shari gasp. I looked at her, her face was twisted in pain, and I realised I was squeezing her hand so tightly it was hurting her. I apologised with my eyes; Shari grinned and patted me gently to show she understood, then Yaz, seated on the other side of me, slipped her arm through mine as well.
"Don't worry, baby, I've got you too!" she grinned cheekily, her touch and warm humour relaxing me slightly. Now I had two gorgeous, exotic redheads huddled up against me, holding my hands and resting their heads on my shoulders; no wonder I was getting envious, resentful stares from some of the other passengers! I jumped when a dull thud sounded underneath us. I glanced questioningly at Shari, and she just smiled back.
"It's okay, Bobby, it's just the undercarriage coming up, no need to worry; we're on our way, Baby, and relax, please, it's safer than crossing the street, I promise you!"
*
We had an uneventful flight, the only jarring note being when we came in to land, as I once again nearly crushed Shari's hand as I waited for the crash! Once we collected our baggage and cleared customs, we followed the signs for the exits and taxis. A man in a peaked cap asked us if we wanted a cab, and when we nodded, he beckoned over a bright yellow MPV-type vehicle with a modern black chequer-pattern on the sides. Rick handed him $5, and he smiled as he opened the cab door and saluted us in.
"Where to, please?" asked the cabbie.
"The Ramada Plaza Hotel, please," replied Shari, leaning across me as she peered out of the window at the freeway rolling past, getting her first look at Albany.
The hotel was only a couple of miles from the airport, and I helped the hotel concierge team unload and separate our luggage while Rick paid and tipped the cabbie. Then we followed the luggage trolley up to our rooms. Rick and Yaz had the suite next to ours, with an interconnecting door. Our room was the largest, most luxurious room I'd ever seen, with an absolutely enormous bed, a gigantic flat-screen television, and a luxurious bathroom with a bathtub you could have swum laps in. Shari sat on the edge of the bed, then flopped back and stretched-out, smiling tiredly at the ceiling.
"Baby, come here a second!" she called, and I left my study of the Albany skyline to hike all the way across that vast room and join her stretched out on that huge bed, our feet on the ground as we stared up at the ceiling.
"Okay, Bobby, now we're here, phase one is done; now we move on to phase two. In about an hour, there's a Private Investigator coming to see us; I spoke with him yesterday, and what we're asking is not what they normally do, apparently none of them do, but I waved money at him, and I guess he couldn't resist it. Anyway, he's agreed to assist us, so we'll need to have every scrap of information you and Ricky can dredge up. After that, maybe we should get some dinner, or just get Room Service; I don't know about you, baby, but I'm absolutely buggered! My watch says it's 7pm, my body clock says it's after midnight, and we've had an eight-hour flight; I really, really need some sleep, so please keep me awake during this meeting."
I scrambled further up the bed and Shari wearily clambered after me, sliding up against me and slipping her hand inside my shirt and around my waist.
"Mmm, nice and warm! Wake me up in a little while, baby, I just want a quick snooze, ok?"
I brushed her forehead with my lips, but she was already asleep, so I lay back and looked around in wonder; I was actually in a foreign country, in a luxurious hotel room with a beautiful girl. Six months ago the very thought of it would have been dismissed as an impossible fantasy, but it was real, I was really here, and so was the girl! There was no way I was going to fall asleep; I was too keyed-up. Prior to making the preparations for this trip, I'd never been outside Carlisle, so this was an entirely new experience for me, and I intended to savour every nuance of it.
I was going over the events of the last few weeks in my mind when there was a light tapping at the connecting door between the two suites. Gently disengaging Shari from me, I went over and opened the door. Yaz was standing there, wearing that brief robe she was so fond of. She nodded over at Shari, who was fast asleep again.
"Bobby, that bloke from the detective agency or whatever they call themselves over here is going to be here in about twenty minutes, you'd better wake her up and get her in the shower quickly, otherwise she's liable to fall asleep during this meeting. Actually," she grinned at me and held her nose, "you could do with one as well!"
I turned her around and swatted her bottom, Yaz giggling and stumbling back into her suite, where I could see Rick stretched out on the bed, as flaked-out as Shari.
"You cheeky little bugger, show some respect for your elders!" I called after her, and ducked as she chucked a cushion at me and jumped giggling onto her bed, jarring Ricky awake.
"Okay Bobby, I know, I heard!" came Shari's voice, still blurred with sleep. I decided that after this meeting, we'd have a light meal sent up, and we'd all get some rest. Shari was right, it may have been early evening in Albany, but our bodies thought it was after midnight, and we'd had a long, heavy day.
Shari sat up and wearily began stripping off her jacket and boots. I moved in and helped her, Shari flopping back on the bed with a sigh as I tugged her boots off, then unbuttoned her jeans and pulled them off, with her lifting her bottom to allow me to pull the tight jeans all the way off. I held out my hand and she took it, hauling herself upright. I looked at her and shook my head; she was exhausted. Maybe planning a meeting fresh off the 'plane hadn't been such a smart move, and I think she was probably thinking that too; but it was too late now; the Private Investigator was due in less than half an hour, so she needed to be fully awake and aware.
Once she'd stripped off, I led her to the shower. She was almost stumbling with weariness, so I quickly shed my clothes and pulled her into the wet-room, turning all the spray-heads on at once, so she was hit from all angles by the hot needle jets.
"Oooh, yess, that feels so good!" she drawled, leaning against the wall and then sliding down into the alcove seat as the spray pummelled her, her eyes closing as she once again began to slip back into sleep. This was not what I intended, so, after a few second's deliberation, and somewhat reluctantly, I hit the temperature regulator, turning all the spray heads to 'Cold'.
Shari shrieked as the frigid water woke her up in a hurry, galvanising her back to her feet as she gasped, trying to find the shower control panel. I wasn't as affected as she was; remember, for the past few years all I'd ever had was cold showers, but I think this was the first time she'd ever had one.
"BOBBY! TURN THE FUCKING HEAT BACK ON!" she screamed at me, shivering as she groped for the control panel, which I just happened to be leaning against.
"Are you awake now, baby?" I asked her, to get her small fist in my chest as she thumped me.
"YES, YES, YES I AM, NOW FUCKING TURN IT OFF!" she yelled, so I did, then grabbed a gigantic soft towel off the rail and wrapped it around her. She glared at me, her beautiful grey eyes furious at what I'd done.
"DON'T touch me, you pig!" she snarled, wrapping the towel around herself as she shivered, so I ignored her and briskly rubbed her down, helping to get her circulation going again.
"So, are you awake enough for this meeting, or do you want another dose?" I asked her as I rubbed and massaged her, enjoying myself immensely. Her eyes narrowed.
"If you ever do that again, I swear, I'll slap you so hard our grandchildren will feel it!" she hissed, but still wriggled against me as I rubbed her down.
"So we are having grandchildren, then?" I enquired innocently, then gasped as she reached down and pinched my cock, hard.
"Yes, but don't push it, buster, I haven't forgiven you for what you did in there!" she grated, her fingers still applying pressure to my most delicate bits.
"Okay, truce, you can have a go at me later, right now we have a meeting in..." I looked at the wall-clock "...fifteen minutes, so can we get a move on?"
She relaxed her grip, letting me breathe a sigh of relief.
"Okay Bobby, but you owe me!" she whispered, giving Bobby Jr. a meaningful shake before letting go. Five minutes later I was dried-off and dressed, wearing jeans and a pullover shirt. Shari had on just a simple shift dress, something I'd never seen her wear before, noticing all over again just how spectacular her long creamy legs were; she always wore jeans or leggings, so I almost never got to see her legs during the day, and I made a note to myself to make it happen more often; her pins were far too good to be hidden away like that!
Ten minutes to blow-dry and brush her fabulous hair, and we were ready to meet this P.I. character. We'd already asked the Front Desk to ask him to come up to the room, so all we had to do was wait. The connecting door opened, and Yaz and Rick joined us. I was intrigued to see that Yaz was wearing the same pattern dress as Shari; obviously the similarities between the two of them were more than just skin-deep. We were making small talk, Yaz looking pityingly at me when Shari told her what I'd done to wake her up, when there was a knock at the door. Shari tensed slightly, so I patted her hand as she twined her fingers in mine for a second, then I got up to answer the door.
The caller was an attractive young woman, in maybe her late twenties, wearing a subdued, but very smart business suit, and an elegant white blouse open at the neck, her dark hair in a modern but unfussy style, and carrying a black briefcase. She looked for all the world like any young executive one might pass on the street: smart, professional, completely unremarkable, and totally anonymous.
"Miss Shahida..?" she enquired, holding out her hand as Shari came forward.
"That's me. I was expecting Mr. Krall...?"
The young woman smiled.
"I am his associate; my name is Melanie; Mr. Krall prefers to work unobtrusively, so my function is to meet clients, assess the level of information they require, go through the scale of fees, and explain our processes and procedures. I have been given to understand that because this is outside our normal type of enquiry service, a more...personal scale of fees has been agreed, tailored to the needs of this enquiry. I assume there are no legal attachments or impediments to this enquiry?"
Shari smiled back, then sobered.
"No, no legal issues. All we want to do is find our brother; he's been missing for almost four years now, but we think he may be somewhere in this area. We'd like you to find him; that's all. I discussed and agreed the fees and conditions with Mr. Krall when I made the original enquiry, so if you would like me to sign an agreement engaging your firm's professional services, I am prepared to do that right now."
Melanie seated herself at my invitation, and took a sheaf of papers from her briefcase, various contracts and agreements, which Yaz read through quickly, and nodded. Shari signed in duplicate and once Melanie had checked all was in order, she handed one set to Shari and smiled professionally.
"I understand that you have some information that might be of assistance. If possible, we need a recent photograph of the subject, plus any other personal information that might be of relevance in tracing the subject."



I went to my case and pulled out the folder we'd assembled, containing the most recent photographs we had of Nicky, a copy of his college certificate that Rick had found in with Barbara's things, and a copy of that letter.
We spent the next hour going over everything we knew or surmised about Nicky: the kind of job we thought he'd be doing, most likely a motor mechanic, given that he'd only ever wanted to be one, his height, and any identifying marks; this meant telling her about what our father had done to him, and that he may well have been extensively scarred.
Melanie made copious notes, asked some sharp, insightful questions about our relationship with him, and asked us how we wanted to approach him if and when the agency located him. We decided Yaz and Shari should make the initial contact. Nicky would have no reason to balk at them, as he'd never met them.
Once Melanie left, having left a cell phone keyed to the agency number, in case we needed to contact them or came into possession of any further information, we ordered room service, ate a light meal, and collapsed exhausted into bed. There was no wild thing that night; I was exhausted, both physically and emotionally, as was Shari, and I knew Yaz and Rick were dragging as well, so our first night in America we slept the sleep of the truly exhausted.
I woke to bright sunshine pouring into the room, rolled-up in the warm bedclothes with Shari spooned up tight against me, and my arm around her. I looked around the unfamiliar room in slight confusion before memory reasserted itself, reminding me where I was; I was in America, actually in America, how bloody amazing was that!
I stretched as unobtrusively as possible, trying not to disturb Shari, but that little movement was enough to wake her. I saw her eyes flutter open, then her beautiful coral lips curved in a smile as she too stretched.
"Good morning baby!" she whispered, and burrowed down even further against me.
"Mmm! You're lovely and warm; don't move for a while, please, this feels so nice!" she murmured, her voice still blurred and scratchy with sleep. Of course I wrapped my arm around her and pulled her closer so I could soak up some of the sleep-warmth radiating off her.
I don't know how long we lay huddled together like that. It was so nice to just be warm and loving and quiet together. I was just beginning to get drowsy again, when there came a knock on the interconnecting door.
"Come in, Yaz, it's open!" I called, and Yaz came in, followed by Rick.
"Up guys, up, it's our first morning in America, I want to explore, but first, I want to eat a real, genuine American breakfast!" grinned Yaz, bouncing on the edge of the bed and shaking Shari and me around.
"Wakey-wakey, hands off cocks, on with socks!" she sang, being approximately 50% correct. "Come on Sleepy and Dopey, I want breakfast!"
"Who are you calling 'Sleepy'?" I retorted with a grin, getting a jab from Shari's elbow when she realised what I'd left her.
"If we're Sleepy and Dopey, what are you two then?" I grinned, and Yaz smiled adorably as she perched on the end of the bed.
"After the 'Welcome to America!' present I gave Yawning-Boy last night, he'd bloody better be 'Happy'!" she giggled, and even Shari grinned at that. I looked mock-disapprovingly at her.
"You're a bad girl and a very bad influence, no wonder my mum said I shouldn't play with you anymore!"
Yaz stuck out her tongue and bounced some more, jumbling Shari and me even further.
"Come on, get up you pair of old farts, breakfast awaits, chop-chop!"
I lunged over and grabbed her, making her squeal.
"Old farts, eh? Now you're going to pay!"
Yaz is ticklish, especially her sides, so I poked my fingers in her sides, making her squeal and giggle breathlessly as she squirmed.
"No, no, no, no, Bobby, Bobby, please, no, no, please, Shari, make him stop, no, no, please, Ricky help me...!"
Shari looked at her coolly.
"Correct me if I'm wrong, but I could have sworn you called us 'old farts', in fact, I'm sure that's what you said, so no, I think I'll let Bobby teach you a lesson. Suffer, little sister!"
I tortured her for a few more breathless seconds then let her go; she immediately reared back and slapped me on the arm, then squealed as I grabbed her again.
"No, no, no Bobby, no, don't you dare, I'm sorry, Bobby, I'm sorry, no...!" she gabbled as I threatened to tickle her again, so I hugged her and let her go. Rick gave her his hand and she slid over to him, slapping him on the arm as well.
"You could have helped me, you know...!" she grumbled. Ricky grinned at her expression.
"Yaz, Yaz, darling, sweet, simple little Yaz, how many times must I tell you; you messed with Big Ugly Bobby; when you mess with the bull, you get the horns!"
Yaz looked at him and snorted.
"You are so full of shit! Now you owe me a big 'Sorry' after breakfast. Are you up for it...stud?"
Rick coloured as Shari and I both tried without too much success to hide our own snorts of laughter. Eventually we stopped, Rick was now a deep plum-colour, and Yaz was smirking happily. Shari grinned and flapped her hand at the pair of them.
"Okay you two, out, I want to get a shower and get dressed. We'll meet you in your room in 10 minutes, order whatever you like for all of us, but I only really want a coffee."
Ten minutes later, we were sitting around the table staring in awe at what an American breakfast looked like.
"Bobby, what is it? Where do we start?" whispered Yaz, unable to take her eyes off the stacks of pancakes, tureens of scrambled eggs, mounds of bacon and sausage patties, a stack of toast at least six inches high, a huge jug of orange juice, a pair of coffee carafes in a double coffee maker, and another trolley loaded with various cereals, jugs of milk, pats of butter, and bottles of maple syrup.
"Yaz, what did you order?" I asked, and she looked at me in round-eyed wonder.
"When I called down for breakfast, the girl asked what we wanted, I didn't know whether they had any cereals or anything from England, so I asked her for a typical American breakfast for four; this is what arrived!"
Rick grinned at me and picked a plate up off the warmer, one eyebrow raised as he surveyed the mountain of food.
"Dash it all, Carruthers, we can't just stand here staring, I'm going in...it's a far, far better thing I do now, I do this for Queen and Country, etcetera, etcetera, tell mother my last words were of her..."
So saying, he piled his plate with pancakes, bacon and sausage, poured maple syrup over it all, and dug in. Yaz leaned over and tried a tentative forkful, and her eyes lit up, so she grabbed a plate and started piling food onto it, doing her best to catch up with him. Shari shrugged at me, slid some scrambled eggs onto two slices of hot buttered toast, and poured herself a coffee. I followed suit, although I couldn't resist the sausage patties, which were delicious.
Breakfast took about an hour, as we tried to work our way through that mound of food, but in the end it defeated us.
"Now that was what I call a breakfast!" declared Rick, leaning back blissfully in his chair, his plate polished clean, and I had to agree; I was stuffed. I'd just put away enough cholesterol, saturated fats and protein to founder a rugby team, to Shari's frank admiration, although I had a strong feeling I'd be skipping lunch; another meal like that and I'd explode...
Once we'd recovered sufficiently, we began to think about our plans for the day. As we now appeared to have some free-time on our hands, Yaz wanted to investigate the malls in town; the hotel had given us some shopping guides, and Yaz and Shari were eager to do some serious mall-raiding. Rick and I wanted to explore Albany a little; this was the only other city I'd ever been to in my life (eight hours in Liverpool getting our passports didn't count).
I was pretty sure one mall is much like another, no matter which part of the world it's in, but Albany was bound to be different from Carlisle, and I wanted to actually put my feet on a foreign city's pavements, to walk down a street on the other side of the world.
We compromised eventually; we'd all go to the places the hotel Concierge recommended, the Colonie Center, and Crossgates, and once the girls found a mall where they could let their urge to shop express itself freely, then Rick and I were free to explore as much of Albany as we could find without getting lost or into trouble. That suited me fine; Shari was in the habit of hauling me into women's clothing stores, and asking my opinion of various frilly underthings, then disappearing to try them on, leaving me stranded in the lingerie section like some weird fetishist, getting strange, disgusted looks from the women pawing through the racks. I wasn't looking forward to that here; in England I just got odd looks from the shop assistants; over here I'd probably get arrested!
We took a cab to the first mall on our list, The Colonie Center, and once we walked in, Shari looked around happily, taking in the store directory in a kind of trance.
"Oh yes, at last, I have found my true home, you should go, Bobby darling, I might just be a while!" she beamed. Yaz was in a similar, blissed-out state, so Rick and I arranged a place and time to meet them, and beat a retreat, clutching the maps of Albany the hotel had provided.
Walking around the town centre was a unique experience; twice I nearly got mown-down by on-coming traffic because I was looking the wrong way when I crossed the street (we drive on the left in England, so traffic is usually coming from the right, and I kept forgetting myself and looking right as I stepped out; only Rick's reflexes saved me several times from getting smeared, until I figured-out that the cross-walks were probably the only way to cross the street safely).
I was amazed at the width of the streets; back home, Carlisle is a medieval city, or what's left of one, and like most English cities, the street plan echoes the village streets and ancient cattle tracks they were 900 years ago; the grid pattern of the streets here fascinated me, it all seemed so logical and well-ordered.
Rick and I wandered through shops and a few small pedestrian precincts, taking in the sights and sounds of a major American city (well, bigger than Carlisle, anyway!) noting familiar names like McDonald's and Starbucks, and just soaking up the atmosphere of somewhere so foreign and yet so familiar; I'd seen American cities so often on TV that it all looked very familiar indeed, but to be suddenly surrounded by that accent as well, for real, was almost overwhelming.
We'd just stepped out of a real, genuine doughnut shop, munching something called 'bear-claws', when in the alley at the side we spotted a young guy, probably my age, being worked over by three guys; he was giving a fair account of himself, not just cowering and letting them beat him, but there was only going to be one outcome. I was just deciding that it was none of our business when suddenly it was.
I heard Rick bark "Help him!" as he brushed past me, and as one of the three looked around in surprise, Rick punched him on the side of the head, sending him sprawling.
Now I had no choice; a second one rounded on me, so I belted him as hard as I could, the first time I'd ever hit another human being, and watched in gratified surprise as he folded without a sound. The guy who had been taking the beating grabbed the third one and spun him round, smacking him face first into the wall, hard; I heard the crunch of bone and saw blood spurt from his flattened nose. From the boneless way he slumped forward I could see that he'd lost all interest in the proceedings.
"Are you okay?" I heard Rick ask the guy whose party we'd gate-crashed, and he grinned back at us happily, even though he had an abraded cheek and a split lip.
"Never felt better! I'm sure glad you fellers decided to step in; I thought I had them there for a while, but...!"
I had to grin at his breezy confidence, as did Rick.
"What was that about, anyway?" I asked, looking curiously at the quite well-dressed trio we'd just disposed of, and he grinned.
"That guy over there's in college with my girl; he wouldn't leave her alone, I kicked his ass, so he and his friends were returning the favor, then you guys jumped in, so thanks, guys, I owe you one!"
One of the assailants was stirring and the guy we'd rescued walked over, lifted him by his hair, and jabbed him smartly in the jaw, watching his eyes roll up as he passed out again.
"Goodnight, John-Boy!" he grinned, patting him on the cheek, then stood up and stuck his hand out.
"Hi, my name's Leon, Leon Shoemaker, thanks for jumping in when you did, my girl's gonna be real pleased you were here today!"
Rick and I introduced ourselves, and he cocked his head at our accents.
"English, hey? So's my boss, that's why I recognized your accents. Can I buy you guys a drink, or maybe a coffee? It's the least I can do to thank you for saving my ass!"
We nodded, so Leon dusted himself off, ran his fingers through his dark golden hair and walked with us out of the alley and into a coffee shop. Over a Skinny Latte he told us about himself; he was Lead Mechanic in a specialist auto shop, working on classic and performance British cars. He had a few days vacation coming, was going home for a few days, and had come downtown to buy a gift for his mother, who lived in a nearby town, Oneonta; he'd stopped-off to get a coffee, then he got jumped, and then we happened along.
We got talking about our respective work; we told him we had just started a property renovation business in the North of England, and he told us about his job here in Albany.
"I tell you, my boss knows every Brit sports car that was ever made; he's like a genius, any one of us comes up against some dumb, stupid fault that makes no sense, he'll get in there, re-route a cable and tighten a bolt, and she's running sweet as can be; he says it's because low-volume Brit sports cars were built by loonies, sorry, 'eccentrics', so you gotta think like one, and sometimes the only cure is to take out the ashtray, tap it twice on the dash, and put it back in again; he doesn't know why that works, but you know what? It usually does, and it's fucking weird..."
Rick and I laughed out loud at his description of our proud motoring heritage, and I decided I liked him; the girls would like him, too, so I invited him to have dinner with us that night, and to bring his girl, so she could see not everything from Britain was skewed off-centre!
We chatted for a while, telling each other a little about ourselves, about our girls, about our impressions of Albany so far, and finally parted with a promise to meet again at the hotel at 7 o'clock, and we'd take it from there. With that, Leon headed back to his car, while Rick and I retraced our steps until we found The Colonie Center. On the way there I asked Rick what had prompted him to jump into the fight, and he looked strangely at me.
"Because you told me to, Bobby, why do you think? You shouted 'Help him!' so I did!"
I looked at him in puzzlement. I remembered it differently, I remembered Rick shouting 'help him!', I distinctly heard him say it, and I told him just that, but Rick was adamant that it was my idea to jump in, when I knew damned well it wasn't me. I was feeling unsettled about the whole incident until I saw the girls, weighed-down with bags and packages, and looking shopped-out and very pleased with themselves, so I put it out of my mind; now was not the time to tell Shari about getting into a fight, knowing as I did how sensitive she was about violence of any kind.
Shari jumped up and hugged me, eager to show me what she'd bought me, shirts, cufflinks, belts, that kind of thing, and a bag from somewhere called "Victoria's Secret", which sounded familiar.
"That's for a special occasion, Bobby, just for you!" she grinned, possibly the dirtiest grin I'd ever seen, and now the combination of that grin and her pressed against me was making all sorts of nice things happen lower down.
"Down, boy, we have all evening, pace yourself!" she grinned, surreptitiously tweaking the end of my cock, making me gasp and grin. Yaz had a similar bag, so I assumed Rick had just got the same message from her, to judge by the goofy grin and slightly glazed expression on his face. I hailed a cab to take us back to the hotel, and while we were loading the mountain of bags and boxes into the cab, we told her about our little adventure, Shari clucking when I told her I'd hit someone, but telling Rick and me she was glad we'd helped someone who'd needed a hand. Both girls seemed eager to meet our new friend at dinner that night.
Once back at the hotel, Shari made dinner reservations at a Malaysian restaurant recommended by the hotel, Yono's on Chapel Street, then closed and locked the interconnecting door between the two suites, and grinned at me.
"We have reservations for 7.30, that's over two hours away, we're in America, Americans are big on contact sports, so do you want to tackle me a little, baby?"
I needed no further encouragement, not after that little display in the Colonie Center, almost breaking the world record for getting out of my clothes. Shari smiled mischievously and dropped her jacket on the ground behind her and kicked off her shoes as she advanced on me.
"I think you need to help me, Bobby, I can't remember how to get this thing off!" she pouted, pointing at her blouse, so I obliged, kissing her neck every time I popped a button, until it was completely undone, her two small, perfect little breasts cradled in her lacy white bra. She shrugged the blouse off her shoulders, giving me something more to kiss as I popped the fastening on her jeans and hooked my fingers in the waistband, pushing them down.
"Thank you baby!" she breathed, that grin on her face again. "I couldn't figure out how to get those off either; you're so multi-talented, Bobby, I think I'll keep you!"
That earned her a pinch on her tight little bottom, making her squeal and jump; lucky thing I was there to catch her!
Now she was down to her bra and panties, and as she unsnapped her bra and slid her panties down I got to see once again for myself just what a beautiful girl she was; long, lithe, endless legs, slim, shapely hips and buttocks flaring out from her tiny waist, high, proud little breasts with delicious dark coral nipples, the whole package beautifully set-off by her faintly golden-tinged ivory skin, pale, creamy and exotic. Add to that the face of an angel, and you could see why I stopped dead to just drink her all in, enthralled by her beauty, and once again wondering how a girl like that could even have time for me, let alone love me the way she did.
Shari snapped her fingers, jolting me out of my reverie.
"Up here, Bobby, my face is up here! What are you staring at baby?" she murmured, and I grinned at her.
"I was just thinking you're not too shabby yourself; I could see myself hanging on to you a while longer!"
She smiled as she closed the distance between us and poked me lightly in the chest.
"There are so many ways you are going to pay for that, mister, and don't think I've forgotten about last night either!"
With that, she pushed me backwards, and as I fell backwards onto the bed, she landed on top of me.
"Gotcha, now do things to me, baby, you owe me!" she growled, nipping my chin and kissing my throat as her hands squeezed her favourite part of me. She didn't need to worry about that; from the second I'd pulled her jeans down I'd been solidly erect, my cock almost supernaturally hard as I contemplated my girl, and she knew it. There was one thing I wanted to do before all else; I wanted to taste her again, I wanted to kiss and lap her pussy and lick up her sweet juices and immerse myself in her tangy sweetness. Shari saw it in my eyes, and grinned, biting her lip as she slid herself up my torso until her knees were either side of my head, and her beautifully bare little pussy-slit was right above my mouth. As she leaned forward to rest her hands on the wall above the bed-head, I clamped hold of her taut little bum-cheeks and pulled her against my mouth.



She groaned softly as I flattened my tongue and licked her from her tight, sweet little anus to the hood of her stiff clitoris, shuddering as I did it again, and again, while I revelled in the taste and rich, spicy scent of her, enjoying the feeling as her labia swelled warmly against my lips and tongue. She began to rock above me, pushing her pussy more and more insistently against my mouth as I pulled her ever tighter against me, my tongue parting her lips and exploring the warmth behind them, gasping as I penetrated her with my tongue, pushing her labia apart to invade her most private inner recesses.
"Yess, Bobby, oh yesss, like that, oh yess!" she murmured as she ground her pussy against my lips and tongue while my tongue darted and rubbed inside her, then began licking her hard little clitoris, her tangy sweet juices pouring into my mouth as her arousal began to peak. There was something I wanted to try, and as she ground and gasped and trembled above me, I held on to her silky thighs to pull her tight against my mouth as I pointed my tongue, and pushed the tip into her tight little rosebud as hard as I could.
Shari screamed as she came, a flood of her sweet perfumed juices pouring over my mouth and chin as she whined and shuddered above me. I continued to rim her, enjoying the feeling of her bum cheeks flexing and bobbing in my hands as she rode out her orgasm, the taste of her as she peaked changing from tangy sweet to an earthier, more arousing tang.
I held her above me as long as I could, enjoying the feel of her pussy trembling and fluttering against my lips as her orgasm rocketed around her system, until eventually she sighed and slumped down, leaning on the wall as she rested her damp forehead against the cool paintwork. I helped her climb off me and slide down next to me, where she took my chin and gently pulled my face around so she could look into my eyes.
"Bobby, that was...incredible, where did that come from, I never showed you that!" she murmured, smiling gently.
I grinned at her, enjoying the look and feel of her, she was my girl and I satisfied her, fucking A! She quirked an eyebrow at me, so I answered her question.
"It seemed like a good idea, I thought I'd try it and see what happens, why, did you like it?"
She grinned and thumped me lightly on the chest. "It was wonderful baby, and you know it! Next time you have an idea like that, go for it! Now it's your turn!"
I don't really feel too stimulated by oral sex, it's nice, and I do like it, but having my cock sucked didn't really do it for me most of the time. I much preferred to make love to my girl, not lie there and try and think sexy thoughts; when it comes to oral sex, I'd rather give than receive, so when she made as if to go down on me, I pulled her back up to me and clamped my lips on hers as I squeezed her lovely squeezable bum.
Shari smiled against my lips and reached down to give me a quick squeeze, then sighed as I positioned myself and slowly slid into her tight wetness. Shari wrapped her arms about my neck and pulled me closer, kissing me more seriously as I began to pump my cock into her, enjoying immensely the feel of her pushing back against me as I pushed into her. It didn't take long for me to get to that place. Shari was almost there again, her breathing rapid and her face flushed as she jammed herself against me in counterpoint to my thrusts into her.
I felt my balls tighten, and that familiar tingle in the tops of my thighs, the pit of my belly, and behind the root of my cock. Shari too was on her last strokes, her movements against me almost frenzied as we moved together, until:
"Oh God, yesss, oh Bobby, yess, oh yess!" she moaned, her pussy clamping down around me as she came, the sensation finally pushing me over the edge, and I swear I felt my cock swell as long, thrilling, satisfying pulses of spunk shot out of me and deep into my beautiful sister, the girl I loved! On and on we rolled, the convulsive squeezing of her pussy milking more and more out of me, and the feel of me shooting deep into her feeding her own orgasm.
At last we were done. I slumped down beside her, breathless, my heart hammering with the exertion, Shari in no better state. We lay quiet and motionless as we slowly calmed down, breathing and heart-rates slowly returning to normal, the fatigue of our recent exertions slowly ebbing away. Shari finally turned to me and kissed me gently, lovingly, on the lips.
"That was lovely, Bobby, one day, make babies with me like that, okay?"
I nodded, grinning foolishly at the thought of having a baby with this beautiful girl, sister or not!
Shari hadn't finished, though. I could see she had something on her mind.
"Bobby, what you did today, helping that boy, that Leon person, that was very brave, and very generous of you, and I'm proud of you. Your heart is definitely in the right place. You and Ricky did the right thing, you helped someone who needed you, but in future just be careful, please, both of you, and try to not hurt anyone, you know how I feel about violence, I saw so much of it at home..."
I saw the bright tears glimmering in the corners of her eyes, and I realised she was thinking of her mother, and what our father used to do to her, and I cursed myself for telling her and bringing those memories back again. I kissed her tears away and held her against me until she turned away and spooned up against me, speaking again, but so softly now I could barely hear her.
"Bobby, I'm a realist, I know there might be times when you have no choice, and you'll have to fight; just promise me you won't go starting anything, okay? Please don't be your father..."
That jolted me awake; she was frightened I'd become the kind of man my father was, something I would avoid at all costs. It had felt undeniably good to drop that bloke, and that thought scared me; it was the kind of thought my father would have, and I'd sworn never to be the man he was.
Shuddering at how close I'd come to being like my father, I promised myself I'd never again give her cause to have this conversation with me. As I was starting to drift away, still pondering her words, Shari twisted around and kissed me lightly.
"Bobby, I forgot to ask, did this Leon say anything about his girlfriend? What's she like, and what's her name?"
I had to think for a second, remembering our talk in the coffee-shop.
"He said she's a medical student, and that we'd like her. Her name is..." I had to rack my brains for a second or two. "Oh yes, her name's Judy; Judy Nixon, apparently her dad's a doctor too..."
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beachbum1958
________________________________________
I awoke from a complicated and confusing dream, or maybe nightmare; in my dream, I was in a plush room, with Leon, and a girl whose face I never saw, and Barbara was there, too. She was trying to talk to me, to tell me something, and I was straining to hear what she was saying, but her voice was being constantly drowned out by the roaring background silence. I knew it was important, maybe the most important thing I'd ever hear, but try a I might, I couldn't make out what she was trying to tell me. Suddenly Nicky was there, his furious face covered in terrible scars and cuts, his habitual grin replaced by a huge scar pulling his mouth down on one side. He reached out and grabbed my collar, cuffing me on the side of the head, shouting "How could you do that, why did you let it happen, where the hell were you? She needed you!"
I jerked awake with a shout, to see Shari's eyes full of concern.
"What is it baby? That was some nightmare, you've been twisting and muttering, do you want to tell me about it?"
I couldn't properly recall the dream; like all dreams, what had seemed so clear and insightful had faded almost immediately; the only images that remained clearly were Barbara's anguished face and Nicky's bruised, bleeding face covered with scars and cuts, hurts put there by my father.
I lay back, suddenly realising I was covered in sweat, and still too unsettled to go back to sleep. I couldn't work out what had brought that on; I never dreamed, or if I did, I never remembered my dreams, but this one had reached down into me and pulled all sorts of switches and I didn't know why. Shari pulled herself closer to me and looked at me quizzically.
"Baby, you're trembling! What frightened you, what did you see?"
I didn't know, but, for the first time in my life, I felt a deep melancholy, a sadness so profound I wanted to cry. I needed to cry, and I didn't know why, and that unsettled me even more. I felt like I'd forgotten something I really needed to know, and the loss was gnawing at me. Shari sat up and pulled me even closer, cradling my head in her arms, holding me close and gently rubbing my head, the way you'd calm a small child.
"Let it go, baby, whatever it was, just let it go, you're safe now, I've got you..." she murmured, and for some reason, that picture of Barbara back home on the mantelpiece flashed into my mind, her smiling face and carefree expression, and her bracelet glittering in the light from the camera flash. That jerked me awake again, and now my head was full of that image, entwined with memories of how we'd treated her, ignored her, closed our ears to her cries, and pretended that she was fine, that all was well in our world. There was no more sleep for me that afternoon.
*
We were dressed and ready for dinner with Leon and his girl by 7 p.m., Shari in a deceptively modest black cocktail dress that made her look delicious and my preferred first course at any banquet, the dreams and memories of earlier temporarily banished by the sight of my beautiful girl.
"Do you like it?" she smiled, pirouetting to show off her svelte figure in that figure-hugging dress, and I could only nod, once again lost in admiration of her long, supple legs, her trim, sexy body, and her gorgeous hair tumbling down her back in a riotous mass of red-bronze curls. I was dressed in a pair of dress slacks and a new white dress shirt, and a subdued purple silk tie with a "Hermés" label she'd pulled out of one of the boxes we'd brought back from the shopping mall.
Shari pronounced me fit to be seen in public, so I knocked on the interconnecting door, which was opened by Yaz. Her dress wasn't at all deceptively modest; on the contrary, it seemed to be competing for the title of world's shortest dress. It was a glittering metallic Teal green, to set off her Titian-red hair, her lips a blaze of almost fluorescent crimson against her pale olive skin, with her hair cascading carelessly over her shoulder, and towering matching green stiletto heels making her already flawless legs look truly endless to finish the look; she looked breathtaking; my baby sister was stunning, no escaping the fact; but then, so was my older sister, and they were going to make maximum impact tonight, I would have bet the farm on it.
We made our way down to the lobby, to wait for our guests, other guests and visitors stopping dead in their tracks to stare at the two visions of loveliness walking through the lobby like they owned the place. Leon was already seated there, waiting for us, talking to a girl with her back to us, with colour-streaked hair cut in a layered shaggy mop. As we walked up to the eating area, he glanced up and spotted us, immediately standing up and smiling. His girlfriend also stood up, smoothing down her really short shift dress as she stood, and turned to greet us. She was a pretty little thing, petite bordering on tiny, with thick, dark eyebrows framing a pretty, elfin face, and a gold pendant piercing through her bottom lip. She smiled broadly, and then, for a second, her smile faltered and her eyes widened behind her pink-tinted pixie glasses as she looked intently from Rick's face to mine and back again.
"Guys, this is Judy Nixon, my fiancée. Judy, these are the two guys who saved my ass today, Rick and Bobby, but I haven't met these two lovely young ladies yet!"
I made the introductions, introducing Yaz and Shari as our girlfriends; it was too complex to explain our real relationship, and they didn't actually need to know that anyway. Judy shook hands with all of us, then looked up at me.
"So, Bobby...and Rick; am I right in thinking that would be short for Robert and Richard?"
I nodded, and she looked appraisingly at me, then flicked her glance over Rick again, obviously comparing our features, noting the resemblance. We chatted for a few minutes while we waited for the car we'd booked to take us to the restaurant, Judy asking about England, what we did, how old we were, all the little things you talk about when you first meet someone. The conversation we'd had earlier that day about his boss and the place he worked came back to me, and so I asked Leon what I thought were a couple of innocuous enough questions, just politeness regarding his place of work and his "English" boss. If I didn't know better, I could have sworn Judy deliberately jumped-in to change the subject each time. I let it go; it didn't seem important, and we'd only just met them, so it seemed impolite to press him about something so trivial...
After a short while, Judy excused herself, and still hadn't returned when our driver arrived, so Leon went to look for her. I led the way to the minivan, and happened to look back, to see Judy and Leon partially concealed behind a potted Weeping Fig tree in the lobby, having some sort of heated conversation, Judy arguing with Leon while simultaneously speaking to someone on her cell phone.
I turned away; it was none of my business, anyway, and they both seemed fine when they joined us out by the entrance, chatting quite normally and affably as the minivan threaded its way through the downtown traffic.
Dinner was very good, an harmonious blend of traditional Malaysian cooking and American flair, most of the dishes exotic and interesting, although I drew the line at the Mee Goreng; there were just too many tentacles in it for me to want to give it a try. Rick and Leon ribbed me gently about it, telling me that squid was delicious, I really should try some, and to just ignore it if it winked at me; somehow, appetising as they made it sound, I just couldn't bring myself to do it...
Yaz jabbed Rick with her elbow and squeezed my hand.
"Ignore him, baby, I can't take him anywhere twice! Here sweetie, you can have my Satay instead, I'll take the Mee Goreng!"
I noticed Judy watching all this carefully, interestedly, almost like she was evaluating us, Rick and me in particular. Once we'd got to the coffee stage, Leon grinned and leaned back in his chair, smiling at all of us.
"Guys, you really saved my ass today, I thank you, Judy thanks you, and most of all, my mom thanks you! She keeps saying I need to meet new people; I guess I did, it's just that one set tried to rearrange my face, and you guys came along and saved my ass! Somehow I don't think she meant it in quite the way it happened, but I'm sure glad you guys came along when you did!"
After a good dinner, with good wines and some really good beers, we eventually called it a night, and had the restaurant call us a minivan to take us back to the hotel. Once there, Leon and Judy made their farewells. Leon remarked that he'd be along in the morning to take Rick and me out and show us around, and Judy wanted to show the girls some of the better-kept secrets of Albany's shopping experience, so that was how we left it.
We were in good spirits when we went up to our rooms, although for some reason the intent, sometimes almost hostile, looks I'd seen occasionally flit across Judy's face puzzled me. I shook it from my mind; I was mistaken, I must be; I didn't really know enough about people to interpret their body-language that well, and I was probably on completely the wrong wavelength.
Morning found us lounging in the lobby, having a coffee and a muffin for breakfast rather than another of those gargantuan meat-feasts, while we waited for Leon, and that was where he and Judy found us. Judy was dressed in a style she seemed more comfortable with than the more or less conventional dress of the previous night; now she was dressed in a tiny red skirt, more a belt than anything else, an off-the-shoulder 'Clash' tour t-shirt with a picture of Joe Strummer on it, and red patent stilettos. Once we'd shaken hands all over again, we said our farewells to the girls after arranging to meet for lunch, and Leon led Rick and me out to his car, a massive cherry-red Dodge Nitro.
For the next three hours Leon, Rick and I chatted and joked as we took in the sights of Albany; a short cruise in an authentic paddle-steamer, a wander round the spectacular Empire State Plaza, which was, for me, absolutely breathtaking, the Museum of Fire-Fighting, which Leon was especially proud of, as he came from a family of fire-fighters, and the New York State Capitol. We tried street food, including the best hot dog I've ever eaten, had a beer in a genuine sports bar, and promised Leon we'd come with him one day to the Baseball Hall of Fame at Cooperstown. By now it was time to meet up with the girls again, so Leon happily cut the tour short and we hustled back to meet the girls, who'd elected to try the delights of the UNO Chicago Grill in the Crossgates mall.
Lunch was fun, the girls managed to put away an astonishing amount of ribs, and the conversation was light, friendly, and non-intrusive. Leon was curious about why we'd come to America, so Rick gave him the story we'd decided on; we were having one last holiday before we had to get down to work, as we'd probably have no time for the next couple of years at least. We'd settled on that story as the simplest to remember, because none of us really wanted to explain our convoluted family history and circumstances to casual enquirers, and both Leon and Judy seemed satisfied, as they left it at that.
Once we'd gotten to the stage in our lunch where the edge was off our appetites, Leon invited us to spend a few days with his family; apparently his mother wanted to thank us in person for getting him out of what could have been a nasty situation, and had offered us the hospitality of the family home for a few days as a thank you. I exchanged glances with Shari, while Rick and Yaz looked on, obviously prepared to follow my lead. Shari nodded imperceptibly, so it was arranged; Leon would pick us up later that afternoon, and we'd be back at his home in time for dinner.
"Remember, guys, wrap-up warm, it gets cold out in the backwoods!" he'd grinned.
With that, lunch was done, the girls piled all their mass of shopping bags into the trunk of the big Nitro, and drove back to the hotel with Judy in her little Toyota Prius.
Back in our room, I asked Shari why she'd agreed so readily to go off on a jaunt with people we really hardly knew. She led me over to the couch and sat down, pulling me down next to her. Once we were seated, I posed the question again; why?
She looked thoughtful for a second, and a little sad.
"Baby, I did it because Leon and Judy are the first friends you've ever made; you've gone your whole life in this kind of bubble of isolation, and that fucker Robert Davies is to blame for that. Even while I'm rejoicing you finally met someone and made friends with them, part of me inside is crying because you've gone your whole life completely alone, without a single friend, or knowing how to make one."
A tear trickled from the corner of her eye, and I wiped it away, wondering at what she was saying. She smiled softly at me, and continued.
"Bobby, you've had to wait twenty-two years to find out what a friend is, all because of that crazy bastard; he took more than your mother away from you, he took the world away from you as well, but now, now you've started to meet real people, and spend time just as friends with them. That's why I agreed to go away with them; Leon likes you for you, someone else has finally seen the real you, not just me, and that makes me very happy!"
While we were debating what to take with us, and what to leave in the room, the cell-phone from the investigation agency beeped. Shari snatched it up, listened intently, then:
"I see, okay, well, in that case, please follow-up all the most plausible leads, I'm sure you know better than I what to do, so I'll leave it with you. We're going out of Albany for a few days, to Oneonta, if there's no cell service available I'll check in with a land-line number as soon as I can. Thank you, goodbye."
I looked at her, smiling hopefully.
"Well?"
She grinned ruefully.
"No luck so far, baby; quote 'There are currently 189 persons of the correct approximate age listed under the name Nicholas Davies and variants in the Albany, Schenectady, Amsterdam, Sarasota Springs, and Springfield areas. We will of course investigate all those deemed to be most likely, but this will take time, and of course, all costs incurred will be in addition to our agreed scale of fees,' unquote. So nothing so far, sweetie, but it's early days yet, baby, nil desperandum!"
I looked up the places she'd mentioned; it was a huge search area, how could they ever hope to pin down one Nicholas Davies if there were nearly 200 people with the same name spread out over such a wide and populous area? I resigned myself to the fact that we might be here for a while. If we had to, we had more than enough money to last it out; the sale of Shari's mother's business, their house, and the properties around London had netted a staggering amount of money, several million pounds, so we weren't hurting, nor ever would be, but I was now concerned that we'd be throwing good money after bad in this quest and end up still no closer to the truth.
However, there was nothing I could do about that, so I decided to take a shower; we still had over an hour before Leon was due, and I'd worked up quite a sweat trudging around the landmarks of Albany, so I ducked into the wet room while Shari chose to have a little post-shopping recuperation. I was miles away, lathering-up and humming a country and western tune I'd heard on the car radio, when two small hands crept around my waist, and two soft lips kissed me between the shoulder-blades.
"Hello, baby, can I do your back?" she murmured, rubbing her hands in the suds coating my torso and moving south. I grinned to myself.
"Umm, that's not my back, babe..." I said, trying not to laugh, and I swear I could feel her lips curving into her beautiful smile against my back.
"I know Bobby, I know, I'm sort of working my way around you, starting with the bits I know best..."
Her flattened hands slowly circled my torso, spreading the shower soap and pressing slightly as though massaging me, but always moving down, until her hands rested on my hips, pressing and kneading the muscle there. I was enjoying this immensely, if the size and hardness of my erection was anything to go by, and now her hands began to move inwards, closing-in on me, until she was clasping my cock with one hand, and cupping my scrotum with the other.
"Oooh Bobby, look what I found!" she giggled softly, squeezing my shaft lightly, making me twitch in her hand.
"Oooh, it moved, I think it's alive!" she gasped, squeezing harder and gently, rhythmically squeezing my scrotum in time with the hand slowly squeezing and pumping my engorged cock.
I was starting to get more than a little heated with all this fondling and squeezing; I was feeling the need to do a little of my own, but when I tried to turn she let go of my scrotum and slapped me warningly on the backside.
"Uh-uh, Bobby, I'm not finished!" she breathed, and lightly bit me on the shoulder, her teeth barely scraping the skin, but sending a delightful shiver all the way down my spine. I took the hint and stood there, enjoying the feeling as she slowly masturbated me, her soapy hands slick and frictionless as she slid them around my cock and balls. I couldn't take much more of this; I was rapidly getting to the point where I wanted her in my hands, I wanted to play with her and pleasure her like she was doing to me, but Shari seemed quite happy to stay out of reach and pleasure me.
Eventually I'd had enough, and spun round to grab her, making her squeal in surprise, her protests cut short as I clamped my hands on her bum and ground our sexes together as I crushed my lips to hers. Shari moaned and pushed herself against me, her arms locking tight around my neck as we kissed, and when I spun around and pushed her back against the wet-room wall, she grinned and leaped on me, wrapping her legs around my waist as we kissed so hard I thought we'd split our lips.
My engorged cock was still trapped between us, but Shari got over that by lifting up slightly and then dropping down, impaling herself on me. We both gasped at the sudden intrusion, the tightness and heat; I'd not planned to do this with her, but it was welcome, and so hot! With her back against slick marble tiles, and her arms around my neck, I began pumping into her, resting my forehead against the wall to give myself enough leverage to keep ploughing into her. My hands slipped from holding her delectable buttocks to hold her under her thighs as I held her legs apart so I could ram myself ever harder into her.



Shari was gasping and mewling, almost incoherent by now, repeating my name over and over as I hammered into her, her pussy clasping and releasing me, sucking at me as I powered into her. A kind of madness overtook us, all thoughts of the outside world were forgotten, there was only the slap of wet flesh against flesh, and her soft groans and whispered exclamations as I pumped into her again and again.
Shari came with a loud groan, stammering my name as she shuddered and quivered in release, her orgasm triggering my own. The feel of me flooding her over and over with my hot spunk, more than I'd ever done before, made her orgasm gather pace and roll through her again.
We hung there, suspended in a perfect moment, gasping, shuddering, and clasping each other as our release swept through us and became our world. The bright flare of release slowly dimmed, and the billowing steam, and the needle-jets of hot water cascading over us finally brought us back to reality.
I slipped from her, and sank to my knees, almost no strength left in me after that volcanic release. Shari sank down to lean against me, her lips soft against my shoulder as I cradled her against me. Her gentle hands held and caressed my face as I gasped for air, trying to catch my breath and slow my racing heart.
"Ohohohoh Bobby, that was incredible!" she quavered softly, "we've so got to get one of these installed when we get home!"
I leaned back against the cool wall, letting the spray from the multiple showerheads massage me and relax me, pulling Shari onto my lap so I could kiss her properly, not that frenzied "face-sucking" we'd been doing earlier, Shari kissing me back just as gently and tenderly, then grinned, and giggled as something occurred to her. I looked at her quizzically, and she dimpled.
"Now that you've done that to me, you just HAVE to marry me, Mr. Davies!"
I pulled her close, and kissed the tip of her nose.
"Anytime you're ready! Miss Shereen Amisha Shahida, I would be honoured if you would consent to be my wife; bedraggled as you currently are, I've never seen a lovelier or more desirable spinster, and I would have you to wife! There, how's that for an 'olde-worlde' proposal?"
Shari smiled at me and pulled herself closer to me.
"'Spinster' eh? You'll pay for that as well. To get back to your proposal, and I'm holding you to it, by the way; it was better than a million roses and a whole orchestra, so yes, Robert Davies, bachelor and occasional idiot, I think I will marry you!"
We sat together under the needle sprays, letting the hot water wash the fatigue away as it washed our bodies, until at last Shari kissed me and patted my chest, and climbed somewhat shakily off me and made her way to the entrance of the wet-room; as she made to leave, she paused and softly called out "Oh, Bobby, darling...?"
As I looked up she hit the 'Cold' button, drenching me in high-pressure freezing water from all the spray heads at once.
"Wakey-Wakey, Baby!" she crowed, finally getting her revenge as I hooted, gasped and spluttered under the unexpected icy deluge. Revenge really is a dish best served cold, or in her case, icy cold!
We were under the clock now; we had less than an hour before we were meeting Leon and Judy, so we had to hustle. We'd already packed all the warm clothes we'd brought; it was January, and the upstate weather was cold and unpredictable. Luckily Shari and Yaz had picked up a pair of vivid turquoise North Face goose-down jackets for Rick and me, and some Thinsulate ski gloves and beanies, and a few more pairs of thermal socks, just in case we decided to do a little exploring.
Getting dried-off and dressed took minutes; most of our slack time was taken-up with drying Shari's spectacular mane of red-bronze hair, but with two driers we were done and waiting for Rick and Yaz in record time. They joined us in the lobby, Rick looking as drained as I felt, and Yaz and Shari sharing a sly, secret little grin, so obviously Yaz and Rick had been taking the same opportunity Shari and I had...
Leon was bang on time, but no Judy. Shari asked him where she was, and if she was going to be there for our visit. Leon grinned as he helped us load our bags into the trunk.
"She had to deal with something, a family thing, but she'll be along tomorrow, don't you worry, she's looking forward to this!"
With that we were off. The drive wasn't that long, something over an hour and a half. As Rick was riding shotgun, Leon chatted mainly with him, so I took the opportunity to grab a little shut-eye in the back seat, Shari nudging me if Leon spoke to me. Otherwise I caught-up a little on my missed sleep.
Leon's family lived on Canterbury Lane, just outside Oneonta, in a beautiful sprawling house backing onto open country. There was snow on the ground, and cloaking some of the conifers, evidence that winter was still very much here in upstate New York. Leon's mother and sister greeted us warmly, his mother a redheaded slim lady whom Leon didn't resemble in the slightest, but a photo on the wall of an older man in a fire-fighter's outfit looked enough like him to clue me in that it was his father. I was curious about the "FDNY" badge and the number 343 incorporated into the frame, but I thought I'd keep it to myself, as there was a black band across one corner of the photograph. His younger sister resembled his mother, but with his sandy blonde hair, grey eyes, and quick smile.
Leon's mother ("Please, call me Kathleen!") couldn't do enough for us, almost falling over herself to hug Rick and me for saving her son. Leon looked more than a tad embarrassed by the whole thing, but I suppose if someone had jumped in and saved my son a beating, or worse, I'd probably be grateful too.
"Ma, stop it, you're embarrassing the guys!" he complained, grinning and nudging Maria, his sister, who promptly jumped on us and started the whole thing all over again. I happened to glance up while Maria was trying to break my neck with a hug, to see Leon, Yaz and Shari all grinning widely at Rick and me. My face was burning with all this show of affection, as was Rick's, something that made everyone else grin even more.
Dinner was wonderful. Leon's mother was a great cook, and she kept piling our plates up with more food. The crowning glory of the meal was a huge apple pie, hot and delicious, the smell of cinnamon and spices rich and tempting. After dinner, I asked Kathleen if I could go outside; I was feeling the need for a little alone-time, and it was quiet and peaceful all the way out here. She told me to wrap-up warm, the winter chill was still around, but I was looking forward to it; it was a different kind of cold to England, dry and crisp, not raw and damp like winter in Carlisle.
"Don't fall in the stream, honey!" she joked as I let myself out onto the patio and struck off across the lawn, no real destination in mind, really just wanting to breathe some of that chill fresh air, hoping it would clear my head a little. I sat on an old log stump, watching my breath steaming in the sharp night air, thinking about what we did next, where we went next as a family. I was lost in my thoughts when I heard someone coming up behind me. A small hand came to rest on my shoulder, and, from that shared telepathy couples sometime have, I knew that it was Shari without needing to turn and look.
"It's beautiful out here, isn't it, baby?" she murmured. I stood up and unzipped my jacket, pulling her cold hands inside and around my waist to warm her up again. Shari nuzzled against me as I pulled my thick jacket around us both, her hands rubbing my back as she looked up at the distant mountains glowing in the moonlight. I didn't answer her; I thought she was much more beautiful, and the feel of her against me was triggering all kinds of things inside me. Shari obviously guessed what I was feeling, her hands coming up to cup my face as she kissed me. I returned the kiss, feeling her gently grind herself against me, her movements becoming more insistent as the kiss dragged on. Now I was heating-up, and part of me was wondering why she was doing this to me; we were guests in someone's house and couldn't do anything about it.
Shari proved me wrong. As she kissed me, her hand slipped down to rub and squeeze my cock, already painfully constricted in my jeans, and what she was doing wasn't helping any as I kissed her, hard, still wondering how we were going to do anything about it. I had just decided to break-off and take her back indoors when she swung me round so my back was against the trunk of one of the big conifers on the stream bank and dropped to her knees to fumble with my belt. I watched in horny fascination as she undid my belt, popped my jeans, yanked down the zipper in one smooth move, and pulled my jeans and shorts down so my aching cock was freed. She looked up at me and grinned, her face pale in the moonlight, but with that devilish smile she did so well, then ducked her head and took me into her mouth. The warm, wet succulence of her mouth was almost unbearably wonderful as she licked and sucked me out there in the open air on a freezing winter night, one hand slowly squeezing and pumping my cock, while the other gently squeezed and massaged my balls.
Ordinarily, I have to be really worked-up for this kind of thing to bring me on, but for some reason the whole situation was extremely erotic, and I couldn't last long, not like this, not with her doing so many wonderful things to me. The end came quickly, even though I didn't normally find oral sex that much of a turn-on, but right there and then...
"Oohh God, Shari, yess, it's... God, I'm coming, Shari...!" I gasped, as an avalanche of spunk blasted out of me, filling her mouth as she sucked me avidly, not spilling a drop as I pulsed and twitched in her mouth, firing salvo after salvo of hot spunk onto her tongue and against the roof of her mouth. I came so hard my ears were ringing with the force of it, and my knees buckled as I leaned against the tree-trunk.
Shari sucked me until I began to go soft, sucking every last drop of sperm out of my cock and polishing the head with her tongue. When I'd finished, and she'd cleaned me with her tongue, she zipped me back up and buckled my belt back on before standing up and kissing me once lightly on the lips. I grinned at her.
"That was wonderful, big sister, but why, and why now?"
Shari pulled herself against me once again, sliding her cold hands around inside the back of my jacket to warm up again.
"No reason, except you're my Bobby, and I wanted to give you something nice. That should hold you 'til we get back to the hotel, but then you owe me one, Robert Davies, and I never forget a debt!" she grinned.
We both laughed at that, and holding hands, made our way back to the warmth of the house.
Leon showed us to our rooms; Rick and I were sharing one guest bedroom, Shari and Yaz another; we may have been living together as couples in England, but Leon's family, his mother in particular, were old-fashioned Catholics with very set ideas about who slept with whom. It had been a long day, with a large meal on top, plus that interlude with Shari out in the moonlight, and I must have flaked-out as soon as my head hit the pillow, because next thing I knew the sun was shining in my eyes. The room had a small bathroom attached, so I had a quick shower and got dressed. Rick was just finishing getting dressed when there was a knock on the door, followed by Leon poking his head round.
"Breakfast guys, come and get it, we've got a long day ahead! Judy just got here and the girls are all up, so come on, di di mao!"
When we arrived at the table, Judy was already seated with Yaz and Shari on either side of her, and she smiled at us, but behind it was that searching, almost hostile glance again, first at Rick, then me. She was starting to unnerve me; she couldn't possibly know me or what I was like, or had been like, and yet she was definitely not as affable or easy with Rick and me as Leon was.
With the girls it was another matter; she seemed completely, genuinely taken with Shari and Yaz, laughing, joking and giggling with them; it just seemed to be Rick and me she had an issue with, and I couldn't for the life of me figure out what it was.
After breakfast, while Yaz and Shari helped Judy clear up, Leon took us on a quick tour of the property. The house stood on about three acres, and had a small stream or brook running through the back garden, with a small single-span barrel-vault wooden bridge connecting the two halves of the property. Off in the distance we could see mountains and snow-capped hills, blue with distance, with dense forest covering the lower slopes of the hills. The air held a sharp, refreshing chill, and smelled fresh and clean, tinged with pine, and I felt very relaxed. While we were sitting on some sawed-off logs and talking about England, with Rick telling Leon about London, the girls joined us, Shari slipping next to me, and Yaz plumping down onto Rick's lap.
Judy remained standing, her expression unreadable, but even I could tell she had something on her mind; she was too tense, too intent, and once again that feeling of disquiet brushed the surface of my mind. She thrust her hands into the pockets of her snow jacket and turned away, looking up at the distant hills.
Eventually she seemed to come to a decision, and turned to face us.
"Bobby, Rick, if I ask you a direct question, will you answer me truthfully?"
I glanced at Shari, and once again she nodded almost imperceptibly, one eyebrow raised, like she knew something was coming, and had been prepared for it. I looked back at Judy and nodded.
"Ask away, I'll be as truthful as I can."
Judy looked at me skeptically, and then once again, that strange, half quizzical-half hostile look flitted across her face.
"Okay then, answer me this; who are you, and why are you really here in America, and more specifically, why are you here in Albany?"
Leon started to protest, but I held up my hand, quieting him as I looked into Judy's eyes, seeing the suspicion there. I looked at Shari for guidance again, and her hand tightened on mine.
"Tell her, baby, it's okay, I think she already knows, but she needs to hear it from you. Go on, it's okay!" she whispered, kissing me lightly on the cheek. I nodded, and pulled Shari closer.
"Judy, I think you know we're not here on holiday, we're not having a junket before buckling-down to work, we came here for a reason. I have an older brother, he's missing, he's been missing for nearly four years now, I want to find him, we all want to find him. Rick and me, we have a lot of things we need to say to our big brother, and Shari and Yaz, they also have their own reasons for wanting to find my brother. My family fell apart because of something that happened, something very bad, and we want to find our brother so he can know it's over now, and so we can ask him how we can make it right with him. We know he came from here a long time ago, and we know he came back, we just don't know where he is now."
Judy was watching me closely as I went through the basic reasons for us being there, her eyes sharp, intent, not missing a thing.
"And if you find him, what then?" she asked.
Rick stood up and cleared his throat, Yaz holding his hand as he spoke to Judy.
"If we find him, we tell him we're sorry, we were wrong, what we did was wrong, what happened to him was wrong, that we went to our mother's grave and we saw what he'd done for her, and that we both wish we'd done it, we should have done it a long time ago. My big brother tried to be there for us, and we pushed him away all our lives; now we need to make things right with him; we want to ask him to forgive us, and to let him know that his family finally understands who he is, and what he means to us."
Judy looked at Yaz, then Shari.
"Okay, I get what you're saying, but I still don't understand why your girlfriends need him back as well?"
Okay, this was it. I looked at Shari, at Yaz; they both nodded and held themselves a little closer to us.
"This is hard to say, and maybe you won't like it, but here goes. Shari and Yasmin are sisters, but you already knew that; what you don't know is that they are also our sisters, or half-sisters; my older brother is their older brother, too, and they need him as much as we do, maybe more. Our father was a vile and evil man, and he did vile and evil things, but one thing he did I will always be grateful for; he fathered these two lovely girls. They're part of our lives in ways you won't understand, that I don't expect you to understand, or approve of, but that's the way it is. Our brother is missing, we all need him, we're all here to try and find him."
Judy was looking at me in open-mouthed wonder, as was Leon.
"So Shari's your...sister? Really? You look nothing like each other..."
Shari spoke up.
"Bobby's my half-brother, we have different mothers. My mother was Indian, and Bobby's mother was English. Everything Bobby told you is the truth; we came here looking for my brother, we know what happened to him to make him leave, all we want is a chance to tell him his family is there when he needs us; we know he has a family here, we don't want to drag him back to England, we don't want him to re-live any of that, we know what pain and sorrow he went through, is still going through. All we want is the chance to tell him that he has us as well, and to let him know that when he's ready, we're going to be there for him, if he'll let us. That's all. All I want is to meet my big brother...and hug my niece as well!"
Judy looked thoughtfully from Rick to me, to Shari and back to Rick.
"And if you find him, what then? Maybe he has a life here. Maybe he won't want to be reminded of the life he left behind, maybe he has all he needs right here, have you thought of that?"
Shari wiped her eyes with the back of her glove and squeezed my arm tightly.
"I hope he does have a life here, a good, happy life; after what happened to him, he needs and deserves all the happiness he can find, or make. All we want is for him to know that we're here, that he has us too, and that it's all finally over. There's only one more thing we need him to know, and...well, I think that's for him, if it's all the same to you, Judy."
Judy looked appraisingly at us, but the flat hostility that had been so apparent before was gone now. Now her look was friendly, compassionate.
"Ok guys, thank you for sharing at last. I hope you find him, I really do, it must be hell, knowing part of your family is missing like that!"
Yaz was hugging Rick closely, her face buried in his chest, obviously affected by Shari's words, Rick stroking her hair as he hugged her, and Judy glanced thoughtfully at her. Leon was looking pretty shell-shocked at all these revelations, turning to stare back at us as Judy towed him back to the house. As we gathered on the back porch, he grinned at us.
"Whatever you do, don't tell mom you're all brothers and sisters! I could give a shit, but she's kinda old-school Catholic; one hint of this and she'll have you on your knees, so keep a lid on it, guys, and I mean it!"
We spent the rest of the morning touring around the town, Leon showing us the various historical landmarks and sites, obviously proud of his home-town. Judy and the girls split away from us, doing some exploring of their own, leaving the three of us to talk in an excellent coffee-shop.
"So Bobby, isn't it kind of weird, you and...you know, your sister and all...?" asked Leon, a puzzled expression on his face, and I struggled to explain the connection Shari and I shared, plus the fact that three months earlier I'd never met her or knew she existed, so for me she wasn't my sister, and that I had no place anywhere in my head that she fitted-in as a sister, so no, it wasn't weird at all; to me she was only and always a beautiful, exotic girl who loved me, and I loved her.



Leon got that, and grinned.
"I don't blame you, man, she's a real babe! How 'bout you, Rick?"
Rick kind of grinned too, all the answer Leon needed. With that we headed back to rendezvous with the girls and go back to the house for lunch. After lunch, Judy excused herself, saying she had to get back to Albany, urgent family business, but that she'd see us soon, and left us to sit and talk with the family, Kathleen and Maria filling us in on Leon's past; we learned he'd grown up wanting to be a fire-fighter, like his father and grandfather, but after his father was killed in New York, the family had moved back to Oneonta and Kathleen had made him promise not to join the Fire Department, so his other great love, cars took over.
At that point he took Rick and me out to the garage and pulled a tarp off his pride and joy; a black 1967 Chevrolet Impala he'd first seen in a TV show called "Supernatural" and had scrimped and saved until he could finally get a broken-down example, which he'd then spent several years restoring. It was a beauty, glossy black paintwork and sparkling chrome, and to my eyes, used to the compact cars of Britain, it looked big as a ferryboat and sleek and menacing as a torpedo.
Dinner was once again a happy, relaxed affair, Kathleen pulling out all the stops, as we'd be leaving the next day to go back to Albany; we'd decided we really should be back there in case the private investigator had any more information. We were just passing round dessert when the telephone rang. Leon took the call, and then called Kathleen out into the hall for a quick, whispered conversation. They both came back in, Kathleen giving us us an odd look, before exchanging glances with Leon and nodding to him, so he turned his attention to us.
"Guys, I'll be taking you back to Albany once we're done here; Judy's in Albany with someone there she thinks you need to talk to, so once we're done, we'll get your stuff together. I wish you could have stayed longer, but Judy says this is real important!"
Rick, Yaz, Shari and I exchanged puzzled glances; what was going on here? Leon wasn't saying anything more, so we finished dinner in awkward silence. Once we were done, Rick and I went and got the bags while the ladies hugged and promised return visits as soon as possible.
Conversation during the drive back was limited, as Leon seemed to have no wish to discuss where we were going; all he would say was that Judy had asked him to bring us back to Albany as quickly as possible, and that it was important. To be honest, I was feeling a little embarrassed at the abrupt way we'd finished our visit, eating and running like that, so I was not entirely comfortable on the 90-minute drive back to Albany.
Eventually we began hitting the off-ramp signs for down-town Albany, and we took one, driving through what looked like very nice housing developments and older neighborhoods, lots of green spaces and lawns, large, elegant houses set well-back from the road, with large gardens to the front, and wide, sweeping roadways.
We eventually pulled into the gravelled drive of a large, red-brick house with tall, white-framed windows, and a large Weeping Willow in the centre of the lawn. As we rolled to a stop, the front door opened, and Judy came out with a tall girl with striking red-bronze hair, almost the same titian-red as Shari's, and smoky emerald eyes. She stared wide-eyed at Rick and me, and turned back to Judy.
"Jude, look..they're so much like...it's amazing, look at them!" she whispered, while we looked on uncomprehendingly. Judy grinned.
"I know, told you so. Guys, this is my sister, Ashley. Ashley, this is Bobby, that's Ricky, and these are their girlfriends, Shari and Yaz. Shall we go in?"
Ashley led us into the house and into a large, comfortable family room, with big couches and a bright fire, where she indicated that we take our seats. I was at a complete loss to understand why Judy had brought us here, and was just about to ask her, when a little girl, maybe no more than 18 months or so, came running down the passage and barged into Judy's legs.
"Judeejudeejudeejudee!" she crowed, laughing as Judy picked her up and nibbled her neck, making her laugh and giggle even more, before settling her on her hip. She saw the puzzled look on our faces, and grinned.
"This is my niece, Babs; say hello to the nice people, poppet!"
The little girl grinned happily, and flapped a pudgy little hand.
"This is Ashley's baby, her husband will be along shortly, he has some things he wants to tell you; in fact, here he is now."
I was just turning to see this "husband" who wanted to talk to us, when he spoke, freezing me in my tracks.
"Hello Robert, long time no see! You too, Richie! I hear you want to talk to me!"
Rick jumped spinning around, his expression probably mirroring mine, because there, framed in the doorway, looking just as I remembered him, was Nicky, the same tousled dark blonde hair, the same tawny-brown eyes, the same lopsided smile, a little taller and somehow more "grown-up", but still Nicky.
"Nicky...oh my God, Shari, look, it's...it's Nicky, look!" I whispered, shock, relief, guilt, and sorrow all battling for control of me.
Nicky walked into the room and took the little girl from Judy, grinning fondly as she reached up and pulled his nose, then kissed her and passed her to Ashley, kissing her as she took the child from him. He then turned back to face us, his expression quizzical, but not hostile.
"Judy tells me you came here looking for me, which was kind of a surprise, but here I am. Now you've found me, what can I do for you?"
I was utterly dumbfounded; I'd resigned myself to weeks, maybe months of waiting for news, and yet the people we'd bumped into by the sheerest stroke of luck had led us right here to him. My mouth worked as I tried to say something, anything, but I was struck speechless.
"Speak up, Robert, you never had any problem before!" he grinned, his expression robbing the words of any sting, although, in truth he had every reason in the world to be bitter and hostile, and not one reason in hell to listen to anything we had to say. Shari looked up at me, her expression unreadable, realising I was trying to say so many things that nothing could come out, so she plunged ahead.
"Nick...Nicky, you don't know me, my name is Shereen Shahida, and my sister Yasmin and I are the daughters of Robert Davies; we're your sisters, you're my big brother, and we've been looking for you. Mummy told us everything she knew about you, what our...what that man did to you, how he hurt you. She didn't know where you were, or what happened to you, but I promised myself that we'd try and find you, because you're my big brother, and I need you as much as I need Bobby and Ricky!"
Nick put his arm around Ashley and squeezed her, smiling at Shari as she stood looking at him, her face pale and drawn, and her eyes glittering.
"So you're my little sister? Hello sis, and hello even younger sis!" he grinned, smiling at Yaz.
Yaz stared silently at him, her eyes shining, breathing out in a gusty sigh that somehow became a sob. Nicky cocked his head and winked at her, and suddenly Yaz was hugging him, babbling into his chest.
"We looked for you, we tried to find you, we all did, oh Nicky, we didn't know where you were, I heard so much about you, mummy said you were badly hurt, I'm so sorry, so sorry...!"
Nick hugged her, grinning at Shari, as she too moved in to share in his hug.
"Sshhh, it's okay, it's okay, shh now, is that any way to say hello to your big brother? Who knew I had such beautiful little sisters!" He held them both away a little and studied them, his old grin very much in evidence, that charming, lopsided smile of his that had always irritated me so much when I was younger.
"Judy said you were beautiful, but she was only half-right! All my sisters are knock-outs, just look at you! And now I think you should meet the rest of your family. This beautiful girl here is my wife, Ashley, and this is our daughter, your niece, Barbara."
My heart lurched as he said her name, wonder, guilt and loss warring in me all over again. Nick saw me start at the name, and nodded slightly, obviously guessing exactly what had jolted through me on hearing my mother's name again.
Nick pulled Judy closer and hugged her tightly.
"You've met Judy, my sister-in-law and my best friend, and Leon, my soon-to-be brother in law you already know. My mother and her husband are waiting for us to get acquainted, you'll meet them later. So now, talk to me, Robert, tell me why you needed to see me so badly. I wrote to you, I asked you both to meet me in Carlisle last year, I heard nothing back, so I assumed that was it. So, why are you here, now?"
Shari looked up at me again, checking if I was up to this now, and I nodded, letting her know I was ready for this. We all sat down as I began to speak.
In a low voice I told him what had happened after our father was arrested and extradited, the way we'd been stripped of everything, how we'd lived, then Rick's disappearance and re-appearance two years later with two sisters in-tow, sisters we'd grown-up completely unaware of.
Rick took up the tale, how he'd pieced together enough hints and clues to convince him that he'd found something, and how he had indeed found Shari and her family, and learned what our father had put her mother through. He glanced at Shari, who took it up from there.
"Our mother was beaten and abused, raped and mistreated by our father for so long, but she couldn't do anything about it, because he threatened us, Yaz and me. When we were old enough, he was going to sell us to his friends!"
Nicky's look of shock and outrage was echoed and magnified on Ashley and Judy's faces. Nicky pulled her close and held her while she trembled, the remembered fear and terror reverberating through her all over again, and it felt right to watch her be held and take comfort in the arms of her big brother.
"Where's your mother, Shereen, what happened to her?" he asked her softly.
"Mummy died, all the beatings, so many injuries...she had a brain haemorrhage, one day she just...died, peacefully, I think, but he killed mummy, just as surely as if he'd throttled her with his bare hands...Ricky found us, mummy took him in, she loved him, we loved him, he was our brother, and he promised her he'd look after us, and he did. Bobby and Ricky have changed, Nicky, I swear, they're different, they're who they should have been. Yaz and me are safe at last, with them, at least give them a chance please!"
Nicky looked up at us, one arm encircling Yaz, his free hand stroking Shari's hair as he glanced from Rick to me and back again, his eyes hooded, distant.
"I knew that bastard was sick; he's in jail now for the things he did, and he deserves every second of time he'll serve there, but how about you two? What I remember of you isn't good, or happy, and how about Barbara, what about her, what about her memory? She was your mother, you know, I tried to tell you, but you never listened, how do I know you've changed? That part of my life only means hurt and pain to me; why should I let you into any other part of it?"
Rick stood up and moved next to me, taking Yaz's hand and raising her up. Yaz held herself close to him as he spoke.
"Nicky, all our lives we treated you like an outsider; we thought Barbara was your mother, and neither of you wanted or needed us. Dad always told us we didn't need her or you, and we believed him. I'm sorry I left my oldest brother out, I was wrong, and stupid, and selfish and all kinds of other things. Yaz and Shari, and especially her mother, showed me how wrong I was, they taught me what family really means, and now all I want to do is put mine back together again the best way I can. I'm sorry Nicky, I was wrong, and I want my big brother back. We only found your letter a few days before Christmas, it had been wrongly delivered to an empty house, but we came here to look for you just as soon as we discovered where you were!"
Nicky grinned at me, although there wasn't much humour in his smile.
"And you, Robert, what do you want?"
Shari reached out and took my hand, squeezing my fingers gently, telling me to tell him everything. I squeezed back just once, agreeing with her.
"Nick, I came to find you so I could say I'm sorry. I thought Rick and I were going to be big-shot businessmen one day, just like dad, and I learned how to be just like him, and I forgot you were my brother too. What I learned from dad was all so wrong, I know that now; my sisters showed me how wrong I was. I even tried to kill myself, because I worked out how bad it was going to be, but Shari saved me, literally. She made me see that there was another world out there, and she's showing me how to fit into it, how I could be so much better than whatever I was before. I'm still learning, but I do know one thing; I need my big brother to show me how as well. And it's "Bobby" now, I'm not Robert anymore..."
Nick hugged the two girls again and smiled enigmatically as Shari slipped her hand in mine and Yaz stayed huddled against Rick.
"It seems the Davis brothers have a lot more in common than you think!" he commented cryptically. "By the way, you should know our family name is "Davis", not "Davies; that sick bastard's real name is Brian Davis, he changed his name to hide me from my mother when she tried looking for me after he abducted me."
He looked behind me into the passageway, and nodded, and a woman in her mid-forties popped her head in the door and smiled at everyone. I could see immediately her resemblance to Nick; not so much the features, but the same eyes, the same hair, the same jawline. This must have been Nick's mother. She in turn looked Rick and me up and down, her eyes flicking between us and Nick, comparing our features. I had noticed the strong resemblance between Rick and Nicky before, but now they were standing side by side, they were almost eerily similar; apart from the hair and eye colour, they could almost have been twins, even more so than Yaz and Shari. Nick stood up and took her hand.
"Mum, these are my brothers, the tall one is Bobby, the handsome one is Rick, and these two lovely girls are Shari and Yaz, my sisters. Guys, this is my mum, Julia Nixon."
I offered my hand, but instead she hugged me, a warm, inclusive hug. She did the same to Rick, and each of the girls, gently hand-combing a large curl away from Yaz's face so she could look at her properly. Yaz smiled at such a motherly gesture, and the ice was broken. At that point little Barbara decided to make her presence felt, and with a grin Ashley handed her to Shari, who sat down with her on her lap, Yaz sitting next to her, the two of them suddenly completely absorbed with their new-found niece.
Julia took my arm and linked her other arm with Rick, speaking so only the two of us could hear her.
"Thank you for coming, all of you, I'm so glad you came to find Nicky, he needs this, he needs all his family too! Now that you're all here, all that stuff that happened before is finally over. Poor Nicky's been wracked with guilt over what happened, perhaps now he can let some of it go. Who knows, maybe his brothers and sisters can help him do that, you never know. I know how much he loved your mother, I don't blame him; she was all he had, stranded there with that terrible man, and from what I heard, those two girls have the same loss as him. Perhaps all of you can help each other over this now. You're here, and Nicky's family is back together again; before he only had us, now he has you again, or maybe at last. Perhaps now he can find some sort of peace. All of you are going to have to help each other; you know that, don't you? You're brothers and sisters, perhaps now's the perfect time to be just that!" she smiled, letting us both go with a gentle pat on the arm.
I was a little overwhelmed by all this; such a lot had happened in the last hour, and I was still processing where I was, and who was who, and trying to figure-out what happened next. I looked across at Yaz and Shari, bonding with their niece, talking animatedly with Ashley, fitting-in, and couldn't help but feel that perhaps Julia was right; now was the time to be family again.
Judy slipped her arm through mine and grinned up at me, her little pixie face alight with amusement.
"Welcome to the Nixon-Davis clan! Don't worry, Leon's still trying to get used to this, feel free to feel a little shell-shocked if you need to!"
I sat down on one of the couches, and Judy sat next to me, which was good, because I had some questions for her.
"Judy, when did you put it all together, when did you know or suspect that we were looking for Nick and all?" I asked her, and she gave me that grin again.
"You're serious, right? Bobby, as soon as I saw you two at the hotel I knew! Have you looked in a mirror lately? You and Rick are so much like Nicky it's uncanny; I nearly fell over in shock! He once told me what a pair of little shits his kid brothers were, and then to see you two in the flesh, boy was I conflicted! It was a weird sensation, actually seeing in the flesh two of the people Nicky felt he had most reason in the world to hate, looking so much like one of the people I love most in the world! Even the hand gestures are the same. It's still freaking me out, believe me!"
I had to grin, and agree with her; we had been a pair of despicable little shits, but maybe, just maybe, we'd turned that corner and left that all behind. Something else was also troubling me.
"Judy, what is Nicky going to say about...you know, Shari and me, and Rick and Yaz?"
Judy twinkled at me.
"I think he'll congratulate you on your taste! Tell him, I think you just might be surprised; the Davis boys are a lot more alike than you probably think! Go on, go and ask him!"
She seemed to be secretly amused about something, but not in a malicious way, so I followed her advice. Rick was in the middle of being admired by Nicky's mother and Ashley, much to his embarrassment and Yaz's amusement, so I collared Nicky while he was unoccupied.
"Nicky, can I ask you something?" I began, and he nodded, walking me to a part of the room not occupied by sisters, wives, mothers and little girls.
"Okay...Bobby, what's on your mind?"
Now for it; the only way to ask him was to ask him, so I jumped straight in.
"What would you say if I told you that Shari was more than just a sister to me, that she and I, and Rick and Yasmin, have a...a closer relationship than just simply being brothers and sisters?"
Nick looked at me for a long moment, then slowly grinned.
"I think I'd say that you have incredibly good taste, both of you, they're exquisite!"
I breathed a sigh of relief, but now my curiosity had gotten the better of me.
"So you don't think it's wrong...or immoral, or anything like that?"
Nick looked at me, then glanced over at Ashley, and I was struck how much she had in common with the girls; tall, slender, beautiful, deep red-bronze hair, large, expressive eyes, and something began to click inside me. Nick saw the direction of my glance and pulled me closer, so he was almost whispering in my ear.
"My mother's name before she married David, my stepfather, was Lowry, Julia Lowry; Ashley's maiden name was also Lowry..."
I listened uncomprehending for a second, then it clicked into place; Ashley Lowry, Nick's mother was Julia Lowry, of course; Ashley was his sister! Now Judy's offhand remark about the Davis boys being a lot more alike than we suspected suddenly made sense; that, and Nick's cryptic comment along the same lines a few minutes ago!
I gaped at him, and he grinned happily.
"When I first arrived here, almost the first person I saw was Ashley; and I couldn't take my eyes off her, or stop thinking about her. We met on the first day I arrived here, and we've been together ever since. I felt about her, and I still do, the same way you probably feel about Shari; she's beautiful, she loves me, I love her, the "sister" thing didn't matter to us then, and it doesn't matter to us now."



He stopped talking for a second to look at Ashley, happily chatting to the girls as little Barbara clambered over all of them, then carried on.
"I think I know why, too, and it's probably the same for you. Ashley and I didn't grow-up together; she was born long after I was abducted, and she was already an adult when we met; I was just a vague story about something that happened a long time ago, so there was no 'sibling bond' or anything like that. Ashley explained it to me once; apart from that one family relationship through a shared parent, we have no other connection, no life together as siblings, so it was easy for us, just as it was probably easy for you, and for the same reason. Or perhaps we just have a twisted gene that makes us bunk-up our sisters!"
He grinned as he said it, and I breathed a sigh of relief, and then sensed someone standing behind me. I turned, to see Nick's mother standing there. She put her arm through mine again, and reached up to stroke Nick's cheek.
"I heard what you both said, and Nicky's right; if Shereen's the girl for you, then that's who she is. When Nicky and Ashley first got together it bothered me, and made me angry, but no-one in the world had ever loved her like Nicky did, she was his whole world, and he was hers, and I eventually saw it too. My husband loves her like a daughter, he thinks of her as his daughter, just like Judy and our little girl, Rachel, and he couldn't have wished for a better husband for her than Nicky, so these things do work out, it just takes a little effort. Forget about what happened in the past, that doesn't matter now, but if you're anything like Nicky, then you've got it in you to make it work too, just let her know once in a while how you feel about her!"
She smiled, and piloted me back into the centre of the family to meet her husband, Nick's stepfather. Doctor Nixon came across as a good man; Ashley obviously adored him, as did Judy, his own daughter. I noticed Ashley called him "dad" as often as Judy called Julia "Mom", so there was obviously a lot of love there, and Nick was just as obviously deeply in love with his little sister, four year-old Rachel, looking sleepy and shy and just adorable in her little 'Pokémon' nightdress.
I was sitting quietly for a moment while Nick and Leon went to get coffee for everyone, when Doctor Nixon sat down next to me. I'd found him incredibly easy to talk to, he seemed to be able to draw things out of me that I had no intention of mentioning, but he did it so well, and so unobtrusively, that I found myself talking with him like an old family friend.
Somehow, I found myself telling him about Barbara, and what Shari's mother had told Rick about how she'd died, that our father had murdered her, how he'd boasted to her what he'd done, how he did it, and what he did to Nick.
Doctor Nixon looked at me levelly.
"I saw what Brian Davis did to Nick; I treated him for some of it myself. When Nick came here his back and shoulders were a mass of cuts and welts, his clothes were blood-soaked, and he was suffering from post-traumatic shock, almost like those poor boys coming back from Iraq; he was a mess, and that man boasted of it, did he? Well, I'm not surprised, but you don't know the half of it; he blackmailed his associate here to rape and beat Julia, as her punishment for leaving him; he didn't get to her, but poor Ashley walked into the middle of it, and she took what your father had set in motion."
My shock at hearing this, at the final knowledge of just how depraved and evil my father was, must have shown, because Doctor Nixon clasped my shoulder, a warm, human gesture as I let the shock and horror wash out of me. He looked at me sympathetically as I tried to come to terms with what I was hearing. Just then, Leon handed me a coffee, so I took a long sip, letting the rich brew calm me as Doctor Nixon waited. Eventually I was braced enough to hear the rest of what he had to say.
"Please, go on, I know there's more, so please, finish what you were telling me."
He looked appraisingly at me for a moment, then continued.
"Ashley became an outcast at her school after what...happened to her. No-one but Judy was there for her, the others called her names, shunned her, she had no friends, no social life, none of the things a teenage girl should have. Her mother had no money for new clothes or the latest fashions, and that made it worse; the whole school treated her like some kind of pariah, because of what that man had done to her. They used to call her "Rag Doll", and she only had her mother, and Judy, and it was the two of them against the world."
He paused, staring reflectively into his coffee cup, before continuing, his voice soft and far away.
"Only my Judy was there for her, something I will be proud of until the day I die; that my girl stepped up and stepped in front of Ashley, and faced down the bullies and the name-callers for her friend."
He paused to take another sip of coffee, then continued.
"It took Ashley a long, long time to get past that, and it was only because of Nicky that she managed it at all, and is who she is today. When I first met her mother, I was filled with admiration for her; she'd managed to make a life for her daughter and herself out of the shards and splinters of her old life, and that is just one of the reasons I married her. Now, Ashley's my daughter, Judy's her sister, and Nick is my son, and they're happy, they're a family at last. Brian Davis has caused a lot of misery and heartache for his family and the people around them, but now he's caged-up in a place where he can sit and twiddle his thumbs for the rest of his life while he thinks about what he's done."
He paused, and looked penetratingly at me.
"Nicky, however, still needs help; he's still mourning for his mother, which is how he thinks of Barbara; he believes he left her to die, that he somehow caused her death, and he thinks he needs to atone for it. We've done all we could, but you, his family, are going to have to help him out of that, he can't do it himself; will you help him?"
Of course I agreed; how could I not? With these final revelations of the true depth of my father's evil, all those little things inside me, the parts of him I hadn't yet exorcised now dissipated, and I was finally free of every molecule of him and his influence. I noticed the little girl, Rachel, standing next to me, yawning sleepily and staring shyly at me, so Doctor Nixon beckoned her closer, grinning as she climbed on his lap and twisted round to look at me again.
"Bobby, this is Nick's littlest sister; Rachel, say hello to Bobby!"
"Hello Bobby, my name's Rachel. Why do you look like Nicky?"
I held out my hand and she took it, clambering from her father's lap to mine.
"I look like Nicky because Nicky's my big brother, just like he's your big brother!" I told her, watching her puzzled look as it slowly cleared up.
"Are you my big brother too?" she piped, her head tilted adorably to one side. I looked at her father, unsure what to say, and he shrugged and nodded, so I grinned back at her.
"Yes, yes I am; and see that man over there? His name's Ricky and he's your big brother too!"
Nicky came over and tousled her hair, grinning his familiar lopsided grin at her.
"What are you doing out of bed? Come on, trouble, before mommy catches you!"
Rachel jumped up and hugged Nick as he picked her up.
"Read to me Nicky, pleeeeaasse! Read me some more about Pooh and Pig-uh-let, pleeeeaasse?"
Nick lifted her up and smiled at her.
"Alright, but only a few pages, okay? Say goodnight to Bobby, pumpkin!" She nodded and dimpled at me.
"Nicky and Ashley took me to the 100 Acre Wood and showed me where Pooh and Pig-uh-let live, and the Woozle, and rabbit's house, Nicky knows Pooh and rabbit, and the Heffalump, and everything! Goodnight Bobby!"
I watched them leave, and felt a hand on my shoulder; it was Shari, a small smile on her lips.
"Who'd have thought you'd be so good with children, Bobby? You know, I really do think you'll be okay! And now we have to go, but Ashley and Nicky will be coming to the hotel tomorrow morning, we have things to talk about, you know what, so let's say goodnight, baby, we'll see them again tomorrow, don't worry."
Leon drove us back to the hotel, and walked up to our room with us, hugging Yaz and Shari goodnight and shaking hands with me and Rick, before telling us he'd see us again at the house before we left. He still had a while left of his unspent vacation time, so he wanted to spend some time with us, and Judy definitely wanted to spend some time with the girls again; as she'd pointed out with a grin, Yaz and Shari were kind of, sort of, something like, her sisters too, and she wanted to get properly acquainted with her extended family.
When Leon had left, I flopped back on the bed, the events of the day crowding together in my head as I tried to make sense of everything that had happened on such an eventful day. Twelve hours ago we'd been having breakfast in a small upstate town, planning on getting back to Albany so we could quiz the private investigator. Now suddenly Nicky was back; he had a wife, a daughter, a mother and father, and yet another little sister.
My head was running close to overload, I needed to sleep on all this, because the worst was yet to come; in the morning we had to tell him that he'd been right, that his beloved Barbara had indeed been murdered, and we had the proof. I yawned, the crowded day catching up to me, and Shari bounced onto the bed next to me, jarring me into wakefulness.
"Wakey-Wakey, Sleeping Beauty! I told you, you owe me, time to pay up, buster, come on, get naked, I want to play!"
I grinned and pulled her against me, my hand snaking down to grab and squeeze her taut little bottom. She grinned back at me, and gently bit my chin.
"So you are awake, after all! Good, my turn Bobby, and tonight I want something special!"
I looked questioningly at her hoping for a hint, but she just smiled minxily and bit her bottom lip, the one gesture I have no defence against. I struggled to sit back upright as she began to strip-off, popping her jeans and lying back so I could tug them off her. Underneath she just wore small thong panties, and once she pulled off her tank-top she was naked, except for those panties. I had managed to get my jeans, sweater and polo shirt off, and was left in just my shorts, with the evidence of my arousal plain to see. Shari smiled as she reached out to grab me, squeezing as she scooted closer to kiss me firmly.
"I love you Bobby, and because I love you, I want you to do something special for me tonight. Will you do that for me? You'll like it, I promise!" she asked, punctuating her words with little kisses.
Of course I agreed; I loved her, and anything she wanted was okay with me. Shari smiled at my acquiescence and slid her hand inside my shorts, holding and squeezing my cock, then pumping it gently as she rubbed her thumb gently over the end, spreading the lubricant pouring from me over the head and along the shaft. My own hand was just as busy, rubbing and caressing her damp pussy, teasing the lips apart as we kissed, feeling the little stiff bud of her clitoris harden and throb against my caressing fingertips.
Shari was gasping softly as I frigged her, her own hand pumping and rhythmically squeezing me as we touched and stroked each other. I pushed my shorts down as Shari pulled her thong off, and now we were both completely naked, a fact Shari took full advantage of by sucking my cock into the back of her throat. I lay back and lost myself in the sensation as she suckled on me, her tongue soft and warm and delightful against the sensitive flesh of my glans. I tried to urge her to move over me, so I could return the favour, but she shook her head and smiled at me around my cock as it stretched her lips wide open.
I leaned back again, enjoying what she was giving me so freely. Then she released me and slid up next to me, kissing me lightly before throwing a leg over me, to straddle me. I like this position, I love to watch her move, all her muscles moving together in harmony, a sleek wildness about her, absolute perfection of movement in her blend of smooth coordination and blazing sensuality.
Shari grinned and raised-up momentarily, her hand grasping me as she aimed me, then slid slowly, smoothly down onto me, taking me into herself in one long, agonisingly sweet moment of heat and wet succulence. She rested her hands flat on my chest and began to rock, sliding herself on me as she squeezed me with her internal muscles, riding me like a slow-motion rodeo rider as she pleasured herself. Her breasts danced and bobbed in front of me, her nipples fat and swollen, thick as my fingertips in her arousal, and without thinking I reached out to take them, cupping her beautiful small breasts as I gently pinched and rolled her nipples between my fingertips.
Now she began to speed up, working herself against me, grinding her pussy against me as her breathing quickened. The end came quickly, her eyes closing as her breath sobbed in her throat, her pussy tightening around me and pulsing as her orgasm flared and crashed through her.
She lay down atop me, her heart racing as she fought for breath, her pussy still pulsing and twitching around me as the aftershocks thrilled through her.
After a while, I became aware of two things; her hand was working away behind her, and she was biting her lip again, something she only did when she was up to something. I hadn't orgasmed, and was still bone-hard inside her, waiting for what she wanted to do next, this mysterious "special" thing she wanted to do with me. Suddenly, she sat upright, and took hold of me, squeezing me a couple of times to check whether I was still interested, as if she needed to check that!
Apparently satisfied, she rose up off me and held me in place, then slowly lowered herself, but now it was different; I couldn't fit into her, it was so constricted, it felt like my cock head was being squeezed in a clamp, and then I suddenly realised what she was doing, where she was putting me.
She must have seen the realisation dawn in my eyes, because she grinned that slow, sly, minxy grin she did so well, her eyes hooded, and squeezed her nipples with her free hand, while looking me in the eyes.
"There Bobby, is this naughty enough for you, you're going somewhere naughty, do you like it, baby, do you like being naughty with me?" she murmured, slowly slipping down on me until, with an almost audible pop! I slipped into her tight anus. Shari gasped as she slid all the way down my shaft, my cock feeling like it was being squeezed in a moist velvet fist along its entire length. I gasped out loud, Shari echoing me as she ground herself down against me, my hands automatically reaching for her perfect little buttocks and pulling them apart as she leaned down to kiss me.
"This is for you Bobby, I love you, baby!" she whispered as she began to slowly pump herself up and down, the ring of her anus squeezing and pulsing around me as she gyrated on top of me. I'd seen pictures of this, of course, and fantasised about it; before she'd come into my life my sex-life consisted of the porn magazines I'd managed to acquire, but I'd never seriously thought it could ever happen to me for real, and now it was, and it was the most heart-stoppingly erotic thing in my entire life. As she rolled her hips and pumped against me, her muscles squeezed and milked me, and I knew I couldn't hold out for long, not with her gyrating and milking me like that, and I was right.
I came with a sudden build-up of the pressure in my groin, my scrotum, and deep inside me; something wanted to explode inside this girl, and it wouldn't be denied. I cried out in ecstatic agony as I came harder than ever before in my life, my cock actually burning with the pressure and force of my ejaculation, long, sweetly agonising bursts of spunk blasting out of me and deep into her bowels, painting her insides with my seed.
Shari slumped down against me, her own orgasm triggered by mine, both of us moaning and shuddering as deep-swelling waves of pleasure crashed and thundered through us; my ears popped, and all sound disappeared in the high-pitched singing note that filled my head as I emptied myself into my beautiful girl in pulsing jets of high-pressure spunk.
Finally I was done, I was empty, I had no more to give as the aura of orgasm faded and sanity and senses returned, leaving Shari clasped tightly against me as my heart and breathing slowed and calmed down again. After a long, still silence, I felt myself fading, my cock slowly slipping from her as it softened. Shari drew a long, shuddering breath, and raised her head to nibble my chin.
"Bloody hell, Bobby, that was incredible, wherever you got that from, I want some more! I need a shower now, look what you've done to me!"
Somehow we both managed to stagger into the wet-room for a much needed shower, and then back to bed, to sleep; we were both exhausted from that incredible experience, and we needed clear heads for the morning. None of us, Yaz, Rick, Shari, myself, was eager for that meeting, but we owed it to Nicky, because he needed to know the truth.
The beeping of Shari's 'phone alarm finally dragged me out of my deep sleep, confusion once again ruling for a few seconds as I tried to work out where I was; I'd been dreaming about when we were young, long before all the bad stuff had happened, and it had been so real, so vivid, that I had to consciously shift mental gears from dream to reality. I was rested though, and as I stretched luxuriously, Shari opened her eyes and yawned, huddling down under the covers and pushing her warm little bottom into my lap. I was tempted to hug her closer while I grabbed another 40 winks, but I couldn't; Nicky was coming to see us, and we had things to say, things he needed to know, and something to give him.
"Come on, up, up, up!" I patted Shari's firm, juicy little rump, "Up and at 'em, babe, things to do, people to see, let's go!"
Shari groaned as she pulled the bed-covers even tighter around herself.
"It's still dark, Bobby, what time is it?" she groaned, and when I told her it was 6:45 a.m. she looked at me incredulously.
"Bobby, it's the middle of the bloody night, go back to sleep!"
I had to grin; for several years now my day had started at four in the morning, and for me 6:45 was a late start, but Shari obviously wasn't an early-morning person. However, Nicky and Ashley were due at nine o'clock, so...
I jumped out of bed and stripped the covers off her, Shari holding on to them like grim death as soon as she realised what I was doing, but I soon had them off her.
"Bobby, it's too early, just a few more minutes, pleeeeaasse!" she whined, and much as I would have liked to just let her sleep for another couple of hours, we had this thing with Nicky to finish.
"Nope, up you get, we need to get showered, dressed, and have some breakfast before they get here, so come on, Shari, don't you want to see Nicky and Ashley again?"
That did the trick. She sat up and scowled at me.
"When this is over, I'm getting you for this, just you wait and see!"
I just grinned, making her even more annoyed, but she slid off the bed and stood up, stretching, and at the sight of her slim, lithe body, parts of me stood up as well. Shari saw that immediately, and grinned happily.
"Oh look, did I do that?" she smiled, and I nodded, and she undulated closer, until she could take me in both hands.
"Shall I take care of this for you, baby?" she murmured, her eyes hooded and mysterious, and I nodded again, happily waiting for her next move. Boy was I in for a rude awakening!
Shari suddenly pinched the base of my cock between her fingernails, making me jump.



"You drag me out of my nice, warm bed at some ungodly hour and then expect me to thank you by getting wet and wild with you? I don't fucking think so, Bobby!" she gritted while my eyes bugged out of my head.
"Remember one thing, Bobby; if you want a long and peaceful life, Shari sleeps late, got it?"
I closed my eyes as I nodded; disagreeing with her right now seemed foolhardy, seeing what she was holding. Shari waited for a few more agonizing seconds, then let go of me.
"See Bobby, that's what you need to learn; in any negotiation-type situation, always make sure you negotiate from a position of strength; mummy taught me that! Now, let's go and have a nice shower, eh?"
I couldn't help but grin as she led me to the wet-room; Shari was always so compliant, always happy to let me take the lead, but, when she really needed to make her point, she had some pretty persuasive techniques to enforce her will, and the willingness to use them when needed. Luckily, by the time I got around to soaping her back she'd forgiven me for rousting her out so early, and promised me a treat later to say sorry for threatening my best friend.
By the time we were dressed, had made up the bed again, and were ready to order breakfast, Yaz and Ricky had joined us, so we called down and ordered a light breakfast, then sat around chatting while we waited for Room Service. We also had some things for Nicky, so Shari and I checked they were to hand, and Shari gave me another long and tender kiss to apologise for earlier, this time with extra squeezing, which meant I had to wait before rejoining the others, as I refused to walk around in front of Yaz with a tent in my trousers...
We were at the coffee stage when there was a knock at the door. Rick answered it, and ushered Nicky and Ashley into the room. Once the niceties were dispensed with, we sat around the table, six of us, all family. Nicky poured Ashley a coffee, and one for himself, then leaned back in his chair, that trademark grin and slightly raised eyebrow so much in evidence.
"So Bobby, I hear tell you guys have something for me, so tell me, I'm agog here!"
Shari left the table to pull something out of her case, and came back to the table, handing Nicky a photograph album.
"We found this in the house, stashed in one of the attics; I think it belongs to you, Nicky."
Nicky opened it, his eyes widening as picture after picture of Barbara was revealed, each page filled with his memories of his mum. His face remained expressionless as he leafed through the album, but his eyes filled, a tear eventually spilling out and running unheeded down his cheek to drip from his chin. Finally, he came to the end, and closed the album, passing it to Ashley, who looked at me in enquiry. I nodded, so she opened it, seeing for the first time images of Nicky's beloved Barbara, and pictures of Nicky as a toddler, a little boy, a schoolboy. Her lip quivered as she looked through the album, her eyes flicking occasionally to Nicky, who sat impassively until she'd finished leafing through it, finally passing it back to him.
"Thank...Thank you for this," he faltered, "it's ..." he broke off, swallowing several times, his throat clicking dryly. Yaz passed him a glass of water, which he accepted gratefully.
"Thank you, all of you; I never had anything of her, now I have this, thank you..."
Ashley pulled his head down into the angle of her neck and shoulder, her hand stroking his hair while she held him, her own eyes bright with unshed tears. Both Yaz and Shari were similarly affected, their eyes also brimming with tears in sympathy for their big brother's pain and loss. Nicky pulled his head away from Ashley and looked at us, all four of us, as we waited for him.
"Thank you, I don't know how to thank you, really..." stopping as Shari held her hand up.
"Nicky, there's more, and I don't know how to tell you, so I'm going to let you read it; then you'll know, and maybe you'll know what to do next. I wish there was another way, something other than this, but it's all we have. Nicky, mummy wants to talk to you, will you let her?"
Nicky looked puzzled, uncomprehending, but nodded. Shari went back to her case, and pulled out a thick buff envelope, which she brought back to the table and handed to him.
"Nicky, this is an affidavit my mother swore out a few days before she died. It concerns you; please read it."
Nicky looked at all of us, then opened the envelope and pulled out the thick sheaf of documents. We all watched as he unfolded the papers and began to read, watching his face alternately pale and darken, his jaw muscles bunching as he clenched and unclenched his teeth, and the occasional tremor in his hand as he read page after page. I knew what was in that terrible document, I had read it, and it had made me sick, and outraged, and deeply grateful that Robert Davies (or Brian Davis, or whoever the hell he really was) was caged up 24 hours a day in a super-maximum security federal prison, and would stay there forever. Just remembering what I had read in that affidavit made the rage churn and roil in the pit of my stomach all over again, but I knew I must be feeling only a pale shadow of what poor Nicky must be feeling right now.
We sat in silence, hardly daring to move, as Nicky read each page, finally folding the document and pushing it back into the envelope. He sighed, a deep, tremulous sigh, then stood up, motioning us down when we would have stood as well.
"No, guys, please, I just need some air, I..." he paused; his mouth worked, then he turned and walked out of the room. I knew Nicky's expressions of old, and right now he was furious. I made to follow him, but Ashley shook her head.
"No Bobby, leave him, he'll come back when he's ready; he just needs to think, he'll be okay, don't worry about him. Do you mind...?" she asked, picking up the thick envelope. I shook my head.
"No, not at all; you're family, so this concerns you too."
Ashley began reading through the document, her face paling and her eyes hardening as she worked her way through it, finally folding it and pushing it back into the envelope, then drummed her fingers for a moment on the tabletop, her face pale and angry, before looking at Shari, her eyes once more bright with tears.
"Shereen, Yasmin, can we talk? Somewhere private?"
Yaz indicated the connecting door into her suite, and led the way, Shari trailing a hand across my arm before following the other two girls, and closing the door behind her. Rick and I sat and looked at each other; no conversation seemed appropriate, and I had nothing to say; crunch-time was here, maybe soon we'd find out if we really had Nicky back, or if he was lost to us forever.
There was no sound coming from the other suite; with the door closed, it was effectively soundproof, but we listened-out anyway, to try and maybe get a hint of what was being said; they probably weren't arguing. Ashley had looked like she needed a shoulder, not an argument, as did the girls; seeing Nicky so affected had obviously reached into them as well, and they probably needed some girl-time right now. Rick and me sat and waited, silent and thoughtful, wondering if we'd see Nicky again today, or any time soon.
After what seemed like several eternities, but was probably no more than 15 or 20 minutes, the door to Yaz & Rick's suite opened and the girls came in, looking like they'd all had a good cry, but also calm, and oddly, upbeat as well. Whatever had been said had obviously done all of them some good. As they seated themselves, there was a knock on the door, and Yaz opened it, to find Nicky there, looking pale and drawn, but no longer furious, no longer expressionless. Yaz slipped her hand into his, and he patted her hand and smiled distractedly at her as she led him back to the table. He'd obviously been thinking and he began speaking almost before he'd sat down.
"Thank you, all of you. I wish I'd come here better prepared for all this, but now I know, that's the main thing. There's just one thing I have to know, Shereen; why did you show me that thing? I was starting to get past all that; going to see her helped me start to let her go; why did you bring this all back to me?"
Shari shared a quick glance with Ashley, who nodded.
"Nicky, we brought you this because I thought you'd know how to get that fucker to pay for everything he did; the authorities in England didn't do much, they just handed him over like he wasn't any concern of theirs, and that's just wrong! Just like you, Bobby and Ricky need closure too, and they need justice, so do I, and Yaz, and Ashley, and I thought this was the place, and you were the one to help. You helped get that filthy bastard caged-up in the first place; please help us find a way to make him pay for everything else; he killed mummy, Nicky, he has to pay, he hurt her, and he hurt her, and she died!"
Nicky started at that, his hand going out to take Shari's hand as two tears ran down her cheeks, pulling her close and holding her against him as she cried silently, stroking her hair as he soothed her. When she'd recovered somewhat, he fished out a handkerchief and dried her eyes, Shari smiling wanly as he did so.
"You're right, Shereen, he did, and I forgot that, I'm sorry, I won't let that happen again! All my sisters have reason to make that bastard pay, so let's do just that. David, Doctor Nixon, has an old friend with the FBI here in Albany, maybe he can somehow use this to put that bastard back to trial, this time on murder charges; he killed Barbara, he caused your mother's death, he did...what he did to Ashley, you're right, he should pay!"
Shari wordlessly hugged him, then gently kissed him on the cheek.
"Thank you Nicky, thank you for being my big brother! And Nicky, my family calls me "Shari..."
Nicky grinned, his face losing some of its pallor, suddenly looking again like the Nicky I remembered.
"I'm sorry...Shari, and what should I call you, little-little sister?" he grinned at Yaz.
"Everyone calls me Yaz, so should you...bigger Big-Brother!" she retorted, grinning cheekily.
Ashley cleared her throat.
"Actually, Yaz, you'd be little-little-little sister; I'm older than you, you know!"
Rick looked puzzled, then understanding flared in his eyes.
"You mean...?" and Nicky nodded.
"That's right, Ashley's also my sister, my half-sister actually, which sort of makes her your sister too, although I'm buggered if I know how; I think we need a new word in English for 'the wife of my brother who is also my brother's sister, but is no relation of mine; "sister-in-law" doesn't quite seem to cover it...!"
Rick leaned back and grinned.
"I tell you, when our family sets out to blur the lines, we do a bloody good job of it!" which brought chuckles from around the table.
Yaz seemed to have something on her mind. Nicky noticed and asked her what was up.
"Nicky, mummy said you were badly hurt, that our fathe...Robert hurt you; did he do that?" she indicated the scar above and running the length of his right eyebrow.
Nicky grinned. "No, I got jumped by a tree, but one day my daughter's going to think I got it when I fought a bear, so keep it to yourselves, OK?"
"It was my fault he got that!" said Ashley, her eyes on Nicky as all our eyes swivelled to her. "I left him in the forest at night, I got angry with him when he told me what your father had done to me, and I abandoned him, and he could have died!"
Nicky was by her side in a flash, holding her against him.
"It was a long time ago, baby, let it go, I did, it happened, it's long over, leave it, please!"
It felt good to see Nicky, the one who'd always been left out, be so much in love, to have someone who loved him so much, and to finally be happy. He looked into Ashley's eyes, and smiled at her.
"It's all over baby, it's gone, I promise you." She looked up at him, her face set and resolute.
"Show them, Nicky, show them what he did; your family needs to see what happened to you, what he did to you. Please Nicky, just show them!"
"Ashley, please..." he began, but Shari cut him short.
"Show us what, Nicky? What happened, what did he do to you?"
Ashley looked at him and nodded, and he slowly nodded, and pulled off his jacket and the black "Mark One" polo shirt underneath and turned his back to us.
"Ooohh fuck!" exclaimed Rick, with shocked gasps the only sound from Shari and Yaz. I turned my head away, sickened by the sight before me; Nicky's back was a mass of criss-crossing red welts, from his shoulders to the small of his back, some of them 6 inches long, so many there was virtually no unmarked skin visible between the welts, mute testimony to the savagery of the beating he'd taken.
"Dad...did that?" Rick whispered, "How?"
Ashley snorted.
"He used his belt buckle, like he always did, it was his favorite tool; my mom has some like that on her back as well, but nothing like that. When Nicky came to us, he looked like he'd been flayed alive, it took a year for his back to heal, and he won't admit it, but I know it still hurts him; that bastard damaged so many nerve-endings it'll never stop hurting. I guess this is what he meant by 'a Father's true legacy!'"
Shari had tears in her eyes as she picked up his shirt and handed it back to him, and hugged him as he pulled it down over his head. Nicky held her tightly, his hand against the back of her head as she buried her face in his neck, then Yaz and Ashley joined them in a group hug, Nicky suddenly in the middle of a triple sister-hug, three beautiful girls holding him as tightly as they could.
When the girls had let him go, and more or less got their emotions under control, Nicky called his step-father and explained what we'd shown him. They chatted for a few more minutes, then Nicky hung up and smiled at all of us.
"Dad's calling his friend at the FBI, hopefully he'll want to see this right away, and dad and mum will swing by later so we can have a proper family talk over lunch." He seemed pensive, then cocked an eye at me.
"The only thing here that I find strange is that you guys come to Albany to look for me, and the first person you bump into is someone who knows me, and is engaged to my step-sister; as far as I'm concerned, that's stretching coincidence just a little too far, but then, it's not the first time..."
I looked at him questioningly, so he told us a story about when he'd come home to see Barbara's grave, they'd left the cemetery and were on the motorway back to their hotel, Ashley had flicked on the radio, to hear the DJ play a record request from Barbara to Nick, the Beach Boys' "Little Saint Nick", Barbara's nickname for Nicky growing up.
Rick and I exchanged glances, and Rick nodded, so I told them about why we'd helped Leon in that alleyway; because I'd heard Rick's voice, as clear as day, shouting "help him!", while Rick asserted he'd heard me tell him to help Leon, which is why he'd jumped in. Whoever had called out, though, the result had been that we'd befriended the one person who could lead us straight to our missing brother. Coincidence? Ashley didn't think so.
"Bobby, Rick, I think someone wanted you to meet Nicky, I think they wanted it real bad, because here you are, and here he is. Maybe this 'Guardian Angel' business has something to it after all, or perhaps it's just that so much has been set in motion, it was time for all of you to meet-up again; sometimes fate does take a hand, maybe this is one of those times!"
We talked in this vein for a while, gradually moving on to our lives and what we were doing now. I was intrigued to hear that Nicky was the boss at his lace of work, the "Mark One" logo was the emblem of the company he worked for; in fact, he, Ashley and Judy were co-owners of Mark One Auto Engineering, with a new auto shop opening soon, a specialist shop where they were going to build replica and road-race vehicles and high-performance engines. Leon and Judy were getting the shop as a wedding present, when they married after she graduated from medical school, but it was still a secret, so all Leon knew was that he was going to be lead mechanic at the new shop.
Shari and Yaz gave him a little of their background working in the property business with their mother, and told him about the house we'd bought to redevelop, which was how we'd found the letter that had brought us here. We'd chatted for what only seemed like a few minutes when Ashley's phone rang. She answered it and spoke briefly.
"OK guys, that was mom; they'll meet us in the restaurant in 10 minutes."
I looked at my watch and was amazed to see we'd been talking for over three hours, and now it was gone 12:30, lunchtime. The girls all refreshed their makeup, although they really didn't need any; we Davis men had incredibly good taste when it came to our women, because apparently we'd all picked bronze-haired goddesses.
We'd just taken our seats in the restaurant when David and Julia joined us. Now that I had leisure to see, I was struck by how much Nicky resembled his mother; sure, he looked like dad, so did Rick and I, but Nicky's hair and eyes, the way he held his head, and especially his profile, all pure Julia.
David was smiling and friendly, once again impressing me with how calm and urbane he was; Nicky had done amazingly well to snag him for a step-dad, he gave off the "good-guy" vibe in big loud waves, and Rick and the girls were obviously feeling it as well. Julia looked amused that all of us were responding so well to David; obviously she'd heard stuff about us from Nicky, all true, and was having trouble reconciling that image with the new us, but she didn't look like she was holding any grudges.
After a few pleasantries, and some banter as we ordered lunch, David asked if he could read the affidavit document. He read through it while we waited for our starters, then read through it again, his face becoming set and drawn, his lips thinning to two bloodless lines, and his jaw muscles trembling and rippling as he clenched and unclenched his teeth.
Eventually he put it down and looked at all of us, his eyes hard and angry, and wiped his forehead with his handkerchief. Julia stroked his cheek, her eyes concerned.
"David, what's wrong, darling, what is it?" she asked, and David leaned back in his seat, visibly trying to relax his arms and shoulders.
"I've never in my life...read this, Julia, it's the vilest, most disgusting...dear God, how can anybody sink so low...the FBI will definitely need to see this; God, it's like wading through a cess-pit!"
Julia raised an eyebrow as she took the document from him, her expression becoming set and drawn as she read through it, to finally drop it with a deep sigh, her bottom lip trembling as she unconsciously wiped her hands on her jeans.
"He really did all this?" she whispered, and Shari nodded.
"We were there, we saw what he did to mummy, we watched as he beat and abused her, stole everything from her, and she couldn't do anything; he threatened Yaz and me, he even tried to rape Yaz, but she managed to get away. Everything in there is true; I took an oath when I swore it was a true account, I stand by it now, so does Yasmin!"
Julia reached across and cupped her face, her eyes filled with outrage, but also sympathy and compassion. She gently brushed a strand of hair out of Shari's face and smiled gently.
"He's in jail now, and he will be for the rest of his life; that's punishment enough, and maybe even justice. What more can we do?"
Shari's face set in harsh lines, her anger just below the surface.
"That's not enough! Caging him up isn't justice; perhaps now, with this, we can put a rope around his filthy neck! Brian Davis has too much to answer for, he deserves to die for what he did, maybe now we have a way to make him pay for mummy, and for Barbara! No hell is too much for him, he deserves to burn!"



Julie put both hands on her face, pulling her round to look into her eyes.
"No, Shereen, stop that! Don't think like that! Revenge is a dead-end street; the punishment he's living now, a cell deep underground for the rest of his life, that's enough, that's a death sentence for a man like Brian Davis. Don't be like him; if you let him in, you become like him, and he's won; don't give him that! He's a killer, and he deserves his punishment, but don't be so ready to take a life; that's what he did, and now look where he is. Let the system punish him, he's earned it!"
Shari stared defiantly at Julia, her eyes hard and unforgiving, then suddenly her face crumpled and two big tears ran down her cheeks. Julia pulled her close, holding her against her shoulder as she sobbed silently. I went to take her, but Nicky put his hand on my arm.
"No Bobby, let mum handle it, she knows what she's doing!"
David had been on the phone while Julia spoke with Shari; now it was his turn to smile grimly.
"I just spoke with Special Agent Mike Walker of the FBI, he's asked me to bring that document in immediately, and the two witnesses, so Yasmin, Shereen, when you're ready, if you would please come with me, we're going to the FBI building. The rest of you, please carry on with your lunch, the ladies and I won't be too long."
Shari was looking apprehensive, so pulled her a little closer and hugged her.
"Bobby, it's the FBI, what if they..."
I cut her off.
"Just tell them the truth, baby-girl, that everything in that affidavit is the truth, that you witnessed dad telling your mother about what he'd done, and you saw him do some of the stuff in there, both of you did. Dr. Nixon thinks they'll be able to do something, just trust him...I do."
Nicky leaned across the table and put his hand over hers.
"Listen to Bobby, he's telling the truth; we got that bastard once, this is the way to make him pay for everything else he's done to all of us. Go and make your statement, you'll be OK, Mike Walker's a nice guy, he helped put Brian Davis away before, maybe this time, with his help, we can find a way to really make him pay for what he did!"
Yaz stood up and held out her hand to Shari, who leaned down and kissed me, then squared her shoulders. Ashley stood up and hugged her, and I heard her whisper "Just tell him everything, Shari, don't leave anything out; perhaps this time round they'll make him pay for what he did to all of us. Don't be frightened, dad will be there, he'll take care of you!"
As the three of them walked toward the exit, I saw Doctor Nixon slip his arms around the girls' shoulders in a comforting gesture, the gesture of a father reassuring his daughters. Both girls in return slipped their arms around his waist, holding themselves against him as they walked out to the lobby. Julia grinned as she pointed at the trio with her chin.
"Look, I think we just acquired a couple more kids!"
Conversation now moved on to us, to our lives and what we were doing. I was still unsure how to deal with Nicky's mother; she had every reason in the world to despise us for what we'd allowed to happen to her son, although she was never less than gracious and friendly. I kept stumbling over what to call her; "Julia" seemed inappropriately familiar, "Mrs. Nixon" seemed cold and formal given her connection to our big brother, and "Nicky's Mum" just seemed childish. Julia seemed to understand how I was floundering a bit when it came to her, so she decided to give me an out.
"Bobby, it's okay to call me Julia, I don't mind, really!"
I mumbled something about how it seemed a little rude and too familiar, making her grin, looking uncannily like Nicky for a split second.
"Alright, then let's try something else; long ago, Nicky told me all about you, both of you, and then last night he told me how it's been for you since he left. I understand how things can change, and I know from talking to all of you last night just how much has changed for you; sometimes, when the scales fall from your eyes, the world you see around you really is new, and a new world means new opportunities...and sometimes, second chances."
She paused to push the hair back from my eyes, something Shari was perpetually doing.
"I know how you were brought up, and I don't hold it against you, you didn't know any better, but there was one thing missing from your life that Nicky had in abundance; he had Barbara to be his mother, and she kept him safe and made him who he is, and I will always love her for that. You and Rick, you had no-one like that, and my heart breaks for you; Shari and Yasmin had their mother all their lives, they only lost her a little while ago, poor things, but you never had anyone, so maybe, if you want to, you can share me with Nicky? Your sisters seem to have adopted David, if you want, you can adopt me; I don't think Nicky and Ashley will mind sharing me!"
I was dumbstruck; I'd never heard such a preposterous, lunatic, unrealistic...and wonderful thing in my life. I looked at Rick, looking for some sort of guidance, something to tell me how to respond. Rick must have got it immediately, because he was grinning and nodding.
"Say yes, Bobby, you need this! I got to share Yaz's mum for two years, and it was the best time of my life; whatever I am now, she showed me how to get here, so give yourself a chance, big feller, you might even like it!"
Julia took my hand and smiled at my expression.
"It's alright, Bobby, really, there's no catch. Maybe you need to call someone 'mum'; God knows, you never had the chance before. You gave your mother to Nicky, I think it's only fair he shares his with you, isn't that right baby?"
Nicky leaned over and slapped me on the shoulder.
"Go with it Bobby; she's won, you know you want to!"
I drew a deep breath, scared and apprehensive for probably the first time in my life, but Rick and Nicky both smiled and nodded, as did Ashley, so I took the plunge.
"You really don't mind if I...call you mum, even after what I did?"
Julia (mum!) smiled as she once again swiped that fringe of hair out of my eyes.
"Bobby, you're my son's little brother; whatever went on in the past, you're still his family, so that makes you part of my family too. Besides, Rachel's all excited because suddenly she's got two new big brothers; all she did this morning was talk about Bobby, Bobby, Bobby, you may never get her to leave you alone! Judy and Leon had to take her and Barbara to the play center in Rotterdam otherwise she'd be here climbing all over the pair of you, so I think I'll go with her instincts!"
I didn't know what to say, I was still almost in shock, but the good kind; Nicky's mum was being kind to me, and she'd let me into her family, Rick and me; this was how the world changed, a little at a time, but a profound change for me. I had to say something.
"Thank you...mum, I won't let you down, I promise!"
My new mother grinned at me, and squeezed my arm.
"OK, that's all settled, now let's have some lunch!"
*
Doctor Nixon and the girls never made it back for lunch, so the five of us made our way back up to my suite to wait for them. Mum (and I was still trying that word out for size!) looked through the photo album, her eyes brimming as she looked at pictures of the young Nicky the way she should be remembering him, anger sizzling in me that his childhood had been stolen from her. Her attention switched from the pictures of Nicky to those of Barbara, and a copy of the framed picture we had at home. Her eyes flicked from the photo to Rick and me and back again, comparing our features, obviously seeing our mother in us.
"She was beautiful..." she softly observed, and Nicky nodded slowly.
"Yes, she was, she was so beautiful..." he whispered, and my heart broke for him at the raw pain and loss still apparent in his eyes, his voice. Mum caught the look, the tremor in his voice, and pulled him closer.
"Don't worry, baby, we'll fix this; all my boys are here, together they'll fix this once and for all, just have faith, baby, that's what your dad's always telling you, trust the system, it usually works!"
Ashley stood behind his chair and hugged him, her lips level with his ear.
"Mom's right, baby, let the law take care of that lunatic. He's already been kennelled, maybe this time we've got enough to drag him in front of a judge and drive home that he never got away with anything. You said it once, baby; 'the mills of God grind slowly', let them grind him fine and scatter the pieces, and that will be an end to it. Last time was payback, now perhaps we'll see some real justice."
*
It was late afternoon before the girls and Nick's step-father arrived back at the suite. They were cautiously optimistic, especially since one of the FBI's legal experts had gone over the document, and taken fresh statements from both girls. In his opinion, Barbara's alleged murder was connected to the crimes my father had already been convicted of, committed in order to prevent her reporting him to the authorities. With new evidence now come to light, and with the Justice Department agreeing that the affidavit amounted to a "Dying Declaration" made by Shari's mother, the State Department was considering requesting that the UK Home Office either provide a complete forensic report of the investigation into her death and any DNA results obtained from the "suicide" scene, together with the post-mortem examination report, or turn over all remaining physical evidence to the Federal Prosecutor's office for them to start their own investigation.
That evening, we held a family meeting, to decide our next step. The girls wanted to spend a little time with Nicky and his family. Rick and I were feeling something similar; I'd never bothered to get close to Nicky; the most I'd ever felt for him was resentment that he had Barbara, and that he seemed perfectly happy to have her and not us. Now, however, I was feeling a deep and inexplicable need to be near him, to reconnect with him, almost the way I'd felt when Rick had come home.
Also, I was enjoying having a mum; I was still feeling the wonder of saying that word, a word that had never fallen from my mouth my entire life before this day. Nicky's mother had made us part of her family, and I wanted to keep feeling that feeling a little longer. The girls were obviously in love with Nicky's step-dad; the only father they'd known had been a violent psychopath; now they were experiencing what a real father felt like, and they were understandably reluctant to let that go.
Nicky had invited us to stay with him and Ashley in their home, so the family could all be together; his mum (our mum!) lived a few minutes' drive from his home; we had no pressing business back in Carlisle, no jobs to return to, and abundant funds, so we'd accepted.
Once Shari and I were alone, she began to cry, the memory of the statement she'd had to make rising up and catching her unawares, things she'd forgotten or deliberately suppressed once again fresh and raw, and I had a desperate time calming her as the edge of hysteria cut across her again and again. Finally I managed to calm her, holding her close as she slept fitfully, eventually sinking into a deeper sleep.
I woke with a start; something had snapped me awake, and my hand automatically felt for Shari, but I was alone in the bed. I sat up, and dimly in the glow from the street lights far below, I saw her, wrapped in her favourite robe, sitting in a chair and looking at the Albany nightscape.
"I'm sorry baby, I didn't mean to disturb you..." she murmured, and I climbed out of bed and padded over to her.
"You didn't, I just missed you, that's all. What are you looking at?"
She motioned me down next to her and draped her legs over mine, plumping up a cushion as she leaned back.
"It's beautiful, isn't it? Look at all those lights. Somewhere down there, there are people trying their best to get justice for us. I'm glad I came, I'm glad the people who matter the most are helping us. Maybe they can really make a difference, maybe mummy, and Barbara, and poor Nicky will finally have some peace. I hope so. Take me back to bed, baby."
She swivelled her long legs off me, and as I stood, she grinned and held out her arms to me, so I picked her up and carried her back to our bed, setting her down gently and climbing up next to her. She smiled gently and pushed my hair out of my eyes and touched her forehead to mine, her eyes luminous in the dim glow from outside.
"Make love to me, Bobby, make babies in me. Nicky and Ashley are so happy, they have such a beautiful baby, that's all I want for us; to be that happy, with your baby growing inside me. I know Yaz feels the same way; she and Rick have been ready for a while now, and now coming here and meeting our family has finally made it all come together for both of us. I'm in love with you, I think I have been from the moment I met you, and I know you love me the same way; all I want is a life and family with you, so make me happy, Bobby, make a baby with me!"
My heart leaped as I listened to her, things I hadn't understood, or didn't know how to express, suddenly becoming clear as day; I wanted so much to have a family with this beautiful girl. I loved her so much it was a deep and abiding ache inside me, but a sweet and infinitely bearable ache, one I would gladly carry for all the days of my life. I wanted to make babies with her; I was ready to begin a family of my own, and to hear her say it unlocked all those things inside me.
Shari must have seen my thoughts and my resolution in my eyes, her smile telling me just how close and in-tune she really was with me. She sat and untied the sash of her brief robe, letting it fall away from her beautiful, lithe body. As always, the sight of her nakedness primed me as nothing else could, a fact she took note of as her small hand encircled my suddenly bone-hard cock.
"Are you really ready for this baby?" she whispered, and I replied with a soft barrage of kisses on her lips, her eyes, and her elegant neck. She pressed me back slightly as she looked deeply into my eyes.
"Tell me, baby, because this is my fertile time, and I've been off the pill for a while now, so you need to tell me now whether you're ready to go wherever this takes us!"
I squeezed her delightful little bum as I pulled her closer to me.
"Shari, all I want is to make babies with you, tonight; you're all I want, you're all I'll ever want, you, and our babies. I'm more than ready, I have been for a while now, I just never realised it until just now. I know I asked you before, but now I'm asking formally, the way I should have; will you marry me?"
Shari grinned and pecked me lightly on the lips.
"Of course I will, I've been waiting for you to ask me properly for ages! Now make me happy, Bobby, make love to me, make a baby in me!"
All the while we'd been speaking, she'd been gently pumping me, making my already painfully erect cock throb even more urgently. As we kissed, she pulled me over her, her smooth thighs parting as I slid between them and positioned myself. Once more, she checked my eyes, then nodded as I slowly pushed forward, feeling the delicious wet heat and succulence, and hearing her gasp as I slid all the way into her, her hips coming up to meet mine as I pumped into her. Back and forth we went, our hips in perfect synchronization as we fucked, my cock never feeling so hard and rigid as it did right now. Faster and faster we went, faint gasps and soft moans escaping both of us as we approached our mutual climax, the agony of holding back as her pussy squeezed and massaged me matched by the love and intensity of our kisses as we held each other close while we coupled.
At last, it was too much; Shari gave a loud hissing moan as her pussy clamped down on me, holding me tight inside her. The pressure set me off, and I swear I felt my cock-head swell inside her as what felt like endless pulses of spunk jetted out of me and deep into her, bathing her womb and cervix in my seed. My eyesight dimmed and blurred with the intensity of my orgasm, and my ears popped, only distantly hearing Shari scream as her orgasm gathered and roared through her again at the feel of me pumping hot spunk into her fertile depths.
We made love three more times that night; I couldn't get enough of Shari, and she seemed to feel the same, and so we spent the remainder of the night enfolded and entwined with each other, unable to stop taking our pleasure of each other, the urge to make our baby overpowering and all-consuming. We finally fell asleep, exhausted, in the grey pre-dawn light, satisfied, sated, and hoping that we'd fulfilled our promise to each other.
*
The progress of the case was agonizingly slow; wheels turned within wheels as our two governments fought and argued and wrangled over the legal niceties; in effect, debating over the true meaning of a peach, until eventually we decided that we'd spent enough time lotus-eating, and it was time to get our own lives back on track. David promised to keep us updated, and Nicky and Ashley promised to come and see us soon, so, with much crying and hugging, we returned to England to wait for things to resolve themselves.
It took almost three months for the British Government to stop procrastinating and comply with the request made by the FBI. The Home Office pathologist's report into the post-mortem was incomprehensible, and, according to Doctor Nixon, so hopelessly botched that it provided no credible evidence one way or another. The photographs taken at the scene were something else; the bruises and cuts covering her body were apparent to all, yet had somehow completely failed to be mentioned in the Post-Mortem report. According to Mike Walker, the pathologist concerned had been suspended pending a competency hearing, and an investigation into his connection, if any, with Brian Davis.
Other things had also happened. Shari was pregnant, as was Yaz; suddenly our family was breaking out in babies, a new generation to teach about their grandmothers, and bring-up with all the love that had been missing from our lives.
Time dragged on, and just as we were beginning to doubt that anything could be done, the Cumbria Police Forensics Unit sent the evidence gathered from Barbara's supposed suicide. After a tense wait of almost two weeks, we got a call from Nicky, asking us to come home, the case had taken several turns in our favour, and we needed to be there, especially Yaz and Shari. We still had our visas, so it was a simple matter to get flights, and two days later we were meeting Special Agent Walker at his office in town.
When we'd assembled and taken our seats, Mike Walker began to speak.
"In my official capacity as Special Agent in charge of this case, to wit, the investigations into the death of Barbara Morrison Davis, I have to inform you that the Forensic DNA tests, using evidence provided by our police colleagues in England, have provided a positive and conclusive result. The rope that was allegedly used by Mrs. Davis to commit suicide has been found to contain epithelial cells of the person who knotted the rope. Those cells have been matched 99.9999%, with a sample taken from Brian Robert Davis. The laboratory has confirmed there is a probability of better than 1 billion to one against any other member of the human race having tied that rope and left those cells. Other physical evidence also points to a second party having first immobilised Mrs. Davis before knotting the rope in a manner intended to convey to others that she had in fact done it herself. We have therefore formally requested that the United States Department of Justice bring Brian Robert Davis to trial on charges of murder in the First Degree."
I realised I'd been holding my breath, only breathing out as I gradually comprehended what he was saying; they were putting that bastard back on trial, they were going to try him for murder!



Special Agent Walker wasn't finished.
"Ordinarily, a murder committed outside United States jurisdiction is considered a matter for the local authorities to deal with, but in this case a Federal judge has ruled that, since your mother was killed by Brian Davis in furtherance of his crimes against America, it would have formed part of the original indictment against him if the evidence had been made available at the time of his original trial. The British authorities have raised no objections, other than the usual, to him being tried under a Federal Indictment for First Degree murder in the commission of crimes against America. Without your help, we would never have been able to bring this about, thank you all for your invaluable help and assistance. The trial will be held as speedily as possible, but it won't be soon; the Federal courts have a long backlog of cases, but I will do my best to keep you updated as and when anything new comes up."
As it happens, that bastard never got to trial; a week later, on the advice of his attorney, he pleaded-out, admitting his guilt for a technical reduction of his sentence. We were in court to watch the bastard allocute to his crimes, listening as he described in sickening detail what he'd done to our mother, and why. Part of his plea-bargain was that he give explicit details, which he did, with no hint of emotion, no signs of remorse, nothing; he could have been reading a laundry-list for all the expression in his voice or on his face. The bastard never once looked at us as we sat there, all his children in a row, all of us there to watch his final downfall.
At the end of his speech, the Federal Prosecutor confirmed to the judge the terms of the deal that had been struck; that Brian Davis would receive a sentence of 30 years to life for the murder of Barbara Morrison Davis. The judge noted the plea for the court record, and then informed that ...creature that he would serve the term consecutively to his current sentence, ensuring that there was no possibility of him ever leaving prison alive. It was a fit sentence, and a victory for us; at last, justice had been done, that bastard had admitted in open court what he had done, and had been convicted and sentenced for his acts. Now our mother could rest, her "suicide" wiped from the record, and her last resting place could be blessed, something she would have wanted.
We filed out of court in silence; there was no rejoicing, this wasn't something to celebrate, but it was a day to remember; we had seen justice done, and I was content. We had seen and heard that bastard admit his guilt, and really speaking, I had no issues with the sentence; Brian Davis was in his late fifties, he still had almost 40 years to serve on his original sentence, with no possibility of parole, now he had an additional 30 years, sealing his fate, and he'd be doing it from a hole in the ground far from any contact with the rest of the human race. Time was going to drag heavily for him, perhaps he'd take that time and reflect on what he'd done, although that was probably not very likely; people like my father don't feel guilt; if they did, they wouldn't do the things they did. He'd taken a life, and caused the end of another, he'd ruined lives and almost destroyed his children, he'd hurt and damaged us, and caused unspeakable suffering. Now he'd waste his life away in a hole, a forgotten, pathetic relic of a time best forgotten too.
Nicky had been right, and so had Ashley; the mills of God had ground him fine, and found nothing worth saving; he had bought and paid for the fate that awaited him, and there was no-one left who could or would mourn him. I, however, was paradoxically glad that New York had no death penalty; I didn't want his death on my conscience, or that of any other member of my family; that his crimes had condemned him to a tiny cubicle 80 feet underground for the rest of his life was entirely his own doing, and it was justice enough for me.
A month later, a Requiem Mass was said for my mother at our local catholic church in Carlisle, where the stigma of suicide was removed from her and she was rejoined with the Catholic Church.
Afterwards, a short, but profoundly moving service was held at her grave-side, where our mother's grave was formally consecrated in accordance with her beliefs, and the proper prayers of her faith said over her for the repose of her soul. All of the family was there to say goodbye to our mother, and pray for her to be at peace at last.
Poor Nicky is still at war with himself over her death, but I think the service gave him some of that peace and closure he so desperately needed, and he has Ashley to help him, and mum, and all of us who played their part in giving our mother peace at last.
*
Two years have passed since the events described above, two full, satisfying years. Shari and I have a little girl now, Ayesha, named after her mother, and the spitting image of Shari. Rick and Yasmin have a little boy named David. We also have another one on the way, as does Yaz, only both girls are having boys this time.
Nicky and Ashley spend several weeks a year with us, as do Judy and Leon; Shari and I feel very strongly that maintaining close family links is the most important thing we can do for our extended family, so every summer, Nicky, Ashley, little Barbara, and their youngest, Judy, the baby of the family, try and spend at least a couple of weeks in England, and we return the favour over Thanksgiving or the Christmas holidays. The house is always alive with conversation, and the sound of children playing, something I think Barbara would have appreciated.
I know she's still with us, though, and it's not just supposition; I know, believe me.
This summer just gone, everyone was here, Nicky and Ashley and their kids, Judy, mum, step-dad David, and of course, my little sister by adoption, Rachel. I was sitting in the family room catching my breath after chasing kids all over the house, with Rachel sitting on me watching the Disney channel on the big plasma in there. Everyone else was in the kitchen, talking and drinking coffee while they got the things ready for the barbecue we'd planned. I was just dropping-off, hoping to catch a little snooze before the barbecue, when Rachel clambered off me and disappeared. In my half-asleep state I heard her laughing and talking in the dining-room. I paid it no mind, settling down to try and recapture my snooze, when she climbed back onto my lap and shook me awake the way she usually did; by pulling my bottom lip and making my head nod.
"What? Don't do that Rachel, please!" I mumbled, so she thumped me on the chest.
"Wake up, Bobby, wake up!" she pestered, so I cocked an eye at her.
"What's the matter, Rachel, I'm tired?" I grumbled, unable to even think about sleeping while she bounced on my stomach.
"I got something for you Bobby, look!"
I opened my eyes, and stared in shock. She was wearing Barbara's charm bracelet, dangling it from her wrist.
"Where...where did you get that, Baby?" I asked her, and she grinned her gap-toothed smile at me.
"The nice lady gave it to me!" she giggled, taking it off and dangling it in front of me, admiring all the tiny charms and medallions depending from it.
"What 'nice lady'?" I whispered, and she squirmed around and pointed at Barbara's picture on the mantelpiece.
"Her! She told me to give it to you, and I had to tell you something, too; she said that she loved you, and Ricky, and Little Saint Nick, and all the babies, and me too! She was nice! Is she your mommy? She looks like you! Who's Little Saint Nick?"
I asked Rachel to go and get Nicky and Rick, and waited until she came back in, towing both of them behind her. Nicky grinned at me as he picked up his littlest sister.
"What's up, Bobby? Rachel said you want to talk to us."
I held up the bracelet, Nicky's eyes widening as he saw it, as did Rick's.
"Rachel, tell Nicky what you just told me." I urged, so she did, pointing at the photograph when I asked her who the lady was. Nicky's eyes filled as he held the bracelet, then he smiled as he picked up and kissed the little girl.
"You're so lucky, baby-girl, so, so lucky. That lady is the loveliest lady in the world, and she came a long, long way to see you, so you must always keep that safe, OK?"
Rachel nodded, reaching out to rub at Nicky's eyes.
"Don't cry Nicky, you're a big boy!" as she hugged him, then kissed him on the tip of his nose.
"The nice lady said I had to give you that!" she giggled, and Nicky grinned back, hoisting her higher as we made our way into the cool kitchen, where our family waited for us.
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*****
Thoughts and small musings from the mind of Lara Elliot aged 19 (and a little bit).
So now I've finally got Finn exactly where I've wanted him for lo these many moons now; poor Finny, I had to lie and lie, and then lie some more to get him here, but he's such a sweetie under all that stupid rugby-player stoic machismo, and I believe he was worth the wait. The look on his sweet face when I sauntered in dressed like the last slut in the box was priceless, as was that gigantic boner I saw sprout like magic down there!
When I backed into that thing and wedged it in the crack of my bum, it was the culmination of months of plotting how to get my hands on it (OK, but you know what I mean...), especially after I saw him hosing down after tossing himself off and calling my name. I suppose at that point I could have just dashed into his room bare-arse naked and climbed-on, and possibly saved a lot of time and effort and just plain arsing around, but I didn't want to scare him off; for some reason, I seemed to make him jumpy, can't think why...
To backtrack a little, it's been a hot summer so far, and seeing him every day, casually lounging around in baggy sweatshirts and wearing tight sports shorts, with his solid, muscular bum, those long, he-man legs, and that thing of his jiggling around in there like a rabbit bungee-jumping in a pillowcase was almost too much to bear.
Finally, on one never to be forgotten day, my friends and I were lounging around watching TV and talking about boys, and sex, and the likelihood of getting any in a town where most of the boys seemed to be rejects from some secret genetic-engineering programme, and Finny walked into the room pulling off his sweatshirt and asking about mum; I don't think he realised we were there, but when he pulled that thing off, the room went silent as six foot of bare-chested, sculpted, golden-brown beefcake wearing just tight rugby shorts hit centre-stage.
Poor Finny suddenly realised I wasn't alone, with all those girls suddenly crossing their legs and staring puppy-eyed at him; he just reddened, poor lamb, he really was so embarrassed, and I couldn't figure out why; after all, what's so embarrassing about being ogled by a room full of pretty girls enveloped in a mist of Oestrogen and struck down with a sudden case of sticky knickers? He beat a hasty retreat, but not before I'd copped a proper eyeful of my very own household man-candy, and that was when I began plotting in earnest to get him all naked and sweaty.
My best friend Haley knew what I wanted and how I felt, and suggested I decoy him into the nearest patch of woodland, yank his pants down, and stretch my throat with that beautiful, manly piece of male architecture, but there were other parts of me I wanted stretched first. I wanted to look into his eyes and suck his tongue, and nibble his lips while he fed his pocket python into my juice-box, so that plan was nixed; it's still a good idea, though; when we get home I shall definitely be decoying him into the woods to give it a try, suitably modified by whatever else I learn or come across this weekend, of course.
Poor Haley, she's wanted so hard to sample Finn for so long; she's petite, blonde, blue-eyed, sexy, and shapely, with an extravagant set of knockers; in fact she's everything a guy's supposed to want, and she worked it good. The girl was incorrigible; she'd sit there talking to me while Finny lounged in a chair reading, with her eyes fixed on his crotch.
Every time he looked up, she'd wink and lick her lips; she couldn't have been more obvious if she stripped off and sat on his face during a lull in the conversation, and STILL Finny just looked right through her; cue one crushed blonde wannabe mattress-tester.
All my other mates also began relentlessly throwing themselves at him, to fall at the first fence, and then calling me a hateful bitch for poisoning his mind against them and keeping Mr. Incredible all to myself...
I, on the other hand, was beginning to think my beautiful brother was gay, or an android, or just cursed with a low (make that 'subterranean') sex-drive; he seemed to have no interest in girls, or sex, or me and my prominent nipples, just his studies and rugby, and I made increasingly bizarre and probably unworkable schemes to get my pussy in his face to see if he'd take a bite (or at least a tentative lick...)
Then one day I noticed him noticing me; Bingo! Finally all those subtle (and pretty bloody blatant!) flashes of my bum, and swanning around in skin-tight, nipple-enhancing slut-wear seemed to be paying-off. And still the silly bastard did nothing about it! Try as I might to get him steamed-up, the more I tried, the less he looked!
I honestly started to believe I was just kidding myself and reading more into it than was actually there; after all, he's my big brother, maybe he actually took the "look but don't touch" rule seriously, the silly arse, because I was practically blowing a trombone and waving a "Come And Get It" flag, which is definitely NOT like me at all; but then, this is Finny we're talking about here; allowances must be made...
Anyway, long story short, while I'm not proud of the way I lied to him, and deceived him, and manipulated him to come here with me, I'm fucking ecstatic at the way it turned out; Finny, sweet, gorgeous, hottie man-tottie Finny turned out to have the sex-drive of a herd of prize goats; he was saving it all up for me, and exceeded all my expectations by giving me a seeing-to that should go down in the record books as a night to fucking remember, because I always will. It was a true Spunk-a-thon that almost left me permanently bow-legged, with my pussy irrevocably moulded into the shape of his cock!
Darling Finny's promised to give my arse a good stretch, something else that's making me sing and quiver inside; ever since I accidentally walked in on my roommate and her boyfriend with his knob rammed up her greasy bum I've wanted to try it (with Finn, of course, no-one else is going there, ever...) and tonight's the night. I'm getting some shut-eye now; there's this banquet thingy to attend tonight, and I have an outfit guaranteed to give a gatepost a hard-on. I only hope I last the night...
*****
PART 3: THE FIRST NIGHT
The sound of a gentle, regular chiming dragged Finn back from a dream of Lara, in bed with him, her eyes tightly closed and her lips parted as he held her legs wide open and pounded his straining cock into her tight anus, her head whipping from side to side as he pummelled her. As he came awake, he saw that part of the dream, at least, was true; Lara was indeed in bed with him, fast asleep and delightfully naked, her leg thrown over his and her damp pussy lips rubbing tantalisingly against the slick, glossy head of his steel-hard erection, while her deliciously taut little nipples poked solidly into his chest.
She looked delicious, vulnerable, and devastatingly sexy; in fact, in the perfect position for a good, old-fashioned wake-up fuck! He grinned to himself as he gently squeezed and fondled her buttock, simultaneously licking her lips as he rubbed his chest against her nipples, hoping to make her push back against him in her sleep.
"Don't start, Finny, the mixer and banquet's in half an hour!" she yawned, pulling herself closer to him and kissing him lightly on the base of his throat.
"Shower time, Finn, and I mean just a shower, so put that thing away! You promised me a good seeing-to later, so whatever you've got cooking there, put it on the back burner, you're going to need it! Come on, baby, do my back...and ONLY my back!"
Lara rolled away from him, and squeaked in surprise as he rolled her back and kissed her lustfully, her lips stiff against his for a couple of seconds before melting as she kissed him back. They kissed for a minute or so, tongues darting inside each other's mouths, hands rubbing, touching, holding and squeezing, before Lara broke away with a giggle.
"That wasn't fair, you caught me by surprise! Now, up, Finny, we're guests here, and our hosts have asked us to attend; we have a duty to our hosts, it's the least we can do, and that also includes not being late. Now come on!"
Finn grinned, and let her tug him off the bed and into the shower, where he scrupulously kept his hands to himself, except when doing her back, as she'd requested. However, Lara refused point-blank his offer to help her dry-off.
"It's perfectly OK, Finny; I've been doing it since I was small, I know what to do!" she dimpled, smiling at his resigned look.
"Later, baby, I promise, let's just get this mixer thing out of the way, then we can come back here and you can hump me bowlegged if you can manage it, but right now, we have a party to attend, so hurry up and dry yourself off, I have things I need to do!"
Finn had to give his erection a serious talking-to; Lara was just over there, she was jiggling and quivering most fetchingly, and right now Little-Head wanted her so badly it was almost a physical pain.
After five minutes of thinking the un-sexiest thoughts he could, with no visible results, he gave a resigned sigh, switched the shower to 'Cold' and stepped in. That did the trick; two minutes of high-pressure icy needles on his groin deflated him and took his mind rather effectively off his sister with all her lovely bits quivering and jiggling in the other room.
Finn stepped out of the shower room shivering and gasping, his head clear at last, and proceeded to towel-off, making sure he kept his back to his sister or his head turned away at all times; he didn't fancy going through that all over again.
"I've laid out what you're wearing tonight, Finny!" she called out. "There was a garment-case here in the closet with your name on it, so I assume it's what you're supposed to wear tonight. I can't wait to see you in it!"
Finn turned to speak to her, but she'd already disappeared back into the small dressing room/closet to finish getting dressed. He padded over to the bed and picked up a fine, white silk duellist's shirt, complete with lace ruffles at the throat and trailing lace cuffs, together with a pair of light, stretchy breeches, like black jodhpurs, and a red satin sash. He looked at them incredulously.
"Sissy, there's been some kind of mistake! I can't wear this...fancy dress outfit; have you actually looked at it? All that's missing is the eye-patch and a fucking parrot! If I put this pansy-suit on, they'll take away my Guy-Card and I'll have to start ovulating!"
Lara poked her head out from the dressing room and grinned at him.
"It'll look great on you, Finny, dead romantic, just put it on; they obviously expect you to wear it, otherwise why did they have it here for you? Look, there's even a pair of boots to go with it. Honestly, you wear a lot less on the rugby pitch, and there's only twenty-nine other men there, all dressed in those spray-on shirts and shorts. At least here there's a whole bunch of girls to ogle you in that outfit, so quit moaning, baby, you'll look dead sexy, I promise you!"
Muttering, Finn slipped into the clothes provided. He looked in the dressing mirror, noting that every single muscle in his long legs were clearly outlined and highlighted, as well as the embarrassingly clear outline of his cock.
"Great, I look like the first course at a gay gang-bang..." he mused, wondering if any of the other guys there were going to be dressed as stupidly as he was. He slipped on the shiny knee-boots, almost like English riding boots, but soft and supple, with a top-brand designer name label. He wondered briefly how they knew his shoe size, then forgot about it as he caught his reflection in the mirror, and groaned aloud.
"Oh God, Sissy, I can't ponce around in this get-up! Look at me; please don't make me wear this clobber, I look like Zorro's gay brother, the one they don't talk about! Now I'm worried just what they expect from me tonight, because I tell you, wearing this get-up, I'll be bloody lucky if I get away without a Size 15 arsehole by the end of the night!"
Lara poked her head out again, and gasped softly; the full-sleeved white silk shirt flowed and billowed around him like an 18th century duellist. The waist sash emphasised his slim waist and hips, with the skin-tight breeches and knee-boots completing the illusion; all he needed was a cup-hilted rapier and he'd look like he'd just stepped out of the pages of a Dumas novel, poised to fight the evil Cardinal's guard for the honour of his lady. The bulge of his cock, coiled up at the apex of his thighs like a sleeping python, made her breath catch as she silently ogled him.
"God, he's gorgeous!" she thought to herself, happily drinking in the sight of her hot brother, eventually realising he was blushing, actually blushing, at her frank scrutiny. She quickly replayed what he'd just said, and smiled reassuringly at him.
"Finny, you look great, all sexy and romantic, like Lord Darcy about to seduce the chambermaids; now I wish we didn't have to go to this damned banquet; in that get-up, I feel like attacking you myself!"
Finn grinned, in spite of his misgivings, looking at himself in the mirror and trying to find an angle where he didn't look like one of the Village People... The chorus from Adam & The Ants "Stand & Deliver" echoing in his head, the bit about '...I'm the dandy Highwayman...' seeming particularly appropriate.
Eventually he gave up, and could only hope that the dining room, or wherever this mixer was happening, was dimly lit, or that every other guy had to wear the same ridiculous fancy-dress outfit; then at least they could all look like a pack of complete twerps together; misery loves company, after all.
Lara stepped out of the dressing room and posed for him.
"Taah-daah! How do I look Finny?" she smiled nervously.
Finn's jaw nearly smacked the floor as his cock lurched. She was wearing a sheer, one-piece black body stocking, a faint floral pattern worked into the weave, but it was still so sheer as to be entirely transparent. The material clung to every curve and contour, her bobbing breasts and nipples clearly visible. The stretchy material formed a perfect 'camel-toe' around her pussy, parting and clearly outlining her labia. When she turned for him to see all of her, he could see the material clinging lovingly to every curve and crease of her buttocks as they quivered and jiggled, the material even swooping into the cleft between her cheeks, further highlighting her spectacularly sexy bottom.
Even though she was covered from neck to ankle, she nevertheless managed to look more naked than if she'd just been nude, and infinitely more enticing; the material of the body stocking clung like a second skin, covering her completely yet concealing nothing, leaving absolutely nothing to the imagination. Black stilettos with teetering 5-inch heels filled-out the ensemble, making her legs look impossibly long and alluring.
To complete the look, she'd applied bright crimson lipstick, and had rimmed her eyes with some kind of deep black mascara. The total effect was stunning.
Lara blushed when he said nothing, just stared at her, his eyes wide as he drank her in, with her midnight black hair piled up on her head with one long curl on each side, perfectly framing her beautiful face, and the sheer black body-stocking contrasting sharply with her glowing porcelain skin. Only her deep, cornflower-blue eyes and crimson lips relieved the otherwise monochrome look. On any other girl it might have looked stark, maybe even overdone, but with Lara's colouring it was the perfect look. Finn was bewitched.
"Fucking hell, Sissy, you look fucking amazing!" he murmured, "Let's not go to that stupid mixer. I'd rather stay in here and fuck you rigid!"
Lara smiled happily at his reaction, her eyes drawn to the large bulge at his crotch, then regretfully tearing her eyes away.
"Me too, Finny, but we're guests here, so we have to do what the host wants. Don't worry; as soon as we can gracefully bow out, I'll race you back here, okay?"
Finn nodded, never once taking his eyes off her.
"It's a deal Sissy. I can't wait!"
Lara grinned, and pirouetted gracefully, like a dancer.
"You really like it? I got it from Ann Summers; I had to order it and hope it didn't arrive when mum was in; Christ knows what she'd have said if she knew I was ordering stuff from sex shops, probably disown me on the spot!"
"You look ...incredible, like...everything I ever dreamed of...God, you're beautiful, Sissy!" he breathed, his eyes riveted on her as her body bounced and quivered so enticingly, her stiff nipples almost tearing through the flimsy material as they strained against it.
"You don't look so bad yourself, stud!" she grinned, lightly running her hands over his chest.
"Don't do that, Sissy...just don't, not while I'm wearing these stupid things, not unless you want everyone to see the Elliot family jewels!" he grinned, Lara grinning back as she caught his glance at his clearly outlined cock.
"If you touch me again, I can't guarantee we'll get as far as the mixer, not with you looking like that!"
Lara turned and flirted her sexy little bottom at him, Finn nearly groaning at the sight of those two delightful globes bobbing and rubbing together under that body-stocking with just a faint whisper of material, almost deafening him with his heightened perception of her. Lara grinned, and took his hand.
"Let's go Finny, let's go and mix; the sooner we get this over with, the sooner we can get back her so you can shove that thing in me again!"
Finn laughed, some of the tension draining out of him, and followed her as she led him once more to the room where they'd all assembled that afternoon. He was pleased and relieved to see that all the other boys were wearing the same get-up as him; they all still studiously avoided each other's eyes, though.



The girls, though, were something else; each girl seemed to have scoured the sex shops and mail-order boutiques, procuring a whole array of heart-stopping outfits, ranging from the almost-modest like Lara's body-stocking, to frilly scraps of lace and dental-floss, outfits that would have been banned in a lap-dancing club, not so much concealing as highlighting every single salient point on their bodies.
Some of the boys were holding on to their sister's with a possessive, proprietary air, obviously determined to keep them close, and, considering what they were wearing, Finn wasn't in the least surprised; they all looked stunning, desirable, and truly fuckable. A few couples were even taking advantage of the dim lighting to make-out, and given the provocative way their sisters were dressed, Finn didn't blame them at all. He'd never before been surrounded by so much barely clad female flesh; what some of the girls were wearing for their brothers would hardly have made a bikini on Copacabana Beach, and the gallant male reflex was perilously near.
Lara watched him with a grin, seeing the agony on his face as he fought not to rise to the occasion, eventually taking pity on him. She pulled herself close, grinning as her eyes danced gleefully, and as he looked down at her in puzzlement, she nipped the base of his cock between her thumb and forefinger hard enough to make him grit his teeth and take his mind off everything except concentrating on not groaning at the sudden sharp pain.
"I thought you could use a helping hand!" she whispered, smiling innocently as he glared at her, the glare slowly turning to a sheepish grin.
"Yeah, you're right Sissy, thanks, that could have been embarrassing!" he whispered, his lips brushing her forehead; he daren't kiss her properly, or pain or not, he really would rise to the occasion, and he didn't think this was the time or place for that kind of display; at least, not yet.
Given what they were all wearing, though, Finn was starting to suspect some kind of orgy or sex-marathon was in the offing; if that was the case, he was taking Lara back to their room; he wasn't about to share her with anyone, not now, not ever, and if anyone even tried to make a pass at her, he was going to rip their arm off and beat them with the sticky end; Lara was his!
The double doors at the end of the room swung open, Evan and Sylvie standing there, but now their outfits were more in keeping with what the other guests were wearing. Sylvie was wearing a simple chiffon dress of late eighteenth-century design, long and flowing and gathered below her breasts, like the heroine in a period TV drama, although no actress would appear on television in such a sheer gown; she was naked underneath it, her erect nipples and coin-sized areolae, and her hairless labia clearly visible through the diaphanous garment. Her hair was styled in the classical revival style so popular during the Regency period, and she was wearing light embroidered slippers. Evan had on the same outfit as Finn and the other boys, and Finn noted that he was a powerfully built young man, almost as well-muscled as him. He gestured through the open doors.
"Ladies and gentlemen, if you please..."
People started filing into the next room, into what had obviously been a ballroom in days past, opulent to the point of dazzling. Long tables were placed along the back wall, laden with soft drinks and canapés, and there was even a large, ornate chocolate fountain. Finn piloted Lara over to one of the tables, and poured her a glass of sparkling mineral water, picking up a fruit juice for himself, and looked around. Everyone seemed to be slowly mixing and mingling, now that the initial embarrassment had passed. A couple of girls even tried to flirt with him, nothing meaningful, not with Lara standing there and smiling just a little too widely at them; just smiles and a pause to look him up and down.
Finn noticed a couple of the boys checking out Lara, and while he wasn't happy about how he thought the evening might end, no-one said or did anything inappropriate. If any ogling of Lara was being done, it was very discreet, for which he was grateful, although he had to admit, she was well worth more than a second look.
He didn't realise it, though, but his hand had strayed to her bottom, stroking her buttock gently, possessively, unconsciously signalling every male in the room that she was his exclusively. Lara in turn gently undulated and rubbed against him, her hand brushing his chest and stomach occasionally, signalling him that she accepted his ownership of her, and also telling the other girls there that he was hers.
Gradually, the atmosphere relaxed, and over the next hour or so Finn also relaxed enough to circulate and exchange pleasantries and laughing commiserations with some of the other boys who were also less than happy at what they were obliged to wear.
He found himself chatting to a group of the guys, all of them swapping stories and laughing at how their sisters had decoyed them there, and their reaction when they'd been told why they were there. Lara and a bevy of girls laughed and giggled some way away, no doubt boasting to each other just how they'd managed to fool their big brothers into accompanying them.
Other than his hand occasionally giving her bottom a gentle squeeze, he kept his hands off Lara; she'd already said she wanted him primed and fully-loaded when they got back to their room, so he kept his hands and his thoughts to himself as they circulated, finding the conversation and joking to have a calming effect. This warming up served to get everyone in the right mood for the banquet to come, and there was a lot of speculation as to what it would be like.
Eventually, at what Finn guessed was midnight, the double doors at the other end of the ballroom swung open, and a soft chime sounded.
"Ladies and gentlemen, dinner is served!" came a calm, cultured voice over a well-concealed sound-system, and the couples began filing, arm-in-arm or holding hands, into the long dining room glimpsed through the open doors. As they walked into the room, a girl with a basket of roses handed each of the boys a single long-stemmed rose, which they immediately gave to their sisters, receiving a kiss in return.
The long table in the dining room was even more opulently set than the tables in the atrium, ice sculptures, piles of fruit in extravagant silver baskets, and stunning summer flower and fresh greenery centrepieces very much in evidence. Evan took his place at the head of the table as each couple was shown to their seats by Sylvie, who then took her seat at the other end of the table. Once everyone was seated, and the whispered conversations had died away, Evan rose and smiled at everyone in turn.
"Ladies and gentlemen, my sisters and I thank you for all being here! Tonight Sylvie and I will be your hosts, and we would both like to once again welcome you to our home, and thank you for your gracious attendance here tonight. From what we've seen and heard so far, Sisterfest has been a great success, so please, the night is yours! Please eat, drink, enjoy yourselves, this is a party, and we have only the best for you! Our theme tonight is romance; old-fashioned, pure and simple romance; it is all about you and your lady; there are no limits, no rules except those of good manners and gentleness, so tonight let romance rule and your imagination have free rein! The ladies look absolutely ravishing, a fitting decoration for our summer gathering, so gentlemen, please, enjoy your dinner with your very own special lady!"
As he spoke, he paced along the length of the table, heads turning as he passed, his hands brushing companionably for fleeting seconds on shoulders as he spoke, finally stopping next to Sylvie, and when he finished speaking he bowed low to her, handing her a single rose before tilting her face up and pressing his lips to hers in a soft kiss.
That was obviously a signal, as a string quartet began playing elegant chamber music to accompany the meal, and a team of waiters now wheeled out trolleys and began serving out portions for the first course of the meal. Finn was dazzled by the type and quality of the expensive, elegant, and delicious food laid out before them, course after course; Vichyssoise, Moules Mariniers, Scottish lobster, salmon mousse, fillet of beef, roasted partridge, crème brouleé between courses, a dizzying whirl of deliciously sophisticated desserts, delicate and exotic. He tried to concentrate on the wonderful meal before him, but his head was full of Lara, how she looked, and what her nearness was doing to him.
All through the meal conversation had darted up and down the table, the couples on either side of them chatting with them about the food, the setting, the girls...and their plans for after the banquet, with Evan the perfect host, bantering and offering compliments to all the dinner guests, making sure the meal was to their liking, and ensuring everyone was enjoying themselves.
Although there were so many couples seated for dinner, Evan and his sister managed to convey the impression that this was a small, intimate dinner party for a select few friends. Even with his preoccupation with Lara, Finn still found time to chat and joke with the couples to either side and opposite them, laughing once again at how they'd been brought here and commenting on the food and the surroundings.
At times, Finn had felt the banquet was interminable, and they'd never get away; now, however, as the remains of the meal was cleared away, the atmosphere in the hall changed, the mood slowly going from festive to sultry. The music had changed: the chamber quartet had been replaced by a jazz combo, with a girl vocalist dressed in a skin-tight, black evening dress that swept the floor, complete with elbow length opera gloves, with her blonde hair teased-out into an extravagant bouffant, singing muted, torchy 1940's Cole Porter and Sammy Kahn ballads.
The lighting had gradually, imperceptibly dimmed, the lights no longer sparkling and reflecting vividly off the glasses and silverware. Now only the occasional highlight or flash of light from a crystal goblet could be seen as the subdued lighting cast the room in a much more intimate glow, suggesting firelight and cosiness, the perfect setting for romance and seduction. Now was the time for whispers and kisses, the suggestive dimness encouraging and enhancing intimacy. Finn pulled Lara closer, thinking he'd never seen her look so lovely as she did just then, but before they did anything more, he wanted to say something to her, something he thought he should have said a lot earlier.
"Sissy, I know we've...done things, and perhaps even gone past the point of no return, but before we go anywhere else I just wanted to say one thing."
Lara looked at him apprehensively, not sure where he was going; it didn't help that the way she bit her lip was the most appealing and erotic thing Finn had ever seen...
"What is it, baby, please, tell me Finny." she murmured.
Finn took her face in both hands and looked deep into her eyes.
"Sissy, everything we did, after all the stuff we did today, I just wanted you to know that I've wanted to do that with you for the longest time; I love you, Lara, and I think I always have. I can't think of a time when I didn't want you, and I can't see me ever not wanting you anymore. I don't know if you know where this night, this whole weekend is going, but if you want to call it a day, if you think we've gone too far, well, I need you to know that's alright with me, I'll take you home right now and we can forget this ever happened."
Lara looked at him levelly, her eyes sparkling with unshed tears.
"Finn Elliot, all I've ever wanted, for as long as I can remember, is you, period. I don't know where this weekend is going, and I don't care; as long as I'm with you nothing else matters. I love you Finny, and I'll never stop loving you!"
She grinned and reached out for him, pulling him closer for a soft but loving kiss, tender and romantic, not the frantic lip-judo of their earlier bouts of lovemaking. She pulled back to poke him lightly in the chest.
"And I never want to forget any of this; this is the day I finally got you for myself. I want this day burned into my memory forever! Am I forgiven for tricking you into coming here?"
Finn smiled as he brushed the two long strands of hair back from her face.
"There's nothing to forgive, Sissy. You can trick me like this every day for the rest of my life if it means I get to keep you for myself!"
Lara grinned and kissed him once more, putting even more into it than last time; when she finally broke their kiss, Finn felt more than slightly sandbagged. He glanced up and saw Evan and Sylvie watching him and Lara closely; when Finn looked at him, Evan grinned and nodded, then looked at Sylvie, who also nodded. Somewhat mystified at this, Finn turned his attention back to Lara.
The girl singer began another slow ballad, and Lara glanced at some of the other couples who were dancing close and smooching to the music, while the others lounged on love-seats arranged against the walls, holding and stroking each other as they watched the dancers, or enthusiastically making-out.
"Dance with me, Finny, you haven't danced with me since I was six, dance with me now, baby!" she murmured.
Finn was glad to oblige. The thought of holding his nubile sister close and kissing her some more was very appealing just then, so he led her out where some of the other couples were moving and swaying to the soft music. Finn was amazed at how well she moulded against him, as though designed for that very purpose; the feel of her softness as she moved to the music, the scent of her hair, her beautiful eyes as she gazed up at him, and finally the taste of her lips as he kissed her, the arousal he was feeling, all blended into a perfect moment he would remember for the rest of his life.
Lara was feeling it too; the closeness of her adored Finny, his simple declaration of love for her, and the way he held her, like he never meant to let her go. All these things told her in big letters that she and Finn were a couple, now and forever. Smiling at the thought, Lara once again pulled Finn's head down to kiss him.
"What was that for, baby?" he smiled, squeezing her gently.
"No reason Finny, except I love you!" she grinned back.
Finn pulled her closer to him, enjoying the feel of her against him, dancing with her for what seemed like hours, as the band played a selection of romantic standards. Finally, Lara reached up for him, pulling him down and kissing him, their lips locked together as she ground briefly against him, gasping at the iron-hard cock rubbing against her swelling, tender labia. She looked back up at him, seeing her need reflected in his eyes.
"I think this dinner's over for us; take me back to our room, Finny!" she husked, her throat suddenly dry. Finn looked around to see if he could spot their hosts, to thank them for the evening, and spotted Evan dancing with Sylvie, both of them lost in a deep kiss.
Evan looked up and smiled at him, as did Sylvie, who winked at him and made a small "nighty-night" gesture with her fingers. Evan grinned and nodded, before sliding his hand down to clasp his sister's pert, rounded buttock as they resumed their kiss, his other hand gently squeezing her breast as he rubbed his thumb over her nipple.
Finn took Lara's hand, leading her through the door and along the corridors to their room. As he turned to her after closing and locking the door, Lara was there, already peeling off the black body-stocking, her breasts quivering and dancing in her haste to pull it off.
"Naked, Finny, NOW!" she gritted, although it was unnecessary; he was already yanking off the lightweight garments, longing to free himself from the restrictive breeches. He'd thought he wanted her before, but that had been nothing to how he was feeling right now; now his need for her was gigantic, all consuming; Lara was the only thing in the world he wanted, and he wanted her right now!
As he pulled off the breeches, Lara landed in his arms, her moist slit rubbing against his erection as she ground against him.
"Oh Christ, baby, I want you so bad, just do it to me now, please Finny!" she groaned.
Finn sank to the deep, decadently soft carpet, pulling Lara down with him, to kiss her as his hands roamed over her nakedness, fingertips touching, probing, making her even hotter, pushing her arousal to almost fever-pitch. She broke their kiss to hold him motionless above her for a heartbeat, her eyes telling him what she wanted him to do. As her hips lifted to meet him, she guided his swollen, aching penis to the entrance to her pussy, her equally swollen labia slick with arousal and ready to receive him.
Finn groaned as his cock parted her slick labia and the damp heat and tightness of her pussy enfolded the tip of his throbbing hardness, then the sudden rush as he slid into her, the incredible sensation of her hot wetness surrounding him even as the pulsing contractions of her pussy squeezed and milked him.
Lara hissed in satisfaction as he slid into her, orgasm rising up and slamming into her almost immediately as her over-stimulated pussy finally received what it had desired most: Finn's iron-hard cock. Finn could barely hold back; the sight of his gorgeous sister in that play-suit, her nearness all evening, everything about her was chiming inside him, pushing him almost beyond his limits, and he had to fight to remain calm, to back away, to hold off the insistent climax building inside him. When Lara pulled him down to her and kissed him, her mouth hot and demanding, his self control evaporated.
Lara gasped, a guttural croaking sound as Finn jammed himself all the way inside her velvety warmth, his cock head swelling as his balls tightened, and with a powerful, muscular throb, spray after spray of spunk erupted from him, pouring into her in endless streams, the sweet agony of holding back all evening suddenly relieved as he filled her pussy with his cream.
Lara screamed , a high, wordless gasp as orgasm once more swelled and exploded inside her, taking away thought, and words, vision and hearing, the blood roaring in her ears as the most intense orgasm she'd ever experienced burned and flared through her. As she tightened around him, Finn felt his cock give another massive pulse as even more sperm exploded from him, painting her walls as he filled her, his own vision and hearing shutting down in the intensity of his climax.
The two of them lay together, hearts hammering as they recovered from the intensity of their mutual orgasm. Their lips and hands sought each other out even as they lay in their sweat, slumped on the carpet, kisses and caresses becoming more insistent as strength returned, and with the return of their strength came a renewed need for each other. Finn's mind was filled with the conversation he and Lara had had earlier; now he wanted to ram his hardness into his sister's tightest hole and flood her bowels with his spunk, to take this last part of his beautiful sister, as he had promised her earlier.
As they kissed, his fingers groped and plundered her, Lara willingly surrendering as his questing fingers roamed over and into her tight body; as he rubbed and caressed, teased and gently slid his fingers into her taut little bottom-hole, she squeezed and caressed his flagging cock, coaxing it back to thrumming readiness. She knew what was running through his mind right now; she was feeling and thinking the same things; a burning need filled her, an almost overwhelming desire to give herself to her darling Finny in such a depraved, exciting way.
She'd dreamed of it so many times, rubbing and fondling herself as she played in her dreams with her gorgeous brother, letting him do anything he wanted to her. Her mind was in such a whirl she could barely concentrate on what he was whispering as he kissed her hotly while he groped her, so great was her need to be taken in that wonderful way. All she wanted was to experience her darling Finn's big prick as he rammed it into her tender, puckered little arsehole and filled her with his steaming hot spunk.



With Lara, to think was to act, so she pulled away from her brother's loving, lustful caresses and clambered to her feet, giggling as yet more of his spunk ran out of her gaping pussy and down the insides of her thighs.
"Finny, you dirty, dirty boy!" she mock scolded him, "Look what you did to me, I'm all spunky, you naughty man!" she grinned, her eyes sparkling devilishly. Finn wasn't in the least fooled by her words, getting to his feet and pulling her to him by her pert little buttocks all in one move.
"Don't come the innocent, Sissy, you loved it!" he grinned, and Lara pulled his head down so she could kiss him.
"Of course I loved it, I never said I didn't!" she giggled into his mouth, then gasped as he slid his finger all the way into her tight anus all over again.
"I promised you I was going to fuck your arse tonight; get ready for a real bum-stretching!" he grinned happily, his eyes glinting with innocent lechery as he thrust his finger in and out of her. Lara writhed at the sensations swirling around inside her, need for him topmost in her mind. She kissed him as she wriggled against him, grinding once more against his rapidly erecting cock
"You filthy, dirty beast!" she giggled, "My mum warned me about boys like you! Now you've done all those nasty things to me, I suppose you want some more?"
Finn leered happily as he squeezed her bottom even harder, pulling her cheeks apart to make her gasp.
"You betcha! We haven't started even started yet, and the night is young! Come to bed, Sissy, you dirty girl, I want to play!"
Lara kissed him and led him back to the bed, watching as he climbed on and turned to her, an expectant grin on his face. Lara grinned back, rummaging in the bedside cabinet for a moment before finding what she wanted.
"I need to clean up a little, wait for me, Finny, I'll just be a minute!"
With that, she hurried into the bathroom, from where came the sound of the shower running briefly. A few minutes later she re-emerged, naked, her makeup restored, and a waft of floral shower soap surrounding her.
"I needed that, baby, now we can really play!" she grinned wickedly. Finn's already solid erection grew even more pronounced, almost painfully so, as his gorgeous naked sister climbed onto the bed next to him and planted her lips on his, taking hold of and squeezing his rigid cock as she did so.
Finn kissed her back even more urgently, his hands roaming over her, squeezing and pulling apart her taut buttocks, his fingers slipping into her pussy and sliding teasingly over her taut little pucker. Finn grinned as his fingers slipped easily into her anus, the little pucker slick with lubricant, more evidence that she wanted this as much as he did; good girl, she thought ahead!
At the thought of what they were preparing to do, his need to have her overcame any reservations or lingering doubts, and so he rolled her onto her front and positioned himself above her, his almost supernaturally hard cock brushing her labia. Lara gasped as he slid forward, slowly slipping himself back into her damp pussy, to pump in and out of her. Lara gasped and moaned as she pushed back against him, helping him slide deeper into her with every stroke. She reached behind her, blindly groping for his face. Finn captured her fingertips with his lips, making her smile even as she pushed herself backwards onto him.
"Jesus, baby, you're massive, I don't know how I got all that inside me!" she gasped.
Finn responded by nuzzling her neck as his hands slid around her torso and cupped her breasts, his fingers gently squeezing her taut nipples, wringing a groan from her. He slid back out of her and pulled her to her knees, then held her hips as he slowly pushed back in to her, savouring the feel of her heat enfolding him again.
"Ooooohhhhh God, yesss, like that, Finny, just like that!" moaned Lara, delightful sensations swirling and chiming through her as her brother's talented cock once more filled her completely. Finn was again enthralled at the sight of his cock pumping slowly between her round, delectable buttocks, the twin translucently pale globes gently bouncing and jiggling as he thrust into her.
As he pumped into the beautiful girl, his eyes were drawn to her pink little pucker, the tight creases of her tempting little anus slick with a layer of lube, calling to him. Almost without conscious thought he slid a finger into that tight ring, hearing her faint gasp as he pushed into her all the way to the second knuckle. He pumped her bum hole in time to the thrusting of his cock inside her pussy, enjoying her gasps and soft moans as he pleasured both holes, and then he spotted the tube of lubricant gel where Lara had left it on the bed.
Lara gasped in sudden loss as Finn pulled out of her completely, pulling her back on her haunches so she was leaning against him, her eyes closed as her chest rose and fell with her heavy breathing. Finn cupped her firm little breasts as he kissed and nibbled her shoulders and the back of her neck.
"Are you sure you're ready for the next part, baby-girl?" he murmured, feeling Lara squirm against his solid erection, feeling how hard and ready for her he was.
"Do it, Finny, I've wanted this for so long. Shove that big cock inside my bum; I want you to bugger me, baby; I want you to fuck my arse and fill me up!" she whispered, reaching behind to hold and squeeze him, making him groan softly.
"Just do it slowly, Finny, please, don't...don't go too hard, don't hurt me!" she murmured, and Finn pulled her against him, wrapping his arms around her, letting her know he'd never hurt her.
"If you want, we can do this another time, baby-girl; I don't want you to do this just because you think I want it; if you're scared, we can stop now; I don't need this!" he told her as he nuzzled her, kissing her neck, her earlobes, the side of her mouth as she turned toward him.
"Thank you baby, I know you mean that, but I really want to try this; all I could think about all night was you doing it to me like that. Love me like that, Finny, I really want you to!"
Finn turned her almost all the way round so he could kiss her properly, then picked up the tube of gel and spread a thick smear along his finger. Lara gasped and giggled as he rubbed the cold gel around her crinkled little anus, her giggles giving way to sighs as he slowly pushed the gel into her, sliding his finger in and out to spread it in a little, feeling her gradually relax enough for him to slide a second finger into her. Lara began to push back against him as he pumped two fingers into her, her breathing becoming quicker as her arousal climbed.
Now Finn gently urged her back onto all fours, spreading a last finger of lubricant around her anus before squeezing out a large smear and slowly spreading it around the head of his swollen cock. He could hardly contain himself; at last, he was going to live the dream; he was actually going to fuck his beautiful sister in her arse!
With the tip of his cock slathered in lube, he rose up on his knees and shuffled up behind her, positioning himself properly, and gently pushed the head of his cock against the tight creased pucker of his sister's creased little anus. Lara murmured apprehensively, and Finn stopped pushing immediately, concerned that he was hurting her.
"No, Finny, don't stop, please, just...slowly, please?" she murmured. Finn leaned forward and gently kissed her on her back, promising her again that he wouldn't hurt her.
Once again, he gently pressed the head of his cock against her anus, prodding at her with tiny movements, each little thrust slipping his swollen head incrementally further into her, listening to the little noises she made in response to his micro-thrusts, fully prepared to pull out at the first sign of distress.
As he pushed forward Lara began pushing back against him, forcing his head further into her with each push. The feel of her anal ring squeezing him was almost unbearable; with that came so many different, conflicting needs; he wanted to plunge into her, he wanted to stay still and savour the heat, he wanted to keep feeling the amazing compression as she slowly, slowly took him in, but most of all, he wanted to bury his cock in her depths and feel the heat of her anus as it squeezed and rippled along his entire length.
Lara seemed to be feeling the same things; she maintained a steady push back against him, and Finn, not knowing what else to do, pushed forward, until, suddenly, her ring relaxed and he slid all the way into her.
"Oooh God, Finny, slowly!" gulped Lara, her ring clamped tightly around the base of his cock, pushing back against him even as she begged him to go slower.
Finn was in a world of his own; he couldn't believe he was here, with Lara, the girl of his dreams, with his thick cock shoved all the way up inside her tightest hole. He looked down, seeing the glistening ring of her distended anus wrapped around his shaft, exactly as he'd always fantasised. That alone was almost enough to make him blow his load there and then, but he bit it back, determined to do to his sister what he'd promised: fuck her arse properly and fill her with his spunk.
He came back to the real world slowly, the sound of Lara mewling softly every time he moved slowly dragging him back to reality. As he started to withdraw from her, Lara gasped out loud, her ring tightening around him all over again.
"Oh God, yes, do that, that feels so good, yess Finny, oh my God, oh my God!" she stuttered as he slid nearly all the way out of her anus. For some reason, it was almost as difficult pulling out as it was going in, but Finn wasn't complaining; it felt fucking amazing! Lara seemed to agree, if the way she pushed back against him was any indication. As he slid back into her, the way a little easier now, Lara jerked and trembled at the feel of being filled so completely again.
Every time Finn withdrew and slid back in, Lara gasped and pushed herself harder against him, until they were pumping against each other, Finn pounding himself into her arse, and Lara flexing and jerking as incredible sensations roared and battered through her, emanating from her tight anus where Finn's thick cock was doing such a good job of fucking her almost senseless.
At last, feeling herself close, Lara reared up on her haunches, her arms going around Finn's neck, her hands on the back of his neck as she held herself against him, sliding her distended anal ring up and down on his pistoning cock.
Finn held her to him, his cupped hands holding her breasts as he thrust into her, with Lara pushing back against him as he jammed himself into her, wanting him to fuck her harder, faster, to ream her out; he could actually feel her wanting coming off her in waves, that low-grade telepathy siblings share on rare occasions for a few seconds telling him that what he was feeling from her was real.
Finn slid his arms down to wrap them around Lara's waist, urging her forward. As she leaned forward, her hands flat on the bed to support herself, her rear tilted up, squeezing his cock even tighter. Finn groaned as his cock hardened to an almost impossible degree as he pumped in and out of her tight hole, ramming into her in a frenzy of need.
Finn suddenly released her waist and urged her forward onto her stomach, following her down so now she was lying flat on her stomach as he reared up over her, his hands planted on the bed next to her as he pistoned his cock into her tightest hole. Lara could feel him speeding-up, telling her he was on his short strokes, and she was almost there herself, the act of her lovely brother laying her down and sodomizing her so perfectly almost overloading her already dazzled inner-self.
Finn froze with a deep, heart-felt groan of release; his pumping cock suddenly stilled inside her as jets of hot spunk once more burst from his pulsating cock, bathing her insides with his hot tribute.
That was enough to trigger her own release, and Lara screamed as orgasm flared and swept through her, her body shuddering and quaking with the force of it, her eyesight dimming and her ears popping as wave after wave of pleasure pulsed from her centre, bathing her entire body in their hot glow. She shook and trembled for long seconds, mewling with the intensity of her final release, her clawed hands digging into the bedclothes as she pushed her rump back at him, taking him fully into her depths as he filled her with his seed.
Lara froze, holding position for long seconds as aftershocks flared and rippled through her, her heart pounding even as her convulsing rectum rippled powerfully, milking every last drop of sperm from her brother's twitching, pulsating cock. At last she slumped back down on the bed, Finn's cock sliding out of her as she disengaged, even the act of pulling herself off him triggering yet more powerful aftershocks as orgasm once more spun and ricocheted through her.
Finn collapsed on the bed next to her, as winded as she, both of them too blown to do anything except lie together, gently touching and caressing each other until the world came back into focus.
At last, Finn raised his head and kissed her neck tenderly, his arms once more tightening around her as he hugged her to him.
"Oh Christ all-fucking-mighty, that was amazing!" he murmured, "I want to do that again with you, Sissy, that was the best thing I ever...I mean...oh Sissy, you were...Jesus, that was so good!"
Lara sighed and nestled back against her brother, pulling his arm more comfortably around her, enjoying his warmth and feeling safe and protected in the circle of his arm.
"Oh Finny, that was just...incredible...I never thought anything could be like that, it was just so...so wonderful! I love you so much, Finny!"
Finn nibbled her ear, making her shift and giggle, and his hands shifted slightly, to once more cup and squeeze her breasts.
"I love you too, Sissy, I'll never stop loving you; I want to keep on doing this with you forever! I don't care what mum thinks, or what she says; you're mine now, and I'm keeping you, so there!"
Lara reached up to stroke Finn's cheek.
"I don't think mum will have much to say, not now I know what she's been up to!"
Finn was intrigued by that cryptic statement, but too blown to follow it up; other things were on his mind just then.
"Come on, Sissy, shower-time!" he grinned, gently pinching her delectable bottom. Lara reached down and lightly dragged a fingernail along his scrotum, Finn gasping as she did so.
"Will you promise to do all my bits this time?" she smiled tiredly, and Finn gathered her in, kissing her even as he once more squeezed and jiggled her taut buttocks.
"I'll wash anything you want, as hard or as fast as you want it done, that's a promise, only come on; you're starting to doze, and we both really, really need a shower!"
After an enjoyable, relaxing hot shower, Finn and Lara retired to bed once again; Finn wasn't sure what the exact time was, but his internal clock told him it was long after four in the morning, and they barely had the energy to climb into bed, but when they did, they slept like dead things.
PART 4: THE SECOND DAY
Finn woke suddenly, unsure what it was that woke him. A small tremor from Lara, spooned against him, alerted him that something was wrong, and as he put his arm around her, she turned a tear-stained face to him. Finn was nonplussed; he hadn't seen her cry since she was a little girl, but he knew that something must be very wrong to upset her like this.
"What is it Sissy, why are you crying? Please don't cry baby; tell me what's wrong." he murmured. Lara looked up at him, confusion and guilt in her eyes, and suddenly he knew why she was crying.
"Finny, what have we done?" she blurted out, tears thick in her throat. "This was wrong, I was wrong, I was so, so wrong! I tricked you into coming here because I wanted this, and it's all my fault; you're my big brother, I'm not supposed to do this with you, I'm not supposed to seduce you like this, I'm so sorry, Finny, now I've gone and broken everything! Please don't hate me, Finny, please, I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I couldn't help it, I just...I wanted you so much, oh Finny...!"
Finn held her close; right now she didn't need a lover; this was big-brother time, the way it used to be long ago, before they'd grown apart. He held her close to his chest, letting his heartbeat soothe her, the way it did when they were younger and she'd come crying to him over something or other.
"Shh, don't cry, it's alright, Sissy, it's all alright, don't cry, baby-girl, shh!" he crooned softly, gently rubbing her back as she cried softly against him. "Everything's alright, Lara, I don't hate you, I'll never hate you; this is me, it's Finny, all I'll ever do is love you, remember? I promised you I'd love you forever, and I will, only you, Sissy, no-one else!"
But even as he calmed her, his own guilt began to churn inside him; supposing she was right? He was her older brother; he was supposed to look after her, not sleep with her, and certainly not do the things they'd already done. Maybe she was right to feel guilty, because right now all he could see was a yawning chasm of problems for them; of all their friends, would anyone accept them as a couple? What about mum and Uncle Mike? They would be mortified, they'd be tainted by what he and his sister had done; incest was illegal, people went to prison for that, so how could they keep this secret, or go back to living ordinary lives again? How could they live with an elephant this big in the room with them? Could he and Lara live as outcasts, cut off from their family and friends, their past, everything that made them who they were? Everything came with a price; how high a price would they have to pay for what they'd done?
He became aware of Lara's eyes on him, and with that came the certainty that she'd shared every one of his musings. As he looked into her eyes, over and above everything else, he was still aware of just how beautiful she was, tear-ravaged face or not. Her eyebrow quirked up and Finn answered the unvoiced question.
"Maybe you're right, Sissy, maybe this was all wrong; perhaps we should go, just get out of here and try and pretend this never happened?"
Lara leaned up on her elbow to look into his eyes, her beautiful eyes huge and luminous, and her expression set and serious.
"If I thought for one second you really mean that, Finn Elliot, I'd kill you myself! I'm allowed to have five minutes of cold-feet, and that's gone now; what I can't do is forget how I feel about you, or pretend I never loved you; don't ask me to do that, because it's just not possible! Everything that comes after this weekend, we'll handle, OK? I'm not letting you go, no matter what. I think we can have a life together, a good life; it's a gamble I'm willing to take. There are no real certainties in life, Finny, but I'm certain of one thing, from the top of my head to the tips of my toes; I love you, and I'll always love you; you belong to me, and I'm not giving you up; my life for you Finny, and only you!"
Finn felt his eyes pricking as Lara opened her heart for him, and gave up everything for him. It stunned and humbled him that she was willing to give up everything, her whole life, to be with him. She'd said things he didn't know how to say, stirring him inside, making him understand properly just who she was and what she meant to him, and what he meant to her.
She leaned closer and kissed him once, softly.
"I know I can't be your sister anymore; this whole "Sisterfest" thing has taken care of that; so that leaves two other choices; you can be my lover or my best friend. I already have a best friend, so I guess that leaves my lover, so that's what I choose!"
Finn looked closely at her, unsure how to describe his thoughts and fears for their future, if they even had one, but as he made to speak, Lara touched his lips, silencing him.



"Stop worrying Finny, and stop over-thinking things; once you finish uni, are you coming back to Ledbury?"
Finn shook his head emphatically; the thought of living out the rest of his life buried in the rural heart of Herefordshire, a paradise for expats from London instead felt like a particularly grim form of living death to him. Lara grinned at his expression.
"Neither am I, Finny. Once you graduate you'll find a job; hopefully it will be in London, or Birmingham, or maybe overseas; whichever it is, I'm coming with you; wherever we go there'll be no-one who knows who and what we are. As far as I'm concerned, this weekend is the start of a new life for me; I'm no longer Finn Elliot's little sister, I can't be, and you can't think of me that way anymore; now I'm your girlfriend, and one day, when I can figure out how, I'll be your wife, or as near as we can get. Satisfied?"
Finn's mind spun and teetered as he tried to catch his mental balance. Somehow, in a couple of well-thought out sentences, Lara had solved their problems, all except the biggest one: mum.
"You forgot one thing, Sissy. What happens when mum finds out and goes fucking fruit-loops at the pair of us? You know what she's like; she's going to go Terminator on me, then make you mop up the bloodstains!"
Lara grinned slyly.
"And that, my darling Finny, is where my secret weapon comes in; I know how to back mum off permanently, so long, auf weidersehen, adios muchachos, the end, period!"
Finn looked skeptical.
"Come on then, my spunky little sex-bunny, share, convince me!"
As he said it, something clicked in his head, something Lara had said earlier about their mother, something about what she'd been getting up to. He pulled Lara closer and kissed her on her nose.
"You said something about this earlier, last night, whatever, something about mum, wasn't it?"
Lara looked up at him, a sprite of mischief dancing in her eyes.
"I said that I doubted mum would have too much to say about what we're doing, because I know what she's been up to!"
Finn grinned a little unsurely.
"OK, now you've piqued my curiosity, so I'm going to bite; just what exactly has mum been up to?"
Lara pushed Finn until he rolled onto his back, immediately pulling herself closer so she was lying on his chest, her face a couple of inches from his.
"Well, Finny, I left the house a couple of weeks ago to run down to Haley's place and left mum alone in the house. I got half-way to Haley's when I realised I'd left a CD I'd promised her back in my room, so I went back to get it. When I got home, the back door was open, so I went in that way instead of using the front door, which was lucky; mum was on the phone in the hallway, talking to Uncle Mike."
Finn nodded, not seeing any wrong-doing here; Uncle Mike was their mother's older brother, so what?
Lara paused, her eyes dancing with suppressed glee.
Finn waited, until the suspense got to be too much.
"Well, so what? Get on with it, Lara, or let me up; I need some breakfast!"
Lara smacked him lightly on the chest, more a mild rebuke than any kind of assault.
"I'm coming to it Finny, give a girl a chance to tell the goss, this is really juicy!"
Finn grinned resignedly; when Lara was ready, she'd tell it in her own way, so he contented himself with squeezing and jiggling her bottom while gently scraping a fingernail along her crinkled little rosebud, making her wriggle against him..
"Cut it out, baby, I'm trying to tell you something!" she protested. "Anyway, as I was saying, mum was talking to Uncle Mike, but it was stuff I never thought I'd ever hear her say, ever; she was telling him how much he filled her up, and how sore her pussy was but how much she missed his big cock filling her up, and how she wished she could be with him right there and then so he could fuck her some more, and how she wanted to go there again soon so he could fuck her all weekend, stuff like that!"
Finn was open-mouthed in shock; mum? Uncle Mike? Oh my God! His head whirled as he tried to think of the two of them, his mother and her older brother, naked, doing...it, all weekend long. It was...it was...he didn't know what it was, but now, his mother's long weekends away at her brother's place in Oswestry, her cryptic telephone conversations with Mike, half words and silences, now it all made sense. As he thought about it, the corners of his mouth quirked up; no wonder she'd been in such a good mood lately!
Finn looked up at Lara, her grin mirroring his own.
"The dirty, randy cow!" he grinned, "All that stuff about helping Mike with his business, all that 'I'm staying over because we have so much to do...' bullshit, and all the time she's up there getting parked-up by her brother? Her and Mike, who'd have thought it! I can't believe it, I talked to her day before yesterday on the phone from Mike's place, she was telling me to pick some stuff up from the supermarket, and all the time Mike's hunched over her...oh God, that's an image I didn't need! Now we know why he always sounds so fucking hammered, she must be sucking him dry! I suppose that's one way to make a happy man very old...!"
Lara pealed laughter, partly at the images Finn had conjured up for her, partly at his reaction.
"There, so now you know, so when she gets up on her high-horse about you and me boinking ourselves comatose, there's the perfect counter-strike right there!"
Finn slid his hand down to gently cup her pussy as his other hand squeezed and fondled her firm little bum-cheeks.
"Speaking of boinking...!" he grinned, watching Lara as she grinned and slid up along him, turning slightly so she was now lying on top of him. Her lips caught his as her hand snaked down between them to hold and squeeze his rapidly erecting cock, and they kissed deeply, his fingers rubbing and caressing her pussy as her fingers encircled and squeezed his cock, jerking him to full hardness.
"What are you doing, you bad girl?" grinned Finn, "Don't you know what happens to bad girls who do nasty things like that?"
Lara paused what she was doing, leaning up to look into her brother's eyes, and deliberately squeezed and rubbed him even harder.
"Do they get their poochie's filled-up with their brother boyfriend's nasty, runny, sticky spunk?" she lisped, rubbing her stiff nipples across his chest. That did it for Finn; in one swift motion he rolled over, pinning her under him, holding her taut little bum cheeks as he slid between her thighs. Lara gasped as his thick cock hot-dogged her pussy lips, scraping gently across her clitoris and making sharp little zings of pleasure zip through her.
"Oh Finny, that's so nice, do that again!" she husked, so he obliged, gently sawing his cock back and forth across her swelling pussy.
Lara closed her eyes as he stimulated her clitoris with his cock, never once penetrating her, just frotting her perfectly. It was having its effect on him too; the sight of his gorgeous sister writhing naked underneath him, the heat and damp of her eager pussy sliding along the length of his cock, her soft gasping mewing sounds as she rubbed against his hardness, all these were trying to make him come, hard.
As he sawed back and forth, the hard bead of her clitoris rubbed against him, both of them gasping at the heightened sensation. It took all his will-power to hold back from just ramming himself into his sister's tight pussy and fucking her senseless.
Lara began to push more determinedly against him, rubbing herself against him as he rubbed against her, her eyes tight shut as she humped enthusiastically against him. Finally, she reached up, pulling Finn down to her, and as their lips met, she came in a rush of sweet-scented fluids, bathing Finn's cock and balls in her aromatic ejaculate.
That was too much for Finn, his hoarse shout of bliss mingling with her muted scream as orgasm overtook them both. Something convulsed deep inside him as a jet of semen burst from him to coat Lara's belly with a glaze of hot, creamy spunk, spurt after spurt pumping from him to paint her belly and pool in the dimple of her navel. Lara held and squeezed his cock, directing the spurts of semen, finally letting him go as he sank down beside her, a contented look on both their faces.
They turned to each other for a final kiss, Finn holding her to him as he once more kissed her the best way he knew how. When he let her go, Lara rolled onto her back, a slightly glazed expression on her face.
"I never knew you could kiss like that, baby, you can't escape now. You'll have to keep doing that to me forever!"
Finn rolled on his side to look into her eyes.
"OK, it's a deal, only..."
"What, what is it Finny?" asked a suddenly apprehensive Lara.
Finn grinned.
"Don't ask me to do that again right now, I'm nearly dead here, so please, please, can we go to breakfast, I need food!"
*
After a quick shower, they dressed, a little more conservatively this time; Finn in jeans and a polo shirt, and Lara in a tank top and tight shorts and a pair of gladiator sandals. As they were leaving the room, Lara grinned and pulled down her shorts at the back to show Finn she wasn't wearing any panties.
"Why the commando, Sissy, were you expecting any action at breakfast?" grinned Finn. Lara thumped him on his upper arm.
"No Finny, unless, of course, the mood takes you and just you can't resist me; just don't forget why I brought you here, though; this isn't a weekend mixer, you know; this is an advanced, intensive course in how to rampantly shag your little sister, only, I guess I'm not your sister anymore, am I? In any case, what we've done so far is just the entrée; I expect the main course later, stud-boy!"
Finn grinned at her forthrightness.
"Just what are you expecting then, fiancée of mine?"
Lara smiled back, her eyes sparkling at hearing what Finn had called her, pulling her tank-top tight so her nipples stuck out at him.
"Thank you for that, Sweetie! And today, surprise me, baby! All I want is earth-shaking, bed-breaking, window-rattling, monkey-fucking; I want to make noises only bats can hear, and I want to shift this place off its foundations, so put that inventive, dirty, over-sexed little mind of yours to work on it, stud-muffin. I expect to be hyper-fucked today! Just remember, I didn't bring you here to admire the bloody décor!"
Finn pulled her close and kissed her as he pushed her shorts down to the tops of her thighs, allowing him to fondle her firm, rounded little rump, squeezing and gently pulling apart the satiny globes, making her gasp as she kissed him back.
"I've got all the scenery I need right here! Love you Sissy!"
Lara ground gently against him as her hands slid inside his shirt to caress and squeeze his solid back muscles.
"And I love you too, Finny, never forget that; this weekend was supposed to make you mine, but you should know one thing; I was always yours..." she murmured into his neck as she nuzzled him.
Finn released her; appealing as Lara was right now, with her tight little shorts pulled down to her thighs and her shapely, sexy bottom available for him to squeeze and jiggle, the lions were roaring, and he needed food, so, reluctantly, he pulled her shorts back up and kissed her one last time.
"OK, Sissy, I'm done, I'll top-off your tank later, but now feed me, Pretty Lady!"
Lara led the way, following the tiny inset LED's on the walls blinking in time to her bracelet, along a corridor Finn hadn't seen yet, to another pair of double doors.
As they approached, the doors swung open into a large, airy, brightly lit atrium set up as a reasonable facsimile of an outdoor bistro, circular tables with centre umbrellas scattered randomly, with a long table along one wall filled to overflowing with food, hot and cold, to cater for every breakfast taste, and a coffee bar with a pair of Baristas ready to make any coffee requested.
Finn quickly filled two plates with toast, scrambled eggs, and sausages, and brought them back to the table where Lara was seated. As they ate, other couples at adjacent tables chatted with them, the room filled with the sound of conversation and laughter.
Finn noticed Evan and his two sisters circulating around the tables, stopping to chat and laugh with everyone, charming hosts seeing to their guest's needs. Lara tucked into her breakfast with a will, eventually sending Finn back to the buffet to bring her a selection of fruit, and as they talked about what had happened between them, Finn glanced up to see Evan grinning at them
"Finn, Lara, may I join you?"
Lara smiled and indicated an empty chair, Evan seating himself and smiling happily at them.
"First off, let me thank you for coming. I do hope you're enjoying yourselves?"
Finn was completely disarmed by his easy charm and relaxed manner, and smiled back, taking Lara's hand as he did so.
"We're having a great time, this is the most...unique party I've ever attended! Do you hold parties like this often?"
Evan smiled as he beckoned Robyn over.
"My sisters and I hold these several times a year, usually at special times of the year: Hallowe'en, Valentine's Day, New Year, that sort of thing, but this is the first mid-summer party; I think you'll agree, it seems to have been a great success so far."
Robyn joined them, plumping down onto Evan's lap and kissing his cheek as his arm curled around her waist. Like Lara, she was dressed casually, tiny shorts and a polo shirt, with simple tennis shoes to complete the outfit. She winked at Lara and grinned.
"My sister and I noticed you at dinner last night, Lara, you really are a stunner; perhaps you'd like to play with us later?"
Robyn giggled and batted her eyelids at Finn, who stared blankly, his mouth hanging open and his cheeks flaming. Robyn kissed her fingertip and grinned wickedly as she touched him on the lip with it.
"Your brother is just the sweetest, most darling thing, Lara, oooh I just want to bite him! Don't worry, Finny, we're not going to steal her away from you, or let anyone else play with her, but you can watch if you like!"
She leaned over and kissed him on the cheek.
"And if you ask nicely, we'll let you play with us as well!" she said in a loud stage whisper. Finn's cheeks burned all over again, looking helplessly at Lara, who was bursting with the effort of not laughing as Robyn teased him.
Evan pinched his sister's bottom, making her wriggle and grind herself against him.
"Leave him alone, Bobbi, let the poor man finish his breakfast!"
Robyn pouted, then blew Finn a kiss as she winked again at Lara.
"When you're ready, kids, the pool's open, come and join us! I bet we can think of something to do to pass the time; oooh, I can hardly wait!"
She shimmied as she smiled seductively and blew a kiss at Finn, who paled and then blushed scarlet all over again. Robyn laughed, a fresh, happy tinkle of amusement, then kissed Evan and jumped off his lap to begin circulating around the tables again. Finn wiped his forehead as Lara smiled fondly at him; Robyn had completely unnerved him, and he was deeply glad to be out of her cross-hairs.
Evan reached over and clapped Finn on the shoulder.
"Don't take too much notice of Robyn; she likes to keep people off-balance, but she's a sweet girl. She's right though; both my sisters noticed you last night, both of you, and we'd like to get together later with you for a little chat; we need to make some decisions soon, and I think the two of you might be able to help us there. Please keep this to yourselves for now, and someone will come and get you later."
He stood and smiled.
"For now, though, today is relaxation day after yesterday's...exertions, so please, mingle, relax, have fun, catch up on sleep if you need to. There's a formal dinner tonight, until then, my house is your house, please feel free to explore. Just follow the lights and you'll find something to entertain or amuse you, I'm sure. I have to go and mingle now, see you later! Oh, and the pool's right next door, perhaps when you've finished your breakfast we'll see you in there."
Evan left them to continue his duties as their host, circulating among the tables and talking with everyone.
Lara finished her breakfast and leaned over to kiss Finn lightly.
"Happy you came now, baby?" she whispered, giggling softly as Finn pulled her onto his lap and kissed her properly.
"I'm glad I came, really! The best thing you ever did was trick me into coming here; now I don't want to leave, I just want to play with you forever!"
Lara licked his lips and jumped upright, pulling him up as well.
"I want to see the pool, Finny, let's go!"
Finn took her hand and followed her through the doors Evan had indicated, and gasped. The pool was huge, a re-creation of a Caribbean beach, curved and overhung with palm trees and garlands of tropical flowers, and a fresh, warm breeze blew, carrying the scent of fresh tropical blooms. The light came from a collection of sun-lamps high overhead, giving a reasonable approximation of tropical sunlight. Dotted around the periphery of the 'beach' were sun-loungers, with one wall given over to a row of small wooden cabanas with thatched roofs, nestled against a backdrop of palm trees and thickly planted exotic vegetation. A wave machine completed the illusion, small waves breaking on the artificial shore with a low background splash and roar.
"Oh Finny, it's gorgeous!" exclaimed Lara, "I want to swim, come on, Finny, I'll race you, last one in gets bitten on the bum!"
Finn looked unsure.
"I'd love to, baby, but I don't have a bathing suit..." he began, then stopped dead as Lara peeled-off her top and shorts and began tugging at his polo shirt.
"Sissy, not here!" he hissed, trying to cover her up, but Lara just giggled, kissing him swiftly as she tugged at the hem of his shirt.
"Finny, you are so funny! Look around, I don't think anyone cares...!"
Sure enough, as he looked around, all the bathers and sun-worshippers were naked, girls lying prone while their brothers rubbed them down with tanning lotion, or else frolicking and tumbling in the waves, naked bodies glistening in the bright artificial sunlight.
Lara pulled a scrunchie off her wrist and caught her hair in a pony-tail before unbuttoning Finn's jeans as he pulled off his shirt. As he stepped out of his clothes and tossed them onto the nearest sun-lounger, Lara once again drank in the sight of him naked, his superb physique catching the eyes of several other girls as well. Lara grinned at that and slapped him on the backside.
"Oww, what was that for?" he grinned, and Lara grinned back as she pulled him down to her by his ears.
"Just reminding you who you're with, beefcake-boy!" she murmured, and took his hand. "C'mon, swim with me Finny; I want to play a little!"
They ran down the gently sloping 'beach' and dived in, finding the water slightly below body-temperature, cool enough to be refreshing and revitalizing, but warm enough to feel tropical. They played and gamboled, racing, splashing and dunking each other, eventually joining in a water fight with several other couples, each brother with his sister on his shoulders trying to topple every other girl off her perch.
Finn had no idea how long they played in the water, but eventually he managed to drag Lara out of the water and onto a sun-lounger with him, holding her close so they could talk, kiss and caress. All his sister's inhibitions about being naked in public seemed to have vanished, no doubt helped by the fact that everyone else was in the same state.
Finn was busily rubbing Lara down with sun-cream, and taking his time over it, and was just starting to wonder about lunch when a pair of doors opened and a large barbecue unit, with a whole pig roasting on a spit was wheeled out, with a second one following, this time with vegetables and pineapples grilling over the coals.



A man in a vivid Hawaiian shirt and Bermuda shorts expertly carved the roasted pig, and a team of pretty girls in slinky sarongs and bikini tops, with flower garlands on their heads and Lei's around their necks quickly circulated among all the loungers with trays of barbecued pork, bread, grilled fruit and vegetables, and chilled soft drinks, tall exotic concoctions full of tropical fruits. As the couples ate, the sound of a steel band began to play in the background, further enhancing the tropical feel.
Finn watched Lara as she ate, her eyes on the crisp pork rib in her fingers, her head bobbing in time to the music.
"Enjoying yourself, Sissy?" he finally asked her softly, and Lara smiled as she chewed and swallowed blissfully.
"This is the best time I've ever had, Finny; thank you for being here to share it with me!" she replied, grinning as Finn dabbed her chin where a trickle of sauce had found its way.
"You brought me here, baby-girl, so thank you, I'm having the best time of my life!" he grinned back, leaning over to kiss her. "When this party's over, I'll show you how grateful I am!"
Lara shivered delightedly, leaning closer to whisper in his ear;
"Are you going to stick that big thing in me again? I really should ask my brother, but I seem to have mislaid him; I guess it's alright!"
As she spoke she playfully nipped his ear and scratched his chest lightly with a fingernail, sending a thrill through him. Finn held her hand and pulled her closer for a proper kiss.
"When you're ready, and if you're up for it, we can borrow one of those little huts; people have been sneaking in and out of them all afternoon; I really doubt they were catching their breath or discussing world politics while they were in there!"
Lara looked at him for a couple of seconds, then put down the remains of her pork rib and licked her fingers.
"OK, I'm ready, let's do this! I've always wanted to be banged on a beach by you; what are you waiting for?" she grinned, reaching for his hand.
Trying not to look conspicuous, which was a little difficult with his rapidly inflating cock, they made their way to the line of Cabanas, working their way along until they found one that wasn't filled with the sounds of enthusiastic humping, then slipped inside and latched the door. Lara wrapped her arms around him as soon as he locked the door.
"Oh Finn, do you know what it felt like, seeing you naked all day and not touching? What a bloody torture, so come on Finny, you owe me for doing that to me!"
Finn picked her up and gently put her on the slatted bench/bed, its hard wooden surface softened with a thick futon-like cotton bed-roll and a pile of pillows. He nibbled her ear and squeezed her nipple lightly, listening to her little gasp of pleasure.
"Do you know what it's been like for ME, sitting there all morning trying desperately not to get a thundering hard-on every time I looked at you? Way I see it, you owe me for torturing me, so come on Sissy, time to pay up!"
Lara sat up and straddled him, rubbing her nipples against his chest as she licked his lips, his chin, and his ear.
"So that's how you see it, eh?" she whispered, "Tell you what, Finny, when I've finished with you, you can do what you like to me, deal?"
"Suits me!" he grinned, pulling her closer by her taut buttocks and trapping his now fully erect cock between them. Lara smiled minxily and began rubbing herself against him, up and down, rolling and squeezing his distended cock between their two bellies as she did so, gently biting along his jaw between kissing him, working him up to fever pitch.
As she worked him up, Finn squeezed and fondled her sexy little bottom, pulling the cheeks apart to hear her gasp and giggle before she went back to grinding against him, until he couldn't take any more.
With an inarticulate growl, Finn lifted her as though she was completely weightless and slid her onto his impossibly hard cock, Lara's eyes widening and her mouth opening in a soundless gasp as she was impaled on her brother's thick cock. Her eyes closed as she pulled herself tightly against him, pumping herself along his length as he held her, pushing up as she bore down, fucking his little sister as deeply as he could, and pushing his cock as far into her as it would fit.
Lara grinned and pushed him over on his back, following him down to kiss and bite his neck, his lips, while still pumping against him for all she was worth.
Her orgasm broke with a low growling sound from her, rising to a hoarse groan as once again sexual pleasure curled and eddied through her, all sense and rational thought blown away by the power of her orgasm as it swelled and ebbed, leaving her floating in a void filled with pure pleasure.
She came to her senses to see a worried-looking Finn looking strangely at her.
"Thought I'd lost you there for a second, Sissy, you went ...I dunno, somewhere else; are you okay baby-girl?"
Lara smiled happily at the look of concern on his face, feeling better than she had in a very long time indeed; her Finny loved her, she could see it plainly on his face, and all was right in her world.
"I'm fine, Finny, better than I've ever been; you took me to a new place, baby, and that's just one reason I won't ever let you go. I love you Finn, now make love to me!"
Lara rolled off him and onto her back, spreading her thighs as Finn stroked her between them, hot curls of pleasure rising through her as he touched and caressed her, his fingers working magic even as his lips held her spellbound. He kissed her along the line of her throat, and down to the valley between her small, perfect breasts, pausing to lick and circle her nipples, teasing the nubs once again into hard little points, before continuing to kiss her belly and lower, until he kissed and lapped lightly at the apex of her moist slit.
Lara bucked as he poked his tongue into her, groaning as he moved away, but her disappointment was short-lived; he was just moving between her wide-spread thighs, to once more lick and lap at her, his tongue probing her with short, stabbing little licks, each lick sending a sharp electric jolt through her.
Finn continued to lick and taste her, from the little hood of her clitoris all the way down to her taut, tightly-crinkled little anus and back up again, until Lara was writhing and pushing her pussy into his face, demanding he give her more and more.
Finn did just that, finally forcing his tongue deep into her pussy, pushing her labia open as he penetrated, his thumb gently massaging her clitoris as he tongue-fucked her, but it wasn't until he jammed his pointed tongue into her anus that she erupted in orgasm, a guttural scream tearing from her throat as she came, and came hard, as the assault on her anus and pussy continued, a spray of sweet-scented juices bathing his face, allowing him to taste her and drink her juices.
Now he reared over her again, his cock stiff and swollen, needing her. Lara took him and aimed him into herself, her breath gusting out of her as he slid once more into her depths. As he rammed his cock into her pussy, his finger rubbed and lubricated her anus, slipping into her in time with his pounding cock, opening her, loosening and relaxing her.
Lara pushed her ring out; she knew what he wanted to do, she wanted him to do it to her, and so, when he withdrew from her, once again she aimed him, this time resting his head against the tight ring of her anus, pushing out as he pushed in, and once again giving a gusty sigh as he slid slowly, inexorably into the depths of her rectum.
Once he was embedded in her, Finn stopped, waiting for word from Lara, who grinned at him as she pulled him closer to kiss him.
"What are you waiting for, stud? Fuck my arse properly, stretch me wide open, you promised you would, so fill me up, stud-boy!"
With that, Finn began that old, insistent motion, steadily sliding himself in and out of her, pumping her faster and faster as the going became easier. Lara's head whipped from side to side as Finn pounded her, and suddenly the image from his dream was there in front of him: Lara with her hair spread over the pillow, her head whipping from side to side as he pounded into her tight arse, her breathing loud and harsh in the confined space as he rammed his cock into her anus like a fleshy piston.
As he realized it was his dream come true, Lara pulled him down to kiss him, crushing her lips to his, and that was when he finally lost it, pulse after pulse of hot sperm bolting out of him as his swelling cock-head jammed in the tight, sinewy confines of her anal tube.
Lara screamed into his mouth, her own orgasm thrilling and surging through her, making Finn groan as her anus contracted around him, her cervix fluttering and drumming against him in the tightness of her rectum, separated from him only by a thin membrane. The pressure on his cock was incredible, milking and squeezing every last drop of semen from him, spurt after spurt bursting out of him and into her, until he felt that she'd emptied him forever, such was the intensity of sensation as he ejaculated into her tight anus.
Finn slumped down and rolled over in one move, pulling her on top of him, his burning cock still tightly embedded in her glove-tight rectum. Lara lay still, her heart drumming against his as her volcanic orgasm ebbed and slowly died away, her ear pressed to Finn's chest to listen as his heartbeat gradually slowed to normal.
As they both relaxed, his cock slowly slid from her, Lara giggling as his spunk slowly bubbled and dripped out of her stretched-open little pucker. Finally, she stirred and made to get up.
"Finny, I think my tank's overflowing! Come on, Finny, I need a shower, wake up Finny!" she murmured as she scratched his scrotum gently, making him open his eyes and grin.
"Wow, shagging you like that, now that is what I call well fucking-hot!" he murmured, making Lara giggle at his intentional vulgarity even as his hands came up to once more squeeze, jiggle, and fondle her round, sexy little bum-cheeks. Lara slowly climbed off him, kissing his stomach as she slid off him and stood upright, only to giggle as Finn swung around to sit upright and pull her close again by her bum-cheeks, gently biting and nibbling each nipple in turn.
"Stop it Finny, or we'll never get out of here! Come on, there's probably a queue outside by now!"
There wasn't quite a queue, but there was one couple who'd obviously run out of patience and self-restraint; the young man was leaning back against the wall of the cabana, his eyes tight shut while his sister was on her knees in front of him, his cock between her lips as she sucked him for all she was worth, her head bobbing as she squeezed and fondled his balls.
Lara recognized the girl from the day before; she was the spectacular blonde whose brother had rejected her; obviously he'd had a change of heart, and they'd been allowed to stay. Lara grinned at the sight of her sucking so avidly on her brother's thick cock, then looked around as Finn nudged her and pointed at the sun-lounger area; every lounger was occupied by a couple in the throes of sexual ecstasy; everywhere she looked pumping hips and bobbing breasts met her gaze as the couples fucked enthusiastically, all traces of inhibition gone as they gave in to their impulses, filling the room with the sound of their moans and gasps.
And it wasn't all brother/sister pairings, either; obviously a certain amount of mix 'n' match had been going on, and now several of the young couples were experimenting with new partners.
Finn scowled, glad he and Lara hadn't been around when that had started happening; he wasn't too sure what his reaction would have been if someone had tried pawing at Lara or propositioning her, but it wouldn't have been good, no sir!
Lara grinned and took Finn's hand to lead him into the shower alcove, rinsing herself off and helping Finn to wash away the sweat and all traces of what they'd been doing. She giggled and squirmed as he squirted shower gel on her and then slowly massaged her breasts before squeezing more between her buttocks and washing her slowly, slipping his fingers into her anus every so often just to make her shiver and squirm against him.
By the time they'd finished, Finn was sporting yet another memorable erection, and Lara's nipples were stiff with arousal, not helped by him paying extra attention to them as he gently dried her off with a giant beach towel.
When they stepped out of the shower alcove, Robyn was waiting for them, a secret smile on her face.
Wordlessly she handed them their clothes, waiting for them to get dressed, then held her hands out to them.
"Finn, Lara, would you come with me, please? Evan, Sylvie and I would very much like to talk to you, in private; please, it's important."
*****
In Part Three, Finn and Lara learn more about 'Sisterfest', and receive the offer of a lifetime.
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Robyn led Lara and Finn through an unobtrusive door partially concealed behind a large spray of Hawaiian Frangipani flowers into a much smaller, more intimate pool area.
"This is our private lair, do you like it?" she asked.
Finn was speechless; the pool was an infinity pool, the far side just visible as a sparkling line against the faux dusky blue horizon, smaller than the main pool, but no less luxurious. The pool room was darkened, most of the light coming from inside the pool itself, dappling the midnight-blue ceiling with rippling blue light.
Thousands of tiny glittering white lights were set in the domed ceiling, brighter lights arranged to form the familiar constellations of the Northern sky; Ursa Minor and Ursa Major, Orion, Cassiopeia, The Pleiades, all were there, picked out in bright points of light on the ceiling skyscape, with thousands and thousands of less bright pinheads snaking across the ceiling in a band that Finn suddenly realised was the Milky Way.
The pool was framed on each side by a wall of verdant bamboo, long graceful stems arching over the pool, and bright green papyrus shrubs dipping down to trail their fronds in the water. A set of broad, shallow steps led down into the water, and a sunken bar cut across one corner of the pool.
Robyn led them to a softly-lit area set back from the pool, with a group of large, luxuriously soft leather chairs arranged in a square behind a decorative trellis screen, where Evan and Sylvie arose to greet them, inviting both of them to take a seat. When all five of them were seated, Evan smiled and passed them chilled soft drinks.
"Welcome to our escape hatch!" he grinned, lifting his glass in salute to his two sisters, Finn and Lara.
"We don't usually ask our guests to come in here; this is normally only for us, but frankly, the girls think both of you merit an exception to our rule, and we wanted to get to know you a little better. My sisters are very good at spotting people it would be good for us to know, and they have a very good feeling about you Lara, and you Finn, hence this little meeting."
He paused to take a sip of his drink before continuing.
"We do actually carry out very discreet, but very thorough, background checks on all the people we invite to our home for these get-togethers; it would never do to let the wrong person into our home, given what happens here, so we did check you out, and what we found, we liked. I think, and Robyn and Sylvie both agree, that you might be very interested in becoming better acquainted with us; no, not like that!"
he grinned as Finn's hand slipped protectively around Lara's shoulder. He nodded approvingly at Finn's gesture and continued.
"My sisters and I are committed to each other, and only each other; we have been for a very long time now, and we think we see that same commitment in both of you. As I said, we did run a little background check on you, so we know about your family, your lives in general, but I'd really like you to tell me about yourselves, about what you want, where you want to be and what you want to do when you finish university, and more importantly, how you feel about each other."
He smiled gently at them over the rim of his glass.
"Please don't think I'm prying; I know there are things in your personal life that should stay personal. What I want to know is how committed you are to each other; I wouldn't normally ask, but right now it's very important that we know."
Finn looked at Lara, their eyes locking as they each silently asked each other the same questions: what was going on here, and could they trust these virtual strangers with intimate details of their lives?
Lara stared into her brother's eyes for a long couple of seconds, then slowly nodded, telling him she trusted them, and to go ahead.
Finn grinned slightly sheepishly as he ran his fingers through his hair, raking it back out of his eyes.
"I don't really know where to begin; everything that's happened to me in the last twenty-four hours is so new and so different I don't even have the words to describe how I feel. I do know one thing, though; Lara and me, we don't want anyone else, and we already agreed one thing; whatever happens from now on, we're together. When I finish university, I suppose I'll get a job, wherever I can, anywhere, as long as it's not bloody Herefordshire! Once I've got a job, I'll get a place, somewhere the two of us can be with each other, because that's really all we want. Sissy?"
Lara took his hand in hers, looking down as she examined their fingers twined together.
"Everything Finny said goes the same for me; I've wanted him for longer than I can remember, and this weekend just clarified all I've ever felt for him; whether he gets a job in London, or Scotland, or Kathmandu, or the Amazon jungle, I'm going with him; he's mine, you see, and I belong to him, and if we have to spend the rest of our lives digging holes in the Gobi desert, it'll be because that's what we wanted for both of us, not because someone expected or demanded it of us."
All the time they were speaking, Evan sat quietly, watching them, watching their eyes, and slowly nodding, as though he was hearing something that jibed with his expectations. When Lara had finished speaking, he smiled and nodded at his sisters, who also smiled, leaving both Finn and Lara feeling they'd just passed some sort of test, but a test of what?
Sylvie and Robyn stood up and took Lara by her hands, urging her to stand
"Come on, Lara, let's swim a little," grinned Robyn mischievously, "I told you earlier I wanted to play with you!"
Lara bit her lip and glanced at Finn, who shrugged his shoulders and grinned, so she pulled off her top and slid her shorts off, following Sylvie and Robyn as they too stripped-off. All three girls then held hands as they walked down into the pool to slip into the water and breast-stroke away.
Finn watched in fascination as Lara turned and swam back into the shallows, and as she stood in the thigh-deep water, Sylvie rose up behind her, slipping her arms around her to cup and squeeze her breasts as she kissed her neck. Robyn joined them, kissing Lara as her hands slid around her to clasp her buttocks, Lara sandwiched between the two sisters.
Robyn stepped back slightly and Sylvie half-turned Lara and now all three girls were kissing, their hands caressing, squeezing, and fondling nipples, buttocks, and slipping between thighs to rub and caress more tender flesh as their tongues fenced and darted.
Finn watched in amazed arousal that Lara could, or would, do those things with another girl, but here, in this intimate setting, she'd obviously lost all inhibitions, enjoying the attentions of the two beautiful sisters, lost in a whole new world of sexual sensation, and responding with caresses and kisses of her own.
"Don't worry," murmured Evan, "they're just playing, not seducing her! My sisters would never hurt or take advantage of your sister; they like her and this is just their way of showing how much, that's all; look, I think Lara likes it!"
As they watched, Lara grinned and winked playfully at Finn, then gasped as Sylvie leaned down and caught her nipple gently between her teeth while gently rubbing her swollen labia. Lara responded by lightly pinching and tugging Sylvie's nipples in return, making her giggle. Robyn, meanwhile, kissed Lara gently on the lips, pulling back to lick her lips lightly, then turned and winked slyly at Finn as she slowly worked her finger into Lara's tight anus, making her gasp and squirm as Sylvie continued to suck and tug at her nipple.
Sylvie relinquished her hold on Lara and slid back into the water, lazily stroking over to the side of the pool as Robyn continued to fondle Lara, both girls gently exploring each other before seeming to reach a mutual agreement, sharing a deep kiss before walking hand-in-hand up out of the pool.
Sylvie hoisted herself out of the pool to sit on the apron and reached for a towel, wrapping it around her hair before standing and draping a beach towel around herself, smiling at the two other girls as they once more kissed as they stood at the edge of the pool.
"When you've finished, Bobbi, I think Finny would like his sister back...!" she grinned.
Lara's eyes flew open, to look guiltily at Finn. Robyn took her hand and led her back to her brother's side, a cheeky, minxy smile on her face.
"See, Finny, I told you, we were only playing!"
She squeezed Lara's bottom once more, and winked again at Finn before kissing Lara once more, a soft, lingering kiss.
"You're so delicious, I wish we could play longer!" she whispered, taking Lara's hand and putting it into Finn's.
"There you go, Finny, she's all yours again! God, I could eat you both alive!"
Finn grinned as he pulled his sister closer and kissed her.
"That was so hot, Sissy, Christ you're sexy!" he grinned, pulling her onto his lap, heedless of the fact she was still soaking wet.
"I never thought I'd ever see you...and another girl...I didn't know you liked ...you know, things like ...that, but it looked so hot, you all looked so hot!"
Lara looked up at him, then pulled him down and quickly pecked him on the lips.
"I didn't know either, but they were so sweet, so gentle..." She bit her lip and looked into his eyes again, her eyes dancing as she smiled.
"It was fun, Finny, and it was really nice; do you mind?"
Finn grinned as he hugged his little sister closer; it seemed he was finding out more and more about her this weekend than he'd ever imagined! He smoothed her wet hair back from where it was plastered against her face and kissed her, slipping his hands around her nakedness to pull her closer as he kissed her even harder. Lara squirmed on his lap as she felt his hardness growing, gently undulating against him as they kissed. Finn broke their kiss to grin at her.
"No, I don't mind; you liked it, so it's alright with me. Love you, little girl!" he breathed.
Sylvie watched as Robyn squeezed the water out of her long hair and wrapped a towel around her head like a turban, and paused in toweling her own hair dry to ruffle Evan's hair, smiling tenderly at him as her eyes caught Robyn's.
"He's all your, Bobbi, I'm worn out! I need some rest; our brother definitely knows how to give a girl a busy night! Try not to break her, Ev; we have to look our best tonight!"
With that she pecked him on the lips and turned away, Evan watching the way the damp towel draped around her clung to and highlighted her flanks and sexy rump as she walked away, as elegant and self-assured as a model on a Milan catwalk.
Robyn grinned naughtily, wrapping herself in a beach towel and plumping herself down on her brother's lap.
"I guess our heads really have changed..." mused Finn, almost talking to himself, prompting Lara to look keenly at him.
"'Our heads have changed...?' I like that Finny, it says so much in just a few words. I know I can't ever go back to the way we were before all ...this happened, and I don't want to; whatever happens, my life goes on from this point as part of yours; it's our life now. Bully for us!"
Finn realised there was no sound coming from Evan and Robyn, and saw them both smiling at him, Robyn huddled comfortably against her brother. Evan leaned forward, his arm holding his sister tightly against him as he grinned at Finn.
"So it happened for you, did it?" He grinned.
"Your 'moment of clarity' finally struck? Don't worry, the girls and I had the same thing, which is why you're here, now, with us. You must be wondering why we asked you to join us, why we'd bring you to the heart of our personal, private space. Please, if you have any questions about us, about this place, anything at all, feel free to ask. I promise to answer any question you ask."
Finn glanced at Lara, saw the tiny nod she gave, so turned back to Evan.
"First off, why all this? Why 'Sisterfest'? What's it all for?"
Evan sat up, pulled a robe from a pile on a nearby seat and covered Robyn.
"Good question, Finn, and it deserves a good answer, so here goes: my father was a rich man, some would say a very rich man, but he wasn't satisfied with what he had, he always wanted more, and he worked at it, speculating in so many diverse markets even I can't keep it all straight!"
He paused to grin, then carried on.
"The upshot was that he became probably the third or fourth richest man on the planet, but I can almost guarantee you never heard of him; no-one has, because that was also another quirk of his; he hated publicity of any sort. So there you have this man, doggedly, secretly, almost furtively acquiring corporate assets the way other people collect stamps, or beer mats, or Star Wars figures, and when he died, he left it all to the three of us. Every damned penny..."
Evan grinned as he stared unseeing into the distance, before resuming.
"As you can imagine, when we were younger, my sisters and I spent money like water, we had fun, wild, desperate fun, until we too had our 'moment of clarity', which is when we finally realised that the only people we truly liked, and needed, and truly, fervently wanted, were each other, and that was the start of 'us', the three of us as you see us today."
Evan paused to take a sip from a glass of champagne handed to him by Robyn from a locker somewhere under the leather chairs.
"We started this whole 'Sisterfest' thing almost as a whim, a kind of 'in-joke' to see if there were other people like us out there, people who wanted what we wanted from each other, people we might have some sort of connection with, who'd 'get' what we were about."
"It soon became obvious to us that there were an awful lot of people like us, people who wanted to be open about what they were doing, and with whom. Ordinary parties had long ceased to be fun, they just seemed to have no...substance, they were just empty amusements to fill up our days, nothing but clown shows. We thought we might be able to have some real fun, proper, adult fun with people just like us, so we set this whole thing up, and waited to see what would happen. As it happens, it has been an enormous amount of fun, but now, for us, it's time for the fun to stop, and reality to start."
"So why are you telling us all this?" asked Lara.
Robyn sat up and huddled against Evan, pulling her robe around her.
"Lara, this, all this you see here, this is just one of the many properties we own in England, but this is not our home; none of them are, not really. The only place we think of as 'home' is a long way away, and my sister, my brother, and I want to go home. This is not the life we want anymore; we just want to live quiet, anonymous lives, to just be ordinary people, or as ordinary as we can be with all that money hanging around our necks! I want children, so does my sister, and so does Evan, but we absolutely refuse to bring them up in this circus, this life of excess and self-gratification. This is a fantasy world, where people's dreams come true, but now it's time our dream came true."
She paused to take a sip from Evan's champagne glass, her throat working, and Finn was surprised to see tears glimmering in the corners of her beautiful eyes. She blinked them away and continued.
"The only way we can be free to be ourselves is to pass it all on to someone we think can make a real difference, who understands what we originally intended, and who can actually enjoy what we started here, the way we used to. We want someone who is dedicated, committed, and not afraid of a challenge, and we think we've found them..."
Finn looked blank for a second as he took in what she was saying, his eyes widening as her meaning gradually percolated through his mind.
"Us? You're talking about Lara and me?"
Evan looked at them gravely, and nodded.
"Exactly. We saw almost from the first moments you were here how you felt about each other; the others out there, none of them seems in the least bit connected to each other except for sex. If you look out there right now, they're swapping and playing like there's no tomorrow."
He paused to grin wryly.
"Don't get me wrong; there's nothing wrong with that, nothing at all; that's why they came here, after all, to be free to do just that, and part of the reason for us encouraging that is to see who's prepared to do that, and who won't. You two are different; you only want each other, you refused the bait, you only had eyes for each other, and even a blasé cynic like me could see that, hence this conversation. I think you and Lara are perfect to take this from us, and there are benefits, too!"
Robyn slipped off the bed and belted her robe around herself, before fishing out three more champagne flutes and a bottle of champagne from the locker under the chair. She poured three glasses and passed two to Finn and Lara, then raised her own glass in salute.
"This house, this whole complex, is part of the deal; my father was a multi-billionaire, and now we have control of all that money, and the strange thing about money is how it grows; it doesn't matter how much we spend, the interest alone on all those billions just keeps giving us even more back. This house and complex represents a tiny, tiny fraction of what we have, and we don't want it anymore, we won't need it where we're going, so if you accept our offer, it's all yours. With the house comes a trust to manage and maintain the place, pay the staff, and of course, pay for 'Sisterfest', the whole raison d'être of this place. There is also a generous, and I do mean generous, salary, stipend, allowance, call it what you wish, but it's seven figures, each, and will be paid to you off-shore from an account in the Cayman Islands; call it your compensation for taking this thing off our hands!"
She paused to grin mischievously at Finn.
"Finny, please, breathe, you're going a funny colour!"
Finn could hardly believe his ears; it was the offer of a lifetime, but how do you take it in when you're offered everything on a silver platter? Lara sat up and wrapped a large beach towel around her nakedness.
"What's the catch? No-one just hands over something like this without there being some kind of huge price to pay; I once read a story called 'The Monkey's Paw', about what happens when you really get what you wish for, so I get that there's never something for nothing. There has to be an absolutely huge razor-blade in a ball of candy-floss this big; what are you not telling us?"
Evan smiled and raised his glass in salute at her.
"Well done, basic caution, I like that. There is no catch, Lara. It's time for Sylvie, Robyn and me to go; we've had enough, we want our lives back now, the lives we would have been living if our father hadn't saddled us with such an impossible amount of money. We want to share with you, we want you to take over from us, and make this whatever you think it should be; if you try it and then decide that there should be no more 'Sisterfest', then that's your decision, but all this, the trust, everything, will remain yours anyway; call it a gift to the special people we've been looking for, and you'll at least know for certain that the time for 'Sisterfest' is over. You being here means we have a chance at a real life at last, and that means more to us than any mansions, or money, or luxury yachts, or Hollywood lifestyles."



"He means it, you know," came a soft voice, and Lara turned to see Sylvie walking toward them, her wet hair hanging down over her shoulder as she brushed and untangled it.
"My family means more to me than all of this," she said, her face solemn, "and we'll make any deal, any offer, if it means we can walk away and never be a part of this again, if we can leave to start the family we all want. It was my idea to recruit someone from the guest-list of people who've attended these parties, but so far, no-one has fitted that image we had in our minds; no-one until today, that is."
She reached out and gently ran her fingers through Lara's damp locks, gently combing and separating-out the worst of the tangles by hand, smiling softly at her as she did so, her eyes far away for a moment, before returning to the present.
"We think you are both very special people, which is why we invited you to be part of this. I truly believe you and Finn could make this whole 'Sisterfest' concept into something very special and meaningful with time, and that's why we want to give it to you."
Robyn curled her legs under her and smiled as Sylvie poured her another glass of champagne.
"I'm not going to hide or sugar-coat anything; if you take this on, there is a lot of hard work ahead of you. 'Sisterfest' revolves around utmost secrecy, discretion, and the willingness to do whatever it takes to make sure no word of this leaks out; some very well-known people attend the parties, you'll see the guest lists if you decide to throw-in with us, and they expect their privacy to be protected and guarded well."
She paused to watch it sink in.
"This is one of the very few places in the world where they can do what they do, openly, and with no-one judging them; they treasure it as a refuge, and will expect you to keep their involvement strictly confidential. Any word or hint of what they do here would ruin them. They're literally putting their lives and careers in your hand, and that's a huge responsibility."
She sipped from her glass, then continued.
"Of course, there's also a lot of fun to be had! The parties happen on three main occasions: New Year, Valentine's, and Hallowe'en. Other than that, and unless you decide to host more, your time's usually your own; if you want to travel, the world will be your oyster, or you can live your normal lives and just host 'Sisterfest' from here as and when.
Sylvie paused to grin at them.
"The house and complex is extensive and very well maintained, and there are many other entertainments than these two pool areas. You've probably only seen about ten percent of the entire place; I should reserve my judgement before I made any snap decisions. As the new owners you will of course be at liberty to come and go as you please, or you could live here; there are worse places...!"
Robyn sipped her champagne, and twinkled a smile at them.
"The choice is yours; if you decide you want to be part of this, once we hand over to you, it's all yours, to do with as you see fit, your house, your complex, your rules. We will still be reachable; we're not just dumping this on you and buggering-off into the sunset! No, you'll be part of our family, a very special part, and we'll stay close, just no longer involved in any way; after all, we'll be too busy, we have babies to make!"
Sylvie seated herself behind Lara and stroked her hair again, her lips quirking up at the corners as she began to gently brush out the tangles. Finn could see she wasn't finished speaking, so he said nothing, instead waiting for Sylvie to gather her thoughts.
"We won't talk about this again today; it's a lot to take in, I know, and we're asking you to make an enormous change in your lives, a life-altering change for both of you, so let's leave this on the table for now, and we can pick it up again tomorrow. I'd much rather you gave us a considered yes or no than a knee-jerk "No", so let's leave it here. We have a formal dinner with more entertainment planned for tonight, and it's about time for afternoon tea, so shall we go back through to the main pool?"
Lara glanced over at Evan and Robyn, who were engaged in a long, hot kiss, Evan's hand inside the front of her robe and cupping her breast. Finn followed the direction of her gaze, and flushed slightly in embarrassment, something Sylvie noted immediately. Her grin broadened.
"Honestly, the pair of you are so sweet, I can completely understand why Robyn wants to eat you both up! You were both naked out in the main pool, why be embarrassed now?"
Finn cleared his throat and grinned shamefacedly.
"Sorry, I didn't mean to be a prude; I guess out there was different, everyone was naked, and it was like being at a nudist beach, not sexy or anything, just...free, no-one was staring or anything. But here, now, it feels a little like I'm intruding on their privacy, can you understand what I mean?"
Sylvie reached over to gently brush her fingers along his cheek, a smile on her face. She looked over at Robyn and Evan, who smiled and slowly nodded, as though confirming something, before huddling down together again, not kissing this time, just watching Finn and Lara closely. Sylvie brushed Lara's hair down one last time, and stood up, adjusting the towel she'd wrapped around herself earlier.
"Don't worry, I understand completely. You believe that what happens between a man and a woman is their private business, not some kind of sideshow, and you and Lara could never do that, but you won't condemn others for doing it. Good for you; I don't want to pressure you, but an attitude like that is a definite plus around here! Let's go back through now; I'm hungry, and I think Evan and Bobbi would probably like a little privacy..."
Lara slipped her shorts and tank-top back on, and buckled up her sandals, while Sylvie dropped her towel and followed suit, taking a pair of shorts and a polo shirt from a small closet against the back wall of the pool room, and slipping on a pair of blue and white deck shoes. All dressed, she took Lara by the hand and led them back to the doors to the main pool area. Finn looked back, to see Robyn drop her robe and begin unbuttoning Evan's shirt, straddling his lap as they kissed, then Lara pulled him through the door and back into the main pool.
Finn was relieved to see the orgy had died down considerably, and everyone seemed to be back with their original partners, stretched-out on loungers or sitting and chatting amicably together in small groups on the artificial beach while the tropical girls circulated with trays of chilled drinks. The barbecue spits had disappeared, but now chilled trolleys appeared piled high with sandwiches, fruit cocktails, and cake stands laden with sponge cakes, cream gateaux and sweet pastries. Most of the guests had put at least some of their clothing back on, and now they congregated near the trolleys, piling plates with sandwiches, slices of cake, and bowls of chilled fruits.
Finn looked sideways at Lara, a glint in his eye she recognised.
"You hungry, babe?" he grinned, his grin broadening as Lara shook her head.
"Not really, but I would like to lie down..."
Sylvie smiled and patted them both on the arm.
"Off you go then, see you at dinner, the chimes will let you know when to get ready, and remember, it's black-tie, so boots and suits, kids!"
Lara grinned and pulled Finn in the direction of the exit. Once they got back to their room, Finn wasted no time in pulling her close and kissing her while his hands roamed over her body, eventually settling on squeezing and moulding her firm buttocks as they kissed deeply.
Lara broke their kiss to begin tugging down her shorts, but Finn stopped her, and slid his hands into the backs of her shorts to push them down himself. As he did so, he kissed and nibbled Lara's lips, pushing all the while at her shorts, until they were once again half-way down her thighs. Lara pulled her tank-top up and off, leaving her with just her shorts, half-way down her thighs as they were.
"I remember this!" she murmured, squeezing his throbbing cock suggestively through his jeans as her eyes danced with glee. Finn sighed as he once more fondled her taut little bottom, making her gasp as his finger slid lightly over the puckered crease of her anus. Lara looked questioningly at him, but he shook his head.
"Tonight, baby, after the dinner; right now..."
With that, he put gentle pressure on her shoulders. Lara understood immediately, and knelt down to unbutton and unzip his jeans, while Finn tugged his polo shirt off and threw it to one side. Lara pulled his jeans and shorts down in one, holding his cock firmly as he stepped out of the puddle of his clothes, completely naked, with his thick, erect cock jutting out aggressively from his groin.
Finn smiled happily as her lips enfolded the end of his rigid member, the sensation sending fingers of ice thrilling up and down his spine. Lara could feel his arousal in the solid, heavy feel of his cock, his balls pulled up tightly under the base of his cock, and his elevated pulse drumming in the bar of flesh she was sucking so determinedly.
She slid her tongue gently over the hole in the tip of his penis, savouring the little gasp he gave as she did it, her tongue pleasuring him as her hand squeezed and pumped him, more gasps from him telling her just how much he was enjoying what she was doing.
Suddenly, Finn pulled back, his aching cock falling from her lips as she looked up at him in surprise. Finn gave her his hand, pulling her up again.
"Not like this, Sissy, properly..." he murmured, and Lara smiled, pumping her hand up and down on him once more as she led him to the bed. Once on the bed, Finn pulled her astraddle him, facing the end of the bed. As she leaned down to once more take his erect cock in her mouth, Finn slid her further up along his body, and pulled her fragrant, swollen pussy down against his eager mouth.
Lara sighed as his tongue licked and lapped at her most secret places, savouring the taste of her excitement, drinking her tangy sweet juices. Lara's head bobbed as she worked him further and deeper into her throat, Finn revelling in the warm suction of her mouth even as he licked and sucked at her, eagerly lapping-up the juices trickling from her excited pussy.
Her scent filled his head, and now Finn ate her almost aggressively, unable to get enough of her, her pheromones flooding his system and inflaming his brain until all he wanted was her. His probing tongue found the hard little bud of her clitoris, and as he gently dragged his tongue across it, Lara shuddered as the precursor to orgasm racked her body. Unable to stop himself, Finn pulled her clitoris between his lips and sucked, even as he jammed his thumb into her anus.
Lara came in a succession of waves, groaning out loud and clamping her thighs on either side of his face, calling his name as her body threshed and shuddered. Finn gently held her clitoris between his lips as her pussy convulsed against his mouth and her anus clamped down tight around his intruding thumb. As she groaned, the vibration against the already sensitive head of his cock was too much, and Finn gasped out loud as he too climaxed, his last reserves of sperm spurting into his sister's mouth as he gave her everything he had.
Lara continued to suck and squeeze his cock even as he spurted into her mouth, rolling the sensation on and on for him, extending his orgasm even as she quaked and shuddered with aftershocks as her own gigantic orgasm continued to echo and ricochet inside her.
Lara slumped down on his thighs, completely spent, her heart beating so hard Finn could feel it in the long muscles of his thighs. Finn was almost wiped out; Lara's weight as she lay on him barely registered as the adrenaline high slowly ebbed, leaving a peaceful lassitude in its place.
Finn realised he was falling asleep, and squeezed Lara's bottom, the delicious scenery of her vulva and anus still only a few inches from his face. He followed that with a quick lick of her pulsing labia, still dark and swollen from her arousal, hearing her giggle softly.
"That's nice, baby, do that some more, I like it!" she murmured blurrily, wriggling languorously on him, sleep obviously not far from her either. Finn gently rolled her off him, and grabbing a handful of pillows, swapped ends to lie next to her, spooning her against him. Lara stretched and pulled a pillow under her head, at the same time pulling his arm around her so she could snuggle down against him.
"Don't let me sleep too long, Finny, I want to play some more!" she yawned, turning it into a giggle as Finn slipped his hand around her waist and down to lightly cup and caress her labia and brush the flat of his hand against her clitoris, calming her and easing her into sleep.
"Just a little while, Sissy, then we can play some more!" he promised, before hugging her closer to him and tugging the bed-covers over her.
*
Sylvie was in a thoughtful mood as she sat at one of the loungers, absently nibbling a slice of cake. Everything about Finn and Lara ticked her own personal set of boxes, but she knew what was at stake; Ev and Bobbi would need to be 100% on the same page. Her lips quirked up at the corners as she remembered Finn's instinctive gesture, protective and possessive, when Ev had said he wanted to know them better; it was just so sweet, such a welcome, refreshing thing to see here, in this place, where hedonism and relentless sexual abandonment were the name of the game.
She pushed her plate away and stood up. The family needed to talk, this was their future, and it was no time to be making mistakes.
As she made her way back into the private pool, Finn and Lara's faces were uppermost in her mind. Upon entering, the sound of her brother and sister making love drifted across the pool room, making her smile at the rush of love she felt for both of them.
To occupy herself while they took their pleasure of each other, she collected the wet towels and clothes scattered around while Ev and Bobbi, her brother and sister, but also her husband and wife in every way that counted, made love.
"Syl, how long have you been here?" called Robyn, her voice blurry with the afterglow of orgasm.
"Not too long, baby," she replied, smiling at Robyn's own smile.
"Why didn't you say something hun? You know you're part of this too, as much as I am, or Ev, why didn't you come here and join us, baby?"
Sylvie sat down next to her and smoothed her hair, kissing her lightly as Evan nibbled the tips of her fingers.
"You need some time alone with our husband too, baby; what kind of a wife would I be if I came between my husband and our wife?"
Robyn stretched and hugged Sylvie.
"I like being your wife; don't ever leave me!"
Sylvie grinned as she kissed the tip of her nose.
"Don't worry, baby, I never will; I love you! I can't wait to get away from here, just you, Ev and me, our family, together forever. In fact, that's what I came to talk about."
Robyn sat upright, pulling her robe tighter around her even as her brother put his arm around her.
"What's on your mind, Syl?" he asked, concern flitting across his face as Sylvie looked past him at the star-speckled ceiling, gathering her thoughts. Sylvie took both their hands as she started to speak.
"Ev, Bobbi, I just want to go over this one last time, so we know we're all looking for the same thing. I know we set this whole weekend up just for this, but I have to be certain you're both completely on-side as well. Ev?"
Evan settled himself and squeezed both their hands as he spoke.
"We're so close now; when I saw Finn and Lara yesterday I knew; I felt sure they were the ones, more sure than anything I've ever felt; except about how I feel about my beautiful wives, of course! Talking to them just confirmed it in my mind, and I think they like what we're offering them; not the money, though; I got a feeling that didn't impress them that much, another point in their favour. Bobbi?"
Robyn looked up at him, tears gathering in her eyes.
"I think they're the ones too; like you, it's just a gut feeling, but a good one. Finn only wants Lara; I could feel it coming off him in waves, so he'll do whatever he needs to do to make sure they can stay together. I think we made the right choice, and I think they'll accept, in fact, I'm sure of it!"
She looked up at her brother, her eyes darkening.
"I just want to leave this, Ev. I want to go away and never think about this life ever again. I want to stand in a supermarket checkout queue and work out what to cook for dinner. I want to sit in the park and talk to the other mothers about pushchairs, and nappy-rash, and teething, and christening robes, and kindergarten, and food fads, all the things mothers do. I want to have my babies with you and Syl, and be a mum, and bring my babies up far away from all this, and nothing else!"
Sylvie gathered her in as she cried, her own eyes brimming as Robyn echoed her own feelings so perfectly. She kissed Robyn gently and looked up at Evan.
"So we're agreed; they're the ones, and we do whatever it takes to make sure they accept, yes?"
Evan nodded, taking Robyn from Sylvie's arms and rocking her gently as he stroked her hair.
"We're agreed; whatever Finn and Lara ask for, anything they need, whatever it takes for them to be happy here, they get it; anything to keep them sweet. All I want is an end to this, and to spend the rest of my life with the two most beautiful women in the world."
*
Finn woke with a start, disoriented for a second before his internal map of the world stopped spinning and memory clicked back into gear. His time-sense told him he'd been asleep about an hour, with Lara deliciously naked and warm right next to him.
Her lips were parted, and her head was resting on one of her arms folded behind her, pushing her breasts up and out; she made the perfect picture, artless and overwhelmingly sexy, and Finn couldn't resist gently kissing and licking the pink nubs crowning those delicious mounds, feeling them grow stiff and firm under his tongue. Lara stirred and murmured, but didn't awaken, so his wandering hands wandered further abroad.
As his questing fingertips brushed and caressed her gorgeous body, they moved inexorably lower, until his fingers were gently rubbing and lightly pressing against the hood concealing her clitoris, at the very apex of her bare little slit.
Finn grinned to himself as he resumed lightly sucking and licking her nipples while gently circling her clitoris, barely touching her, but enough to register in her sleeping state. As he probed and played, his cock once more rose, stiffening with every passing second as he touched, caressed, kissed and probed her sleeping body, responding as much to the rush of love and desire for her as to the innocent, yet erotic and sexually provocative pose she had unconsciously adopted.
Lara was dreaming about Finn, about him kissing and touching her as they lay in a summer cornfield, his lips tantalizing and teasing her as she closed her eyes, wondering where he was going to kiss and touch her next. She floated through her dream, her attention focussed solely on her darling Finny as he made gentle love to her, touching her only with tentative fingertips and soft lips, covering her in kisses and on the feel of his warm hands as he loved her.
Finally he kissed her lips, his breath soft and fresh as he gently, almost fleetingly brushed her lips with his, and then it was no longer a dream, he was really there, really kissing her, holding her, loving her.
She opened her eyes to see his warm blue eyes a few inches away looking down into hers.
"Hello playmate!" she murmured, smiling as he smiled at her.
"Hello Sleeping Beauty!" he murmured back, "I thought a kiss might wake you up. Are you rested?"



Lara turned on her side to look at him, her finger tracing the line of his jaw and flicking errant curls of hair off his forehead.
"I feel very rested, Finny darling, rested and ready to play; that is why you dragged me back here and away from all those delicious-looking cakes, isn't it?"
Finn grinned broadly.
"I did no such thing! Why, I had to practically fight you off...!"
Lara reached out to gently tap his nose and run her fingertip down across his lips.
"One day I'll tell you just how much it hurt to not have you, to see you every day and be afraid that someone was going to take you away from me," she whispered, her lip trembling.
"I don't know how I could have lived with that, Finny! It wasn't just about sex, either; I could have had that anytime, boys are so horny it would have been no trouble at all. But it had to be you, Finny, all of you; it was always only ever going to be you!"
She reached out to pull him closer, to find her hands trapped in his as he held them down on the bed, his head dipping down to kiss her again. Lara kissed him back, feeling the heat of his erection as he positioned himself between her thighs. He gave her one last searching look, his eyes glowing like fluorescent sapphires.
"I love you, Sissy, I always did; I know I had other girlfriends, but they weren't anything to me, because they weren't you, and I was going out of my mind, wanting you and knowing I could never have you; until now. I love you so much it hurts, Sissy, but it's the best hurt in the world!"
Lara smiled up at him, her eyes glowing to match his.
"Make love to me, Finny, love me properly and make me yours!" she whispered.
Finn responded by dipping down to once more kiss her, his weight transferring to his elbows planted on either side of her. Lara curled her hand around his neck to hold him as they kissed, her breath hissing between her teeth as Finn once more slid himself into her tight warmth.
"Oooh God! So good, oooh yesss!" she murmured as Finn began slowly pumping into her, Lara instinctively pushing back against him as he plunged into her depths.
"That's right, Finny, make love to me baby, yess, like that, yess, like that...!" her litany repeated, her eyes closed as she pumped back against him.
Finn's pace increased as his excitement rose, his lips insistent against hers, his kisses almost savage as his tongue stabbed into her mouth, penetrating her even as his cock found its way into her deepest recesses.
Lara in turn humped her pelvis against him with increasing intensity, her legs crossing behind him, holding herself tightly to him as she bucked against him, forcing herself onto his insistent, pounding cock.
Finn felt Lara's pussy begin to pulse and grip him as she approached her climax, and he redoubled his efforts, ramming into her with short, piston-like strokes, his own climax building unstoppably within him, until
"Ooohhh GOOOODDD!"screamed Lara, her pussy clamping down tightly around him as he rammed into her, a wash of warmth covering his cock and balls as she juiced-out, spraying him in the intensity of her orgasm.
With that, Finn could hold out no longer, feeling his cock lurch and pulse as whatever semen he had left to give blasted into her, the last of his male essence given up in tribute to her.
Finn gasped as he dry heaved, unable to stop himself from pounding into her even if he'd wanted to, his pulsating cock burning as he jammed himself into her as hard as he could, pouring his very last reserves of spunk into her, his vision blurring and his ears popping with the force of his orgasm.
Finn slumped down next to his sister, his chest rising and falling rapidly as the aftermath of orgasm and intense effort washed over him. Lara was no better, her body ringing like a bell as aftershocks shuddered and surged through her, the intense pleasure of her orgasm only slowly ebbing away, leaving a delicious languor behind.
Finn, finally almost recovered from the shock of orgasm, turned to face Lara as she turned to him.
"Love you, Darling Finny!" she murmured, smiling sleepily as she reached out to gently poke the end of his nose.
"Love you too, Sissy!" he returned, gently pulling her closer to wrap his arms around her, giving her bottom a playful squeeze and jiggle.
"Again, baby?" she smiled, one eyebrow raised in question.
Finn returned her grin with a shake of his head.
"Just being sociable, sexy girl! Right now I couldn't raise an eyebrow, let alone anything else; I think you finally ran me dry; I only came a couple of drops just now. Congratulations, you emptied my tank!"
Lara urged his head down and lightly nibbled his chin.
"I knew you big slabs of beef were all talk! Put me to sleep, Finny, make me nice and warm."
Finn pulled the bedclothes back over them, Lara sighing as she turned around to spoon against him, once more pulling his arm around her as she rested her head on his other arm, and lightly rubbed his hip.
"Get some rest, baby, another late night tonight; who knows, if you're up to it, you may get to stretch my bum some more! Good night, darling Finny, love you!" she yawned.
"Goodnight, baby-girl, love you too!" murmured Finn, resting his head on the pillow and inhaling the soft floral scent of her hair, as he too finally dropped off.
PART 5: THE SECOND NIGHT
Once again, the soft, regular chiming awoke them, Finn slowly emerging from a dream about school, of all things, and something about Lara, memory flooding back as he realised he was cupping her breast and her nipple was stiff against his palm, while her warm, soft little apple-bottom was pressed firmly against his erecting cock. He kissed her on the nape of her neck, hearing a soft sigh as she came fully awake.
"Hello, baby-girl, fancy meeting you here!" he murmured in her ear, poking his tongue in and making her giggle and squirm delightfully against him.
"Stop it Finny, it gives me goosebumps!" she giggled, squirming round to face him and slide her arm around his waist. Finn looked levelly at her for a second or two, then gently pulled her closer and kissed her, his hands finding her taut bum cheeks and gently, insistently pulling them apart as they kissed. Lara returned his kiss warmly, holding him as their tongues fenced and darted together.
"You know I love you, right?" she said when they finally surfaced.
Finn fondled her bottom, enjoying the feel of her hands as they caressed his cock and balls, not trying to excite or inflame him, just maintaining contact.
"Yes I do, and I love you too Sissy," he replied, grinning and giving her bottom an extra jiggle before lightly smacking her on her rump.
"Come on, the thirty-minute warning's gone off, so quick shower, then we have to get dressed; move it, Sissy!" he growled.
Lara poked her tongue out at him and sat up, shaking out her hair as she did so. The sight of her body rippling as she shook out her hair made Finn seriously consider just ditching the dinner, grabbing his sister right now, and staying right here instead, with his cock jammed into her and her delicious long legs wrapped tightly around him.
But common politeness won out; as Lara had been at pains to point out that first night, they were guests here, so had to abide by the house rules.
Finn let Lara go first with the shower; he didn't trust himself to keep his hands off her, and they were short of time as it was. When he stepped out of the shower, Lara was already dressed, wearing a short, slinky black cocktail dress, nude seamed stockings, and towering black stiletto heels. With her long legs and skin-tight dress moulded to her lithe body, she looked sophisticated, elegant, and sexy as hell. Finn whistled softly at the sight of his little sister dressed to kill. Lara smiled happily at his compliment, giving a twirl so he could see all of her.
Finn quickly toweled and combed his hair into something approaching neat, and buttoned himself into the pleated-front dress shirt Lara had laid out for him. He eventually tied his black tie to his satisfaction and set his cuff-link Dress studs straight, before shrugging on his suit. Finally he straightened his jacket in the mirror, shot his cuffs like a riverboat gambler, and turned to Lara with a grin.
"Well, do I pass?" he smiled.
Lara looked him up and down and frowned, stepping closer and tugging his tie open.
"I thought you knew how to tie one of these!" she grinned. Finn looked injured.
"I thought I did; I tied it exactly the way I did at the Fresher's Ball at Uni last year!" he protested, smiling ruefully. "Obviously I didn't do it right then either."
Lara re-tied his black tie properly for him, brushed off his lapels, and took his arm.
"There, that's better, too suave for words! Now, take me to dinner, Young Sir!" she urged, smiling as he smiled back at her.
Once again they followed the lights blinking in sync with Lara's bracelet, along yet another corridor to a pair of large double doors. As they approached, the doors swung open, to reveal yet another opulent room, only much smaller than the room yesterday, with a stunningly set table, silver, crystal glassware and floral centrepieces much in evidence.
Everyone else was already there. They were the last to arrive, and once again a team of girls, now dressed professionally in short black skirts and high-necked white blouses, showed everyone to their seats.
The meal was, if anything, even more lavish than the previous night; Finn's head swam at the number and variety of dishes served to them; some he'd only ever read about, some he'd never heard of, but all exquisite and all of them utterly delicious. Course after delicious course made its way to table, meats, fish and shellfish, rich, decadent desserts, dishes hot and cold, all served on the finest china by the team of smiling girls who'd met them on their arrival.
Conversation sparkled and flew up and down the table, Evan, Sylvie and Robyn making toasts to salute and honour their guests, and to Finn, at least, it felt like a special occasion; Evan and his sisters had gone to extraordinary lengths to mark this night as special, and everyone present seemed to have picked up on that. Plus, the feel of Lara's hand on his lap as she lightly squeezed him every so often made sure he remembered her promise of earlier...
When dinner was done, Evan rose and spoke to the assembled couples.
"Ladies and gentlemen, we have a special treat for you tonight; please, follow me!"
They all trooped out, along another corridor, and through into what felt like a large, airy space, although it was pitch black. As they stood in silence, wondering what was coming next, all the lights blazed at once, and they found themselves in a large room decked-out as a speakeasy nightclub, complete with neon signs, private booths, a dance-floor, bartenders with slicked-back, patent-leather Rudolf Valentino hair and pencil moustaches, and waitresses in tiny frilly skirts and seamed stockings.
As the lights flared, the latest sounds came blaring from the sound-system, and a podium with a pair of polished steel poles was highlighted by a set of spotlights. A pair of girls in brief glittery costumes spun and whirled on the poles, shedding their clothes as they did so. The guests stood enthralled as the girls spun acrobatically, their long hair splaying out as they whirled on the poles, their eyes flashing as brightly as the sequins dusting their bodies.
Other girls circulated through the crowd, handing an envelope to each couple. Finn opened his and stared at the wad of crisp banknotes inside, then he understood, and grinned. Lara grinned cheekily, took some of the notes, and was one of the first to push the folded banknotes into the skimpy thongs of the dancers, her expression showing how much she was enjoying the show.
The girls finished their act entirely naked, their shaved pussies and rouged nipples in plain view as they fondled each other while they kissed, then turned to wink lewdly and blow a kiss at the audience, who clapped and cheered, showering them with even more banknotes as they picked up the money already littering the podium.
There were other pretty girls in skimpy flapper costumes, complete with diamante headdresses, ostrich boa's and foot-long cigarette-holders, circulating around the club, and it didn't take Finn long to realize they were lap-dancers, especially when one of the girls shimmied in front of him, her breasts bouncing beneath her brief flapper dress as she smilingly offered him a lap-dance. He blushed as he started to refuse, but Lara cut him short.
"Yes, we'd love one, please! Me first!"
Finn watched in open-mouthed astonishment as the girl stripped as she writhed, her dress falling from her shoulders to reveal a magnificent body dusted with glitter, and wearing only a skimpy thong underneath. She began her dance by rubbing herself against Lara, pressing her breasts into his sister, who grinned with every indication of enjoying it very much indeed. Lara smiled sexily at Finn as she gently flicked and tugged on the girl's nipples, making her giggle and shake her shoulders, causing her breasts to dance and toll.
The girl finished her dance by pulling Lara against her as she kissed her, Lara holding and squeezing her thong-clad bottom before letting go and nodding at the girl, who then pulled away and winked broadly at Finn.
"Your turn, Baby!" grinned Lara, nudging Finn, and before he could say anything the half-naked girl had gone back into her routine, only now it was even more sexually explicit. She held and squeezed her breasts as she pouted at him, tugging on her nipples as she swivelled and gyrated her hips at him, then turning and pulling her buttocks apart as she jiggled them, before sitting in his lap and grinding against him. Finn looked at Lara in helpless embarrassment, expecting to see anger, or at least annoyance, but she was grinning broadly, obviously enjoying the show.
For the big finish, the girl straddled him and thrust her large breasts into his face while she ran her fingers though his hair, rubbing and grinding her crotch into his, then slid off him, turned around and bent double, holding her ankles while jiggling and clenching her thong-clad behind in his face. Finn flushed scarlet, his eyes nearly popping from his head when the girl yanked her thong off, her shaved pussy lips and puckered, pink little anus clearly displayed for him.
Lara could barely contain her laughter as Finn flushed scarlet.
The girl straightened-up and grabbed her skimpy dress, then leaned in and planted a kiss right on his lips. She winked at Lara and giggled, then took the envelope Finn handed her and pulled out the money inside, her eyes widening at the amount, before once again kissing Finn lightly, and Lara once more, a little more seriously.
"He's gorgeous, you're a lucky girl!" she stage-whispered, grinning as Finn flushed again.
As she strutted away, her taut buttocks twinkling as her hips swayed, Lara leaned over and kissed him once, lightly.
"She's right; I am a lucky girl!" she murmured."Now, dance with me, Finny, I want to boogie!"
Finn led Lara out onto the dance floor and basically stood there while she danced around him, like most of the guys on the dance floor, but he enjoyed watching her move, and she obviously enjoyed it too, pausing every so often to teasingly kiss him then laugh and duck away as he tried to grab her.
As they danced, Lara clinging to him during the slow numbers, their lips met more than once in long, slow kisses, while around them the dance floor gradually emptied. Eventually Finn noticed they were nearly alone on the dance floor, and was about to mention it to Lara as she swayed against him, oblivious to the world, when he saw what was happening in some of the booths surrounding the dance floor. He nudged Lara, hearing her gasp and soft giggle as she saw what he was seeing.
Nearly every booth was occupied by a couple having a lap-dance, and not just lap-dances; in the booth nearest them it had gone further, much further; the lap-dancer was being enthusiastically pounded by a guy while his sister watched, her hand moving rapidly inside her panties as she and the dancer kissed and groped each other.
As they looked around, there were several more scenes echoing that, but different combinations or permutations; sometimes it was just the guy and his sister, sometimes the sister was watching while her brother hammered into one of the girls, and in at least two of the booths the brother looked on while his sister and one of the naked lap-dancers kissed, groped, and ground enthusiastically against each other.
"Finny, look..." she breathed, and "...I know..." was all he could murmur in reply, trying desperately to prevent his cock erecting at such an open and overt display of sexual gratification.
Somehow it seemed more intense, not like the scene earlier in the pool area; that had just felt like a raucous beach-party that had gotten a little out of hand; this felt altogether different, more planned and 'adult', and all he could think of was how much he needed to be alone with his sister right now...
"Finny..." murmured Lara, and as he turned to her, she pulled his head down, kissing him deeply while her hand lightly rubbed his swelling cock, feeling his girth though the material of his dress trousers.
Finn pulled her to him, his lips almost savage against hers as he kissed her with all his strength, holding her against him and grinding his bone-hard cock against her mons, hearing her gasp and mew as their sexes ground together, until he had to break for air.
"Sissy...our room...now..." he muttered thickly, lust and desire glowing in his eyes, matching the glow in hers.
As they left the 'nightclub', Evan and his two sisters grinned at each other in their booth as they nodded, Finn and Lara's actions confirming yet again what they already knew or had surmised about them.
*
Back in their room, Finn wasted no time in stripping Lara, listening in satisfaction as she squeaked with surprise as he unzipped her dress and pulled it down and off her in one move, leaving her standing in just stockings and a wispy black thong.
As she turned to face him, he pulled her close, his hands clenching her buttocks tightly as he pulled her into his crotch. Lara moaned as her thong-clad pussy ground against his hardness, her fingers twining in his hair as she pulled him closer for a hot, needy kiss.
"Get naked, Finny, that's an order!" she husked, and Finn jumped to obey, his eyes never leaving his sister's naked perfection as he tore off his shirt and kicked his pants away, levered off his shoes and yanked his socks off, until only his tented shorts remained. Lara reached down and slowly stroked the front of his shorts, squeezing his turgid cock as she felt the solid girth.
"What shall we do now, Finny?" she teased, licking her lips as she smiled.
Finn hooked his thumbs in the waistband of his shorts, but Lara stopped him.
"Uh-uh, mine!" she smiled, and knelt down in front of him, her face level with his crotch, and, slipping her fingers into his waistband, slowly peeled his tight shorts down, her eyes lighting up as his thick, angry-looking cock slipped out, almost falling into her waiting mouth.
"What shall I do with this, Finny? Please, tell me..." she asked softly, her expression a mixture of innocence and wanton lust.
Finn held his breath as he gently pushed forward with his hips. Lara's eyes twinkled as she opened her lush lips and slowly engulfed the head of his cock, her lips stretched into an obscene scarlet 'O' as she slowly sucked the large pulsating head and thick shaft.
Finn's eyes closed in ecstasy as Lara slowly sucked him, her tongue softly tracing the contours of his cock-head, licking at the frenulum and gently rubbing the furrowed tip as she slowly, deliberately fellated him. Finn knew he couldn't take much of this, especially when she began to squeeze the shaft as her head slowly bobbed, never once letting up with the delicious suction.



With her free hand, she now began to gently squeeze and manipulate his swollen scrotum, her talented fingers gently squeezing and fondling the seeds one after another, while all the while her mascara'd eyes stared up into his in a display of demure yet wanton sluttishness he'd never have thought possible from his gorgeous little sister. Never, he thought, had he seen Lara look so innocent, yet so hotly fuckable.
Lara increased her sucking and fondling of him, and for Finn there could only be one outcome.
"Sissy...don't...I'm...oh God!" he stammered, while Lara sucked and fondled even harder, feeling his cock tense even further in her hand. Finn could feel his orgasm rising, and Lara, always perfectly in tune with him, gently scratched his perineum. That was all it took to open the floodgates.
"Oohh Goooddd! Ooohhh Jeez, fuck!" gasped Finn, his cock swelling in her mouth as it lurched, a sinewy, muscular jolt, and then a spray of thick, creamy sperm hit the back of her throat. Lara barely had time to swallow before another powerful spurt, then another filled her mouth as Finn's hot, salty-sweet spun bulleted into her mouth, and Lara gulped it down greedily, revelling in the taste of her man emptying himself into her mouth as she sucked avidly, licking and sucking as the jets of spunk died down to a trickle. Lara licked up the last remnants of spunk bubbling from his still solidly erect cock and licked his cock-head clean, before smiling up at Finn as he gazed in wonder at her.
Finn's legs trembled with the effort of remaining upright as one of the most powerful orgasms he'd ever felt took its toll on him, and Lara led him to the bed, recognising that if he didn't lie down, he was going to fall down. Once on the bed, Finn pulled his sister closer by her delectable little buttocks, squeezing, lifting and separating the firm cheeks even as his lips sought hers.
"You're amazing, you know that?" he smiled, and Lara's eyes glittered at the compliment.
"Now it's my turn, Finny; make me shudder, baby, I want to see the elephant!" she grinned, her soft, gently insistent hands arousing him as she squeezed and caressed his erect penis.
Finn rolled onto his back, taking Lara with him so she now lay on him, her legs on either side of his waist, and his cock sandwiched between their bellies. Lara bit her lip and grinned as she began sliding back and forth ever so slightly, just enough to make him close his eyes as the delicious friction rubbed and massaged his cock, sending thrills of sweet agony through him as her satin-smooth skin slid over the sensitive tip of his cock.
When Lara judged she'd tortured him enough, she leaned down to kiss him, her lips hot and insistent, rousing him once more into a state of almost unbearable need. Finn's hands clamped onto the firm cheeks of her bum, moulding and squeezing them as he pushed his erection against her, letting her know he was ready for her.
Lara raised up slightly, feeling for his cock, then aiming it at her damp labia, before slowly pushing back against him, feeling her pussy stretch once more as he slid into her.
"Ooohh yess, ooohh yeess, like that Finny!" she muttered as he slid further and further into her, the welcome invasion feeling endless and truly delightful, the sensation of being stretched and filled both breathtaking and arousing.
Lara slid upright, her hips gyrating as she pumped on top of her brother, and Finn's hands danced over her, holding, squeezing, pinching, caressing, filling her world with sensation and delight as the they moved together. Lara could feel her explosion gathering, thrills and tendrils of orgasms already curling and twisting through her, her nipples throbbing insistently in sync with the beat of her heart, and the increasingly stronger and more thrilling pulsations from her highly stimulated pussy. When Finn slid his hands up her torso to cup and squeeze her breasts, her breath caught in her throat, and when he cupped her breasts to roll and squeeze her nipples, the dam finally burst.
Lara screamed as orgasm surged through her, unbearably thrilling pulses of pure wonder beating insistently through her, wave after delightful wave, her entire body feeling like it was glowing with an electric aura as all her nerve endings sang and chorused in a chord of pure pleasure. Her bones felt like they were filled with molten gold, a sensation of liquid heat that carried her through the mist of ecstasy as all her senses shut down, and she floated in a timeless place with nothing except the pure, explosive, utterly thrilling power of orgasm to sustain her.
As the last waves of pleasure uncoiled and drained from her, sight, and sensation, the feel of her Finny holding her, the staccato beat of her heart drumming wildly in her chest, all these things returned, bringing her back to the mortal world after her brush with timeless ecstasy. Lara slumped down against Finn, her breath sobbing in her lungs as the aftershocks of her gigantic orgasm ebbed and eased away, leaving her in their wake, satisfied beyond her ability to describe, and tired beyond belief.
Finn pulled her against him, Lara grateful for the calm, measured beat of his heart against the drum-roll still pounding in her chest as her heart slowly returned to normal.
"You're okay, it's okay, I've got you..." came Finn's voice, calm and soothing, his soft hands running over her body, calming, relieving, washing away the unbelievable stress of her heart-stopping orgasm.
"Calm down, Sissy, that's it, baby, breathe, yes that's it..." he chanted softly as his gentle hands continued to caress and knead her, Lara responding to his voice on another level entirely as she heard the concern and boundless love in his voice. Finny was worried! What just happened?
She raised her head, the effort almost more than she could manage, to look into his beautiful bright blue eyes, now almost violet as his emotions vied for control of him.
"Finny...what...what happened?" she croaked, seeing Finn smile as his eyes brightened and his arms tightened around her
"Welcome back, baby! I was so worried; I thought you'd had a seizure or something! I think you saw the elephant!"
Lara smiled as her phrase came back to her.
"Yes I did, I was in the best place in the world, and it was because of you! Oh Finny, promise you'll keep doing that to me forever!"
Finn pulled her closer, and kissed the tip of her nose.
"For you, Princess, anything, anything in the world, I promise!"
Lara suddenly looked upset.
"What about you, baby, you didn't get anything from that!" she whispered, her lip trembling. For answer, Finn rolled her onto her side, his hands once more clamped around her buttocks as he kissed her, grinning with her when he slid his finger into her tightly creased little anus.
"I think I know what someone wants!" she grinned minxily, pushing back against the digit sliding in and out of her anus, "Get the lube, baby, now I'm recovered a little, I think I need a little attention elsewhere tonight, are you up to it?"
Finn picked up the tube of gel from the night-stand and squeezed a finger-full out, then turned Lara so he could massage it into her tight little hole.
"Put a lot in there, please Finny!" she grinned, "earlier by the pool was good, but I want a longer ride right now, so better grease me up good!"
Finn pushed as much into her as he could, then slid a finger in, moving it around until he could fit a second finger in; Lara moaned and sighed as he gently frigged her bottom, opening and loosening her hole, her moans increasing when he added more lube and worked a third finger into her, pumping away until she grabbed his wrist.
"Enough, Finny, please, I'm not a fucking glove puppet! Now, get that big thing of yours up here right now, I want you in me!"
Lara lay face down on the bed, and Finn pulled a couple of pillows under her midriff to raise her midsection up. Lara reached back, and pulled her cheeks apart, showing Finn her shiny, well-lubricated anus. Finn rubbed a final spurt of gel over the tip of his cock and leaned up over her, aiming himself just right, until the tip of his cock was pressing lightly against her pink crease, teasing her.
"Finny, don't ...!" she growled, "Just do it!"
Finn stroked her hips and held her as he slowly pushed into her, listening to her gasps and waiting for her to tell him to stop if he hurt her. His lubricated cock slid slowly into her tight anus, the head popping in past her ring which clamped tightly around his shaft as he leaned forward, taking his weight on his forearms as he covered her with his body.
"Ooohhh God, ooh that's so big, oh Christ..." muttered Lara as he slowly sunk into her depths, until his stomach was resting against her smooth, firm buttocks, his large prick shoved all the way up inside her bottom.
Finn waited until she'd stopped panting, then, at her nod, began to slowly withdraw.
"Ooohh YESS!" gasped Lara, her bottom dancing as she humped back against him, seeking to draw him back into herself. Finn withdrew nearly all the way, then slid back in again, the ring of her anus holding him tightly, and his need to come, to fill her with his sperm rapidly gaining ground.
Gritting his teeth, he pushed back into her, holding back as best he could as the sensations of furnace heat and rippling, throbbing flesh threatened to push him over the edge.
Finn slid his hands under his sister and cupped her breasts, his fingers once more rubbing and squeezing her nipples, building yet another storm inside her as he pounded into her arse, his cock jack-hammering as he pushed Lara to yet another gigantic orgasm.
Lara groaned as her orgasm hit her, her eyesight dimming as the waves of pleasure washed over her again, her body shuddering as she basked in the overload of sexual pleasure. Her anus clamped down on his cock, and Finn shouted, unable to restrain himself as the pressure finally tipped him over too, sperm reserves he wasn't aware he had spraying out of his swollen cock and bathing her bowels with the heat of his climax, spurt after spurt, his body convulsing as each iron-hard bolt of spunk jetted from him, until at last he slumped down, too wrung out to move. His last conscious thought was to roll away so he didn't crush his Sissy as he collapsed into an exhausted stupor, Lara held tightly in his arms as they both slept like stones.
*
PART 6: THE NEXT MORNING
The soft chimes woke them, Finn disoriented and blurry, still not fully recovered from the enormous expenditure of energy earlier, but smiled at Lara, fast asleep in his arms, innocent and softly alluring in sleep, her out-thrust bottom lip ripe for nibbling and licking, so he did, until she opened her eyes and smiled at him.
"Hello beautiful boy!" she grinned, nipping his lip in return, giggling softly as his hand gently caressed her breasts, flicking her nipples idly.
"Come on, Finny, shower time, then breakfast; I'm starved, come on!"
Once they'd showered, shampooed, and in Finn's case, shaved, they dressed for what they guessed would be another pool-side breakfast. They left their room and followed the LED on Lara's bracelet, blinking red this time, for some reason.
After a couple of turns, Finn realised they weren't making for the pool area, they were going in another direction entirely, and as he was about to mention it to Lara, they came to a smaller set of polished double doors, which swung open as they approached. They glimpsed Robyn, and another couple, just the backs of their heads visible in the deep Chesterfield sofa they were sitting in.
As Finn and his sister entered the room, Evan stood up, his face wreathed in smiles.
"Finn, Lara, good morning, and for once, it really is morning!"
At the mention of their names the two people on the sofa heads' snapped around, and Finn stopped in shock; it was mum, and Uncle Mike! Lara gasped, instinctively drawing closer to him as his arm went around her.
"Mum, what are you doing here?" exclaimed Lara, hugging her as her mother was suddenly holding her.
"Finn, Lara...I don't know, I was in...I was at Uncle Mike's place, these people turned up and said we had to come with them!" She looked away guiltily for a moment, then continued.
"They wouldn't take no for an answer, baby, they practically forced us into this blacked-out car and drove us for hours...what's going on, baby, who are these people, what do they want with us, what have you done?"
Their Uncle Mike was also looking confused, and more than a little angry, but he made no move toward the pair of them, possibly because they were flanked by a pair of burly, black-suited men with sunglasses who'd suddenly appeared from nowhere.
Finn was still reeling with the shock of seeing his mother here, the last person he would have expected to see. Evan stepped between them, once again the urbane host.
"Please, Mrs. Elliot, Mr. Kershaw, have a seat, everything will be explained, I promise you."
Their mother looked like she was about to object, but her brother touched her elbow.
"Carys, please, it's alright, let's hear them out..." he whispered, his touch seeming to calm his sister, and they both took their seats again.
Mike cocked his head at Evan.
"OK, now we're seated, perhaps you'd care to explain why my sister and I were virtually kidnapped and brought here, just who the hell you people are and what makes you think you can do that, and what the blazes Finn and Lara have to do with all this!"
Evan leaned back in his chair, Robyn sitting on the arm next to him.
"Mrs. Elliot, Finn and Lara have been our guests over the weekend; they've been enjoying themselves along with our other guests, but we also invited them for a reason; to offer them a business proposal of sorts; they haven't rejected it out of hand, and we hope they'll say yes."
Carys Elliot snorted.
"This is preposterous! My children are going to finish university, not go haring-off on some wild 'get-rich-quick' business proposal on your say-so, whoever you are!"
Evan frowned slightly.
"I rather think that's for them to say; they're both over eighteen, they have minds and free-will, and any decision about their future has to include them, wouldn't you say?"
Carys bridled at his confident tone, her face reddening as her anger rose. She opened her mouth to speak, but was cut off by Finn.
"Mum, enough, please! Evan and his sisters made us an offer, an offer too good to pass up, and we're not going to. Lara and me, this is what we want, and we're going to accept. We'll both finish university, I promise, but this is what we want. Sissy?"
Lara took Finn's hand, their mother's eyes narrowing as comprehension dawned as Finn squeezed her hand reassuringly.
"Mum, Finny and me, this is what we want, truly. It's a fantastic offer, it will bring us all we've ever wanted, and we're taking it. I'm sorry mum, I wish we'd been able to tell you another way, but Finny and me, we're...together now, we're staying together, and this is the way to make our future happen!"
Carys' eyes widened as she took in what her daughter had just said. Her face suddenly paled as she exchanged a furtive glance with her own brother before speaking.
"Are you telling me that you two...together...like that...no, you can't, you mustn't, it's wrong..."
Evan interjected before she said something she'd regret.
"Mrs. Elliot, because of the nature of the weekends we host here, we vet our guests rather carefully. Finn and Lara were vetted as a matter of course, and while we were checking them out, this came into our possession."
So saying, he slotted a USB pen drive into a port on the side of the huge TV screen behind him and clicked a remote. A video began playing, Finn, Lara and Carys all gasping as the scene unfolded.
There, on screen, were Carys and her brother, standing in the doorway of a closed shop in Whitchurch market, locked in a passionate kiss, hands roaming over each other, Mike hands openly squeezing and fondling her bottom as they kissed.
Another scene clicked on, this time Mike and Carys leaning against a tree in a park somewhere, kissing again, and this time Carys' hands were quite obviously fondling and squeezing Mike's cock, his own hands cupping her breasts as they kissed
The scene jumped, and now Finn recognised Mike's house in Oswestry. Someone had taken the movie with a long-range lens, the interior of the master bedroom visible through the picture window, and they could quite clearly see Carys on all fours on the bed, Mike kneeling behind her, their features clear and unmistakeable, her brother holding her by the hips as he pounded into her.
There was something wild, and primal, primitive and compelling in watching their mother fuck with such abandon, and Finn felt himself responding, realising as he watched the couple on-screen that his mother was a beautiful, sexual woman, but more than that; he was seeing Lara in twenty years time; she was her mother's daughter in more ways than one, and he had much to look forward to.
Carys had gone white, as had Mike, the blood draining from their faces as their shameful secret was laid bare in front of her children, her expression aghast as Evan clicked off the television.
"So now you're going to...to blackmail me, blackmail us, you'd do that to me? Why? Finn, Lara, don't...I'm..." she whispered, tears of shame in her eyes.
Lara longed to hug her, to tell her that she would never do that, but Evan spoke first, his voice soft and calming
"No-one's blackmailing anyone, Mrs. Elliot; I merely showed you that to underline that everyone here has secrets, so please, no more judging. There's only one copy of this drive, so here, it's yours, we have no use for it, keep it, wipe it do whatever you want with it. Would you like something to drink, some tea, perhaps, something to calm you down?"
Carys nodded gratefully, burying her face in her brother's shoulder as one of the black-suited men nodded and turned away, leaving as silently as he'd arrived.
Mike Kershaw, Lara's Uncle Mike, cleared his throat nervously, drawing their attention to him.
"So if you had that...thing...of us...what next? Lara says she and Finn are together, why do they need to be here, what kind of proposition have you made them? They're still my niece and nephew, still my only family, I think I have a right to know!"
"Shall I answer that?" came Sylvie's voice from the doorway, so Evan nodded, handing the floor to her. Sylvie swayed into the room, and sat gracefully on the other arm of Evan's chair.
"Mrs. Elliot, Mr. Kershaw, may I call you Carys and Mike?" Both nodded, so she continued.
"Carys, Mike, we run a...a club here, a very special, very discreet club, but now we feel it's time for us to go, so we looked for people we thought could trust to take it away from us and do things properly. We found Lara and Finn, and so now all this you see around you, this house, this whole complex, the staff, the fleet of cars, everything here, now belongs to them."
She smiled at their thunderstruck expressions before continuing.
"They are the new owners, and all the privileges and responsibilities that goes with carrying on our work falls on them. But they can't do it alone; they need their family to be there for them as well. This is where you come in, and the reason we brought you here."
She paused to smile at them both.
"The care and upkeep of this place is taken care of. Finny and Lara will each be paid a very generous allowance, and this place is theirs to do with as they please, however they see fit; they're the owners now. Their allowances will make them wealthy, we've seen to that; their futures in that respect are taken care of. What they'll need from you is to know that you support them, that you'll be happy for them. In return, I have a proposition for you, for both of you."



Carys and Mike looked at each other, then warily at Sylvia.
"Go on..." murmured Carys, her expression softening as Sylvie smiled sympathetically at her.
"When Finny and Lara elected to throw-in with us, they became part of our family, a very special part. That also includes you and Mike, if you let it happen; we have it in our power to ensure that Kershaw-Elliot Associates becomes one of the most sought-after and successful architectural practices in the world; we have enough commissions spread among the 600 or so companies we own or control to keep you both busy and in demand for the rest of your lives."
"If we keep our mouths shut and stay away from them, I suppose...!" gritted Mike, to be brought up short by Sylvie.
"Not in the slightest; this is not an attempt to shut you up, or some kind of bribe; you're Finn and Lara's family, we couldn't very well give them everything they wanted and leave you to one side; no, this is a gift from them, not 'hush-money' from us, I promise you. I suspect you and Carys would like to be together. This is your chance; we have properties in Nice, Cannes, San Marino, San Tropez, a dozen other places, and we have no use for any of them, pick one, remodel it to suit you, live there and be together, that's really what you want, isn't it? "
Lara watched her mother as she looked at Mike, her eyes huge as all her dreams were handed to her on a platter.
"Mum...?" she said, almost too soft to be heard, but her mother turned to look at her, then once more gazed at Mike. He picked up at once the longing in his sister's eyes, and his face, so much like Finn's from certain angles, broke into a happy smile.
"Well, when you put it like that...!"
*
EPILOGUE
Finn moved against Lara, his cock pounding into her, Lara mewling in ecstasy as he drove into her again and again, pushing her closer and closer to the brink, until, as his lips clamped over hers, he slid his finger into her tight little anus as he jammed his cock into her as hard as he could.
Lara screamed as orgasm bowled over her, wave after wave of exquisite pleasure lashing and battering at her, a summer storm of perfect ecstasy. Her pussy and anus clamped down on the invaders, the sudden pressure on his cock too much to bear any longer, and Finn groaned out loud, perfect pleasure echoing her perfect storm as endless spurts of spunk sprayed out of him, bathing and filling her every secret, innermost place.
Finn slumped down against his perfect sister, his hand on her smooth belly tracing every trill and quiver as aftershocks raced and surged inside her, slowly dying away into the lassitude of afterglow.
After a while he became aware that the chime was calling, endlessly repeating. Lara grinned as she hoisted herself up on one elbow, pulling the covers over them in some semblance of modesty.
"Yes Haley, is there a problem?" she called, and the big screen on the far wall flicked itself on. Haley Moore's face appeared, a wrinkle between her perfect eyebrows.
"Oh Eewww, what's wrong with you two, get a room!" she grinned.
"Was there something, Hales, or were you just trying to cause coitus interruptus?" grinned Lara, completely at ease with her best friend and now personal assistant and Head housekeeper, albeit an extremely well-paid and very special housekeeper. Hayley had discovered in herself a talent for organisation bordering on genius, and was instrumental in the spectacular successes of the last several 'Sisterfest' weekends, including a New Year weekend that was going to be well-nigh impossible to top.
It was Hayley's idea to call herself 'housekeeper', although it has to be said, few housekeepers get Ferrari F430's as Christmas presents from their bosses...
"Your mum's on Skype, do you want to get some clothes on, or are you just going to whip the covers off and show her Finn's dick as well?"
"Haley!" sighed Lara, Haley responding with an even wider grin.
"I've said it before, and I'll say it again; Finn, you've got a lovely bum!" she smirked.
"Hales!" gritted Lara, so Haley grinned, winked at them both, and suddenly there was Carys, behind her the blazing whites and brilliant turquoise blue of the Mediterranean. Carys looked like she was fit to burst.
"Lara, look, we did the scan today, it's confirmed, we're having another baby!"
Finn and his sister chatted with their excited mother for a few more minutes before she had to dash, but she left them both excited as well, and Lara more than a little wistful.
"Finny, when do you suppose we can have a baby?" she wondered softly, and Finn, always in tune with his beautiful sister's moods, gathered her in so he could look into her marvellous eyes.
"Tomorrow if you like. We've been playing host here for nearly five years now, we've got a pile of cash set aside, and Evan was asking just the other day if we were ready to follow them, and I have to say, the three of them look good, and happier than ever with a bunch of kids running around them. When you're ready, just say so and I'll be right there with you."
Lara reached up to brush his cheek with her fingertips.
"You really mean that, don't you? As long as I know you mean it, I'll be happy to wait. Maybe one more year, then we'll hold another mid-summer 'Sisterfest' and see if any likely candidates pop out at us, deal?"
"Deal!" he grinned, "I just can't believe mum's popping out yet another one, at her age, too!" which earned him a dig in the ribs from her sharp elbow.
"Mum's only 43, she's not some withered old crone!" she hissed, Finn holding up his hands and grinning in surrender.
"I have to say, though" he conceded, "I'm glad she had another little girl; Morwen's a doll, she looks just like I remember you when you were tiny. I can't wait to make one of my own just like her, no sir, not at all!"
Lara stretched like a cat, her eyes hooded and inviting.
"Then come here, big brother, lets practice; after all, practice makes perfect!"
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JULIE:
Mark came back from his monthly two-day visit to the Bristol office today looking more tired than usual, so for once, instead of leaping frenziedly on him, as is my usual ploy whenever we've been apart more than 12 hours, I kept Markie and baby Nia quiet, allowing their poor daddy a few hours rest before fatherhood and family once more became a part of his life.
Mark had to go and see his team members in Clifton every month; with promotion had come responsibilities, but the trip always tired him, as all the problems that had no pleasing, easy solution were obligingly piled on his desk; all the nice, easy issues with easy solutions were sorted out lower down the tree, leaving him to try and organise his team, motivate them to meet their targets, write appraisals, and formulate solutions for problems that had no solutions; all the 'buck-stops-here' problems, in fact. It's a wonder he still had all that lovely bright gold hair of his...
When he came in, though, tired as he was, he'd kissed me gently, looked around to make sure Markie wasn't in the room or anywhere in sight, and pulled me close for a long, hot kiss. The growing bulge in his trousers rubbed deliberately, pleasurably, across my slit, making me gasp, and his hands found their way under my skirt and into my panties, cupping and squeezing my bum-cheeks while a finger somehow managed to snake its way into my tight bum-hole. That alone left me in no doubt what he'd been thinking about on that tedious train journey back from Bristol, then all the way across London from Paddington!
I giggled into his mouth at that, squirming delightedly against him; my Mark knew exactly how to heat me up in the shortest possible time, and he'd just hit the jackpot; if the girls had been with Mummy-Anh, I'd have yanked his pants off there and then and climbed on that big cock of his without a moment's hesitation; he wasn't the only one missing a little one-on-one! Mark kissed me one last time and, still holding me by my bum, pulled back a little to look into my eyes.
"God, I missed you, Tink," he grinned, "and I missed these as well!" he whispered, his hands squeezing me again as he spoke, and I knew just from the movements of his hands inside my panties as he squeezed my cheeks that what he wanted to be doing right now was pounding me through the mattress. I grinned and clenched my bum-cheeks, letting him know I knew what was going through his mind, but not making a move to drag him into the bedroom and de-bag him, as I would normally have done by now; I could see the exhaustion in his eyes, and for what I planned on getting from him, I needed him wide awake and raring to go.
"Get some sleep, Peter Pan," I smiled, "You look like you've had a bad night on the varnish. Get a couple of hours rest. I'll call you for dinner, and then, when the girls are asleep, I have plans for you! If all goes according to plan, I'll be waking up in the morning bow-legged and rubbed-raw; how does that sound?"
For answer, he pulled me close again, grinding his crotch against mine, letting me know just how much he wanted me. After more than two years, my Lost Boy still needed to touch and hold me as much as the first night we ever got together; believe me, the feeling was entirely mutual; whenever he went away, I felt a peculiar, ragged sense of loss, an emptiness and almost physical pain that didn't go away until I was running my hands through his soft, golden hair once more, congratulating myself again and again on hooking and landing such a beautiful, sexy, truly wonderful man.
Mark had been forced to reject me by our lunatic mother, her price for not destroying me; she'd driven him to the brink of suicide, she'd made his life a living hell, and yet he'd kept me safe the whole time; he'd taken a beating to ensure I never had to, and I owed him for that. It was a debt I was glad to repay, with every breath of my body, every beat of my heart, and every stroke of his thick cock deep inside me.
Mark, too, hated to go anywhere without me; I think he felt the same separation anxiety I felt when he had to go away, and I didn't blame him, not after what he'd been through. That loony bitch kept the threat she'd crush me with the law if he didn't toe the line constantly dangling in front of him, and so she'd kept him dancing on a short leash, sick with fear, for almost three years while she went slowly ga-ga.
Now that mad bitch is dead; she died alone, almost two years ago now, a victim of her own fondness for the booze, unwanted and ignored, and if there's a hell somewhere, she's probably burning in it. I have my Lost Boy back; I will always be his 'Tinkerbell'; we found our own Never-Never Land, and we love each other even more strongly now, because of what we had to endure to win through.
And we even have a new mum! My best girl Nia, (who I think is possibly the most beautiful girl I've ever seen) has the loveliest, smartest, most loving mum in the world, and now she's mine as well; before Mark ever came back to me, Mummy-Anh became for real the mum to me that she'd always been in every way that counted; I can't even remember when she stopped being 'Mrs. M' and became just 'Mum', and it doesn't matter; she's there, that's all I need to know.
When I was a little girl, it was Nia's mum who made sure from the earliest days that I was always treated like one of the family, someone who belonged there; it was she who tended me and kept me safe when my crazy, drunken bitch of a mother assaulted me, and it was she who taught me what growing up, love, compassion and family was all about. I owe my family to Mummy-Anh, Nia's mum, my mum. When Mark finally came back, she took him into her heart too, and made him hers as surely as she had done for me, showing him what a real mother was, and giving him all the love and care a mother showers on her son.
Mark feels about her the same way; growing up he was shamefully neglected by our mother, who spent all her time drinking and never had any time left over for him. He never got to be a little boy because he had to be the grown up and raise me, when he was just a little boy himself.
Mummy-Anh understands this, which is why she makes an especially big fuss over him, constantly letting him know in a million small ways that there's a place he belongs, and a family who cares about him. We named our second daughter 'Nia', to honour my best friend, but also to honour Mummy and link them together in a special way; when we told her, it was the first time I'd ever seen Mummy cry.
(There's a special bond between my babies and Mummy, a genuine grandmother and granddaughter connection, as deep and loving as the bond between her and little Jamie and Laura, and Bethany's two, Ryan and Jodie, who looks so much like Nia it's uncanny. My own little Nia knows when she's going to Mummy-Anh's house; she won't settle-down until she's cradled in the hollow of her nana's neck, or perched on her hip, and once she's with Mummy-Anh, she'll sleep the day away; she knows she's safe and with family.)
I herded Mark into the bedroom (without too much resistance, I have to say; poor boy really was exhausted...) and watched him shed his clothes and climb gratefully between the sheets.
"You'll wake me for dinner, promise?" he asked, and I nodded. I had already cooked dinner; it was keeping warm in the oven, so he could snooze as long as he wanted, which should take the edge off that exhaustion I could see in his eyes. I kissed him and watched him slide under the covers with a grateful sigh; 10 seconds later he was out like a light.
The girls were in their room, supposedly having a nap, but after a while I got to wondering why one of them hadn't come wandering out looking for something or other; my two little girls seem to thrive on a night of broken sleep; it seems like every hour they're waking me up for something, but I hadn't seen hide nor hair of them for nearly an hour now, and when I looked in, their cots were empty.
I immediately checked our room, and there they were, fast asleep, Markie cuddled up against her daddy, lying on her tummy with her little bottom stuck in the air, and Nia lying in the crook of his arm, with their daddy's arm wrapped protectively around both of them. I paused to wonder how, at only 13 months, Nia had managed to climb up there as well, but when it came to snuggling with her daddy, no barrier was too high.
I smiled, and, I'll admit it, my eyes welled-up at the sight of my perfect family; three bright golden heads in a row, all sweetly asleep. We took the long way round, and we both took a lot of hurt, but we got here eventually. I went back down to the kitchen and turned off the oven; Mark was so deeply asleep it would be cruel to wake him, and the girls had their daddy, so they'd stay quiet all night. I grinned wistfully at the lost opportunity and got a duvet from the airing cupboard; it looked like a night in the spare bedroom for me...
A finger gently tracing the outline of my nipple woke me up, and there was Mark, looking young, tousled, delicious, and wide-awake, with that beautiful, sexy grin of his, the one that used to make all my work colleagues go weak at the knees, that bang of golden hair falling down over his eye, and that light in his eyes.
"Hello, my golden-haired little sex-elf!" he whispered, running his finger down my abdomen and back up between my breasts to scratch my chin. I smiled at his private nickname for me, and he knelt down by the bed to kiss me.
"I put the girls back in Markie's bed; they're both sound asleep; so, Tink, you wanna play?" he whispered in my ear, his hot breath sending shivers up and down my spine. Did I? What a stupid question!
He saw the answer in my eyes, so picked me up like I weighed nothing and carried me into our room, where he laid me down on our bed, at the same time sliding off my panties as I tugged off the T-shirt of his I was wearing. I smiled happily at the sight of his shapely, muscular body, all the weight he'd lost from his ordeal with our crazy mother now back on him, and he looked fit, tanned and gorgeous. He went to slip off his shorts but I batted his hands away; this was my job!
I slid his shorts down, and his thick cock sprang out, thicker than I could get my whole hand around, nearly eight inches of solid, meaty goodness, all ready to take me to the best places in the world. I felt my pussy twitch in anticipation, a sense of warmth pervading that whole area, and I knew my labia were swelling and engorging, ready for him to shove that big thing of his into me!
First things first, though. Mark pulled me up to kiss me again, then gently pushed me back down, slipping his hands under my thighs to urge them open and then squeeze my bum-cheeks as he lowered his head to kiss and lap at my seeping slit. I writhed and sighed as his probing tongue licked me from my bum-hole to my clitoris, still hooded but I could feel it stiffening as he sexed me up, and when he slipped his finger into me while licking my clit, I nearly passed-out with the sensation. Mark knows exactly what to do to turn me into a sexed-up, quivering mass of jelly, and he proceeded to do just that.
His fingers and tongue probed and rubbed, licked and kissed, while I literally saw stars as waves of pleasure raced and crashed through me, each one bigger than the last, battering me with increasing pleasure, until at last, the tension building inside me couldn't contain itself, and when he pushed his tongue between my labia and simultaneously rammed his middle finger up into my bum, I came in a supernova of pleasure, pulling a pillow over my face to muffle my shriek as Mark once more took me to the heights, his tongue and talented fingers doing things to me that I could never describe, only ever crave.
The thunder of blood in my ears finally died away and I relaxed my death-grip on the pillow, allowing Mark to pull it away and pull my naked body against his.
"Jeez Tink, you must have really needed that!" he grinned, bending forward to kiss me, his tongue twining with mine as we kissed hard enough to leave bruises. Making love to Mark is, for me, the pinnacle of achievement, my reward to myself for having lost him for so long. The only man for me, the only one who could ever be for me, is my big brother, my darling Mark.
As we kissed, I could feel his hardness bumping me, so I nipped his lip while grabbing that thing, squeezing him to watch the expression on his face, the look in his eyes.
"What are you planning on doing with this thing, then?" I taunted him, knowing full well what I wanted to do, and Mark, playing along with that beautiful grin on his face, straddled me, shuffling up along me until his cock-head was level with my face.
"You know what we both want, Tinkerbell, don't leave me hanging!" he grinned, so I grinned back and slowly, lingeringly licked the slick, glossy tip a couple of times, enjoying his soft gasp, then sucked the bulbous head into my mouth, savouring as always the saltiness, the musky tang, and the faint background sweetness that was so much a part of my man. As I sucked him, his smell wafted over me, that scent-complex unique to him, not sweat, or soap, or cologne, but the clean smell of his skin, the warm freshness of his own bodily oils and secretions, and the faint, salty, ozone tang of the lubricant pouring from the tip of his cock. Mark always smelled fresh to me, like a gentle sea-breeze, and I was addicted to that scent.
As I sucked, I could feel his body tensing and relaxing as he fought the urge to ram that thing in my mouth, to face-fuck me; Mark wouldn't do that to me, which is why I loved giving pleasure to him. While I suckled on him, my hands alternated between squeezing and fisting that gorgeous cock of his, and gently squeezing and stroking his scrotum, urging him to give me what I wanted now. I could hear his breath shortening, and his pulse, drumming in that wand of flesh in my mouth, was rising as his own climax approached, so I sucked harder, wanting the finish, wanting my man to have what he'd just given me.
His breathing was becoming louder, and beginning to hitch as he struggled to hold himself back, prolonging the pleasure I was giving him, and as I squeezed his scrotum I could feel the change as it went from loose bag of skin to tight, ridged saddle under the base of his cock. One more suck and a healthy squeeze of his shaft as I pumped him, and he gasped explosively as his fat cock jumped and twitched in my mouth.
This was what I'd been waiting for. I clamped my lips around him as a stream of thick creamy spunk jetted out of him and hit the roof of my mouth, then another, then another, filling my mouth and barely giving me time to swallow before I was filled again. Mark's spunk tasted, as always, salty and creamy, with a delightful background tangy sweetness, delicious and wholesome, and though I'd only ever had one other sample for comparison, when I'd thought he was gone forever, I knew this was the taste for me, this was what my man had for me, and it was what I wanted from him, and only him.
The jets of sperm stopped, until only a trickle ran from the end of his cock, but I sucked every last drop out of him and polished the head with my tongue before grinning and sticking my tongue out to show him I was finished. Mark, as always, grinned when I did that.
"You dirty girl!" he smiled, climbing off me to slump down next to me and once more curl his hands around my bum, pulling me closer so our bellies were touching, his still-erect cock sandwiched solidly between us. I raised an eyebrow and grinned at him.
"You love it, Mark Jameson, don't you come it with me!" I retorted, leering at him as I rubbed myself against him, rolling his cock between us and making him gasp. Mark leaned down and kissed me.
"Every time I go away from you and the babies it feels like I'm in free-fall, I feel so lonely and lost, and it doesn't go away until I walk back in the door; coming home always feels like Christmas; promise me it'll always be like this, Tinkerbell!"
I swallowed the suddenly enormous lump in my throat, love for this beautiful boy-man flaring huge and possessive inside me.
"I promise you, Lost Boy, it will, oh it will!"
I couldn't help the tears that spilled down my cheeks as once again the little boy who needed to be held and loved re-surfaced, all the lost days of his stolen childhood showing in his eyes. I'd nearly lost him once; he'd nearly been taken from me forever; he'd even thought the unthinkable, and that fear for him still lurked deep inside me.
"I love you Tinkerbell!" he murmured, wiping my tears away with his thumbs, then pulling me close to kiss me long and tenderly, showing me with his lips what his heart was feeling.
I eventually surfaced for air, my body tingling with the impact of that kiss, aware, too, of the hardness trapped between us. I grinned and reached down to give it an experimental squeeze, seeing the laughter in his eyes as I did.
"What shall we do with this, Peter Pan?" I grinned, the need to have my husband inside me, locked away deep in my body, suddenly rearing up inside me.
"Are you ready to take me back to Never-Never land, Peter?" I asked him softly, seeing the smile spread across his face, like a new dawn rising.
"Always and always, Tinkerbell!" he breathed, kissing me again as he rolled me onto my back and reared above me, his cock prodding and nudging at my swollen labia, teasing me, torturing me even as I squeezed and fondled him, massaging his balls and making his cock rear up even stiffer, harder, and more angrily engorged. Every time I tried to guide him into me, he grinned and pulled back, instead sawing the ridged underside of his penis against my sensitive, swollen labia, torturing me even more.
"Mark!" I hissed, and once again that smile flowered as he slowly pushed forward, once more stretching me as he slid into me, filling me as only he could, lights flickering in my peripheral vision even as he began fucking me, prelude to the orgasm I knew he'd give me. I began to move against him, meeting him as he thrust into me, those lights flickering brighter now as wonderful feelings uncurled and spread through me, taking me with him as he sped up, pounding into me as I humped madly back up at him, until, with a searing, soundless explosion inside the very centre of me, my orgasm flared through every fibre of my body, all my senses fleeing as the pleasure overtook me.
Dimly I heard his groan as I tightened around him, but the sensation of his cock swelling inside me and pumping me full of his own special tribute was real, and present, the feel of his body-heat pouring into me cutting through all and telling me that my man was here, with me, making love to me, because he loved me. That knowledge alone was enough to send me off again, Mark groaning as I tightened around him again and again, milking him of every drop of his male essence, wringing him dry.
We lay in the afterglow, Mark next to me, holding me close against him, while I rested my head on his chest, rejoicing in the nearness of him, the warmth of him against me and the sound of his heart beating, the realisation of the dream I'd once thought gone forever. I was drifting away, warm and comfortable, when Mark stirred restlessly. I know his moods and manners intimately, so I knew he had something to say, maybe not important, but it was bugging him, so I rolled onto my side so I could look into his lovely, dove-grey eyes and maybe get him to share.



"What's up, Lost Boy, bad day at the office?" I opened, giving him a chance to tell me what was on his mind.
He looked pensive for a moment, then his eyes focussed back on me.
"It's nothing, Tink, really, just...odd."
I quirked an eyebrow at him, indicating he should go on, so he did.
"It's just something strange that happened in the pub at lunchtime. I walked over to 'The Colston Arms' pub near the Bristol Royal Infirmary to get a pub lunch, and I was just about to bite into my sandwich when this guy slapped me on the back, calling me 'Darryl', and asking how someone called 'Lena' was, then he took a good look at me and went all red and embarrassed and apologised profusely; obviously he'd mistaken me for someone else, but it got me thinking."
I waited, as he was still ravelling a thread, but I didn't see what he was so disturbed about. He put his arm around me and held me closer, chewing his lip distractedly while staring at nothing.
"And..." I prompted, breaking him out of his reverie.
"This is not the first time, either; I usually eat in one or other of the pubs around the Bristol Royal Infirmary, because the office is on St. Michael's Street, just behind the hospital, and this has happened at least half a dozen times over the last couple of years; it's not just people doing a double-take or something, either; they've been literally nose to nose before they realise I'm not this 'Darryl' person."
He shivered, and I pulled myself closer to him.
"It's weird, Tink, and it's starting to freak me out; there's someone wandering around Clifton with my face, and it's an eerie feeling. Supposing I turn a corner and walk right into this guy; aren't you supposed to die when you meet your doppelganger? What do they call it? Your 'Fetch' that was it; it was a story I read in a book of folklore when I was a kid, and it scared the shit out of me, it still does. What if it's true?"
I stared at him, but bit back the sarcastic comment; he was really freaked by this, so instead I grinned and bit his ear.
"You better hope there isn't another one of you out there; otherwise I might be tempted to look him up, just to see if he got the same bits you did!" As I said that, I tweaked his cock, making him jump and grin, and bore in, that light in his eyes that told me he was going to tickle me.
He did, for a while, but then he discovered something even more interesting to do, and tired me out in the best possible way. Funny thing, though, as he was ramming that lovely thick cock of his deep into me, I had a momentary image, or vision, of him sitting in a waiting room or office with his double, both of them talking animatedly, then both of them looking at me, but his double was older than him, with green eyes; it was only a momentary flash, but it put me off my stride for a second; why had I imagined Mark's double with my eyes? Mark noticed my distraction and chose to concentrate me by slipping a finger into my bum and frigging it, something guaranteed to get my attention!
I slept late the next morning, not even stirring when Mark took the girls over to Mummy-Anh's house so she and Dada Morrison could spoil them for a while, and to give Mark and me some time to play as well.
*
DARRYL:
I was almost late for work this morning; I suppose I could have made an extra-special effort, but when you have a wife like Lena needing "just one more hug, baby, pleeaase!" who can really blame me? I didn't blame her at all for clinging a little; we were two surgeons down on the board, with another due to retire, so everyone was backing and filling to try and prevent an unacceptable backlog building up.
These days all we ever had were lectures from the Hospital Trust about 'Cumulative Targets', costs per patient unit, Clinical Excellence, Core Competencies, Priority Categories, and care at the Point of Need, but no mention of getting in additional surgical staff to relieve the stress the Trust was putting the remaining staff under to try and offset government targets on waiting times. So we worked longer hours, and added more and more cases to each of our boards, and tried to work our way through, while still trying to have some semblance of family life.
Lena knew I was tired, that there were days I was so dog-tired and dispirited I really just considered packing it all in and applying for a post at a local General Practice surgery; sometimes the thought of handing out prescriptions for ointment to haemorrhoidal old women seemed infinitely more attractive than standing in the Operating Theatre for fourteen hours a day, with more of the same the following day, and no end in sight.
Then I remembered why I was doing this; it was for Lena, like everything I did, because she'd believed in me, and loved me enough to put up with it, and for our children, our little boy, David, and our baby daughter, Maureen, little Mo-Mo, an adorable miniature of Lena as I remember her when she was tiny, only with white-blonde hair, not chestnut, and green eyes, not blue, genetic traits from my side of the family.
And how do I remember Lena when she was tiny, you may well ask? Because I grew up with her, that's why; we grew up together thinking she was my little sister; in actuality she was my aunt, but now she's my wife, pure and simple, nothing else, the love of my life, and the most beautiful woman I've ever seen.
So I slogged on, on my feet most of that long, long day, but when I walked into the Operating Theatre, and the next patient was rolled in for the team, prepped and ready, the weariness and disillusionment fell away, and the training kicked-in.
Once I escaped from the scrub room, though, the weariness dropped onto me; me and everyone else there, from the scrub-nurses to the Anaesthetist, to the closing team; we were all under pressure, and there seemed no respite, and we bitched and moaned, but we'd still come back tomorrow and do it all over again. But not me; I had a whole two days off, oh bliss!
It was long past dark when I got home. Lena was waiting for me, wearing her favourite robe, a light, diaphanous confection, but the house seemed unusually quiet; no sounds of children, no sense of their presence, no mum, no TV burbling in the background, just Lena. I looked quizzically at her, and she smiled that triumphant little cat-smile she gets when she's pulled one over on me.
"Mum took them to Lizzie's place; she thinks we need some time together, so tonight, Doctor Darryl, it's just me..."
She stood up and let her robe slip to the floor; she was naked, her pale skin flamed to golden by the warm light from the single table lamp illuminating the room and making her chestnut hair glow a deep and intense russet brown. Seeing my lovely wife like that shrugged the weariness off me in a heartbeat; now I wanted her, like I'd never wanted her before.
Lena is unchanged by four years of marriage and motherhood; she still looks exactly like the slim girl I married, the girl who ran away from home with me one fateful night four years ago, her skin still taut and clear, more like a young girl than a mother of two. Her blue eyes were dazzlingly bright and alluring, her round breasts still firm and jutting, crowned with perfect, coral-pink nipples for me to fondle, squeeze and suckle, her crimson lips still beckoned me with promises of kisses and more.
"You've been working far too hard, baby," she murmured, "so I thought you needed a little playtime. Are you ready to play with me, Darryl? We can play 'doctors and nurses'; you can examine me, and I'll take care of any swelling, how's that?"
My cock was like an iron bar as she finished, that secret little smile of hers all I needed to tell me she knew exactly what she was doing to me. I opened my mouth to frame a suitably lewd reply, and suddenly she was in my arms, her arms around my neck as she kissed me, her body warm and lithe, soft and firm in my grasp, the scent of her hair and the taste of her lips beyond anything I can think of to compare them with. Being kissed by Lena is a production number, and right now she was putting all her effort into it, and it was working, to judge by the truly astonishing erection I had suddenly grown, something she was quick to notice.
Lena smiled minxily as her hand slipped down to brush against my straining erection.
"Oh look, Doctor, you're far too tense, would you like a special massage to relieve the swelling?" she cooed, her eyes hooded as she made a moue, her lips pursed in mock disapproval, but all I could think of was how heavenly it would be to kiss those lips, to run my hands over that clear skin, to hold those breasts in my hands and squeeze the nipples gently, to squeeze and hold those firm, rippling bum-cheeks apart as I held her and pounded into her, equal parts lust, desire and love churning in me as my gorgeous wife tempted me.
I managed to nod, and Lena slipped out of my grasp, leaving behind the merest hint of a kiss as she dodged me, instead sliding to her knees and fumbling with my belt buckle. I attempted to help her, but she slapped me gently on the hand.
"Ah-ah, naughty-naughty, Doctor Darryl. This is Nurse Lena's job!"
I grinned happily.
"What a wonderful wife I have; who knew she'd be so talented!"
Lena drew back and looked up at me, her eyes large and luminous in the soft golden light, and her expression sly and wanton, even as she unzipped me and reached into my shorts to squeeze and fondle me.
"Tonight you have no wife, Dar; tonight all you have is your dirty, slutty little sister! I told you once, a long time ago, that I would never let my big brother go, that I'd keep him safe and locked away inside me until I needed him; well guess what? Tonight that's who I need, so that's all you are, and one way or another, my big brother Darryl's going to fuck hell out of his naughty, dirty, slutty baby sister, and enjoy every sleazy, sordid, filthy second of it! Am I getting through to you?"
She gave my already throbbing cock an extra squeeze to emphasize her point, but she needn't have bothered; she'd gotten through to me alright. Long ago, I'd given her an ultimatum, a selfish and self-centered choice that eased my mind over what we were doing; be my sister, and walk away, or be my wife, and forget she was my sister. Lena had chosen to deny the 'sister' part of herself, because she wanted me, and because that was what I wanted.
Now I finally understood how wrong that was, what I'd forced her to give up; Lena was my sister, she always had been, as well as my wife, and more, and I'd been wrong to not even try and see her that way.
Now, as I let that go, my cock was like an iron bar at the thought of finally fucking my little sister, all the inhibitions and conditions I'd made when we first embarked on our life together completely forgotten; now Lena was my beautiful, desirable baby sister, she was on her knees in front of me in all her naked splendour, and all I wanted to do was shove my cock in her mouth, fuck her face, then use all her other holes and punish her with pleasure for being such a naughty, dirty, slutty little girl!
Lena grinned as she caught the change in me, her dream from all those years ago finally becoming reality; now she could finally live her fondest dream, to be fucked, hard, by her big brother, the one thing she'd always wanted, and the one thing I'd always been unable to let her have, because my head didn't work that way.
Now that had all changed; my head had suddenly changed, and when I looked at her, it was like the old trick drawing; was it a vase or two faces in profile? Suddenly I was seeing both aspects of her, and with that the separate images of sister and wife finally came together and into focus, and they were both Lena; desirable, enthralling, beautiful far beyond what I deserved, and both mine for the taking.
But not tonight; tonight my wife was 'somewhere else', and she'd left my naughty little sister in her place to pleasure me...
Lena grinned as she tugged my trousers down, making sure she rubbed and squeezed me through the material of my shorts, keeping me focussed as I tugged off my shirt and dropped it on the floor. Lena helped me out of my trousers, and now I was standing in only my shorts, toeing-off my shoes as she squeezed and groped the obscene tent in the front of my shorts.
"Ooohh look, is that all for me?" she cooed, knowing full well what her voice and hands were doing to me.
By now I was almost bursting with the need to do something, anything, to her; I wanted her to suck me, squeeze me, toss me off, anything to relieve the pressure building inside me. Lena obviously sensed the need raging in me, her sensitive fingers picking up the ripples and tremors of my straining muscles. The smile on her face as she slid my shorts down was triumphant; she had me where she wanted me, and she knew I knew it too.
Once she'd tugged my shorts all the way down, she smiled up at me, that slow, delicious smile of hers, full of love and mischief, then slowly licked my straining cockhead, just the merest touch with her little pink tongue-tip, but enough to send a thrilling shock through me. She did it again, feeling me responding to her, and when her lips finally encircled the head of my cock as she sucked me into her mouth, I nearly went-off there and then. Lena sensed my excitement, and scraped my perineum with her fingernail, not enough to hurt, but enough to back me off a little.
"Calm down, big brother of mine, we have all evening!" she husked, looking up at me with those stunning blue eyes of hers. When she had my full attention, she smiled a slow, naughty smile, and once more slid her crimson lips over the head of my straining cock.
Now she began to suck in earnest, the heat of her mouth a treat and a curse all at once; it was too much pleasure, especially combined with the delightful suction as she sucked my cock, once again almost making me blow my load. I knew she had more to offer, so I gritted my teeth and tried to ignore the wonderful sensations as she sucked me, her teeth barely grazing me as she worked me in and out of her mouth, until she was bobbing rapidly, sucking as she did, and it was making my brain melt; all I wanted to do right there and then was let go and keep shooting until I collapsed; all thoughts of anything else had fled by now, and there was only her, and the hot, insistent suction, and my building climax.
Lena must have known she'd taken me right to the brink, because she stopped, looking up at me once more with that mysterious, almost cat-like smile on her lips.
"Are you ready now, big brother?" she murmured, and I nodded in agreement, still too ramped-up to speak coherently. She grinned again, once more that slow, liquid smile that melted my resolve and turned my spine into hot jelly whenever she used it on me
"Good. Come here, baby, Nurse Lena has something for you!"
With that I helped her to her feet and she led me to the big couch. I noticed in passing that it was piled with pillows and quilts, but Lena was still occupying all my attention; the view of her walking away from me was almost unbearably arousing, her perfect bottom calling out to me to do all kinds of naughty things to her.
Lena plumped up some of the pillows, then lay down on the couch, reclining with her head in her hand, and looked up at me, her eyes huge and luminous, the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen.
"Darryl, I've loved you every day of my life, in every way it's possible to love someone. I love my big brother, now come here and love me the way I want; be my brother again, make love to me and make me your little sister once more!"
I'd thought my cock was erect before, but that was nothing compared to the aching rigidity now as my need for her flamed up higher and hotter than ever. I slid onto the couch next to her, my hands once more sliding over her satin-smooth skin, once more feeling the warm vitality of my girl under my probing, stroking hands. Lena pulled me closer, my need now apparent in her eyes too, recognition that we both wanted the same thing, and as I slid over her, our lips met, sealing us together as our tongues fenced and swirled. I broke our kiss to look at her, bathed in the golden light, drinking in the sight of this beautiful girl, my wife, my sister, and as I dipped down to kiss her again, I slipped into her wet heat, sliding into her until our pubic bones bumped together, filling her with myself.
Lena gasped against me as I pushed my way into her, her smooth thighs lifting to clasp and hold me as I mounted her, her hips lifting to meet me, and as I withdrew, so she dropped away, to meet me again, and again, as we made love silently, our lips sealed together as our hips clashed and drew apart again and again. Her pussy rippled along the length of my cock, tightening and squeezing rhythmically as she orgasmed continuously, the taboo act we'd finally allowed ourselves to admit increasing the erotic charge sparking between us.
Lena's breath was coming in sharp gasps now, and her heart was drumming against my chest as I rammed myself into her, her climax close. Mine was also close, so close, all it would take would be just one more thing and I would be over that edge with her. And then suddenly we were both there. Lena's eyes squeezed tightly shut as she screamed piercingly, her pussy convulsing and clamping around my pumping cock, stopping me in my tracks, the constriction finally tipping me over the edge as I came like I had never done before.
My body went rigid, sweet painless agony pulsing and throbbing through me as I shot bolt after bolt of hot sperm deep inside her. Never before had I come so hard or so much, or so it seemed as I poured into her, all my senses muted as the feeling of joining with her took over my body, until, at last, I slumped down next to her. My heart was racing, hammering in my chest, and I gasped and shuddered, finally understanding the connection so many writers had made between orgasm and death.
Lena turned to me, her soft lips nibbling my neck as she rubbed my chest, soothing me, calming me after my storm, until I was finally able to draw a normal, if somewhat shaky breath.
"Christ Almighty, that was amazing, baby, what did you do to me?" I grinned.
Lena leaned over and kissed me, then grinned her usual, impish grin.
"You bedded your baby sister, that's what it was, you nasty man; you finally let yourself go and pumped all your nasty stuff into your dirty, slutty, sordid little sister, and you loved it! Just think, you came so hard inside her, you may even have given her a baby!"
I looked up at her, at her smile, and realised she wasn't joking.
"Is that what you want, Princess, another baby?" I asked her, and smiled at her slow nod.
"So that's what all this seduction was about! You didn't need to, you know; you know I love making babies with you, Lena; look how well we've done so far! You didn't have to ambush me, Princess; nice as it was, a vague hint would have done the job; you know how I feel about you every second of the day!"
Lena grinned, again that impish, impudent grin she has when she's happy.
"I know, but it was so much fun this way, plus I got to play with my big brother again!"
Her eyes became wistful, far-away for a moment, and I realised what this evening had meant to her. I pulled her close and nibbled her ear, something she loves, while finally accepting that I'd turned a corner in my head, and the pledge I'd made her take so long ago about who and what we were was finally gone and forgotten.
"Tell you what," I whispered, "anytime you need your big brother back, you just come and see me, I'll go get him, okay?"
Lena looked at me, her eyes big.
""You'd do that for me, Dar? Really? Thank you baby, thank you!""
I kissed her on the tip of her nose.



"No, thank you, Lena. I finally worked out who I really am; I'm your husband, I'm David and Mo-Mo's daddy, and, when you need him, I'm your big brother too. I almost lost you once, Lena, because I was too stupid and immature to listen to what you were trying to tell me. I'll never let anything come between us again, and so, when you need your big brother to scare away the monsters, or to be your best friend again, or to fuck you rigid, he'll be there, I promise."
Lena's eyes filled, two big tears running down her cheeks even as she smiled happily at me.
"Even if you are my big brother, I'm so glad I married you!" she chuckled, laying her head on my chest as I hugged her to me.
It was wonderful to just lie there, naked, uninhibited, no chance of the children wandering in and seeing us 'au naturelle', no getting up to sort out feeds, drinks of water, lost teddy-bears, or any one of the hundred and one things that made up the rattle and hum of our daily lives; tonight it was my darling girl and me, alone and at peace, basking in each others' full attention.
I was just beginning to doze when Lena's fingers drummed on my chest.
"Dar, I almost forgot, there was something I wanted to tell you; Emma dropped-by this morning. She had a day off, so we took the kids for a stroll through The Birdcage, had a coffee, you know, the usual. Anyway, when we got back, I started lunch while she put the kids down for their naps, and I came in to ask her something, and she had Mo-Mo and she was staring at her; poor thing, she was crying. Of course I asked her what was wrong, and at first she was all dismissive, she wouldn't say anything, then it all came out in a rush; she was remembering holding your cousin Julie just like that; apparently Mo-Mo looks like Julie at that age, the last time she saw her, the same smile, everything, and it brought it all back for her; how she thinks she didn't do enough to get Julie and Mark away from your aunt Sandra, and how worried she was that something had happened to both those kids, and if it had, it would all be her fault for not trying hard enough to get them somewhere safe."
Lena paused, her eyes far away as she gathered her thoughts.
"Of course I told her it was all nonsense, that I knew she would have done her best to help them, but she wouldn't have it. Dar, you promised her one day you'd try and find out what happened to Julie and Mark. They're your family; maybe they need help, or maybe they're beyond help now, God forbid. Either way, Emma needs to know; they're her family too, and she's carried this around for over twenty years now, and it's too much guilt for her to carry around; she tried; now I think it's time we started trying, too. We need to start making some enquiries, some sort of effort to find those kids; Emma's done so much for us, for you; this is the least we can do for her."
I find it impossible to refuse Lena anything; she knows this, so makes a point of never asking me to do things for her; for her to ask me this showed just how concerned she was for Emma, bless her, so of course what could I do but agree? Besides, she was right; I owed Emma that much, at least; apart from my other aunt all the way over in Sydney, Australia, Emma was the only family I had on my father's side, my biological father's younger sister, and an important part of my family.
I smiled at Lena, and kissed her once more for being so thoughtful.
"I'll give Georgie Patterson a ring in the morning. You remember her, don't you? She studied for the Intercollegiate with me. She's the Paediatric Registrar over at St George's now, which is the last place we know for certain Julie was; Georgie's mum is Custodian of Patient Records there, too, and Georgie's a good friend, I know she'll help if I ask her. She'll have to work on her mum for me, though, because I hope you're aware, young lady, patient records are confidential and sealed under the Data Protection Act. Maybe she can 'accidentally' dig-out an address, somewhere to jump-off from. It's all I can think of right now, but I don't know where else to begin."
Lena slid herself on top of me, holding my face between both hands so she could kiss me.
"Thank you Dar, this will mean so much to Emma!" she breathed, wriggling on top of me in a way that started all kinds of other interesting things happening. My hands found themselves clutching her deliciously firm, jiggly little bottom, their favourite resting-place, and Lena's wriggling became more concerted, our sexes rubbing together and becoming excited again. Lena lifted her head to look me in the eyes, the look in her own eyes mysterious and sultry.
"Dar, I wasn't joking about a baby, you know..." she murmured, gently grinding and rubbing against me.
I grinned back at her as I pulled her even tighter against me, Lena gasping as my now fully erect cock pressed against her still-swollen pussy.
"I know, baby sister, I know...and, just for the record, neither was I..." I murmured as I slowly pushed into her once again, taking full advantage of the opportunity to fuck my little sister all over again.
*
JULIE:
Mark seemed to have forgotten about his unsettling encounter the following morning; when he arrived back from Mummy-Anh's house, he found me freshly-showered and cooking breakfast, which he ate with gusto, while completely neglecting to tell me he'd already had breakfast at Mummy-Anh's house; she believes that food is a sacrament, and sharing is a duty, so anyone who walks into her house invariably gets a loaded plate thrust at them and an injunction to "eat, eat, it is good for you, you are so thin, please to eat, now!" Dada Morrison had gotten used to seeing the postman, the milkman, the newspaper boy, and, on one memorable occasion, some bloke whose parrot had escaped and flown into their back-garden, sitting at the kitchen table and stuffing Mummy-Anh's wonderful cooking into their faces.
Mark, of course, like that other walking stomach, Jamie, never says no to a plate of grub, and, as he'd skipped dinner the night before, I let him off the hook this time, but with a stern injunction not to go scrounging at Mummy-Anh's, which he'll ignore, of course. But for now, he was stuffed, the kids were with their grandparents, and I had my golden-haired hunk to myself for the next few hours, while Mummy-Anh walked around with Nia on her hip, both of them yakking away in Vietnamese, while Markie and little Jamie and Laura, Nia's twins, used Dada Morrison as an impromptu climbing-frame, hobby-horse, bouncy-castle, and occasional garden-swing.
Mark waited for me to finish my breakfast, but he had that look in his eye, the one that told me he needed a little time with me, so I made haste; Mark isn't normally demanding or possessive of my time; as long as I'm nearby, within earshot or touching distance he's at ease and calm in himself; he knows I have a house to mind and two little ones to care for, but occasionally I pick up on his need for a little cuddling time too, especially after he's had to spend time away from us at the Bristol office, and now was one of those times.
"Do you want to go somewhere more comfortable, Lost Boy?" I asked him softly, and he nodded gratefully, so I took his hand and led him back up to the bedroom; if we were going to pillow-talk, I damn well wanted some pillows to do it on.
Once we were stripped-off, I climbed into bed and beckoned him over, Mark grinning as he slid in next to me so I could run my hands over him, to once again feel and stroke and luxuriate in the nearness of him and lose myself in his alluring scent complex. (All through both my pregnancies I had to cover my pillows with his shirts so I could smell him while I slept, something that amused him no end, as he could smell nothing, but I could have tracked him on a pitch-black, windy night by that scent; I still can; I love how my man smells.)
Mark seemed to feel the same way I did, spooning me close, his warm hands roaming gently over my flanks, my tummy, cupping my breasts and gently brushing my nipples, then slipping down to cup my pussy and stroke my inner thighs, while his lips nuzzled gently at my neck, not to excite or arouse me, just keeping contact, maintaining that closeness that was so much a part of who we were.
As we lay there we talked, about the children, his work, our plans, some of the good memories of our childhood (and we did have those, too, despite what our mother had been like; mine all revolved around Mark, who'd done his level best to bring me up despite being just a little boy himself, my teenage crush on Jamie Morrison, the day I realised what I was feeling for Jamie was nothing compared to what I felt for my brother, all those things we'd done together...)
While we talked, the memory rose up again of his face when he'd told me about his double, the flash of real fear I'd seen there, the memories of the little boy suddenly gripping the man, and a sudden thought struck me, literally an idea out of nowhere.
"Mark, about what you told me last night; you've been mistaken for this other bloke in Bristol, this 'Darryl' person, time and again, yes?"
Mark grunted assent, not really wanting to talk about it, I knew.
"Supposing he looks so much like you because he's some kind of relative? What if we have a relative wandering around Bristol? After all, we don't know where mum came from, or if she had any family, nothing about her at all; all we know is she was born in somewhere called 'South Mead'; what if this 'Darryl' is one of her relatives?"
I was guessing this bloke might be mum's relative; much as it pained me to admit it, Mark and I looked a hell of a lot like her. I even had her green eyes, so it was unlikely he was some relation of Mark's father (or mine, I suppose...), not if people were mistaking Mark for him.
Mark sighed softly.
"Then I don't want to know; she's dead and gone, and her past is gone with her, and that's just fine by me; where were they when we were young and really needed them, how come we never saw hide nor hair of them? We have Mum and Dad Morrison, Jamie and Nia, Shelagh, Bethany and Corey; they're our family, they're the ones we turn to, and they're the only ones I care about!"
I wasn't done, though; the whole idea intrigued the hell out of me.
"Mark, what if this 'Darryl' guy is our relative but he doesn't know it, what then?"
Mark pulled me closer, and when he spoke I could hear the finality in his voice.
"Then it doesn't matter, Tink; let sleeping dogs lie, it's better this way. We have our family. They're the ones that matter; they're the ones we love and keep close. That's enough for me, and it should be enough for you, too. Let it go, Tink, please!"
I knew him better than to try and pursue this conversation any further; besides, he was right; we lived in the middle of a warm and loving family circle, we didn't need 'what if' to make our lives complete. Still...
*
DARRYL:
Work over the next few weeks kept my nose more or less to the grindstone, with only the knowledge that Lena, David and Mo-Mo were waiting for me at the end of each day keeping me going. I was really starting to flag; the relentless workload was beginning to tell on all of us; then suddenly the Trust reversed its position and started cutting elective surgery patients off the waiting lists, only allowing medically sanctioned surgery to be carried out. Suddenly I was working a 40-hour week again, the vacant posts in the surgical team were being advertised, and I had time to spend my weekends with my beautiful wife and kids again.
The weekend after I'd worked my first normal week in God knows how long, I woke with a sense of happy well-being at the thought of no work for two whole days, and an even more pleasurable feeling lower down; Lena had me in her mouth, and the warm wetness was what had woken me. As I opened my eyes, she looked up at me, her brilliant blue eyes wide and innocent, and completely at odds with her devilish grin as she suckled on me.
"Hi sweetheart, can I help you?" I grinned, with Lena grinning back at me as she slid her lips off my swollen cock.
"Now you're awake, Dar, I want you to do something for me!" she smiled, that slow, dirty smile she does so well, and I felt my spine prickling with anticipation.
"Anything for you, Princess, you know that!" I replied.
Lena slid up and on top of me, her lips a fraction of an inch from mine.
"I want my big brother to fuck me really hard!" she murmured, a wicked grin on her lips. "I want you to shove your big cock inside me and make babies in me, in your naughty, slutty little sister!"
As she spoke, she squeezed and rubbed me, turning my already respectable erection into a throbbing, blue-steel hard-on; Lena has that effect on me. I pulled her closer by the simple expedient of clenching her taut buttocks and pulling her up to me, our lips meeting in a most enjoyable kiss, while she rolled her stomach against mine, squeezing my trapped erection between us.
"Lift up, baby", I instructed, but she shook her head.
"No Dar, I want to do it this way..."
So saying, she slipped off me and knelt-up on the bed, holding the headboard as she stuck her round and juicy little rump out. I needed no second prompting, and quickly got into position behind her, kissing and nibbling her neck while my hands squeezed her breasts and rubbed her nipples, before drifting down to lightly rub at her hooded clitoris, making her gasp and press back against me.
I was enjoying myself, my cock wedged between her plush bum cheeks while I squeezed and manhandled her delightfully firm tits, Lena making little mewing sounds as I did something she especially liked, until finally she'd had enough.
"Now Dar, do it now..." she moaned, taking hold of me. I needed no further prompting, pushing forward as she aimed me, and we both groaned as I slid into her up to the hilt, my senses reeling at the feeling of my cock buried in her hot, lush succulence. I pulled back and slid in again, listening to her muttering and gasping as we fucked.
"Yess, like that, oh God, like that, yess, yesss!" she muttered constantly, her round buttocks bouncing against me as I rammed into her as hard as I could, holding and squeezing her breasts as I pummeled her. I could feel her hand as she rubbed herself while I pumped her. For some reason the thought of her and what she was doing made me even hotter, but when she started talking to me was when I lost it.
"Oh yes, Dar, that's it, fill me up, put your baby in me, you know you want to, fill me up, lover, shove that big-brother cock into me, make your sister pregnant, you know you want to..!"
I lost all control over what I was doing. All I wanted to do was to fill her with myself, to pump my seed into her and fill her with my baby. I think she sensed what she was doing to me, and that's what tipped her over the edge; I felt her body stiffen, and her pussy clamp down tight around me as she gave a loud, gasping groan. As her pussy tightened around me, holding me in place, I lost all restraint, my own orgasm blazing through me, blurring my vision and dulling my hearing with the intensity of it.
I groaned out loud as jet after jet of semen pulsed out of me, spraying deep into her, filling her to the brim with my seed. Lena pressed back against me as her pussy convulsed, each contraction milking more sperm from me, until I had no more to give.
I pulled her back to lean against me, my hands still clamped on her breasts, our hearts hammering together from the force of our release. At some point I let go of her so I could lie down; I was absolutely bushed, and an almost overwhelming need to sleep was on me. Lena also lay down, but with her feet up on the headboard. I grinned at her, and asked her what she was doing. She grinned cheekily back at me.
"I don't want any of you leaking out of me, babe, so this is the best way to keep it all inside me; I really want this baby!"
I had to smile, even in my exhausted state, closed my eyes, and that was all she wrote.
I came half-awake with the sound of my phone ringing and Lena answering it; I heard some muffled conversation, then she was nudging me.
"Dar, Dar, wake up, Dar, it's Georgie Patterson, she wants to talk to you. Dar!"
Still fuddled by sleep, I couldn't work out who the hell Georgie Patterson was, or why she was calling me, then it suddenly fell into place, jolting me into full wakefulness; I'd asked her to do some digging for me in the Patient's Records library, maybe she'd found something...
"Georgie, hi, what are you doing calling at such an ungodly hour?" I grinned, expecting a verbal raspberry back.
"Darryl, good morning!" she sang in my ear. "Was that the delicious Lena answering the phone? She must be sick of you by now; when's she going to realise the truth and come see me for some real loving?"
Georgie is a beautiful girl, tall and willowy, with huge, melting, Bambi eyes, long, golden-brown hair, and bee-stung lips, the cause of many an unrelieved erection in the lecture halls, and a completely committed, very definite lesbian, not so much predatory as eternally hopeful ever since she'd first clapped eyes on Lena.
I just grinned; we'd played this game for years, and she knew the rules.
"Down, girl, behave yourself, no touchy-touchy, remember? Behave!"
I could hear her pout over the phone.
"You know what, Dar? One day you'll take your shifty little eyes off that gorgeous little poppet, and poofff! She'll be mine, go on, admit it, you know it's true; be afraid, Dar, be very afraid!"
I had to give her 8 out of 10 for persistence and optimism, but we both knew it would never happen; Lena was mine, and I was hers, and we both knew it.
"Okay Georgie, fun's over, why don't you pull your knickers back up and tell me why you called?"
Georgie laughed, that lovely tinkle that had once had half the student body (and most of the lecturers) drooling over her, alas to no avail.
"I had a word with mum about your request, so she went and did a little out-of-hours snooping; I'm sorry, Dar, she couldn't turn up anything, but not to worry, she'll keep on digging; a lot of the records libraries across the Trust are still being consolidated and transferred to disk, so her records may yet turn up. Sorry I couldn't do anything further, Dar, really, I know this means a lot to you."
We bantered a little more, then Georgie had to go, and I started to climb out of bed, anxious to grab a shower and then call Emma to let her know we'd fallen at the first fence, but we weren't done yet, when I felt Lena's hand on my shoulder.
"Where do you think you're going, Mister?" she asked in a stern voice.
"I'm getting a shower, then I'm..." I trailed off as she slowly shook her head.
"The kids are fast asleep, it's a beautiful morning, and I'm full of the joys of spring; all I need now to make it a perfect morning is for you to fill me up with other things. Are you ready, Dar? First things first, baby!"
How could I resist her when she put it like that? I did have all day, after all, and she was definitely right about one thing; first things first...
*
Over the course of the summer false hope after false hope surfaced, only to be dashed; each girl we found was too young, too old, wrong ethnicity, had no siblings, or too many siblings, wrong hair/eye colour, a long trail of dead-ends and missing links. Emma took it all well; poor girl, she was just happy that someone was helping her at last.
She felt she had a lot to atone for, no matter what Lizzie, Lena, her own kids, or I told her; she'd got it into her head she'd abandoned Mark and Julie when they'd needed her, and our 'one-step forward, two steps back' lack of progress was slowly wearing her down. We'd even recruited Aunt Doreen, and at the weekends she and Allie, almost 17 now, the spitting image of Lena, and a real head-turner, would scour the internet looking for clues, all to no avail.



My relationship with Allie had blossomed over the years; because I was her big brother, she'd come to me with the things she couldn't or wouldn't tell her dad, and leave me to work it out for her, while she and Lena huddled together and watched hormone movies and cried a lot.
Lizzie was bemused by it all, but glad that Allie was hanging with us and getting some positive mature-male influence; Allie's dad lived too far away for her to see him more than a few times a year, and his new family occupied much of his time. Still, we must have been doing her good, as she was doing well at school, heading for straight 'A's across the board.
As had become her routine since she was a little girl, Allie still spent most of her weekends with us, playing with the children and going shopping with Lena, she and Lena looking more like sisters than aunt and niece, and working on Lena to ask me for a recommendation to endorse her application to study medicine, which I would have given in a heartbeat. Yes, my kid sister wanted to follow her hero, me, which flattered me inordinately until Lena observed that she was a lot smarter than I was, and medical school should be a breeze for her, not the hard slog it had been for me. Sometimes I wonder about my wife...
Eventually, I resigned myself to having that conversation with Emma, one I really didn't want to have but had been dreading all along; perhaps it was time to start searching through the Registers of Births, Marriages and Deaths, emphasis on the 'Deaths'. I didn't want to bring it up, but we were getting nowhere, and it was looking more and more likely that those two kids had disappeared years ago.
*
JULIE:
As the summer progressed, work and family life once more took up our time, filling our days and occupying our nights, but my mind kept going back to that conversation I'd had with Mark, about the possibility we had an unknown relative, and the almost-argument it had sparked off. While I knew it was probably just wishful thinking, I couldn't let go of that thought, that perhaps we still had family out there somewhere, family we didn't know, and who didn't know about us.
Mark almost certainly had family, half-siblings (like me!) somewhere; his father had still been a young man when he and mum split-up, and from the pictures of him we'd found in mum's things, he was a bit of a looker, too; he'd have had no problem starting over again. Mark wasn't interested in finding out, though; he'd abandoned him, left us both at the mercy of that mad bitch, and as far as Mark was concerned, Lawrence Jameson was dead, buried and forgotten. I knew my biological father had died before I was born, but we'd never been able to find out anything about him, other than he was Lawrence's younger brother and he'd had an affair with mum, which is where I came from.
I spent a lot of time that summer wondering about our past; I didn't know where mum and her family were from; I didn't even know what mum's maiden name had been; there were no papers or anything that were of any use to us that we had found when we cleared mum's house; in the last extremities of her dementia, before she was finally put away, she'd thrown away so much; photograph albums, her marriage certificate, divorce Decree Absolute, all sorts of records, Mark and my birth certificates, stuff that would have been priceless should we ever have wanted to find out who we really were; all were irretrievably lost.
With that avenue closed, all I knew was this mysterious 'South Mead' place mum was born. Eventually, it occurred to me to look it up on the internet, and that was where I struck gold; there was no such place, but one reference that kept jumping out at me was 'Southmead Hospital', in Bristol. I sat back in shock; mum was born in Southmead, not 'South Mead', in Bristol. Mark kept getting mistaken for someone called 'Darryl' again in Bristol, where he travelled frequently; apparently this 'Darryl' looked just like Mark, so the question occupying me was: did we have a relative in Bristol, the place where mum was born? The odds were stacking-up in favour of just that.
Maybe I needed to travel down with Mark the next time and have a snoop myself. I knew mum's date of birth only because her driving license was returned to us after she was committed to the Care Home, but perhaps that was enough to trawl through the records in Bristol; with her date of birth at Southmead Hospital, maybe I could find a birth record giving her family name. It was a long-shot, but it was worth taking, I felt.
Mark came in soon after that, to find me cooking dinner, but no children. I grinned at his quizzical look.
"Jamie and Nia took them to the 'It's A Kid's Thing' play-centre over by Garrett Lane this afternoon and tired them out, and I didn't have the heart to wake them up and bring them home, so Mummy's looking after them tonight; that means we have the house to ourselves. Fancy fooling around a little?"
His eyes lit up, but kept straying to the oven; I'd made him a lasagna, one of the things he'll fight werewolves barehanded for, and I had to suppress a grin at the conflict in him; me or lasagna. Poor Mark had grown up eating out of tins, or sandwiches; proper hot meals had been a rarity in our house; now I loved cooking for him, and watching him eat.
Eventually lasagna won out. I've said it before; like Jamie, he's a walking stomach. When Jamie and Nia come over I have to make three, one for each of those bottomless pits, and another one so Nia, the kids, and I actually get to eat something.
While he washed-up, I went and changed; I wanted him on edge all through dinner, so I made a special effort, and when I brought in the food, his eyes popped out. I was wearing one of my old school shirts, which barely fitted, and was tight in all the right places, with a black, lacy push-up bra underneath; after having had two children, my once barely noticeable 'bee-sting' boobs were now a respectable handful each, and wearing an 'Agent Provocateur' bra turned them from nice handfuls into a pair of jutting tits to make an underwear model proud. I'd bought an extremely short plaid skirt, and together with knee-socks, slutty black platform shoes, and my hair in bunches, I looked like his own personal school-slut, if the sudden bulge in his slacks was anything to go by.
"Jesus, Tink, you look...incredible!" he gulped out as I sat opposite him, sticking out the 'girls' as I smiled seductively (I hoped!).
"What, these old things?" I preened, modestly, falsely, turning slightly to show them in profile, watching his eyes track my tits.
"Eat your dinner, Lost Boy," I grinned, then winked at him, "dessert's not far behind!"
Mark was appropriately dazed and bedazzled, eating rapidly, mechanically, while I kept my eyes on my plate. Every so often I looked up to smile at him as he stared at my cleavage as though he'd never seen it before (although, to be fair, it was a new bra, designed to do special things to the whole boob region, so he'd never seen the girls looking so...well presented).
At last, his knife and fork tinkled on the plate, then his plate and mine clattered as he swiped them all together and charged into the kitchen, where he dropped them all into the sink with a clang, then came back almost at a dead run, to yank me upright and grab my bum while he crushed his lips to mine. When I finally broke for air, I smiled at him again as I deliberately ground my crotch against his.
"What's the rush, Peter Pan, don't you want some dessert?" I simpered, watching his eyes slowly cross as I ground against him some more.
"Holy Christ, Tink, I don't know where this get-up came from, but right now all I want for dessert is you! I want to fuck you so hard...!"
That was what I wanted to hear, so I slid my arms back around his neck and spit-sealed my lips to his, while his hands explored my bum, squeezing and clenching the cheeks through the too-tight white cotton schoolgirl panties I was wearing, feeling him groan in my mouth as he worked out what I was wearing, and why. He broke our kiss, still squeezing and clutching my bum, to mutter "bedroom...now", before taking my hand and literally dragging me upstairs.
Once in the bedroom, Mark wasted no time in yanking off my skirt and shirt, leaving me in just my panties, bra, and knee-high white socks. I wanted to look virginal, yet slutty and gagging for a shagging, and judging by the bulge in his shorts I'd succeeded. Mark stripped-off in double quick time and pulled me close, that lovely thick cock of his trapped upright between us as he once more slid his hands down the back of my panties, squeezing my bum-cheeks and running his fingers between the puffy lips of my slit and up my bum-crack to tickle and probe at my tight hole. As we kissed he worked my panties down past my hips, finally tugging them off completely, leaving me in just my bra and socks, making him grin.
"Are you ready for a good fucking, little girl?" he leered, squeezing and pulling my bum cheeks apart, making me gasp and giggle as he groped and plundered my bum.
"Ready as I'll ever be, Blondie!" I retorted, seeing that glint in his eye once again.
He picked me up and kissed me, my legs wrapping themselves around his waist as I clung to his neck, and he held me up against him by the cheeks of my bum. I love kissing him, there's such a gentle, almost childlike innocence still in him; he's never forgotten how he was neglected, but he's also never forgotten how much I needed him, and how I depended on him when I had no-one else. We have a closeness that no-one can ever break, and when he kisses me, it shows.
As I hung on him, kissing him madly, I could feel that great big prong of his nudging my bum, and so I reluctantly left off with the kissing to get down to the serious business of getting my big brother to fuck the living daylights out of me.
Luckily we were both singing off the same hymn-sheet here, so as he laid me down on the bed, our lips met in another passionate kiss, and as we kissed, he slid that oversized cock of his deep into me in one, fluid motion, making me gasp out loud as his thick cock-head forced my swollen, tender lips apart, filling and stretching me once again; no matter how many times we do this, it always feels like the first time, with the added bonus that it doesn't hurt now, just sends bursts of toe-curling pleasure flooding through me.
As we fucked, I felt his lips curve against mine into that smile of his, and I knew what he was thinking. As I thought of it, I knew I wanted it too, so I urged him off me so I could turn around. Mark slid out of me, and as I turned to lie on my tummy, he grabbed my hips and pulled me back against him, his hands gently pulling my cheeks apart so he could see all my most secret places. I felt his hot breath on me, and then suddenly his tongue was lapping at me, licking and rubbing my sensitive pussy, making me gasp and giggle as he probed me with a stiff tongue-tip, then he slowly kissed and lapped at my rosebud, his tongue-tip making little stabbing motions into the centre of my crinkle, teasing me.
I relaxed and slumped forward, with Mark following me down to keep his face firmly between my cheeks as his insistent tongue probed further and deeper, until I felt him push his tongue inside me as far as he could, stretching me open and sending a sudden zing and zip of pleasure as he rimmed me.
I was writhing and gasping now as I floated away, the feel of my man's tongue deep inside me giving me pleasurable sensations, stretching and relaxing me, until he withdrew, making me mew with loss, even though I knew what was coming next. I gasped and giggled at the feel of the cold gel as he slowly pushed it into me, spreading it around, pushing his finger deep inside me, then another one, while I rubbed and petted my pussy, readying myself for him.
Mark took one last glob of gel and spread it around my relaxed hole, then leaned over me to kiss the back of my neck.
"Ready, Tink?" he whispered, and I nodded, sticking my bottom out and pulling my cheeks open, showing him exactly what I wanted.
I felt him rear up over me, then his velvety cock head prodding at my hole, softness cloaking a stiff rigidity that I wanted deep inside me. I reached back and held him, guiding him as he slowly pressed forward, slowly slipping himself into me. Every time we do this it feels like the first time; I wanted it so much then, and I wanted it now. While there was a little pain, the pleasure zipping around inside me as my beautiful brother-husband slowly invaded my body in such a raw, primitive way was doing things to me, good things, things I didn't want to stop.
Mark slipped his hands around me to cup my fettered, outthrust breasts, his thumbs brushing my rigid nipples through the black lacy material, sending more pulses of pleasure through me, sharp little jolts that seemed to be grounding in my pussy, giving me an almost unbearable urge to touch myself and rub my button as my man sodomised me.
As I tweaked and rubbed my clitoris, Mark finally slid all the way into me, to begin sliding out again, making my whole body jump and tingle with the sensations that caused inside me. Back in he slid, making me gasp as all the air was forced from my lungs, then out, then in, while I rubbed and squeezed my swollen clitoris.
I was floating in a golden haze of pleasure, my pussy pulsing as I neared orgasm, feeling every stroke of his thick cock as it pounded into me, and finally, when he gently pinched and tugged on my nipples, that finally tipped me over, waves of pleasure rising up and crashing through me, my cunt, my nipples, and especially my bum-hole throbbing and convulsing as a hot blast of pure, shuddering delight swept through me.
I screamed as it surged through me, and my anus contracted sharply, clamping down on him as my pussy quivered. Mark groaned loudly as he swelled and jammed inside me, throbbing inside me even as the feel of his spunk filled me, bathing my insides with his warmth, spurt after spurt, sent me off into another white-hot whirl of pleasure, my anus milking him of every drop as it expanded and contracted around him, pulsing in time with my pussy.
Eventually, the flashing lights winked out, and my heartbeat slowed as Mark slowly pulled out of me, micro-orgasms uncurling inside me and making me gasp and quiver as he did, to lie next to me and pull me into him. I felt completely wrung-out from the intense pleasure he'd given me, and all I wanted to do was lie there in the warmth of his body, feeling him curled around me, secure and at peace.
We lay there in that beautiful afterglow, the memory of pleasure given and taken still rolling around inside us, until Mark finally stirred.
"Okay Tinkerbell, what's the reason?" he murmured, his lips brushing my hair as he slowly stroked my back and fondled my bum.
"Reason for what, Mark?" I answered, trying to sound innocent and not really succeeding, judging by the thousand little 'tells' he had that told me he was grinning.
"For the whole 'Naughty School-Girl' seduction routine. If you want me to do something, Tink, all you have to do is ask, you know that, baby-girl!"
OK, so I was busted; perhaps it took more than just devastating good looks to be a successful Securities Trader in the City of London; he'd worked out I wanted something pretty quick, after all; time to try some wheedling...
"I knew that, Lost Boy, but it was fun to vamp you a little! You want to know why? Next time you go to Clifton...I want to come with you." I sensed him about to refuse, so plunged on, not giving him a chance to interrupt.
"Don't worry about the kids, Mummy will happily have them, and besides, it'll only be for a couple of nights, oh please, Mark, I really want to go to Bristol with you!"
Mark held me away from him a little so he could look in my eyes.
"Of course you can come, Tink, all you had to do was say so, although I can't think why; I don't go there because I want to, you know; the office has a strict 'No Visitors' policy, which means you can't stay with me in my office, so why would you want to spend two days pretty much alone in Bristol? What's going on, baby-girl?"
This was it.
"Mark, you remember that conversation we had about that crazy bitch and her family, about where she was from?"
Mark looked sideways at me.
"Ye-es, sort of, and as I remember, I said I didn't want to know. What are you up to now, Wee Wendy?"
I had to grin; he hadn't called me that since I was five or six. I gathered my thoughts, because I really wanted him to help me with this.
"Mark, I found out that mum was most likely born in Bristol; 'Southmead' is a big hospital on the outskirts of Bristol, no, no, wait, please..! " I trailed off as he rolled his eyes and sighed, his lips compressing. We locked eyes, then he did what he always does; he relaxed, smiled and nodded for me to continue.
"I want to come with you so I can go there and check if mum was actually born there; if I can find her records, I'll have her birth name, then I can look up her family; it's got to be worth a try, Mark, please, do this for me!"
Mark held me close, his hand absently stroking my hair, something that had always fascinated him, its texture and colour so different from his. I could almost hear the wheels turning as he mulled over what I'd said.
"Sure, why not; I can see you won't let this go until you've ploughed through it, so yeah, why not. I'll book a proper hotel instead of a B&B, and maybe we can stay an extra day and do a little sightseeing while we're there, you know, sort of soak up some of the ambience of the tourist mecca that is Bristol!"
I punched him on the arm for that, and he grabbed me and started tickling me in retaliation, which was not fair, he was so much bigger than me, but we eventually worked out a compromise and did something a lot stickier and more satisfying than tickling...
*
DARRYL:
Progress on our search had stalled, come to a dead-stop as the meagre information we'd managed to collect just failed to pan-out. I'd already decided that the hunt was over, they were gone, when fate decided to take a hand. It was a Friday evening, my first weekend off-roster in a while. We'd just finished putting the kids to bed and were looking forward to an evening with a nice DVD and maybe a couple of glasses of good wine, when the phone rang. Lena and answered it, then grinned and passed it over to me.
"It's Georgie the Hottie!" she stage-whispered, weaving the phone just out of reach and grinning. I eventually managed to snag it and talk to Georgie.
"Darryl, how are you, darling, how's that delectable little wife of yours, still convinced she's straight? Send her over, I'll soon teach her the errors of her ways!"
I had to grin; that was such a Georgie thing to say.
"Down girl; I told you before, my pie, go find a pie of your own! To what do I owe the pleasure of this call anyway, any news, or did you just call up to proposition my darling wife, again, and attempt to lure her into your web of sluttish rug-munching?"
I could hear her grinning even down the telephone line.
"Darling Boy, I'm shocked at such a suggestion! If your mummy had only taught you to share when you were little, we wouldn't be having this discussion about the lovely little Lena, you mean, selfish, greedy little piggy!"
I decided to cut the bantering short; Georgie had rung for a reason, and I was curious as to what it was.
"So Georgie, why did you call, do you have anything for me?"
Georgie's voice lost that bantering tone, became more serious.
"Yes, Daryl. We've finally got something solid. Mum went digging in the old Bolingbroke Hospital record archive on a hunch, and she found everything you were looking for. The girl you're looking for was treated for a left zygomatic fracture and periorbital haematoma, together with a concussion, allegedly caused by a head-clash during a game of volleyball, although the attending noted suspicions that it may have been a deliberate injury; he thought someone took a swing at her. She was released after an MRI scan found no trace of vascular trauma, and referred back to a GP in Clapham Old Town. There was a contact address, also in Clapham Old Town, whether or not it's still valid is something you'll have to find out for yourself; I'll text it to you. Her records were transferred there as there'd been no need to access them for over five years, so they were archived."



She paused for a second.
"She also found a request from Croydon University Hospital for her records. They were requested by the Ante-Natal unit there, so I'm guessing your girl probably had a baby there, the ages are about right; she was thirteen when she was treated at George's, and almost 21 when her records were requested, so she'd be 23 or so now. Does that sound right?"
I thanked Georgie for her help, but she passed it off as nothing.
"If that doesn't pan-out, call Teddi Akonwande at Croydon Univ Hospital and give her my name; she's the Paediatric Registrar there, and she's a nice girl, a very nice girl, she should be able to dig something up on the QT."
I couldn't resist it.
"So Georgie, were you and this Teddi ever...?"
I could hear the grin in her voice.
"Many, many times, Dar, as you well know, you grubby little voyeur; I like to keep my bow well-strung, and she knows which bits to pluck..."
I feigned shock.
"You are such a dirty girl! There are places for people like you! Thanks for the assist, Georgie, I knew you'd come through for me."
"Glad to help, Dar, you and that yummy little wife of yours! If you really want to thank someone, send mum a box of cherry liqueurs and a bottle of Tokay, she did all the work, or you could send Lena over...?" she finished hopefully.
I laughed and rang-off, and a few seconds later my phone beeped as a text arrived. When I opened it, it listed the address Mrs. Patterson had found, which came as a slight shock; I knew that road, I knew it well; it was only a short drive from Tooting Broadway, where I'd lived as a medical student; I used to park on that road when I went to 'The Windmill' pub at Clapham Common some evenings! To think, I might even have walked past Julie, or her brother, once, or maybe dozens of times. I was almost humming with excitement; all I could think was that we might have just made a breakthrough...
It was late the following afternoon before I had a chance to call Emma and ask her to come over, what with kids, meals, hunting for lost pacifiers, and generally trying to restore order to the turmoil and chaos that results when a three year-old boy and a toddler live with you, and require you have three pairs of eyes and reserve 500% of your time free solely for them; having mum there was a Godsend; the kids love their nana, so they mob her instead, leaving Lena time to shop, clear-up, clean, cook, do laundry, and try and have a rest in the midst of it all.
Emma lives in a place called Sea Mills, on the outskirts of Bristol, so it took her an hour or so in the Saturday traffic to get to us, but when I told her what Georgie had told me, and showed her the address she'd sent me, she was almost jumping with excitement; the last time she'd gone to London to try and find Julie and Mark, she'd gone to their old address in Acton; the address I now had was in Streatham, miles from there, in another part of London altogether.
She was all for charging off there immediately, but I had to decline; I wanted to spend my first free weekend in several weeks with Lena and the kids, so we compromised; the next free weekend I had, which would hopefully only be a couple of weeks away, we'd go together and knock on the door. Emma agreed, happy that we were finally following a real lead. Even if it came to nothing, at least we'd tried.
*
It took another two weeks before my conscience finally got the better of me; not that I was trying to dodge this or anything, it was just that we were still short-handed on the Surgical team, and I hadn't exactly objected too loudly when I was rostered-on to do additional shifts with the promise of time-off in lie. It was late June before I was able to take that accumulated time-off, make some hotel reservations, and collect Emma for our fishing-trip to London, to see if the address I had from Georgie was still valid. Lena declined the trip; Mo-Mo was teething, and Lena wanted to be close to her, so it was just Emma and me who made the journey.
When I parked-up I looked around in wonder; I hadn't been here for over four years, but nothing had changed: same hedges and gates, same massive old London Plane trees lining the pavement, same huge red double-decker buses; it was like I'd never been away, and for a second, a wave of homesickness for London swept over me as the place that had been my home for almost seven years unfolded in my mind again.
We found the house easily enough, a large red-brick Victorian detached town-house, four storeys high, a sign of the affluence in days gone by of this part of London. At first I was reluctant to knock on the door, but common sense prevailed; wasn't this what we were here for? So I rapped on the door, and stood back, conscious that in a few seconds we'd find Julie, or discover we'd made the journey for nothing.
After a few seconds, the door opened, and there was a beautiful Eurasian girl, almost as tall as Lena, and a few years younger, pale-skinned and with long, curly, blue-black hair, and the most vividly blue eyes I'd ever seen, even more striking than my Lena's.
"Can I help you?" she asked, looking quizzically at Emma, then, as her gaze fell on me, her eyes widened.
This was it, show time.
"I wonder if you can help me," I began. "I'm trying to locate a Julie Jameson; the last thing I know about her was that this was her address, but that was over ten years ago now; do you know of her, or perhaps have a forwarding address, anything like that?"
The girl looked me up and down, seemingly fascinated with me, and seemed to come to a decision.
"Please, come in and take a seat."
We filed in after her, and sat in the comfortable sitting room in the chairs she indicated.
"I'll need to get my mother; I'll only be a moment," she said, once more looking strangely at me. She was only gone for a few minutes, before she came back with a tiny Asian lady, Thai or Vietnamese, obviously her mother. She was carrying a tray with teapot, cups and saucers, and a plate piled high with warm brioche fingers. She smiled at us and sat down on an easy chair, perched on the edge as she looked intently at us.
"Please to have tea, drink, please, be careful, it hot. Eat, too, fresh brioche, I make just now, you have some, please!"
After the pouring of tea and a nibble of the really quite exquisite sweet brioche fingers, the Asian lady spoke to us again.
"My daughter tell me you looking for someone called Julie Jameson?" she ventured. "Why you come looking here? She not live here."
Emma and I exchanged glances, my expression probably as disappointed as that on Emma's face. I didn't know how much to say; I didn't want to go spilling stuff that had no relevance if Julie didn't live here, but at the same time, I was picking up an odd undercurrent in the room. I got the distinct feeling these people knew Julie, and there was definitely something going on here. Once more I exchanged glances with Emma, who nodded slightly, so I began talking.
"My name is Darryl Morgan; Julie and her brother, Mark, are my cousins; their mother is the younger sister of my father, Robert Fraser. She moved away from Bristol, from the family home, and the family lost touch with her soon after Julie was born. Emma?"
Emma took up the story.
"Sandra, or Lois, as we called her, is my younger sister. She disappeared with her children after her marriage broke down. I came looking for her several times, but the place she lived in had been redeveloped, and there was no trace of her. Darryl here finally heard from one of his colleagues that a girl called Julie Jameson had once been treated for a concussion at the local hospital, and this was the contact address given. We were hoping it was my niece; the age is correct, and the next of kin was listed as Mark Jameson, so we put those together and came here to ask if you knew anything about her whereabouts. Can you help us at all please?"
All the time Emma was speaking, the Asian lady was looking intently at me, studying my features. When Emma had finished speaking, she spoke directly to me.
"If you find cousin, if you find...Julie, what you say to her? If she not know about family, like you say, why you want to maybe turn her life upside down? Maybe she happy, maybe she not want to know about family?"
Emma chose to answer her.
"We just want to know that she and Mark are OK, nothing more; a long time ago, I tried to persuade Sandra to let me take the two of them home with me, I was afraid of what might happen to them; I couldn't get her to give them up, and I've been haunted ever since by the possibility that she'd somehow hurt them; she was capable of doing it, too, and I've always believed I didn't do enough to safeguard those two little children!"
She took a handkerchief from her pocket and dabbed at her eyes; the Asian lady's eyes seemed to soften, and she smiled at Emma.
"Maybe they OK, maybe they have family now who take care of them, maybe you have nothing to worry about?"
My ears pricked up; this lady knew Julie, she knew her and she was protecting her! Emma seemed to have picked up on that as well; her eyes narrowed as she studied this tiny little woman in front of us. She swiped at her eyes once more and smiled wanly.
"I hope so, really; I just wish I knew for sure. Julie was such a lovely little baby, she had the most beautiful green eyes, and Mark, he was such a serious, sweet little boy, he loved his sister so much; even though she was my sister, and I loved her dearly, neither of them deserved to have Sandra for a mother, she had no time or love for either of them. She was so vindictive, and so angry with them for what their fathers did; that's why I tried to take them away. Perhaps if I'd tried harder we wouldn't have lost them so long ago!"
The Asian lady and her daughter both stood up, looking at Emma sympathetically.
"We not know this Julie Jameson, but we ask around; if you say this her address once, perhaps other neighbours know; we ask them. You leave number with my daughter. If we hear anything, she or her husband call you; you not worry, I very sure you find her, it just take time! You look like kind people, so my daughter and me we do whatever we can to help you!"
They showed us to the door, and as we were leaving the Asian lady took my elbow and drew me away a little.
"You not worry; I think Julie fine, I think she happy, and maybe...maybe she look for you too; if I hear anything I let you know, I promise!"
I looked at her, at the twinkle in her eye, and once again I got the feeling she knew more than she was telling me, but was holding back for reasons of her own.
"How do you know...?" I whispered, and she smiled at me, no she twinkled at me, suddenly looking no older than her daughter.
"I not know, just guessing, but you know what? I am very good guesser!"
With that we made to leave, then I remembered something.
"I'm sorry, I didn't even ask your name..."
She smiled at me, and linked arms with her daughter.
"My name Anh; Anh Morrison, this my daughter Nia; do not worry, when we hear something, we let you know. I think everything be OK!"
*
JULIE:
Well, my trip to Bristol was a bust; while Mark worked, I wearily trudged the streets in the rain and snow...actually, it was mid-summer and I went everywhere by cab, but the net result was 'almost'; that was as good as it got; 'almost'.
The people at Southmead Hospital had been very helpful; once I'd proven to them that the person I was trying to track, given names Sandra Lois *unknown*, was in fact dead, and I had a copy of the Death Certificate to back up my claim, they'd gone and had a rummage through their records archive and found the record; same first names, same date of birth, it all matched. Mum was born Sandra Lois Fraser, and the family had lived in Clifton; there was even an address.
Armed with that, I went back to the council offices, and had a look through the Census returns for the Fraser family at that address, and that's where I finally struck gold; mum had been one of four children; she had an older brother, Robert, an older sister, Emma, and a younger sister, Ellen.
I found the address in Clifton; of course, it had to be around the corner from the hotel where we were staying, and two minute's walk from Mark's office; I'd gone chasing off into the furthest, remotest reaches of Bristol, and all the time the place I wanted was spitting distance from my hotel room; it's the story of my life, really...
I'd gone to the address, a large, elegant Georgian townhouse in the middle of a long terrace in the Regency part of Clifton. The lady who answered was very nice, but wasn't a family member; all she knew was that her parents had bought the house from the Fraser family after the death of the parents, she didn't have any forwarding addresses for the children; her parents might have done, but they'd passed on several years before.
She'd suggested the family a few doors down might know, they'd been there donkey's years, so I tried there, but there was no answer. I peered in the window, into a rather elegant sitting room; clearly a family with young children lived there; baby toys were scattered on the chairs and on the carpet, and a baby-bouncer was tucked in the corner. The name on the doorbell was 'Morgan', but repeated ringing brought no response.
So that avenue was a dead-end. I went down to the Council House on College Green and requested the Electoral Roll, hoping I might spot a Fraser family member, but that was a forlorn hope; the sisters would most likely have married, and with the best will in the world I couldn't possible divine their married names.
There were several dozen Frasers, including a few Robert Fraser's listed, but all the wrong age entirely, scattered all over Bristol, and I had neither the time, resources, or patience to go knocking on all their doors in the hope I might strike it lucky.
There was one odd incident, however; I was walking back to the hotel, and decided on a whim to go and have a wander through the lovely medieval cathedral on the South side of College Green, so cut across the Green and walked past the Marriott Hotel, which was next to the cathedral. A man in a chef's whites was talking with a delivery van driver on the pavement. As I passed him, our eyes met. He stared at me like he'd seen a ghost, and I distinctly heard him breathe "Emma!", then I lost sight of him as a crowd of Cathedral Choir School boys surged past me, all of them much taller than me, completely blocking my view of the chef as they hurried back into the school precincts before the end of their lunch break.
I darted back to the front of the hotel, sure I'd almost caught a break, but he was gone; he'd called me 'Emma', and I knew that name; Emma Fraser, my mother's older sister, my aunt...
I gave up in disgust; I'd tried; Lord knows, I'd given it the old college try, and come up zero, except for an 'almost'; perhaps there really was nothing here. Wherever mum's family had lived, they weren't there now, and no-one knew of their whereabouts, so time to call it a day and quit bending Mark's ear about it.
It was sad and deflating; I'd built up quite the fantasy, of a family who knew nothing about us, but welcomed their long-lost relatives with open arms; letting that go was a wrench, but it was nothing but fantasy, after all, just me trying to make a passing fancy real.
When we got back home, Mark was especially solicitous; he knew I'd built this up in my head into the grand family reunion, and now it wasn't going to happen, so for the next few days he spent every spare moment hugging me and nibbling my ears and neck, something he knows I love, as I worked my way through the disappointment, although I was puzzled why I felt so let-down; as Mark had pointed out, we had a place we belonged, with family who loved and cared about us.
I suppose ultimately I needed to know there was someone else out there who shared actual kinship with us, that we weren't the only members of our entire family, whoever they might be.
But I had to let it go; mum's family, whoever and wherever they were, were untraceable, probably long gone, and we were the last of the Fraser clan left for all I knew. So I let it go, and consoled myself with the thought that Mark was right; we had family enough right here, people we loved, and who loved us right back, and that, apart from that tiny nugget of disappointment inside me, was enough for me; it had to be.
And then things started to happen...
A few days after my Bristol trip, Mummy-Anh came to see me, to take the children out for a walk, then back to her place for some quality time with her and Dada Morrison, or so she claimed, but I could tell she had something on her mind, and after cooing and cuddling Nia, and tickling and kissing Markie soundly, she put them down and rubbed their tummies and murmured softly to them until they both fell asleep, which I thought was odd, if she was going to take them out.
Once the kids were asleep, she beckoned me into the dining room, leaving the door open so she could see the babies asleep on the couch, and sat me down at the table.
"Julie, what you know about family, your family, not ác ngu ngoc me, not stupid, evil mother, what you know about rest of family?"
I looked at her in surprise, wondering where this had come from. She knew I'd tried to find them in Bristol, that there was nothing to find, so why the questions? I told her what I knew, that mum had three siblings, an older brother and sister, and a younger sister, but there was nothing else, no clue where they were.
Mum looked thoughtful, her fingertips drumming softly on the table, her one sign of agitation, then she came to some kind of decision, her face carefully expressionless.
"Julie, you know I love you, yes? I love you, and Mark, you are my children, just like Jamie and Nia, your family my family, your children my babies too, and all I want is for you be happy. While you away, man come and see me; he tell me some things, and lady with him tell me more. He ask about you. He tell me his father name is Robert, and lady with him Emma; they say they your family; this mean anything to you?"
My heart slammed in my chest at hearing that; Robert and Emma, mum's brother and sister, Emma Fraser, she'd been here, oh my God, she'd been here! Questions bubbled up inside me, foremost being why she'd waited to tell me. I managed to ask her, and she looked sad, but resolute.
"I want to call you, tell you, but Nia say no; Nia tell me you family hurt you so much, we not know if they hurt you more, so Nia say we wait until we know more. I cannot do that; Nia your sister, she love you like sister, and she protect you, like sister should, but she wrong, this not her decision, so I tell you, let you make up mind for self. I have telephone number, have name, if you want, I give them to you, and when you decide, I be there with you; you my daughter, I will not let you be alone now!"
My head was spinning; my family had come looking for me? Who were these people, and why now, after all these years? Mummy-Anh slid closer and hugged me.
"Lady who come, she tell me she has been looking for you for many year; you were baby last time she see you; she try and take you away from you mother, she know what mother like, she try and take you and Mark, but not succeed; next time she come back, sister gone, you gone, all gone, she cannot find you, not know where family gone, she not know where to look; London big place, maybe you not even here. She look like you mother, but nice, have good smile, and your eyes; man with her, he have your eyes too, he look so much like Mark I know he your family. He have friends at hospital, follow trail after you mother hurt you. I have good feeling about them; I think they look for you because you their family, not because they want hurt you, so I come here today to tell you!"



The irony of the situation wasn't lost on me; even as I mentally floundered, a part of me found time to marvel that my aunt had been sitting and talking to Mummy-Anh even as I was discovering her 150 miles away in another city. I pulled myself together.
"Mummy, this man...the man with...Emma, what's his name, please, what does he look like?"
Mummy smiled at the question.
"He look so much like Mark it like he is your brother too; he have same eyes as you, same hair like Mark, same face, but he older. He say his name is Darryl Morgan."
My head spun like a top when she said that; Darryl! The man people had been mistaking Mark for all over Clifton. I was right, I'd been right all along, he was family! Then it struck me; the house I'd tried, where I got no answer; the nameplate on the doorbell was 'Morgan'! I'd been in the right place all along, just the wrong time. While I'd been knocking on his door, he'd been here, 150 miles away, talking to Mummy-Anh...
I realised I was shaking. I was so near, so very near, but even with all this, what would Mark say, would he even want to follow this through? He'd been as badly hurt as I had been, maybe more. Would he want to risk what we had just to try and connect with a bunch of strangers?
Mummy-Anh hugged me closer, stroking my hair as I trembled, all of this racing around in my head, but uppermost was one thought: what's Mark going to say? She seemed to pluck the thought right out of my mind, or maybe she knew me so well she could follow the way I was thinking.
"You not worry, Julie, Mark do this for you; you ask, he do anything for you, you not know this yet? He still not forgive himself for leaving you behind, he still think you hurt deep inside, so not yet forgive him for going away, he think every day he need to prove how much he love you. You mother thoughtless, and cruel, and evil, and she hurt you, put you in hospital, but she hurt Mark even more; long ago she close a door in his heart, and piece of him still lock away in there. She stop him believe in himself, she nearly drive him mad, and he still cannot believe he deserve good things. So every day, he try to deserve you, and he still not know if he do it right."
She paused to look into my eyes, her own eyes shining with unshed tears for poor, injured Mark.
"Mark my son now, I love him like all my other children, maybe more, because his heart still broken; he so tall, so handsome, so smart, but still not know how to make pain go away; she make him grow up too soon, he not have chance to learn how to be little boy, to learn how to make hurt go away before it hurt too much, so it stay inside him. All men little boy once, need to be boy before can be man, but not Mark; she take that from him, and I do not know how to give it back to him."
She paused to wipe her eyes, then once more pinned me with her gaze.
"I cannot help him, do not know how, so I love him little bit more instead, because so much taken from him, because he still hurt. But you, my daughter, you are mending his heart for him; every day, you mend it little bit more; one day soon you will learn how to open door and let little boy out again. I tell you this now. If this what you want, ask, and Mark will give it to you, because he love you, and he need you to be always happy. He is a good boy."
Mummy held me and soothed me as I cried for my sweet brother, for not seeing how injured he was, just ambling along, basking in my own happiness that he was back with me and never once stopping to consider how traumatised he was, just being happy he was back with me. Mark had looked after me, but no-one had looked after him; all he'd ever had was a lifetime of neglect and mental torture from that hell-bitch. Now I finally understood what he really needed, maybe I could find a way to put us back together properly.
Once I'd calmed down a little, she gave me a folded slip of paper with a telephone number on it.
"When you and Mark ready to call family, call me, and I be here with you, if that what you want, okay?"
I nodded, not really trusting myself to speak, so Mummy kissed me, then stood up.
"Good, now I go wake children; they sleep too much now, not sleep tonight. Come, we go for walk, it nice warm day, we take children to boating lake on Common, let them watch toy boats in water!"
I don't know what I did to deserve someone as wise as Mummy-Anh; I just hope I keep on doing it.
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______________________
A gentle tapping on my door woke me from my doze; glancing at my bedside clock told me it was just after 12 a.m.; Yay, I was now 21, happy birthday to me...
"Come in!" I stage-whispered, and my bedroom door inched open, slowly, so as not to set-off the squeaky hinge. And there she was, Sylvia, my darling, beautiful big sister, her long chestnut hair shining in the moonlight, and her pale hazel eyes gleaming.
"Bobby, I said I'd come!" she smiled, but I knew she would; she always did.
I threw back the bedclothes. Her eyes widened as she saw my naked body, and then her lips curved in a slow, delicious smile as she saw just how ready I was for her. With a quick shrug, her light dress was off her shoulders and sliding to the floor in a muted rustle of raw silk, to leave her standing in just her bra and panties, and sexy seamed stockings, her stiletto heels making her long legs look endless and stunning. She smiled at me the way she always does when I ogle her so nakedly, and asked me the question she always did.
"Like what you see, baby?"
I nodded, awestruck as always at just how unbelievably sexy my big sister was.
"Why don't I come over there and show you some more?" she asked, giving me a flirty, suggestive wink as she rolled her hips, her large, firm breasts dancing with her motion.
I wordlessly held out my hands to her and she walked across the floor to me, her stiletto heels on the polished floorboards muted to a soft 'tack-tacking' sound as she cat-walked to me, exaggerating the sway of her hips, the way she knew I liked to see her walk.
"Why are you so beautiful?" I smiled, always my first question to her, and as usual, she gave me her stock reply, her eyes shining as she grinned.
"Because this is how you like to see me, Bobby my darling, only you get to see me like this; this is my gift for you on your birthday!"
She took my hands, her hands soft, silky, and warm.
"What do you want on your special day, sweetheart?" she murmured, her crimson lips inches from mine.
For answer, I pulled her close and kissed her, our lips suddenly wild and passionate, all pretense at decorum and sophistication out of the window; I wanted her, now, and she knew it, and from her kiss, she wanted me just as badly. I made to pull her onto the bed next to me but she smiled as she pulled away.
"First things first, baby-brother!" she grinned, reaching behind her back to unhook her bra, her breasts tolling like bells as she shook the garment down her arms and dropped it on the floor.
This was almost more than I could stand, and I reached for her, holding her deliciously firm peach-buttocks as I pulled her close to nuzzle and suck gently on her solid, fat little nipples.
Sylvia sighed as I suckled, her fingers twining in my hair as I loved her teats, sometimes giggling or gasping if I grazed her sensitive buds with my teeth. All the time her hips undulated as I clasped her taut cheeks, those two firm globes resting in my hands as though designed specifically for me to do just that.
"Bobby, Bobby, isn't there anything else you want?" she murmured, her lips grazing my neck as she bent to whisper in my ear, and so I slid my hands into the waistband of her daring 'La Perla' panties and edged them down. Sylvia giggled as I took my time until I'd slid that lace and Lycra confection over her hips and half-way down her long, graceful thighs. Then she stepped away to take them off completely, her shimmy as she removed her panties a poem of motion, grace, and beauty.
And now she was naked, her eyes shining as she held her hands out to me, and so I stood, once more enfolding her in my arms as our lips crushed together, all our need, love and passion finding its way into our kiss, all the pent-up longing since the last time we'd done this forbidden, taboo, delightful thing.
When I broke our kiss to surface for air, she smiled happily, and slid into my bed, her eyes inviting me even as she threw back the covers in invitation.
"Come here, baby-brother, come and get your present!" she smiled, and my cock, already erect and ready for her, seemed to harden to an almost impossible degree; only she could do this to me; none of the other girls I'd been with had ever had this effect on me, nor would they, ever; this was for Sylvia only.
I slid into bed beside her, feeling her warm, silky skin mold itself to mine, almost as though she was becoming a part of me, which, in a sense, was already true.
Once again our lips met, and as my hands once more traced and discovered the contours of her beautiful, shapely derriere, her fingers tightened around my cock, squeezing me as her tongue darted around in my mouth, playing tag with my own.
I knew what I wanted to do to her, what I wanted to feel, so, breaking our kiss, I kissed instead her throat, her neck and shoulders, the valley between her breasts, kissing a line down her body even as my hands squeezed and fondled her spectacular breasts, until my questing lips met the soft silky fuzz of her pubic hair. She'd never shaved or waxed, but she did trim, for which I was eternally grateful; my most languid pleasure was to rub my tongue slowly through the silky thatch, feeling the soft, downy, dewy texture of each hair, before licking further, to my intended target and prize.
Sylvia sighed and stretched as my tongue brushed the apex of her slit, her eyes closed and the flush already creeping up her neck and shoulders as I licked more insistently, the hard little bead of her clitoris making its presence felt.
I slid lower down the bed so I could reach my goal more easily; Sylvia spread her legs to accommodate me, lifting her hips to allow me to slide my hands under her and hold her plush, firm little cheeks while my tongue bored in relentlessly, licking her from her sweet, tightly-creased little balloon-knot to the hood of her clitoris, her sighs a counterpoint to my stabbing licks as I ate my big sister.
"Oh God, Bobby, you do that so well, every time you do it I want more!" she half-groaned, half whispered, and when I pointed my tongue and pushed into her tight pussy, parting the swollen labia as I did, she pulled a pillow over her face as she shrieked, her orgasm overwhelming her, her pussy twitching and convulsing under my oral assault.
While she calmed, I slid up next to her, her arms coming around me as she kissed me gently.
"I love how I taste, Bobby, but only from your lips!" she murmured, licking my lips as I nibbled the tip of her tongue. "Your turn, now, my big little brother!" she smiled, urging me onto my back while she hovered above me.
She kissed me even more urgently now, her hand meanwhile squeezing and pumping my aching cock. She slid down me and slipped my cock into her soft, hot mouth, her head bobbing as she sucked while continuing to jack me.
I was in heaven; the heat and suction was one thing, but add-in the additional stimulation as she pumped my cock and gently squeezed my balls, and I was at the brink in no time.
"Uh Sylvia, darling...!" I tried to let her know what she was doing to me, how close I was, but I guess she knew, because she sucked even harder, and jacked me even faster. I came like a torrent, like a blast-furnace, pulse after pulse of white-hot sperm blasting out of me and into her hot mouth, while her throat worked as she swallowed every drop, sucking the last remnants out of me and even polishing the crown of my penis with her soft tongue, cleaning away the last traces of my explosive orgasm.
"That should hold you for a while, Bobby-Dazzler," she grinned, "You haven't had your present yet!"
With that, she slid back up to lie against me, my cock firming-up again, as I knew it would, because of what she did to me. She grinned as she once more took hold of me, but did nothing else, just held me, while she held my gaze with her luminous hazel eyes, almost green in the moonlight.
"Tonight's a special night for you, my darling Bobby; it's your twenty-first birthday, and that's a special number. Tonight is all for you Bobby, because I can't come back to you like this again. No, please, listen to me!"
I subsided while she continued.
"You're an adult now Bobby, and so you have to take responsibility for your actions. This, what we have here, lovely as it is, has to stop, it can't continue. You have to find someone who can really be everything to you, and who you can be everything to in return; life has to go on and go forward for you, Bobby. I'm your sister, and we can never be; one day, perhaps, when your life is full and complete, you'll understand what I mean. But tonight, I'm yours, in every way you can think of, because I can never be yours again after tonight. So love me, Bobby, then let me go; look at me Bobby; you know this is how it has to be."
Tears were streaming down her lovely face, as they were on mine, and she reached up to gently wipe them away.
"We've had three years, Bobby. I've showed you everything a young man should know. I've fulfilled my promise, the one I made the day you were born, to make sure you would one day be all you could be, to show you what love was and how to find your way, so go and be free Bobby. You will be happy, I know, and so will I, because my own little Bobby's happy too. I love you, Bobby-Dazzler."
I was too overwhelmed at first to do more than hold her as the prospect of never doing this with her ever again loomed, and Sylvia held me as I tried not to cry, but eventually even the impending loss couldn't disguise the fact that a hot naked girl was in my bed, her body glued to mine as she kissed my tears and gently rubbed her warm hands up and down my back. I could feel myself beginning to respond, something she noticed immediately.
"There you are, there's my horny little brother! Back and ready to play again, Bobby?"
I looked up at her, but she wasn't laughing at me, just smiling that sweet, sad smile that belonged only to me. As I smiled back, she leaned down and kissed me, and once again the need for her possessed me, like fire running through my veins.
I kissed her back harder, almost viciously, determined to take every last scrap of sensation I could from her, hoping against forlorn hope that the taste of her lips would somehow imprint itself into my lips so I could taste her forever.
Sylvie squeaked in surprise, then kissed me back with equal vigor, not resisting me in the slightest as my hands plundered her, and my cock was like a bar of solid fire, burning between us as we kissed like fiends, almost hard enough to bruise our lips.
My hands slid under her, pulling her up against me, and as her thighs parted I lifted-up and slid home, thrusting my swollen cock as far into her as I could, reveling in her gasp of mingled surprise and pleasure as I pounded into her.
Sylvia thrust her hips back up at me, meeting me as I rammed into her, with no attempt at finesse. This was what I wanted: to fuck my sister raw, to jam myself into her as hard as I could, and to fill her forever with a part of me. Sylvia seemed to understand this, and so her response to me was as savage as my pounding of her, both of us hammering at each other like things possessed, lust and the need for release governing us now; if this was to be my last night with her, it had to be one to remember.
Sylvia came in a rush of warmth, her wailing cry cutting through the fog in my brain, and meeting something deep inside me. I came, like thunder, like a summer storm, a barrage of sperm shooting out of me and into her, filling her entirely with myself, endlessly pouring out of me, draining me dry, or so it seemed.
I slumped down next to her, almost too weak to move, muscles trembling and twitching in adrenaline-shock, while Sylvia gasped and trembled next to me, winded and quivering as aftershocks rushed and curled through her.
Eventually we turned to look at each other, and immediately began to giggle, then laugh, all the tension of the last few minutes finally draining away. As the laughter died away, Sylvia turned to face me, her makeup somehow miraculously intact in spite of the sweat and fervor just past.
"So Bobby, is that all you want for your birthday?" she grinned, her finger tracing a meaningless pattern on my chest. "Are you sure there's nothing else? Last time's a charm, you do know that, right?"
I grinned at that, at her wheedling expression, and now, once again, as if by magic, my penis was responding to her, stiffening until once again I had an improbably full-blooded erection.
"Now you've got that thing, what do you plan on doing with it?" she grinned slyly, "After all, I haven't got all night, but I think I know what to do to make this special for you. Come here, Baby Brother!"
As I once again wrapped my arms around her, she ground herself against me, gasping and grinning as her wet folds slid against me, and now she was biting me, small nips along my jawline and shoulders, her breath hitching and gasping as she worked herself off against me. My hands slid down to cup and squeeze her delightful bottom, holding the firm cheeks as they flexed with her motion against me, occasionally pulling them apart to hear her gasp and giggle.
"Now, Bobby, fuck me, fuck me hard!" she suddenly gasped, rolling away from me to raise up on her hands and knees, her red, swollen pussy gaping at me, the scent of her arousal strong, sweet, and utterly compelling. That scent was doing things to my mind, intoxicating me, and my cock reared out in front of me, no sign that I'd been pumping her half the night; now I was primed and ready to go, so I shuffled forward to take hold of those sculpted globes, and speared forward, once again impaling her to the hilt.
Sylvia groaned as I filled her, my almost supernaturally hard cock jamming into her tight wetness, and then she began pushing back against me as I thrust forward. We soon found our rhythm, and once again the room echoed to the gasps and sounds of slapping flesh as we fucked like crazed animals, insatiable and everlasting as arousal and excitement once again peaked at fever pitch.
We fucked harder and harder, mutual need pushing us on and on, endlessly taking our pleasure of each other, as time spun and slipped away from us. At last, after who knows how long, she began shuddering as her orgasm once more took her, her pussy clamping tight around me, staying me as she shook and shuddered.
I was still primed, nowhere near release yet, not after the sessions we'd already had, not even after the marathon session we'd just had, so when she slumped down, I wondered what she wanted to do next. I soon found out.
Sylvia rolled onto her back and grinned at me, her chest heaving from her exertion, and my eyes were riveted to those amazing breasts rising and falling as she panted.
"Do something for me, Bobby!" she grinned, a wicked gleam in her eyes.
"What do you want, Syl? Tell me and I'll do anything for you, you know that!"
In answer, she spread her legs wide and pulled them up behind the knees, showing me her tight little anus.
"In there, Bobby-Dazzler, I want you to fuck my ass as hard as you can! Happy Birthday, Bobby, this is for you!"
Almost shaking with anticipation, I moved forward to do something I'd only ever fantasized about, and certainly had never dreamed of asking any of my former girlfriends to do. I looked at Sylvia to reassure myself, and she nodded, her beautiful smile urging me on.
"For you, Bobby, for your birthday!" she murmured, holding me while I tried to work out how to do this, finally letting her aim me while I slowly pushed forward.
"Oh Yesss, yess, oh God, Bobby, that's so...oh yess!" she murmured as I slid into her, past the suddenly relaxed constriction that had kept me out, finally sliding all the way in. I stopped, unsure what to do next, but Sylvia pulled me down to her and kissed me.
"Fuck me hard, Birthday-Boy, you know you want to!" she hissed, and so I began pumping in and out, her hole gradually relaxing enough for me to pull almost all the way out before slamming back in again.
Sylvie responded with an "Oof, Oof!" in time to my thrusts, and somehow squeezing and relaxing her internal muscles, the rippling contractions feeling like fingers squeezing me, milking me. The sensation was getting too much to stand any longer, and then she suddenly stiffened, her head thrown back as she groaned, orgasm catching her once again. Her anus gripped me in a vice-grip, and I lost it, groaning out loud as I pumped what felt like a gallon of sperm deep into her velvety rectum.
I rolled off her, almost too tired to move, and my gorgeous big sister once more rolled onto her side to rest against me, her fingertip tracing patterns in the soft hair beginning to cloak my chest.
"You're turning into a man, Baby-Boy!" she observed, "but I still think of you as my darling baby brother. I'm going to miss you so much, Bobby, I don't want to leave you and go, but it's not up to me; I'm your sister, and you can never have me the way you want; you have to find your way, and find that special one for you; that's how it works."
She sighed and sat up, and now tears were coursing down her cheeks.
"Dawn isn't far off, baby, and I have to go; mom and dad can't see me, not like this. Remember one thing, Bobby; I'm your big sister, and I will always, always love you dearly. Go and find your own way, darling boy, and make sure it's a good way!"
I hadn't realized the night was nearly over, and my heart slammed in my chest at the thought of losing her.
"Take me with you, please, Syl, don't leave me, I can't do this without you! What if you're the special one, the one who's everything to me? Let me come with you, please!"
She sat down next to me, and held me close against her.
"You know that's not possible Bobby; you have to go and have a life. Those are the rules, and I can't break them; not even for you, I won't hurt you, or your future, like that. Let me go, Bobby, you have to!"
She stood up and quickly dressed, my heart missing a beat when she shimmied back into her dress, slipped the straps back up onto her shoulders, and tossed her hair back. Her lips glowed in the dying moonlight as she leaned down to kiss me one last time, a chaste, sisterly kiss, a goodbye kiss.
I knew the script off by heart now, but I still went through it, even though it broke my heart to say the words that ended our tryst.
"You'd better take my jacket, it's cold out there."
Sylvia picked up my heavy leather jacket and slipped it on, looking just adorable in the big biker jacket.
"Don't forget to come pick it up, Bobby," she reminded me. Then, her heels tack-tacking softly across the wooden floor, she eased the door open and slipped through, looking back at me one last time.
"I'll always love you, my Bobby-Dazzler!" she smiled, and then she was gone. I waited by my window and watched her cross the yard and disappear down the lane, the shadows under the larches eventually swallowing her.
I went back to bed and thought about her, and cried for her, and finally fell asleep, only waking when my alarm went off. I got dressed quickly and slipped out of the house. I drove down the single dirt road through the fallow fields until I came to the crossroads, and took a left for another mile, finally swinging into the permanently open gates of the Freedom Hill Cemetery.



I parked the car and picked my way through the headstones, until I came to my leather jacket, draped, as it was every year on Halloween morning, on my sister Sylvia's gravestone. I hesitated before picking it up, knowing this was the last time I'd ever get to do this, that she was finally gone, and I was desolate without her. I knelt on the cold ground beside her grave and cried for her, because I couldn't go with her, because she'd had to leave without me, and because the thought of replacing her in my heart with someone else was too painful to even consider. I prayed she'd somehow find a way to tell me how I could be with her, because I only had one love to share, and it was for her, always and forever.
I drove home through a blur of tears, slipped back into my room, and begged kindly Providence to spare me the agony of a life without her.
_____________________________________________________________
Related Articles from Freeman Post & Daily Register
Graveyard Vandalism 11/01/99
Freeman Police Chief Rod Lewis expressed extreme disgust at the Halloween vandals who destroyed the headstone in Freedom Hill Cemetery of teenager Sylvia Alice Harlow, killed in 1979 by a hit and run driver while on her way to her Prom.
When asked about the incident, Chief Lewis is quoted as saying "This goes beyond the usual petty vandalism we have regrettably come to expect on Halloween; this is desecration, and we will spare no efforts to bring the culprits to justice. The headstone of Miss Harlow was literally reduced to dust, some kind of explosive material was used, although we haven't yet managed to identify the exact explosive, but it was powerful enough for the detonation to be heard almost a mile away"
*
Local Resident Found Dead, No Cause of Death Established 11/03/99
Local resident Robert Harlow, aged 21, was found dead at his home by his younger brother on the morning of October 31, his 21st Birthday. Police do not suspect foul play, and a toxicology report and blood alcohol count were both negative, so suicide has also been ruled out. The Medical Examiner admits to being baffled by the death of this young man; apparently, and to all intents and purposes, he lay down on his bed and died, presumably of natural causes, but all indications are that he was at the peak of physical fitness and had no known health issues. Investigations are continuing.
*
'Haunted House' probed by UNL Para-Psychology team 08/16/10
Persistent reports of strange noises, figures and presences at the old Harlow farm in Freeman have prompted an investigation by a team from the University of Nebraska-Lincoln. The farm was abandoned in 2000 by the Harlow family after the unexplained death of the oldest son on his 21st birthday; that it happened on October 31st, Halloween, is seen as reason enough for the locals to shun the place. The alleged sightings revolve around the young man who died, Robert Harlow, and another figure positively identified by several people who knew them both, as Sylvia Alice Harlow, who died 20 years before her brother. Sylvia's headstone at Freedom Hill Cemetery was mysteriously destroyed at approximately the same time her brother died, an incident attributed at the time by police to Halloween vandalism, but the locals aren't so sure. While this newspaper hesitates to make any connection between the two incidents, many local residents are not so reticent, and believe that both the deceased, Robert and Sylvia, now inhabit the deserted farmhouse, their former home. The story told around town, and which has passed into local legend, is that Robert died and Sylvia somehow came back for her younger brother. Local resident Arlo Brewster, who claims to have spent the night at the farm as a Halloween dare tells a fascinating story. When questioned about his experiences he was at first reluctant to go into details, but then relented.
"Yeah, I saw them, I saw them both. Couple of years after the family left, I was supposed to stay from dusk until midnight on Halloween, and I was set-up in the old family room, and suddenly they was there. I knew Bobby, and they both looked real as you or me; Bobby was holding hands with Sylvia, and she was wearing his old Harley biker jacket. I was scared at first, real scared, but they weren't scary, they were just gazing and smiling at each other; and you know what? All I could feel was happiness there, it weren't spooky at all, just happy. I blinked and they was gone, but they sure didn't look like no restless dead to me; they looked like they was at peace. I've never been back there, 'cause I don't want to disturb them; if that's where they choose to be, I don't see as I got any right to go disturbing them, and that goes for you people too. Just leave them be, why don't you?"
We will be sure to follow this fascinating story, and will bring you any updates to this story should anything significant develop.
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*****
DARRYL:
When I told Lena about the strange, almost surreal, conversation I'd had with the lady in London, and shared my suspicions that she knew a whole lot more about Julie and Mark than she was letting on, Lena nodded slowly, agreeing with me that the conversation had been strange, almost in code.
"You're right, Dar, it sounds like she does know more, but maybe she has reasons of her own; maybe your cousins have been hurt, or taken advantage of by family. Maybe she's hiding them to keep them safe, did you think of that? If her address was given as that place, maybe she lived there, maybe still does, or at least keeps in contact; could they maybe have been in placed care with her?"
She paused to twinkle at me, her special "I know something you don't know!" grin.
"Look Dar, we can't possibly second-guess her; when she's ready to talk, I have a feeling she'll let us know; until then, you tried, you did your best, now you'll have to wait and see. And when you come home tonight, I might have a little surprise for you...!
Work that day seemed to fly by, as I wondered what the surprise Lena had for me was, although I knew what I wanted it to be, oh yes! When I got home, I was half expecting a replay of the seduction scene she'd laid on for me once before, so I was a little disappointed, but not too much; she was wearing a brief, figure-hugging minidress, sheer stockings, and elegant platform pumps, making her already long legs look endless, scenic and incredibly sexy.
I whistled appreciatively, Lena dimpling and doing a twirl to show me the full package, and once again I was overwhelmed with just how sexy my wife was; she looked like a teenage vamp out on the prowl, not a mother of two in her late twenties, and I mentally congratulated myself for capturing her (although, really it was the other way round; she'd wanted me from the beginning, and finally, after an extended battle with my immaturity, had reeled me in).
"Wow, Princess, you look good enough to eat; in fact, I might just do that! What's the occasion?"
Lena smiled that slow, seductive smile she does so well.
"You're taking me to dinner, then we're going dancing, and then...who knows?" she purred, "So hurry up, Dar, you smell like a doctor, shower and change, please, we have reservations in 40 minutes, chop-chop!"
"What about the kids...?" I trailed off as she smiled again.
"Don't worry, they're with Emma, and Mum's babysitting Marcus while Lizzie's at work, so everything's fine. Hurry up Dar, clock's ticking!"
So I 'hurried-up' and 20 minutes later, shaved, showered, shampooed and smelling manly, I pointed the car in the direction of Whiteladies Road, as Lena couldn't possibly walk that far in those shoes.
The restaurant was a fusion of South-East Asian cuisine with Australian barbecue, unique, tasty and plentiful. Lena discovered she loved the huge Tiger Prawns grilled in a coconut, chilli and pineapple sauce, with dozens of little accompaniments, coconut steamed rice, and Ice Kachang for dessert. Once we'd finished dinner, we took to the road again, to a club Allie told her about, in Redland, where we danced for hours to the latest sounds, and retro 1980's and 90's.
When we eventually arrived home, it was long after 3 a.m. We'd had to take a cab, as the shots were great, but potent, and I'd had a couple more than I should have, although I'd noted in passing without really registering the fact that Lena had only had soft drinks. She didn't want to drive home at that time of night, so we left the car there and took a cab home.
Once we were back indoors, Lena smiled mysteriously as she helped me unbutton my shirt, while I unzipped her, taking the opportunity to grab a feel and a squeeze of her lovely, pneumatic little bum and lovely, firm, bouncy boobs, all the while kissing like we'd never had the chance before. Sure I'd had a few shots, but they'd had no effect on Darryl Jr, and I was hard as a rock as I peeled Lena out of her dress and panties, leaving her hold-up stockings in place because her legs looked so spectacular.
Lena, meanwhile, had been nibbling my neck as she squeezed and rubbed my cock, making my already thunderous erection even stiffer and thicker, if that was possible. Five years together and four years of marriage had done nothing to diminish the instant lust and need to ravage her I felt every time I gazed on my gorgeous wife/sister/aunt, something Lena knew too well, and took advantage of at every opportunity!
Once we were both naked, I pulled her close to kiss her, my hands squeezing and fondling her bum even as I ground my crotch into hers, making her gasp as our sexes rubbed together. Lena waxed, and the feel of her bare pussy sliding against my rigid cock was one of the things I loved most about our lovemaking. Lena responded by suddenly leaping up, wrapping her arms around my neck as her legs wrapped around my waist.
"Do me like this, Dar!" she hissed in my ear, gently biting all down the length of my jaw as she writhed against me, so I obliged, walking forward to place her back against the wall and lifting her slightly so she could slam herself down on me, making all my nerve-endings sing with the sensation.
"Oh God, yess!" she growled, goading me on to slam into her again, and again, her pussy clasping and squeezing me as she bit my shoulder, taking me higher and higher. My cock felt like an iron bar as I reamed her pussy, slamming into her, her sweat gluing us to the wall as we pounded against each other until we couldn't take any more.
"Ooohh God, Darryl, oooh yesss, fuck me, Darryl, fuck me hard, yesss, harder, HARDER!!" she screamed, her pussy suddenly tightening around me, the sudden constriction setting me off as we orgasmed together, pulse after pulse of spunk shooting deep into her, until I was drained, drenched in sweat, and trembling with fatigue.
Lena slid off me and leaned back against the wall, her chest heaving as she fought for breath.
"I told you once before, baby, if I could bottle what you do to me, I'd make a fortune!" she grinned, draping her arms around me and burying her head in the hollow of my neck. I was in no better shape, only Lena holding me up as my heart hammered like an express train. Somehow we made it back to the bed, to flop down gratefully, content to hold each other while our storms still raged.
Once my heart-rate and breathing had returned to normal, I pulled her closer and jiggled her lovely little bum, making her grin.
"So, Princess, was this my surprise then?" I grinned, and she smiled back, suddenly mysterious and secretive.
"Maybe, Dar, maybe, or perhaps..."
She turned and opened the drawer of her bedside cabinet and scrabbled around inside.
"Close your eyes Dar!" she commanded, so I did, feeling her kneeling up on the bed and looming over me.
"You can open your eyes now, baby!" she whispered, and when I did, the first thing I saw was a white stick in her hand at my eye level; it took me a second to realise I was seeing a positive pregnancy test. I looked at her in hope and she nodded, biting her lip as she tried not to grin.
"That's right Dar, we're pregnant! We're having another baby!"
I whooped and grabbed her, pulling her over me as I showered her with kisses, Lena responding no less enthusiastically, laughing and crying happily, as was I. I pulled her down next to me and held her close so I could bite her lip while I squeezed her bum.
"I told you I like making babies with you!" I grinned, and Lena wriggled against me as she smiled back.
"I know you told me it wasn't possible, baby, but maybe tonight you managed to do the impossible and poked another baby in there tonight, to keep this one company!"
I smiled at that, and squeezed her even closer to me, loving the feel of her so close to me, but unable to stifle a huge yawn.
"Who knows, Princess, maybe you're right..." I mumbled, exertion, a long day, and too many shots finally catching up with me. The last thing I remember is Lena snuggling up and spooning against me, my hands sliding up to cup her delectable boobs, and the scent of her hair as I sleepily contemplated the fact we were having a baby, and that's all she wrote until I was woken by my phone ringing, then fumbling and dropping it as the late-morning sunshine lanced into my eyes as I struggled awake.
After some further fumbling and bleary attempts to remember how to answer the damned thing, I finally managed to hit the 'Answer' button, hoping I wasn't being called-in because someone hadn't turned-up for their shift.
"Hello?" I managed, and a young woman's voice answered me.
"Hello, is this Darryl Morgan?"
I nodded, although I don't know why, she couldn't see me.
"Yes, speaking, who's calling, please?"
There was a short pause, then:
"My name is Julie, Julie Jameson; I'm told you've been looking for me. I think you're my cousin..."
*
JULIE:
When Mark came home from work, he found the children asleep, tired-out from their day at the boating lake, and Mummy-Anh helping me cook dinner; actually, she's a superb cook, so it was more or less the other way round. Mark's eyes lit up; he's a walking stomach at the best of times, and he likes to spend his spare time at the Morrison house stuffing his face, with Mummy happily feeding him past the point where he should have exploded, so he knew right away that he was getting a special dinner if Mum was cooking it for him.
She, of course, was all over him immediately he walked in, and he lapped it up; Mummy has a special place in her heart for Mark, she always had, and now she'd explained to me what I should have seen all along, I saw their interaction in a whole new light; she actually mothered him, genuinely mothered and loved him, something our own lush of a mother had never bothered to do, and poor Mark was lapping-up and loving every second of it.
While we ate, I could tell Mark was picking up on the fact Mum and I had something to say to him, but he kept his peace; if it was something bad, one of us would have said something long before we sat down, so he waited, opting to enjoy dinner before the pow-wow he knew was coming.
Outwardly, at least, all was fine; Markie was awake, so Mum fed her at table, for once leaving me to eat my dinner in peace, and once we'd cleared up, Mum cocked an eyebrow at me, nodding at Mark. He saw that, and sat up straighter.
"Mark, Julie have something to tell you, please to listen!" she smiled, bouncing Markie on her hip to keep her occupied while Mark and I talked.
"What's the problem, Tink?" he asked, a small worry-line appearing between his eyebrows. I drew a deep breath; this was it.
"Mark, you remember when I went to that address in Clifton, to look for mum's family?"
He nodded, so I continued.
"While we were in Bristol, they were here, mum's sister, Emma...and our cousin Darryl, the man who looks like you; he was here, too. Not 'here' here. They found Mummy's address, they went there, Mummy and Nia met them. Please Mark, there's more...!"
I could see he was perturbed by this; he'd told me once he wasn't interested in that side of our family, we had enough family right here, and now I was raking it up again. He fixed me with his eye, pinning me with that raised eyebrow he'd copied so effectively from Mummy, and slowly nodded.
"Okay, Tink, let's hear it!" he sighed, more resigned than annoyed.
"They left a number; his name's Darryl Morgan; I found his house but there was no-one in. I want to call him, I just want to get some answers, that's all, I don't want them in our lives, I just want to know who we are!"
Mark looked at me for a long moment, then smiled wistfully.
"Tink, if you want to call this...Darryl guy, go ahead; I'm not your boss, Tink, I don't make the rules, and you don't need my permission to do anything. I'm glad you told me, but if this is what you want, you should do it. I have to be honest; finding mum's family won't make any difference to my life; I have everything I could ever want right here, I have you, the children, Mum and Dad Morrison, Nia and Jamie, everyone who's important; my life is full and complete, but if you need answers, go and get them, I won't try and stop you; I don't have the right to do that, and I won't stand in your way. I just hope for your sake they're not like that bloody crazy woman!"
I stared at him open-mouthed; Mum had said he'd do anything for me, but I'd expected a certain amount of negotiation, and maybe at least an attempt to change my mind, not this, not complete capitulation. Mum was right; I wanted this, so he'd handed it to me. I had to say something.
"Mark, baby, are you sure? I mean, we could be opening a huge can of worms..."
He reached across the table and took my hand between his.
"If it does go tits-up, we'll deal with it; you need answers; this is the best way to get them. Don't worry, Little Plum, I've got your back, I've always had your back. When were you planning on doing this?"
There he had me. I was desperate for answers, but also wary of what I might hear, and my eyes flickered at Mum, silently appealing to her. She caught my look, and sat down, holding Markie on her lap.
"Mark, I tell Julie this because these people your family too, cannot change that, she need to know this things. I not know if you want to know too, but I tell her to tell you so you know. I think you need talk about this, this important, this about family, so talk, think, and when you ready, I be there, I help you talk if that what you want; you are my children too, cannot let you be alone now!"
With that, she stood and nuzzled Markie.
"You go to mummy now, co cong chua nho (little Princess), time for bed now, little bunny-rabbit."
Markie grinned happily and hugged Mummy hard.
"Anh yêu em nana! (I love you, Nana!)," she lisped, making Mummy beam proudly.
"She smart girl, already speak more 'Ting Viet' than Jamie, and I have been talking to him all his life! I think she take after Nguye't!"
She kissed Markie soundly and put her into my arms before kissing me.
"Call me in morning, let me know what you decide, okay?"
Mark dropped her home, my injunction to stay out of Mummy's fridge probably passing right over his head unnoticed, and I was right; when he came in, he had that full, satisfied look that told me he'd been stuffing his face again, and a litre tub of Mummy's fabulous Mango ice-cream for me. We ate some while we decided what to do next; I wanted to call this Darryl person in the morning.
Mark wanted to know what the rush was, but really it was just a rhetorical question; he could see this was eating at me, to be so close to getting some answers to questions that had become vitally important to me; who was I, who were we, Mark, the girls, me? Where did we come from, what had happened to cut us off so completely from the rest of our family, and why were they looking for us now? All questions I needed answers to.
Mark could see how much this meant to me, and like the sweet man he is, he suggested we call this Darryl Morgan in the morning from Mummy's house, with our real family around us to lend support.
That done, my thoughts turned to something that had been fluttering inside me ever since Mummy had revealed what poor Mark was still going through; ever since that conversation, I'd been feeling the need to connect with him, to take him into me again and show him that there was love overflowing in our family, and it was all for him.
Mark picked up on the tenor of my thoughts, as he always does, and so it was that our thoughts turned to more exciting things than family reunions; Mark had the look in his eye, and I was feeling a certain tingle too, so after checking on the children, he gently tugged me into the bedroom (with token resistance from me; after all, a girl has her reputation to think of...) and pulled me down on the bed next to him.
"I love you, Tinkerbell!" he declared, actions following words as his roaming hands found my panties and slid inside, to cup and squeeze my bum as his tongue gently fenced with mine. Mark is an extraordinarily good kisser, gentle, insistent but not forceful, loving, tender, and blisteringly hot, and I could feel myself wanting him more with every passing second.
"Help me...!" I urged as I tried to wriggle out of my clothes. Mark, of course, headed straight for my panties, sliding them off and flinging them dramatically across the room.
Next came my skirt, and finally, my tank top as he pulled it over my head, leaving me naked. His shirt was off, and the bulge in his jeans told me he was ready and willing, so I wasted no time in unbuckling his belt and popping his jeans so he could slide them off, to reveal his tented trunks, with his cock furled up inside there like a snake in a sack. As always, my mouth watered at the sight of him like that, his fit, well-muscled body tanned and healthy looking.
"Are you done staring, Little Plum?" he grinned, and I reached out to tweak his nipple, making him buck and chuckle as I touched one of only two ticklish spots on his body. He pulled me close and covered my face and neck with kisses, each one a little love-dart, piercing me and filling me with love and concern for my Lost Boy. Mummy had said he was still hurting, that he'd never learned how to let his pain go, because he'd never had the chance to learn how, and as he kissed and nuzzled me, that all came back to me.
The memory of the scared little boy crying alone in his room in the dead of the night suddenly reared-up, clear and vivid, coupled with the knowledge of why he'd cried night after night, when he was alone and the house was still, now churning inside me. I clutched hold of him, unable to let him go, suddenly afraid for him.
"Hey, hey, what's the matter, Tinkerbell?" he murmured, hugging me close as I clung desperately to him. He looked at me, real concern in his eyes, and his thumbs gently brushed away the tears gathering on my eyelashes.
"Don't cry, Wee Wendy, I've got you, I'll always be there to catch you, count on it!" he murmured, smiling as he kissed the tip of my nose, before once more pressing his lips to mine, kissing me as only he knows how.
We made love slowly, gently, caressing one another as we explored and shared those other parts of lovemaking than just simple gratification; Mark and I were connected at the soul, he was my saving Angel and my one true love. He'd been whipped and cowed, threatened and terrorised, but he'd never broken the faith; he'd kept me safe, but now he needed me to help him unlock that missing part of his heart and make him whole again.
As we made love the tears came, but they were sad and sweet, not bitter and painful; sadness that my poor Mark had been so injured by the one who was supposed to love him the most, that he paid a price for loving me that no-one should ever have asked of him, and the sweetness that came of knowing he was here with me, he was finally mine forever, that he wanted only me, and that he was, at last, safe and happy.



Our lovemaking built to a crescendo, love and need for each other leading us to that place where our souls entwined and caressed. When I came, it was with a cry of pure happiness, the feeling starting somewhere deep inside me and mounting up though my body until it exploded in a white-hot sheet of sheer bliss in my mind, all my thoughts and needs wrapped around my darling, beloved Lost Boy. Mark kept pace with me, and my body's response to him took him with me, his lips finding mine as he poured himself into me, the heat of his body filling mine as we held each other tightly, burning together in the heatless white fire that licked around us.
One day soon I was going to share with him something that had been building in me for a while now; that I wanted another baby, maybe a son this time, a child made, like Markie and Nia, from our boundless love and need for each other.
*
Late morning found us at Mummy's house, with Mark looking unconvinced but resigned. Nia just looked unconvinced. I was a bundle of nerves; Nia had already taken me aside and asked me just what I thought I was doing, supposing this lot were as bad, or worse, than my mother, had I even thought about that? I'd tried to explain, and while Nia listened, as she'd said she would, she still looked skeptical and unconvinced. However, she'd said her piece, and I loved her for being that concerned, but I felt I needed some answers, so she'd let it go. Only Mummy seemed relaxed and unconcerned as she gently rocked Nia and hummed to her while Markie, Laura and Jamie Jr. rolled and tumbled around inside the playpen under her watchful eye.
Finally, the moment came; all argument was done, everyone had said their piece, and I was ready for this, so Nia took my little Nia from Mummy so she could hold my hand. I dialled the number and switched the 'phone to 'Hands-free'. The number connected, and rang, and rang, and rang. Just as I moved to hang-up, a man's voice answered.
"H-hello?" He sounded blurry, not quite awake yet, like we'd woken him up; well, it was Saturday morning, maybe he was having a lie-in. But what astounded me was, even with that drowsy edge to his voice, how much like Mark he sounded, the same tone and timbre to his voice. Mummy tapped my arm gently, breaking me out of my momentary trance. This was it.
"Hello, is this Darryl Morgan?" I quavered, more than a little tremble in my voice. Mummy smiled and twined her fingers in mine reassuringly.
"Yes, speaking, who's calling, please?" he replied. I silently asked Mark what to do next, and he shrugged and pointed at the phone, so I plunged on.
"My name is Julie, Julie Jameson; I'm told you've been looking for me. I think you're my cousin..."
I heard the sharp intake of breath at the other end, then:
"Julie Jameson? Really? Oh my God, yes, yes I've been looking for you, we all have!"
His voice became slightly muffled, as though he'd turned away from the phone.
"Lena, LENA! It's Julie, yes, my cousin Julie, she's on the phone right now!"
I vaguely heard another voice in the background, a female voice, then once more Darryl's voice sharp and clear.
"Emma, your mother's sister, she's been looking for you for years, she's going to be so happy, we thought we'd lost you forever! How's your brother, how's Mark, is he there too? Emma talks so much about you both, she misses you both so much, all she wants to do is see you again; she carried you when you were a baby, that's the last time she saw you, she's going to be so excited!"
I couldn't help but smile as he babbled excitedly, he sounded so genuinely happy to hear from me; even Nia had lost her frosty expression and was also grinning at his happy exuberance. He'd asked about Mark; of course he couldn't know about Mark and me, but I thought I'd put his mind at ease.
"Mark's here with me right now, Darryl; we got your message, I'm curious; how did you know to come here and look for us?"
For some reason, I pictured him smiling, his voice had that same inflection Mark gets when he's smiling and talking.
"One of my colleagues at St George's managed to find a record of a Julie Jameson who was injured in a sports accident when she was thirteen, her next of kin was listed as Mark Jameson, aged sixteen, the ages matched, so I've had people combing through the medical records archives at St Georges and Bolingbroke, and they came up with your address. The rest you know!"
Mark cleared his throat at that.
"Mark here, Darryl; I thought those records are confidential? How did you get to see them?"
Darryl's answer was straightforward and with no hesitation, indicating he was telling the truth.
"I didn't; my colleague is Paediatric Registrar at St. Georges, she made some enquiries, as a favour to me, and left it up to me to follow them up; looks like I made the right decision!" he said, and once again I could hear that smile in his voice, so much like Mark.
"Look, I think we should meet up, when you're ready, of course; I promise, I don't want anything from you, all I want is to be able to tell Emma that both of you are well and safe, or maybe she can see for herself; she's been beating herself up for years thinking she abandoned you both. There are things she needs to tell you, and there are probably things you want to know, about us, about your family, so I think a meeting might be a good idea. Now you have my number, please, think about it; Emma wants to know all about you, and about your mother, my aunt Sandra; where is she, anyway?"
There were only two possible places I could think of, and she was almost certainly in the hotter one, but I wasn't going into that over the phone with a stranger.
"Mum...died, two years ago now..."
"I'm so sorry, please accept my condolences. Emma will be heartbroken; she was so hoping to see her younger sister again..."
He sounded genuinely sorry, but then of course he couldn't possibly know the truth about our bonkers, booze-hound mother and her vicious, cruel nature. I decided to stall him a little; I needed to think about this.
"Darryl, I'm sure you'll understand that this is all a little sudden; Mark and I, we've been alone all our lives, so the idea of family seems a little...much right now. I think we need to think about this."
To his credit, he agreed with me, not pressuring us at all.
"Of course, Julie, I understand completely; when you're ready to take that next step, please, call me and we'll set something up."
He sounded disappointed, but I could tell he was bending over backwards to accommodate me, which I appreciated. He just had one more thing to say.
"I would really like to meet you both, and I know my wife and children would too. Take your time, I'm not going anywhere, and when you feel the time's right, call me and we'll organise something; poor Emma 's been looking for you for so long, I'm just glad I have some good news for her at last. Until the next time, then, it was wonderful to hear from you, from both of you, Emma will be so thrilled!"
I hung up, with a strange sense of anti-climax, but also with a feeling of a connection made, and glad Darryl hadn't seemed inclined to pressure us. I looked over at Nia to gauge her reaction, noting she seemed thoughtful.
"So, Nia, what do you think, how did that go?" I asked her, watching her closely.
"Honestly, Jules? I was a little suspicious when I first met him, but I actually do think he wants nothing from you except to meet his family; when you meet him, if you decide to, you're in for a surprise, though! Did you notice he passed off the 'colleague at St Georges' thing? It sounds like he's a doctor, so probably not a sleaze; he's married with kids, and from what mummy said, he seems like a genuine family man, and very concerned about the pair of you. The woman with him, this 'Emma' person, your aunt, she looked so much like your mum I was shocked, and a little scared, but she was nothing like your mum, she seemed like a nice person too. I'm 50/50 right now, but I think we need to sit down and talk to mummy about this, daddy too."
She was right; Mark was still looking only partially convinced, and one glance from him was all I needed; we definitely needed older, wiser heads to talk this through with us, and I would have liked some big-brother insight from Jamie, too, but he was off on a commission somewhere in the Philippines and wouldn't be back for at least a week. Mummy was nodding, obviously still reading my mind.
"Nguye't right; we need talk with daddy too; he know you need to do this thing, perhaps he help you work out way to do this. You agree?"
Mark nodded.
"I think I'd like to follow this up; I'm kind of curious where this Darryl guy's coming from, but if it's all the same to you, I'd like to wait 'til Jamie gets back first. I want to see what he has to say about all this."
I'm constantly being brought-up short by how in-tune Mark and I are, and so hearing my own thoughts echoed back at me was no surprise, it was just more proof of just how closely connected we were.
"Next week, then?" suggested Nia, and we all nodded. Next week it was, and as Jamie had business in Bristol the week after that, we decided that he and Nia would go down there together and scope-out these people, to find out just what we were getting ourselves into.
*
DARRYL:
I paused, completely wrong footed for a few seconds before I remembered I was on the phone.
"Julie Jameson? Really? Oh my God, yes, yes I've been looking for you, we all have!"
I heard Lena padding around in the corridor, she'd definitely want to know about this, so I called her
"Lena? LENA! It's Julie!"
Lena popped her head in the bedroom door, her eyes wide as she murmured "Julie? Really?"
I grinned back at her.
"Yes, my cousin Julie, she's on the phone right now!"
Lena sat on the edge of the bed, frantically motioning me to keep talking, to keep Julie talking, so I did, telling her about Emma, about her search for her, about the things Emma wanted to tell her. As we talked, I noted her voice; she had a soft, almost childlike voice, with a definite South London accent, as did Mark, and, for no good reason, I mentally pictured her as a smaller, younger version of Emma; blonde hair, green eyes, fair-skinned, all the Fraser family trademarks.
I could sense a certain reticence, an unwillingness to give too much away; she was definitely holding back, not that I blamed her; it must be unsettling in the extreme to have a whole bunch of relatives appear out of the blue, but I also felt she was holding-up remarkably well under the circumstances. I could feel the skittishness growing, especially when I suggested a meeting, so I back-pedalled, leaving the door open for them to make the next move. I still didn't have a proper way of contacting them, so I'd just have to rely on God and guesswork as to when and if they'd make the next move.
As soon as I hung-up, Lena was on me, wanting to know details, so I told her what I knew, and what I guessed, and left her to draw her own conclusions; she was a little more up-beat than me, though.
"She called you, Dar, so she's interested; right now I bet she's wondering about you and why it's taken you so long to reach out to her, and you're right, she's probably wary of you as well, so give her time; I think she'll come back to you soon enough!"
She grinned impishly as she stood up and pulled the straps of her summer dress off her shoulders, letting it slide off her and onto the floor; she was naked underneath it.
"Mummy's taken David and Mo-Mo over to Lizzie's place, so we have the house to ourselves until this afternoon; was there anything special you wanted to do?"
There were several things I wanted to do, all of them sticky, sweaty, and immensely enjoyable, so I pulled her close and got to work. Lena pregnant is almost irresistible, as I'd discovered though our first two pregnancies, and her sex-drive seems to rev-up accordingly. The two of us were randy, ready, and poised for action, and all it took was for me to tug her back up to me to open the floodgates.
"Taste me, Dar, I want to taste you too!" she husked, my semi suddenly stiffening into a full-blown erection at the tone of her voice and the thought of what was coming next.
"Mmm, you smell nice!" I grinned, her scent subtle and alluring, and wholly natural; Lena didn't use perfumes in case they irritated Mo-Mo's skin, but she always smelled wonderful, a little like ice-cream, that sweet, floral, slightly milky smell, but not overpowering, rather it was fresh and enticing.
Lena smiled at the compliment, once again that serene, enigmatic smile straight from the lips of a Caravaggio Madonna.
"And you smell nice too, Dar, your morning smell is delicious. Now come closer and play with me, big brother!"
Ah, so that was what she wanted; good, so did I; I think I wanted my little sister right now as well.
Lena grinned as I slid closer to her, my hands sliding over her, touching, caressing, squeezing, enjoying the warm vitality of the beautiful girl I married. I gently urged her over onto her back, so I could kiss and nibble her properly. Lena sighed as my lips fastened lightly on her nipple, her sighs deepening as I began to rub the little nub, feeling it grow firmer and longer as I sucked and nibbled. I slid across to do the same to the other, Lena giggling softly amid her sighs as I nibbled and tickled her, before kissing my way down her sleek abdomen and flat tummy, to swirl my tongue-tip in her navel, something that always seems to give her a jolt, and this time was no exception.
"Ooohh, Dar, ooh!" she gasped, winking at me as I looked up at her with a grin on my face. I continued kissing and licking her flat belly, moving ever downwards, until my tongue brushed the apex of her waxed slit, making her jump and sigh again.
"Darryl..." she whispered, her voice midway between a groan and a caress, causing me to delve deeper between her thighs, licking and tasting her as her pussy lips flowered open under my tongue. I could feel her labia getting warmer as they engorged, and my head swam with the nearness of her, her sweet, earthy, tangy aroma, and the taste of her on my tongue.
"Wait Dar..." she murmured, sliding away from me, kneeling up instead to smile naughtily at me.
"Like this, Stud-Muffin!" she grinned, straddling me with her back to me. I twigged right away what she wanted, so I shuffled lower down the bed so my face was right under her moist and swollen pussy, ready to continue my assault on her. As I clasped hold of her taut, perfectly sculpted buttocks, I pulled her to me, once more slipping my tongue into her moist, steamy little honey-pot.
Lena sighed and leaned forward, taking hold of me and pumping me, testing how ready I was, before delicious heat and wet suction enveloped me as she slipped her lips over the end of my cock.
We played for what seemed like hours, working each other right up to the brink then pulling back, prolonging the moment and delaying the inevitable, but it wasn't humanly posible to keep each other so keyed-up without something giving, and it was Lena who finally broke first.
As I pushed the tip of my tongue between her labia again, I could feel the changes in her; this time she wouldn't be denied, and as she bore back against me, I deliberately rasped my tongue over the hard little bead of her clitoris, simultaneously sliding my thumb into her tight, slippery little anus.
Lena shuddered as she came, only my cock in her mouth preventing her screaming out loud, but the feel of her groans vibrating in her throat, pulsing against my already over-stimulated cock-head was finally too much for me, and I joined her in climax, my ears dulling as spurt after spurt of semen poured out of me, filling her mouth and throat as she writhed and shuddered against me, until her orgasm had run its course and she slumped down on me, her heart drumming to match mine.
We lay in our sweat, muscles twitching as aftershock and adrenaline had their way with us, until Lena finally summoned enough energy to roll off me and ease her way back up to lie against me, the smell of her sweat sharp and sweet in the midsummer morning air.
"And that's another reason I keep you around, Doctor Big Brother!" she grinned, unable to stop herself giggling as the last of the tension drained away, taking me with her, so we laughed together, finally subsiding into a warm glow of love and contentment; today, right now, all was well in our world, and life was good.
*
It took almost two weeks for anything further to develop; I'd told Emma that I'd spoken with Julie, and Mark. She of course was ecstatic and wanted to go haring back down to London, but I had to burst her bubble and explain that Julie wasn't exactly champing at the bit to meet with us; then, of course, the pendulum swung the other way, and poor Emma started wallowing in the pool of guilt she'd been dabbling in for the last twenty or so years, and it took several chats and a couple of nice dinners to pull her back up again. Poor Emma, she'd invested so much time and energy in finding Julie and Mark, I felt like a complete heel telling her that Julie hadn't known of us, of her, and wasn't even that keen to meet us, or so it seemed to me.
So imagine my surprise when one evening my phone rang. It was a woman's voice, no-one I recognised, and not Julie, but the caller-ID showed a South London Area Code.
"Hello, is this Darryl Morgan?" she asked, and when I replied that it was she continued.
"Darryl, my name's Nia, Nia Morrison, we met briefly a few weeks ago, you came to my mother's house in Clapham old Town?"
Now I remembered; the beautiful Eurasian girl, the one who'd claimed she'd never heard of Julie.
"My husband and I will be in Bristol on the weekend; I was wondering if we could come and see you? It's about Julie and Mark Jameson."
Bingo. Of course I agreed. Now all I needed to know why they'd denied knowing her...
"That would be wonderful. Could my aunt Emma be here as well? I think she'd like to hear what you have to say."
Nia gave a soft chuckle.
"Of course. Saturday morning?"
"Saturday morning it is. My address is..." but she cut me short.
"It's okay, I know where you are; Julie found your address and knocked, but there was no-one in. My husband went to university in Bristol, and lived in the Halls of Residence in Clifton, as it happens, so he knows how to get to your place. We'll see you mid-morning, if that's alright with you?"
I assured her it was, and rang-off. Lena cocked an eyebrow at me.
"Looks like Julie's checking you out; I don't blame her, you do look a little shady, I'd probably be a little worried, too!"
I had no answer but to grab her and hold her while I tickled her, with Mo-Mo bouncing up and down in her baby-bouncer and giggling with her, and David climbing onto us to help me kiss and tickle his mummy.
*
Saturday morning came, and now I was feeling it; usually I'm the composed one, and Lena's the one who frets, and paces, and rearranges things and drives me mad, but this time she was a picture of calm, that sweet 'Madonna' look on her face, and the calm, unruffled manner she gets when she's pregnant already in evidence, her calmness doing nothing to calm me.
When the doorbell rang I literally jumped. Lena smiled tolerantly and patted me on the arm as she went to open the door. I heard muffled voices in the hall, and then Lena ushered our guests in. The girl Nia was as beautiful as I remembered, and her husband was a tall, handsome young man, a couple of years younger than me, and, oddly, with the same brilliantly blue eyes as his wife. Once everyone was seated, introductions made, and the niceties observed, I decided it was time to find out what had brought this couple here.
"Thank you for coming. My aunt is on her way over, she should be here soon. I take it you know Julie Jameson?" Nia smiled at my directness.



"Yes I do; Julie is my oldest friend; she and Mark are like my brother and sister. I'm sorry about that business back at mum's house, but I had to make sure you really were her family, and that you weren't going to hurt her. She and Mark have been through a lot, and my mum and I were protecting them. I think I'd rather wait until your aunt arrives, she's probably going to want to hear what I have to say, and I really don't want to do this twice, so if you don't mind...?"
Lena smiled that serene, placid smile of hers.
"Not at all. Emma will be here shortly, but in the meantime, would you like some tea? Or coffee?"
Everyone plumped for coffee, and Nia offered to help Lena, so the two girls disappeared into the kitchen while Jamie and I chatted about nothing much. We got to talking about children. Jamie told me they had twins, a boy and girl, two years old now, and like any proud father, he pulled out pictures of them to show me. He admired the pictures of David and Mo-Mo on the mantelpiece, and seemed particularly taken with Mo-Mo.
The girls came back in then, chatting like old friends, and just then the doorbell went again, so Lena went off to answer it while I entertained our guests. Emma came in, followed by Lena, and once again we made introductions, before getting down to why we were all here. Nia kicked off the discussion.
"I'm sorry about deceiving you when you came and saw us; we didn't know too much about you, and, given the history of Julie, Mark , and their mother, we thought it best to keep them under wraps a while longer."
Emma looked puzzled.
"I'm sorry, I don't understand, what 'history'?"
Nia looked at her levelly, chewing the inside of her lip, then exchanged glances with Jamie, who nodded, so Nia plunged on.
"Julie and Mark were abused, terrorised, and injured by their mother; she never physically mistreated them when they were young, at least, not that I know about, she just ignored them from the time they were little. Mark had to bring up Julie, but he was only a little boy himself; she left him to care for Julie because she didn't want to. Can you imagine how scared he was? How alone? He was just a small boy, and all the weight of the world was left piled on him."
She paused to dash the back of her hand across her eyes.
"It was even worse for Julie; you said you found a report at St. George's that she'd been in a sports accident. That's not true; that's what my dad told them to stop the police taking them into care and probably splitting them up forever. The truth is, Julie's mother attacked her; she punched her so hard she knocked her flying; she broke Julie's cheekbone and almost cost her an eye. My dad and I sat with her in the hospital while they treated her; they even had to give her an MRI, because they were afraid she'd sustained brain damage, because her mother had hit her so hard."
Emma was open-mouthed at this revelation, as was I. Lena took Emma's hand and squeezed it, then looked up at Nia.
"Why did she do that?" she whispered, "I remember the report; I remember Darryl telling me she was thirteen when she was injured; she was just a little girl, why did her mother do that?"
Jamie took Nia's hand as she bowed her head, but we all saw the tear roll down her cheek. When she spoke, her voice was so low we all had to strain to hear what she was saying.
"She was an alcoholic; every day, all she did was drink; that's why she left Mark to bring up Julie; he was just a small boy, and she was even younger, but she just left them to one side while she drank..."
Emma was openly crying now, and I didn't blame her; this was her deepest fear made fact, that she'd left those kids to their fate, and now this...
Lena hugged Emma as she wept, and even Nia had tears in her eyes as she watched. Emma finally got herself under control, and once more faced Nia.
"There's more, I know this isn't the whole story, please, finish it..."
Nia tried to speak, but she seemed to have trouble swallowing, so Jamie hugged her, then took up the tale.
"When they were older, their mother accused them of being...together, went into a frenzy and kicked Julie out, but what she did to Mark..."
He looked away for a moment, tugging his collar, obviously uncomfortable with what he had to say, but he ploughed on regardless.
"She told him that if he didn't leave immediately, she was going to the police to have Julie arrested and charged with...with incest, and threatened to petition to have her placed on the Sex Offenders Register, to get her sacked from her job, to ruin her and throw her to the wolves, so Mark left. But she kept him in a stranglehold; every day he had to call her from his office here in Bristol, every night she called him at his flat, seven days a week; if he missed one call, she was going to the police to have Julie arrested and charged. Mark brought Julie up, he was all she had, and he wasn't going to abandon her, so he did what she wanted."
He paused to clear his throat, an expression of distaste on his face.
"It got so the poor guy started thinking about killing himself just to get away from under her thumb. She almost drove him mad, and yet she kept on doing it. She was going insane, you see; Alcohol Related Dementia, Korsakov's Syndrome, call it what you like; she blamed Julie for her husband leaving; she even told Julie she should have used a twisted coat-hanger when she found out she was pregnant, any way it took to get rid of her. How can you tell your own child something like that?"
Lena and Emma were immobile, open-mouthed, shock and outrage on their faces as the whole shocking, terrible story unfolded, just as I was shocked and horrified; no wonder Nia and her mother had disavowed all knowledge of Julie and Mark, given the monster their mother, my aunt, had been; for all they knew, we were just like her.
I felt I had to say something in the silence that had fallen.
"How long had all this been going on?"
Nia shook her head and flicked her hair back over her shoulders.
"For Julie? All her life, but at least she had us; any time she needed to, she could come running, and mummy, daddy, me, we were all there for her; it's Mark who was hurt the most. She never allowed him to have friends; how could he bring friends home when she was sprawled drunk on the couch? He was lonely and alone all his life, and that's how she abused him. Even when he came here, he couldn't go out, he couldn't find a girlfriend, have a life, make friends, because he had to be here to take that damned phone call every night to prove he was here and keep Julie safe! Even when he was grown the abuse didn't stop, he couldn't make it stop, not if he wanted to keep Julie safe!"
Her eyes were flashing, and I realised she was furious. Jamie pulled her closer, and she buried her face in his neck while she trembled.
"Sshhh, it's over now, they're safe, it's over babe." He whispered, but Nia pulled away to glare at him.
"No it's not, not for Mark! It'll never be over for him, not after what she did to him! Mummy told me ...!" she caught herself and buried her face in his neck once more.
I realised I was holding Lena's hand, both of us needing human contact in the midst of the emotional turmoil in the room.
Emma was twisting and coiling her handkerchief, obviously wanting to ask Nia something. Jamie noticed, and nudged Nia, who quickly wiped her eyes and composed herself.
"Do you have a picture of ...of Julie, or Mark? They were so small the last time I saw them, so young, I would so like to see what they look like now..."
Nia nodded and opened her purse, pulling out a digital camera and a photo wallet. She took out a photograph and passed it to Emma
"This is our school picture, when we were eleven, that's Julie, standing next to me."
I peered at the picture, seeing a small girl with long, platinum-blonde hair. She looked so much like how I imagined Mo-Mo was going to look, and even Lena saw it.
"This is a baby picture Mark managed to find."
Lena looked at it and gasped. Nia looked puzzled at her reaction, so Lena stood up and picked Mo-Mo's picture off the mantelpiece. When Nia saw both pictures side by side she gasped too; they could have been sisters, the same white-blonde hair, the same green eyes, the same expression as they giggled for the camera. Sure, to me, Mo-Mo looked like Lena, but the resemblance to Julie was also apparent now that I could see them both side by side.
"This is my Maureen, Mo-Mo to family and friends, her grandfather is Emma's brother, Darryl's biological father. That should prove they're family."
Nia studied the two photographs raptly.
"I'll say!" she breathed, "It's uncanny, look at them! Look at this, though."
She snapped-on the camera and flicked through the pictures until she came to the one she wanted.
"This is Mark..."
The man in the picture could almost have been the younger me, but with grey eyes; everything else was me; same hair, same expression. I stared at my double, while Lena flicked back and forth between the two of us, also unable to believe what she was seeing.
"He looks just like you, like Robert..." she breathed, and I nodded, as did Emma, smiling even as she gazed with tears in her eyes at the man she'd last seen as a small boy.
"I don't see his father at all, nothing," she marvelled, "only Robbie, and Darryl, and my dad. He has his father's eyes though. Are they happy now? That's all I ever wanted to know. I don't mind if I never meet them, just so long as I know they're both happy."
Nia nodded.
"They're happy; poor Mark's still trapped inside whatever it was his mother did to him, but Julie's helping him out of that. Their mother's dead now, she can't hurt him anymore, and they're both free of her. Julie's happy, I promise you."
I had one question I still needed an answer to.
"My friends at St. Georges unearthed a request from Croydon University Hospital Ante-Natal clinic for Julie's records; does she have a baby?"
Nia and Jamie exchanged glances, then nodded.
"She has two, Nia...and Markie. Markie's two and a bit, the same age as mine, and Nia's just over a year old now..."
"Is she married now?" asked Lena, and Nia shook her head.
"No, but she and Ma...her partner are happy, and very much in love."
Lena looked at me; she'd caught the correction as well; Nia had almost said 'Mark'; something else was going on here. Jamie jumped in while Nia covered her confusion.
"Darryl, you say Julie's uncle Robert is your father, and he was a Fraser; if I'm not prying too deeply, why is your name 'Morgan'?"
I spent the next couple of minutes explaining to him the circumstances of my birth and upbringing, and why I carried my maternal grandfather's name, not my father's.
"That's quite a story," he commented, "he died in the Falklands? I was there my last year of uni, working with a geophysical team, prospecting for oil. It's odd how our two families keep intersecting and going off again. Mark kept getting mistaken for you, and it freaked him out!"
My ears pricked up, and my interest must have shown, so he elaborated.
"Mark's brokerage firm has an office in Clifton, well, Redland, actually, and he comes down once a month; he'd go for lunch in one of the pubs behind the Royal Infirmary, and someone would come up to him and call him 'Darryl'; poor guy was getting freaked about it. I guess people were mistaking him for you, so do you work in Clifton?"
Lena grinned.
"Dar works at the Bristol Royal Infirmary; it was probably only going to be a matter of time before he and Mark walked smack into each other in a pub around there!"
Both Jamie and Nia looked interested, so I elaborated.
"I'm the Junior Surgical Consultant on the Cardiology team. I trained at St. Georges, and lived in a flat on one of the streets off Tooting Broadway. I used to go for a drink on my evenings off at 'The Windmill' on Clapham Common, because the pubs at Amen Corner and Tooting Broadway were just too rough, and I usually parked my car on the street where you live; again we go back to what you were saying just now, about our lives constantly intersecting then going off again at tangents; I may even have seen Julie a dozen times when I was a med student and never knew who she was; she would have just been a little girl then, so I probably wouldn't even have noticed her."
While I'd been talking, Lena and Nia kept exchanging glances; there was some kind of communication going on there, and when I cocked an eyebrow at her, she nodded, that expression she get's when she knows she's right settling on her. She leaned forward, her hand finding mine again as she spoke.
"Nia, Jamie, about Julie and Mark; they're together, aren't they? Don't worry, I'm not condemning, neither is Darryl, heaven knows we should be the last ones to point and accuse, but they're together, and that's why they're happy, isn't that right?"
Nia and Jamie exchanged looks, then Jamie answered.
"Yes, they are; they love each other, they have two lovely kids, they have us; their mother tried her damnedest to destroy them, and now she's dead and they're happy; maybe there is such a thing as natural justice."
Emma looked sadly at them.
"Sandra did terrible things; she made her children hate and fear her, but she was still my little sister, and I loved her. Tell me, please; how did she die, and when?"
Jamie looked uncomfortable, but plunged on.
"She was sectioned under the Mental Health Act, and they confined her in a secure nursing home in Richmond. Her dementia had progressed to the point where she'd lost all touch with reality. She was there for about a year, and she died just two days after her granddaughter was born, in 2012; she's buried in Mortlake Crematorium, and no, Mark and Julie have never been to see her; they have no reason to. I'm sorry, but after what she did to them, the mess she made of their lives, the evil things she did to torture and torment them, Julie and Mark want nothing more to do with her. I'm so sorry, I wish I could have spared you that..."
Emma nodded, ashen-faced, all through this, tears running down her cheeks, and Jamie, to his credit, looked ashamed that he'd been the one to tell her. Nia suddenly leaned forward and took Emma's hand between hers, sympathy for her evident in her look.
"I'm sorry you had to learn this; it's not something anyone would want to hear, and we took no pleasure telling you, believe me, but it's gone now, that was the past; Mark and Julie survived, they have loved ones now, and people who love them. You've probably guessed by now that we came down to check you out. Julie and Mark are part of my family; my mum has taken them as her own kids now. Now Mark's my brother, and Julie's my sister, and we look after our own, so we came here to meet you and find out for ourselves what kind of people you are. What we found is a concerned, caring, loving family, and we'll be telling Julie that; perhaps it's time her family was put back together."
Emma smiled sadly.
"Mark and Julie are happy, really? You promise? From what you say, all my worst fears for them came true, but now they're happy together, yes?"
Nia nodded, her own smile gentle and understanding.
"They're very happy, I promise you."
At that moment, Mo-Mo made her presence felt, grizzling as she woke from her nap in the other room. David was with mum, and not due back from Play-Centre until after lunch, so we just had the one to deal with. Lena went to get her, and when she brought her back into the room, Nia was immediately all over her.
"Jamie, look, she looks like Nia!" was her comment, and when Lena offered to let her carry Mo-Mo, Nia jumped at the chance, rocking her as she baby-talked to her, with Jamie grinning as he watched.
I also grinned as I watched Nia rocking my daughter.
"Careful, she's teething, so her tummy's a little delicate right now; carrying her's a bit like juggling eggs; one wrong move and it's everywhere!"
Nia grinned back at me.
"Don't worry, I have twins, they did this together; three months of no sleep, ice cubes, nuclear-waste Pampers, and drooling, been there, done that!"
While Lena, Emma, and Nia fussed over Mo-Mo, Jamie and I chatted about Julie and Mark. I was curious about my cousins, about what they were like, especially Julie.
"What's she like, Jamie, really?" I asked.
Jamie leaned back and smiled gently.
"She's tiny, only about yea high, but she's tough; I suppose she had to be, but she's a lovely girl, pretty as they come, and Mum adores her. Mark calls her 'Tinkerbell', and that's what she's been all her life to him. She and Nia have been friends since they were little girls. They went through school together, and to be honest, the only real mum she ever had was Nia's mother. Nia's parents are Julie's parents now, her kids climb all over my da...I mean Nia's dad like he's their own personal playground, and she and Mark are in and out all the time; they have real family now."
He sighed and took a sip from his coffee.
"Mark brought her up all by himself; he was just a little boy himself, only three years older than her, but he had to do everything for her, from the time she was a toddler, and that left no time for him to be what he should have been. Mum's heartbroken that the one thing she can't do is help him; only Julie can do that; all we can do is sit on the sidelines and be there when they need us."
A thought suddenly struck me, dredged-up by that slip he'd made when talking about Nia's parents.
"When you say 'Mum', you mean Nia's mother yes?"
He darted a look at me and looked away again just as quickly.
"Yes, of course, Nia's mother..."
I smiled to myself and decided to try one last question.
"It's just that I couldn't help noticing you both have exactly the same eyes..?" I prodded gently, and once again Jamie darted that quick glance at me, then smiled.
"Yeah, funny that!" he grinned, confirming my suspicions; he and Nia were related too, just how closely was of no interest to me; it was Julie and Mark who concerned me, but I found myself feeling grateful that, given the awful life they'd had, and the neglect and cruelty they'd suffered, there were at least two good people who obviously cared deeply about them.
Jamie and Nia finally left after promising they'd do all they could to persuade Julie to meet with us. She borrowed a picture of Mo-Mo to show her, and took a picture of Emma, and some of Lena and me, and she seemed confident that Julie would agree.
"Julie's a nice girl; even with all that happened to her, she's not bitter or twisted inside. Her mother terrified and ostracized her, but it never left her all bent and twisted inside, just wary of any kind of family entanglements, but now I think she's ready to start finding her family again. Don't worry, when she sees these pictures, I think you'll be hearing from her again."
We left Emma in the study for the rest of the afternoon, flicking again and again through the pictures of Julie, Mark, and their children that Nia had downloaded to my laptop, tears in her eyes but a smile playing on her lips as she finally saw them again after so long.
JULIE:
Nia called Saturday lunchtime to say it went well, and she wanted to talk on Tuesday when she and Jamie got back from Bristol, which didn't help; three days of second-guessing her and wondering how it went was going to drive me up the wall, and take Mark with me, but there was nothing I could do about it, so I decided to be strong, just wait it out, and not let it get to me.
That lasted two hours, then I bundled Nia into her pushchair with Markie to keep her company, and beat it for Mummy's place. I think she knew I was coming; the table was set for three, and she had that look that told me she knew exactly what was going through my mind.



Mummy reads Jamie's mind as a matter of course, and had been doing it since he was a toddler; now she was doing it to me; more proof, if any was needed, that she was my mum now. After the usual superb lunch, Markie took Dada Morrison for a tour of the garden and greenhouse, leaving Mummy and me in peace to talk, with Nia, as always, perched comfortably on her lap. Mummy always has this air of distracted attentiveness when she has the grandchildren with her; she looks like she's miles away, totally absorbed in spooning apricot custard into little mouths, and suddenly she'll ask a sharp, insightful question, demonstrating yet again that her multi-tasking skills are far superior to mine, or to anyone I knew.
"Why you worry for nothing, Julie?" she asked me gently. "Nguye't and Jamie not back until Tuesday, she talk to you then, do not fret; if anything is wrong she tell you, do not worry, little girl!"
I couldn't help worrying though; these people were my family, but they were strangers. What if they were like my mother? What if they were as big a bunch of bastards as my mother had been? What was I letting myself in for? I still had time to grin at her calling me 'little girl', though, and she smiled back, smoothing the hair back out of my eyes.
"You think it funny, little girl? I see you today, and you are mother now, but I still see little girl who did not know how to laugh and be happy, just like when I see Jamie now, I see little boy sister give me so long ago; he is still same, still my little boy, and you are still same little girl, still so young, so full of fear and doubt. Do not be; do you think Dada, or me, or Nia let anything happen to you and Mark? Nia my daughter, but you are my little girl, and I say to you now, there is nothing to fear from these people, I promise you!"
I tried again to articulate what was troubling me, but Mummy was dismissive of my fears.
"Julie, I meet this man, he sit where you sitting, he tell me about himself, he not try to lie or not tell whole truth, and I believe him; he have honest eyes, just like Jamie, like Mark, too. Jamie meet him, Jamie like him; trust Jamie, he your brother, he not let anyone hurt you!"
I relaxed somewhat; Jamie may be big and amiable, and fond of silly jokes and daft pranks, just like Dada Morrison, but he also has a mind like a precision instrument, and anyone trying to put one over on him soon learns the error of his ways. Nia's even less accepting than Jamie, and much more suspicious, but just as perceptive (no surprises there, they both get it from Dada Morrison), so if they were satisfied with this Darryl Morgan I should be as well. But I worried anyway.
By the time Mark came home, I had dinner well under way, both girls were napping in the play-pen, and I was beginning to relax. Mummy had put my mind at ease somewhat, but the curiosity, mixed with trepidation, still squirreled around inside me. Mark could tell I was on edge over this whole thing, and while his solution to calm me down, slipping his hand into my panties and stroking me gently while he nibbled my neck, had a certain appeal, I was still far too highly strung to really enjoy my own Man-tottie groping and feeling me up.
After dinner, we put the children down with their bottles, and once they were asleep, Mark carried them up to their beds, two little golden heads lolling against him as he tip-toed upstairs. I cleaned-up while he was gone, then tried to curl up with him and watch some TV, but I still couldn't relax.
Eventually Mark got fed-up with me fidgeting next to him, so he clicked-off the TV, picked a book off the shelf, kissed the top of my head, and disappeared upstairs to read while I rearranged the kitchen and cleaned-up yet again.
I finally gave up trying to distract myself and followed Mark, finding the bedroom in darkness as I slipped in. As I began to undress, Mark suddenly slid out of bed, sitting up on the bed and switching on the bedside lamp as he pulled me close.
"My job, Tink!" he murmured, squeezing my bum as he nuzzled between my breasts. I held him close and twirled my fingers in his soft hair as he unzipped my skirt and pulled it down before once again squeezing and massaging my bum cheeks and the tops of my thighs.
"You need to relax, little girl!" he whispered, making me gasp as he gently nipped my nipple with his lips through the fabric of my blouse, sending a sudden wave of warmth through me, making my pussy itch.
Now his hands were doing more than just squeezing; now his fingertips were running up and down inside the cleft of my cheeks, his fingertips making me jump every time they brushed against my suddenly sensitive rosebud. My nipples were stiffening too, rubbing unbearably against the cups of my bra.
"Mark..." I murmured, and he read my mind, his hand sliding up inside the back of my blouse to unhook my bra and release the pressure against my nipples, before slipping around to gently squeeze my breast as his thumb brushed my nipple. For a second I saw stars as all the sensations collided together, then my head cleared as I began to unbutton my blouse, freeing myself so Mark could suck, lick and caress my stiff nubs with his talented lips.
Mark pulled my blouse off, and let my bra drop to the floor as he pulled me closer to lick and flick my nipples with his tongue-tip, sending sharp little jabs of pleasure running through me. As he did, he pulled the waistband of my panties; I thought he wanted to pull them off, then I felt them rip as he tore first one side then the other, literally tearing my panties off.
"If you'd asked nicely, I'd have taken them off, Lost Boy!" I whispered into his hair. His only response was to suddenly yank that torn scrap of cloth from between us, and pull me onto his lap to sit astride him, with that thick column of flesh suddenly rubbing against the lips of my throbbing pussy. As our lips crushed together, I felt him slowly thrusting against me, my pussy seeping and coating him with my juices as he rubbed himself against me, torturing me as the ridged underside of his cock rubbed repeatedly against my tender clitoris, stoking the fires to an almost unbearable level.
"Mark...!" I moaned, rubbing right back against him, feeling my labia dragging along his length as I slid my wet gash against him. My lips found his, and we kissed, hard, our lips sealed together as he held my cheeks tightly, holding me against him as we rubbed together, until I couldn't take it any longer. I raised myself up and slid him into me, gasping at the feel of his thick, hard muscularity filling me completely, the plum-sized head of his cock bumping against my cervix and sending waves of lustful pleasure racing through me.
Mark squeezed my bum even tighter as I rode him, his hands pulling my cheeks apart and stretching my anus obscenely as I humped myself on top of him, while my arms were locked around his neck and my lips were glued to his. Harder and faster we humped, Mark thrusting into me as I drove myself down onto him, the first coils of orgasm already uncurling inside me.
When it came, it blasted a path of white hot fire clear through the middle of me, and I bit down on his shoulder to stifle the scream as my orgasm raged and burned through me. Mark gave a hoarse, guttural cry as he, too, climaxed, his cock swelling and pulsing as his hot semen boiled inside me, jet after jet bathing my cervix in his essence and filling me with his life.
Mark lay back on the bed, pulling me down with him, his arms firmly around my waist as his still stiff cock continued to fill me, every movement against him a delight as my clitoris rubbed against that wiry golden thatch of his pubic hair. We lay there, mewing contentedly as the rush of lovemaking gave way to the languor of afterglow, Mark's softly insistent hands rubbing my back, squeezing my bottom, or, increasingly, pulling my cheeks apart and brushing suggestively over the tender tightness of my rosebud. His intentions were so transparent, but I knew he'd never force me to do that, much as I liked it, so I let him off the hook.
"Something on your mind, Lost Boy?" I husked in his ear, squeezing him with my pussy muscles. "What's the matter, I thought you were feeling lucky?"
I raised myself up on my elbows to look him in the eyes. Mark grinned and pulled me back down to him, kissing me as he once more squeezed and massaged my bum. I broke our kiss to nip his bottom lip.
"Well, are you going to lube me up, or are you going to try and shove that thing in dry? Clock's ticking, Hotshot, come and get it!"
I could feel him grinning as he grabbed my bum and slowly slid his thick cock out of me, all my nerve endings thrilling as he did so, and that momentary feeling of desolation and emptiness before he rolled me onto my back and dipped his finger into my gaping pussy, then slowly rubbed around my tight hole, wetting and lubricating me with our own mixed juices.
As I grinned in anticipation, he pushed his finger into me, making me first gasp with the sudden invasion, then smile as I waited for him to make me feel good. Mark showered my face in small kisses as he gently frigged my bum, sliding his finger in and out, then a second finger, making me gasp and giggle as he stretched me open a little more, getting me ready for what was coming next.
As he frigged me, I squeezed and stroked his fat cock, rubbing my thumb over the crown to spread the lubricant oozing from him all over it, making him glossy and slick, shining him up for what I wanted him to do with that lovely appendage. Finally I couldn't wait any longer.
"Mark..." I whispered, and he grinned at me as he positioned himself over me. I held him and aimed him just right, and he leaned down and clamped his mouth over mine as he slowly slid his big cock into my tight bum-hole, stretching me so wonderfully. All my nerve-endings thrilled and sparkled as he fucked me the way I loved most. Every time we did this, it was like the first time, all our connection and need for each other melding together as we joined in such an intimate and taboo way.
He went in the way he always did, slowly and carefully at first, giving me time to accommodate his girth and enjoy the sensation of being stretched by him, which for me was the pinnacle of what we did here; that, and the knowledge that he only wanted to do this with me, and only me.
This was one of our favourite ways of making love, not having sex; it was ours, and no-one else could ever have had that from either of us, not even when we were apart, not even David, the man I'd once thought could be the one to help take away the pain of losing Mark.
As I relaxed he fucked me harder and faster, until I was wrapped around him, my legs locked around his waist, lips pasted to his, humping madly as he rammed that thing into me, his strokes getting shorted and harder. Knowing he was approaching his climax stoked the fires inside me, and so we thrust and pounded against each other, gasping and moaning.
Finally, I couldn't hold back any longer, screaming into his mouth as orgasm once more burned and surged through me, switching every nerve ending in my body to overdrive. As I came, Mark groaned as I tightened around him, his cock swelling to fill my rectum as I felt him pump deep inside me, again and again, filling me completely with his thick, hot semen.
We slumped down together, Mark a dead weight on me as his heart thundered against mine, our sweat gluing us together while we panted and sobbed for breath. I only ever came so seismically when Mark fucked my bottom like that. That was the gift my Lost Boy gave me again and again, and I never tired of it.
Mark groaned and rolled off me, holding me so I rolled with him, ending up with me lying on his chest while his hands clamped hold of my bum, their customary resting place, and his still-hard cock firmly ensconced in my bum, tiny, thrilling muscular tremors rippling through it, keeping me on the boil. After a few minutes of warm silence, Mark kissed the top of my head, his way of getting my attention.
"Wassamatter, Mark..." I slurred, almost asleep, tired-out after our recent exertions, but still conscious of that thick piece of man-meat buried inside me.
"Are you relaxed now, Little Plum?" he murmured, his warm hands stroking my back, his fingers drifting now and then to the very apex of my bum crack, and gently rubbing my tailbone, something I find very relaxing. I grinned at his question; Mark had some very...definite ways of relaxing me, no two ways about it!
"Relaxed and happy, Lost Boy!" I replied, kissing his chest and resting my head on him, listening to his heartbeat. Markie does that when she's feeling sleepy; she'll climb on him and plonk her head on his chest, and two seconds later, she's out like a light. He was having the same effect on me, but before I fell asleep, I had something I wanted to say, and something I wanted to ask him.
"Mark, these people in Bristol, this Darryl and Emma, and any others who crop-up, they may be very nice people, and I know they're relatives, but I want you to know they're not my family; my family's right here; you, the girls, Mummy, Dada, Nia and Jamie, they're our family, and I'll never forget that; they were here when we needed them, and I'll always owe them for that. I just thought you should know."
Mark hugged me close as he spoke, his voice rumbling in his chest.
"Tink, I know you needed to know, I sort of did as well, and I know how you feel about everyone here; I feel exactly the same. But, these people in Bristol, they deserve a chance, too; they never did anything to us; mum made sure they never even knew where we were, she kept them from us, and because she did, she hurt them too. Mummy-Anh says they're good people; I believe her. Let them in, Tink, it can't hurt, and you never know, you might even like them."
I looked at him in astonishment, seeing only sincerity in his eyes, and smiled as he lightly pinched my bottom.
"There's something else, Lost Boy..." I began, once again leaning up on him so I could look into his eyes. "It's about us, Mark, and what comes next."
He looked puzzled, but waited while I looked for a way to say what I wanted to say.
"You are happy, aren't you? I mean here, now, just being a normal, family man, two kids, car, home in the suburbs, yes? You don't wish things had been...different, not like this?"
He smiled and jiggled my bottom.
"Of course not, Wee Wendy; I have you, so I have everything I want. Yes, I'm very happy. What's the matter, Tink?"
This was it. I drew a deep breath, and plunged on.
"Baby, we're settled now, we have a home of our own, that we own, you're moving up the ladder at work, we have everything we want, but there's one more thing. Mark, I know we've only talked about this in passing, but I've been thinking about this a lot, and, well, Markie will be going to pre-school pretty soon, and..."
Mark cocked an eyebrow at me.
"Go on, Tink..." he murmured.
"...and I want to have another baby!" I gabbled, getting it all out in one breath. Mark pulled me up closer to him, and kissed the tip of my nose.
"Are you sure, Little Plum? Nia's going to be a real handful in a year or so, Markie even more so. Are you going to be able to manage her, and Markie, and cope with a new baby as well?"
I looked into his eyes, seeing nothing but concern there.
"I'll be fine, Mark, I managed with Markie and Nia, I'll cope, don't you worry; I have mummy as well, and Nia, and Shelagh, everyone I need, Mark, and I so want this baby, for me...and for you!"
Mark smiled at me, his hair once again tumbling down over his eye, making me itch to sweep it back up and off his face again.
"For me...?" and it was my turn to grin.
"Well, who knows, maybe next time one of your boy-wigglers will get through...!"
His smile became wistful, faraway.
"A son..."
As he spoke I felt him stiffen even further inside me, and as our lips met I once more began slowly sliding up and down on him, feeling the thrill once again as his ridged cock again rubbed all the nerve endings in my anus. Mark clasped hold of my bum even tighter, pressing me tightly against him, and began slowly thrusting into me as I rubbed myself against him, the tangle of wiry hair at the base of his cock just enough to scratch the itch in my throbbing clit. This way always set me off quickest, and as the sensations rippled and surged through me, I could feel the throbbing of his cock as he fought to hold back, to wait for me.
It took only a few thrusts from him, combined with the delicious friction against my clit, before that feeling once again welled-up inside me, huge and unstoppable. Mark felt it too, and as I once more groaned and trembled in ecstasy, hot juices flooding out of me and soaking him, Mark gave a strangled groan as his cock leaped like a live thing inside me, swelling up to fill me completely as powerful spurts of hot semen pumped into my arse, his cock hammering me as he jammed his seed deep inside me one more time.
I pulled him into the shower, after what we'd been doing we needed it, and once we were clean and fresh, he ambushed me again, holding me flat against the cool tiled surface as he once more hammered his cock into my willing pussy, pumping yet more of his rich, creamy, life-giving spunk into me; the thought of making another baby with me had hoisted his libido through the ceiling, and now he couldn't keep his hands off me; not that I was complaining, you understand!
At last, dried off and almost too tired to move, I slid back into bed with my darling Lost Boy, filled with love and hope for our future. Mark pulled me closer, and kissed me gently, caressingly, all his tenderness and love in his kiss. I kissed him back, and held him close.
"Make a baby in me, Lost Boy, make a baby soon!" I whispered.
"If you're sure about this, Tink..." he murmured, but of course I was sure; this was what my Lost Boy needed; it was what I wanted to give him. Mummy was right about one thing; I had the means to heal him, but so did his children, now and future; they would be the key to his heart, they always had been, of that I was certain; it would be our family, our children, who would help show him the way to let that little boy out again.
*
Two days later, Nia came to see me, to tell me about Darryl, his family, and my aunt Emma. She told me nothing new, but then she showed me something that made my blood freeze; it was a picture of my aunt; for a moment all my long-forgotten fears stirred deep inside me. Emma looked so much like mum that I almost threw the camera down; my demon was back, and she was right there, in the palm of my hand! Nia took me by the wrists and held me as the remembered fears threatened to rise up all over again; she was dead, she couldn't hurt me anymore, yet she was there, smiling at me...
"Jules, JULES!" Nia's voice penetrated the fog.
"Jules, it's not her, Julesey, let it go, it's not her, sweetie, you're okay, it's not her!"
Fright and hysteria threatened to bubble over inside me, and only Nia's calm, strong presence kept me with her; I wanted to run, to hide, to deny her, to scream defiance at her, to make her go away, to send her back to Hell with all the other hell-bitches. Nia held me as I trembled.
"I'm sorry, sweetie, I didn't think...perhaps you're not ready to meet them just yet, maybe a little more time, yes?" she murmured, and I nodded, still not trusting myself to speak. Finally I stopped trembling, and Nia pulled a tissue from her pocket so I could dry my eyes. She snapped the camera off, and grinned at my quizzical look.
"Another time, eh, Julesey? I've got some other shots, when you're up to it, you can have a browse; no pressure, hun. I've got a shot of your cousin, and his wife, who are both very nice people, by the way, and I think you might recognize Darryl...!"



My curiosity was piqued, and I held out my hand for the camera.
"Don't worry, Nia, I won't sling it across the room! I just got caught unawares..."
Nia looked thoughtfully at me, then nodded and snapped the camera back on. She flicked through the pictures until she came to the one she wanted, and held it up for me to see. I gasped out loud; the man in the picture was Mark! A few years older, green eyes, like mine, not grey (and now a half-memory prodded at me for an instant, something about Mark, with green eyes...), but still my Lost Boy, so similar I could see how people could mistake Mark for him. I marvelled at his features, his expression, so like Mark's, his hair a shade darker, perhaps, but this man was family, close family, and now I knew that for sure. The next picture was of his wife, 'Lena', Nia called her; she was truly beautiful, with long, straight, bright chestnut hair, vivid blue eyes perhaps a shade more violet than Nia's, a sweet, generous mouth, and a lovely smile; she looked like Cassadee Pope, on the cover of her 'Frame by Frame' CD in dada Morrison's collection. Whatever my cousin was like, he had exquisite taste, that was for sure...
"She's gorgeous..." I murmured, and Nia nodded.
"Yes she is, but she's a nice girl, very nice indeed. She and Darryl are a friendly, happy couple. You could do worse than meet them. Which reminds me..."
She rummaged in her purse and pulled out a picture.
"Look at this; this is their baby, Maureen; they call her 'Mo-Mo'."
I looked and almost gasped out loud again; she was almost the double of my little Nia! Same grin, same dimples, same bright emerald eyes, same hair. The two of them could pass for sisters any day of the week. I glanced up at Nia and she was grinning.
"They're good people, Hun, they're all good people; your aunt only wanted to know you and Mark were okay, that's all; she thinks she abandoned the two of you when you were toddlers, and she's been blaming herself and looking for you ever since; she may look like your mother, but she's nothing like her, I promise!"
I flicked back to the picture of Darryl.
"He works in Clifton, doesn't he?" I asked, and Nia nodded.
"He works at the hospital there, near Mark's office, which is why people were confusing them."
I cocked an eye at her.
"What does he do at the hospital? Is he some kind of manager or something?"
Nia grinned again.
"Hardly, Jules; he's a heart surgeon..."
*
DARRYL:
Summer was waning, the school holidays were almost over, and the trees in the garden were decidedly more golden than green when I finally got the call I'd been hoping for all summer long. Lena had taken the children to Lizzie's place for a week, to spend the last of the summer heat at the seaside. I'd had to pass; being junior Consultant still meant I was low man on the tree, and Member of the Royal College of Surgeons or not, I still had to take-up the slack in the Cardiovascular Surgical Unit, which meant no Summer holiday for me.
To be fair, Portishead, where Lizzie lived, was only a short drive down the M5 motorway from Bristol, not exactly the other side of the world. Still, it meant David and Mo-Mo got fussed-over inordinately by Lizzie, Allie, and Marcus, my little brother, who put up with the inconvenience of having the kids there if it meant he could gaze adoringly at Lena, his first crush.
I have to admit, Lena was worth the gazing; well into her first trimester, she absolutely glowed; some women exude an almost tangible desirability when they're pregnant; Lena was one of them. Not a day went by that I didn't pause several times to just take her in; her calm radiance, her serenity, her almost overwhelming, unconscious sensuality, all of them beat against me; like a man knows where the sun is even with his eyes closed, so I always knew where Lena was, her presence filling and warming me every time I laid eyes on her.
The doctor in me knew it was because of the pheromones she was giving off, my limbic system reacting to her the way it should to my chosen mate, but the man in me just wanted her every day, in every way; she was the sum total and utter zenith of female desirability to me, and I couldn't get enough of her.
Periodically, she would glance up and see me gazing longingly at her, and she would smile that gentle, secret, enigmatic smile of hers and go back to what she was doing, knowing that later, when we were alone together, we would make love as though there were no tomorrow, fierce, heated lovemaking, our bodies burning in the furnace of our passions, then gentle, languid kisses and caresses, renewing nightly the bond that made us one.
So our summer progressed; every day, Lena seemed more and more beautiful, and every day she blossomed further as impending motherhood once more took her over. With the changes that imposed on our immediate family, my lost family seemed more remote with every passing day, as I continued to hear nothing from them. Lena calmed me when it agitated me, but as time progressed and I still heard nothing, it started to become less and less important to me. I had other priorities now; my own children to tend, and a new baby on the way, so with all this, Julie and Mark were the furthest things from my mind when I finally heard from her again.
I was alone at home, the night before Lena was due back; mum was working the night shift at the Renal Unit, so I was fending for myself, waiting on a takeaway dinner to nuke in the microwave, when the phone rang. Thinking it was Lena, I rushed to answer it, only to hear a voice I'd almost forgotten about.
"Darryl? Hello, it's Julie, Julie Jameson. How are you?"
I was momentarily wrong-footed, but managed to recover quite well, I thought.
"Julie, it's nice to hear from you again. We're all fine, how have you been?"
She sounded a little hesitant, but kept going.
"We're fine, Darryl, all of us, thank you for asking. I guess you know why I'm calling; Mark and me, well, we had a long talk, and we had a think about some things, and...and we'd like to come and see you, if you don't mind?"
Of course I didn't mind, I didn't mind at all! At last, I was going to meet my long-lost cousins...
We talked a little while longer, arranging a date and time, then she had to go. I went to bed a happy man; Lena and the kids would be home in the morning, and Julie and Mark would be here in a few days; at last, my family was falling back into place.
*
Having Lena home after a week away was like Christmas in August; as I walked in the door after work I knew she was there. The whole house suddenly felt like her again, and Darryl Jr. also knew; for a week I'd been wanting her in the worst possible way; my days had been filled with need and my nights filled with longing and thwarted sexual ambition, and now I had her back, and all I wanted was her, naked and delectable, as I pounded myself into her.
David came running to hug my leg, chattering away nineteen to the dozen about the beach, Marcus, the beach, Auntie Lizzie, the beach, ice-cream, the beach. Mo-Mo jumped and gurgled at me from her playpen, bouncing with excitement to see her daddy again. For a few minutes I completely forgot what I wanted; these were the two most precious things in my life, and I immersed myself in my babies, suddenly hugely glad and relieved I could hold and hug and kiss my children again.
Lena finally came to my rescue as the kids mobbed me, giving me space to sit and once more look at and enjoy my family, finally content and at peace. Half an hour later, David curled up on the easy chair, and Mo-Mo fast asleep in her playpen, I finally got to hold and squeeze my own darling Lena. As I held her, the week of longing and loss melted away, but now a different need made itself felt, and Lena, sitting on my lap, knew all about it.
"Dar, you're incorrigible!" she scolded, deliberately wriggling on my lap and grinning at my discomfort. I grinned back, completely unabashed; Lena knew how much I wanted her, how much I always wanted her; these were just the opening lines in the script, and we both knew how it would end, but it was still fun to play it out, though!
I pulled her down so I could kiss her properly, my hands wandering over her, my mind in a whirl as I held her again, until she pulled away and nodded at the children, fast asleep though they were.
"Big eyes and sharp little ears, baby!" she whispered, so I reluctantly let her go so we could take the kids up to the nursery and put them to bed properly, and anyone who thinks it's easy putting pyjamas on a sleeping four year-old just hasn't lived yet. It's a fascinating puzzle; how can a small child have so many arms, legs, and feet, none of which bend the way you want them to?
We finally got them into their pj's and into bed and tip-toed out, leaving the door open so we could hear them while I seduced my delicious wife in my den of lust and iniquity...
"You're a bad, bad man, Darryl Morgan!" giggled Lena softly as I slid my hands down the back of her jeans and groped her taut little bum, while nibbling her nipples through her T-shirt. She gave the lie immediately by groping my painful erection through the material of my cargo pants, her eyes twinkling as she smiled naughtily.
"Are you going to fuck me hard, Doctor Morgan? I haven't had sex for ages, my husband just works all the time, he even sent me away so he could work even harder! Please say you're going to give me a complete internal exam!"
How I didn't just tear her clothes off and pound her on the carpet I'll never know, but I managed to restrain myself, even though her nearness was playing hob with my senses, and pulled off her clothes even as she yanked down my pants and squeezed me some more.
"Someone's been missing me!" she murmured throatily, kneeling down to slide my shorts down and smile appreciatively at my aching cock.
"Oooh Dar, is this all for me?" she cooed, her warm little hands already stroking and gently squeezing me, adding to the agony radiating out from my groin and percolating through my entire body. I could only nod, then groan lightly as she took me in her mouth, her hot moistness sending an electric shock all the way up my spine. Lena knew exactly how much I could take before I, quite literally, blew my stack, and so she suckled and teased, and occasionally nipped, to back me off again until I was a babbling, incoherent wreck, intent on only one thing now.
I helped my wife to her feet and tugged her towards the bed; I had plans for her, after what she'd done to me. Lena sat on the bed and grinned minxily at me, inviting me to do my worst, so I grabbed her behind her knees and yanked, landing her flat on her back with a giggle, her legs over my shoulders as I knelt down to gaze at the inviting landscape before me. Lena jumped when I leaned in and gently blew on her pink, hairless labia.
"Darryl, don't you dare...!" she giggled as I did it again, her scent suddenly stronger as she sighed and wriggled. I couldn't resist her any longer, and planted soft little kisses along the insides of her thighs, a small kiss every few inches, making her squirm and giggle as I kissed up one thigh and down the other, pausing only to once more blow gently on her labia, her scent now rich and intoxicating, ramping up my need to taste her, so I did, lapping at the labia swelling and engorging before my eyes. As I licked her, she flowered open, and so I slid my tongue between those tempting lips, tasting her as she gave a soft, shuddering groan, her hands suddenly clamping on either side of my head and holding me in place.
I love doing this with my Lena; when we're joined like this, I know exactly what she wants, when she wants it, and how often; all those little twitches and flickers of her soft skin, her fingers against my face, the sound of her breathing, all these communicate to me what my darling sister is feeling, and still wants from me, and I gladly give it to her; there's never been anyone else for me, and there never will be, and every time we make love, that bond of certainty tightens; she is truly the one and only love of my life.
Now her breathing deepened as my tongue tasted those other places, from the annulus of her tight little rosebud to her stiff, pulsating clitoris. Her thighs tensed against me, the tendons taut as wire and her pulse thundered in my ears as she slowly ascended to that peak. Her sweet, tangy juices filled my mouth as she held me against her, writhing as my tongue and lips caressed and teased her love-bud, feeling the waves of pleasure rippling through her as I pushed her on and on, until she finally broke.
"Oh GOD!" she screamed, her pussy convulsing against my mouth as a flood of her sweetness poured into my mouth and over my chin; I held her as she writhed, pulling and twisting her nipples in the transport of pleasure as she hunched her pussy against her, with me lapping-up every drop of her sweet nectar, my tongue flicking and teasing, pushing her higher and higher, until she slumped back, her body trembling and shuddering, her eyes squeezed tight shut, and her fingers digging into the counterpane as the fires of orgasm roared and burned through her, until she relaxed her death-grip and breathed a long, tremulous sigh.
"I should go away more often, baby!" she smiled, her skin flushed and glowing, her eyes clear and so vividly blue, and yet again I wondered at how a girl so perfect, so beautiful, so desirable could want someone like me, but I thanked God she'd chosen me. The sight of her spread out naked on the bed, her skin flushed with the after-glow of good sex, her hair spread out in a rich chocolate net across the pillow, was doing all kinds of things to me, and all I could think now was how immensely fuckable she was.
"Come here, Dar, I want you baby, oh God how I want you!" she smiled, her hand reaching out to toy with my once more fully erect, pulsing cock.
"I want this, Dar, I want this now; baby wants to hear boom-boom music; let's play her some!"
"Her?" I grinned, and Lena smiled again as she pulled me closer.
"Yes, another little girl; I feel just like I did when I was pregnant with Mo-Mo, so I know she's a girl."
I slid down next to my girl, pulling her to face me as I kissed her, our lips sealing together with the intensity of our kiss. Lena rolled onto her back, urging me between her thighs, and as I took position between her outspread thighs, she took hold of me, grinning as she rubbed the head of my cock against her red, swollen labia, closing her eyes as she pleasured herself again. I leaned down and kissed her, making her smile.
"My turn, baby-girl!" I grinned, and slowly, gently pushed into her. Lena's eyes snapped open as her hips began to move in time to my motion. She pulled me down so she could kiss me, and our tongues fenced and danced as we moved together. I took my weight on my elbows, sliding my arms under her to hold her to me as our hips bucked faster and faster, pleasure boiling inside me as my moment of release neared.
When I came, it was as though all my senses shut down, smothered in a white blaze that damped everything, blurring my vision and dulling my hearing, my vision narrowing down until only Lena was in focus, my darling wife, sister, lover, best friend, her mouth open, her eyes staring unseeing, and her neck corded as the blaze of orgasmic release once more filled her.
I collapsed on the bed next to her, my heart thundering and my pulse fluttering in my ears. Lena smiled blurrily, turning to me and reaching for me, her soft, warm hand switching my reality back on and pulling me back to her.
"I feel so wonderful Dar," she murmured, "I think the baby likes the way you play boom-boom music!"
I gathered her into me, pulling the light coverlet over us both, and kissing her asleep; summer hadn't departed yet, and the night was warm and humid, but right now, the warmth of my wife next to me was the most comforting, wonderful thing in the world. I'd tell her about Julie and Mark's impending visit in the morning; right now was time for silence, and warm togetherness, and sleep.
*
JULIE:
After Nia left, I pottered around, played with Markie and Nia until they both fell asleep, did a little prying and snooping on the internet, and waited for Mark to come home, because I really needed to talk to him. The day dragged on endlessly, until at last I heard his key in the door. As soon as he came in and hugged me, he knew something was up.
"What's wrong, Little Plum?" he grinned, pulling me onto his lap and squeezing my bottom, making me grin for a second.
I cast around for a second or two, working out how to say what I wanted.
"Mark, you remember Nia went with Jamie to Bristol, yes?"
He looked at me quizzically, a line between his eyebrows.
"Jules, it was last week, of course I remember, I'm not ga-ga just yet, baby! What about it?"
I climbed off his lap and retrieved Nia's camera from the counter, and flicked through the images until I came to the one of Darryl.
"Look at this, Mark, here's your 'doppelganger'!"
Mark stared at the picture, then glanced up at me.
"Fuck me, Little Plum, no wonder people thought I was him! This is our cousin Darryl, you say?"
I nodded. "And he's a doctor, too, a surgeon no less; finally, this family's going up in the world!" He pinched my bum at that, making me grin as I clicked on the next picture. Mark wolf-whistled, earning an elbow in the solar plexus.
"Down boy! That's Darryl's wife, her name's Lena. I think I know what YOU think of her!"
Mark grinned at me, tugging my panties down a little and sliding his hand around my bare bum.
"Cor, she's a sort all right, no mistake! That lucky fucker!"
He caught my expression, and realised what he said now determined whether he got any in the foreseeable future, so he dropped the camera and pulled me closer, darting his head down to kiss and nibble my neck as he squeezed and played with my bottom.
"But you're much, MUCH more beautiful, my little blonde Sex-Elf, and you've got a great arse, too!"
As his finger was currently sliding into it, he was in the right position to judge, so I let him play for a few more seconds, before dragging his attention back to the real world.
"Flattery will get you anywhere, you dirty, dirty boy, but now I have something else to show you; it's a picture of mum's sister, and I have to warn you, she's the image of mum, but Nia told me, and I believe her, she's nothing like mum; she's a good person."
I scrolled through the pictures again until I came to the one I wanted, and showed it to him. His reaction was immediate, but pretty much what I'd expected. His face paled, and the camera almost dropped from his hand onto the couch. I grabbed his hands; there was a slight tremor, and he swallowed a few times, his throat clicking dryly, but his eyes were riveted on the image of our aunt smiling happily, a face I'd certainly never seen my mother pull.
"She's, um...yeah, I see what you mean..." he husked, only a slight quiver in his voice, but he held the camera steadily, and when he looked at me again, his eyes were clear, no shadow or fear in there, only curiosity.
I started to relax; at least he hadn't gone into hysterics the way I had at seeing that cursed face again; perhaps it was easier for him to accept it really wasn't our bitch mother in that picture, it was someone else, and she couldn't help looking like that harridan sister of hers, any more than I could help it.
I had one final picture for him to see, the photograph of Darryl's daughter.
"Mark, look at this," I whispered. "This is Darryl's little girl; her name's Maureen..."
Mark looked at the photo and his eyes widened, then flicked to me, then back to the photo.
"It's incredible, Tink, look, she looks like you! I remember you just like that, oh my God, we have got to meet them!"



He glanced at the portrait photo of Nia and Markie on the mantel, and did another double-take, making me grin. It intrigued me that he'd seen me first in Darryl's baby, but his reaction was all I could have hoped for.
"So you want to go to Bristol again, Lost Boy?" I prodded, and he grinned back at me, putting the camera and photo down so he could cuddle me against his chest.
"I think we should, as soon as I can arrange some leave; how does end of the month sound?"
It sounded fine to me, so we agreed I'd call Darryl and make a date once he had his leave confirmed.
With that out of the way, I got down to the business of seriously ravaging my man; sitting on Mark's lap is always a hazardous pastime, you never know what's going to come up (boom, boom!), and his finger in me earlier had started a fuse burning that was just about ready to go off. Mark recognised that look and once more slid his hands into my panties, cupping and spreading my cheeks, making me gasp and smile with sudden need for him. He kissed me madly as his hands worked their magic, only stopping to gasp: "The kids...!"
"Other room, fast asleep, keep going!" I panted, no less hot. Before I could say 'panties' he'd whipped them off, turning me around so I was now on my back on the couch, and sliding his trousers down, letting me get my hands on that thick cock of his.
"Upstairs?" he asked, and I shook my head, already beyond speech; I wanted him now, this instant, no foreplay, I just wanted him filling me, now.
With that, he pulled my thighs open, pulling me against him so he could run the flat of his tongue over my throbbing pussy.
"Nooo...!" I moaned, and he grinned, dropping onto his hands over me, the swollen, glossy bulb of his cock just brushing my slit. I reached for him, enjoying his deep groan as I squeezed his shaft and balls, then he was sliding into me, splitting my labia as he powered into me in one long, breathtaking surge.
I groaned in ecstasy, already on the verge of orgasm, and as he bottomed out and the base of his cock rubbed against my already sensitive clitoris, I came in a blast of white heat that nearly shrivelled me with its intensity; my head actually rang with the speed and power of my orgasm, and as I tightened involuntarily around him, Mark clamped his mouth over mine, roaring into my mouth as I felt him swell and twitch inside me, hot bursts of spunk filling me as he came, and came. I screamed along with him as my orgasm surged through me again, triggered by the feel of him filling me, and so we pumped and heaved against each other, drawing the moment out endlessly.
We lay together afterwards, our clothes pulled any old how, awed and gratified by the intensity of our lovemaking. Mark, as usual was toying with my hair, brushing it out of my eyes so he could see me properly.
"Was that to madam's satisfaction?" he grinned, and I grinned back.
"I should think so, Lost Boy; now all I want is for one of your boy-wigglers to get through and do his job!"
Mark reached down and jiggled my bum again.
"Well, if he didn't, we can soon send some more after him! I like making babies with you, Tinkerbell!"
Two weeks later, I was making that call, for the following Friday.
*
Mark decided to drive down rather than take the train, and save all that business with taxis and transport. When we arrived at the house, I hesitated; this was it, these people were family, but they were strangers, what if they didn't like us, what if they...
Mark cut short my dithering and pressed the bell firmly, nodding at the sound somewhere far away behind the imposing street door.
"The way to grasp the nettle, Wee Wendy, is FIRMLY..." he muttered, kissing the back of my head and pinching my bum, making Markie giggle, and setting Nia off as well.
The door opened, and there was the beautiful girl I'd seen in the pictures. She was several inches taller than me, and she was even more stunning than her picture. She smiled warmly, and I found myself warming to her immediately. Mark was spellbound, locked in place until I nudged him.
"H-hello, you must be Lena; I'm Mark Jameson, this is my...this is Julie..."
He trailed of in the face of that beautiful smile. Lena held out her hands taking mine and Mark's hands in hers.
"Julie, Mark, at last! Welcome to my home; please, come in, come in!"
We followed her into a large, elegant sitting room, Lena taking our coats and then kneeling down next to me to look wonderingly at Nia as she wobbled on my lap.
"She's beautiful, they both are! May I...?" she held out her arms, with Nia immediately climbing into a new pair of arms. Lena cooed and clucked at her, making her giggle, then gave her back to me.
"It's wonderful to meet you all at last; poor Emma has been looking for you for so long, Darryl too, and to finally have you here...!"
At that moment, a little boy, maybe no more than four years old, stumbled into the room, rubbing his eyes and yawning. He stopped dead when he saw us, then looked at Lena, who scooped him up onto her lap where he looked shyly at us, his thumb stuck firmly in his mouth. Lena smoothed his hair and hugged him.
"This is my little boy, his name's David; say hello to the nice people, Davey...!"
He was a beautiful little boy, fair skinned like his mother, and with her gleaming chestnut hair, but dazzling green eyes, just like his father and just like my children. He seemed fascinated with Markie, and she with him.
"Do you want to play, Davey?" asked Lena, and he nodded, sliding off her lap. Markie needed no further encouragement to play; she'd play with the cannibal kids in a jungle clearing, given half a chance, and next thing I knew, both children were rummaging in a toy-box like they'd known each other for years. I have no worries about Markie's future social skills, believe me.
Lena watched her son fondly, then turned back to us.
"There's been a slight change of plan; one of Darryl's colleagues called-in sick, so he had to rush into work and he'll probably be stuck there all day and half the night now, so I'm taking you there to meet him, but before we leave, there's someone who wants to meet you, she's been waiting a long time for this; I'll just be a second..."
She left the room, and we heard voices, then she came back in, with what could only be our aunt Emma; I was frozen in place for a second; she looked just like mum, but she was shorter, slimmer, her hair was darker, and she had a warm, happy smile on her face. Her eyes flicked from Mark's face to mine and back to Mark's, and her smile faltered as two big tears rolled down her cheeks.
"Hello Mark, Julie, it's been so long, I..." she trailed off and pulled a tissue out of a box on the table. "I'm sorry, I promised myself I wouldn't, but..." She smiled gently, and swabbed her eyes once more.
"My name is Emma, I'm your mother's older sister; I came to see you once, when you were three or four, Mark. I tried to make Lois give you up, I was afraid she would...hurt you, I tried to help you, I swear! I came back, looking for you, but you were gone, I tried to find you, but I didn't know where you were, I didn't know where to look, I'm so sorry..."
Mark was looking strangely at her, the look he gets when he's trying to remember something, then he grinned.
"Golden bears! You had golden bear earrings, you let me hold them, and you gave me...you gave me...a red bobble-hat. I remember you! There was a park...and a sweet-shop, and...a pink blanket, you wrapped Julie in a pink blanket. I remember it now, it had ducks on it!" Emma was looking stunned, as was I. Mark, however, was transported, his face lit up as his memory unreeled.
"You took me to the sweet-shop, and you carried me home, and you told me you loved me, and I played with your earrings, and you showed me how you put them back in...! That was you, you really were there!"
Suddenly he hugged her in a crushing bear-hug.
"I wanted to go home with you, but mum wouldn't let me, and I was crying when you left, and she locked me in my room and she left me there all day and all night, and I wanted you to come back and get me, and you didn't, you didn't come back...!"
Emma was crying against his chest, her voice muffled as Mark held her close.
"I wanted you both so badly, I tried to make your mother see sense, you were so small, so helpless, and she was so angry with you, but she wouldn't let me have you, both of you, and it wasn't your fault, none of it was!"
By now I was in tears too, and so was Lena; our aunt really had wanted us, she'd tried, and our lunatic mother had hidden us away so she could never find us again; whatever hell she's in, she earned her place there.
Mark turned to me and held his hand out.
"Tink, I remember her now, how could I have forgotten, I remember!"
He pulled me closer, and then Emma, Mark and I were in a three way with her, Emma crying and smiling and kissing me all at once. I looked up, to see Lena grinning at me, tears on her cheeks too, then she winked and slipped out of the room while Emma was marvelling over how much Nia looked like me. When we'd all composed ourselves, Lena stuck her head in , then came back in carrying her own little girl, and I was amazed all over again; my Nia has short, straight, platinum hair, just like mine, and Mo-Mo has long, curly, silvery-blonde hair, but they looked almost like twins; they could easily pass for sisters, not second cousins. With her came another lady. Lena introduced her as her mother, who was going to watch her little ones with Emma while Lena took us to Darryl's place of work.
We took Lena's MPV, as it already had child-seats fitted, buckled Markie and Nia in, and Lena drove us the short distance to the hospital, then led us to the Cardiovascular clinic. We waited in a kind of plush waiting room while she went off to locate Darryl, and when he finally came in, dressed in scrubs and theatre boots though he was, even I had to suppress a gasp of wonder; his hair was a little darker, his chin was slightly more chiselled, but he was still almost the image of Mark!
Darryl's reaction to Mark was just the same, both wonder and amusement at seeing his double. Darryl shook hands with Darryl and said something about now they'd met, they could use each other for shaving mirrors. They both laughed at that, then Mark broke their gaze to beckon me. At that, Darryl turned to look at me, probably seeing me for the first time, and then the image clicked into place; I'd been here before, Mark and Darryl talking in a waiting room, then both of them looking at me, and I remembered clearly now that flash I'd had so long ago, that vision of Mark's double, but with green eyes, and now here it was for real.
Darryl was fascinated with Nia; he couldn't believe how much like his own little girl she was. Nia, who's wary of men in general, and only lets Mark, Jamie or dada Morrison carry her, went to him without a murmur, her little hands eagerly grabbing the stethoscope around his neck. Darryl grinned and let her sit on his lap and listen enthralled to his heart, then did the same for Markie; he was a natural with children, and when he took the two of them to show them his clinic, they lapped-up all the nurses and secretaries carrying and nuzzling them. Darryl was a big hit with my kids, always a plus point in my book.
Darryl managed to get away early, and so he and Lena took us out to dinner at a lovely, family-friendly Italian restaurant in Clifton; it was wonderful to sit around a huge table, all our family together at last, Emma and her husband, Darryl, Lena, Lena's mother, their children, and Mark, the girls, and me.
*
EPILOGUE:
We stayed with Darryl and Lena for several days, eagerly learning more about each other, meeting my aunt Ellen in Australia on Skype, and trading family secrets. Lena took me aside and told me she knew about Mark and me, then told me about her and Darryl, who she really was, and why Darryl lived so happily with his mother-in-law in the same house. Exchanging vulnerabilities like that finally sealed us together as family; now I had two proper families, I had a history, and I knew, finally, where I had come from.
Of course, I'll never know the full story; my real father died and my crazy mother destroyed all evidence of him, so that part of my life will remain a blank, but, balanced against what I have now, it's not such a big blank, and I find I can live with it.
As for Mark, he's still my Lost Boy; but with the help of the family, and especially Jamie, Nia, and Mummy-Anh, our special family, he's finally beginning to recover from the hurt our mother did to him; every day he remembers more, all the things he blanked out or suppressed to try and be 'grown-up' for me are gradually coming back. Meeting Aunt Emma opened the floodgates, and a trickle soon became a torrent.
One final thing: before we left that first time, Darryl and Lena took us to meet his two fathers; his biological father, and the man who'd brought him up as his son, his grandfather, Lena's father. We went on his mother's birthday, because Darryl had a tradition that he wanted to share with us.
We stopped first to pay his respects to his grandfather, Darryl standing silently with his head bowed, and I could feel his loss and grief coming off him in waves, even so long after he'd passed away; it was a sobering thought, but also put my own feelings for my mother in perspective; Darryl had loved the man he'd called 'dad' with a deep and abiding love, and I felt privileged to share in this private moment with him.
After a while he roused himself and led us to the grave of his father, Robert, Aunt Emma's older brother. The monument was an ornate cross with the crest of the Royal Marines carved in high relief on it, and an inset picture of a smiling young man in Marine Dress Blues, with a white helmet under his arm. I was quite taken aback; apart from a few minor differences, he was the picture of both Darryl and Mark. Darryl knelt down and brushed leaves and other debris off the base of the cross, and laid a poppy and a white rose there.
"Mark, Julie, this is my father, Robert Darryl Fraser; he died before I was born, and I was given to my grandfather to bring up, because my mother was too young to look after me herself. She and Robert grew up together, they loved each other very much, and every year, on her birthday, he would give her a white rose. She can't come here, even after all these years, so every year, on his birthday, I give him a rose from her, and from me, and my children as well. He was only a boy when he was killed, but he died doing what he thought was right, and so we honour him in this way,"
He paused, obviously picking his words, before continuing.
"This is part of our family as well; even though we're apart, we're still one family, and he's a part of me, and a part of you as well; I just thought you should meet him."
He bowed his head for a few seconds, then stepped back, giving us a moment alone with our uncle. Mark knelt down and placed his hand lightly on the base of the monument for a moment, barely brushing it with his fingertips, then straightening up and running his finger slowly over the deeply incised inscription as he read it, before stepping back and bowing his head too. He turned to me, and I wasn't surprised to see his eyes bright with unshed tears.
"See here, Tink, it's good to know our family did some good as well; mum was what she was, but this makes up for all of that; she's finally gone now."
*
So that's our story; Mark and I still live near Mummy-Anh, she's still my mum, and I still lean on her when I need help, advice, consolation, or at times, a good talking-to; Mummy-Anh believes in helping her family, but she also believes God helps those who help themselves.
Nia and Jamie are talking about another baby now; after all, she wants to keep up with me. That's right, I'm pregnant again, and in a few weeks I'll know if it's a boy or a girl; my fingers are crossed for a boy this time; Mark says he doesn't care what flavour we get, it'll still be our baby, but I saw him looking at trains-sets, constructor sets, and slot-racing sets in Toys 'R' Us when we took the girls there the other day, and all of a sudden Jamie's son Jay-Jay's favourite playmate is Uncle Mark, so I think I know what he wants, even if he won't admit it.
Lena's also preggers. In fact, she's almost six months along, and she's definitely having a girl so she's ecstatic. We spend as many holidays as we can with Darryl; Emma lives not too far from him, ditto Lena's older sister Lizzie and her beautiful children, so we get to spend time with all the different aspects of our now much-extended family.
Darryl loves the idea of a house full of children, and as he seems to be permanently on-call or on stand-by, we go down to them, rather than they come up to us, but I think once Lena's had this baby, she'll want to take a long, long family vacation, and knowing how Darryl worships her, he'll make it happen for her, I have no doubt.
I said it before, but it bears repeating; we took the long way round, and we all took a lot of hurt along the way, but now, thanks to Darryl and Emma, our family has finally found its way back together, and we have a proper foundation for our children, and their children, to look back on and say "That's my family, that's where I come from!", and that alone makes it all worthwhile.
Long ago, Mark and I stepped out of that window, and took that flight, 'second star to the right, and straight-on 'til morning', and it led us here, where we should have always been, and I'm content.
TINKERBELL
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PART 1:
My name's Linda, and this is the story about how I captured the sweetest man in the world, while fending off a complete twerp, and the most repulsive little tick God ever saw fit to curse the world with. Andy tells me a story begins at the beginning, and I've never worked out if that's deeply profound, or just trite and meaningless, but, I'll follow his advice and start from the beginning.
My parents, The Right Honourable Nigel Grosvenor-Edgeworth and Chloe Cavendish-Haldane, were the products of two of Britain's oldest and wealthiest families; theirs was a dynastic marriage in every sense of the word; the problem was, they didn't see themselves as the next generation of captains of industry; rather, they saw themselves as the beneficiaries of their ancestors' industry, business acumen, and huge wealth; they were a playboy and an 'It Girl' respectively, happy to live off the bottomless trust funds settled on them by their doting parents and grandparents. Their more responsible brothers took up the reins of the various industrial combines both sides of the families owned, and my parents lazed and played.
My father pretended to be an antiques dealer, although to be perfectly honest, he was only a dilettante at best, with a taste for antique furniture and objets d'art that he somehow never got around to selling; dancing with minor Royals at Annabel's, shooting at Sandrinham, partying in Mustique, and being photographed in Cannes, Nice, and Saint Tropez with his hands all over big-breasted American starlets in teeny-tiny bikinis seemed to be his main preoccupations.
Mother didn't even pretend to work; her racehorse stable, her sports cars, her various artist 'friends', guaranteed entrance to the Royal Box at Ascot, Polo at Hurlingham, a private box for The Bolshoi, and weekend breaks in Barbuda, these were my mother's life and her pastimes.
Quite how my older brother, Andrew, or Andy for short, and my twin brother Freddy and I came about has always been a mystery to me; my parents hardly ever seemed to be on the same planet as the rest of us, or each other, let alone the same bedroom or time-zone, but things must have got interesting a few times, hence the three of us. I put it down to divine providence and boredom, as there's really no other explanation. They never brought their dalliances home, but I only needed to see a picture of my mother in one scandal-rag or another, with her mouth glued to some pop star's and his hands up her dress a limited number of times to realise what she was up to.
That my parents stayed together at all was always a source of wonder to me, seeing as they never did the things married couples are supposed to do together, obviously preferring instead to do them with other people, but they did love each other, in an aimless, entirely non-exclusive sort of way. I suppose it helped that they were both almost ridiculously good-looking, a set of genes none of us seem to have inherited; 'not bad' is probably the kindest description you could give of me, and as for Freddy...
A description or two is called for at this point. Freddy and I, as twins, share the same blue eyes and brown hair, like our mother (well, that's her real colour; at the moment she's channelling Gwen Stefani, so her hair is currently a brittle platinum), but we both look like daddy; we both have that same 'aristocratic' chin (whatever that is), and the same smooth, high forehead, straight nose, and wide full mouth that makes daddy so attractive; however, Daddy is tall and well-built, and effortlessly charming while Freddy is short and slightly built, with the muscle tone of a rubber band, and the personality and social skills of a paperclip.
I tower over him at 5'6", and weigh in at a comfortable 9 stone, or 126 lbs for our transatlantic chums (and don't ask me what that is in kilos; if I knew, or cared, I'd be French, a terrible fate...) with a slim build and a 22" waist, long hair that falls to the middle of my back, nice but not extravagant 32B boobs, and I've been told I have a nice shapely bum, due mostly to sport and gymnastics all the way through school.
Freddy is 3 inches shorter than me, and considerably skinnier; if he stood sideways-on and stuck out his tongue, he'd look like a zipper. Andy once tried to get him to exercise with him, claiming he looked like a gate-post with a toast-rack stuck on half-way up, but Freddy revels in looking like a half-starved, skeletal, famine victim; I think he thinks it makes him look lean and interesting, but really, he just looks famished. I also think he's hoping for a growth spurt. Otherwise he's doomed to spend his life as an Oompa-loompa, but without the charm; personally speaking, I just wish he'd wash more often; please don't let me be the only girl in the world whose brother selects which socks to wear by picking the ones that don't make a sucking noise when you pull them off the floor...
Andy is two years older than us, and he's the big, eye-catching one in our family, see below.
Growing up with a twin brother and an older brother was interesting; Andy was always the one I turned to when I needed something, wanted something, or needed a shoulder to cry on; I soon worked out that, twin or no, I had absolutely nothing in common with Freddy, and his coterie of creepy little goblin friends were equally unappealing; at least Andy didn't spend his time teasing or annoying me, but when I came home for my coach-weekends, there would be Freddy, usually with one or more of his sweaty, weedy little cohorts, gearing-up to try and make my life miserable once again.
That, of course, didn't trouble me in the slightest; Freddy's friends were all as puny as he was, and a good open-handed smack in the right place, the way Andy had showed me, would have had any of them curled-up on the ground and crying for their mummy.
I think you've probably got the message by now that Andy and I are more connected than my twin and I ever were; over the years, Andy came to be the one I needed and depended on, and eventually I came to see him as more, much more, than just my big, gentle, patient, sweet older brother. The trouble was, I didn't really know what was happening to me; all I did know for sure was that Andy made me feel safe, secure, wanted, and loved, and I adored him. More of that later.
It was Freddy that concerned me; he'd started acting possessive and over-attentive towards me, which unnerved me a little; I didn't get it, as he was usually such a creepy little pizzle. So I kept my distance, and ordered him to do likewise, or I was going to barge into his room late one night and kick him so hard he'd be singing soprano the rest of his life.
After a while it started to become more than tiring, and became a little bit frightening. It got to the point eventually that one year we were both home from school on coach weekends, and Freddy developed the habit of suddenly bursting into my room, on the pretext of asking me something, or to tell me something, or because he was looking for something. I complained to Daddy, but I'm not sure to this day he even got what I was saying; he just gave me vague assurances, slipped me a twenty-pound note, and basically patted me on the head, so, no joy there.
I couldn't turn to Andy for help; he was off at boarding school too, all the way over in Shrewsbury, and, because he was playing in the Inter-School Rugby Tournament that year, held over several Coach Weekends leading up to the summer holiday and Prize Day, he was staying at school, and I wouldn't even see him until the week the summer break began, after Prize Day.
So I gritted my teeth and avoided sweaty Freddy and his oik friends on the last couple of Coach Weekends before school gave out and Andy would be home all summer to keep him away from me. My last coach weekend, Andy invited me up to his school for Prize Day; of course I said yes; the only down-side was that sweaty little goblin Freddy would be there too, as he also went to Shrewsbury.
Boy was I glad I went! All of Andy's friends were gorgeous, but two stuck out for me; Harry Waterfield, who was just the most gorgeous boy I'd ever seen, and Jack Cameron, who easily matched Andy for height and heft. I'd seen both Harry and Jack play rugby on TV, when the two of them, together with Andy, were selected for an England Schoolboys XV to play a Rest Of The World team at Twickenham, but to see them in the flesh; my heart was all a flutter! I did see Freddy occasionally, sulking and glowering in the background, but paid him no mind; what was he compared to these gorgeous, sporting heroes?
After that, I started spending my coach weekends with friends; I'd get cajoling, wheedling, finally angry, then hostile, phone calls from Freddy, demanding I come home, but even the stupidest guy will eventually come to understand that constantly being told to 'Piss Off!' means just that.
Appeals to my parents (when they were visiting our planet) to get him off my back made no difference; their response was that he was growing up, he'd calm down soon, just ignore him. I was just waiting for my mother to tell me to tap him on the nose with a rolled-up newspaper, they were that disconnected from reality by now...
Finally, the great day came, and I was finished with that grim prison of a school forever; my 18th had come and gone, and summer stretched before me. I took a Gap Year, and travelled around a bit, mostly the Med, to try out the sun-spots my mother seemed so fond of, occasionally even crossing paths with her and her herd of acolytes and hangers-on. Some of the young (and not so young...) men assumed I was a chip off my mother's old block, but I soon put them straight, occasionally with a strategically placed knee, the way Andy had showed me; orange tans and over-whitened teeth do nothing for me...
When I came back to England, I hung-out with friends who'd also taken Gap Years, and clubbed and partied a little, and eventually ended-up working for a while in London as a library assistant at The Houses of Parliament, so, with the Gap year I'd taken, I was 19, and a little more worldly than when I'd left school when I was ready to start at university.
I'd been accepted at City of London, my university of choice, to study Philosophy, Politics, and Economics, or PPE, the classic slacker trio; we had a place in London, so my accommodation was sorted, and I had my living expenses paid by the trust-fund my grandparents had set-up for me, knowing just how feckless, aimless and irresponsible my parents were, so I was looking forward to a nice, long, peaceful summer that fateful year.
Freddy had eased-off on me, and he'd even stopped creeping me out; now he was just a lurking presence, no longer threatening, just ubiquitous and slightly sad.
I'd worked out a long time ago that he was hoping for a...relationship with me, and the thought disgusted me, ever since Cornelia Sykes had asked me, half in jest, half seriously, and all maliciously, if I was 'doing it' with my twin brother; when I replied in the revolted negative, she back-pedalled, going-on about how 'twincest' was common, they all did it, why should I be any different, blah, blah, blah. Feeble Freddy, the poison dwarf? Akkk! Someone pass me the bucket...
There was only one thing false about my whole response to her snide little questions; the thought of doing anything even remotely intimate with Freddy gave me a case of the crawling heebies, but, and this is a big but, there was no such feeling when I thought about Andy that way.
As long as I could remember, Andy had always been my protector, my confidante, my mentor in the field of directed violence, and the token adult in my life, even though he was only two years older than I was; he was cool, competent, capable, masculine in a way I couldn't define but that sent shivers up and down my spine, and I loved him dearly. I'd always adored him, but, as I approached my twenties, I began feeling things for him that were definitely not appropriate, but were nevertheless impossible to ignore, nor did I want to, and that itself gave me pause for thought.
I suppose, looking at him objectively, he was never going to be Jude Law or Brad Pitt; he has a firm chin with a cleft in it that had always fascinated me when I was a little girl, piercing, ice-blue eyes, a forehead that's going to be craggy one day, just like grandfather Grosvenor-Edgeworth, and a mop of curly black hair that always looks like he's run his fingers through it instead of combing; he wasn't a pretty-boy, not like Harry, or Jack, but he was quietly, ruggedly handsome, and self-assured in a way that had girls his own age constantly twittering around him (much more so than Harry, who honestly had no clue just how bloody gorgeous he was.)
What did it for me, though, was the lower 6 feet or so of him; at 250 lbs, Andy was built like the powerhouse rugby player that I always knew he'd become, with massive shoulders, a deep, square chest, and powerful, muscular legs that gave him a 100m time of 10.5 seconds, Olympic qualifying territory for a man 100 lbs lighter than him; no wonder the British Lions had snapped him up first chance they got. The fact he was sweet, gentle, good-natured, and actually cared about me helped no-end, too.
He was away at medical school now, in his third year at Edinburgh, so his club rugby days were over, apart from the occasional collegiate tournament, but Edinburgh University Medical School were absolutely ecstatic they'd nabbed someone with Andy's intellect, who also, and entirely coincidentally, had been capped for England a dozen times and had captained the British Lions in two Six-Nations tournaments before his 20th birthday.
The prestige of the university medical school, already one of the highest in the world, took a sharp upward curve by having an England International and captain of the Lions on the student roll. For me, though, watching my big brother lead the British and Irish Lions out against France, Australia, the peerless Springboks, and the mighty New Zealand All-Blacks was a thrill I shall never forget.
Freddy, weasel that he was, had taken a gap year too, then tried to get into City of London, but was unsuccessful; the best he could manage was Aberystwyth, which suited me; the further away he was from me, the better I liked it, and it was sweeter knowing he would be incarcerated in grim, grey Aberystwyth all the way out on the West Wales coast, a storm-lashed place of no interest whatsoever; there were so many stunningly, uinbelievably beautiful places in Wales to site a university, so why pick a place that was almost impossible to get to? Still, it would at least keep my manky brother a long, long way away from me for the next couple of years. All I had to do now was last out my last summer at home and keep Freddy and his creepy-crawly friends at bay for a few short weeks.
Events conspired against me, though; the headmaster at Shrewsbury School was leaving, and a reception and presentation, followed by a finger buffet, was being held to honour him, and as many old boys as possible were invited. Andy called to say he was going, and would I like to tag along? With the prospect of running an eyeball or two over man-candy like Harry Waterfield again, try and stop me!
There was going to be a rugby match too, a testimonial game the following day, but I'd decided I didn't want to stay over and watch the match, so had bought a day-ticket on the train to go home to Bath after the reception.
I arranged to meet Andy at Shrewsbury station the morning of the reception, but when I arrived he texted me to say he was running late, there was a smash-up on the M6 Toll; he was stuck on the approach to the M54, and it would be another 30 minutes before he got there, so he suggested I should make my way to the school, and he'd meet me there.
The 'rents of course were nowhere to be seen; probably off trawling for new playmates in the Comoros or somewhere equally far-flung and trendy, (but not together; that would have just cramped their style), but that was nothing new; they'd never once shown up at any of our school functions; half my friends thought I was making them up anyway...
I was just about to climb into a taxi when I heard what I'd secretly been dreading.
"Lin, Lin, Hi, wait up, Lin, it's me!"
It was Freaky Freddy, looking even more unappetising than usual; a summer spent avoiding him hadn't improved the way I felt about him. He was still a weedy twerp, and now he was here; a quick, heartfelt prayer for God to drop a bus on him went unanswered, so I gritted my teeth and waited for the usual leering and pathetic attempts to look up my skirt or down my blouse.
Freddy hugged me, which made my skin crawl, and, as expected, he took far too long about it; I had to literally push him off and unlatch his hands from around my waist. People passing on their way out of the station obviously thought we were boyfriend/girlfriend, smiling as they passed, but all I wanted was his clammy hands off me, and, after a struggle, I managed to get him off me. He looked pleased to see me, but that leer was still there in his smile. I didn't like the look of it at all.
"We can share a taxi, sis!" he proclaimed, dragging me over to the cab I'd hailed; I'd rather have slathered my head in pork fat and stuck my face in the Hyena cage at the zoo, but I had no choice; he had hold of my hand and already had the door of the black cab open, literally pushing me in and tossing my shoulder-bag in after me. He had no luggage, which told me he'd been here a while; he'd probably been holed-up at the school, and the scabrous little reptile had been lurking at the station, waiting for me to show up.
I had no choice but to wait until we arrived at the school; Harry's sister Sai Fong was waiting for me, and the two of us could give Freddy the slip, or, if it came to it, slap the snot out of him, so I relaxed. After a while, though, I noticed we weren't anywhere near the school; we were at Claremont Bank, outside The Dingle, the park in the centre of Shrewsbury. Freddy was looking really pleased with himself, so I thought I'd wait and see what verminous little scheme he was working on now.
We jumped out of the cab and I decided that now was the time for answers.
"Okay Freddy, what the hell's going on, and why are we here?"
He just grinned, trying to look wise, but only succeeding in looking constipated. I went along with him as he led me through the gates of the park, to the bench outside the Gate-Lodge. Once we were seated, I turned to him once again.
"I repeat, just what the hell is going on, Freddy?"
Freddy fidgeted and fumbled for a few seconds, until I lost patience.
"Freddy!"
He started at that, then relaxed.
"Er, look, Lin, it's...it's like this; you know I fancy you, have for ages, and I know you don't like me all that much (no shit, really, Einstein?), but...there's someone I like and before I y'know...make a proper move on her I just wanted to know; is there any chance we could...you know...just once, even just to know for sure..."



He trailed-off at the look of disgusted amazement on my face, then slumped back as I laughed out loud; me, with creepy Freddy? Not in this life, not ever, no way, uh-uh, nein, non, nope; yuk, and again, yuk!
Freddy's face worked as I laughed, partly at the absurdity of his suggestion, partly at the thought of him succeeding with a girl who wasn't drugged, comatose, or both, and partly out of nervousness at being alone with him now he'd made his intentions so clear.
I guess I should have been watching him more closely; I suppose, deep down inside, I never, ever believed him capable of what he did next, which was to pounce on me, his hands all over me, but concentrating on my boobs, squeezing with one hand while he held the back of my neck with the other, and slowly but surely forcing my face closer to his. All the while he was muttering furiously.
"You little fucking bitch, you know what you do to me, you know you want this, you're gonna get what you want now, you little cock-teasing slut...! On and on he muttered, squeezing my boobs really painfully while trying to kiss me. At first he had the upper hand, but gradually I began to pull away from him; playing hockey and netball actually does keep you fit; I realised I was stronger than my puny little nose-picker of a twin brother, and with a sudden heave I managed to break free of him.
Of course now I wasn't scared anymore; now I was bloody furious, and as he tried to reach for me again, I gave him the punch Andy had drilled into me when I was still a little girl; fist clenched tight, wrist straight and in-line with my forearm, forearm tense; 'punch like Mike Tyson', he'd say, 'not like a girl! Punch through, and follow it through, Lin, if you're going to sock someone, do it properly, and you won't have to do it again!'
All of that came back, and my whole shoulder went into it, smacking into his left eye with a satisfying thud, and dropping him like a bad habit. I jumped up, blood in my eyes, fully prepared to ram a stiletto heel into his noisesome crotch and make him hop around like Quasimodo on a hotplate.
"No, no, please, Lin, no, I'm sorry, I'm sorry...!" he burbled, which probably saved his life; I was ready to kill him; the fucking nerve of him!
"Please, Lin, don't tell anyone, I'm sorry, I didn't mean it, I was just kidding...!" he kept on, almost whining now, but I still hadn't had my pound of flesh.
"You listen to me, you disgusting article!" I hissed, "when I get to the school, I'm going straight to Andy and telling him what you did; if you're lucky, he'll kill you; I hope you get what you deserve, I hope Andy pounds you flat and uses you to wipe up the blood! If you ever come near me again, speak to me, call me, write to me, or come within a mile of me, I'm telling Andy, understand? Now piss off out of my sight!"
As I backed up to the bench to retrieve my bag, not wanting to take my eyes off the little maggot, I backed into someone; I looked over my shoulder into the face of Jack Fineman, one of Andy's classmates, and one person I really didn't want to meet like this; something about him had always made me uneasy.
"What's going on here, a lover's tiff, perhaps?" he grinned, and it wasn't a pleasant grin. He wrapped his arm around me to steady me, and when I tried to wriggle free, his grip tightened.
"Naughty, naughty, Freddy-boy, with your own sister, too, how sick is that?" he sneered, and suddenly I was afraid all over again; the last thing I wanted right now, or any time soon, was Jack Fineman hugging me.
Jack nudged Freddy with his foot.
"Clear off, you little snot, your sister and I want to be alone!"
And Freddy left; he actually left me alone with that creep! The little shit scrambled to his feet and loped off without a backward glance. Now I was in trouble, no brother to help me, not even Feeble Freddy, how buggered was I?
Fineman spun me around so we were face to face, almost lip to lip, his smile even more unpleasant close up. When he spoke, the note of triumph in his voice made my skin crawl.
"Tell you what we're going to do, Miss High-And-Mighty, Trust-Fund Princess; my place isn't too far away, we're going there now, and we'll have some fun, then you can go back to whatever it is you do; if you want to play hard to get, be my guest; of course, then the whole school is going to find out how I saw you fucking your scrawny weed brother in a public park; let's see what Ugly Andy Edgeworth has to say when the world finds out what a slut his precious, perfect little sister really is! Flip a coin, do whatever you like, Princess; the ball's in your court now, time to choose!"
He really shouldn't have called Andy 'Ugly'; that word snapped me out of my haze of fear and distress. Andy had shown me time and again what to do, and I did it almost instinctively. My right knee snapped up, connecting solidly with where I presume he kept his balls; all I saw were his nostrils flare and his eyes cloud over, and I swear his eardrums shot out of his head with a twanging noise.
His arms around me relaxed as he doubled over, and so, just to teach him the full lesson, I yanked my shoe off and conked him one as hard as I could with the steel-tipped stiletto heel; good old Jimmy C's, just the right amount of flex in the sole to give him the maximum benefit of the experience.
The creepy little shit dropped like a stone, vomited a couple of times all over himself, and then lay still. I checked. He was still breathing, unfortunately, so I went rummaging in the nearby flower bed for a half-brick or cobble-stone, because I was going to finish him off by bashing his slimy head in; unfortunately I couldn't find one, which is the only reason he's still alive today.
I looked around to see if anyone was in sight, but the park was empty at that time of the morning, so I stamped on him a couple of times, just to leave a few more 'JC' heel marks printed on his foul carcass, then left him there while I went looking for a cab. With any luck, a passing dog would piss on him, which should give him a nice refreshing wash-down, considering what he was covered in.
As I called a cab I plotted further revenge on Jack Fineman; now I knew why Andy and the others had called him 'Slimy', which I had always thought was a cruel nickname; now I knew better. Also, and as a final touch, now that my blood was up, I was going to find Freddy and laminate him all over his smelly little hideout, wherever that was, for abandoning me to a prize pervert like Jack Fineman.
By the time I got to the school, I'd cooled down a little, enough to swear off murdering Freddy, anyway; I was still debating what to do about Slimy Jack Fineman; supposing he did this again, to some other girl, one who didn't have someone like Andy to show them how to fight dirty? I was still pondering what to do next when the cab pulled into the school gates, and there was the lovely Harry, and his stunning half-Chinese sister. I'd met Sai Fong many times over the years; she was maybe a couple of years younger than me, and I'd known her since she'd started secondary school; she knew me well enough to instantly twig that something was wrong.
"Lin, what's the matter, what happened?" she murmured, taking in my generally mussed-up appearance and red face. I told her in a low voice what had happened, even the part with Freddy, and her face went very still.
"Lin, that's attempted rape, you do know that don't you? Jack Fineman tried to abduct you so he could rape you! I'm calling the police!"
I stopped her; there were no witnesses, Freddy had scarpered, he hadn't seen or heard anything, so it was my word against his; no, I knew a better, more immediate and much more satisfying way of dealing with him, and speak of the devil...
Andy drove in through the gate, in mother's E-Type Jag; she never drove it, and I doubt she cared he was driving it; at least it was getting some use, instead of gathering dust in the back of the garage with the rest of the 'must-have' glamour-machines she and the father had acquired and never touched again. He slid to a halt near us, leaped out, and swept me up in a big hug; I hadn't seen him since Christmas, and I have to say, having him around, just holding me, felt better than any present he could give me.
"Lin, sweetheart, how are you, how's my favourite little sister!" he boomed, crushing me against his chest and spinning me around. I loved it when he did that; it was genuine affection that made him do it, not the hope of copping a crafty feel the way Freddy did, and having him there suddenly made my world feel like a much safer place.
Andy bear-hugged Sai Fong too, and she hugged him back just as affectionately.
"Hello Sai, where's Harry? I haven't heard from him all year, how is he?"
Sai smiled and pointed.
"He's over there, Andy, heading this way. How are you, big man?"
"Me? Working bloody hard, kiddo! Med school is like nothing on earth, believe me!"
Andy put his arms around both our shoulders and piloted us over to a gaggle of his friends. And there was the gorgeous Harry, looking even more handsome than I remembered him. I recalled Andy telling me once how some agency had tried to get him to model for them, but Harry had just laughed it off, and pointed them at David Denham, their friend on the rowing team, blond, gorgeous David, who'd also passed.
I didn't want him to let me go; suddenly, the circle of his arm felt like the best place in the world, so I hung on to him like grim death. He gave me a peculiar look, but didn't shrug me off; if anything he pulled me even closer. While I was chatting with Jack, Harry and David about uni and medical school (David was at St Giles' Medical School in London) I noticed Sai Fong whispering in Andy's ear, and I saw him go pale, then gradually redden as his lips tightened and his eyes narrowed; he was furious, I could tell, and for the first and only time in my life, I was scared of my big brother.
Andy deftly passed Sai Fong back to Harry, who seemed pleased to have her back, and urged me away from the group of boys, or young men, now, I suppose.
"Tell me what happened Lin, don't leave anything out; all of it, Lin, now!"
There was no way on God's earth I could disobey that tone, so I spilled it all: Freddy groping and cursing me, the punch that knocked him on his arse, Slimy and his disgusting little plan, and finally how I finished him off, which made Andy grin, although it was more a rictus than anything; right then he looked like the scariest man alive, but I wasn't scared now; it wasn't me who needed to hunt for cover, I knew that for sure.
"You're okay, baby-girl, you're sure? He didn't hurt you?" he asked, holding me at arm's-length and looking me directly in the eyes, so I stared right back and nodded.
"I'm sure, Andy, both of those little pricks got what they deserved, it's over!"
Andy stared at me for a few more seconds, then suddenly hugged me like he'd never done before; tight but really gentle, and I could feel his heart hammering.
"When I think what could have happened..." he whispered, and when I looked at him I was amazed to see tears in his eyes. On a sudden impulse, I hugged him, feeling his arms close around me again, making me safe again, and suddenly it was where I wanted to be forever. I'm sure he felt it too, as his hand gently stroked the small of my back, and so we hugged, oblivious to everyone around us.
Eventually I thought to let him go, feeling more than a little sand-bagged, and caught Sai Fong's eye; she smiled slightly and raised one eyebrow, then quickly winked before turning away to gaze raptly at Harry as he chatted with his friends.
"You know this isn't over..." murmured Andy, causing me to stare at him.
"Please Andy, no..." I began, but he shushed me.
"Reporting this isn't going to work; all he has to do is deny it; and what if he tries this again? No, I'm going to have a little private chat with him; where is that dick, anyway?"
A quick canvas of everyone revealed that no-one had seen either Slimy or Freddy; Sai whispered something to Harry, who pulled Andy to one side and had a quick confab with him, then went back to the others, while Andy once more took my arm.
"I told Harry what Slimy did, and warned him to keep an eye on Sai Fong; Slimy showed a lot of interest in her when she used to come up for Sports Day. Better safe than sorry, eh? Now we need to find that stunted half-wit Freddy; I can't believe he just left you like that; I'm going to kill him...no, I'm going to stamp him flat and nail him to the gates as a warning to others, the little shit; he's finally gone too far!"
I stuck close to Andy the rest of the day and through the buffet, which he seemed to appreciate; every time I looked up, it was to see his smile, and it was doing strange things to me; I'd blush and look down again, but not before I saw Andy blushing as well; after a while I realised we were flirting; low-key, to be sure, but flirting, nevertheless. But it didn't feel strange, or sick, or just plain revolting like it would if it was Freddy; it felt good, and warm, and nice.
In the general stir afterwards, as everyone circulated and chatted, Andy led me over to Sai Fong and Harry, with instructions to stay with them while he took care of something. I was afraid he was going hunting for Freddy, but he shook his head, reading my mind.
"It's okay, Lin, I just have to make a couple of calls; you stay here, I'll be back in a jiffy."
He disappeared for a few minutes, then came back shaking his head. I asked him what the matter was, and he grinned ruefully.
"I can't let you go back home this afternoon, not on the train by yourself, not with those two maggots on the loose, so I tried to get you a room at The Prince Rupert Hotel, but no luck; all their rooms are taken, ditto the Travelodge at Battlefield, and The Red Lion Hotel."
"I have a room booked at the Prince Rupert, because I'm playing in the testimonial match tomorrow, so, unless you can think of a better plan, you'll have to share my room, or, if you prefer, you can go home tonight to Cosford with Harry and Sai, and come back in the morning with Harry, then we can go home together after the match; what's your preference?"
There was no way I was letting Andy out of my sight; I felt safe with him, so I leaned over and kissed him on the cheek.
"I'm staying with my big brother tonight!" I breathed, watching his eyes as he started to blush, then grinned happily.
"I'm glad, Lin!" he murmured back, obviously feeling that 'something' fizzing between us, the way I was.
The rest of the afternoon and evening was a blur for me, because my head was full of thoughts of Andy; I now knew I really fancied him, but not in the way I'd had crushes on Harry, or Big Jack Cameron, or David Denham, pretty-boys all; this was a lot more definite, something deep down inside me telling me that this was what I really wanted, but now I was old enough to do something about it.
That pulled me up short; just what exactly did I want to do about it, anyway? Echo answereth not, so I pondered, and thought, and pondered some more, until the answer that had been staring at me all day popped into view and flagged me down. I would do whatever it took to make sure Andy knew I wanted him, and if he wanted me too, well, here I was. It seemed like a plan, and it looked like working, too, if all those smouldering glances and electric thrills each time we touched was anything to go by.
PART 2:
We left the reception early; it had been a long day, and the fright I'd had earlier had really taken it out of me; Andy saw me flagging, so said his goodbyes and hustled me down to the car. Ever since I was a little girl I'd always liked being driven in mother's Jag; it was so 1960's glamorous, and Andy drove it through the cobbled streets with the ease of long familiarity; it almost felt surreal, with the juxtaposition of the sleek E-type growling softly through twisting medieval streets back to the hotel, like a scene from a 60's art film by a French auteur.
The Prince Rupert is a late medieval half-timbered building on Butcher Row, and Andy booked me in as his guest, then ordered supper for the two of us in the dining room. We chatted while we ate, catching-up with family stuff, the latest news from the absent parents, his adventures at Edinburgh, but somehow managing to not talk about that...thing now rearing its head between us.
When we eventually went up to the room, I was starting to feel that somehow I would have to let him know what was happening inside me; all kinds of things were clicking into place whenever I thought of him, and I didn't know where to start, or if he'd even take me seriously. Going up to that room with him was an agony of apprehension for me, believe me!
The room itself was spectacular; walls panelled in stained walnut, thick carpets, candelabras on every flat surface, and a huge four-poster bed.
I refused to turn Andy out of his bed, as he'd had a long drive from Edinburgh, and a hard day coming up, but Andy, ever the caring big brother, wouldn't hear of it, and insisted on taking the ridiculous love-seat couch, which was about three feet too short for him to stretch out on; we argued back and forth, until I settled it by pulling the spare quilt out of the linen press and making a bed on the floor. Andy grinned, knowing when he was beaten, but then came the next problem.
As I'd originally had no intention of staying over, I had nothing to sleep in, no toiletries, and no change of underwear. Luckily the en-suite had new toothbrushes, soap, and lotions. Andy gave me his Shrewsbury Old Boys rugby jersey to sleep in, which just about covered my bum, but was made of stretchy Lycra and Gore-tex, so it was form-fitting, and I was immediately aware of my nipples sticking out from the friction of the material rubbing against them. Andy was trying to not see them, bless him, but I could see him reddening and looking away every time I looked up.
All washed and brushed, and tired-out after the stress of the day, I settled into my nest on the floor, adamant that I was comfortable there; I really didn't want to deprive poor Andy of his bed, knowing the tough match he was going to be playing in the morning, but he was still unhappy about it, and repeatedly offered to change places.
I of course refused, and so he switched off the light and I settled down to sleep.
Tried to, I should say. The events of that morning kept replaying in my mind and try as I might, sleep just wouldn't come. Every time I thought I was settling down, the image of Jack Fineman holding me pressed against him flashed into my mind, his slack, sneering mouth close enough to kiss, not that I'd ever have done that, I'd rather chew the leg off a leper, but it kept recurring, and I couldn't make it go away.
Also, just to make my day even more memorable, it was cold down there; in fact, it was bloody freezing. There was a persistent draught whistling from God knows where, only to be expected in a building as old as the Prince Rupert Hotel, but at least now I knew why four-poster beds had curtains. It was a warm summer night, and that bloody draught made it feel more like early winter.
Added to that was the fact the the floor was a lot harder than I'd counted on, even though I was rolled-up in a thick, doubled-over quilt. After what seemed like hours, I'd had enough; I was cold, I was dog-tired, and I was even more wide-awake than when we'd first settled down.
"Andy, Andy!" I whispered.
He shot upright.
"What, what is it Lin, what's the matter?" he stage-whispered.
"I can't sleep, Andy, and I'm cold; can I share with you please?" I quavered, and for answer he took my hand and helped me onto that lovely four-poster, pulling me into the warm spot he'd been lying in while he retrieved the pillows and quilt from the floor.



"Better now, sis?" he asked, and I nodded, nice and toasty-warm at last. Andy lay down on the covers next to me, and pulled the quilt up over both of us.
"I tried to tell you!" he grinned, "I've been waiting for you to climb off your high-horse and climb up here!" I smiled as I backed into him, feeling his warmth even through the covers.
"Go to sleep now, it's late and we've an early start. G'night, Lindy."
I felt a sudden, inexplicable rush of happiness that he'd remembered and used my baby name, and I snuggled even closer to him, pulled his arm across me, and quickly fell asleep, feeling safe now that my big brother had me.
*
I woke with from a dream about Slimy, Andy, Sai Fong and a whole bunch of other things all jumbled together, and fading even as I tried to recall them, to find that I was now facing him, on top of the bedclothes, with my hand inside his briefs and clasped firmly around his really impressive cock, and my panties pulled part way down, with his big, warm hand clasped in turn around my bum cheeks. My nipples were fully erect now, almost painfully so, and my pussy was throbbing with the need to rub against something soon.
I was still a virgin (well, technically, anyway) but not an ignoramus when it came to sex, and right now I was horny, and hot for a little relief; I needed it right now, and who better than my sexy big brother, the subject of a few dozen naughty thoughts over the evening, already half-naked in bed with me, with his hand in my panties.
I shifted my grip on him, freezing as he muttered my name, then carefully rubbed the hot, slick tip of his cock against myself, savouring the feel of the slippery hardness rubbing against my already swollen labia.
I kept this up for a while, but it wasn't enough, not by a long chalk; it seemed like half my life I'd been wanting him and waiting for him to make a move on me. All those feelings this evening, all the things I'd been feeling for years, now was the time to let them finally come out. But not like this. His lips were close, so close, so I leaned forward and licked his lips, then kissed him, gently at first, but then his lips parted and I pushed my tongue between them, rubbing my tongue against his as I kissed him harder.
Andy moaned in his sleep, and his hand flexed as he tightened his grip on my bum, pulling me closer so my pussy was rubbing against him. I couldn't help but start to grind against him, loving the feel of his hardness rubbing between my labia and grinding against my clitoris, pleasure zipping through me as we ground together.
My hands slipped around his neck, holding him to me as we kissed, and then his eyes flickered open.
"Lin...what...oh God, Lin...wha...!" he mumbled, before I kissed him again, then let him go.
"Shush, no talking Andy, just kiss me!" I whispered, and he smiled before gathering me into his arms and kissing me like I'd always hoped I'd be kissed one day. As he kissed me, his hands slipped down to caress and squeeze my bum, pulling me close to him again as our sexes ground and slid together. He slid my panties down so I could kick them off; I did likewise to him, and now my hands roamed over his naked, wonderful body, holding and squeezing and caressing the perfect physical specimen that was my big brother.
I broke away for a moment so I could sit up and pull off the rugby jersey, smiling as Andy gazed happily at my breasts, and stretched my arms to make them lift and point at him. That was all the invitation he needed to pull me down and suck my stiff nipples while he squeezed my bum cheeks, holding me against him so our sexes slipped and ground together again, making me writhe with the pleasurable sensations flooding through me and making my swollen pussy twitch.
I knew that at some point very soon I was going to fuck him, and the thought made me glow hotly, a sweet, clean anticipation filling me. The time was right, and he was the one, he was the only man in the world I was ever going to give myself to, of that I was sure.
Andy pulled away from nuzzling me to look straight at me.
"Sis, this is important, listen to me; we can stop now, nothing's happened. If you want to stop, I want you to know I won't mind, honestly; Lin, I don't want you to think you have to do...something, anything with me, just because you think I want to. Are you listening?"
To answer him, I slid up against him and once again rubbed my wet pussy against his iron-hard cock, kissing him lightly as I did.
"Andy, please, I want this, I'm ready for this, and I want it from you, no-one else; are YOU listening?"
Andy stroked my hair as he smiled at me.
"Yes, I am. Are you sure about this? Once we go there, it's done, no going back. Have you really, really thought about this, Lin, about what it means?"
As he said it, I realised it was what I'd always wanted; all those strange, indefinable longings over the years, all those feelings that welled-up inside me when I thought about Andy, and only him, suddenly all that came into focus and finally made sense.
I pulled him closer, kissing him.
"I've always known what I wanted; it was always going to be you, Andy, only you, and I need you now...!" I whispered.
He pulled me closer, kissing me as he held me tight. Then he rolled over onto his back, taking me with him. I lay on him, feeling the pulse beat of the blood in his engorged penis as it lay sandwiched between us.
"Do it this way, Lin, your first time, it's better for you..." he murmured, and so I sat up astride him and raised myself up, holding him as I rubbed the tip of his cock once again through my wetness, then, with only a little trepidation, slowly, oh, so slowly, pushed myself down onto him as I held him immobile.
It hurt, but not like I'd been led to believe it would; I had no 'cherry' to bust, to put it crudely; thirteen years of riding, hockey, netball and gymnastics, then fingers and tampons had taken care of that. He was so big, the act of penetrating me was stretching me, and it did hurt a little, but it also felt good; Andy was obviously feeling something good too, if the look on his face was anything to go by. I kept slowly sliding more and more of him into me, and then suddenly there was no more; he was fully inside me, I'd taken all of him!
I waited a few seconds for the pain to ease up, and Andy didn't push me to do anything, bless him; true to his word, he was letting me do this at my own pace. The feel of him inside me was wonderful; the feeling of being so full was incredible, and when he twitched inside me, I nearly cried out at how wonderful it felt. I slumped down against him, my heart racing as I realised I was now actually having sex, for real, with a guy, my guy, my Andy!
As I lay against him, he shifted position, and the movement inside me felt so good I began moving against him. Andy pumped slowly into me, the feel of him slowly sliding in and out of me was out of this world, and I intertwined my fingers with his as I began to move with him. Andy pushed against my hands, and I realised he wanted me to sit upright again; once I did, he began pumping his hips against me, and that's when the penny dropped, and I began grinding against him as he slid in and out of me.
As we pumped and ground together, I could feel the stirrings of orgasm deep inside me; the faster I moved, the closer they curled, and the more intense they became, tantalising me, showing me what was possible. Andy sensed my need, and held my hips as he began pumping harder and faster into me as I squirmed and rubbed against him, until, with a blast of white heat, the most intense orgasm I'd ever experienced broke and surged through me.
I hope that room was soundproof, because I screamed like a banshee at the sheer mind-blowing intensity of my release, all my nerve-endings crackling and sparkling as the pleasure swept through and through me, like nothing I'd ever felt before.
I slumped down on my brother, my heart fluttering, and Andy rolled us over so now I was underneath him; he kissed me, clamping his mouth over mine as he began pumping himself into me, long, sweeping strokes that seemed never-ending, pouring pleasure into me all over again. I wrapped my legs around his waist to pull him closer, and that brought my clitoris up into contact with him as he pounded into me, the friction sweeping orgasm after orgasm through me.
Suddenly, he groaned and shuddered, stopping dead, all his muscles tensing as his cock flexed and pulsed inside me, the heat of his ejaculation filling me completely. At that I came one last time, my love for him pulling me into an inferno of pleasure as we shook and trembled together.
He slowly pulled himself out of me and slumped down next to me, pulling me close to kiss me again, his soft, warm hand completely covering my buttock as he held me close. We stared into each other's eyes for what seemed like hours, the full meaning of what we'd just done suddenly hitting both of us.
Andy looked unworried; I was too; whatever had happened here was because we wanted it, it was a long time coming, and it was ours now. Andy smiled as he stroked a few stray hairs away from my face so he could kiss me as lovingly as he had earlier on.
Suddenly, though, he yanked away and stared at me in horror.
"Oh dear God, Lin, I...inside you...I didn't even ask, oh Christ, what have we done...!"
I grinned and put my finger on his lip to silence him.
"It's alright Andy, I'm safe, you're okay, we're okay!"
He looked unconvinced.
"How can you say that, I should have pulled out, suppose you get...!"
Once again I silenced him.
"It's not going to happen, sweetie, do shut up and listen! I'm safe, I have protection! Andy, I'm on the pill, stop worrying!"
He actually deflated with relief, collapsing in on himself into a lovely soft, warm, 'Andy-Cushion' for me to cuddle up against. I wriggled around until we were face to face again, and kissed him on that delicious cleft chin of his.
"Mine now, okay? All of you is mine now, understand, Mr. Andrew Clive Grosvenor-Edgeworth? I don't care who knows, I don't care if Mr. & Mrs. Invisible Parental Unit find out, and I doubt they'd give a flying shit anyway; from now on you're mine. Got it?"
Andy grinned tiredly and squeezed my bum as he kissed the tip of my nose.
"Funny thing, Lin; I was just going to say the same thing! If Freddy objects, I'll hammer a rugby ball up his arse, but I don't think he will; after what happened today I think he probably think he knows he's going to be persona non grata for a long time to come, so I expect he'll stay holed up in a smelly little bolt-hole somewhere until he thinks it's safe to come out, and when he does, I'm going to clobber him. He won't come out for a while, though, so he's out of the picture, so it's just you and me, so what shall we do all summer long?"
My plan for the summer, such as it was, now revolved around hauling him into my bedroom when we got home and keeping him chained in bed with me, but first things first; I wanted to see my darling twin brother one last time, because I wanted to hold him by the scruff of his neck so I could kick him so hard up the arse his nose bled; when I told Andy he laughed.
"You'll have to get in line, you bloodthirsty little menace; you know Jack Cameron has a younger sister?"
I did, but I'd never met her. Andy grinned as he told me.
"Jack's sister is half-Japanese, her name's Teruko, and she's beautiful; she looks like a model, you have to see her to understand just how exquisite she is. Jack put the voodoo word out on her; touch my kid sister and you die, painfully."
He grinned at the memory.
"Freddy obviously felt it didn't apply to him, and went sniffing around her; she objected, told her mother, who told Jack, who's now looking for Freddy. In deference to me, he waited until after I left and went to uni, as he wasn't going to pound on my kid brother while I was around, but I gave him permission to flay the little kerb-sniffer alive if he ever surfaces again."
I asked him why Jack was so fiercely protective over his little sister, not that there was anything wrong with that. Andy gave a small indulgent smile.
"Because he's crazy about her; Jack's been in love with Teruko since the day he met her, although you couldn't get him to admit it under torture; everyone else knows, though, and no-one cares, but that's why no-one has ever seriously made a pass at her; that, and because Jack will kill them if they do. Good luck to both of them, I say!"
I grinned at that; it looked like Freddy was going to be too busy ducking and weaving to trouble us. Andy continued.
"You have to understand the difference between Freddy and Slimy Fineman, Lin; Freddy's not wicked, he's not even bad, he's just young and stupid; too stupid to be a real bad-guy, no matter that he thinks he is, and just stupid enough to do bloody stupid things and think he can get away with them, but that's all. He'll grow out of it one day, when he works out who he is, then you'll see the real Freddy."
Andy looked pensive, his eyes far away.
"I know I said I was okay with Big Jack giving him a good tanning, but that was just me being dramatic; Freddy's a cocky twerp, but he's still my kid brother, and I won't let anyone hurt him, not that Jack would; he's not a bully, and I know even you'll forgive him eventually; in the meantime, let him think he's on the run, it'll be good for him!"
He sighed, and turned to face me.
"Jack Fineman, though, he's a real low-class piece of work; he goes out of his way to be a prick, and I don't know why; he's been like that since we were preps, and he's never going to change, not until someone beats the stuffing out of him. If I catch him, after today's little escapade, I'll gladly do it; some lessons need to be learned the hard way."
He sighed again.
"It's his family I feel for; his father was my Classics Master and Housemaster, he's a good man, his mother is a really nice lady, his sister's a great girl, they're all good people, so I don't know how or why he turned out that way."
A sudden thought struck me, hard on the heels of what he'd said about Freddy, and I turned to Andy in consternation. His attention switched to me immediately.
"What, what's the matter, Lin, what happened?"
My lip trembled as I tried to say what I wanted to say, what I'd just realised.
"Andy, I'm sorry, I never even asked you, I just jumped on you, oh God, oh God, what was I thinking, I'm sorry, I did what Freddy did, I never even asked you...!"
Andy pulled me close, hugging me as I cried against him; how could I have been so stupid? My own brother! What kind of screw-up was I? Of all the available boys in the whole bloody world, I had to go and throw myself at my own brother...and now, now, we'd done the unthinkable!! Oh Fucking Christ, how did I manage to bugger things up so completely?
Andy soothed me the way he'd done when I was young, rubbing my back while rocking me gently, calming me, whispering to me.
"Ssshh, calm down, it's alright, you only did what I wanted to do! I've been thinking about you for so long, Sis, if I knew you wanted me like that I'd have come and taken you away long ago! If we did anything wrong, then we're both to blame, but I don't care, Lin, long as I have you! Stop crying, Lindy, please!"
As his words percolated through the fog of guilt and remorse I perked-up; he was saying what I'd been feeling; he wasn't angry, or guilty, or ashamed; he wanted me, he still wanted me!
Andy passed me his shirt so I could wipe my eyes (and have a crafty wipe of my nose as well...) then his hands slipped down to once more cup my bottom as he pulled me close.
"You're mine now, so no more tears, from now on, you've got me, and I've got you, so no more of this..this guilt stuff. What we do now is for us, no-one else. I love you, Lin, and I have since we were kids, so now we can do this, if it's what you really want. I also don't think the 'rents will give two shits what we do, so this is what we'll do; we've got all summer to work this out, and you can make up your mind what you want; either way, I won't pressure you. If you want to back away and stay in uni in London, fair enough, I'll respect your decision; you're still my little sister, after all! If, on the other hand, you can't do the whole 'uni' thing, and you want to be with me, call me and I'll come and get you like a flash. Think about it, Lindy."
I didn't have to; a whole summer with him? Lead me to it! I did have one thing to say, though.
"Andy, I really want you, but I want to go to university, too; can I at least try the first year? If I can't bear to be without you, maybe I can transfer to Edinburgh..."
Andy squeezed and jiggled my bottom, making me squirm as he pulled my cheeks apart.
"Baby, if that's what you want to do, then that's fine with me; just give it a fair chance first, that's all I ask; be true to yourself, Lin. I can and will wait, I promise!"
That was really what I wanted to hear, and it made me feel warm and safe all over again; Andy, my Andy loved me the way I loved him, and he'd promised to wait for me; right then I was the happiest girl on the planet. As I settled against him, he once again pulled the covers up over me; the warmth of his body tingling through me as I spooned against him, and his reassuring arm around me was all I needed to send me off into a deep and satisfied sleep.
*
I woke with the bright morning sun in my eyes. Andy was nowhere to be seen, but I could hear the shower in the en-suite, and as I came fully awake, he walked out, a towel around his waist, towelling his hair vigorously. I stared at him again, admiring his body. He grinned at me and cocked an eyebrow quizzically.
"What, did I miss something?" he grinned, and I smiled back, drinking in the sight of my perfect man.
"What time is it, big man?" I asked, and he pointed to the clock on the bedside.
"Right next to you, sleepyhead. Time you were up, we have things to do!"
It was 8:30, what could I possibly have to do at that time of the morning? The match Andy was playing in kicked-off at 1:30 p.m., so I had five hours to laze, and revel in him.
"Come on you, get showered, we have an appointment at Rackham's at 9:00, get moving slowcoach!"
Rackham's is the department store in Shrewsbury High Street, just a short walk from the hotel.
"Why are we going to Rackham's, Andy?" I enquired, and he grinned.
"Unless you plan on walking around all day in yesterday's clothes and underwear, we're going shopping. I already called ahead and opened an account for you, so you can shop yourself out; now get a move on!"
I looked at him pityingly.
"Andrew, I have to wear yesterday's knickers, I don't have any others! Unless...wait a minute; you want me to go traipsing around Shrewsbury town centre in a short summer dress with no panties on? I don't bloody think so!"
Andy sat on the bed and pulled me closer and slipped his hand under the bedclothes to squeeze my bottom as he licked my lips.
"It's just a short walk, sis, come on, give the locals a cheap thrill, it'll be fun!"
I snorted.
"For you, maybe, you pervert! If I'd known you were such a deviant I'd have never let you near my lady-garden! You just want me to walk around while you get a secret, unhallowed thrill out of knowing all my lady-bits are getting an airing!"
He grinned and nodded in defeat, and tugged me out of bed to have a shower. Once I was all nice and clean, I realised he was right; I'd worn my panties all day and half the night, I really didn't want to put them on again, so I didn't, instead slipping my sundress on when his back was turned, and stuffing my panties into my bag. Once my hair was properly dried, we set off to do some shopping.
At Rackham's, we stopped at the Customer Service desk to pick up my store card, took a few moments to goggle at my spending limit, courtesy of Andy and his own trust-fund, then I showed him how to indulge in intense retail therapy; first to the underwear section, where I couldn't decide between the La Perla and the 'Agent Provocateur' ranges, so he made me take both, ranging from 'demure, girly-girly English country-house virgin' to 'raunchy Parisian Bondage Slut', so I rewarded him by quickly flipping up the hem of my dress and showing him what was under there.



His eyes widened, then he smiled, a calculating smile; at that point I decided to cut short my shopping, because I wanted to see where that smile wanted to go, especially with me dressed in that wonderfully feminine, supremely slutty lingerie he'd just bought me, but Andy wanted one more thing for me; I couldn't go to the match in the same dress and shoes I'd worn the previous day, so he bought me a new sundress, matching shoes, and even a small suitcase to take all my purchases home in.
All done, I led Andy back to the hotel, planning what I was going to wear first; he was in for a few surprises!
*
Watching Andy play the Shrewsbury 6th Form First XV, I was amazed he had the energy, after the morning we'd had, but he looked tireless, he, Jack and Harry, the Front Row that had decimated so many other teams, and seemingly unstoppable. I have to give it up to the boys from Shrewsbury; having an opposing team composed of a mixture of England, Fiji, New Zealand and Wales International's didn't faze them, and they gave as good as they got; no doubt someone was making notes to pass to the England and Lions selectors sometime soon...
The Shrewsbury Old Boys won, but only by a narrow margin, I have to say; there were definitely faces to watch out for in the school team, youngsters who were going to make the England selectors sit up and take note. The Old Boys, led by Jack and Harry, cheered the school team off the pitch, and then came the presentations and obligatory trophy filled with beer passed around the teams. Andy had a coke, it was a long drive home, then they showered, said their goodbyes, and we were soon on the road, heading home for the summer. Andy obviously loved every second of goosing that big V12 engine, while I dozed happily, the morning running through my head once again.
*
When we got back to our room after shopping, Andy had grabbed me, his hands all over me as we kissed like maniacs; walking around town in a short dress, with no panties on, knowing what it was doing to him, had definitely ratcheted-up my libido, and right now, all I wanted was a large bite of my brother. Amazingly, he seemed to be in complete agreement, so we wrestled happily for a while, kissing and groping. I was at a distinct disadvantage; all he had to do was hike-up my hem and my nakedness was there for him to play with, but Andy, sweet boy that he was, played nice, only squeezing and teasing, and generally working me into a frenzy. Luckily we had at least three hours to damp down the fires, but I didn't want to waste any time when we could be naked; I so wanted to see him naked, and I definitely wanted to see that thick cock of his in full daylight.
Andy tried unzipping me, but I fought him off (reluctantly, to be sure...), because I wanted him to peel me out of some of that scanty, decadent silk frilliness he'd just shelled out for, so while he peeled off, I slipped into the bathroom to play dress-up for him. When I came out in my bathrobe, his eyes were dancing with anticipation.
"Let me see you, Lin." he smiled, so I turned my back and undid my robe. I'd imagined this scene, or one very like it, for a long time now, and I wanted to enjoy every second of the strip I was going to do for him. I slowly slid the robe down to first show him my bare shoulders, then lower, to expose my back, then lower, so he could see and appreciate the V-line panties I was wearing, before dropping the robe and turning around.
My bra was basically two fine mesh cups with a black ribbon across the middle, hiding my nipples, but nothing much else, and the matching V-line panties cupped my crotch but did little to conceal me. Andy's eyes sparkled as he took in the lace-topped hold-ups and black pumps.
"You like?" I smiled, doing my best to look alluring, and he just nodded, grinning like a pumpkin as I posed for him.
"God, Lin, you look incredible! Don't move, I just want to take you all in!" he breathed, so I did a slow twirl for him, showing him how those skimpy panties disappeared into the crack of my bottom; I think he liked the view, judging by the sharp intake of breath!
I reached back and unsnapped my bra, and suddenly he was behind me, his lips on my neck as his hands slid up my waist and cupped my boobs. As I said before, I'm not blessed with an over-abundance of boy-bait, but the girls seemed to fit his hands nicely, and it felt so nice to have his warm, soft hands holding my bouncers and gently rubbing my nipples with the palms of his hands.
His lips on my neck were bringing me out in goosebumps, making me gasp in pleasure as I closed my eyes to enjoy what he was doing with me, and I suddenly realised he'd dropped his robe too, because I could feel something hot and hard pressing against my bum. I slid my hands down his sides, feeling the firm muscles of his abdomen, then reaching behind me, I circled the head of his cock with my fingers, making him gasp this time, and squeeze and rub my breasts even more firmly.
Andy slid my panties down, nestling his cock between my cheeks, and one of his hands slid down my tummy to slowly stroke me between my thighs. I'd taken the time to shave myself earlier, something he obviously appreciated, as he whispered "Nice!" before slipping his finger into me and frigging me gently.
I was nearly going out of my mind now; we were naked, his cock felt like an iron bar, and the fact I'd been a virgin this time yesterday meant absolutely nothing. Andy had loved me so well, so tenderly, and so considerately, that all I wanted was more of him, much more, and him tickling and probing my pussy like that was slowly but surely making me bananas.
I was hunching myself against his hand, rubbing his cock up and down in the cleft of my bum, obviously working him up as much as he was me, to judge by his breathing, and his pounding heartbeat as he held me tight against his chest. Suddenly he spun me round, and as his hands clutched my bum to pull me against him, our lips glued together as he kissed me like a whirlwind, lights, bells and whistles going off in my head as he kissed me with every ounce of himself in his kiss.
He tugged me toward the bed, but there was something I wanted to do first, something I'd imagined and fantasised about for so long now, and this was my chance. Andy quirked an eyebrow at me, then a slow grin lit up his face as I slid to my knees and took hold of that lovely cock arching out from the curly nest of wiry hair at the apex of his thighs. I didn't know how long it was, I didn't have a ruler, and I didn't care; it was big enough that I couldn't get my hand all the way around it, and long enough to make me happy, but it fitted perfectly in me, it felt wonderful in me, and that was all that mattered to me; right now I wanted to taste him, to suck him, to do something for him my friends and I had talked about, wondered about, and lied about for years.
As I squeezed and played with it, examining him closely for the first time, I was struck by how perfect, how beautiful it was, how thick and solid it was, how glossy and shiny the large purple head was, and how soft and velvety his balls felt as I cupped and gently massaged them, making him hiss and shift his weight. Andy reached down to cup my chin and pull my head up so he could look into my eyes.
"You don't have to, Lin..." he murmured, and to answer him, I licked my lips and slid them over the tip of that beautiful penis, sliding back the smooth foreskin as I did. I could just about fit him in my mouth, and he tasted wonderful; salty, and a hint of tangy sweetness, and a faint, metallic undertone, and a whole medley of other, more subtle tastes and scents, all melding into one delicious taste, my man.
I sucked harder now, no longer tentative; now I was eager to see where this would take me, and so I sucked and licked, my head bobbing on his shaft even as instinct made me slowly pump his shaft and gently squeeze and cup his balls, feeling them slowly retract until they were clustered tightly under the base of his cock.
"Lin...enough...I'm...Lin, no..." he muttered, but I wanted this, and so I sucked and gave one last pumping squeeze of his shaft, and with that he groaned out loud as his penis twitched, swelling up until I thought it would jam in my mouth. I actually felt the spunk surge up his cock and into my mouth. I swallowed as fast as I could; it was that or choke, as spurt after spurt of the stuff filled my mouth, but it wasn't as bad as I'd been led to believe; he tasted salty, and tangy, and slightly sweet, and the texture was creamy. Amanda Bradenham had spread it around that it was like having someone spit a mouthful of snot into your mouth, and it had made her nauseous, but it wasn't like that for me; it tasted quite nice, and I knew I'd do this again, and I'd enjoy it.
He finished shooting, and I licked and sucked the last drops out of him, cleaning him of all trace of his explosion. As I pulled away from him, he sagged slightly and dropped heavily onto the bed, pulling me up to sit astride him.
"Where did you learn THAT, sis?" he grinned, and I gently nipped the end of his nose.
"Here, just now, with you! You like, Effendi?"
He jiggled my bottom, making me squirm against him.
"Me like, me keep you!" he grinned. "And now it's your turn, Lin; come here, you!"
He lay back and rolled over, so now he was on top of me, kissing me gently, irresistibly, my lips, my neck, then my shoulders and down to my breasts, making me gasp and buck as he pulled my nipples between his lips, then further down, over my stomach, my belly-button, then all of a sudden, his breath was hot and exciting on my suddenly acutely sensitive slit.
I waited, tensely, for what was coming, but when it did, the sensation literally had me seeing stars; as his lips closed around my throbbing clitoris, and he sucked as he rubbed his tongue over it, orgasm exploded inside me, fireworks shooting through me as I shuddered uncontrollably, unable to even scream as the full force of release blanked all my senses.
Andy slid back up against me and grinned as I spread my legs, showing him what I wanted, and as he mounted me, sliding that lovely thick cock into me again and again, my mind dissolved into a welter of orgasmic delight. I don't know how many times I came as he fucked me; all I remember clearly is the overwhelming need I had for him, and seeing that same need reflecting back at me from his eyes, and the joyful pleasure we gave each other as we joined again and again.
We made love three more times that morning, Andy always the tender, considerate lover, filling me with his seed again and again , and if he weren't playing in that rugby match, I would have kept him there all day and night.
*
On the drive home, I only had one thought in my mind; how could I work it so we could be together? Every time I looked at him, Andy would grin and squeeze my hand, or rub my thigh, and if the drive had been only a little longer I think I'd have made him stop at a motorway Travelodge for some rest and another close encounter of the spunky kind.
As it was, we made good time and arrived home in the early evening. I made no bones about my intentions, dragging him into my room, where I had a Queen-size bed; by my reckoning, it was time for another between-the-sheets wrestling match, and I seriously needed pinning. Andy could only grin happily as he followed me in and closed the door firmly.
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Michael Sheridan stretched languidly, relishing the warmth of the bed; he'd have to get up soon, and drive all the way to Tidworth, not an appetising prospect right now; winter had closed in early this year, and the early November weather was already damp, frigid, and chill enough to go right through a Barbour jacket and into the bone; he briefly toyed with the idea of calling in sick, but discarded it; too many people were counting on him being in place today for him to play truant, so he regretfully mashed his alarm before it went off, and gently pinched the delectable, snowy-white rump so enticingly near at hand.
"Come on, Lissa, wakey-wakey, Princess, six o'clock and all's well this lovely frosty morning! Come on, Sleeping Beauty, shake a leg!"
The pretty redhead stirred and rolled over to face him, her lips curved in a sleepy smile even as her hands toyed with him under the covers.
"There's no such time as six in the bloody morning, you military-minded oaf; go back to sleep..." she yawned, and huddled closer to him, her stiff nipples against his chest a reminder (as if he needed one!) of just how hot this lovely girl was. His hand slipped down to pinch her bottom again, but lingered instead to cup and squeeze, and slowly massage.
Lissa responded by moaning happily and wriggling against him, her nipples sweeping across his chest as her dampening pussy, innocent of any hair, slipped wetly against him, making his cock rise to the occasion.
"You're a very naughty girl!" he chided, sliding his fingers between her sexy buttocks to rub her tight little rosebud as she giggled throatily and ground against him that much harder. "C'mon, Lissa, I've got a meeting in two hours at Salisbury Plain, and you know what the bloody A4's like in the rush hour!"
"You like me when I'm good, but you adore me when I'm bad, don't you, Mikey-baby?" she baby-talked at him, grinding even harder against him at the same time.
At that point he resigned himself to being late; when Lissa wanted to play, the world could go hang until she'd had her fun, or at least that was what it felt like. Not that he was complaining, of course; Lissa was just about the sexiest, horniest, most uninhibited girl he'd ever had the good fortune to bed, and the fact she'd given herself to him so freely filled him with a mixture of wonder and deep, deep gratitude she'd picked him at all, when she could have had any man she chose.
Lissa kissed him softly, her lips, as always soft and pliant, a wonder against his, and causing him to stiffen even further, a fact she noticed right away. With a sudden heave she rolled him onto his back and slid on top of him, straddling him even as she lay on his chest, her kisses once more doing their work as his need for her surged higher and higher. The fact he had a breakfast meeting suddenly seemed supremely unimportant; fuck 'em; if those doddery old farts at Whitehall had a blistering hot, red-headed sex-bomb in their beds they'd skip a few meetings too!
Mike's hands slid down to cup and squeeze her firm little bottom, moulding and massaging the cheeks, as she kissed him hotly.
"If you're going to wake me in the middle of the bloody night, mister 'oh, so punctual Michael Sheridan', you can bloody well pay for it!" she grinned, her grey eyes dancing as she ground slowly against him, the pressure sweet torture against his already swollen cock.
Mike's self-control gave way, and so he lifted her slightly, freeing his cock from its prison between them; Lissa immediately took hold of him, grinning wickedly as she slowly, slowly rubbed the swollen tip against her hot, wet pussy.
"Look what you've done to me, Mikey!" she grinned. "You made me all gooshy! Just remember, whatever happens next, you brought it on yourself!"
Mike grinned and pulled her down against him even as he thrust upwards with his hips. Lissa groaned as he slid into her depths, once more stretching her with his girth.
"Ohhh, fuck, every time you do that...ohhh God, it feels so good!" she quavered, biting his jaw gently as she began slowly circling her hips, squeezing him as she worked him around inside her. It was Mike's turn to groan softly as she did the one thing guaranteed to drive him completely bananas.
"Don't...don't...Lissa, don't do that, you know..." he protested feebly as she ground herself against him, rhythmically squeezing him as she rubbed against him.
"What, this?" she grinned, one eyebrow raised, squeezing faster, harder, making him groan out loud. He couldn't help but begin to pump in and out of her, keeping time with her, both of them grinding and humping faster and harder against the other as their excitement rose.
Lissa broke first, her pussy squeezing him tight as her orgasm blasted through her. The sudden constriction around him, the rush of warmth against him, that was all Mike needed, and with a hoarse groan he too climaxed, spurting endlessly inside her as orgasm also took hold of him.
Mike slumped back, his bones singing from the sudden onrush of pleasure, feeling Lissa quake and shudder on him as the aftershocks of her orgasm continued to rush through her, until she, too, slumped down, drained and, for the moment at least, sated.
Eventually, Mike stirred, glanced somewhat blearily at his watch, then smacked Lissa lightly on her tight, smackable little bottom.
"Lissa, come on, I really have to go to work; if we shower together we can save half an hour; I think I can still make it in on time! Come on, Princess, let's go, please!"
Lissa groaned softly and raised her head.
"One kiss, stud, pay me with a kiss!"
Mike grinned and kissed her properly, no quick brush of the lips, and rolled onto his side. Lissa kissed him quickly on the tip of his nose in return, and slid out of bed, slipping on his shirt to scoot into the bathroom and turn the shower on, giving it a few seconds to reach a comfortable temperature, then returning to the bedroom and pulling the bedclothes off the still slightly-dazed Mike.
"Come on, Mike, you woke me up, now suffer!" she grinned, herding him into the bathroom and dropping his shirt before stepping into the shower cubicle.
As always, Mike took time to admire her; Lissa was a good seven inches shorter that his own 6"1', but had such good posture, a consequence of her pastime of riding and show-jumping, that people just assumed she was taller. Her Titian-red hair hung almost to her waist, but she normally wore it in a ponytail, or clubbed-up into a thick, intricately braided queue if she was riding in a competition. Her skin was pale, much paler than his, and, unlike so many redheads, she had no more than a light dusting of pale freckles on her cheek bones and the bridge of her nose. Her small, firm, upturned breasts were crowned with delicate, rose-pink nipples that protruded a full half-inch when she was aroused, and her labia were waxed bare. To complete the picture, she had a round, shapely bottom and flared hips, accentuating her slim waist and flat stomach.
"Michael, hello, Earth to Michael, I thought you were in a hurry!" came her voice, snapping him out of his rapt study of her, and, grinning ruefully, he stepped into the small cubicle, made even smaller by the two of them crowding in there, although the up-side was that he got to enjoy himself soaping her back and points south, and Lissa returned the favour, threatening to bring up even more cause for delay.
Mike managed to control his urges, not easy to do with a sexy, naked, slippery girl wriggling and jiggling about next to him, but he somehow managed to rinse them both off, giving Lissa a couple of friendly squeezes while he was about it. All done, they quickly dried-off, Mike helping Lissa to dry her beautiful mane of hair, then they quickly brushed their teeth, dressed and grabbed their warm jackets, and sped for the door. It was still dark; full daylight was a good 45 minutes away at this time of year, and Mike walked her to her car, a blue 2006 Toyota MR-2 that had seen better days.
Lissa opened the door, pulled him close and kissed him one more time.
"Are you coming over this evening, Mikey? Mum and dad would really like it if you did; they haven't seen you in months!"
Mike's face tightened, causing Lissa to purse her lips in exasperation.
"You have to see them sooner or later, Mike; they're your parents too, you know..."
Mike looked at her levelly, and Lissa knew that look; she loved her brother to the ends of the earth and back, but when he got that stubborn look on his face...
"We'll see; I'll call ahead if I can make it. I love you, Lissa."
Lysette Sheridan pulled her younger brother closer and cupped his face in both hands as she kissed him deeply.
"And I love you too, my darling pig-headed brother, although sometimes I really, really wonder why!"
Mike watched her reverse out of her space, waved as she flicked the lights at him, then ran over to his Pajero, already mentally laying-out his route to Tidworth, and computing how long it would take him to get there from his house in Newbury, in the county of Berkshire.
*
Lissa set the table for dinner, and was just wondering whether to set a place for Mike when the doorbell rang. She rushed to the door and opened it, to see him standing there, grinning slightly sheepishly.
"I was in the area...!" he began, but was smothered by her hug. Lissa looked around, and, seeing no sign of their parents, planted her lips on his in a deep, wet kiss, her tongue rubbing along his. Mike responded just as hotly, his hands slipping down to circle her waist, then quickly squeezing her bottom, making Lissa grind against him, almost forgetting where they were.
"I thought you were going to call! I'm so glad you came, Mikey!" she whispered, then backed away slightly as her mother poked her head out of the kitchen.
"Who is it Lissa...Oh, Michael, you came, thank you darling! Lissa said you were up at Salisbury Plain today. I did wonder if you'd come over!"
Mike slipped in and shut the door behind him, tugging off his waxed jacket and hanging it on a coat-hook before hugging his mother. At nearly 50, Brigitte Sheridan was a tall, elegant woman, an older, taller version of her daughter, her rich, bright copper hair only now beginning to be threaded with grey, with the same sparkling grey eyes, and the same bright smile.
"You don't come by nearly often enough, sweetheart..." she began, stopping as she felt him tense.
"Yes, I know, I'm sorry, Michael, I won't bring it up again! Go on through, sweetheart; make yourself comfortable. Your father's upstairs, but he'll be down in a minute."
Mike relaxed, but the hard part was yet to come; somewhere close at hand was his father, John, and Mike knew that his father, after cursory table-talk, would inevitably swing the conversation back to the one bone of contention that lay between them; he always did it; somehow, he managed to turn the conversation around and bring it up yet again, and then the argument would start, until finally Mike flared up and stormed out, usually absenting himself from his parents' home for months afterwards.
Lissa tugged him into the lounge, closing the door and backing him into it so she could kiss him properly.
"God, I missed you!" she breathed, when she finally broke their kiss, grinning at his slightly glazed expression.
"Mikey, please, when he starts, please, please, just ignore it; just give him 'yes, sir, no sir, three bags full, sir', or he'll move onto Reason 687 for why you made a wrong choice at university! Just do it for me, please, Mikey? Don't take the bait, baby; he always pushes your buttons; don't let him do it this time!"
Mike grinned, nodded, and pulled her close for a quick, heartfelt kiss, and a last squeeze of her deliciously firm bottom, before the sound of their father's tread on the stairs told them it was time to act normally.
John Sheridan shook hands genially with his son, asking deliberately non-controversial questions about his job, his house, the Civil Service in general, and Mike started to uncoil inside; perhaps his father had finally tired of the same old argument and had given up baiting him.
When they went in to dinner, the atmosphere had warmed, and both his mother and Lysette were relaxed, smiling and bantering; all was going well, no sharp comments or caustic little jibes, until they were eating dessert, a plum roll Brigitte was an expert at making, and Mike's favourite dessert for as long as he could remember.
Then it happened. John paused, looked at Mike, and smiled across the table at him.
"You know Mike, we still have an associate place at the practice; I've been hoping you'd consider taking it up. After all, footling around on military sites may be alright for some, but you...well, you could be doing so much better for yourself..."
Dead silence reigned, broken only as Mike dropped his spoon and pushed himself away from the table. He cocked an eyebrow at John, a gesture he knew his father particularly disliked, and smiled sardonically as he wiped his mouth and dropped the napkin onto his plate.
"Well done, dad; I was hoping to get through this evening without coming back to that, but all the time I was wondering how long it would take you to go there. How many times do I have to tell you? I don't want to be an architect, I'm not interested in being an architect, I don't like the thought of working with a bunch of architects, and I particularly don't want to work for you!"
John's face hardened, while Lissa and her mother exchanged apprehensive glances, both of them wondering how it would end this time.
"All I want is for you to make something of yourself...!" his father began, only for Mike to cut him short.
"I am something! I have a great job, a good and clear career path, and I like what I do! If you don't like it, dad, that's really not my problem. Nothing you can say or do is going to change how I feel; after the hundreds of times I've told you, I would have thought you'd have listened at least once; apparently not. I promised Lissa I wouldn't get into this with you, so it stops here, because I'm leaving, now, before one of us says something they'll regret! Mum, if you'll excuse me, I'm sorry, I have to go now. Lissa, can I speak with you in private, please?"
John bridled.
"Michael Sheridan, just where the hell do you think you're going? Sit down this instant. This is my house, and I will have my say, and you're going to shut up and listen for once!"
Mike cocked that eyebrow at him again, infuriating him even more.
"No, dad, I've heard it all before. I wasn't interested then, I'm not interested now. You coming, Lissa?"
Mike stood up and pushed his chair back, bent over to kiss his stunned mother, and flicked his gaze over his father, who refused to look at him as he left, patting Lissa on the shoulder as he left the room. Once he was outside in the hall, Lissa rounded on her father.
"Why do you always do that? You always belittle him, why? He did so well at university; he landed a plum job with the civil service; he never took a penny from you all through uni; he worked three jobs, he did everything for himself, and yet you take snide little digs at him every chance you get! What's the matter with you, dad? You bitch and moan about how he never comes home, and when he does, he's not here for an hour before you drive him out the door again! Why is it always me who has to go and apologise to him for you? Why are you so bloody stiff-necked when it comes to him? No wonder he never comes here anymore!"
Her eyes were glittering as she spoke, and an angry tear ran down her cheek.
"Mike made himself; he's not you, so it's about bloody time you acknowledged that fact, dad! Once day soon, you're going to regret it; he'll never come back, because you keep driving him away; why can't you just give it a bloody rest?"
She walked out of the dining room, not quite slamming the door after her. Brigitte looked sadly at her plate, unwilling to look up at her husband. When she spoke, it was softly, her tone sad.
"She's right, John; why do you always do that? I had such high hopes for tonight; poor Michael hasn't been here since last Christmas, and you drove him out then, too. All I wanted was a nice family dinner, all of us around the table, just once, but you had to go and start on him again, just like you always do, and you drove him away, just like you always do."
She paused to deliberately push her plate away and stand up.
"Is that what you want, John, for your son to hate you? Because you're going the right way about it; I never see my son. He graduated three years ago, and he's been here only three times, each time for less than an hour; my son lives ten miles away and I've only seen him for three hours in those three years, and it's your fault! Lissa's right, you never leave him alone, you always know better than him."
She sighed and dropped her napkin om her plate.
"You can clear up here, I'm going to bed. I'll stay in the guest bedroom tonight; I want to be alone."
In the hallway, Lissa hugged her brother as he slipped his jacket back on.
"Mikey, I'm sorry, I really thought he'd leave it be, just once..."
Mike hugged her back, burying his face in her hair and inhaling her floral shampoo.
"You don't need to apologise for him, Lissa, it wasn't your fault; I should have known better than to come here..."
He turned to leave, but Lissa pulled him around once more and kissed him, hard, her tongue brushing against his as she held him close. She broke away and grinned at him.
"You go now, Mike, I'll see you back at the house; I have something to say to dad first!"
Mike grinned and smacked her playfully on her bottom, making her wriggle and pout sexily at him.
"Get the KY ready, baby, maybe you'll get your birthday present tonight!" she murmured coyly, before winking and ushering him out the door with a last quick peck on the cheek.
"I'll be right behind you, sweetheart!" she whispered, smiling as he waved and crunched along the gravel drive to his 4X4. Lissa sighed and closed the door, then squared her shoulders, readying herself to once again confront her father about his behaviour.
As she turned to go back to the dining room, her mother stepped out.
"Has he...?" she asked, her face falling when Lissa nodded.
"Once again, mum; he did it again. What the hell's wrong with him? Why doesn't he just disown him? Mikey would welcome it. He's had enough!"
"Lissa..." remonstrated her mother, shocked dismay at the thought of never seeing her son again flashing in her eyes. Lissa hugged her mother tightly, anger at her father overriding everything else.



"Why does he do it, mum, why's he so Goddamn superior all the time? Mike's doing well; he's well thought of; he's gone so far and he'll go even further. Why can't dad accept he's different from him?"
Brigitte shook her head sadly.
"I don't know, Lissa. He's never respected Mikey's choices; he's never respected Mikey, full stop. Even when he was a little boy, you remember how he could never do anything right? That's why Mikey refused any help from us at university; he couldn't wait to be gone from here, his home. I used to send him money; he'd tear up the cheque and send it back. He didn't want anything from us, not even from me; he cleaned toilets, stacked shelves, washed dishes, God knows what else, anything rather than let me help him, all because of your father..."
Lissa hugged her mother again, feeling her tremble as she wept silently, the sullen anger flaring into a fury inside her.
"That smug, superior bastard," she thought. "I'm not standing for this any longer!"
Brigitte pulled out a tissue and wiped her eyes, then looked curiously at Lissa.
"You're going after him, aren't you?"
Lissa nodded, and smiled as her mother smiled wistfully, and a little oddly, at her.
"Kiss him once for me, Lissa, just do that for me, please? Let him know I love him no matter what."
Lissa nodded again.
"Of course mum, I always do."
Brigitte cupped her daughter's chin as she smiled sadly at her.
"Just don't hurt him, baby, ever; he needs you, he's so alone..."
Lissa stared open mouthed at her mother as Brigitte made her way upstairs, realising what her mother had just said, that she knew about the two of them. Then Lissa shook her head resignedly and strode purposefully into the dining room, to find her father still seated, his face impassive. Lissa sat opposite him, and stared into his eyes.
"Why dad, why do you do that to Mikey? He never asked you for anything; he took fuck-all from you, because he didn't want to owe you for anything. He made himself what he is, and all you do is sneer at him from your bloody ivory tower like the big 'I Am'; what the hell is wrong with you?"
John Sheridan stirred as he glared at his daughter.
"How dare you..." he began but she cut him off mid-sentence.
"Because Mikey's my little brother! Who do you think you are, dad? He's your son; you're supposed to support him, guide him, be there for him; when have you ever, ever tried to do any of those? Never, not once! You never even showed up at his graduation; you were too busy with your bloody friends to make time for your only son; all you want to do is make him into another you. Well I, for one, am glad he's never going to be that!"
She paused, her face red with anger, her grey eyes blazing.
"Well done, dad, congratulations, you can pat yourself on the back now, once again you managed to get rid of him for another year, only I don't think he'll ever come back again; he's finally sick to the back-teeth with you and your bloody ego, and your unasked opinions and your sneering at him; good fucking luck, dad, I hope you're happy at last! I'm going to Mike's place, he needs family right now, and that doesn't include you, not anymore!"
John glared at her furiously.
"Lysette, don't you dare go there. I forbid it!"
Lissa grinned mirthlessly.
"I'm twenty-six, not six; don't you tell me what to do! I think it's about time I moved out anyway; coming back here after uni was a mistake. I'll be back tomorrow for my important stuff; I'll arrange for the rest to be collected. If mum wants me, I'll be at Mikey's place until I get a place of my own. Goodbye dad!"
Lysette ran upstairs to kiss her mother one last time, then threw on her coat and jumped into her old Toyota for the ten-mile drive from Beenham to Newbury.
*
Mike had just finished putting the coffee on when he heard the key in the door, and then Lissa was in his arms, hugging him fiercely.
"Oh Mikey, I'm sorry, I should have known he'd kick it off again, he always does, no matter how many times he promises mum he won't; it's like a scab that won't heal, because he just won't stop picking at it. Mum's had enough; she's staying in the guest bedroom tonight; I guess dad pissed her off one time too many..."
Mike grinned humourlessly; he was surprised his mother had stuck it out for so long; John Sheridan and his arrogance would have tempted a plaster saint to mayhem.
Lissa grinned up at him, then hugged him again.
"Can I stay here, Mikey?" she mumbled into his chest. "I left home; I should never have moved back in; I can't live near that man any longer. How mum puts up with him...!"
Mike stroked her hair, as always enthralled by the texture, the silky softness, the almost metallic sheen.
"'Course you can Lissa, choice of three bedrooms, take your pick!" he grinned.
Lissa thumped him on the chest.
"Yours of course, you hulking idiot! Make me a coffee and I'll be your slave forever!"
Mike pulled her closer and grinned as he kissed the top of her head.
"I thought I was your slave, Lissa?"
His sister grinned, then stepped away from him and looked him up and down haughtily.
"That's right, you are, so bring my coffee up to the bedroom and serve it to me in bed, you insignificant little earthworm slave-creature!"
At that, Mike took a threatening step toward her, and Lissa squealed and ran out of the room, giggling as she clattered up the stairs and into the bedroom.
When he pushed the bedroom door open, holding a tray, the sight awaiting him almost took his breath away; Lissa was lying on the bed, naked, provocatively posed, her milk-pale skin tinted golden by the light from the bedside lamps, and her copper hair shining a deep titian red, touched with points of fire in the subdued golden light. Her eyes were hooded, mysterious, and her lips were curved in an inviting, sultry smile.
"Hello baby!" she husked, then her eyes narrowed as she caught the scent of what was on the tray.
"Oh Mikey, crumpets, you made hot crumpets! You darling, darling man!"
Mike put the tray on the bed, smiling happily as Lissa munched blissfully, eyes closed in ecstasy at the taste of the butter melting through the steaming hot crumpets. Mike watched in awe as she worked her way through a pile of the hot breads, grinning at her expression of bliss as she polished off the last one and dusted the crumbs off herself and the bed.
"That was so good, Mike, I think I'll keep you after all!" she smiled happily, running her finger around his face and neck as she spoke.
Mike recognised the signs, and began stripping-off, Lissa watching avidly, her attention as always on his nakedness. For her, Mike's body would always be the perfect male specimen: toned and fit, well-shaped without being muscular and hulking, but still well-defined, years of running and gym-work sculpting him just right for her tastes. Mike smiled as he watched her watching him, and when he slipped off his CK trunks, she grinned happily.
"Ooh Mikey, is that all for me?" she cooed, making him grin even wider.
"Of course, you shameless hussy; no other hot naked girls here, are there?"
Lissa grinned happily.
"Better not be, or you'd be a dead man by now!"
Mike slid onto the bed and wrapped his arms around her, pulling her closer so he could kiss her properly. Lissa sighed and held him tightly, letting the last of the day's tension drain out of her.
"Love you Mikey, never forget that!" she murmured, fondling him even as their lips met. Mike could feel her dampness against him, the heat of her pussy as she rubbed and squirmed against him, her actions telling him what she wanted. As they kissed, Mikey gently rolled her onto her back, feeling her lips curve into a grin against his, and when his hand drifted down her taut belly to gently stroke her damp and swollen pussy, she giggled and pulled away from him.
"Don't tease, Mikey, I taught you better than that! Do it properly, for goodness sake!"
Mike smiled, gently nipping her chin with his teeth as he slowly rubbed her stiff clitoris, making her gasp and sigh against him, and when he slipped a finger inside her and began to pump gently, she pulled him closer for another, firmer kiss. She covered his hand with hers, pushing him against her as he masturbated her, his movements becoming faster and faster, until their joined hands were almost a blur. The scent of her arousal rose strong and sweet and compelling in the warm bedroom, the soft, heavy musk reaching down into him and triggering responses, elevating his own arousal, his own need for fulfilment.
"Mike...Mikey...!" gasped Lissa, almost delirious with need, and Mike responded, slipping between her splayed thighs to lower his head and lap at her. As his tongue touched her swollen clitoris, Lissa stiffened, her hands clutching convulsively at the bedclothes as orgasm suddenly blazed and sparkled through her, blinding and deafening her in a soundless explosion of pleasure.
"OOHHH Goooddd!" she screamed, her body shuddering as waves of pleasure swept across her. As she shook and trembled beneath him, Mike continued to lick and lap at her, savouring her sweetness even as orgasms swept through her, one after another, her body quivering like a softly-struck bell with the force and power of them, until she finally slumped back, exhausted and sated, a sweet, satisfied smile on her face.
"Thank you darling Mikey, you're wonderful, did you know that? Now come here and get your reward!"
Mike grinned and straightened up, rearing over her, his penis stiff and straight as it pointed at her.
"Fuck me, Mikey, fuck me hard!" she murmured, her eyes hooded as she smiled challengingly at him. Mike slid his hands under her waist and pulled her closer as he slid into her in one smooth, practised move, making her gasp at the intrusion.
"Like that, Lissa?" he whispered, grinning again as she nodded happily.
"God, you're good at this!" she murmured happily, "Remind me to keep you!"
Mike smiled as his lips met hers, Lissa's tongue parting his lips to brush and tangle with his as he began pumping into her.
Lissa's breath began to hitch and shudder as she moved against him meeting him thrust for thrust, until once more climax blazed through her, making her tighten around him as she gasped and whined. The constriction was too much for him, and he came in a rush, flooding her with what seemed like torrents of spunk, filling her as she trembled against him.
They lay back, winded, breathless, but satisfied. They lay for long minutes, savouring the after-glow, until Lissa finally rolled on her side and traced a wandering, random pattern on his chest with her forefinger.
"Mikey, there's one thing, and I don't know how to tell you, so I'm just going to tell you straight out, OK?"
Mike looked at her quizzically.
"You're not breaking-up with me are you?" he smiled, and grinned wider as she poked him in the side, his one ticklish spot.
"Shut-up and listen, Mikey, this is important!"
Mike subsided and paid attention while she gathered her thoughts.
"Mike, I'm...not sure, but I think mum's on to us; no wait!" she put her hand on his chest as he tried to sit up, an alarmed expression on his face.
"Mum knows, I'm sure of it, but she's OK with it; she asked me to do two things; she asked me to never hurt you, as if I would! The second..."
She leaned over and kissed him softly on the forehead.
"That's from mum; I think it was her way of telling you she's not mad or anything, that nothing's changed, and that she loves you; she just wants you to be happy, and so do I, and I hope I make you as happy as you make me! There, that wasn't too bad, was it?"
Mike pulled her closer and nuzzled her neck, making her giggle.
"You make me ecstatically happy, Lissa!" he murmured into her neck, making her smile happily. Lissa lay contentedly in the crook of his arm, beginning to doze-off, when a thought struck her.
"Mikey, I have to go back to mum's in the morning; I need to collect my stuff; I only brought a change of underwear; I need to get some clothes. Can I borrow the Pajero?"
Mike nodded sleepily.
"Of course; I'm working from here tomorrow anyway; take it for as long as you need it."
His voice was already blurry with sleep, and she too was almost ready to drop, and with his warm body nest to hers, Lissa quickly succumbed, falling into a deep, satisfied sleep, content to be with her Mikey...
*
When Mike awoke, she was gone. He passed the window on his way to the bathroom, and saw his 4x4 still parked outside, but her MR-2 was gone.
"Must have changed her mind..." he mused as he got himself ready for a shower; he'd just stepped into the shower when his cell rang;
"Fuck it, I'm here now, let it ring!" he thought, soaping up. His phone stopped, then started ringing again; again he ignored it; it rang off, and then the land-line phone started ringing.
"Whoever it is, they must really want me!" he grinned to himself, reluctantly switching off the shower and wrapping a towel around his waist. He picked up his phone and saw the two missed calls, both from his parents' number.
"What now?" he groaned mentally; more pleas from his mother to try and make it up with his father? More reasons from his father why he was right? He almost didn't return the call, but did, just to see what it was this time. His mother answered on the first ring.
"Michael? Oh God, Mike, come home now, please! Mikey, it...it's Lissa...!"
A cold knot twisted in the pit of his stomach.
"Mum, MUM! What about Lissa, what happened, where is she?" he almost shouted; sudden fear, huge, wild, and unmanageable, wanted to run amok in him, and he only held it down by an effort of will.
"Michael..." his mother trailed off, and Mike realised she was crying. Now the fear rose even higher, bitter and acrid in the back of his throat.
"Michael..." His father, sounding strained, but still together. "Michael, it...Lissa...she was on her way here, she was on the A4 Bath Road, I told her a million times how dangerous the Bath Road was, I told her never, never come back that way, I don't know why...!"
"What happened to Lissa!" screamed Mike into the handset, cutting his father short.
"She was in an accident, Mike; we don't know what happened, but they had to cut her out of her car; they've airlifted her to the Royal Berkshire Hospital in Reading. We're on our way there, we'll see you in the Accident & Emergency unit. Hurry Michael!"
Mike dressed hurriedly, running his fingers through his wet hair and taking the stairs two at a time, fear jumbling around inside him like a herd of elephants, huge and unstoppable as he bolted for his car, saying her name over and over, like a mantra, a prayer, hoping against hope she was alright, that she was going to be alright, telling himself she was going to be alright, begging, hoping, praying to anyone, anything that was listening to please make her alright, to make this go away, to make this have never happened. He never even noticed the twenty-mile drive to the hospital; he got in his car, and then he was pulling into the public parking area and running into the adult section of A&E; everything in between was just a blur.
As he burst through the doors, he saw Brigitte, her face ashen as she leaned against John, his face suddenly lined and old. Brigitte jumped to her feet as soon as she saw him, and then she was in his arms, crying almost hysterically. Mike was trying not to cry too, to ask them just what had happened, but the words wouldn't come, just dry, croaking noises escaping past the huge lump in his throat.
Eventually, he managed to calm his mother enough so he could ask her; John was lost in a world of his own, his eyes staring blankly, but at least his mother was able to talk.
"Mum, just what happened, how...?"
"She was hit by a lorry," said John, his voice barely above a whisper, "that's what the police said; she wasn't speeding or anything; she was stopped at a junction, and this cement truck just came out of nowhere and...and..." he paused to swallow, the sound loud and harsh in the sudden silence. "The truck driver jumped the lights, or his brakes failed, or whatever, but she was ...she was there...she couldn't...she had no chance...!"
Mike watched in shock as tears raced down his cheeks; he'd never seen John show any emotion except supercilious arrogance or anger, and now this...
A man in ER scrubs came through the doors from the A & E unit and looked enquiringly at the three of them.
"Mr. Sheridan...?" he ventured. Mike glanced at his father, still incapable of speech, and stepped forward
"I'm Michael, Lysette's brother; these are my parents. How is she, please?"
The doctor looked at all three of them, at their strained expressions and shook his head.
"Not here, if you don't mind; let's go somewhere a little more private. This way, please."
They trailed after him to a small room with softer chairs than the waiting area, and the doctor waited until they were all seated, his face sympathetic, but set and unsmiling.
"Mr. and Mrs. Sheridan, I'm sorry to have to tell you that Lysette has sustained a number of very serious injuries; she's in a coma, but her chances are not good; due to the nature of the impact, and the severity of the injuries caused by the impact, her brain activity is slowly but surely ramping down, and her body is beginning to progressively shut down. We've intervened where we can, as much as we can, but I don't know how effective we're going to be, so the next twenty-four hours are going to be crucial; if she survives that long, then I think she has a chance. In the meantime, we're monitoring her very carefully, but I think you should prepare yourselves in the event we can't save her. I'm so sorry, I wish I had more hopeful news, but I want to be honest with you; she sustained a very severe lateral impact, and the prognosis right now is very poor."
John and Brigitte stared aghast at the doctor while Michael paled as the blood drained from his face; he felt light-headed, and the doctor's voice faded, drowned-out by the roaring in his head. This couldn't be happening; this was some weird, horrifying nightmare; he was going to wake up any second now and Lissa would be there, soft and warm, smiling sleepily as she kissed him; this place, with its cold, disinfectant smell and anonymous, bare white walls, this was just a nightmare, and he willed himself to wake up; he didn't want any more of this.
But he was awake, and it was real, and it was Lissa, his Lissa, the centre of his world they were talking about; how could he sit there and talk so calmly, so clinically about her? She was more than a patient, she was Lissa, and he wanted her back, now, whole, complete, and none of this to have happened. He realised the doctor was still speaking.
"...we've completed that, we'll be moving her to the Critical Care Unit; we can only allow one visitor at a time, I hope you can appreciate why. Once I have the plates and scans back from Medical Imaging, I can give you a more informed and balanced view of what, if anything, we can do next; it may be several hours yet. If you want to stay in here, please do, I'll have someone look in on you as and when they can, but if you need anything, please ask at reception. I really am very sorry, Mr. and Mrs. Sheridan; let me assure you we are all doing our very best to provide all the care and attention Lysette needs right now to hopefully pull through. If there are any changes, I'll let you know. Now, if you'll excuse me, I really have to get back to A & E."
Brigitte turned to her husband, her mouth opening in a soundless scream, her throat working, but no sound coming out, then slumped forward against him as she passed-out. John caught her even as he locked gazes with Mike, no words from either of them; what was there to say?



Mike sat huddled in his own private world, trembling with fear for his beloved Lissa; he'd thought he was scared before, now his fears were realised, and he knew with stomach-wrenching certainty what real fear was. Lissa was somewhere near, the thickness of a few walls away, and she was dying; he was here, and there was nothing he could do about it, no action that could make this not have happened. Now it was reality time, and the reality was that she was dying.
All he could do was blame himself; he should have driven her, he'd never have taken the Bath Road, it was a death-trap, an accident black-spot because of all the heavy lorries and tankers thundering along it, using it as a rat-run to bypass the chaos of the M4 motorway in the morning rush-hour.
How long he sat there brooding he didn't know; at some point the doctor came in and had a whispered conversation with his father, who then called him closer.
"Michael, they're moving Lissa to...to the Critical Care Unit, they can only allow one visitor to stay with her, so while Mum's in there with her, I'll wait here. You go home and get anything of hers she left at your place; I know she only took important things with her last night; I think she'll want them near her when...when she wakes up. Please, Mike, do this for her. I'll call you if anything changes, I promise..."
Mike nodded, not trusting himself to speak, kissed his mother, and pulled his coat around himself as he went back to his car. He drove home almost on automatic, driving mechanically, his body doing all the right things while his mind ranged up and down the morning's events, trying to find a way for this day to not have happened, for it to be yesterday, where Lissa would still be waiting for him to come to dinner and there was no possibility of this day happening, for him not to have given her cause to come after him and so set this dreadful day in motion.
Once home, he moved like a man in a trance, picking up clothes and folding them carefully before laying them on the bed, and putting each of Lissa's things in a bag to take back to the hospital; her green paste and turquoise earrings, the fine gold chain with the 'Lysette' pendant he'd given her on her eighteenth birthday, her 'Death's Head' biker ring that had always pissed off John, and then the last straw, the bracelet, made of cheap, garish Love-Beads and cast tin letters spelling out 'Lysette' he'd made for her in school when he was seven and she was ten, her good-luck charm that she'd worn every day for the last sixteen years...
Mike slumped down in a chair, wracked with sobs as he held her luck in his hand, unwilling to hold it, yet unable to put it down; she'd always said her bracelet was her best and only lucky charm, because it was from her Mikey-Boy, and it was one of the few things she'd treasured; now she'd left the house without it, and this had happened...
Mike cried until he couldn't cry any longer, and the sorrow slowly drained away, numbness creeping in as he contemplated his life without her; she'd been the mainstay of his life, more so even than his mother, and she was leaving, more and more of her slipping away with every passing minute. He leaned back in the chair, his eyes far away, as he riffled through his memories of her: Lissa always there at every school sports day, cheering for him, teaching him to swim, helping him to take his first solo on his bike; as he thought about her he smiled as realised that she'd been there at his side almost every day of his life, holding him up, cheering him on, making it better when John put him down yet again.
He smiled wistfully at the memory of that first night they'd become more than simply brother and sister; the 'Fresher's Party at university, almost three months after his eighteenth birthday, and how he'd been too shy to ask any of the girls he knew, and how intimidated he'd been to ask any of Lissa's friends; had he but known it, any of them would have jumped at the chance; Michael Sheridan was a very good-looking young man, and Lissa's influence had made him respectful and well-behaved in the presence of girls.
Eventually, Lissa, with an entirely fraudulent show of reluctance, had volunteered to be his date, just to avoid the embarrassment of him turning up alone at his first important university function. She'd danced exclusively with him all night, her attention riveted on him, her contact with him increasingly intimate, and his body had reacted predictably enough, much to his embarrassment; Lissa however, had just smiled, and held him even closer, and after the party had taken him back to her flat, rather than his own poky room in Halls.
And there, right then, they had moved seamlessly to the next part of their lives, as Lissa took him and showed him what it was to make love when there was love involved. That night was the turning point in their lives, the point where they recognised what had been building all their lives, and the night they finally sealed their commitment to each other. For a night and a day they had made love, the final act of the lifetime of need that had built between them; lips and fingers, mouths and hands, nothing was ignored as they explored each other, awakening fully in each other that need always felt but never understood.
Not an angry word had passed between them in the five years since; they had no way to disagree, to differ, their souls and hearts so closely intertwined they were now one. Now, after five years, it had all come to nothing; he was losing her...
"Mikey!" whispered a soft, sibilant voice, and his head snapped up in bewilderment, looking around wildly.
"Mikey!" came the voice again, and this time he spun around, to see Lissa standing in the doorway, her eyes sparkling even as her lips curved in her familiar, mischievous smile. His eyes widened in shock, denial, disbelief.
"Lissa? No it can't be! How...when...?"
Lissa touched her fingertip to her lips.
"Sshhh Mikey, listen, this won't take long, but you must listen!"
Mike nodded silently, his mouth hanging open. Lissa walked soundlessly across the thick carpet and knelt beside him. Once again she smiled, her smile bright and beautiful and her eyes lighting in their old way even as tears spilled down her cheeks.
"Michael, I have loved you from the day you were born; my whole life has been for you. Now I have to go, but before I do, I have a gift and a message for you. You're the one for me, you were always the only one for me, and now I claim you for myself, remember that. My gift is my love for you; keep it safe, Mikey, it will hold you up when you need me most. Now I have to go, but before I go, I have a message for you; time is only a thing, and it's a simple thing at that; remember that, Mikey; one day it will make sense to you, when the time is right. And when the time is right, touch the stars, Mikey, you must remember to touch the stars! I will watch over you, my beloved, and I will wait for you to touch the stars; when you do, all will become clear, and all that was lost will be returned, I promise you, my darling boy! I love you so much, Mikey, and for the love I give you freely, I beg you to do that do that one thing for me; you have to touch the stars!"
Mike reached out to touch her, but suddenly she was out of reach, and as he extended his hand, she laid her hand in his. Mike gasped at the sensation as her hand sleeted though his, and, for a few seconds, seven tiny, impossibly bright points of light danced and whirled in the palm of his hand, a miniature constellation both present in his hand and simultaneously further away than the mind of man could ever envisage; he looked up at her in bewilderment, only to see her slowly fading in a pale nimbus of dancing, glittering motes.
"Lissa...!" he choked, but she was almost gone; now only her face was still visible.
"I have to go Mikey; please go to mum and dad, they need you now; and Mikey, remember; you must touch the stars!"
And then she was gone.
Mike leaped out of his chair, scrabbling wildly at the place she'd been.
"Lissa, Lissa, no, please, Lissa...!" he pleaded, then stood stock-still as what she'd just said sank home; mum and dad needed him...
He ran to his car and gunned all the way to back to the hospital, the fear leaping huge and hot inside him all over again. He skidded into a parking space and pelted into the A & E at a dead run, hearing for real what he'd been hearing in his mind all the way back here: the sound of his mother screaming. He followed that sound, his heart fluttering with dread, to find his parents huddled together, Brigitte sobbing and screaming hysterically as John tried to hold her. She looked up and saw him, and tore herself away from her husband, flinging herself into his arms.
"Michael, she's gone, my baby girl, she's gone, oh God, Michael my baby's gone!" she wailed, her arms around his neck stiff and rigid as she sobbed. Brigitte suddenly collapsed bonelessly against him, staggering him as he caught her weight, and eased them both onto a couch.
"When...how ...what happened...?" he asked John, his father looking dazedly at him.
"Michael, she just...went. She never woke up, she was just lying there, then suddenly everyone was running around and they were shocking her...she never came back, Mike, I never got to see my baby...!" his face crumpled as he too broke down, his shoulders shaking as he sobbed into his hands.
The doctor from earlier looked in on them, and Mike beckoned him closer.
"Can I see my...can I see my sister, please?" he whispered, and the doctor nodded, motioning him to follow him. He trailed Mike through a series of automatic doors and into the Critical Care Unit, indicating one of the pod-like bed-units.
"Click that switch there when you want to leave," he whispered. "Someone will have to let you out. Take your time, Michael."
Mike stared down though tear-blurred eyes, his last view of his beloved Lissa. She looked so small, so young and vulnerable, lying there in the space-age bed-pod, her features calm, composed, wax-like in their perfection. She looked like she was sleeping, like all it would take to wake her would be a light touch or the merest kiss, but he knew that was just fantasy; the monitors surrounding her were dead and cold, mute evidence that there were no life-signs left to monitor or detect, their lack of activity the surest sign that she was gone, that the world that allowed vicious murderers and child pornographers to live long and contented lives had whisked her from him in such a pointless, random way, she, who'd done nothing, ever, her entire life, except love and care for him.
He reached down to brush her cheek, and as he touched her, noted without really seeing the faint echo of a smile on her stilled lips, and the single tear glimmering in each eye, two crystal orbs trapped in the silky webs of her eyelashes.
He took her hand, but there was no warmth there; she was gone, and he was alone in the dark, sterile room with all that remained of his dreams, the mortal remains of his Lissa, her face bathed in dull blue light. He shuddered; he was exhausted, or he was going crazy, or both; Lissa couldn't have come to him; she was gone, all that had ever been her was gone, and only the shell was left behind now. Even if she had somehow come to him, what kind of message was that to give him? What kind of meaningless drivel was his mind insisting had come from her? Just what the hell did 'touch the stars' even mean, anyway?
He knelt down next to her, and brushed her forehead with his lips, her skin already cool and distant, no vibrancy, none of the vitality and life that had thrilled through her; she was gone, and all that was left was...this, the mortal remains of his dreams and shattered hopes. Mike bowed his head and rested his forehead on her chest, searching vainly for the patter of her heart, the thrum of her pulse, the sound of her breathing. Now he could cry; now his heart could finally feel her loss.
They found him still like that an hour later, kneeling next to her, his arm cuddled around her with his head resting on her breast.
*
The Wake was everything he'd dreaded it would be. The funeral was bad enough, John trying to deliver the eulogy and breaking down, and having to be rescued by Uncle Joe, and Mike too sunk in his own misery to really care; this was wrong, this wasn't Lissa, this was a dog-and-pony show for the family to gawp at. Then back at the house, the traditional Wake, insisted on by his father's family, was as dire and monstrous as he thought it would be; Lissa and he hardly knew any of these people, so what gave them the right to celebrate her life, when they had no idea what her life had been about?
And so he sat morosely in a corner, waiting for them to leave so he could, too, and never, ever come back to this place again; this was not his home now, not ever again, not now that his darling Lissa was gone forever. He stared vacantly, completely unfocussed, until a movement in his peripheral vision caused him to look up, startled, into the face of his Great-Aunt Ara, his grandmother's older sister.
"And so, what now, Michael-Fionn?" the old lady smiled at him, "Are ye gonna sit and mope 'til you've forgotten why? This is all going to pass. She'll be back one day, Michael-Fionn, you do know that, don't you, now?" she twinkled at him. Mike felt the rage douse him like a bucket of ice-water as he sprang to his feet. What the Hell did this mad old biddy...?
Fast as he was, the old lady had moved faster, her thin, spidery fingers holding him either side of his mouth in a grip he couldn't break.
"SHUT up and listen!" she hissed. Mike stared at her, nonplussed, then nodded, amazed at the strength in her withered, wiry hand, her wrinkled skin dry like parchment draped over bones of steel.
"Good, because I have something for you; I think you know where it comes from. Time is only a thing, Michael-Fionn, and it's a simple thing, too. You must wait for time to pass, time to heal, for healing must happen, but soon, soon you will know when to touch the stars. Did ye get dat?"
Mike stared at her; Lissa had said the same thing in his dream, or vision, or fantasy of her, and now Great-Aunt Ara, who'd only ever spoken to him in the past to ask him when he was getting married, or to get her a top-up on her glass of Bushmills, now she was saying it to him too.
"How did you...?" he murmured, and the old woman smiled conspiratorially.
"Much as they like to say otherwise, sometimes, Michael-Fionn Cormac Sheridan, 'The Sight' is more than just a story to cadge drinks off of American tourists on O'Connell Street! Your granny had it, your mother has it, although she denies it...and you have enough of it to make me wonder about you, oh yes! Keep your heart whole, Michael-Fionn, you will need it soon; wherever she is, Lysette-Clodagh is still part of us, Michael mac Beag, still part of you; she was always in your stars, and she's not finished with you just yet! And one more thing..."
She leaned in closer, her voice barely above a whisper.
"Next time you even T'INK about calling me names or showing me temper, I will lift the flat of my hand off your bare arse, Michael-Fionn, so I will!"
For the first time in what felt like forever, Mike grinned, his spirits lifted by the surreal but inspiring exchange. Ara smiled back, her hand this time coming up to caress his cheek.
"That's better, much better! When ye do that, I see your granny, my sweet Dearbhile, long gone, but still there in your smile. I know my sister is waiting for joy to come to you again; so am I, Michael-Fionn, so are all of us, for surely it will, but it must take its time! So now ye know; ye have time, Michael-Fionn, time enough anyway to go get an old lady a drink, will ye go now!"
Michael spent the rest of that mournful afternoon in a kind of daze; the exchange with his great-Aunt, an old woman he'd always dismissed as crazier than a bat in a henhouse, had spun his world on its heel; how could she have known what he'd seen, or fantasised, or hallucinated, or just plain dreamed?
Whatever it was, her words had started a process in him; he'd finally begun to heal, gentle memory and sadness slowly taking the jagged edges off that great wound inside him.
When his uncles, aunts, cousins and other, more distant kin had finally left, Mike sent Brigitte to bed; she'd sat the whole time, a stunned, faraway expression on her face, living the unreality of what was happening, that she was keeping the Wake for her child, something no parent should ever have to do.
John took her and led her away while Mike cleared away the debris of food, bottles and glasses, rearranged the furniture, and put the house back the way it should be (but how could he do that? The most important part of this house was gone forever, now.) He finished as best he could, picked his coat off the rack, and looked around one last time; this could never be home for him again. He'd call his mother in the morning, but he knew he'd never come back here, not where so much was missing now.
*
The next few months were a blur of work, work, and yet more work; if he kept himself busy, he wouldn't think about her, and true enough, his days were untroubled by thoughts of her.
Night-time was something else, though; it was then, as he drifted silently through his empty house, where she should be, too, that his mind would play strange tricks on him, and he would see her, stretched-out on the sofa and burrowing her feet under the cushions, her cat-like smirk of satisfaction at banishing him to the easy-chair so she could stretch-out, or slipping into the kitchen in a brief robe to make coffee.
The scent of her shampoo, lotion, and hairspray still hung heavy and redolent in the bathroom, or at least he convinced himself they did, and her trinkets and gewgaws still lived in the pin-tray on the dresser, waiting for her to pick them up and scrunch her hair back. He saw her out in the garden, dead-heading the rosebushes she'd planted, and her voice still lingered on the very cusp of hearing.
He dreamed of her; every night he dreamed of her, long, puzzling dreams, where she talked to him about things he couldn't understand, then finally she would see his blank expression and laugh, her silvery tinkle still ringing in his ears as he jerked awake. Then he would despair, pleading with anyone, anything that was listening, to end this torture, to let him go, or help him let her go, to give him peace, any peace.
He would fall asleep, and once again she'd be there, her body gleaming palely in the moonlight as they made love wildly, the remembered feel of his hands on her breasts, the stiffness of her nipples as he drove into her, the tight, honeyed sweetness of her as he devoured her, lapping at her as he squeezed and caressed her taut buttocks, making her mew and gasp as he pulled them apart to explore the secrets within; then memory would shift to the hot slickness of her mouth as she took him in, her tongue playing with his most sensitive flesh, until he could hold back no longer, and Lissa would suck, and lick, and take every drop of his gift to her.
Other nights would be different; those nights she would dance through his thoughts all the long night, always out of reach, and always surrounded by that halo of seven golden stars he had seen in the palm of his hand, and he would awaken to the sure and certain despair and futility of the life he must live without her, to once more try and find the will to live another day without her, to somehow put one foot in front of the other and make it through the day. His need for her weighed him down like a physical burden he couldn't shrug off even as his soul raged and fluttered like a flag in the gale of his loss, a loss that almost overwhelmed him.



And yet, some mornings, for some unknown reason, he would awaken refreshed, rested, untroubled by his night, one thought uppermost in his mind.
"Not long now, it won't be long now..." although he didn't know what he meant, or why it made so much sense, and felt so right.
It was awakenings like that that kept his mind and soul together, that gave him hope. Slowly but surely, the healing begun at the Wake was working itself through him.
*
The year was turning again towards Christmas, inexorably dragging him closer to a day Michael dreaded the most; almost a year had gone, the anniversary of THAT day was approaching, and he truly didn't know how to face it. Going home was meaningless; he and his mother had lost whatever connection they'd had when he lost Lissa, and he couldn't see his father in any light other than that it was his fault; if she hadn't walked out, she wouldn't have been there at those lights when that truck came out of nowhere and rendered all their hopes and plans moot.
Mike knew what do on this day, what he did every week; he'd go and see her, and take her some flowers, and tell her how much he loved her, how much he missed her, and he'd ask her to wait for him, because it wouldn't be long; he felt it in the dark places of his heart; one day soon this would all be over, this he knew with rock-solid certainty, and she would be there for him when it came time to go home. He was just picking up his keys when the doorbell rang.
Mike opened the door to see a pretty brunette, her long hair pulled into a ponytail under a baseball cap, with startling blue eyes and a fresh complexion.
"Michael Sheridan?" she asked in a soft Border burr, and when Mike nodded, she held-up a package.
"Special delivery. Sign here, please."
Mike spotted she was wearing a 'City Delivery' bomber jacket, and noted, without really seeing, the name tag 'Melissa'.
Melissa handed him the electronic receipt machine, and showed him where to print and sign his name. As she took it back from him, he saw, on the palm of her left hand, a tattoo of stars in a fanciful constellation: seven stars. Without conscious thought, he grabbed her hand and pressed it against his, their two hands pressed palm to palm, touching the stars, the last thing his Lissa had asked of him.
"Hoi, what the Hell...!" she snarled, trying to snatch her hand from his, but then she froze, her eyes wide, far away.
Mike was in no better state; a series of soundless, silvery-white explosions were bursting in his head, seven in all, and as he sank to his knees with the intensity of it, the girl flopped bonelessly down against him, sprawling on him with her eyes rolled back so far all he could see were the whites, two crescent moons under her slitted lids.
Mike somehow managed to get the girl's dead-weight into the nearest chair, wondering what the hell had just happened, then staggered on rubber legs into the kitchen to get her some water. While he was there, he splashed his face with icy water from the cold tap, the shock of the cold water reviving him a little. With hands still slightly shaking, he ran a glass of water and weaved back into the sitting room to find Melissa gone. As he looked around in bewilderment, he saw movement in the hall, followed it, and dropped the glass in shock, not even hearing the crash as the glass exploded on the polished floor.
"Hello Mikey!" breathed Lissa, and it was Lissa, perfect in every detail, wearing Melissa's uniform, but his Lissa, standing there as real as real.
Mike staggered back against the door frame, his heart pounding like a steam-engine. This was...impossible; Lissa was...today, a year ago today...this couldn't be happening. It was the strain, that's what it was, it had to be! Anything else was just...not possible...
"Mikey, stop it, you'll have a seizure!" grinned Lissa (correction, this hallucination, what else could it be?), walking towards him, while he backed away until the wall stopped him. She reached out to touch him, and Mike screwed up his eyes, trying to make this terrible apparition, or hallucination, or lucid dream, wherever it was, just go away and leave him to his grief.
And then the soft warmth of her hand, a finger tracing the line of his nose and down across his lips, to gently scratch his chin, just as Lissa would do to make him smile. He opened his eyes and she was still there, still smiling up at him, those beautiful dove-grey eyes, and that mass of blazing copper hair.
"What...how...please...!" he stammered. Lissa smiled once more, and leaned in close to kiss him on the chin, before stepping back slightly to look him once more in the eyes.
"I told you right at the beginning, Mikey, and I kept telling you; time is the simplest thing!" she smiled, before hugging him. Mike, in his heightened state of awareness, could feel her heart beating against his, feel her breath soft against his neck, the pressure of her fingers on the small of his back, the awareness that she was real, and alive, and here, in his arms, gradually flooding through him.
"But you were...the hospital...the burial...I don't understand!" he finally managed to blurt out, and Lissa grinned.
"Come with me, Mikey, I want to show you something."
So saying, she led him unresisting into the hallway, and turned him to face the large mirror there, making him gasp at what he saw; in the mirror, the pretty brunette was standing next to him, smiling at her reflection, but when Mike turned away from the mirror, it was Lissa standing there next to him.
"How...?" he began, but Lissa hushed him.
"That is who people will see, all they will ever see. Only you can see me as I really am; that is the gift I was allowed to give you. It's really me, Mikey, I promise, and I'm here, I'm real, I'm not some zombie or vampire or whatever; Mikey, it's me, and I came back, I've been returned to you, just as I promised I would!"
Mike leaned back against the wall, and slowly slid to his knees as his legs gave way, shaking his head in denial; these things happen in Poe novels, not real life; how could any of this not be some kind of brain-injury, an aneurism, or a stroke-induced fantasy. He slumped forward, his head in his hands, willing this bizarre situation to be over, that he would wake-up in a nice quiet room somewhere, with the nice, soft padded walls, walls almost as soft and sweet-smelling as the phantom dream-girl beside him...
"Mikey!" Lissa's voice lashed across his maunderings, jerking his head upright. She held his face between her hands (soft, warm, live hands, he noted absently), then slid across him, sitting astride him on the floor, to look straight into his eyes.
"Mikey, it's me, really!" she smiled, but Mike only shook his head.
"So if you're...you, who the hell was that in the mirror?" he managed to croak, and Lissa grinned even wider.
"Also me; you just have to understand what's happened here, Mikey. Now, are you going to shut-up and listen?"
Mike nodded mutely; might as well let this whole crazy fantasy spin even further out of control; he'd already lost his mind...
Lissa cocked her head, studying him for a second or two, then nodded in satisfaction at something.
"Mikey, do you remember what I said to you, the last thing I said to you before I...left? I told you that time is only a thing, and it's a very simple thing, too, once you understand it. When I...died, I moved out of time, I was no longer part of time, and I could see it all, be anywhere, go anywhere, and see anything!"
Her smile faltered, and a tear trailed down her cheek as she spoke, her voice little more than a hushed whisper, but trembling with emotion.
"I watched you being born, Mikey; I watched you being born and growing-up, and falling in love with me; I went back and watched countless times, because you are my darling Mikey-Boy and I loved you so, and I loved you more each time I saw it. I've watched over you all through your life; that time when you were seven, and that car nearly hit you on the Hungerford Road? It was me that pushed you out of the way. I have been ranging up and down your life, Mikey, my own, darling Michael-boy, I have seen our first night together, and every night since then; I felt your pain spiking in my heart as you suffered alone, and I've seen our future...and our children, and so I knew what I had to do."
Fascinated in spite of himself, Mike reached out to stroke her hair, his fingers thrilling again at the remembered feel of her silky copper tresses. She was here, somehow, impossibly, against all reason, she had come back, and she was no revenant, no risen, reanimated corpse, no creature of night and evil. She was real, it really was her!
"So how is this...all this, possible?" he whispered, "and who is that other girl, and how did she get mixed-up in this?"
Lissa leaned forward, resting her head against his chest, her favorite pose when she was thinking. At first, Mike thought she wasn't going to continue, but then she spoke, her voice so low he had to strain to hear what she was saying.
"The other girl is called Melissa Summers; she was born the same day as me, near Carlisle, in the Borders. When we were born, my soul, spirit, whatever, was allowed to occupy her body as well as my own; there were two of us, at opposite ends of the country, but only one soul. I took nothing from her; for whatever reasons there are for these things, she was destined to be still-born, and so I, me, the discarnate soul of Lysette, was allowed to warp time so I could exist both as me and as her at the same time, two bodies, but only one soul. I made the paradox that allowed two versions of me to exist at once, although, from my point of view, outside of time as I was, there was no such thing, just two aspects of the same thing; as I kept telling you, time is the simplest thing, if you understand it. I was able to ensure we both lived and grew, and became people in our own right. But the soul of Melissa Summers was always me; we were the same person, just two very different lives."
She paused, collecting her thoughts.
"When I, the part that is me, Lysette, died, it collapsed the paradox, and created a new one, one where there was only one version of me, my Melissa alter ego, still with one soul, but now existing in two places at once; one, outside time, and the other, unknowingly, inside Melissa, waiting for the time that I had created to be right, that would bring her here, where you could touch the stars and release me. That was the price I agreed to pay; part of the agreement was that only you could bring me back; if she had never met you, if she had never come here, if you had never touched the stars, Melissa would have remained Melissa, with a life and future all of her own."
Mike stirred.
"Agreement with who...Lissa, if that's who you are? How do I know I'm not strapped to a hospital bed somewhere, drugged to the eyeballs and that this isn't just a psychotic fantasy?"
Lissa stared levelly at him until he turned away.
"Just for the sake of argument, let's assume I'm not insane, and this is really happening. Who did you bargain with? God? The Devil? The Grim Reaper? Shazam? Who, Lissa?"
Lissa smiled as she nodded slightly, as if glad he'd asked the question.
"I don't know, Mikey; not God, I think; somehow I don't think the King of the Universe goes and hunts around for a wrench when he gets the equivalent of a leaky toilet; one of his people takes care of it, I think; he may see the fall of every sparrow; I don't think he actually feels compelled to anything about it every time it happens. In my case, there was obviously a higher plan, so I was offered this chance, and only this once, to get it right."
"So who made you this offer?" he persisted, and Lissa grinned.
"Well, Mikey, I really don't know; the potential for the deal was suddenly there, and then suddenly it had always been there; somehow I knew what to do, I always had, like the deal had always existed, just waiting for me to show up, and I knew what to do to make it all fall into place; if I'd been breaking any rules, I think something might have showed-up to put a stop to it, so yes, sanction came from somewhere higher up, of that I'm sure."
She giggled, that same, throaty chuckle that had always made the short hairs on his neck stand on end.
"I took care of both of you, did you know that? I had to make sure that Melissa would live, that no harm would come to her, to keep gently nudging her so that she could be here today; I had to watch over you, Michael-boy, and I had to keep an eye on her, and one on me too, as I grew up. Believe me, I've been busy this last year; a year has passed for you, but I've been around for two parallel lifetimes, making sure nothing happened to Melissa, you, or me to make sure we all got to this point!"
Lissa leaned back slightly and rested her hands on his shoulders.
"Mikey, I have loved you every day of my life. Now I know why. I was born to ensure that you would be happy and safe every day of your life; I have died and seen what the future holds for us, and I know now that love does endure beyond death, and it will overcome death if it has reason to. That I did, and so I'm back with you, where I was destined to be. Will you love me again, Michael-Fionn Cormac Sheridan?"
Mike tried to answer, but his mouth could only work as the swelling in his breast locked the words in his throat. His arms encircled her, dragging her against him as a storm of harsh, braying sobs burst from him, all the rage and pain, despair and need finally venting, finally releasing him. Lissa clung to him as he cried out all his loss and grief.
"Mike..." she whispered as he crushed her against him, one hand buried in her hair as his other held her tightly, deep, shuddering sobs wracking him.
"I lost you, I lost you, I needed you so much, and you were gone, I wanted to die too..." he sobbed, and all she could do was stroke his hair as his long-held grief poured out of him.
"Ssshh Mikey, it's all over now, I'm here Mikey-boy, I'm back, and I'm never leaving you again, I promise!" she breathed as she stroked and caressed his hair, his face, the small of his back where her arms encircled him. "I'm never leaving you, not for one second, that I promise you, Mikey!"
They remained motionless for long seconds, Lissa holding him tightly as tremors shook him, growing less with every minute as catharsis set in, her caresses becoming gentle kisses on his cheeks, his neck, and on his lips.
As his paroxysm of grief calmed, Mike became aware of another feeling altogether; it had been a year since Lissa's death, and he'd had no intimate contact of any sort since that day, nor any wish for it, but now, as he cuddled her on his lap, he could feel the stirrings of another sort of need. Lissa felt it too, squirming happily in that way she'd always had.
"Feels like you finally believe me, Mikey-boy!" she grinned, and Mike, on a sudden impulse, pulled her close, his lips finding hers as his tongue rubbed gently against her tongue. As they kissed, Mike could feel that old frisson, the subtle tells from her kiss that gave her identity away. My God, he thought, it really is her; somehow, it really is her!
Lissa broke their kiss to smile at him once again, watching him as all the barriers he'd erected finally crumbled. She scrambled to her feet and held her hand out to him, grinning all the while.
"Come with me, Mikey, there's something I want to do," she whispered, once more tugging him to his feet. He looked quizzically at her and she grinned her old, mischievous grin.
"Race you to the bedroom!" she taunted, grinning as Mike once more smiled at her challenge, one he'd heard so many times before. As he too scrambled to his feet, he glimpsed her in the mirror; the brunette was gone, and only Lissa was there next to him. He quirked an eyebrow at her, and smiled as she reached up to lightly pinch his chin.
"Where is she...?" he began, and Lissa's smile broadened.
"She's still there, Mikey; the rest of the world can see her; all they'll ever see is her; only you will ever see me as I truly am. It has to be this way; Lissa Sheridan is dead, so it might raise a few eyebrows for her to be seen wandering around Newbury with you, don'cha think? To you, I'll always be me; the rest of the world will see Melissa, and hear her voice. This is also part of the price, and I think I can live with it. Now come with me; we have one more fence to mend."
Mike still held back, staring in the mirror.
"So what about her? Really? What about who she was, her family? Is she still anywhere at all, or did you just swamp her and take her over?"
Lissa held his face in her two hands, looking up at him.
"Mikey, no-one took anything; without me, Melissa would never have been. She lived a full life; she has no living family in her home town, which is why she came to London, but she had a happy life, and she loved her parents, and I remember that, because she was me and they were my parents too, and I loved them as much as she did; parallel lives, remember? She lost her parents and I couldn't do anything to stop it, because sometimes there isn't any way to stop these things, and so I grieved for them with her, and I grieve and feel their loss even now. So I will keep their memory alive for Melissa, it's the very least I can do for her. All she was, it's all here, in me. Don't forget; we're both the same person, and all she was, or remembers, or wanted, those were me too; she'll always be a part of me, here inside me."
Lissa paused to watch him take this all in, then resumed talking.
"Melissa never really existed in her own right; she was born to be part of me, but she's being rewarded for her part in this; don't worry about her; something bigger than me is watching over her, over who she could have, would have, should have been, and I know, without knowing how I know, that the soul that was denied her is being reborn, and she will have a proper life and destiny this time around, one that's completely hers. I have a feeling she will be a very special person; when you play by the rules, you reap the rewards, and I can feel her happiness; believe me, she's being rewarded. Now come with me, baby-boy!"
As Mike followed her up the stairs, his eyes were fixed on her bottom, twinkling enticingly at him in tight jeans, and once again he marvelled at the fact she was here, alive again, against all hope or expectation. He could feel himself responding more overtly to her body, his need for her suddenly leaping high inside him. As they reached the top of the stairs, she turned to say something, and Mike pulled her close, unable to stop himself as his lips crushed against hers.
Lissa squeaked in surprise, then her lips curved against his as she smiled, and her hand curled around his neck to hold him tightly against her as she kissed him back with equal vigour.
"Whew, that came out of the bank!" she gasped when Mike broke their kiss, smiling broadly, his expression unreadable, as true happiness, something he'd thought he'd lost forever, flooded through him. Lissa nodded, a faint smile on her lips.
"Make love to me, Mikey," she whispered, "I've waited a whole lifetime to be with you again, Michael-Fionn, will you take me back?"
Mike was almost trembling with need as he gently pulled her close, feeling her soft, remembered body moulding itself to him. His hands slipped down to cup and squeeze her taut, neat little buttocks, making her sigh even as she wriggled contentedly against him. He fumbled with the button of her jeans as she shrugged-off the delivery company bomber jacket, and then he was pulling her t-shirt over her head even as she tugged his shirt open.
Lips locked together, they tumbled out of their clothes and dropped onto the bed naked, hands holding, touching, squeezing and caressing, remembering with their fingers, lips and tongues, until finally Mike found himself on his back, Lissa straddling him. Her hand sought him out, and with their eyes locked together, she sank down on him even as he thrust up into her, joining with her, her sleek moistness enfolding him as she clasped and squeezed him with her internal muscles. They began the well-remembered rhythm, the silence of the room broken only by the slap of flesh on flesh, and the muted sighs and gasps of lovers making love.



Much as they wanted this to last forever, too much lay between them for it to last; their bodies speeded-up, sighs giving way to entreaties, until the mutual explosion, her scream of fulfilment in counterpoint to his deep groan as he poured himself into her, tribute long kept, a gift he had never once considered that he would ever give to her again.
They collapsed exhausted, the intense emotions of the day taking their toll of both of them, but when Mike awoke in the early evening dusk, he was alone. The bed next to him was cold, and he knew he must have been dreaming again. Tears started in his eyes at the cruelty of the dream he'd allowed himself to accept as real, but just as he began to climb out of bed to endure another evening alone with his loss, he heard the front door slam.
His heart leaping into his throat, he grabbed a robe and ran downstairs, and there she was, still with him, as real as day, and just as beautiful, emptying a shopping bag into the fridge. She turned as he burst into the kitchen, dropping everything at his expression.
"Mikey...what...?" she stumbled as he kissed her wildly.
"I thought you were a dream...I thought I imagined you...!" he gabbled, holding and fondling her, reassuring himself that she was indeed real, that she was still here.
"Mikey, I just went to the shops! I had to throw out all that stuff in the fridge; I thought I told you never to buy all that rubbish! I only went around the corner...!" she giggled as he crushed her to himself.
"Let me go so I can make us something to eat, Mikey, stop it! You have to eat something, then you have to take me to mum and dad's..."
That brought him back down with a bump.
"Really? Can't we wait a couple of days?"
Lissa shook her head.
"Mikey, you've avoided them since the Wake; it's been a year; you have to stop blaming dad and make up with him; you don't need to be so angry with him anymore. I want to see them again, Mikey; I missed them so very much; please take me there, you have to, I can't just waltz in and introduce myself..."
Mike regarded her sombre expression and realised she was right; she needed to see her parents again, even if they couldn't know it was her. He bent down and kissed her quickly, even as he pinched her bottom.
"You're right; let's do this!" "
*
Mike fidgeted outside the door; he'd had no contact with John and Brigitte in a year; until now, his towering anger with his father had kept him from coming back to this place that held only memories of loss and grief. His hand hovered over the door-knocker, reluctant to cross that bridge again. Lissa pursed her lips and knocked firmly, poking him in the side as she did so, making him grin as she found his ticklish spot all over again.
The door opened, and Brigitte stood there, her mouth an 'O' of surprise as Mike smiled at her.
"Hi mum...!" he began, trailing off as her eyes filled.
"Michael...!" she whispered, her hand at her throat, and then she was in his arms, hugging him fiercely. "I never thought...it's been so long...I missed you so much...!" she sobbed into his chest, while Mike held her tight, bitterly regretting the past year he'd spent immersed in his own grief and anger, selfishly forgetting what she was going through too.
"I'm sorry mum, I'm sorry, I'm sorry..." he kept murmuring as he nuzzled her hair, holding her against him as she cried. Mike pulled her into the entrance hall and shut the door against the cold, still stroking her hair until her sobs died down and she was able to notice her surroundings. Her face flushed as she glimpsed the pretty girl with her son. Mike in turn grinned and gently pulled Lissa forward.
"Mum, meet Melissa Summers; this is the girl I'm going to marry. Melissa, meet my mum, Brigitte."
Brigitte's eyes widened as she heard what Mike said, a happy smile lighting up her face. As she finally turned to greet Lissa the light fell full on her face, and Brigitte paled, her hand instinctively crossing herself as her eyes widened in shock and she staggered back to lean against the wall.
"Mikey, can you...did you...what... oh my God, no, it can't be ...!" she stammered, tears starting from her eyes.
Lissa darted a quick look at Mike, shock plain in her face too.
"Mikey, she can see me, oh my God no, she can see me...!" she hissed, "What the hell...?"
Mike reached for his mother, intending to hug her, the only thing he could think of doing, but she shrugged him off, instead reaching for Lissa, her fingers gently stroking her face, her hair, to eventually cup her face in her hands and gently smooth her eyebrows, feeling her features like a blind person would, reassuring herself with her fingertips that her eyes weren't lying, while tears poured unnoticed down her face.
"Lissa!" she finally whispered, looking deeply into her eyes, seeing once more her dead daughter's calm, grey eyes. "Is it really you, have you come back to me, oh, my baby girl, how, how is it possible, how can this be? I saw...we all saw...I was there...!"
Mike flicked his eyes once more at Lissa, taking in her wide-eyed, shocked expression, the tears brimming in her glorious eyes as she stammered and blustered.
"Yes mum, it's really me, but you shouldn't...you really can see me? No, no, no, no, no, it's not supposed to be like this! I was promised that only Mikey...there was a deal...it wasn't... Mikey, help me here..."
As he watched their reunion, Mike's thoughts suddenly fled back to the Wake, to that surreal conversation with his Great-Aunt:
"Much as they like to say otherwise, sometimes, Michael-Fionn Cormac Sheridan, 'The Sight' is more than just a story to cadge drinks off of American tourists on O'Connell Street! Your granny had it, your mother has it, although she denies it...and you have enough of it to make me wonder about you, oh yes..."
His face must have mirrored his thoughts, because both Brigitte and Lissa stared at him as it all became clear to him; the Sight, of course, The Sight! It was real, Ara was right, she'd said his mother denied her gift, but that didn't make it go away, and now it was manifesting...
Mike took in both women in a glance, at his mother's tear-stained face and Lissa's head whipping back and forth as she tried to deny this was happening, and made a quick decision, quietly hustling them into the dining room and closing the double doors before his father heard anything and came to investigate. All the time, Brigitte hadn't taken her eyes off Lissa's face, gazing once again at her lost daughter, reliving the loss and tragedy, and trying to reconcile the reality of what she was seeing with her own eyes.
"Mikey, help me, tell me what's going on, I don't understand..." she whispered. He glanced again at Lissa and took in her nod even as tears streamed down her face.
Haltingly at first, Mike explained what Lissa had told him, the deal she'd made, and why. Brigitte nodded along to the story, but Mike was unsure whether it was because she believed him, or because he believed it himself, but the evidence was there in front of her; her daughter returned to her, alive and well again.
When Mike had finished his tale, Brigitte stood still, her eyes flicking from him to Lissa and back again, and when Mike would have spoken Brigitte forestalled him, instead suddenly hugging Lissa, crushing her to her breast, and when she turned to face Mike again, her face was wreathed in smiles.
"Do you see now, mum, do you believe me, in all this, that it's true?" he asked, and Brigitte hugged Lissa to her once again.
"Of course it's true. I don't know how, I don't care how, you brought her back to me, Mikey; she's here, I can see her, I can see her!"
Mike took his mother by her arms, and turned her gently to face him.
"Mum, dad can't know, he can never know; he doesn't have what you and I have, and he'd never understand; if you try to explain it to him, he'll probably think you've gone mad, so please, don't let him know. As far as he's concerned, my fiancée is Melissa, not Lissa; she's going to be his new daughter, just let him have that, and he can work it out with her for himself."
Brigitte looked at him carefully, seeing the sense in his words, and nodded slowly.
"You're right, Mikey, we'll let him find his own connection with her; it's enough that we know who she is, he'll learn to love her his own way. And now you'd better tell him your own news."
With that, Brigitte walked back out into the hallway, to call out to her husband.
Mike helped Lissa take off her jacket, doffing his own, and as he hung them on pegs, John stepped out into the hallway. Mike was shocked to see how haggard he looked; the last year had obviously been hard on him, and he looked old beyond his years, shrunken into himself, beaten down and defeated.
"Mike...so good to see you, son..." he murmured, all the stiff-necked bombast gone, and Mike's heart went out to his father, now just a shadow of his former self. Lissa nudged him, and so he took his father's outstretched hand, then pulled him into a hug. John stiffened for a second, then returned the hug, pounding his son on the back as his emotions got the better of him. John released him and held him by the shoulders, looking keenly at him.
"You're looking well, son. And who's this young lady?" he asked, obviously seeing nothing out of the ordinary.
Mike took Lissa' hand and urged her forward, sure now that his father, at least, saw only what he was supposed to see: the pretty, blue-eyed brunette she'd promised him the rest of the world would see.
"Dad, this is Melissa, Melissa Summers; we're getting married. Melissa, this is my dad, John Sheridan."
Lissa went through the pantomime of shaking hands, John obviously not recognising her, but he smiled, his face creasing into long unused laugh-lines.
"I'm so happy for both of you, Mike is a very lucky man; I hope you'll both be very happy together! You know, you remind me of someone...never mind, it'll come back to me. Come in, sit down, and tell us about yourself."
Mike and his father chatted in a way they had never managed before; no barely restrained criticism, no suppressed anger, no sniping and sarcasm; for the first time in their lives they connected as father and son; the loss to both of them had changed them both profoundly, helped along by the girl Mike had brought to meet his parents, the first ever.
When they were leaving, John actually startled Mike by hugging him, a first, and an apology, another first, for never respecting him or his choices. Mike was in a thoughtful mood all the way home; in some way he couldn't define, his feelings and attitude towards his father had undergone a radical shift. Lissa smiled in understanding and patted his knee.
"There you go, Mikey; all it needed was a little forgiveness. Now we can start over again!"
*
When he hung their jackets up in the hallway, Mike noticed on the hall table the package that 'Melissa' had delivered, that had started this whole chain of events. Attached was an envelope addressed to him, in Lissa's handwriting. Intrigued, he slit the flap and pulled out a folded sheet of notepaper.
"Dear Mikey,
"I tried to get this for you for your birthday but the specialist bookseller didn't have a copy. They did promise to despatch it as soon as they got a good one in, so here it is. Whenever it arrives, I hope you enjoy; I know how much you love a good Christmas ghost story.
"I love you, baby-boy,
Lissa"
Mike grinned and tore open the package, and laughed out loud; in his hand was a bound first edition of 'A Christmas Carol'...
POSTSCRIPT:
Mike and Lissa were married on the feast of Candlemas, February 2nd, a crisp, snowy day, in the church near Theale where his parents had married, and his grandparents before that. It was a small, private ceremony, with only immediate family present. As Lissa walked down the aisle on the arm of John, as she'd requested, Mike caught the look his aunt Ara gave him, and the sly, knowing wink as she looked at the bride, then at him. Mike breathed out the breath he hadn't realised he was holding; Ara knew, obviously she could see what he and Brigitte were seeing, and she was good with it, and her words so long ago at Lissa's wake once more came back to him, that Lissa wasn't done with them, that there was more to come, and now here it was.
With that knowledge, the last of his tension drained away as he prepared to do the thing he'd thought he'd lost forever; marry the love of his life, his Lissa, and make her his forever, in fact as well as in his heart
When their daughter was born a year later, everyone marvelled at her sea-grey eyes and flaming copper hair, the very image of her grandmother Brigitte, and Michael's lost sister, too; John and Brigitte gave their blessing when Mike named her 'Lysette', in honour of his sister. Curiously, no-one in the family ever once noticed, or commented, that Mike always called his wife 'Lissa', rather than her given name.
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Part 1
I had Andy in my room, in my bed, and I was just the happiest girl in the world; right now, we had the house to ourselves; Miss Langley, our bitter depressive of a housekeeper, had gone away to make her own relatives miserable for two weeks, and Freddy was hiding under a rock somewhere far, far away, so Andy and I had that whole big house to ourselves for a whole two weeks.
I knew what I wanted; I wanted my sexy big brother to fuck me relentlessly, to break that bed, with me under him when he did it; I wanted large helpings of 'Yee-haarr!' stirred in and seasoned with big smoochie-smoochie , and, lucky me, so did he.
When we arrived home, the house was deserted; good, that meant the harridan had departed for the lesser circle of Hell she brooded in, so Andy and I could spend all day, every day, naked if the mood took us, and I intended to see it did, often.
From the look in his eyes, Andy was up for it as well, but first, I had needs that I'd been tamping down all through that endless drive down the M5. Now, at last, we had the room and the opportunity to do something about it.
The house itself is a little way outside Bath, built of that lovely mellow sandstone, like so much of Bath, and stands in six acres of grounds, so no neighbours to hear the various noises I intended to make when my Andy did things to me that needed expressing!
First off, though, I needed a shower, so, while Andy took our various cases and bags into the dressing room, I stripped off and slipped into my en suite bathroom, and stepped under the lovely hot water.
I was in a world of my own, pleasurable thoughts of Andy and me playing and being together running through my mind, when a pair of big, warm hands slipped around my waist and cupped my boobs, squeezing the girls while a pair of hot lips grazed along my shoulder and up my neck, making me squirm as goosebumps prickled all over me.
"Hello Lindy-girl!" he growled softly in my ear, lightly pinching my nipples at the same time, making me gasp and buck against him, my body thrilling with the sudden spike of pleasure that shot through me.
"Hello big brother!" I husked back at him, grinding my bottom against that club-like penis of his now pressing against me. "Are you going to do my back?" I asked him softly, wriggling against him and feeling him grind back against me.
"I'm going to do all of you; just give me time!" he murmured as he nibbled my ear, making me sag against him as the pleasure darted through me again, grounding in my pussy, making it twitch and buzz gently . He reached up and flicked the shower off, then turned his attention back to gently squeezing and fondling my breasts, my nipples zinging happily every time he brushed or gently squeezed them.
Now his hand slipped down, circling and rubbing the flat of my tummy, and down some more, until he was sliding his finger gently against my labia, fireworks going off in my peripheral vision as he played and teased, and all the while his lips and tongue worked against my shoulder, my neck, and my ears.
His other hand squeezed and gently tugged my nipples, slowly but surely driving me out of my mind as he kissed, teased and frigged me all at once.
I could feel my pussy warming and swelling, making ready for him; recent virgin or not, I was ready for a hammering session, and so was he, judging by the burning heat of that thing wedged between my cheeks. As he kissed my neck and tortured and teased my clitoris, he slowly leaned on me, until I was leaning against the shower wall, only the flat of my hands holding me upright.
His hands slid down to part my legs, and suddenly I realised what he wanted to do; he was going to have me here, now, in my shower; God that was so hot, and so naughty!
I gasped as he probed between my thighs, sticking my bottom out to help him, then his hands were on my bum, pulling my cheeks gently apart, and his stiff cock bumped against me, then rubbed along my perineum and against my labia, setting off another shower of sparks in my head.
"Like that, Lindy, like that...!" he muttered, and suddenly he was sliding into me, pushing my labia apart and making me cry out as he once more stretched me, but in another way entirely this time, and nice, oh, so nice!
I pushed back against him as he pushed forward, filling me completely, and as he began sliding out again, his soft fingers once more found my clitoris, and began to gently rub and tease me as he slid in and out of me again and again, faster and more urgent, but gently, lovingly.
My mind was in a whirl; I'd never dreamed sex could be this good, this gentle, this exciting, the thousand things I was feeling at once all melding together into my perfect moment with Andy, and as I felt that happen inside me, so I climaxed in a sudden rush of pleasure, like pure, golden heat blasting through me, huge and unstoppable. I screamed as the whole world dissolved around me, my body shivering and quivering with the force of my release.
As I came, so did he, groaning as he held me tightly against him, his cock threshing inside me like a live thing as it throbbed and spat the last of his sperm into me; we'd made love three times that morning, plus I'd made him fill my mouth, so I wasn't sure he'd have anything left, but dry or not, his orgasm was as intense as mine, to judge by his stiff immobility as his cock pulsed and twitched inside me.
His arms relaxed and once more hugged me, instead of holding me immobile, and his lips once more played along my shoulders and the nape of my neck as he slowly slid from me, the sensation exquisite. I could feel his heart thudding against mine, my heart hammering madly as the aftershocks rippled through me.
He turned me around and kissed me gently, soft, affectionate pecks on my cheek, my lips, my neck, all the while holding me against him by the cheeks of my bum as I shuddered and twitched, and now I fully understood what had just happened here: we'd made love, not had sex, not fucked; we'd made love, and it had affected him as deeply as it had me.
"I love you, Lindy!" he whispered into my neck, grazing lightly as he held me, his lips moving up to once more capture mine, and kiss me like a whirlwind, like a madman, like a man in love.
I kissed him back no less wildly, trying to pull him into me, to cover my body with his and be part of him forever.
"I love you too, Andy, always!" I whispered, melting as he grinned at me, pulling me closer for yet another heart-stopping kiss; then, with a wry grin, he flicked the shower back on so we could continue what he'd so wonderfully interrupted.
I insisted on helping him dry off, taking my time to handle that lovely, muscular body of his, and he did the same for me; I'm sure he wasn't trying to heat me up, but he did, and I almost needed another shower, a cold one, this time! Once were dried off, and in my case, cooled-off, we slipped on a couple of robes and went downstairs to the pantry to find something to eat.
Of course, Miss Langley being the vindictive old rat-bag that she was, and knowing full well we were coming home, had cleared all the food out of the fridge, and either shoved it in the freezer, or thrown it away, before buggering-off to inflict herself on her family. With nothing to eat in the house, there was only one thing for it.
"Chinese, Indian, Pizza, or do you want to find a restaurant somewhere?" Andy grinned ruefully. A restaurant sounded good to me, so without further discussion we got dressed and jumped in the car to find somewhere in town we could park the car; luckily it was a weeknight; weekends are impossible to find a parking spot or somewhere to eat in Bath, and Andy didn't fancy driving all the way into Bristol just for a meal.
We eventually found a nice restaurant, serving traditional English food, which was becoming a rarity in Bath, what with all the French, Italian, Tapas, Mongolian, Korean, Sushi bars and Thai restaurants springing-up left, right, and centre.
After an old-fashioned, satisfying roast-beef dinner, with all the trimmings, such as we never got at school, and hardly ever got at home, either, I wanted to get Andy home and curl-up with him; right now I was in the mood for a soft sofa, a couple of bottles of good Médoc or Daddy's excellent Tokay, a nice long talk, and Andy in my bed when I woke up in the morning, and I could feel the same need in him.
We had two weeks to play, hump ourselves giddy, and generally explore every nook, cranny, crevice, and ticklish-spot, so I was in no rush; Andy was a banquet for me, not a burger and fries, and I intended to take full advantage of this opportunity to see what made him gasp.
The parents were off in some trendy hot-spot, no doubt experimenting with the local talent; mother and Daddy would both have their hands full with whatever post-teenage playmates they'd scored, so they wouldn't be back for weeks, not even for Cowes Week coming up in a few days, one of the annual society hot-spots.
Daddy didn't sail, so he'd be off somewhere like Grand Cayman or Mustique, being photographed with his hand under some starlet's skirt, and mother was probably somewhere in the Med or points east, doing the splits under some racing driver or rising tennis-star, so I had no fear of them walking in on us, not that I really cared.
Freddy was...wherever he'd slunk off to after abandoning me to the tender mercies of Jack Fineman, so I probably wouldn't see him again this summer. No, I had the house, and Andy, to myself, and I intended to make full use of them both before Uni beckoned.
Once we arrived home, we wasted no time in stripping off, finding our robes, and lounging back on the huge Chesterfield in the family room, a mound of cushions and a couple of throws making a very acceptable bed for a warm summer night. While we lounged, we talked, mainly about university for me, what came next, and how we were going to make it work. Andy wasn't too concerned, so I took my cue from him.
"Like I said, Lindy, take your first year, and give it a fair shake. If it's not for you, fair enough, I'll come get you, and you can live with me in Edinburgh; I have to admit. The thought of having you with me makes me feel good deep inside!"
When he put it like that, it made me doubt my decision to go to uni; could I let him go for a year, have him all the way up at the other end of the country, while I roughed-it alone in London?
(I should point out here that 'roughing-it' was a relative term; the house in London is in Eaton Square, slap in the middle of Mayfair and just around the corner from Buckingham Palace; it has six bedroomsuites over four floors, a private underground parking garage, a billiards room, a cinema, and a sauna, with an elevator connecting all the floors, so not your average student digs).
I just wasn't sure now that I could happily rattle around alone in the place, just me and the cleaning service, for a whole year. There was no-one I could ask, no-one I trusted enough to share this with, certainly none of my school friends; what did I do?
Andy saw my dilemma so tactfully changed the subject, talking about the parents, and our Edgeworth grandparents, and how they were likely to react. Mother's parents had passed away before Andy was born, so they were just pictures in an album to me, but Nana and Grandfather lived not too far away, near Midsomer Norton, and when I was younger, I'd always called on them, as my parents were patently useless when it came to parenting issues; it's hard to communicate with a parent whose responses are being filtered through several layers of Singapore Gin Sling and Tom Collins'...
After a good meal, and a bottle of fruity, richly-rounded Tokay from Daddy's cellar, I could hardly keep my eyes open, and Andy made such a warm, comfortable bolster, while he talked about medical school, old friends he'd met yesterday and today for the first time in years. I nestled back against him, listening to his voice rumbling softly in his chest, enjoying his arm around me, and let my mind wander.
I woke in full morning sunshine, Andy's arm still around me and holding me to him, his breathing slow and deep; he was still fast asleep. The throw had slipped onto the floor, but he was so warm, and the morning sun was so delicious, I just sighed happily and snuggled back against him, completely at peace with the world. Then my lovely haze was shattered.
"Lindy, dear, just what on earth are you two doing?"
I froze; Nana! Oh my God! I squeezed my eyes tight shut, hoping it was just my imagination, but no, there it came again, soft, but clear and distinct.
"Lindy, where are your clothes? And why is Andrew naked, too?"
I slowly turned to look, and sure enough, there was my grandmother standing at the end of the sofa, one eyebrow cocked in query. I started to clamber off the sofa, but she shushed me.
"Quietly, dear, let him sleep; I want to talk to you, first. Pick up your robe, Lindy, and come with me."
I slipped my robe on and trudged along behind her, knowing that any story I came up with to explain my being naked, in bed, with my equally naked big brother, had better be stupendously good if I were to have any chance of slipping it past her; now I knew how they felt in France when they were marched up to the guillotine...
We went into the parlour, and Nana quietly closed the door so we could talk.
"Take a seat, please, Lindy, this won't take long."
I sat in a huddle, arms wrapped around myself, unable to meet her eyes, so I was startled when I felt her hand brush against my hair, and as I looked up in puzzlement, she lifted my chin and looked into my eyes.
"So much like your mother, and your father too!" she smiled. "I think I know what you were doing, in fact I'm sure, but why don't you tell me anyway, eh? And before you ask, yes, your Grandfather saw you too, but don't worry, I sent him into the garden to inspect the Azaleas, he'll be a while. Now, talk to me, Lindy!"
Grandfather knew too? Oh Christ-bloody-Almighty, how much worse could this get? And yet we were still alive...
I didn't know where to start, or how angry she was, if indeed she was, because, strangely, she actually didn't seem that perturbed, so I started from the beginning, how I'd always felt that Andy was special, how much I needed him around me, how much I missed him when he was gone, and what had happened at the school, then at the hotel afterwards, and the following morning, only yesterday.
Nana watched my face carefully while I talked, grinning as I told her what I'd done to Jack Fineman in the park when he'd tried to abduct me, and tutting about Freddy.
"Dear Freddy, such a waste; there are so many things your father should have told him, and given him; a bloody good thrashing now and then wouldn't have gone amiss, but I suppose in this day and age if one is no longer allowed to discipline one's own children, who exactly is going to?"
She paused for a second, looking pensive, then resumed.
"What Andrew said about him is probably correct; he did a bloody stupid thing, but I don't think he actually meant anything by it; he was just trying to show you he was the Alpha-Male in your relationship. Poor, poor Freddy, socked in the eye and chased out of the park! I wonder where he is now. I'll have your Grandfather's people locate him, just to make sure he's alright."
She reached over to twitch my robe into something a little more modest, and smoothed my hair back out of my eyes; such a normal gesture from her that I began to really relax; so far no fireworks, no recriminations, no histrionics, I wasn't dead yet, and I was beginning to wonder why. At that moment, my Grandfather popped his head through the garden doors and smiled at me.
I was always struck by how much Andy looked like Grandfather; that same burly, square-shouldered build, the same mop of curly black hair (peppered with iron-grey in Grandfather's case), the same grey-blue eyes, the same firm chin with that characteristic cleft in it; that's probably why I felt so comfortable around both of them. Andy obviously got the full set of Edgeworth dominants from Grandfather's side of the family; if I wanted to know what he was going to look like one day, all I had to do was look at my Grandfather. Even at his age, in his mid-sixties, Grandfather was still a very handsome man; Nana was very lucky.
Nana looked disapprovingly at him, making him grin apologetically.
"Really, George, we're not done, please go and find something to do! Shoo, go away!"
Grandfather grinned at me and blew me a quick kiss. Poor Grandfather, he towered over Nana, but she made the rules; I suppose it must be working for them, since they'd been married over forty years now. Nana made a shooing gesture, so he winked at me, gave me another grin, and disappeared from view. I squared my shoulders.
"So, Nana, you caught us 'in flagrante'; what's next? Are you going to tell Daddy and Mother?"
Nana smiled, the merest twitch of the corners of her mouth, and once again I was struck by how much I looked like her; she had Daddy's features, that same chin, the same mouth, even the same nose, but her hair was the same rich auburn as Daddy's, whereas I had a sort of generic brown.
"No Lindy, I don't see that would serve any...purpose," she said, and I knew what she meant; she adored daddy, but she had no illusions about him; that was why the chairman of the board and most of the directors were Daddy's older brothers and their sons; Daddy was destined to be a playboy, Mother was only ever going to be a Socialite, which was why her brothers ran all their family industries. That was what they both wanted, so their brothers all gave him what they wanted, and in return they stayed away from anything as boring as actually taking an interest in the various businesses, which was probably a good thing for the economy of the country in the long run.
"Lindy," she continued, "I just want to know one thing: where do you intend taking this...liaison with Andrew? He's your ha...he's your brother, there's no escaping that fact, how do you expect to carry this off?"
I hadn't thought too deeply about that; I'd been so caught-up in him, in being with him, I'd never really thought how we'd do this; I guess I had subconsciously been relying on Andy to automatically make it all right for me, the way he'd always done. She had that eyebrow quirked again; time for an answer.
"I...don't know, Nana; I suppose I'll go and live somewhere with Andy...Andrew, somewhere no-one knows us; I doubt the parents will pry too deeply," she smiled at that, "so I suppose whatever we do will be whatever's best for us. I want him, I know I do, and I know he wants me too. One day he'll be a doctor, and I'll be very happy to be a doctor's wife and not Linda Eugenia Francesca Grosvenor-Edgeworth, society shark-bait and Socialite-in-Training. Until then, well, we shall have to see."



Nana smiled delightedly.
"I'm so glad you know your own mind, darling! Andrew is a lucky boy! It's just a good thing they don't have all that 'Debutante, presentation at Court' nonsense anymore, I'm not sure how your darling mother would have handled it!"
I had to smile; Nana was one of the last of the real Debutantes; she'd 'come-out' and been presented at Court in 1957 before the Queen abolished all that stuff in 1958, and louche as she was, I suspect my mother would have jumped at the chance to shoe-horn me into one of those ridiculous dresses and trot me out in front of the Queen if that archaic nonsense still survived; at the very least, it would have got her photographed yet again for the Society pages of 'Tatler'; now, with me (hopefully) somewhere a long way away, playing bang-bang with Andy, even the remote chance of that ever happening was fading, and as for prancing around in front of 'The Germans' in a stupid frou-frou dress...
While she was off the subject of my nakedness with my brother, I had a question of my own.
"Why are you here, anyway, Nana?"
She looked blankly at me for a second, then grinned again.
"I'm having some old friends to dinner tonight, and they're bringing some of their eligible offspring, so I was planning on doing a little match-making."
I looked pained at that, but she touched my arm reassuringly.
"Don't worry dear, I'm not about to foist some minor county society lout off on you, I actually popped-in to see if I could intercept you before you went off and did whatever it is you do, as I can't seem to pin you children down for five minutes these days, and what do I find instead? A scene straight out of 'Caligula'! Poor Barty Reeves-Wood is going to be devastated!" she grinned mischievously.
I wasn't devastated; the Reeves-Wood simpleton had halitosis that could blow a hole through a steel dinner-tray, and left a trail of tarnished silverware and asphyxiated houseplants and wildlife wherever he went. Last Christmas at Nana's house he'd tried to haul me under the mistletoe and I'd had to accidentally stand on his instep with a stiletto heel until his eyes crossed and he forgot all about me...
"If you're sure..." I said, uncertain if I was ready to go that public this soon in our relationship, but Nana was a subversive who always threw fun dinner-parties; it would just be a real strain having to pretend Andy was nothing but my older brother, but what the hey...
Nana grinned disarmingly.
"I just thought you and Andrew might enjoy being dangled as bait; maybe it'll liven things up a little! Of course, now that you're both taken it might be a bit difficult..." she trailed off suggestively.
"Excuse me just a second..." I said, and opened the door to the family room, where Andy was still fast asleep on the sofa, looking so adorable I wanted to run over there and bite him.
"Andy, Andy!" I called. His eyes snapped open and he sat up.
"What is it, what's wrong? Lindy...?"
I beckoned him closer.
"Come in here, baby, and put your robe on; Nana and Grandfather are here!"
His eyes widened and his mouth dropped open in shock.
"Oh Jeez, you mean they...both of us...on the sofa...?" and I nodded.
"They know, baby, and don't worry, it's all OK, Nana's alright, ditto Grandfather; he's been banished to the garden, you might have to go and find him in a minute, but Nana wants to talk to you now."
His eyes narrowed, and I had to grin.
"Really, Andy, it's all OK, just make yourself decent and come in here!"
Somewhat hesitantly, he followed me into the parlour, where Nana smiled brightly at him as she pecked him on the cheek.
"My goodness, Andrew, you really are the spit and image of George when he was your age; we shall all have to watch out for you, you handsome devil you!"
Andy, normally so quick on the draw with a witty riposte looked more than a little sandbagged by Nana's charm offensive, given the state she'd found us in.
"Erm, yes...lovely to see you, Gran...er..." he floundered, while Nana's eyes gleamed happily, until finally she took pity on him.
"Calm yourself dear, you and Lindy are of age, and quite frankly, I can see why both of you embarked on this...whatever you want to call it. Do calm down, darling!"
Andy stopped alternately flashing beet red and deathly pale as Nana's words sank in.
"You mean you...I mean, you're not ...?"
Nana chuckled musically, that sweet, indulgent laugh she seemed to keep especially for us.
"No dear, I'm not 'pregnant pause', or indeed anything. Just be a bit more discreet in future! Now, the reason I stopped by was to nab the pair of you for dinner tonight. Do come, darlings, it will be fun, and you look so dashing in a dinner jacket, dear! You'll both have to keep your hands off each other, but, as you're now a couple as they say, you can at least torture my friends' eligible sprouts from a distance!"
Andy grinned at that.
"You're a mean, hard woman, Gran, that's a terrible thing to do!"
Nana grinned innocently.
"Yes, it is, isn't it? And so much fun, too! Eight o'clock sharp, dears, and Lindy, darling, wear something alluring; I want the devastation factor off the scale tonight! Andrew, please go and put something on, and go and find your Grandfather before he falls in the Koi pond again..."
When he'd left, something she'd said earlier rose up and demanded my attention.
"Nana, earlier, you almost said Andy...Andrew was my ...half-brother; is that true?"
Nana looked sideways at me, then shook her head.
"I suppose I had better tell you, otherwise you'll never let it go. Yes, Andrew is your half-brother; his father is...your Grandfather."
OK, I never saw that one coming; Grandfather George was...Andy's father? This was Level 9 on the scale of bizarre shit my family had gotten up to.
"Go on, please," I heard myself say as I tried to bring myself back into focus. Nana pulled me closer, once again rearranging my robe as she told the tale.
"When your parents got married, Chloe was already pregnant; she'd been up to her usual tricks, and she and George had been having a little fun, only she got caught by surprise and ended up preggers. Her dear mother had been my best friend, and I couldn't let her be alone and just have a child like that, so your father, who'd always been her good friend, agreed to marry her; I think he thought it was all a bit of a lark. So he did, just to give the baby a name."
Ah-ha, so that was why my parents seemed so unconcerned about each other's dalliances; they really weren't interested, they'd only gotten married to give Andy a name. Poor Andy, but now that uncanny resemblance to Grandfather made sense. I was still a little shaken, though.
"But Nana, doesn't that mean Andy's my uncle too, if he's daddy's half-brother...?
Nana smiled secretively, then winked, possibly the dirtiest wink I'd ever seen.
"Lindy, Lindy, that isn't so, and for a very good reason; Andrew isn't your uncle, because George isn't your father's father; your father comes by his decadent nature honestly, darling girl!"
Now I was shocked.
"Nana!" I gasped, "you mean...?" and she smiled wickedly.
"Yes dear, I know, shocking isn't it! Your Grandfather and I have always had a ...relaxed attitude to what the other does; our marriage was pretty much arranged to tie up the family businesses, and we were hardly consulted; I wasn't exactly straining at the leash to get married, not with all those lovely Oxford and Cambridge undergrads to road-test, and George was having far too much fun bouncing French-Moroccan film actresses off the walls of his Mayfair penthouse; our parents had to literally frogmarch us down the aisle!"
She paused to catch her breath, her eyes alight with memory.
"We just saw no need to...limit ourselves, just because our parents saw fit to shackle us together; he was absolutely gorgeous then, I have to admit, and I did love him, I still do, more than anything in the world, but I wasn't IN love with him, and he was pretty much the same about me; as long as we kept it off the lawn so as not to frighten the dogs, or off the ballroom floor to avoid stains, we did as we pleased. Your father's real father was such a sweet boy, if a little feckless, but he was so pretty; Nigel looks just like him, and so do you, and poor, confused little Freddy."
My head was spinning with all this information. Nana took my hand and squeezed it gently as she once more brushed the hair away from my face.
"Bit of a shock, eh, finding out your sweet old granny's actually a banged-out old society tart?"
I snapped around to stare at her, to see her wicked grin again.
"Relax Lindy, I told you all this so you'd know who and what we are, and probably explain a bit about your parents, too."
But there was one thing that felt so bad right now, and I could feel it in my chest, wanting to burst out.
"Nana, what you said...about...daddy, Grandfather, but he's not my Grandfather...?"
Nana took me by the shoulders and pulled me around to look into my eyes.
"Don't you even think that, Linda! George is your Grandfather, you're his granddaughter, and he adores and worships you! It's not about the blood, it's about the bond; when you were six, and you had that bad bout of flu, it was he who put your cot outside on the terrace to cool you down, and sat up night after night to watch over you, and it was he who sat with you day after day while your parents were off God knows where, and it was he who press-ganged and threatened the best doctors in the country to look after you; it was he who taught you how to swim, played tea-party with you, took you to the seaside, make cupcakes with you and read you to sleep on his lap, and it was he who created all those funds so his favourite granddaughter would never want for anything! He is your Grandfather, in every way that counts, and you are his granddaughter, and don't you ever forget that!"
That burst the floodgates, and I spent the next few minutes soaking Nana's designer blouse, but she didn't seem to mind. When my bellows had died down to the occasional snotty sniffle, she took me upstairs and pushed me in the shower while she went to find Grandfather and Andy. When I came down, most of the ravages repaired, in a light summer dress, I spotted the three of them under the Gazebo in the rose arbour, chatting amiably. Andy had found time to put on an England rugby shirt and a pair of shorts, and as I walked up, I was once again struck by just how much he resembled Grandfather; difference was, now I knew why. I slipped up next to Grandfather as he stood, and put my arms around his waist; right now I needed my Grandfather, and he seemed to understand that.
"Do you hate me, Grandfather?" I asked him in a small voice, and he looked puzzled.
"Why would I do that, Lamb-chop?" he replied, genuinely puzzled, and I indicated Andy.
"This morning...Andrew and me..."
Grandfather hugged me closer, and his morning smell, a sweet mixture of Walnut Mix pipe tobacco, fruit drops, and Yardley Citrus and Wood cologne once again washed over me.
"I was...shocked, Lamb-chop, but this is your home, and you're both of age, so no, I have nothing to say; you'll work it out, Lindy!"
I kissed him and took Andy's hand. He tried to pull me into his lap, but Nana looked pained.
"In a chair, darling, there are enough to go around!"
I grinned and sat sedately while Nana finished briefing Andy on the upcoming dinner, and then they were leaving. We walked the grandparents to their car, then stood waving at the front door until they were out of sight; I wonder what they would have thought if they'd known Andy had his hand up the back of my dress, inside my panties, gently tickling my bumhole and teasing my pussy. I was hopping from one foot to the next, trying not to squirm, getting an odd look and a knowing smile from Nana, and I promised myself I'd kill him, slowly, preferably by humping him to death...
Once they were out of sight, I spun round, only for him to get there first, his lips crushing mine even as his hands slid down to squeeze my bum, pulling me up tight against him so he could rub his bulging crotch against my suddenly tender slit.
We kissed and rubbed together, then he released my bum to slide my zipper down so he could pull my dress down in one quick move. As I was now standing there in just my panties, I grabbed his sports shirt and tugged it off him, then kissed him some more as he slid my panties down.
I wanted to have him in my bed, but Andy had other ideas, tugging down his shorts so his thick, swollen cock jutted out from his groin; as soon as I saw that, I couldn't have cared less where we did it, just as long as I got that back inside me, where it belonged! Luckily our makeshift bed was still more or less intact, and suddenly Andy was pulling me onto him to sit astride him and slowly feed that wonderful pants-python into my sopping wet pussy. I nearly saw stars as he once again parted my lips as he slid into me, and I responded by humping and hunching madly on top of him while he rammed into me.
Neither of us could keep up that kind of pace, and I broke first, screaming into his neck as my orgasm scythed through me, filling me with white light and pulsating, glowing heat. Andy barked out a sort of coughing groan as I tightened around him, then the feel of his cock swelling and pulsing inside me as he filled me with his thick spunk was more than enough to set me off again.
I slumped down against his chest, savouring the texture of his chest hair against my cheek, the long, soft, almost downy black hairs beginning to shroud his chest and outline his abs, with the sexiest line of dark hairs leading to his navel. Andy was never going to be a bear, but I was glad he wasn't one of those waxed, spray-tanned, asexual, anaemic-looking shop-window mannequins, either.
A trickle of sweat oozed down between his pectorals, and, on impulse, I intercepted it with my tongue-tip, just to see if it tasted as fresh as it smelled; I'm pleased to report that it did: tangy, salty, all kinds of other, more subtle hints, but all him, all Andy.
I don't know how long we lay slumped there like that; I was captivated by the slow pulse of his heart, the sound of his breathing, the fresh, salt-tinged smell of clean male, and the comforting feel of his arms around me, with his big, soft hands clasped firmly around my bum; I knew for a fact that he would hold me like that forever if I were to ask him, and that was enough for me.
I was almost asleep again when he patted my bottom, jarring me out of my reverie.
"Breakfast?" he enquired, and with that I realised how hungry I was. I didn't want to move just yet; my Andy-pillow was far too comfortable, but then he tried a distraction tactic I'm sure the UN have outlawed; he began kissing me; little nibbles at first, but persistent, and I began to take an interest, and kissed him back, and before I knew it we were snogging like crazy. To my way of thinking, we hadn't done anything like enough kissing in the last two days, so, as long as he was still inside me, and still interested enough, it was time for some intense lip-hockey.
As we kissed, I could feel him firming-up again inside me; he'd never really gone completely soft, and now I could feel that lovely girth filling me again as he warmed-up. Suddenly, he rolled us onto our sides, then once again, so I was on my back underneath him, and he began to thrust into me. Since we'd already had one great session, I knew he'd take a while to get to the boil, and so I zoned-out as he hammered himself into me, mini-orgasms rolling through me again and again as I lost myself in what we were doing.
The feel and scent of him above me, his lips hungrily searching mine out again and again, the sensations deep inside me as he powered his thick cock into me endlessly: I was in heaven. I think I came at least ten times as he rammed into me, but when he shortened his strokes and pulled my legs up over his arms, I knew he was close, and when I came one last time, I tightened involuntarily around him, making him gasp out loud as I pushed him over the edge. His cock shuddered and pulsed inside me, once more flooding me with his creamy spunk.
Andy slumped down, his heart hammering against mine, his body hot and shiny from his exertions; he looked so delicious I'd have gone around with him all over again; alas, it was not to be; poor lamb was drained by his exertions, as was I, so we spent the next little while recovering enough strength to stagger upstairs for a refreshing shower so we could go out and find brunch somewhere.
When we got back home, after having done a little shopping to fill the fridge, Andy lured me upstairs and once again yanked my panties off; I should have fought him off manfully, defending my honour with mightb and main to the last of my strength, but I was far too busy tugging his pants down to give a shit; all I wanted was a mouthful of man, and Andy was too much of a gentleman to refuse me, only this time I didn't have it all my own way.
He manoeuvred me around somehow so my pussy was over his mouth, and, as I suckled him, he lapped away at me, driving me crazy, sending waves of good stuff charging through me, until I came in a screaming climax that set him off, flooding my mouth with tasty man-fat, pulse after pulse of the stuff, making me wonder where all this was coming from, after the morning we'd had. Still, I decanted him thoroughly, and once I'd licked him clean, we were able to finally sleep in my bed, his hands clutching my bum possessively while I kissed and licked his chest and neck until I fell asleep, fucked to perfection by my man.
I awoke in the golden light of early evening, feeling rested and wonderfully refreshed. Andy was fast asleep, spooning me, his tummy and chest lovely and warm against my back, with his arm held protectively around me. I loved the feel of him hugging me; I always had. It occurred to me that we'd never actually had a cross word between us, nor a single argument; whatever he'd said, I always just took for granted he was right, and we'd never been at swords-point over anything, not even from my earliest memories; it was almost as if we were two halves of the same thing.
Freddy was another story altogether; we'd never been able to develop even an entente-cordiale, let alone a normal sibling relationship; from early days everything about him had rubbed me up the wrong way, and our interactions would invariably degenerate to the point where I ended-up dragging him by the scruff of his neck to the Koi pond, with every intention of shoving him in and keeping my foot on his neck until he stopped squirming. Andy saved his life so many times...
I suppose in hindsight he'd been pretty much harmless, if more than a little repulsive, but the episode in the park just two days ago had put him outside the pale with me. Andy was still protective toward him, even if currently furious, but he was lucky I wasn't deciding his fate just now, because being tied in a sack with a starving pack of rabid weasels would have been the least of his problems...
Andy woke while I was musing, his big arm pulling me closer even as he kissed the back of my neck.
"Hi Lindy!" he murmured, making me flush with pleasure and wriggle delightedly as the hairs on my neck stood up; every time he called me 'Lindy' it seemed to have an extra little spin on it, and only he could say my name that way. Even today, all these years later, no-one can call me 'Lindy' the way he does.
"Are you ready to go forth and torture Gran's dinner-guests?" he murmured, roving his hands over me, not trying to excite me or anything, just re-acquainting himself, as it were.
The last thing I wanted to do was sit around a dining table while Nana and her depraved old swinger friends rehashed their glory days, but I couldn't very well tell Andy that; instead, I tried to think of a way to fend off that idiot, Barty Reeves-Wood. Barty was the kind of too-rich, public-school lout who calls girls 'totty' and slaps them on the bottom as though he had a right to; as those things piss me off, coupled with his disgusting habit of continually swilling good champagne like a hog in a dinner jacket, which gave him breath bad enough to take the shine off a marble fireplace, I resolved to make him truly miserable. The way I saw it, I was owed some compensation for not being able to sit next to Andy and interfere with him under the table.



Mother and I are about the same size, and as she dresses far too age-inappropriately, I had no compunction about rummaging through one of her dressing rooms for a designer dress she'd never worn, and never will.
When I came down, hair brushed and curled, I was buttoned into a tiny, figure-hugging, black, sequinned 'fuck-me' cocktail dress that was backless, side-less, and pretty much front-less, nude stockings, and a pair of Louboutin's with lethal steel spikes for heels that she probably wasn't even aware she owned.
Andy was waiting for me at the foot of the stairs, looking delicious in his dinner jacket, crisp dress-shirt with a subtle pleated front, and antique carved Jet studs. He grinned when I did a twirl for him, then grabbed me to slide his hand up my dress and squeeze my bottom while he kissed me.
"Bloody hell, Lindy, I've changed my mind!" he grinned. "Screw the dinner, I'd rather rip that off and eat you!"
As that was exactly the effect I'd been shooting for, I could relax; now, all I had to do was to manoeuvre Barty the idiot into position for me to clobber him good and proper; those spike heels were either going through his feet and into the floor, or I was going to hammer one in each ear and see if I couldn't make them meet in the middle. Nana wanted mischief and pyrotechnics; I would do my level best to give her some.
*
All in all, it wasn't too bad an evening; I spent most of it trying to be demure while having to watch Andy being fawned-over by various incarnations of Lavinia Trust Fund-Obscene Wealth.
I had Barty and his oik friends to deal with, although Andy made a point of periodically staring at them with one raised eyebrow whenever he thought I needed the assist, which wasn't often; boys like Barty only have three actual brain cells, all dedicated to throwing food around in restaurants, with the sexual sophistication of wart-hogs, the seduction technique of autistic orang-utans, and all the charm and charisma of a botched vasectomy.
All was going well. I kept Barty and his numbskull friends at bay by simply walking away whenever one of them tried to talk to me, which confused them, made Nana grin, and got me a big wink from Grandfather every time I did it, and then it happened.
I was chatting with one of Nana's friends when a hand clamped on my bottom and a gust of dragon breath whistled in my ear, melting my ear wax, and making the nearest candles burn bright blue. The Barty idiot had somehow sneaked up on me, and now I was trapped, with that retard groping my bum like he had a right; he was actually trying to poke his finger into my bumhole through my dress!
I just saw red as raw fury blazed-up inside me; this dick thought he had a right to do something like that to me, did he? I don't fucking think so! I stamped down hard on his instep, feeling a slight 'pop' as my needle-pointed killer spike heel went right through his shoe and into his foot, and swung my clenched fist into his crotch, just as Andy had drummed into me when I was young.
Barty opened his mouth to scream, or vomit, or perhaps both, and suddenly he was sliding backwards as Andy effortlessly hauled him out of the room by the scruff of his neck. All his friends stood there open-mouthed, while the olds all pretended to be interested in the wallpaper; obviously they'd all had enough of idiot-boy and his antics too, even his parents.
I followed, interested to see how Andy was planning on killing him, so it was a little disappointing that all he did was shove him head down in the fountain; then, as he surfaced, Andy grabbed the waistband of his trousers and yanked hard, ripping them completely off him, taking his boxers with them, which had to have hurt, while all his beefy-faced cronies watched in shocked silence. Andy hauled him upright by his hair and pulled him close.
"The next time you touch my sister, you limp-dicked imbecile, or even look at her, I'm going to shove my hand down your throat, grab your balls, and yank you inside-out; are you listening?"
Barty nodded, his face a picture of terror. Andy looked so menacing even I felt sorry for that idiot, but most of the girls were gazing at him adoringly, 'My Hero!' flashing on and off above them in big letters; obviously Barty and his oik friends had pissed them off too, which was tough luck for them, because he was going home with me, hah!
Andy shook him once more.
"I'm going inside to say goodnight to my grandparents; when I come out, you had better be gone, because if you're still here..."
With that he gave him what looked like a light push in the chest, but Barty went staggering. Andy walked up to me, and offered his arm.
"Coming, Lindy?"
Leaving Barty there shivering with terror while I tried manfully not to giggle (and believe me, there's no more ridiculous sight than a man in a dinner jacket, dress shirt and socks, naked from the waist down, with his wedding tackle swinging in the night breeze...) we strolled back into the house, where Nana was waiting with a mischievous grin on her face. Andy tried to apologise, but Nana wouldn't hear of it.
"Nonsense, Andrew, you were looking after your sister! I saw what that boorish oaf did, so did your Grandfather; if you hadn't done something, he certainly would have! As it is, Barty's father was laughing so hard your Grandfather had to take him into the billiards room and thump him on the back! Barty's getting scant sympathy tonight; his poor mother, though, she was absolutely mortified, poor dear; I must take her to lunch tomorrow!"
From that, I gathered that the night's entertainment had come up to scratch, and would provide gossip for weeks to come...
We took our leave, Andy once again handing me into the E-Type, not sparing the glances at my legs as my hem rode up nearly to my waist. He was silent on the way home, but I noted how his glance kept flicking to my thighs, where my stocking-tops were in plain view and then back to the road, so I helped matters by slowly easing my hem up even further, giving him a flash of bare thigh. Andy twigged on to what I was doing, his smile getting broader and broader, until he swung off the main road and down a quiet lane, eventually pulling into a lay-by and switching off the engine. It was a full moon, so the light was good, and I saw the expression on his face; he wanted to play; good, so did I!
Andy jumped out of the car and came around to open my door and help me out, and I defy any woman in the world to climb out of a low-slung E-Type without giving any bystanders a free show; luckily the lane was empty. As I stood upright, he pulled me close, his lips finding mine even as his hands caressed my thighs and cupped the cheeks of my bottom. I was wearing a tiny little thong, more of a g-string than anything else, to minimise VPL, so my bum was effectively bare anyway, which just made him squeeze and pull my cheeks apart even more, making me gasp at the sensations as he stretched my bum-hole open.
All the while, he was kissing me hungrily, almost roughly, although to be honest, I was being just as physical; right there and then I wanted him more than anything in the world, and I could tell he was feeling the same way. I didn't want my brother to make love to me, either; I wanted him to bang me as hard as he could!
He broke our kiss and held me, panting, as his hands roamed around under my dress, touching, feeling, sliding over my body, and making me very hot. I needed a breather too; my internal temperature was off the scale, and when his hands found my nipples, I nearly fainted.
"Oooh God, yesss!" I moaned, wrapping one leg around him so I could pull him even closer to feel that bulge once more tease and torture my sensitive slit.
"I've been wanting to do this all night!" he moaned in my ear, "I couldn't stand it any longer; if we hadn't left when we did I would have just dragged you upstairs, fuck what anybody thinks!"
As he spoke he was gently pushing me backwards, until I was sitting on the bonnet of the Jag. Andy pressed forward, and suddenly I was reclining on that long, swooping bonnet, the metal feeling icy against my overheated skin. As his lips once more crushed mine, he reached under my dress and tugged my thong down, so his hand could rub and fondle my juicy pussy; I gasped as he slid a finger inside me, then two, frigging me as his thumb gently pressed against my clitoris, sending me higher and higher with every movement of his hand.
I tugged my dress down to free my aching nipples; his lips immediately clamped around them, one after the other, licking, sucking, and gently biting them, making me even hotter, driving me crazy with need for him, and when he slid one finger into my bumhole as he frigged me, that was enough to send me over the top. My teeth clenched as I tried not to scream with the surging force of my release.
As I came, Andy was suddenly leaning over me, and his thick cock suddenly jamming into me was enough to set me off again, a whole string of orgasms blasting through me as he hammered his cock into me while I half sat-half reclined on the car bonnet. I laced my hands together behind his neck to support myself as I thrust my hips at him, meeting him thrust for thrust, and we fucked like crazed mink in a deserted country lane, in the middle of the night, on the bonnet of my mother's classic sportscar.
I must have come half a dozen times, each better than the last, before Andy started his short, powerful strokes, and I knew he was nearly there, so I squeezed him, hard, as I kissed him, and that finally brought him on, a loud groan escaping his lips as I felt him swell inside me, then a series of pulsing, muscular tremors as he emptied himself inside me, his body rigid and his breath hissing through his teeth as he filled me up again.
Luckily I was sitting almost upright, as I was able to hold him as he almost collapsed with the aftermath of such an explosive climax; he rested his weight on the car, but his chest was pressed to mine as he hugged me in a gentle bear-hug, and I could feel the runaway pattering of his heart against mine. I let him catch his breath, then nipped his earlobe with my lips.
"Better now, baby?" I murmured, and in answer he shifted his weight so he could pull me closer and squeeze my bottom playfully.
"Much better, Lindy!" he grinned, "that was incredible, thank you!"
"What brought this on, then?" I grinned, and gasped as he pulled my bum cheeks apart again.
"When I saw that idiot touch you, I wanted to kill him; I can't help it, Lindy, all I know is that you're mine, and I'm yours, and no-one comes between us, and no-one touches you, only me! I can't help how I feel, baby-girl, I just got so jealous when I saw him pawing you like that!"
I was thrilling inside as he talked; I felt the exact same way, but I hadn't known how to say it; now he was saying it all for me, so I did the next best thing.
"Take me home, Andy; take me to your bed and show me how much you love me!" I whispered in his ear.
Andy smiled, and then he kissed me, a long, slow, tender kiss; never mind that my boobs were hanging out of my dress, or that my thong was hanging off one ankle, it was still the most romantic moment of my entire life, as we committed to each other in a deserted country lane late one moonlit summer night. Eventually we reluctantly stopped with the kissing; wonderful as it was, I didn't want to spend the night here; I wanted to bend my bed with Andy, so I let him help me up, pulled up my panties and rearranged myself back into my dress for the short drive home.
Once home, I slipped into the shower while Andy put away his suit then joined me, both of us actually taking a shower; no hanky-panky this time; we had the rest of the night for that, but the feel of his hands on me as he soaped my back and shoulders...words fail. Once we were pink and shiny clean, Andy helped me dry-off (such a kind boy, and he found such nice places to rub as well, I must keep him...) then helped me fluff out my hair as I blow-dried it, at which point I leapt frenziedly on him, and only some unfair tickling got him into position to do some really naughty things to bits of me that really needed it.
As we rolled around, his lips and tongue drove me frantic, licking and sucking me while his big, soft hands squeezed, rubbed, lightly pinched, and groped me, making me gasp and tingle with delight.
Finally tired of horsing around, he trapped me on my back, holding me by the wrists as he gently licked a trail from between my breasts all the way to my slit, then long, slow lapping licks as he teased my labia and clitoris with the flat of his tongue. I was seeing stars all the while, and when he shoved his tongue-tip between my labia, I came, hard, flooding his face with my juices, which he eagerly lapped-up.
As I came back down, he rolled me onto my tummy, and once more pulled me up to his mouth, this time licking me from my bumhole to my clitoris in long, sweeping strokes of his tongue, alternating with poking the tip of his tongue into my most secret place, driving me wild with the sensations as he rimmed me. I was mewing and gasping, a complete wreck, when he pulled me to my knees and cupped his hands over my boobs, and as he squeezed and squashed my nipples, he slid his fat cock into me from the rear, taking me doggy-style. From this angle, his cock felt immense, and every ridge and vein rubbed every nerve-ending inside me, setting-off even more fireworks inside me.
I dropped down onto my chest, holding the bedclothes as he pounded into me, the angle now so acute that I felt I couldn't take any more since my pussy was already stuffed so tight. Andy obviously felt the same, quickening his stroke as he hammered into me, his breath hitching and gasping, while orgasm chased orgasm through me, one after another.
When he came, I swear my tummy bulged with the force of his ejaculation; I thought he'd filled me up earlier, but now I felt his cock swell and jam inside me as thick jets of spunk blasted into me and ran out along the sides of his cock, drenching my inner thighs as that enormous volume of spunk filled me to overflowing.
I slumped down, utterly mind-warped by what he'd done to me, tremors shuddering through me as the aftermath of my orgasm took me. Andy stayed stock-still above me, his hands taking his weight on either side of me as his cock twitched and pulsed inside me, the last remnants of his spunk draining into me, and when he slumped down next to me, I rolled on my side so I could hold him close and once more feel his soft mat of chest hair tease and tickle my throbbing nipples.
Andy held me close as he gasped for breath, while I burrowed against him, lost in his smell, the silky feel of his chest-hair as I gently licked him, savouring the feel of the long, soft hair against my tongue, and the strength of his arms as he hugged me close, his big hands once more gently roaming over me, touching and exploring, squeezing and fondling, just as I was doing to him.
*
When I woke, dawn was breaking, and the new day had brought me new insight. It was all clear to me, now; whatever I had been thinking and pondering before, the part of me deep inside that did the joined-up thinking had made a decision, and I knew it was the right one. Andy was still fast asleep, but a slight movement from me was all it took to snap him awake, then smile that lovely, slow, sweet smile of his.
"You're awake early, Princess..." he murmured, pulling me closer into his warm chest. I hugged him back, but he twigged I wanted to say something, so let me go, instead pulling the bedclothes into a warm nest around me.
"What is it, Lindy, problem?" he smiled, and I shook my head.
"Not a problem, Andy, but I've come to a decision..."
He cocked an eyebrow, waiting for me to continue, so I took a deep breath, and plunged ahead.
"When you go back to Edinburgh, I'm coming with you. No, please, let me finish!"
Andy subsided, and waved me on.
"Go on, Lindy; if you're bound to do this, you need to be sure about why; please, go on."
I took a deep breath, and unravelled my thoughts as best I could.
"I don't know why I'm going to university; I have no real career mapped-out, and I'm doing a degree because that's what you're supposed to do; PPE feels like something I'm supposed to do while I'm waiting for the right size trust-fund to come along and marry me, and I can't do that; I already have you. I think I should let my place go to someone who actually wants and needs it; if I go to university, all I'll be doing is marking time and turning into a dilettante, with no plan, and there's no future in that for me. The future I have is with you, I know that now. Does that make sense?"
Andy held me closer while I cried a little, but I knew I was right; I wasn't just having an episode of infatuation. My parents were wasters; if I went to university and took up space for three years studying for a pointless degree I'd never use, wouldn't that make me just as big a waster? At least this way my place would go to someone who wanted a proper career and would take the degree seriously; they deserved it more than I did.
Andy held me and crooned to me while I sniffled against him, but eventually my tears dried up, and I was able to talk and think coherently again. Andy smiled as he jigged me against him, like he used to do when I was small, until I was ready to go on.
"I thought about this, I really did; uni and I are not meant to be; I only applied because I thought I was supposed to. Now I know I have real options, and that's the life I want; I'd rather be a doctor's wife than a dull-as-dust researcher for some deadbeat politician who's only in Parliament for the salary. Take me with you, please, baby!"
Andrew pulled me around to sit on his lap, and held me while he kissed my cheek, my hair, even my ear, making me squirm.
"Of course I'm taking you with me; try and stop me!" he breathed in my ear, "I just wanted to hear you tell me why I should!"
*
The summer break rolled past at breakneck speed, and before I knew it, it was nearing time for Andy to go back up north and resume his studies; only now, I was going with him. The summer together had cemented our relationship, welding us together into one, and Andy could no more leave me behind than I could let him go.
It was more than just the sex, although that was fantastic; it was the little things: waking in the morning to find myself spooned in his lap, his arm around me; the way he'd brush my hair from my forehead then kiss me quick as lightning, or pull me into his lap as we snacked in front of the TV, and the laughing, giggling, rough and tumble horseplay that inevitably turned into hot and sweaty, or sweet and gentle, lovemaking.
I even decided to forgive Freddy; Grandfather's 'people' had found him alive and well and skulking around his bolt-hole in Aberystwyth, which relieved Andy (and me, too, I have to say; he may have been a complete arse, but he was still my brother).
As an interesting side-bar, I got a call from Sai Fong early one morning, humming and hawing a lot until she finally managed to get to the point; she knew, and said not to ask her how, that Andy and I, me and my brother, were now an item. What she wanted to know was, how had I managed it; just how did I get Andy to make that frenzied leap at me?
As she asked, a light went on; Harry, of course, she was planning on making her move! As I didn't blame her in the slightest, because Harry was just too gorgeous to let just anyone have him, I gave her the whole sordid (but exciting!) story of how I'd ended up in Andy's bed the night before the testimonial match, and waking to find him fast asleep with his hand on my bum while his night-wood was placed just right to rub against me, and how he'd woken to find me gripping him while I rubbed one out on him, and how it had gone from there, basically, that I'd seduced him when he was in no position to hold me off. I hope she was taking notes...



Part 2:
Not a cross word or a quizzical glance passed between Andy and me that entire summer; I knew what he wanted, when he wanted it, and he was the same with me. The Langley woman knew what was going on, but she held her tongue; loyalty to my mother, I suppose, as she'd once been her nanny, but her sour disapproving face was yet another reason to get out of there. August was almost out when suddenly the reality of what we were doing struck home...
Andy and I were out in the pool; as had become our custom, he was wearing nothing much, and I was wearing a skimpy bikini that had somehow become pulled down to my knees, and while we were busily exploring and pushing each others' buttons, giggling and gasping away, a softly cleared throat jerked my eyes up; to my horror, my mother was standing on the pool sun patio, arms akimbo, her sunglasses pushed up on her forehead, and her skimpy designer dress showing that while she may have been a woman of 43, she still had the face and body of a 25 year-old.
"Are you having fun, dears?" she grinned, "no, don't answer that! Darlings, put something on, please, your father's somewhere around here!"
She pulled her sunglasses off and smiled conspiratorially at us.
"Langley was right, but I just had to see for myself. Don't worry, it's just a flying visit; your father and I are on our way to Barbados, and we were passing through so we came to say hello! Andrew, darling, please, put that thing away!"
Andy blushed deep red as he pulled his swimming trunks up and wrestled his still solid erection into the small space, and I rearranged myself into something marginally more decent. Mother grinned once more and turned on her heel, sauntering back into the house, while Andy and I stared at each other; what the hell...?
We followed her into the house, belting robes around ourselves, to find her chatting with daddy; he smiled and waved at us before going back to his conversation with mother, like he'd last seen us that morning, not eight months before at Christmas. He mixed mother a drink, offering me one, but I declined; martinis are not my thing, especially not before lunch...
Daddy sat down and beckoned me closer, patting the seat next to him.
"I hear you're going with Andrew to Edinburgh next month?" he said, studying his drink. I didn't know what to say, so I just nodded. Daddy grinned, his eyes far away.
"Went to a bloody incredible party at St. Andrews once; it went on for days!" He smiled. "Of course, we were all banned for life from ever setting foot there again, but it was worth it!"
Mother decided to join the conversation, her voice, as always, a languid drawl.
"I thought you were going to uni in London, Lindy; changed your mind, darling?"
This conversation was getting surreal. If I didn't know better, I'd have sworn they were completely unconcerned about what Andy and I got up to, and were just trying to make polite conversation while they waited to have their next cocktail. I looked directly at her, and told her the truth.
"Andy and I would like to be together; he's at Edinburgh, so I'm going with him!"
She looked right at me, eyes flat and disinterested, and without batting an eyelid, drawled "That's nice dear; it'll be fun for both of you..."
Daddy was nodding in agreement, lost in contemplation of his martini, so Andy indicated with his head we should leave. I put my hand on daddy's arm, and he patted my hand distractedly.
"Have fun, you two!" he murmured, dismissing us from his world, so we slipped back outside, stared at each other, and burst out laughing; I always knew my parents didn't live within even a loud shout of reality, but this took the serious biscuit. We decided against any hanky-panky while they were around, even though we'd just been given what amounted to carte-blanche. It seemed prudent not to push our luck, so we lounged on a pair of steamer chairs and talked about the weirdness of it all.
Eventually I needed a cold drink, after lying around in that hot sun, so I went indoors to get some cokes, and they were gone. I should have expected that, I suppose; playing 'concerned parents' wasn't actually something my parents were ever any good at, but I was saddened they'd not even bothered to say 'goodbye, see you next year' or whatever before boogieing out the door and back to their own lives.
I sat down and thought about how little they must think of us, of me; any real parent would have hit the roof at finding their son and daughter on the brink of fucking in the swimming pool, but my parents had done...nothing, not even mentioned it; did they really think so little of me? That saddened me even more; the final understanding that they really didn't give a shit for anyone or anything except their own selfish whims. I suppose that finally drove home just how fractured and dysfunctional our family was (although using the term 'family' to describe us was pushing it).
With that realisation came the understanding that I needn't have a single second's guilt over what we were doing; the parents obviously didn't give two hoots, so why should I? But I did, though; sometimes a girl needs her mum, or her dad, someone to be there when it all goes wrong, to pick up the pieces and make it right, or to just be there, period. Andy had been doing that for me all my life, and Grandfather, but my parents had always been these dim, shadowy figures flitting in and out of my life with barely a passing glance at me, and having no real relevance in my life. Now I finally understood why Freddy was the way he was; no-one had ever bothered with him either, and he was just as lost, disconnected, and adrift as I was.
Andy came looking for me, and found me crying on the sofa; his arms around me made it hurt even more; it should have been daddy, but it never had been. Andy held me while I cried for my parents for the first time in my life, realisation of what had always been missing finally flooding through me. Poor Andy pulled me onto his lap and rocked me like a five year-old until the tears began to ease; I could tell he was as affected as I was, but in a different way; when I looked at him, his eyes were slitted, his forehead was furrowed, and his lips were two bloodless lines; he was furious, and eventually I began to make out what he was muttering.
"Callous, thoughtless, heartless pair of bastards, I swear to God I'm going to kill those wastrels...how dare they swan in here like they had a right and make you cry, they don't deserve you Lindy, they never did, I'm so sorry baby, I wish I'd caught them, I'd soon make them understand how much they've hurt you, I'll mop the floor with those two fuckers...!"
He pulled his robe off and mopped my eyes with it, the way he'd done when I was small, the memory making me grin through my tears.
"Don't you worry, Lindy-baby, we'll never do that to our children, I promise you! Our kids are going to live with us, where we go they'll go, and none of this 'boarding school' cop-out; the parents shoved us in those places so they wouldn't have to look after us, but we're not doing that to our kids, understand?"
I was gratified beyond my ability to express it; it had always been a sort of background, tacit understanding that we'd have children, that we'd stay together and have our own family, but this was the first time he'd ever stated it so baldly, and I loved him even more for it.
"Do you mean that, Andy?" I whispered, "You want...you want a family, with me? Really?"
He turned me around so I was sitting astride him, hugging me to his chest. I listened to his voice rumbling in his chest as he answered me.
"Every word, Lindy, every single word! Mother and father are class A fuck-ups; they proved that today. I like to think I'm nothing like them. Our children will have everything we never had, and I don't mean things; I mean care, and attention, and first call on our time. I want to take our children to the park, go on holiday together, with them as a family, teach them to swim and to ride their bicycles; I want to sit down to dinner together every night and teach them table manners; I want to read to them at night, or punish them for fighting, everything real parents do. We were brought up by strangers, because those two wasters only wanted to please themselves; look at poor Freddy, look at how messed-up he is. That will never happen to our kids, I swear!"
His words made me cry all over again, but happily this time, the new reality of who we were finally falling into place. I felt like a weight had fallen from my shoulders; for the first time in my life I felt truly, absolutely, completely free, unfettered by anybody else's expectations of me. Now, all that mattered to me was that I made Andy happy; anything else was incidental; this was our life from now-on.
His lips on my neck as he nuzzled me made me want more, and his warm breath made goosebumps prickle up and down my arms and between my shoulder blades. I wanted to resume what we'd been doing in the pool before Chloe and Nigel showed up (and that's how I thought of them now; 'parents' was not what they were, not any more, and perhaps never had been).
Andy seemed to be feeling the same way, his nuzzling kisses soon moving around my throat and up to my lips, where I kissed him back as enthusiastically as he was kissing me. He stood up, carrying me as easily as a baby, and took me up to our room, where his nimble fingers quickly undid the straps and ties of my bikini, stripping me naked even as I tugged his trunks off and fondled his thick, steely cock.
As he pushed me gently onto the bed, I captured his erect member and slid him into my mouth. Andy reciprocated by pulling me round to straddle his face, and began licking and lapping at my pussy, sending thrill after thrill through me. His tongue explored all my holes, lapping and stabbing at my clitoris, probing between my labia and making me gasp when he shoved his tongue deep inside me, and the thrilling sensation when his pointed tongue-tip explored and gently inserted itself into my tight bum hole made me see stars.
I was coming almost continuously as he licked, sucked and rimmed me, and I worked my lips and tongue over his straining cock again and again, but I knew what he wanted, and when he pulled me on top of him and slid his cock into me, I came almost immediately, orgasm after orgasm thundering through me as his cock hammered my pussy, and his fingers rammed and plundered my bum hole, opening me, loosening me, dampening and lubricating me with my own juices.
I knew what he wanted now, even if he didn't really know himself, but now I wanted it as well; Andy was my world now, there was only him, and I wanted him to have everything of me I had to give.
When I judged he was ready, I slid off him, and took hold of his slick, glistening cock, rubbing the wet, glossy tip over my tight hole. His eyes widened as he realised what I was doing as I lowered myself onto him, taking him into my anus, relaxing and seeing stars even as I slowly forced myself down onto him; luckily he'd relaxed me somewhat, but it was a really tight fight even with that...
Andy was gasping as his cock was squeezed so tightly by my bum; taking him this way made his cock feel twice as thick, but the feeling as he slid slowly into my arse was incredible. When I had him all the way inside me, I tried squeezing him, grinning as his eyes nearly popped out of their sockets.
"Oh Christ Lin, that's...oh God!" he gasped, and when I began to slide him out again, I nearly screamed at how incredible it felt. Andy pumped slowly, gently, not forcing anything, but I didn't care; the feeling as my man fucked my arse was so incredible, all I wanted was for it to go on and on. Andy tried his best, but it was having an effect on him too, and when he rolled over so I was now underneath him, with my bum tilted up so he could ram into me, a kind of madness took over, and we humped and hammered at each other, the sensations as his cock slid in and out of that place almost indescribable.
When I came, it was like a giant wind blew through me, sucking all thought and reason from me, leaving only pleasure behind; I screamed like a banshee, my pussy squirting all over his midsection even as my bum tightened, trapping him.
Andy gave a great, coughing roar, his cock swelled up to what felt like an impossible size in the confines of my bum, and jet after jet of hot spunk shot deep into me, filling my insides with his burning heat, blinding and deafening me to any and everything except his lips on mine, and his big, soft hands as they held my buttocks apart and my legs wide open.
I finally let my legs drop back to the bed, and Andy slowly withdrew from me, even that withdrawal triggering smaller, less intense, but still wonderful, orgasms, and we lay side-by-side, his arms around me and his lips playing gently across my face, even as his soft hands squeezed and fondled my bottom. I was lost in a haze of well-being; my man had literally fucked hell out of me, I'd wrung every last drop of spunk out of him, and now it was time to rest, to bask in each other, and to feel our love as we held each other close.
When I woke, it was already late afternoon. As usual, when I woke, Andy snapped awake as well, then paused as, like me, his time-sense reoriented, then he relaxed, pulling me closer to him.
"What do you want to do today, Lin?" he murmured in my ear. I already knew what I wanted to do; while I was sleeping, the decision had been made for me.
"Let's pack up our stuff, baby," I said, "this isn't my home anymore; I want to go home with you, to Edinburgh. I've got no reason to stay here any longer, not now...not after this morning."
I could feel his eyes boring into the back of my neck, then he patted me on my flank and kissed my ear.
"You're right, baby-girl; let's go home."
We showered, and then, while he packed his stuff, I called Nana and Grandfather to tell them of our decision. Nana was curious as to why we'd decided to go back so early; Andy wasn't due back at university for another three weeks, and so, quite without meaning to, I told her about the events of the morning, and why I felt I had to leave, and my tears came again, as the memory of their indifference tumbled around in my mind once again.
Nana was sad but understanding; after all, she had no illusions about her son and his nature, and she knew exactly what my mother was like; once she'd calmed me, all she asked from me was my assurance that I knew what I was doing, and to be sure I would be happy. I assured her that as long as I had Andy with me, I had everything I needed, which was what she wanted to hear.
Grandfather spoke to me too; he sounded sad, but he also understood how hurt I was, and why I had to leave.
"Just remember, Lamb-Chop; I'm only a phone-call away; anytime you need anything just call me, I'll sort it out for you. Some of my people will be in touch with you soon; you need to think about your finances. Leave it with me, but expect a call, sweetheart. I love you, Lamb-Chop, always remember that."
We left the E-Type behind; gorgeous as it was, the luggage space was laughable, so Andy plumped for daddy's custom Land Rover County; he'd never notice, nor care, it was gone; the man had once wrapped a Lamborghini Countach around a tree and left it to be towed away for scrap without a backward glance, so a missing jeep wasn't going to raise his temperature any. We left without a backward glance; that place meant nothing to me now; my home was where Andy, my half-brother, my lover was.
*
Life with Andy in Edinburgh soon settled into domestic normality; I found a job in one of the many little bookshop /coffee-shops that dotted the city, so my days were filled with quiet interest, and after a few abortive attempts, the regulars discovered that I was serious about my boyfriend, the huge bloke who collected me every evening, so left me alone, instead flirting with me when they could get away with it. I was quite flattered and gratified by it all; I'd never been what you could call the belle of the ball, so it was fun to banter with the students, knowing it was never going anywhere.
And so life ambled along. It was almost idyllic: Andy collecting me after work, me making dinner for us in the enormous flat he'd completely neglected to tell me he'd bought, in a beautifully restored Regency house, and our free weekends together playing with each other, grocery shopping together, watching TV in bed, and falling even deeper in love.
And then one day almost a year after we'd upped-stakes, it all came to a grinding halt. Andy came to the bookstore to collect me, and hustled me out of there, his face pale and drawn, with none of the verbal sparring and banter we indulged in as a matter of course.
His expression was set and tense, and all he would say was "Later, Lin, we need to get home!"
By the time we got in I was feeling more than a little scared; Andy looked terrible, white and strained, almost as if he was on the verge of tears, and as soon as we got in the front door I rounded on him.
"What's going on, Andy, what's happened?"
He looked at me, sombrely, and he looked frightful, like he was sick. My heart leaped into my mouth.
"Lin...it's Jack, Jack Cameron..." and I was shocked to see tears in his eyes. I took his hands, and squeezed them.
"What about Jack, baby, what happened to him?"
He looked at me, tears spilling down his cheeks.
"This afternoon...he was mugged...the bastard shot him, he shot him in the head...he's in surgery now, but they don't expect him to live...!"
I sagged, feeling a sick hollow in the pit of my stomach; Jack, my teenage crush, quiet, handsome Jack Cameron, one of the sweetest, most gentle, most caring people I knew...
Even through my shock and distress, I knew what we had to do.
"Andy, we have to go, baby, it's Jack, he needs us now, he needs you, Andy; he needs everyone, all his friends. Get packed, we have to go!"
Andy snapped out of it, rushing to cram essentials into a large flight bag while I did the same, followed by a quick tour to lock up; then we were haring down the motorway, stopping only to refuel and go potty. Andy drove through the night to get us to the National Hospital for Neurosurgery in central London first thing in the morning; we arrived there just after 5 a.m., so dozed in the car for a couple of hours until the main doors were unlocked.
They let us see him even though it was outside visiting hours, and we weren't immediate family, which made me tremble in fear for him; it was like they were waiving the rules because they didn't matter anymore, because they knew they were losing him...
When I saw him, all my worst fears crystallised; he was swaddled in sheets to immobilise him, his head heavily bandaged, respirator tubes in his mouth, more tubes in his nose, drains in his head emptying into catchbottles, drips in his arms and chest, and wires everywhere, his head, his chest, festooning him; he looked so small and vulnerable, his face pale and bloodless, with monitors and flickering readouts surrounding him, none of the 'beep, beep' you see in the movies, silent numbers and wavy lines the only outward signs he was still clinging to life.
Harry was already there; he must have been there all night, along with Jack's mother. His sister, Teruko, had been there all day and night, and Sai Fong had taken her home just before we'd arrived, to get some rest, some food, and a change of clothes while Harry sat with him. When he told us that Jack was in a deep coma, and that he was only just clinging to life, despite all they'd done for him, I had hysterics; Jack's mum had to take me away and calm me down, poor lady, even though she must have been in nearly the same state as I was. Andy and Harry just sat there, stunned and silent at what had happened to their best friend, Athos to their Porthos and Aramis.



Andy eventually found me in the waiting room, with Jack's mum. I couldn't go back in that terrible room, not to see Jack like that, not when I remembered him so tall and sweet, and handsome, always ready with a joke and a big-brotherly hug for me; he knew I'd had a crush on him for years, but he'd never led me on, or made fun of me; he'd just acted like I was his little sister, and now, to see him like that...
Andy could see I was in no fit state to stay there any longer, so he took me back to the house in Eaton Square, then sat holding me all day while I cried for Jack and what had been done to him. Eventually I cried myself to sleep, waking in the early evening to find he'd ordered-in pizza and Chinese. I picked distractedly at the food, not really hungry, my head full of images of our friend wrapped in sheets that looked ominously like a shroud, no sign of life or vitality, just the slow traces on the monitor screens telling us he was still alive, but just barely.
At last I gave up trying to pretend to eat; Andy was obviously feeling the same, so we went to bed to try and get some rest for that long, long drive back to Edinburgh the next morning. I fell asleep quickly, but woke up in the middle of the night to feel Andy trembling against me; I switched on the light, and poor Andy was crying silently for his friend, his best friend since they were both six years old, which started me off again; I didn't feel contempt for him, a grown-man crying; if you can't grieve for your closest friends, what kind of person does that make you?
*
We stopped at the hospital to see Jack once more before we made our way home again; his condition was unchanged, but a whole bunch of his old friends from school, comrades all, had congregated in the foyer, anxious for news; it felt so bad telling them that he was in a coma, and was going to stay that way for the foreseeable future, and there was only a slim chance he'd survive. I was in tears again, and Harry took me from Andy and hugged me, trying to make me feel better; Sai Fong was sitting in a corner, her face set and expressionless, and something told me she didn't want anyone speaking to her or disturbing her while she grieved, so I left her in peace; when she was ready, she'd call me.
We hardly spoke on that long trip home, over 400 miles; what was there to say? Harry and David and all the others were trying to be upbeat and positive, but I knew, deep in my heart, that we were going to lose him, and that scared me more than I could say; Jack had been a part of my life, in one way or another, since I was a little girl; he was Andy's best friend and companion, together with Harry, and I knew him and loved him almost as well as I knew and loved my brother. I'd never met his half sister, Teruko; she'd never crossed my path, but I'd seen pictures of her; Jack had always carried a picture of her in his wallet, so I knew she was a real beauty; how was she taking all this?
We spent the rest of that summer in close touch with Harry; he and Sai Fong had taken it on themselves to care for Teruko; she spent all her time, day and night, at Jack's bedside, and Sai and Harry had to physically force her to eat, rest, and sleep. But she never left his side, which definitely made her a star in my book, and told me she was much more to Jack than just his little sister.
Summer turned into autumn, and we began to hear about little improvements in him; his eyes were opening and tracking movement, he'd begun to move around on the bed, and they'd had to restrain him as he sometimes threshed around; Harry and his mother kept us updated on the little, baby-steps progress he was making, but it all seemed to be good news.
Then one morning in early December, I got an excited call from Sai Fong.
"Lin, it's Jack...he woke up; Lindy, oh my God, he woke up!"
I screamed, bringing Andy running, and he took the phone from me because I was on the verge of hysterics again, but in a good way; he was back, he'd come back! While I hazed-out, Andy talked with Sai, then hung up, a huge, happy grin, the first one I'd seen in the longest time, creasing his face.
"Lin, LIN! Calm down baby, there's more; shush, listen!"
His voice cut through the fog, and I began to pay attention to him.
"Lin, Jack's awake, but he's got retrograde amnesia; that means he doesn't know who or where he is, or what happened, but he can still talk, so the memory loss isn't total. The specialists think the amnesia is only temporary. I know you'd like to run down there, so would I, but the best thing we can do for him right now is let him rediscover the world slowly. Teruko, his mother, Harry and Sai Fong, they're about as much as he can handle right now, and I don't want to scare him with too many people and things he's forgotten; he must be really scared and confused right now, so we have to keep away until he's ready for us, okay?"
He was a 4th Year medical student, I assumed he knew what he was talking about, so I let it go, but I was singing inside; Jack was back, he was going to be okay! I had to cry; the only thing I'd wanted through that whole terrible summer and bleak autumn was for Jack to come back, to be alright, and now he had, tears of happiness were in order.
Andy bear-hugged me, his happiness transmitting itself to me and mingling with mine, and quite without knowing it, I began kissing him; his neck, his chin, his ears, his cheek, and lips, peppering him with small, happy kisses even as the tears rolled down my cheeks. He responded by holding and squeezing me against him, and then somehow we were on the couch, his hands touching, squeezing, fondling me as his lips found mine, and his tongue brushed and circled mine, kissing me properly, happily, for the first time in what seemed like forever.
As I wriggled against him, he pushed my panties down as he squeezed and kneaded the cheeks of my bum, and I responded by rubbing my mound against the increasing bulge in his jeans, wanting him so much as the fear for our dearest friend dissipated and joy replaced it. I think deep down we were celebrating life, and how it had found a way to bring Jack back and it felt good, and right, to be doing this now, with the best news in the world still echoing inside us.
I found myself naked, with Andy rearing above me, his lovely thick cock prodding at my wet slit, and I took him and guided him into me. Andy is a large man, and I'm only slightly built, but he's a tender and considerate lover, and when he entered me it felt wonderful, slow and gentle, no jamming himself in to get himself off; he knew how happy I was, and his first aim was to make me even happier.
We made love all afternoon, months of tension and apprehension melting away as my big brother made love to me as only he could, and I gave myself to him as many times as he wanted, in any and every way he wanted. I don't remember falling asleep, but when he kissed me awake dusk was filling the room, and the emptiness inside told me we'd better get something to eat to replace the energy we'd used-up bouncing around like mad, happy things all day.
Two weeks later, we heard that Jack's memory had returned; going home had been the trigger that finally unlocked his memories, and, other than a few blank spots, he seemed to have made a good recovery.
In the run-up to Christmas, Andy picked me up early one afternoon and told me we were going shopping; as I didn't actually need anything, I was curious what we were buying, until we arrived at a small but quite exclusive boutique on Prince's Street.
"Buy a nice dress, Lin, we're going to the Old Boy's Dance on New year's Eve; Jack, Harry, Teruko and Sai are going to be there, so get something stunning, I want to show you off!"
What a sweet boy!
*
The dance itself was great; I spent a lot of time re-connecting with old friends, sisters and girlfriends of Andy's friends. We saw Jack and Teruko, but kept our distance; they were obviously completely wrapped up in each other, and we didn't want to intrude.
Jack looked terrible, thin and drawn, just a shadow of his former self, which was understandable, and he seemed to be leaning on Teruko on occasion, which concerned me; should he even have been there? Harry and Sai hovered around him a lot, I noticed, obviously as concerned as I was, and keeping close in case he needed them.
Everyone else kept a discreet distance, and deliberately didn't see him dancing closely with Teruko, which I thought was sweet and considerate, instead giving him understanding little pats or quick squeezes on arm or shoulder.
Then, as he'd led Teruko back to their table, the last person in the world I'd expected to see, Slimy Fineman, appeared from nowhere and punched poor Jack between his shoulder blades, nearly sending him flying; Andy was at my side, and suddenly he was behind Slimy, holding him off the ground by the scruff of his neck.
I was outraged; Jack was obviously still weak from his ordeal, everyone could see it, and that despicable coward saw his chance to have a go at a man who'd normally have wiped the floor with him, and I think he'd have tried if Teruko hadn't stopped him, then rounded on Slimy and told that piece of shit exactly what she thought of him, and just how far beneath notice he was.
Andy shook Slimy, hard, saw me and winked, so I did what I'd wanted to do for over a year; I slapped that bastard so hard it made my shoulder hurt, while telling him exactly what I thought of him, which got a loud cheer. Andy dragged him outside, and I felt confident that now he had him, after what he'd tried to do to me, Andy was going to dismember him and chuck the bits in the river.
While Andy was (hopefully) killing Slimy, Jack introduced me to his sister, stumbling a little over my name; it was obvious to me he'd almost completely forgotten me, which saddened me a little, obviously there were still a few blank-spots left, understandably enough, but most of the old Jack still there, which was a definite plus. I felt quite disappointed when Andy came back and told us he'd shoved Slimy in a cab after giving him a heartfelt warning about his future if he ever showed his face again.
Teruko was stunning; Japanese doll features and a fair, 'peaches and cream' complexion, huge, dark, Animé-girl eyes, and long, smoky blonde hair. No wonder Jack was in love with her; with her and Sai Fong in the same room, I felt small, and plain and ordinary, because I definitely wasn't in their class when it came to sheer physical beauty; luckily, I had Andy, and he only wanted me, because I wasn't even in the running when it came to the girl Jack really wanted.
I finally understood why he'd treated me with such amused tolerance when I'd spent my teenage years gazing longingly at him and hanging on his every word; he had Teruko, and she trumped me hands down!
As we talked, I could see him beginning to remember me and putting me back in his world, and when he finally twigged that Andy and I were a couple, the acceptance and understanding were all I could have wished for.
*
We saw Jack and Teruko (and Harry and Sai) on a fairly regular basis over the next three years; Andy was taking his surgical qualification, and both Sai and Teruko were in university, both of them waiting to graduate before they got married.
As I explained earlier, I'd never really wanted to go to uni; I was happy to work at the bookshop, eventually becoming manager, living in domestic bliss with Andy, and being there for him when the work got too much for him. The poor boy was really stressing, and I like to think I helped him through all that, but the fact is, his main crutch was David Denham, who was going through the same thing in London, so they would swap horror stories, check techniques, and commiserate when they got the sharp end from a lecturer or mentor.
Harry and Sai got married in the lovely 17th century Wren church on Ludgate in London; I love Sai Fong like my own sister, but I have to admit I was deeply, hatefully jealous of her; she'd found a way to marry her beloved Harry, something I'd never have, and when Jack married Teruko in St. Chad's church in Shrewsbury, right opposite the park where I'd tried to brain Slimy, my depression about the whole marriage thing hit a new low. I wanted so much to be Andy's wife, but I couldn't work out a way that didn't get us jailed for fraud, or incest, or both.
And then David got married; he married a stunning American girl called Lori, with jet black hair and violet eyes; she looked like Disney's Snow White, except she was so beautiful it almost hurt to look at her. I heard a rumour from Sai that she was his half-sister, which made it even worse for me; all of my favourite people in the world could tie the knot with the girl who should have been forever barred from doing it with them, everyone had what they wanted, and I couldn't, and it was tearing me apart; all I wanted was to give that one thing to Andy, to put him up there with all the people he loved best in the world, and I couldn't, and it hurt so much.
Andy knew this was an issue with me; he told me constantly that a marriage was in the heart, not just a piece of paper, and I believed him, but it was almost too much to bear, knowing I'd never have that white dress, the Wedding March from Lohengrin, bridesmaids, bouquets, and bells ringing to tell the world I had married the man I loved, and that I'd never have the chance to tell him "I do..." in front of all the people who mattered most to us. Superficial? Maybe, but it still means so much to a girl...
I think Andy knew that only too well, because the next thing I knew, Grandfather was knocking on the door and sweeping me up as I dissolved in tears. I knew he was there because he knew what was going on with me; the one thing my Grandfather could never be accused of is not knowing what's going-on around him.
I love being around my Grandfather; he gives-off this air of wanting me around; everything I do or say is immediately of interest to him, and I can tell it's genuine, not just a cultivated mask to keep the granddaughter quiet; he's genuinely interested and concerned for me. Even with all that, though, he could never make this come out right for me, and that just made it worse; even Grandfather, king of the fixers, couldn't fix this...
Grandfather waited until the storm had passed, then led to me to couch so he could sit and hold me properly.
"You know why I'm here, Lamb-Chop," he said, "Andrew told me what's going on with you; is it really that important? I mean, you have Andrew, all he wants is you, he's never going anywhere; would a ceremony and a piece of paper really make that much difference to your lives together?"
I tried to explain what I was feeling inside, the knowledge that I couldn't give him this one thing that all his best friends had done so easily, that being a wife in actuality was important to me.
He nodded while I laid out my reasons, and my hopes, and why they were never going to come together, then looked keenly at me.
"Lamb-Chop, I can sort this for you, but you have to be sure it's really what you want; there's no going back; tell me now this is what you want, and I'll make it happen for you, but you have to swear you'll never, ever mention this to anyone. Are you absolutely sure this is what you want?"
I gazed at him in wonder, but he looked deadly serious.
"Yes Grandfather, I'm quite sure. Please help me!"
Grandfather smiled as he hugged me.
"Give me a few days, okay? In the meantime, relax, Lamb-Chop, we'll sort this out for you, I promise!"
*
A week later, a courier knocked at the door with a package for me. Bursting with curiosity, I tore it open, and there inside was a birth certificate for 'Linda Eugenia Francesca Montagu-Hillingdon' with the same birthday as me. There was a passport in the same name, with my photograph inside the back cover, and a driving license, again with my picture, and also in the same name. I was astonished; they were all legal identity documents, and apparently all genuine; even the birth certificate looked and felt the proper age. Only Grandfather could have pulled-off something like this; I knew he had some very curious, shadowy contacts, in some very shady corners of the business world, and fingers in some very dubious pies, but this...
The phone suddenly ringing nearly made me jump out of my skin; when I answered it, it was grandfather.
"Lamb-Chop, you should have a...a package; have you opened it?"
I answered in the affirmative, and his warm chuckle filled my ear.
"Good, it arrived on time. Darling, I'm at London City Airport, waiting for my flight, I should be with you in about three hours, we'll talk then; until then, don't talk to anyone about you-know-what. Love you, Lamb-Chop!"
Three hours later I answered the door, and there he was, looking as pleased as Punch. I was full of questions as to what this all meant, and how he'd done it.
"Lindy, my second-cousin once removed is now your mother; her name was Sabrina Montagu-Hillingdon, so your surname is Hillingdon, too. She passed away a couple of years ago in St. Moritz, skiing accident, but all her records now show that you are in fact her daughter. All your funds and trust holdings are now in your new name, all her properties, trusts, and investments formerly held in probate are also now yours, because you're her daughter and always have been, so these are for you."
He handed me a packet of cheque-books and withdrawal slips all in my new name. I was frankly astonished at how completely I'd disappeared, and told him so. Grandfather grinned at that.
"Lamb-Chop, once you marry Andrew, you'll get your Grosvenor-Edgeworth name back, the only difference being you were legally Linda Montagu-Hillingdon when you married him, complete with the papers to prove it, and you'll be legally married, according to the laws of the land, not some dodgy legal sleight of hand somewhere overseas. I promised you I'd help you, Lamb-Chop, and I always keep my promises!"
I was still a little confused as to how he'd done it all, and just a little worried; a house of cards is not the most stable of structures...
"Grandfather, how is this all possible? Surely there are records that people can check..." I trailed-off as I saw him shake his head, grinning happily.
"Lindy, believe me, all the records that matter have been changed, expunged, or physically removed and destroyed. There are people who owed me, and I called-in those favours; all it took was money and a little pressure, et voilà. Rest easy, Lamb-Chop; no-one is ever going to know, or be able to work it out, because all the trails stop exactly where they should: at you, Linda Montagu-Hillingdon, now and forever, amen!"
*
We published the banns the following week; Andy had been astonished at how completely Grandfather and his 'people' had covered my tracks and re-invented me, but that didn't stop him getting down on one knee and proposing formally; I was half-tempted to tell him I'd think about it, but I couldn't be that cruel to my sweet Andy, so I said 'yes, I'd be honoured!'
With that, I leaped on him, kissing him wildly while he squeezed, groped, kissed and licked; the knowledge we could get married, properly, legally, had had a powerful aphrodisiac effect, and I wanted to take this further. While I kissed and nibbled him, his hands slid into my panties and edged them down far enough for him to squeeze and knead my cheeks, pulling them apart and making me mew and squeal mid-kiss as he stretched my bum hole open.
Andy didn't want to do this here, on the couch, and suddenly I wanted to be in a bed with him, naked, his lips on mine as he rammed that thing of his into me; right now, I didn't care where he stuck that thing, just so long as he did me properly! When he stood up, a naughty idea came to me, and I slid to my knees, fumbling with the fastening of his jeans, and then suddenly I had his cock in my hands. He smelled delicious, fresh and salty, with just a faint, almost metallic edge, and when I licked him from his balls to the tip, he groaned softly.



I pushed his jeans down as he pulled his top off, and I shrugged out of my summer dress, and then we were naked. I wanted to try something new, something I'd seen but not attempted yet, and my head bobbed as I suckled on him, taking him deeper each time, until his whole cock was in my mouth, my gag reflex trying to come out, but I quelled it as I worked my throat, making swallowing motions, massaging his cock-head with the muscles of my throat.
Andy knew what I was attempting, and he kept stock-still as I worked him into my throat, but when my throat began pulsing, he gasped, his hands clamping around my head as he tried to push me away.
This was not what I wanted, and I stroked his thighs and pulled him closer with my hands on his solid buttocks, letting him know that I was handling it. I kept doing what I was doing, and he trembled with the effort of not just jamming that thing in my throat all the way down, but he was close, and when I squeezed his balls firmly as I worked my throat, I felt him throb, the spunk actually pulsing through his cock on its journey into my mouth.
I pulled back when I felt that, squeezing and fisting him at the same time, and a powerful jet of sperm splashed across my face and lips; the second landed in my open mouth, the third jet also splashing across my face and in my hair. Four more jets of spunk hosed out of him, streaking my face and chest to run and drip from my nipples.
Andy stumbled back as the powerful jets of spunk gave way to a thick trickle, slumping down on the sofa with his breath hissing through his teeth; even from where I was kneeling I could see the pulse throbbing in his neck. I wiped the huge runoff of spunk off my face and neck with his shirt and climbed onto the sofa next to him, his arm pulling me close as he squeezed and fondled me, a smile playing on his lips.
"Where'd you learn that, Lindy?" he smiled, and I grinned back as I winked at him.
"Boarding School, where else, sweetie?"
Andy laughed at that, releasing the tension, and jumping to his feet, pulling me after him.
"Why Andrew, where are we going?" I simpered, knowing full well what was coming next, but I wanted him to say it. He grinned and jiggled my bottom.
"We're going to bed, Lindy; I feel like fucking you senseless; are you ready?"
What could I say, when he put it like that...?
*
Once he'd dragged me into bed (or was it the other way around...?) he proceeded to do things to me with his tongue that felt so wonderful they couldn't have been good for me, and his hands on my bum cheeks, holding them open so he could stab me with his tongue, were soft, gentle, but firm and not to be denied, as if I would...
At one point he actually had me bent double, my legs spread and held open with his hands on my ankles, and my pussy almost pointing at the ceiling, as he licked both my holes relentlessly, sending electric pulses of almost unbearable pleasure shooting through me.
Just when I thought I'd pass-out from it, he knelt-up and pulled my legs over his shoulder, and before I knew what was happening, he slammed his fat cock into me. The sudden invasion did what his licking and kissing had led up to as a gigantic orgasm roared through me, blanking my senses as the pleasure, bordering on pain, consumed me, taking me to a place where pleasure existed and I was just a bystander as my body shook and quivered. I could feel his fingers probing and pushing inside my bum even as his lips and teeth grazed and pulled at my nipples and his cock delighted my pussy, more pleasure rippling through me as he took and owned every part of me. When he withdrew from me and leaned forward to press his cock against my tight hole, I gladly relaxed to allow him in, relishing the invasion and the fullness as he sodomised me, his ridged cock sawing against every nerve ending in my anus, pleasure tingling and whirling inside me even as his lips found mine.
My fingers found and teased my clitoris, wanking myself as I delighted in what he was doing to me, and once again orgasm built inside me, the pressure huge and unstoppable, and when I came, I screamed in his mouth even as my pussy convulsed, my juices spraying across him. My bum contracted tightly around his cock, making it feel even thicker and more solid inside me, and that was enough to make him come, his cock twitching and throbbing like a live thing inside me as his body heat filled my insides, feeling hot and depraved, and adding to my pleasure.
Andy stopped pulsing inside me and let my legs down off his shoulders, sliding his still-hard cock out of me, a sharp throb of pleasure making me gasp as he did so, and slumped down next to me, nearly as breathless and winded as I was, but not too winded to kiss me madly, crazily, his hands touching, rubbing, caressing every inch of me. I eventually came up for air and held him off, difficult as that was, so I could ask him something.
"What was that for, Andy, why the big smoochie?"
He grinned happily, and slid his hand down to cup and lightly squeeze my bottom.
"Baby-Girl, it's not every day I get to kiss my fiancée for the first time!"
I smiled happily even as my eyes brimmed; that's right, I was his fiancée, for real and actual, and he was mine, and we were getting married!
*
Almost two years to the day since I ran away to Scotland with Andy, we were married in a small church in Staffordshire, in one of the villages on the Chillingmore Estate, home of one of Andy's old school friends. We'd planned a small, intimate wedding, just Harry, Jack, who was Andy's best man, Sai and Teruko, and David and Lori. Freddy had never answered my request to come to my wedding and sit on my side; in fact I'd not seen or heard from him since that infamous day of the reception at Shrewsbury School. Grandfather was giving me away, and Nana was going to do duty for my numbskull parents and cry like she'd always wanted to.
Somehow the word had gotten out that Andy was getting married, and a throng of his old school friends, fellow former medical students, and a couple of famous faces from the Lions line-up had all invited themselves, so Grandfather had hurriedly re-arranged the reception and transferred it to a golf club near Leamington Spa to cater for all the extra bodies; once a fixer, always a fixer...
I'd stayed with Harry and Sai the night before the wedding at their father's place in Cosford; Sai and Teruko were my bridesmaids, and the morning of the wedding was complete bedlam crossed with utter chaos, with both of them fussing and panicking over dresses, hair, makeup, tiara, veil, and bouquets, with Nana adding to the confusion, and Grandfather doing a disappearing act with Harry's granddad; it would be fair to say that we were all a little fraught, with several hours still to go.
We'd just about calmed everything down to DEFCON 2 when Grandfather came creeping in, looking strangely furtive; I immediately twigged that something was wrong, and his words brought my day crashing down around my ears.
"Lindy...I'm sorry, something's come up...I'm very sorry, Lamb-Chop, but I can't give you away...I'm so sorry!"
Of all the things to go wrong, this was the worst; why now, why today, of all days? I could feel my eyes welling-up, ready to ruin all Sai and Teruko's meticulous plasterwork.
"Grandfather, please, not today, please...not today!" I managed to choke out, but he shook his head sorrowfully.
"I can't Lindy, I...I just can't! You'll have to find someone else...I'm sorry, but I can't do it!"
I was ready to have hysterics by now.
"Why? Why not? Who else is there?" I almost screamed in his face.
"There's me, Lindy. I'll do it!" said a deep, vaguely familiar voice. I spun round, and there was Freddy, but such a different Freddy; he was at least Andy's height now, not so well-built, but not the skinny famine-victim I remembered. He looked amazing, like Daddy, well and smartly dressed, hair neat and well-groomed, and clear-skinned and fresh-faced; my God, he was handsome!
"Freddy...?" I whispered, in complete shock, and from the corner of my eye I saw Nana and Grandfather grinning happily. I rounded on them, not sure whether to be happy or furious.
"You knew, you knew all along, you put me through all that...!"
Freddy cleared his throat meaningfully.
"How about it Lin, will I do?"
I nodded, still a little dazed, but a happy daze. I noticed a girl, who definitely looked familiar, with her arm though his, and then her name came to me.
"Cornelia? Cornelia Sykes? Don't tell me you and Freddy...?"
She nodded and grinned.
"A year now, and..." she patted her stomach meaningfully, and Freddy nodded happily.
"You're going to be an aunt, Lin!"
Cornelia winked at me.
"I always knew you had a thing for your brother, Lin, I just got them mixed-up, that's all!"
*
Andy and I were married in the proper, High Church style, in a beautiful, simple, traditional service. I got my white dress, my bridesmaids, bouquets and bells, but most of all, I got Andy, the best thing that ever happened to me.
Three years have passed since then; Freddy and Cornelia have a lovely little girl, she looks just like Nana, with the same striking hair and eyes. Freddy works for the Civil Service, in the Foreign and Commonwealth Office, a job he got on his own merits; Grandfather didn't have to pull any strings to get him there, and I think he'll do well; a career in the Diplomatic Service definitely seems on the cards for him, and if he keeps going the way he is now, one day he'll be an Ambassador, I feel sure. Andy and I have no worries for him, believe me.
Andy is a junior consultant on the General Surgery team in a hospital in Kidderminster right now, and we live in a lovely old house in Great Malvern, in the Malvern Hills, a wedding gift from Nana and Grandfather, which is good, because we needed it; four weeks after the wedding I came-up positive and my little girl is two and a bit now, and a real handful. She has Andy's thick curly black hair and pale grey-blue eyes, but she has my features and a lot of my stubbornness too. I hope the one that's on the way is like her too, I love a challenge...
Nigel and Chloe know about us, about Freddy, and his daughter, and his burgeoning career, and about Andy and me and our little girl, but so far haven't made an appearance or a comment; what could they say? Any adverse comment from either of them would have me going for the jugular; I may look like my father, but I have none of his laissez-faire nature, and any threat to my family, to Andy or my baby, is going to rain mayhem down on their well-shaped, empty skulls. I think they suspect I'm capable of doing just that, so choose to be King Log when it comes to their children and the choices we made.
As it is, I'm happy, my husband and baby are happy, and Freddy's happy at last. I think we earned the life we have, so we have a lot to be proud of.
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Driving away from Gerry that morning was possibly the hardest thing I've ever done; the sight of him, all golden and delicious, was making bits of me twitch and hum that should have been fully under my control, and kissing him goodbye took all my willpower to tear myself away before I leaped frenziedly on him all over again, fuck client meetings!
Luckily, business-head won, and so I headed out, for some reason my eyes leaking almost continually as I drove to Oxford for the first of the meetings that had so rudely dragged me away from Gerry and his lovely, squeezable, he-man body and insatiable spunk-fountain of a cock.
I arrived early at the hotel in Oxford where I was meeting my client, a buyer for an hotel chain in the Far East who was looking to theme several hotels with an "English" vernacular, as they were building several replica "English" towns as tourist attractions, complete with double-decker buses, black cabs, and red telephone boxes.
I wasn't particularly impressed, images of impossibly twee houses that would never exist in England, Town-Criers, busty blonde milkmaids, some bloke dressed as Jack The Ripper giving guided tours or selling bar vouchers, and new-looking cobbled streets flashing through my mind, every possible chocolate-box cliché, and all wrong, yuk, how utterly, utterly naff.
I ducked into the Ladies' Restroom to fix my makeup, seeing with horror my panda eyes, streaked lipstick and swollen red eyes; I looked like Courtney Love after a heavy night on the kerosene. It took a lot of patient and meticulous reconstruction work before I walked out of there looking, if not like a million dollars, then something approaching that; my newly repaired face boosted my confidence, and so I went forth to do battle.
My meeting went pretty much as expected, my little friend losing interest in my design proposals after about an hour, and edging closer to try and look further and further down my blouse, and me edging further and further away without trying to be obvious about it. When I pushed the contract in front of him and laughed winsomely at something he said, his eyes never left my neckline as he signed away a HUGE amount of his company's money on my design layouts and project management proposals, as well as a clutch of extras he'd never have agreed to if his mind was actually using his head, instead of orbiting around somewhere below his belt-buckle. At least he could be sure of one thing, though; I do good work, he'd get his money's worth, and more.
That done, I smothered him in charm and herded him out the door, before calling my PA and telling her to order Bollinger; Christmas had just arrived, and we were going to celebrate when I got back into the office! Now I just had three other meetings to get out of the way, bugger, all in London. That meant if I wanted to see Gerry again that night I'd have to brave the rush-hour traffic back up along the bloody M1; did I really want to do that? Answer: yes, I definitely needed more of what he had an endless supply of!
I was feeling more than a little bedraggled by now, but a quick stop into Miss Selfridge netted me a nice Stella McCartney business suit and blouse, and now, feeling more like a powerhouse of industry, I could face my three meetings. To my surprise, they all went like clockwork, completely by the numbers; my PA, Megan, an harassed, brilliant girl who worked best under pressure and always delivered cracking presentations, ran the clients step by step through our proposals while I showed my designs and walked them through the financials, walking away that evening with three more fat contracts; Gerry was definitely my lucky star, and I was happy to plough through the nightmare traffic snarl-up of the North Circular to get to the M1 and Cambridge so I could show him just what I thought of my lucky charm.
Megan went back to the office to spread the good word; the champagne was on the way, and everyone was getting a huge bonus; Lorna just pulled four fat rabbits out of the hat. I had Megan order a champagne hamper from Fortnum's for each of the boys in the office as a special 'Thank You'; after all, we'd just had a fucking incredible day, adding an eight-figure sum to the company's order-books.
It was dusk when I finally arrived back at Gerry's quad; there was no parking after dark in the college environs, so I had to find a public car park and then walk the mile or so; luckily I was on such a high after the amazing day I'd had that I didn't think twice about trudging across town in my Jimmy Choo's. My gorgeous baby brother answered the door to find me leaning against the frame with a bottle of Heidsieck Dry Monopole and two champagne flutes, and a grin that would have made the Cheshire cat give up and go back to pissing in window boxes.
Gerry was barefoot and looked delicious in faded tight jeans outlining every muscle and ripple of his long legs, and a pale cream billowing pirate shirt with duellist sleeves and drawstring neck; he looked like Lord D'Arcy just before he seduces Arabella, the ravishingly beautiful but inexplicably innocent young chambermaid in a romantic novel, and I almost came there and then just gazing at that beautiful, beautiful boy.
"Lor, I was just beginning to miss you all over again!" he smiled, my knees going weak at that slow, sweet, slightly sad smile of his; Christ, he was gorgeous; how the hell was I going to hold myself back from just rampaging on him all night, I asked myself (not that I had any intention of doing anything so pointlessly wasteful, not when there was so much of him to play with, oh my, yes...)
"Invite me in, you beautiful boy, and you might get more than just a glass of champers, Gerry!" I leered at him, grinning at his ready smile and I'm sure a twitch from that interesting-looking bulge in his jeans.
Smiling happily, he put his arm around my waist and pulled me close, crushing his lips to mine and clamping his free hand around my bottom, his fingers kneading me as I rubbed my groin against his. I hooked the door shut with my foot and kissed him as hard as I could with my hands full. His hands moved down to my bum, clutching and squeezing the cheeks as his tongue fenced with mine, heat building between us at an alarming rate; now I didn't want to drink champagne; now I wanted to fuck this golden boy so hard the windows rattled.
Gerry must have been feeling pretty much the same thing, as he suddenly broke our kiss to take the two champagne flutes and the bottle of bubbly and put them in the fridge, then turned back to me and pulled me close again, his lips doing things to me all over again, heating me up, making me want him, making me want him to do things to me, bad, mad, nasty, wonderful things!
I felt his fingers fumbling with the zipper on my skirt, and then he was pulling it down and sliding my skirt off. I stepped out of the puddle of cloth, dropping my suit jacket on top of it, then my blouse, leaving me in only my panties and hold-up stockings, as my bra was still in the glove-box of my car. Gerry pulled me close again and ran his soft, firm hands over my flanks, cupping and squeezing my bum cheeks, kissing me gently as he stroked and fondled me.
I, on the other hand, was feverishly scrabbling at his jeans, aching to get my hands on that wonderfully talented cock of his. As he kissed and fondled me, I could feel his meat pressing against me, and, slut that I am when it comes to my little brother, all I wanted to do was yank his pants off, inhale that super-cock for a while, then swap ends and have him pound me into fuck-happy Heaven.
Gerry grinned against my lips, obviously reading the thoughts clanging around at the very top of my mind, and stepped back slightly so he could unbuckle his belt and pop the button on his jeans. As soon as he did that I slid my hands down the back of his jeans, grabbing a double handful of his solid, muscular arse, thinking myself the luckiest girl in the world to have a body like that to play with, and a bum like his to squeeze and maybe bite later; I know my mouth was watering at the thought of biting him gently just to feel that solid, rock-hard meat between my teeth; every part of him looked delicious, and manly, and beefy, and just plain fucking desirable, a true top-table of gourmet delights for a horny girl to sample at leisure.
Unable to resist any longer, I pushed his jeans down while he pulled his shirt off and threw it on top of my discarded clothing, so now he was standing there in just his shorts, skin-tight trunks, his cock making an obscene tent in the front. As he pulled me close again to kiss and fondle me some more, I took the opportunity to wrap my hand around that wonder-cock and give it a healthy rub and squeeze. I couldn't wait any more, and kissing my way down his chest, with just a short stop to lick and suck his nipple, making him gasp, I dropped to my knees and hooked the waistband of his trunks, sliding them down in one smooth tug.
His impressively thick cock fell forward, almost perfectly placed for me to capture it with my lips and give him a friendly suck while I gently squeezed his big velvety balls.
"Oh God, Lor, that's...oooh yes...yesss!" he murmured as I took hold of him and began rhythmically squeezing and fisting him as I sucked. I couldn't deep throat this baby, I'd need to be a basking shark or some kind of circus freak for that, but I could fit the plum-sized head in my mouth, licking and sucking as I fisted him with one hand, and gently squeezed his balls with the other.
Gerry understood, his gentle care of me coming to the fore again as he shuddered, constantly forcing himself to not just ram that thing into my mouth, but I could tell he was getting there; his pulse fluttered in the twitching member in my mouth, his abdominal muscles rippled with the strain of not coming, and his balls had pulled up tight under the shaft in my mouth. I redoubled my efforts, as I wanted the edge off this boy, and this was my favourite way of doing it.
I licked, and sucked, and rubbed my tongue over the sensitive tip of his penis, and, when I judged he was nearly there, I squeezed his balls as I poked my tongue-tip into his pee-hole.
"Ooohh God, Lorna, shit...I...oh Christ...!" he gasped as his cock gave a muscular shudder and twitch, and I swear I felt the end gape open as it swelled up, pulsed, and shot jet after jet of hot, thick, creamy spunk into my mouth, filling my mouth over and over again, almost faster than I could swallow. Gerry trembled and shuddered as pulse after orgasmic pulse wracked his glistening, golden body as he kept firing his cream into me. A detached part of me wondered where he was getting this from, as I could have sworn I'd thoroughly decanted him over the last couple of days; obviously he had other recuperative powers to go with his superb physique!
At last the volleys of spunk blasting out of him died down to a trickle, with me sucking avidly to get the last of his delicious spunk, before polishing him clean and grinning up at him.
"There you go, Gerry, that should hold you for a while, because now it's my turn!"
At that, his cock went rigid all over again; it hadn't really gone soft, even after he came so hard, but now it almost throbbed with muscular solidity; this is what I loved about my rower-boy; he was always ready, and never quit, and always seemed to have an endless supply of magic-mix for me, how sweet! With that lovely, slow, sweet grin of his, he handed me up and pulled me close, his lips crushing mine as his hands slid my panties down and cupped my bum cheeks, squeezing and pulling them apart as we snogged.
Gerry broke off and began kissing down my neck, gently kissing my throat, my shoulders, between my breasts, before lightly, gently trapping one nipple between his lips while his hand came up to cup and gently squeeze my other breast, softly twirling the nipple as he sucked and nibbled on the other one.
Of course the girls reacted, popping out like organ-stops, firm, fat, and aching to be squeezed and rubbed. I moaned softly as Gerry licked, squeezed and caressed me so tenderly, a definite warmth making itself felt between my legs. I could feel that solid bar of flesh rubbing so tantalisingly against my suddenly tender pussy, and I couldn't resist grinding against him as he teased and tormented my nipples with his soft, almost delicate suckling. Gerry understood what I wanted; after all, I was making my needs pretty obvious, but he had other plans. Taking my hand, he led me into the bedroom, scene of my former triumphs, and picked me up, laying me flat on my back as he leaned over me, his lips once more caressing and teasing my swollen nipples.
"Gerry...Uhh!" I moaned, letting him know what he was doing to me. He stopped and looked up at me, a quick smile, like a ray of sunshine, flitting across his face before he once more kissed each nipple, then began kissing his way down my torso, stopping for a second to kiss and swirl his tongue inside my navel. Normally, I hate anyone or anything touching my navel; seeing girls with pierced navels always made my blood run cold, but now, the feel of his warm slippery tongue in there was making my pussy tremble and shudder in anticipation. Downwards and onward he kissed, until finally his tongue-tip slipped into the apex of my slit.
I was so worked-up that I groaned out loud as his firm tongue-tip flicked across my clit, hot blasts of pure pleasure shooting through my body and making my toes and fingers curl as he rasped gently at my little button. Gerry knew exactly what he was doing to me, his soft tongue bathing me in damp delight as he slowly, tortuously brought me to the brink, my muscles trembling and quivering as I hovered there, needing only one more tiny push to drop me over that edge and into free-fall.
Now he had me where he wanted me, Gerry once more licked my button, a sharp blaze of pleasure once more enveloping me, then, without warning, he pushed his tongue deep inside my soaking pussy, simultaneously sliding his finger deep into my bum, finally tipping me over that edge.
I screamed like a banshee as all my pleasure circuits blew wide open, my eyes dimming as pleasure like nothing I'd ever felt before slammed into me, sending my mind into a whirling spiral with Gerry in the middle of it, tongue-fucking me as his fingers plundered my arsehole, all my pleasure holes wide open for his pleasure and delectation.
Gerry left-off lapping at me like a cat to lick and kiss his way back up along my torso, squeezing my breasts together for a moment and sucking my nipples, before rearing over me, locking eyes with mine.
"God, I missed you so much, Lor; the day was endless without you here; I've been needing you all day long!" he murmured.
I dropped my eyes for a second to see his massive, thick cock rearing up almost threateningly, a shining, glossy sculpted column of flesh seemingly designed only for my pleasure, and reached down to take hold of him and position him for me. I rubbed him against me a couple of times, teasing him, watching his fabulous body ripple and shudder with the effort of not just ramming into me there and then; I was giving myself to him, and that was the thing that made our lovemaking so special; we didn't fuck, we made love, and there was no question of him forcing himself on me; everything we did was because we both wanted it, wanted each other, in a way we'd never wanted anyone else, ever.
"Lor, please...!" he gasped, and I grinned as I realised I had him where I wanted him; his cock, so solid and heavy before, was now a warm, satiny column of stone-hard flesh, ripe and ready for what I wanted. And as I smiled mischievously at him, he slid into me, making me gasp out loud as that bone-hard thing split me like a ripe peach, stretching me so deliciously all over again. As he slid into me, his hand slipped under me to cup and massage my bum, and then his finger slid into my bumhole, making me gasp all over again at the sudden penetration.
Now he began humping that talented cock of his into me, his plunging finger in my arse keeping time, the double penetration almost driving me frantic as he fucked me. All I could do was hold him, my hands glorying in the hard, sculpted mass of his back and shoulders as I held on for dear life while the world slowly exploded inside me.
His driving cock never faltered as I came again and again, one orgasm bursting into the next as my golden brother fucked like a God, his tireless cock pounding me into a shattered, orgasmic wreck. My whole world narrowed down to the feel of him moving against me as he drilled deep into the heart of me, giving me more pleasure than I'd ever thought possible. Not even with Charlie, my darling Soldier-boy, had I ever been so deliciously fucked, so deliriously happy as pleasure blazed and rattled through me, until I couldn't take any more, and I came like fire, like an explosion of silent, white heat, sheet lightning flaring through my brain with the depth and reach of my orgasm.
I was dimly aware of my scream as I climaxed, of Gerry holding me close as I shuddered and convulsed against him, then his withdrawal, my hands seeking out his columnar prick, stiff and stone-like in its hardness, and I realised he hadn't come yet. He looked down at me and grinned, and I took him in my hands, squeezing and fisting him as he pumped into my hands.
His neck tightened and his eyes closed as his whole body spasmed, and a powerful jet of spunk shot from him and splashed across my belly. Three more jets followed in quick succession, painting my breasts and belly with streaks and puddles of silvery-white sperm as he emptied himself on me, his eyes rolled up until all I could see were the whites as his own release transported him.
He slumped down next to me, his pulse hammering in the hollow of his throat, while I lay back, sated, happier than I'd ever been in my entire life; three days ago I'd almost forgotten the young boy who I thought had violated me by peeping at me. Now I knew I'd been wrong, and seven years later, he was a man, beautiful beyond anything I'd ever seen or known, who'd never stopped loving me, and then made me his forever.
I turned to look at him and his bright blue eyes were looking back into mine, clear and unclouded, shining for me.
"That was...amazing, Lor!" he smiled, "We should do that again soon!"
As he pulled me closer, he picked up his discarded shirt and wiped the drips and runnels of spunk off me, grinning at my gasp when he brushed against my nipples. When he'd wiped the copious amount of sperm from me, he pulled me even closer, his hand slipping down to cup my bum as his lips met mine, kissing me as hungrily as I kissed him.
"You're mine, Lor, remember that!" he whispered, making me thrill inside. He'd said that before, but now I knew he meant it.
"Only you and me, Gerry, I promise!" I whispered. "And when you're done here, we'll find somewhere of our own, and be what we should be: a family. I love you, Gerry Boscombe; you're mine, and only mine!"



He held me tight at that, his lips soft and warm, and comforting against my skin as he grazed softly on my shoulder, my neck, my throat, and then my lips again, kissing me like he never meant to stop, and I kissed him back just as avidly, thrilling in the feel of my man holding and kissing me. I lay with him a little longer, feeling the warmth of my rower-boy suffuse my body, lulling me. I was almost asleep, tucked-up close to him, when he patted me on the bottom, jarring me awake again.
"Lor, it's almost eight; don't you want anything to eat?"
I hadn't, but now that he mentioned it, I suddenly felt ravenous.
"Take me to 'Alimentum' again, my treat this time; their pan-fried salmon is to die for!"
Gerry smiled, and pulled me into the shower with him for a short, invigorating shower, followed by a brisk rub-down by my very own fantasy-boy, then once again in his lovely old Morgan across town to that lovely restaurant we'd dined at just the other night.
*
Once again the reaction to him in the restaurant from the females, staff and patrons alike, was muted, but immediate. Once again that twitching of tails and flicking of ears as he took his seat, the tense posture of so many women as they tried not to crane their necks and stare hungrily at him. The waitress who took our orders wasn't immune either; as Gerry perused the menu, I watched her slowly flush, tiny beads of perspiration glistening on her top lip, and I could sense her willing herself to not stare at him, to not lick her lips, to not show him somehow that she would be available if that was what he wanted.
Gerry, to his eternal credit, was completely unaware of the effect he was having; he truly was a sweet boy, with absolutely no clue as to just how incredibly desirable he was, and definitely not a conceited dick who used his attractiveness to collect trophy shags. He selected our starters, mains, an exotic pudding to follow, and drinks, totally oblivious to the pretty young waitress slowly going into heat right next to him. I was completely amused (and a little awed) by the whole thing; I'd never seen a man have such a blitzkrieg effect on a roomful of women before, especially when he wasn't even trying.
Dinner was a replay of the other night; Gerry never once broke eye contact as we talked, his fingers occasionally brushing mine across the table, and once again I was entranced and enchanted at the complete naturalness of his interaction with me as he shyly fed me a choice titbit, or smiled at something I said, or poured me another glass of wine. I was so much in love with him already, but every second with him was tightening that bond, pulling me ever closer and more deeply into him.
The evening flew by; before I knew it, it was late and while I'd gladly have sat there all night, just taking him all in, basking in his company, a couple of yawns from me and he called for the bill. Once again he insisted on paying, even though it was supposed to be my treat, then it was back to his flat, where he ushered me in the door with a proprietary hand on my bum, holding me to him as he locked the door, then both his hands slipping under my skirt to squeeze, lift, and separate my bum cheeks as he kissed me like a man in love.
"I'm going to fuck you all night long!" he whispered, slipping his talented index finger into my anus as he feasted on my lips, his bulging cock rubbing and teasing my seeping pussy as he finger-fucked my tight hole. As he frigged and rubbed me, he muttered and whispered into my mouth and against my throat, heating me up, making me hot for him.
"I'm going to fill your bum with cock and spunk, Lorna Boscombe; I'm going to stretch your arsehole wide-open around my cock, I'm going to pound spunk deep into your pussy, and when you think we're done, I'm going to do it all over again! Tonight is fuck-heaven for you Lorna, tonight you find out what being mine really means!"
He was true to his word; that night was a jumbled whirl, a sexual kaleidoscope of blurred impressions as he fucked me, and fucked me, and then fucked me some more, stretching me, spraying his man-juice all over me, and filling my mouth, my pussy, and my arse with his hot maleness, over and over again. When I finally fell asleep, it was with his thick cock jammed deep inside my bottom, plugging me completely as his big, gentle hands held my swollen breasts and stiff nipples, holding me against him.
Waking with my darling baby brother pounding his cock into my arse was the most exciting wake-up call I'd had in a long time; he began so gently I was half convinced it was an especially dirty dream I was having, but then his lips began to caress my neck, and his hands squeezed and rubbed my nipples. Then suddenly I was wide awake, with my brother's cock fucking me in the arse, one hand squeezing my nipples and the other rubbing and squeezing my clitoris, and I dissolved into a shuddering, screaming mess as my body quaked with orgasm after orgasm, gigantic pulses of pure pleasure blasting through me.
As I came, so too did he, his fat cock swelling even more as he jammed himself deeply into me, my insides burning as pulse after pulse of hot spunk shot into me, filling me in the way I'd always wanted and sending me off in a haze of warmth and deep, liquid languor.
When I came down from that beautiful place, it was to see that smile, and those beautiful, sad, china-doll eyes staring into mine. I realised then that I was the happiest I'd ever been in my life, and that no-one could ever make me as happy as he could. Yes, I know I said earlier that I loved him, unconditionally, and I did, but now I knew, all the way down, and deep in every fibre of me, that he was the one, and I found myself desperately hoping he felt the same way.
He pulled me closer, and kissed me tenderly, his kiss thrilling though me, clean, sweet, freighted with his need for me, and, hopefully, something more. I started to say something, and he brushed my lips with his finger.
"No Lor, me first, please. I need to say this, then, if you can't or don't want to, I'll never bring it up again. Please?"
I nodded, and he drew away slightly so he could look me in the eyes as he spoke.
"Lor...after these last few days, after what...happened between us, I want you to know that I meant every word I said; you were always the one; even when I knew it could never be that way between us, I never let you go. Now, after all we've done, and because of what's happened here, I want you to know that there will never be anyone else for me. I love you, Lorna, I always have, it's only ever been you for me; even if Jenna filled-in for you for a while, she wasn't you, and I couldn't have had a life with her, because she wasn't you and I would have been lying to her. She's too fine a person to do something like that to. But now you're here, and I can finally say these things.
He paused to swallow, his lip trembling, but he plunged on.
"Lor, do you honestly think that one day, when I'm more than just a penniless student, when I've made something of myself, do you think we would be able to...be ...together, you and me, a family? I know it's a lot to ask; you must have guys falling at your feet, and I don't actually have anything to offer you; all I have is right here, but one day, when I deserve you, do you think you could want me the way I want you?"
I stared at him, head a-whirl as he said all the things I wanted to hear, that I had been dying to ask him. I couldn't believe he was so in-tune with me, after so many years apart, and that he could want me as much as I wanted him. As I stared at him silently, in almost-shock, I saw the sadness creep into his eyes, and he made to turn away, before I realised I had to tell him too, that he had mistaken my silence for rejection. I had to banish that sadness and make him understand that he was all I wanted, but there were things he needed to know.
Finally, after all my playing the field and misbehaving, I had found the one, and he wanted me too, excess baggage and all. But first, I had to confess all; Gerry knew I'd played the field; I felt he had to know just what I'd been doing, because I needed the air cleared once and for all; I wanted him, and he wanted me, but he had to know all about me first.
"Gerry, before we go anywhere, you need to know what you're getting; no, please, I need to tell you this!"
I waved his objections aside, and began telling him everything, from pretty little Zoe Huxley, who'd seduced me on the ski-trip my last year at school and had been my first love, the succession of undergraduates I worked my way through, looking for the perfect man, seducing Charlie Manville and the antics we'd gotten up to all through his stay at Sandhurst. I even told him about the so-called 'family friend' we'd spent our summers with; while I'd never done anything to lead him on, and nothing had ever happened, 'Uncle Mike', the head of the household, had shown no compunction in making his intentions absolutely clear; he'd been pestering me all through university, bombarding me with phone-calls, gifts, dinner invitations, all politely refused, and luckily I lived and worked far enough away from him that our paths never crossed.
To be absolutely honest, if he'd been nicer, and the slightest bit attractive, I might have considered it; fun was fun, after all, or so I'd thought when I was a committed hedonist; that I didn't bed him was testimony to how creepy I found him, not a tribute to my moral code. Besides, I was now certain I knew who'd drilled that peephole to peek at me showering; who was better placed to drill holes in walls than the owner of the house?
All in all, my confession was a pretty sordid affair, but at least now he knew the whole truth; Gerry kept silent while I unreeled all this at him, his face expressionless, and when I finished, I waited for him to tell me to go, that I disgusted him, that I had the morals of an alley-cat, anything but that sad, lost look.
"Lor, I don't care; that was then, this is now, and you never answered my question, but I guess I know your answer. You've been around, you know the world, and how it works; I could never compete with that. I love you Lorna, and I don't care about what you did before, but I know now you'll never be able to settle for what I can offer you..."
"Yes Gerry" I whispered, and as his head snapped up, I leaned over and kissed him again.
"Yes, yes, a million times yes!" I smiled, "Today, tomorrow, next week, next year, whenever you want me, I'm yours. I told you I loved you, and I meant it, every syllable! I needed you to know what kind of person I was, maybe still am, the things I've done and the fact I've only ever looked out for myself; I never let anyone in, baby boy, I only ever thought about myself, my own fun and games; but now I've found you, and all that has to stop. You said you would one day deserve me? It's the other way around, Gerry, believe me! You waited for me, you never stopped loving me, and I never, ever deserved that, but one day, I promise, I will, and I'll make you proud of me, I swear to you!"
He looked at me, his beautiful blue dolls eyes searching mine, looking into me, looking into my soul, and suddenly he was crushing me to him, his lips burning against mine as we kissed like it was the first kiss in the world; hot, fresh, new, and so very sweet; betrothal, sacrament and promise of love forever all at once.
I don't know how long we kissed, but it felt like hours; for the first time in my life I was in love, real love, not lust tinged with love like so many times before, not even how it had felt with my darling soldier-boy, Charlie. I didn't want to break the spell weaving itself around this beautiful man and myself, but eventually we surfaced, both of us aware that something truly special, and wonderful beyond description, was happening here. Do all couples in love feel this way? I hope so, I sincerely do.
I stretched out, feeling properly at peace with the world for probably the first time ever; my world was complete now, and I wanted to savour it. Gerry seemed to understand, content to leave me to float along, luxuriating in this new feeling.
*
I must have fallen asleep, because suddenly he was kissing me, fully dressed and smelling delicious. He was wearing a white T-shirt that had quite a job covering his massive chest and powerful shoulders, and those tight, faded jeans from the previous night, and he looked incredible, all the more so because he was completely unconscious of the fact; one of his most attractive qualities is to be completely unaware of just how hypnotically gorgeous he is; Gerry thinks he's just an ordinary guy; that's why women throw themselves at him.
"Wake up, sleepy-head! Time for breakfast!" he murmured into my lips, making me smile, and when I sat up to stretch and yawn, I had to grin at the sudden burst of innocent lechery glowing in his eyes.
"Cor, Lorna, I don't know if I can take you out in daylight!" he grinned, "half the students and most of the faculty are going to try and pick you up!"
I glowed at the compliment, pulling him close for an extra-special 'good morning' kiss, then hugging him close for a moment, loving the feel of his muscles moving and flexing as he squeezed me.
"Shower's ready, get a move on, slow-coach!" he teased, pinching my bottom and making me squeak.
He took me to one of the student refectories for a coffee and doughnut breakfast; everything else was either swimming in grease or looked too elderly to disturb, so we sat and chatted, while male undergrads cruised nonchalantly by, checking me out, or gaggles of female students sat and stared hungrily at Gerry. Darling boy made a point of kissing me quite definitely, just to ensure no-one got any ideas, then took me for a stroll through Cambridge. I needed to do a little shopping; I was wearing the same blouse and skirt I'd worn all the previous day, so I needed a couple of changes of underwear, and some clothes and shoes more appropriate to wandering around and relaxing than Stella McCartney and Jimmy Choo's.
I found the most wonderful little boutique tucked away off the beaten track and just went berserk; Gerry told me he was taking me clubbing that night, so a party dress was in order, plus a few thongs, some shoes and stockings, and some hot-pants to raise his temperature a little. I have a small waist, only 22", which makes my 34B's look bigger than they are, and accentuates my 34 hips, so a nice pair of tiny, bum-hugging, gold lamé hot-pants went into the bag as well, to keep his eyes nicely riveted squarely where they should be. A few frilly things that he didn't see also made their way into my bag; when the time came, he'd get the benefit, I'd see to that!
After spending the morning sightseeing in Cambridge, we found a little Italian bistro and stuffed on Antipasto, Funghi Ripieni al Forno and Pollo alla Romano with gnocchi; I had plans for Gerry, and I needed him to have all his strength on hand; walking around hand-in-hand with him in the sunshine, making plans, watching the sun in his soft golden hair, all of those had lit several fires in me, and I planned on putting them out slowly...
Once we were back at his flat, the gloves were off; I know, I didn't have to seduce him, he was already mine, but I still wanted to play, so while he waited patiently in the bedroom, I dressed-up in some of the frillies I'd bought, together with a clinging, barely-there top and those skin-tight hot pants. When I oozed into the bedroom, Gerry's eyes lit up and he pulled me closer to kiss me, his hands roaming over me squeezing and kneading my bum, my boobs, and rubbing my gash against that delicious bulge in his jeans.
He pulled me onto his lap, sitting astride him, and as we kissed, I got to rub and tease myself against him, while his hands groped and ravaged my bum, holding me tight against him as I rubbed myself, making me gasp and squeak with delight. Finally I'd had enough, and so had he, because he slid me off him and tugged my pants down to the tops of my thighs so he could grope my bum properly, grinning happily at the tiny, frilly thong I was wearing. I undid and dropped my top, giving him full access to my tits in the push up bra that had turned my girls into works of art.
Meanwhile, I had his jeans half-way down his thighs, and he tugged of his shirt while I yanked his jeans off. He was commando underneath, and his big cock reared-up, red, angry-looking, swollen, glossy, and ready for deployment! I couldn't resist, and slipped my mouth over the end, hearing his soft gasp as I began to lick and suck, savouring the warm, salty, velvety texture of his cock head. As I sucked, I squeezed and fondled his balls, enjoying the scent and the texture of his soft skin.
Gerry was making involuntary twitching and trembling movements, so I reluctantly stopped; I'd get a full taste of him later that night, I was sure. Right now I could see from the look in his eyes what he wanted, and so I preened and posed for him as he popped my new bra and worshipped my nipples, making me gasp and giggle as he teased them out with his talented lips and tongue, then slipped my hot-pants and thong off so I could climb astride him. I wanted to ride him; I wanted to feel that thick column of meat all the way up inside me, and so he grinned as I pushed him down and sat astride him, letting him squeeze and fondle my breasts, tug my nipples, and knead and jiggle my bum as I lay on him and kissed him, hard, fencing my tongue against his.
After a few minutes of this, nice as it was, I wanted more, and so did he; I'd worked him up enough, I reckoned, and so I raised myself up a little, took hold of that lovely, sculpted man-meat, and slowly slid myself down onto it. Gerry's face contorted as I squeezed him, then he was all the way inside me, feeling incredible as his girth filled me so completely.
I rode him for what felt like hours, orgasm after orgasm bursting like fireworks inside me as I loved the man I loved the best way I knew how, his hands on me setting off even more explosions inside me, until I decided that there was one more thing I wanted, and I knew he'd like it too!
Easing him out of me, I rubbed his hot, slick cock-head against my bum hole, slowly working him inside me, while Gerry held himself absolutely still, letting me do this at my own pace, until suddenly he slid all the way inside my anus, making me gasp out loud at the sudden extreme fullness as his thick cock filled me completely.
I lay slumped across him, waiting for my body to accommodate itself to the invader jammed inside my bum, Gerry gently kissing and nibbling my hair, while his big, soft hands gently squeezed and kneaded my bottom. I began to move against him, and he responded by slowly pumping himself in and out of me, the act of his pumping thrilling me completely; I love anal, I taught my darling Charlie how to do it properly, but now I knew Gerry loved it as much as I did, and he didn't need to be taught anything!
With his cock still embedded in my anus, he rolled us over so he was now on top of me, and, after giving me a few seconds to catch my breath, he gently slipped my legs over his shoulders gradually speeding up, until he was pistoning into me. The sensation was electric; I was coming almost continually as lights zipped in and out of my peripheral vision, and the face of my beautiful Golden-Boy occupied my attention, the light in his eyes as he sodomised me so wonderfully plain to see and easy to understand; he loved me, and he loved that I wanted to do this with him.
At last, it was too much for me, and all those mini-orgasms rolling through me got together and smashed into me in one huge explosion of pleasure, shutting down all my senses as a tsunami tore through me. I felt myself tighten around him, and Gerry groaned, his neck muscles corded as he came, his fat cock jamming inside me as it pulsed and throbbed, a wash of heat from him as he filled my rectum with spunk, blast after blast of it powering deep inside me and filling me with his body-heat.



I was fluttering like a flag in a breeze as wave after wave of pleasure smashed through me, and I must have passed out, as the next thing I remember was Gerry's lips on mine as he kissed me back to awareness.
"God, Lor, you really scared me!" he grinned, "I thought you'd had a heart attack!"
His arms around me felt like the most wonderful place in the world, and I could have lain there all day, his heart beating against mine, and his pulse repeated in that great meaty thing still shoved inside me, but I knew we'd have to move eventually. He slowly slid out of me, making me grit my teeth as orgasm once more zipped through me, momentary bright flashes of light popping like photo flashbulbs in my vision, and then I was empty, already missing that wonderful feeling of fullness and satisfaction.
I just wanted to sleep now; I'd walked around, shopped myself out, gorged on fantastic Italian food, and been royally rogered by my gorgeous baby brother, so I snuggled against him, luxuriating in his warmth, and let myself relax completely, knowing I was safe, and loved, in the arms of the most wonderful man in the world.
*
The club was one of those 'pop-up' clubs, run by some friends of his, with a floating venue and word-of-mouth advertising. It was in an old warehouse this time, and the theme seemed to be 'Ibiza-Retro', with loud, pulsing Garage, House, Dub-Step and Drum & Bass from a whole range of DJ's, some of whom were apparently quite famous, with Vodka Jellies, Tequila Slammers, and beer pitchers so cold it hurt the teeth, and it was fabulous.
I wore the party dress I'd bought, a scrap of sequinned cloth that was basically a belt with enough front to cover my boobs and leave my back, sides, and bum pretty much out in the open. Gerry loved it. He was wearing a vintage Jean-Paul Gaultier tennis shirt, new black jeans, and classic 'L.A. Gear' hi-top trainers, and he looked delicious, edible, and just plain beautiful, like a snapshot from a 1980's style magazine; definitely my choice for a first course any day of the week! As I looked decadent, depraved, louche and the essence of slut (but never tasteless, that would never do...), we contrasted perfectly.
As I knew would happen, girls made a bee-line for him, although, dressed as Slut-of-the Month as I was, I got a fair amount of attention myself; any unauthorised groping, however, earned a stiletto heel on the instep and a "Really? Are you sure you want to do that?" together with a raised eyebrow, implying I was more than ready to maim his foot if he kept going. Pretty soon the boys got the message; dance, look, don't touch.
Gerry danced exclusively with me, although sometimes a girl more determined than most would whirl him away and grind herself desperately against him; Gerry took it all in his stride, disengaging as gracefully as he could and grabbing me up again, where I could do a little rubbing of my own. I enjoyed myself thoroughly; because of my business and responsibilities, I tended to lose sight of the fact I was still only 24, not exactly an old lady yet, and it was wonderful to let my hair down and cut-loose with people my own age who were only looking for fun and a good time.
We eventually left at 4 A.M., not drunk, but not completely straight and sober either; I'd forgotten clubbing could be so much fun. I did a lot of my business in wine bars and private members' clubs in London, not your average party venues, and I was on a high, adrenaline racing through me, and quite a few Vodka Jellies, too.
Gerry was sober; he didn't drink, so he'd been on the mineral water all night in that hot, sweaty place, while I was ready for some fun of the 'Getting Gerry Naked' sort, and I was just lit-up enough that I didn't care where. And then I saw the perfect place; a small park, with lots of trees with low-hanging branches and deep shadows, and a few, more private, nooks and crannies.
I tugged him into the place, moving down through the ranks of trees until the streetlights were just a glow through the foliage, then proceeded to ravage him properly. Gerry was in the same frame of mind as me (just a lot more sober), and so he played along, his hands all over me as we kissed wildly and caressed, squeezed, groped and ground together like sex-starved mink. I pushed him away after a couple of minutes of this, because I wanted more. As he grinned at me, I popped a couple of catches, and my dress dropped off me and slid to the ground, leaving me in just my thong panties. Gerry's eyes sparkled happily as he moved in for the kill.
His lips crushed mine as his hands grasped my bottom, pulling me hard against the tight, solid bulge of his cock, then we were sinking to our knees, Gerry tugging down my thong as he kissed me, and suddenly I was facing away from him, as I heard him unzip his jeans. I tensed myself, and then he was nudging at my swollen labia, his thick cock demanding entrance even as he squeezed my boobs and teased my nipples.
"Do it, baby-boy, fuck me hard!" I groaned, and with that he was inside me, stretching me wide open again as that thick cock slammed into me, taking my breath away. As he hammered into me, long, delightful, pounding strokes, his hand found my clitoris, and he rubbed and teased me gently even as he rammed himself into me.
I was almost delirious with sexual overload as he squeezed and teased my nipple while rubbing my pussy, at the same time ramming himself into me, and when I came, I screamed loud enough for them to hear me in Peterborough! My pussy clamped down around his surging cock, and both his hands grabbed and squeezed my tits as he groaned loudly, his cock swelling and pumping long, hot spurts of spunk deep inside me, the feel of him emptying himself inside me making my orgasm even more intense. We both froze in place, shuddering as our mutual climax blasted through us, until finally Gerry reared back on his haunches, taking me with him, his big hands still holding and lightly squeezing my now over-sensitive nipples.
"Fucking Hell, Lor, how do you do that to me?" he murmured in my ear even as his soft lips nibbled and caressed my neck. I was beyond speech at this point; all I could do was squeeze my internal muscles around his still-hard cock, making him gasp at the sensation.
"This is why I'm keeping you!" he murmured, "that, and because I love you!"
I could hear the smile in his voice, and while I could have stayed like that with him forever, the sky was beginning to lighten; dawn was breaking, and it would never do to be found like this by some early-morning runner or dog-walker!
Somewhat reluctantly, Gerry helped me up, then picked up my dress and did me up again. I pulled my thong off, it was serving no purpose, not with the enormous amount of spunk pouring out of me and running down my legs. I pinched Gerry lightly on his crotch, making him grin.
"Look what you did to me, you dirty boy!" I smiled as a rivulet of spunk ran down the insides of my thighs.
"Don't worry, Lor, I've got a towel in the boot of the car, can you make it that far?"
Walking through the pre-dawn streets of Cambridge with sperm trickling down my thighs? Of course; after all, I loved the way it got there!
*
And so we settled in happy domesticity, with the added bonus of high-octane sex as often as we could. Everything went swimmingly for almost two years; Gerry continued to study for his master's, and I carried-on building the business and dragging his gorgeous bod into bed with me at every possible opportunity.
We'd also moved to a large house outside a small village about midway between Oxford and Cambridge, to make life easier for both of us. I had the income, so it made sense for me to sell my flat in Henley and buy a house, a proper home for us to live and be together.
Life was humming along like a top; Gerry, with his low-key approach and genius-level brilliance, was now considered the top-dog at the Computer Lab, and the work he was leading there was going to change the world one day, while my business was growing and evolving, increasing my reputation and swelling our coffers. Our life was perfect, or so I thought, and then, early one morning, a light, persistent tapping at the window woke me, dragging me out of bed and downstairs to see who it could possibly be at such an hour. I opened the front door and standing there, large as life and ten times as beautiful, was Jenna!
I staggered in shock, dozens of emotions tumbling through me, as the girl I'd fallen in love with one morning, and had never really stopped missing, smiled her beautiful, alluring, teasing smile.
"Jenna...!" I whispered, and she smiled even wider, lighting up my whole world.
"Hello, Lorna. I thought I told you to keep a candle in the window for me!" she teased, her smile bright and beautiful even as a tear spilled over and ran down her flawless cheek. I reached out to touch her, to convince myself she was really there, and suddenly she was in my arms, and her lips were pressed to mine, our tears mingling even as her sweet tongue fenced and rubbed against mine as we kissed, my love for her blooming huge and hot again as I held her once again.
"Lor, who is it this time of the morn...Oh my God, Jenna...!"
I heard him as she did, both of us turning to stare at Gerry as he froze at the foot of the stairs.
"Gerry...!" she breathed, more tears bursting from her brimming eyes, and then she was in his arms, crying, laughing, talking ten to the dozen, and kissing him wildly, passionately. I waited patiently for my turn again, not in the slightest bit jealous; this was Jenna, and she was mine too, and all I wanted was to hold her, kiss her, taste her, and make her beg me to love her once again.
Jenna pulled away from him, laughing breathlessly even as she thumbed the tears from the corners of his eyes.
"Lorna, oh God I've missed you, darling, and this beautiful boy; why did I ever leave you?"
I held out my hands wordlessly, and then she was kissing me again, but now gently, caressingly, tasting my mouth even as her hands clutched and squeezed my nakedness under the flimsy robe I was wearing. Gerry took us both in his arms, and we were complete again, Gerry, me, and our darling Jenna, hands and lips and tongues connecting us together once again.
At last, I was able to extricate us from the tangle of arms and hands, and hold her, look at her once again. She was even more beautiful than I remembered, her hair longer now, but still sleek, shiny, and thick, making me itch to run my fingers through it. Her lovely almond eyes were as big and bright as ever, and her lips promised delights aplenty. I wanted her so much it was almost a physical pain, and she wanted me, us, as well. As she took my hand, her free hand curled around Gerry's neck, pulling him down so she could kiss him deeply, tenderly.
"Oh babies, I missed you both so much!" she quavered, tears threatening to spill over her flawless cheeks when Gerry kissed the tip of her nose.
"I thought we'd lost you, Jen, I thought we'd never see you again; it hurt so much..." he whispered, as a tear trickled down his cheek. Jenna thumbed it away once again, and pulled him closer to kiss him once more.
"I said I'd come back one day, silly!" she whispered, smiling through fresh tears. "I always keep my promises!"
That was enough for me; my Jenna was back, I wanted to get close to her, skin-on-skin close. I could see Gerry was feeling the same way, something Jenna also noticed.
"Both of you at once! What's a girl to do...?"she preened modestly, while grinning the dirtiest, most suggestive smile I'd ever seen. Jenna made up my mind for me, for both of us, taking our hands in both of hers.
"Gerry, Lor, I should never have left; I thought I was escaping, but I was just running away; I left behind all the most important parts of my life; I left you behind, both of you. Babies, I came back to fix it, because I need you, both of you; will you forgive me?"
I yanked her close, holding her face in both my hands as I kissed her with all my love and loss, and then suddenly Gerry was there too, all three of us kissing and laughing and crying all at the same time. Somehow we made it back upstairs, and suddenly I was undressing her, kissing her frenziedly as we tore each other's clothes off, my robe and her jacket, skirt and blouse.
Her body was just as I remembered it, as tight and alluring as ever, and to see her naked once again was to remember just what real beauty was; her two years in California hadn't changed her; she was still ours, still mine, and to feel her lips and soft tongue as she licked and kissed me again was almost too much to bear. I think she was having the same effect on Gerry; he loved her, of course, so did I, but she'd been the special one for him when he knew he couldn't have me, and she still owned a large part of his heart. Gerry had broken down the day she left, and I think she knew or guessed that somehow, tears in her own eyes as she kissed and held him close, and promised him she'd never leave again.
All I could do was cry with her, for poor Gerry's broken heart, for my own loss when she left, and now, with happiness for having her back, with us, where she belonged. When Jenna and I made love again, it filled my heart in a way that only Gerry had ever done for me, and so I knew that I would never let her go again; Jenna was part of us, not number three in a ménage, not a sex-partner, but our equal, a life-partner for both of us, as much in love with Gerry as she was with me; watching Gerry make love to her while she made love to me, seeing the adoration in his eyes when he looked at both of us, was the most soul-stirring experience of my entire life.
When the first tumult of emotion had passed, when we were able to speak coherently without floods of tears, I plucked up the courage to ask her why it had taken her so long to come home. She lay in my arms, holding me tightly as she spooned against Gerry, and told me about her life, her adventures, and her disappointments, her breath warm on my cheek as her lips caressed my neck.
"At first, it was such a lot of fun; all the physics lab boys at Stanford took some getting used to; so serious, such drive and commitment; I had my work cut out, being a corrupting influence takes a lot of work, believe me!"
I grinned at that, and she traced my lips with her fingertip before resuming.
"It was fun, real fun, even Tsu Lien Lai joined me in spreading lust and debauchery among the academics, but it didn't last; Tsu found herself suddenly dazzled by one of the professors, and so she went from being his grad assistant to his right-hand man and favourite pump, and then one day she came bopping in to tell me she was getting married, and was moving to Los Angeles, because her prof had taken a post there, and suddenly she was gone. It got sort of lonely after a while, then I met someone too..."
I waited for her to continue, but she wasn't looking at me, she was looking at something else entirely, her lips moving slightly. When Gerry hugged her closer, she came to with a little start.
"Tell me about him..." I prompted her softly, even though I could see it wasn't a happy memory. Jenna smiled, a bright, crystalline, utterly contrived grin, and looked at me again.
"His name was Randy; he was an Astrophysicist, on-loan to the lab from NASA Ames; he was everything I said I wanted: tall, tanned, beautiful, my perfect blond surfer-boy; I just knew he was the one; he was such fun, we had such a wonderful time, it was like he could read my mind and pick out all the things I wanted most, and he gave them to me, or did them for me, or said them to me. I was loopy in love with him..."
She stopped, and a single tear trickled down her cheek.
"I thought he was Mister Right; it turned out I was Miss Wrong; his parents objected, strenuously, to my presence when he asked me to spend a weekend at their place in Carmel; his father said something to him about miscegenation, that it was alright to chase slope girls, but you don't marry them, they're not really people, not like us, and his mother called me up and told me bluntly to leave her son alone, she wasn't having slit-eyed grandchildren, her husband and brothers hadn't spent all that time fighting in Vietnam for their son to bring one of them home..."
I was open-mouthed in shocked outrage, as was Gerry, with a dark flash of pure, unadulterated rage at how our girl had been treated. Jenna's face had remained expressionless through this whole loathsome tale, but now her lip was quivering, and she needed more than just a hug; she needed to know that the world was still a wonderful place, and primitives like that man and his family were few and far between, but most of all, that there were at least two people here who loved her madly, deeply, and unconditionally.
I held her while she cried, then held her some more while she clung to me, and Gerry held us both, all three of us cocooned together, taking away the remembered hurt and rejection from our darling lost girl, who'd finally come back to us.
I fell asleep with her arms around me, and woke in the late morning to her and Gerry making love. I smiled, and kissed her while our darling boy showed her who really loved her, who had always loved her, and when she'd finally calmed again after the frenzied orgasm he'd goaded her to, I held her again; later, Gerry and I would make love, and I knew she would kiss and hold me just as lovingly.
And so Jenna became part of our lives again, whether she shared my bed, or Gerry's bed, or, most frequently, our bed; she was the other part of us, not a point on a triangle, but one third of our life together, our wife, and we would never let her go. Jenna knew and understood that this was where her love was founded; this was where she was loved, and nothing would ever come between us, or hurt her, or make her outcast ever again.
Other things were happening too; Lucy called me one day, sounding more than a little strange, too casual, and let slip that Charlie was back home and staying with her; I twigged from what she said that she'd found out about Charlie's kinky weekends with me, had finally realised what a lovely piece of manly soldier-meat he was, had fucked his brains out, and fully intended to keep on doing it forever and ever, amen.
To this day, I don't know why I said it, but I blurted out that perhaps she'd like to help me double-team Charlie; I don't know where that came from, but Gerry heard me make the offer, and, to my amazement, was both sophisticated enough, and secure enough in his feelings for me, that he was intrigued at the idea, so, after discussing it, and realising that he really wasn't jealous, or weirded-out, or angry that I'd consider it, but was instead intrigued and excited, we agreed; after all, I'd watched him make love to Jenna many times, had even joined her in fucking him, so he really didn't really feel he had grounds to object.
Jenna was intrigued by this part of my life, but understood why I thought it needed to happen, and wise enough to keep out of it; all she was concerned about was that I not hurt our husband.
You may think it's a little strange, my darlings both saying "yeah, go ahead, fuck another guy", but the truth was, they both understood Charlie and I had a history, that I had loved Charlie, indeed still loved him, in an entirely non-committed way, and we both needed to close that book forever.
What happened has been told elsewhere, and while it was an eye-opener for both of us, it wasn't a curtain-raiser for any further shenanigans; seeing Gerry make love to Lucy was a shocker for me though; it made me realise just how much I wanted him for us, for Jenna and me only, and brought home to me what he must have been feeling when Lucy and I were grappling with Charlie.



Watching him making love with Jenna was different; we were both in love with her, and she was as much mine as Gerry's, anyway; Lucy was a different sort of family now, and while the episode with Lucy was her way of thanking Gerry for letting me draw a line under that part of my life with Charlie once and for all, I knew deep in the heart of me that it could never happen again.
My making love to Charlie one last time had been strange and instructive; while it had been very nice, and had finally put all our emotional entanglements back in their proper place, it also pointed-up the fact that I'd finally gotten Charlie out of my system forever.
Somehow, at some deeper level than mere words, we all knew it would never, could never happen again; we were better family than bedmates, and that incident would remain in the past forever. Charlie and Gerry were now the best of friends, brothers in arms, as it were, and we left it like that.
After that whole incident, Lucy begged me to help her work out a way to keep Charlie home; I was more than anxious to help, as was Gerry; from what Charlie had let slip, plus that terrible close shave he'd had, and some of those awful, heart-rending letters he'd never had the nerve to send home, how could we stand by and watch him, our friend and brother, go back to that meat-grinder and be swallowed whole? I was racking my brain, trying to think of a way to keep him home, safe and alive, when fate dropped the solution into my lap.
I was awakened early one morning by my phone ringing. I looked at who was calling me at such an ungodly hour; it was 'Uncle' Mike, again, calling me as he did periodically, to whine and beg me to show him a little of the Lorna magic. As it was never going to happen, I made as if to hang-up, then something made me take the call. I slipped out of bed and into the other room, where I could talk without disturbing my sleeping darlings.
"Uncle Mike, what a surprise!" I gritted, being polite because the alternative was to scream accusations at him for being the pervert I knew him to be.
"Lorna, how nice to hear your voice!" he oiled at me, "How is young Gerry; doing well, I hope?"
"He's fine, he graduated from Cambridge with a Double-First, now he's working toward his Masters; I'm very proud of him!"
There was a pause, and then that voice, that smarmy, hateful voice said something that shocked me to my core.
"Yes, I heard just how proud you are of him; a little birdie told me how you rewarded him! I know I just got you out of bed with him; please don't insult my intelligence by bothering to deny it! I hope you two have been having fun! You're a very naughty girl, Lorna, very, very naughty! Just imagine what people would say if they knew you were doing...that, with your own brother, no less! There are laws against that, my girl, tut-tut, naughty-naughty!"
I felt cold, and a sick, heavy weight dropped into the pit of my stomach; the bastard knew, how could he know? The answer was staring me in the face, and it shocked and scared me; he had someone watching me; someone was following me around and telling him what I was doing; Christ, how long had it been going on? I forced myself to listen to him.
"You really should learn to keep your activities a little more discreet, darling girl; as it is, I probably only have two options here; have you arrested, and that brother of yours as well, or...well, let's just say I'm open to a little negotiation, a little give and take; you give, and I take. Think it over dear; you and I, somewhere comfortable, enjoying a cosy little 'meeting of minds', or you up on charges, your business in ruins, and your brother thrown out of university and held-up on criminal charges. Take your time, darling girl, take all the time you need... Oh, wait a moment, I've changed my mind; you have an hour, so think hard!"
He hung up, leaving me feeling cold and very, very angry; how fucking dare he! The day I climb into bed with that fucking maggot is the day they put me to bed with a shovel! Time to wake up Gerry and Jenna...
I woke Gerry and reminded him about 'Uncle Mike', how I'd never given him the time of day, and now he was trying to get his revenge. Jenna also woke, and listened in tight-lipped outrage as I told them what that fucker had said, what he'd threatened us with unless I gave him what he wanted, and, predictably, Gerry's first impulse was to go there and twist his head completely around, so he could stare at his own arse while Gerry hammered a gate-post up it, but cooler heads, i.e. Jenna, prevailed. I was no use; I was getting ready to go find a gate-post and a big mallet.
"Lorna, you're going about this the wrong way; we have to turn this back on that snake so he's never ever going to slither out of his hole again; we have to fix him so we own his sorry arse!"
Once Jenna calmed him down, and Gerry was angry in that frightening way that only immensely strong, placid and considerate men can be when their loved ones are threatened, he put that incredible mind of his to work on the problem. After a few minutes thought, he grinned happily.
"Call him, Lor, tell him you agree, agree to anything he wants, let him think he's going to get to do the wild thing with you. Hold him off as long as you can, though; I need to get some people around here."
Jenna gasped, instinctively pushing me behind her, protecting me.
"What's going on, baby, what have you got in mind?"
Gerry smiled that baby-soft, ingenuous smile of his, looking like a cherubic choirboy.
"Character assassination, Jen; blackmail, computer fraud and the destruction of reputations; by the time we've finished, a whole catalogue of crimes will be pointing right at his pointy little head, needing only your signal to nail him in jail for the rest of his life. He'll be your personal flunky 'til the day he dies; when we've finished with him, he'll be lucky if he can take a dump without Intelligence branch, military intelligence, the FBI, MOSSAD, and every police force in the western world sticking a camera up there first; I intend to make him so sick of his life that he'll just shut-up, go away, and rear sheep in the outer Hebrides. Do you still have that bottle?"
(A few days prior to this, someone at a party had tried to slip Jenna a roofie; Gerry spotted him and dragged him outside, where he rapidly lost interest in Jenna, roofies, eating solid food, or any feeling in his genitals other than a searing pain that wouldn't go away for several days. Served him right, I thought, no-one drugs and rapes my wife! I'd taken the bottle from him, and I still had it.)
Gerry smiled, still looking like butter wouldn't melt in his mouth, or cheese wouldn't choke him.
"Good; once you meet up with him, slip him a shot. Call him now, babe, and set up a meeting for...six days from now; that should give me enough time to get my favourite hackers in place; they'll do a number on him that will be a work of art, believe me! Speaking of which, a sudden thought strikes; Mike works for the Joint Chiefs, doesn't he? While we're about it, this would also be a perfect opportunity to get Charlie off the hook. What do you think?"
I looked quizzically at him.
"Hackers, baby? What are they going to be able to do?"
Gerry grinned happily.
"They're going to fuck his life so completely he'll never be a problem again. Reserve your judgement, Lor; these guys are the best at what they do; I use them to hack and break the codes we devise at the Computer Lab; so far they have a perfect score; in a very real sense, these guys are designing the next generation of internet security protocols; if anybody can make a complete toilet of someone's life, it's these guys. I guarantee you, they'll have that prick sitting in a corner and gibbering inside 24 hours. Trust me baby!"
I made the call, setting up a meeting at a secluded hotel I knew outside Oxford, then called the owner, an ex-rowing coach at Imperial and shamelessly blackmailed him into giving me a private suite by promising not to reveal to his wife what we used to get up to when she would go off to Chelmsford to see her mother. I wouldn't have said anything, trust me, but he didn't know that; judge me later; this was to get Charlie off the hook and permanently out of danger, and to squash a slimy creep so thoroughly he'd never be a problem ever again; it helped if I told myself it was for the greater good...
So now the ball was rolling; I didn't see much of Gerry that evening, but Jenna and I found a sweet and satisfying way to make the time pass; Gerry had to make a lot of phone calls, and then go to some pretty shady pubs and bars to meet his collection of misfits and cyber-crims. The upshot was that bright and early the next morning a gang of the seediest, most bedraggled, half-starved-looking individuals straggled into the house, all of them with strange names like 'Mute', 'Ratz, 'Cutter', 'Case', 'Lupus', and one girl calling herself 'Cat Mother', of all things. I was more than a little concerned; this unwashed collection of scruffs was our secret weapon?
Gerry pulled me to one side and gave me a 'heads-up'.
"Don't be too quick to judge, Lor; these guys can out-think the best we have at the Lab; they're all geniuses, even if they look like unmade beds; just feed them tea and biscuits and let them do their thing; I promise you, on their worst day they're still better than anything I can do; just trust me, Lor, I know these guys."
I soon discovered that, apart from the occasional glance or nod at me, they were completely indifferent to my presence or Jenna's as they mapped-out what they were going to do, a conversation I soon stopped following once it descended into silly techno-jargon. Gerry seemed to be getting happier by the hour, so I assumed all was going well.
Two days of this clandestine esoterica, midnight comings and goings, with the house filling up with more and bigger, more powerful desktop computers, laptops, DSL links and Wi-Fi nodes, and we were all set. My part was easy; all I had to do was dress slutty, haul 'Uncle' Mike into the room, give him a drink, and explain the new reality to him when he woke up. My hotel-owning friend was to stay out of the way at all times, as I didn't want Mike having any sort of handle on him, so all that disgusting little creep would see would be me. And the complete fuck-up we'd make of his life if he didn't toe the line, of course.
*
On the day, I was a mass of nerves; nothing Gerry could say would calm me, so eventually there was nothing for it but that he yank my panties off and shag me almost senseless. I must admit, Plan B was my favourite option; having my jitters calmed with a thick cock stuck all the way up inside my bum was a novel but effective solution. Gerry is a gentle and considerate lover, but what I wanted (and needed) was rough and nasty, and rough and nasty was what I got; my throat, my pussy, and finally my arse all getting a large portion of man-meat, and enough bubbly spunk to set-me up for the hard part: getting Mike alone in the room and getting him doped before he tried anything.
Admittedly, Gerry was equally in favour of just dragging him in there, sitting on his chest, and tipping the roofie down his throat, because when he came around he was going to be equally as fucked, but there was a certain appeal, not to say pride in workmanship, in the 'cloak and dagger' approach. Gerry just grinned and let me do it my way; he knew I'd had a certain amount of practice in enticing guys into hotel rooms...
As it happened, it was almost laughably simple; 'Uncle' Mike turned up on time, little suitcase packed for his long dirty weekend with me, the silly grin of triumph on his face spoiled by his tongue hanging out. I was wearing virtually nothing, just that dress I'd bought to go clubbing with Gerry, and I must have looked like his ship had come in.
All he wanted to do was touch me, his hands were all over me, and I had to keep my impulse to knee him in the balls firmly in check.
Once we got to the room, he charged into the bathroom, emerging a few minutes later wearing one of the courtesy bathrobes, looking, I'm sure he thought, like Hugh Hefner, except the robe was for a much taller man, so he was a little lost inside it. Meanwhile, I'd mixed a couple of drinks, a scotch and roofie for him, a glass of cold tea masquerading as scotch for me. He took two sips of his drink and keeled over. Perfect.
That was the signal for the hacker-crims to pile into the room, laptops, card readers and other, less identifiable, and probably highly illegal, hacker equipment at the ready. For some reason, they'd taken a shine to Jenna, actually looking at her when they spoke to her, and she'd come along with them to see how a blackmail conspiracy worked, make tea, and generally clap and cheer them on.
They went through his wallet and his baggage with a fine-tooth comb, removing various little gadgets he needed for work, random-number network login keys and the like, and then proceeded to completely own him.
All of his bank-cards were broken in minutes, as well as his personal files on his home computer; never carry a piece of paper with your password and login, it just gives hackers ideas, so they went and took a look at his home computer and what he'd been doing there, and struck gold, peeling all his personal financial information off his hard-drive like layers of an onion. His work access cards and logins were all compromised, and the team went about creating an entirely fictitious audit trail of thefts and misappropriations totalling over thirty million pounds, and transferred to a bank in Iran. Of course, none of this was true, it was just an internet fiction, nothing but smoke and mirrors; no government files were touched in any way; it just looked like they had been. Oh we had him, we had him good.
Gerry sat back and watched in admiration as they massacred his credibility and hung him out to dry, all without touching a single penny of real money or government budget; what they did was so subtle I was lost in admiration; it would take a team of forensic accountants decades to unravel what they had done, to ultimately discover he'd actually done nothing at all. But it looked damning as hell, and crooked, and made him seem very, very guilty.
The hackers, Cat Mother, Case, Cutter and all the others grinned happily; they'd done virtuoso work, but they'd refused payment of any sort, preferring to treat it all as an elaborate practical joke and a way of keeping Gerry's girl out of the clutches of a complete dick, and they were just happy they'd fucked him so royally. I really hope the government one day decides these guys are a true asset, and brings them on board, because I for one would feel safer if I knew they were on the inside, pissing out, rather than on the outside, pissing in...
As a final gift, they put all of the files they'd created into various locked caches around the internet that only Jenna, I, or one of them, could access, plus a couple of pen drives for me, to show our chum when he came around.
Everyone said their goodbyes, packed-up their stuff, and left, with Jenna chaperoning them back to civilisation, leaving Gerry and me to deal with Mike when he finally woke; I'd given him a healthy belt of the stuff, so he'd probably be out for a couple of hours yet. So there we were, a whole suite to ourselves, and no-one to disturb us, what to do, what to do...
Gerry wrapped Mike in a quilt and dumped him on the floor, then lay back grinning. I could hardly keep a grin off my face as I posed and strutted for him, until finally he'd had enough and grabbed me when I came too close, pulling me down on the bed next to him. I don't really remember what happened next, except suddenly I was naked, and so was Gerry, with that wonderful, tireless cock of his sprung out and at the ready.
As we kissed, I squeezed and fisted him, enjoying the little gasps even as we kissed. Gerry paid me back by sliding his hands around to cup my bum and slide a long, probing finger into my rosebud, making me gasp in return. When he started nibbling and sucking my nipples as he frigged my bum hole, I decided enough was enough, and pushed him over on his back, and slowly slid my aching pussy over his straining cock.
Every time he slides into me, there's a moment when the whole world goes away, and all that exists is him easing into me, and the silent bursts of light in my head as he stretches me open all over again. So it was now; as I humped and pumped on him, squeezing and releasing him with my constrictor muscles as he ploughed into me, all that existed in our world was the pleasure, and the commitment, and the love. I wanted him so much, and he wanted me, and now this was out of the way forever, I hoped, it was time to start making plans, for all three of us, for our lives together, for our future.
All this took a second to think; the reality of now was too pressing, and what was building inside both of us; Gerry was gasping, his breath hitching as he thrust into me even as I rode him, and I could feel that old, wonderful tension building as my moment approached; all it would take was one thing...
Gerry suddenly grabbed hold of my hips, then slid his hands up to hold and squeeze my tits, his palms rubbing my nipples and sending almost unbearable jolts of pleasure zipping through me, and that tipped me over the edge, a gigantic wave of blinding white heat erupting from deep inside me, shredding my mind and making my body crackle with lust-driven pleasure. I screamed as the pleasure blasted through me in huge, surging waves, filling me with a heat I'd never felt before, warming and filling every last space in my body. As if in a dream, I felt him shudder as his cock swelled inside me, pulse after pulse of hot spunk bursting into me from his throbbing cock, endlessly filling me with his seed, until he slumped back down, his hands falling from me as he slid down from that peak where we'd met in our ecstasy.
I slumped down on top of him, my body shuddering and twitching in adrenaline shock from that explosive orgasm. His hands gently caressed my back and my thighs, soft, warm hands, gentle and satisfying, calming me, relaxing strained muscles and pounding heart, until I could finally raise my head and find his lips, to kiss him as gently as he kissed me.
"What...what happened there, Gerry?" I stammered, tears filling my eyes at his answer.
"I don't know, Lor," he whispered, wonder in his voice, "but I think we're married now, no matter what the law says! I love you, wife."
I smiled happily even as tears trickled down my cheeks.
"I love you too, husband!" I murmured, "and when we get home, you'd better marry Jenna too!"
*
The sound of muted cursing woke me, and I looked over at the ground, where the noise was coming from. Mike had come around, and had tangled himself up in the quilt Gerry had knotted around him. As he struggled to free himself, he spotted me grinning at him, and his face purpled with fury.
"Lorna, you fucking bitch, I demand you...!"
He got no further, as Gerry leaned up over me and pinned him with his eye.
"Don't try demanding anything, you worthless weasel, and watch your mouth! Lorna's decided to call your bluff; before you try anything, though, I think you should read these."
Gerry yanked at the knotted quilt, his muscles surging, unrolling Mike so hard so he rolled across the floor and collided with a table. As he staggered to his feet, still wrapped in that ridiculous robe, Gerry padded across the floor, naked as the day he was born, prodded him in the chest so hard he collapsed into a chair, and thrust a sheaf of papers into his hand.
"Read, then shut up and listen!" he growled, watching as Mike looked at one sheet after another, his face getting paler and paler with every sheet.



"How did you...this is not possible...I didn't...!"
Gerry beckoned me over, so I slipped a robe on and joined him on the couch, sitting on his lap while Mike remained seated opposite us, gulping like a goldfish.
"It's quite simple, Mike," I began, "it's a variation on an old TV show, called 'You've Been Framed'; I like to think of it as 'You're Going To Get Fucked', and it goes like this: you leave me, my family, and all my friends alone forever, you do as you're told and keep your mouth shut, or Special Branch, Military Intelligence, The Fraud Squad, Parliament, every single tabloid, and your boss at the Joint Chiefs are all going to get those papers, and a lot more besides, detailing how you stole thirty million pounds of sorely needed defence funds from our valiant, undersupplied, overstretched soldiers, who are at this very moment having to do without, so very far from home, while you sit on your fat arse and smirk at how cleverly you picked their pockets."
I schooled my face into an entirely fraudulent expression of deepest outrage.
"Our soldiers are desperately fighting a war to protect vermin like you, all they have is their bravery, and you're stealing from them, and to add insult to injury, you stashed the money with a country who hates us; your treason is going to get you fifty years in Belmarsh Prison; that's the place where once a week they dress you up as Bo Peep and throw you in a cell with Bruno the Rapist! They'll burn you in effigy in every main square in England; how's that for a legacy, Mike?"
He finally managed to find his voice, a panicked squeak.
"This is preposterous! None of this is true, it's all lies, you can't...!" but I cut him short.
"Of course it's all lies, dearest Uncle Mike; I told you, the name of the game is 'You're Going To Get Fucked', not 'Let's be nice to Mike'; you tried to blackmail me into bed, you threatened Gerry, you threatened us both, so this is what you get in return; welcome to my world! Of course this stuff is all lies, I know that as well as you do; try proving it, though; the people who did this are the very best in the world at what they do, and they made a special effort for you, because you're such a cock."
I paused to let it sink in, then continued.
"This is what you're going to do. You're going to make like you've never heard of Lorna and Gerry Boscombe; you're going to leave us alone forever; you're going to climb back in your smelly little hole of an office, and only come out at feeding time. Any time I want to, I can drop the boom on you, and make no mistake; if I think, or have reason to believe, you told anyone about this conversation, or try to wriggle out from under, I will, and you'll be in such deep shit you'll never see daylight again. Am I making myself clear? If anything happens to me, or Gerry, there are other people who have access to all this stuff; believe me when I say they'll get a huge kick out of watching you circle the drain. Be told."
He nodded, mouth hanging open. I'd heard the expression 'ashen-faced' before, but this was the first time I'd ever seen someone actually go grey with fear.
"Good, now we understand each other perfectly. There's one other thing, and I expect this to happen immediately; remember, I'm watching you, Mike; if I think you've tried to screw with me, the axe falls, and you get to play with Bruno, got it?"
He nodded, so I passed him a sheet of paper with Charlie's details on it.
"These are the unit details of Lieutenant Charles Manville, 2nd Reconnaissance Squadron, Blues and Royals, deployed in Helmand, but currently on leave in the UK; for reasons that are none of your damned business, I need him transferred to a training or non-combatant role here in the UK. You have twenty-four hours to make it happen; don't let me down. The same rules apply; once you've done this, you forget it ever happened, and you never heard of 'Charles Manville', or any of his family. Lieutenant Manville must never know why he was transferred; if he finds out, I will drop the boom on you, and they will bury you deeper than mole shit; are we clear on that?"
He nodded, too cowed to protest, so I let him get dressed, then Gerry escorted him to his car and watched him drive off; I suspect he stopped off a couple of times to have a good cry, because he was quaking with fear when he left. Gerry came back up to the room and grinned at me.
"God, Lor, you looked so scary when you told that dick where to go! I'm just glad you're on my side, that's all I have to say!"
*
Gerry finished his Master's and took a job with a major electronics manufacturer, in their design office. It means he's away quite a bit, as their main factories are in California and South Korea, but at least his office when he's home is only twenty minutes from the house. I run my business from my office at home now, but with Skype and fast broadband links I'm virtually in the office all day.
I have to work from home, as my office in Henley on Thames is not really set-up for childcare, and I'm not leaving my baby in the care of others; oh yes, I should have mentioned; Gerry and I have a daughter together, her name is Isabel-Lucy, but everyone calls her Belle, and we have another on the way; Gerry's hoping for another girl, as he's completely in love with our daughter, but I want a boy; we shall have to wait and see, and keep our fingers crossed.
Jenna took a job with the UK part of ESA, the European Space Agency, as their resident boffin, and, as she's based in a small office near Swindon, at least she comes home at night. Her son is a beautiful, sweet little boy, with jet-black hair and fair skin, like his mother, but with his father's beautiful blue eyes, spectacular looks, and sweet, happy nature. Gerry and I couldn't be happier; we have a son to dote on and share with our beloved wife, Jenna; little Gerard adores his father, dotes on his baby sister, and doesn't seem to care whether he calls me or Jenna 'mamma', because he's all of ours anyway, my son as much as Jenna's. It may sound like a strange arrangement, but then we're not exactly a standard family.
Lucy and Charlie live not a million miles away from us, and the five of us, together with our children, are all the family we have, or need. Charlie's still in the army; he's a Major now, still gorgeous, still dashing, Lucy's still an Estate Agent, and doing very well indeed; she has three offices now, scattered through Oxfordshire, and with the current housing boom, all doing roaring trade. We still get together every couple of days; I look after little Charlie or baby Lorna for her, and she looks after Belle and Gerard for me whenever I have to go into the office for meetings; as we once agreed, a long time ago; we'd be our own support network, as we were all we had. It seems to be working just fine.
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Chapter 1: Weeping may tarry for the night, but joy comes with the morning - Psalm 30:5
The handful of dry soil rattled on the casket lid, a soft sound suddenly loud in the complete silence. Joey backed away and stood again between Robbie and Casey as, one by one, everyone else gathered around the grave followed suit. His eyes were hooded, distant, as the unreality of the whole situation once again threatened to overwhelm him.
A week ago she'd been shopping in Oakland with Casey, after leaving Joe Junior and young Robbie safely tucked away with Frank and Kat in Morgan Hill, promising to pick up a pizza on her way home. Now this was all that was left of her, a headstone and an open grave, disguised with artificial grass, in Colma, the Bay Area cemetery city. Joey looked over the heads of the gathered mourners, catching sight of the digger parked discreetly out of sight behind some trees, waiting for them to leave so her grave could be filled, underlining the fact of her death, the final act in her tragically short life.
It had all happened so fast; the guy had been driving well, safely under the limit, no drugs or alcohol in his system; how was he to know the union seal on the brake line had failed, and all his brake fluid had been dripping steadily as he drove, air bubbles forming inside the brake line? He'd not even noticed his brake warning light until too late, and when he'd tried to brake at the crosswalk, his spongy brake pedal hit the floor uselessly, his brakes dead.
He'd careened straight through, unable to stop, plowing into the knot of pedestrians on the crosswalk, finally crashing into the side of the cement truck crossing the intersection, to die impaled on the steering column. There had been several injuries among the people on the crosswalk, some serious, but only one fatality: Karen. Casey had just stepped onto the sidewalk, and was looking back to say something to her, not two feet away, when the old Dodge Shadow slammed into Karen, killing her instantly.
Joey stood numbly through the rest of the graveside rituals, accepting the murmured condolences without really seeing who was offering them as people slowly drifted away until only family remained: Robbie and Casey, her hands clasped around her swollen abdomen, with Roisian Dolan, theirs and Joey's grandmother; Sarah and Steve with 2-year old Caitlin, Joey's half sister, Sarah outwardly calm and composed, but shrieking with grief inside at the hurt done to her boy. Elio and Angie were also there, friends and family both, with their baby daughter Sally, and of course, Frank, Kat, and both their girls, Moira and Morag, their eyes swollen and red with grief at Joey's loss, and theirs too.
Everyone else withdrew from the graveside, to leave Joey alone to say his last words to his beloved wife, best friend, school-friend, and only-ever girlfriend. The rest of the family waited back at the cars, Casey gently bouncing eight-month old Joe Jr. to try and settle him; even the baby seemed to know that everything had gone wrong in their world, and Casey wasn't having much success in calming him.
Joey finally slipped his sunglasses on against the blazing sunshine and walked slowly back to the family, smiling bleakly at Casey before taking the baby from her. Junior immediately settled down, content to be in his father's arms again, but his eyes still searched the familiar faces for the one face he'd never see again.
"Just you and me now, little man," murmured Joey. "Mommy had to go away; she didn't want to, but she had to, so it's just you and me now, okay?"
Casey listened to her eldest brother talk half to himself as he patted the infant, tears rolling down her cheeks for his loss, and for the loss to all of them. Karen had been one of the first people to welcome her into their family circle, and had been her closest friend and confidante, and Casey was still numbly trying to come to terms with her sudden, shocking loss.
The family congregated at Joey's townhouse on Southgate in Daly City, together with Karen's younger sister and her aunt, the only family she had left, to talk, be together, and stay with their son, brother and nephew for as long as he needed them.
It was Robbie who first started talking about Karen, reminiscing about their days in school, how she and Joey had seen each other the first day of 8th Grade, when she was newly-arrived in town from San Diego, and how they had been together ever since; he talked about how she'd become like a sister to him, the way she'd adopted him and defended him as fiercely as did Joey.
Gradually other family members joined in, sharing their own memories of Karen, remembering her to everyone else, making sure their memories of her remained keen and sharp. Joey held his son and said nothing, preferring to keep his memories to himself.
*
The following day, Robbie and Casey attended another funeral; that of the innocent man who'd also lost his life that terrible day. They went with Joey and Sarah's full knowledge, to acknowledge that their family didn't blame him for what had happened, that he was also a victim of the same mix of circumstance and fate. The sight of his young wife and two small children was almost too much for Casey, but she still found the strength to lay a single white rose on his casket, letting him know that he'd done no wrong in their eyes, and he wasn't to blame for what had happened.
*
Life gradually levelled-off into a kind of normal for Joey as the weeks passed; GameStx had engaged a live-in house-keeper/childminder to assist him with this new phase of his life as a single-parent, and Mrs. Carrillo did indeed make a huge difference to his life. He'd initially considered requesting that he be placed on a part-time contract to enable him to work and care for Joe Jr, but Steve and Elio Vargas had both vetoed the idea; Joey was family, and too valuable to the company to allow him to drift away from them like that.
Instead, they arranged for childcare round the clock rather than lose him. In addition, Casey and Robbie were only five minutes away, so most of the day little Joe was under Casey's watchful eye along with Robbie Jr.
Joey seemed to be happy with that arrangement. During the day Joe Jr. had Casey as a reasonable substitute mom. Joey played with his son in the evening and gave him his evening bottle, and Mrs. Carrillo took care of the night-time feeding and changing, leaving Joey free to continue to develop and grow with GameStx.
But it still wasn't the same for him; it never could be. Coming home every evening was a heart-wrenching, soul-numbing experience. Walking in the door of the house he and Karen had fallen in love with, with the tubs of flowers she'd planted and so carefully nurtured, the subtle hint of her perfume on his suit jacket lapels, and the faint lingering traces of her hairspray and her floral body lotion every time he opened a closet door, all these were taking their toll on him.
Sarah watched helplessly as Joey grieved in silence, never revealing his pain and loss, his need to scream and rant at the universe for being so unjust, for taking away the one thing in the world he wanted and needed more than anything. His pain was her pain, and yet there was nothing she could do.
As the weeks passed, he'd gradually stopped seeing Robbie and Casey, the excuses becoming flimsier and flimsier, until he'd stopped even pretending; their happiness was a stark reminder of what he'd lost, and he was avoiding them. Even more troubling, he was becoming more and more disconnected from his little son as his grief intensified and spiralled down into depression.
Mrs. Carrillo had children Joey's age, and she watched helplessly as he slowly, relentlessly fragmented, her motherly concerns mounting daily as Joey became ever more distant and disconnected even from his son. Mrs. Carrillo finally decided that Joey's family needed to know what was going on with him, and voiced her concerns to Casey, who had more than a few concerns of her own regarding her oldest brother.
Mrs. Carrillo told her how Joey had stopped even pretending to care about Joe Jr; how he came in from the office and went into his room, and that was the last she'd see of him for the evening; in the morning his car would be gone, and where once he'd called every hour or so to check on Joe, that had now ceased altogether, and there would be silence from him, nothing except a murmured 'Good evening, Mrs. Carrillo' as he came in the door before he once again locked himself away in his bedroom.
Even the birth of Casey and Robbie's daughter, Roisian, failed to stir him from his apathy.
Eventually, Sarah and Robbie decided this had gone on long enough; Joey needed his family, he needed his mom, he needed to find his way back to everyone who loved him, but most of all, he needed to find his way back to his son.
The following morning, as he opened the front door to leave for work, Sarah and Steve, his mother and step-father, were waiting for him. He stared listlessly at them, wondering distractedly what they wanted at such an early hour.
"Joey, we need to talk; we all need to talk. Forget about work right now. This is important."
So saying, Sarah took him gently but firmly by the arm and piloted him back through the house, Joey unresisting as she led him into the living room and sat him down, her arm still linked in his.
"Baby, this can't go on. Your son needs you, we all need you. I know how you feel; I went through this as well; your father meant the whole world to me, and when I lost him, I honestly thought my world had ended. It hadn't; I still had you. Now you have that little boy asleep in there, and he needs you more than ever; he's nearly a year old, baby, and he needs you to be his world now. I feel so bad for you baby, but truly, if you let it, this too will pass, I promise you."
Joey looked into her eyes for the first time.
"She's gone, Ma, all the plans we made, all the children we were going to have, the life we were going to live, they're all gone as well. How can I live when the only life I ever wanted is gone forever? I dream about her, Ma, and I dream about the kids we'll never have, and the places we'll never go, and I wake up and it's just me and junior alone in an empty house; everyone else we were supposed to have with us, they're all gone, they'll never be here, and we'll always be alone. How is that right, Ma?"
Sarah's heart broke for the loss and pain in her son's voice, in his eyes, in his defeated posture, and she pulled him close, tears on her cheeks as the depth and intensity of his loss and grief hit her again.
"Let it go, baby, you have to; that little boy needs his daddy!" she murmured, and felt him stiffen.
"He needs his mom, and she's gone, and I can't...I can't do this without her...!" he stuttered, "Mom, she's gone, and I'm alone, and I need her so bad...!"
Joey's words ended in a sob as he broke down, all the pain and loss and fear finally breaking out of him. Sarah hugged him tight as he cried silently against her, weeks of bottling it all up inside him finally taking its toll.
Sarah rocked him as she had when he was small, comforting her son as best she could, a little frightened at his outpouring of grief, but instinctively recognizing it as the best thing for him right now.
"You're not alone baby. You have me, you have Robbie and Casey, there's Steve and Elio, but most of all there's that little boy in there, and he still needs his daddy."
Out in the hall, there came a light tapping on the front door, and Steve went to open it. Robbie and Casey slipped inside with quick questioning looks at him. Steve bit his lip and gently shook his head, squeezing Casey's hand at the look of alarm on her face. Robbie grimaced, as though psyching himself up for an unpleasant task, then nodded resolutely at Steve.
"Let me go talk to him, Steve; I know what he needs right now."
Steve shrugged and nodded in the direction of the sitting room.
"At this point I'm ready to try anything, Rob; Joey's a mess and Sarah's really scared; hell, even Caitlin knows something's badly wrong with her brother; if you think you can get through to him..."
Robbie grinned.
"'Course I can, he's my brother; I know what makes him tick. Just leave this to me...and keep mom out!"
As he went to open the door, Casey put her hand on his arm, concern for her oldest brother plainly written on her face. Robbie looked at her questioningly.
"Baby, I know what you're going to have to do; just go easy on him, please?" she murmured, and Robbie smiled back at her worried expression.
"Always, baby. Don't worry about Joey, I know him, he'll listen to what I have to say."
Sarah looked up at Robbie as he slipped into the room, her face lined and scared, her eyes two pits of fear and sorrow for her son.
"Mom, can you leave us alone please?" he murmured.
Sarah glanced at Joey, once again sunk in apathy now that the spasm of grief had passed, and nodded, unable to discern if she'd even gotten through to him. She patted his arm and smoothed his hair away from his forehead, a gesture that had always irritated him, but now he ignored it, staring listlessly ahead.
"Help him Robbie, do something, please!" she murmured urgently, "he needs you more than ever now, help your brother, please!"
Robbie held her briefly.
"Don't worry Mom; I think I know what to do; just leave us alone, okay? I've got some things to say that you don't want to hear, and I don't think you want to be here for that!"
Sarah nodded. She knew how much Robbie loved and idolized his big brother; she knew with an iron-clad certainty that he could never hurt him, but she was intrigued nevertheless.
"I'd like to stay, baby, I promise, not a word!" as Robbie opened his mouth to object. Robbie shook his head.
"No, Mom, we've got to do this alone, just Joey and me; just leave us alone for a few minutes, please. I got this, I swear!"
Sarah looked doubtful, but ultimately her trust in Robbie asserted itself.
"Okay, you do what you have to do for your brother; just don't hurt him, baby, he's been through enough already!"
Robbie grinned at her.
"As if I would! Now, please..." he nodded meaningfully at the door, and waited until she'd slipped out and closed the door behind her before he sat on the couch next to Joey and nudged him.
"So this is where you spend your time feeling sorry for yourself! I knew you were a fucking meathead, but a cry-baby as well? I ought to drag you outside and beat the man back into you; you're a disgrace, snivelling like a little girl in here. What the fuck is your major malfunction?"
Joey slowly swivelled to look directly at hm.
"What the hell did you just say?" he asked, animation in his voice and expression for the first time in who knew how long.
"You heard me; I called you a snivelling meathead! What are you going to do about it?" sneered Robbie, watching Joey's face carefully as the jibe sank in.
Joey looked at him in shock.
"Rob, what's got into you? You can't talk to me like that!"
Robbie sneered at him again, a lip-curl of derision.
"No-one else in here crying like a girl! What the hell would Karen think of you if she saw you right now? I know what she'd say; she'd say you were fucking pathetic, that's what! What's the matter, Joey, cat got your balls?"
A flush crept up Joey's face as his fists clenched.
"How fucking dare you say her name! You're not fit to say her name out loud! You better get out before I forget you're my brother and kick your ass!"
Robbie looked him up and down, and grinned tauntingly at him.
"How you gonna do that, Joey? Gonna cry at me some more? Gonna blubber about how lonely you are? News Flash; we fucking know, so what? What the fuck makes you think I give a shit for a sorry-ass, cry-baby quitter like you? Act like a man, fuck-tard, or have you forgotten how to be one?"
With a low, feral growl Joey launched himself at Robbie, hands reaching for his throat as his face twisted into a mask of rage. This was what Robbie'd been waiting for. As Joey crashed into him, he leaned aside, the two of them landing on the carpet where they rolled back and forth, Joey trying to hit, choke, punch, slap, anything to make Robbie take back those things he'd said.
Robbie easily dodged Joey's rage-blinded attempts to hit him, and so they rolled back and forth on the carpet, Joey trying to gain the upper hand, his fists crashing against Robbie's biceps and forearms as he tried in vain to land one telling punch, something to hurt Robbie and make him pay for what he'd said.
Robbie's solid, powerful arms formed an impenetrable barrier, raising Joey's fury to new heights as he forgot everything he and Robbie had ever been to each other; all he wanted to do was smash that grinning face, to hurt him for saying those things, to pound him senseless for daring to speak to him like that. Robbie's taunting grin ensured Joey kept up his furious attacks, his rage powering his fists as they battered repeatedly against his younger brother, trying to find a way through.
At last, though, the fires of rage burned out, and Joey slumped forward, too tired to even raise his fists again. He rolled onto his back, lying passively next to Robbie on the floor, his chest heaving and his breath hissing in the sudden silence of the room.
Sarah had heard the ruckus inside, and realised that, for the first time in their lives, her boys were fighting; no matter what she'd promised Robbie, she had to put a stop to this. As she tried to open the door, Steve and Casey both pulled her back, Steve blocking her way as she tried to push past him.
"No Sarah!" he hissed. "Leave them be, they've got to work this out themselves; no, leave it!"
They listened in silence until the sounds of scuffling died away. Sarah looked at Steve and raised an eyebrow in query. He grinned and took her hand.
"Give them a few more minutes, babe, then you go on in. I think it's just about over now."
Back in the sitting room the two brothers lay silently side by side on the floor, Joey's eyes closed as he fought to regain his breath, his heaving chest finally slowing to something approaching normal. Robbie had been waiting for that, and nudged him as he grinned up at the ceiling.
"You done now, meathead? You ready to talk?" he asked, and smiled as Joey nudged him back harder.
"Just lemme get my breath, and I'll show you who's done, you butthead geek!" Joey retorted, a faint smile twitching his lips. A shadow fell on them and they both looked up to see Sarah standing over them.
"I may not know exactly what happened in here, but I know what I heard, and I never want to hear anything like that again! That goes for both of you! Now what the hell just happened in here?"



Joey grinned up at her.
"It's okay Ma, we're okay, we just want to lie here a little longer. Robbie and I got stuff to talk about."
Robbie also grinned up at her.
"Mom, this is kind of brother-stuff, we'll be out soon enough, just leave us be, we're alright now. Please, mom?"
Sarah shook her head, but left the room smiling. Somehow, and she wasn't sure how, Robbie had gotten through to Joey; his smile at her had been his old smile, his voice had lost that dull, dead quality, and his eyes had been alive, not listless and disinterested. He was back; his brother had pulled him back from wherever he'd gone; somehow he'd known exactly what to do to snap Joey out of his half-dead state.
Back in the sitting room, both brothers lay on the floor, gazing at the ceiling in silence. Eventually Joey stirred.
"If you ever speak to me like that again, ever, I WILL kick your ass, that's a goddam promise!"
Robbie grinned.
"Yeah, whatever, you're full of shit; tell it to someone who cares!"
Joey laughed and sat up, then clambered to his feet, extending his hand to Robbie to pull him upright. As he did, he punched him on the arm.
"Thanks, bro!" he whispered, then flopped down on the couch.
"So what next, Rob, what do we do now?"
Robbie sprawled on the other end of the couch, staring pensively at the ceiling, gathering his thoughts.
"Okay, Joey, this is what we'll do. You need to get away, you need a break from Daly City, from work, from all...this..." He waved his hand, conveying in that one gesture all the sadness and gloom that had gathered in the house. Joey grimaced, shaking his head.
"I can't just...run away, just leave town like that; what about Joe, what about work..?"
Robbie cut him short.
"You need to leave this behind for a while; face facts, bro: she's gone, and you moping around here like some lost soul isn't gonna bring her back, and really isn't doing you or that little boy any good. I kind of know how you feel, Joey, really I do; when you lost her, so did I; she was my big sister when I needed one real bad; she was my family, I only had you, and mom, and her, and I loved her as much as you did."
He closed his eyes briefly as he massaged his temples, his voice low and vibrant, loss and anguish clearly discernible just under the surface.
"I miss her too, Joey, believe it; I miss her every single day, and so does Casey; she was her big sister, and her best friend; she can't bear to watch any of those damned movies anymore, because Karen's not there with her, eating popcorn and crying with her; we've got a big hole in our lives too, but we all have to find a way to let her go."
He leaned back and studied the ceiling again for a moment.
"You have to get away for a while, a few weeks, a couple of months, long enough to get your head out of your ass and back where it belongs! Don't worry about Junior; he's gonna stay with Casey and me; he's been pretty much part of us for months now, while you've been...wherever the hell you were. Don't worry, you know how Robbie loves him, they'll be good for each other, and Casey loves and cares for him like he's ours, so you know he'll be okay. Gramma Rosie's close by as well, and mom, so you don't need to worry about him; the family's got it covered. Take as much time as you need, a month, three months, six, however long it takes. Get your life back in shape, and come home when you're ready; we'll all be waiting for you."
Robbie could see Joey considering the idea, so he let him think it over. After a few seconds, Joey spoke again.
"It sounds like a good idea; I could do with getting away from here for a spell; y'know, one time I seriously thought about taking the "Lady Midnight" out and just sailing away, just letting the tides and currents take me wherever they wanted; perhaps you're right, some time away sounds real good. What about work though? I can't just drop everything..."
Robbie grinned again.
"Actually, you can; as of today, you're taking Leave of Absence for an indefinite period, due to family circumstances. Elio's already squared it away with payroll, and thanks to you, your team of marketing geniuses have several months' worth of marketing strategy and proposals to work through, so you can leave with a clear conscience; in fact, you're leaving today. I booked you a flight before I came here, so better get started packing, you have a plane to catch."
Joey looked at him in astonishment.
"Flight? What flight? Where the fuck am I going?"
Robbie smiled.
"You're going home, meathead; your old home; you're going back to Springfield, to mom's old house on Bixby. Casey thinks you need to be around familiar places and familiar faces for a while, all the things that were around you when you were growing-up; I happen to agree with her, so you're going. It'll be good, I promise!"
Joey looked sideways at Robbie.
"You knew how this was going to play out, didn't you?"
Robbie grinned.
"'Course I did. Let's face it, bro; to me, your mind's like an open book; a very small book, with very big print..."
Joey grinned back and gave him the finger.
"Fuck you, butthead! I'm gonna go pack. Just try and not lose my kid while I'm gone!"
*
Joey stepped out of the cab and stared up at the house he'd grown up in. In the nearly three years since he'd last seen it nothing seemed to have changed. The porch looked swept clean, the small front lawn was clipped and neat, and the flower-beds on either side of the porch were well tended and colourful. Sarah had said she'd asked her friend Jonah to keep an eye on the place; obviously people had taken the knowledge that Jonah Hollister was looking after the house to heart and left it scrupulously alone and untouched.
He walked up the porch and put the key in the door. As he was fumbling with it, the sound of someone clearing their throat meaningfully behind him made him spin around, almost dropping his keys and flight-bag.
"And just what you think you're doin', boy?" drawled the tall, hard-faced man standing at the foot of the porch steps, his ageless face smooth and hard as porcelain. As Joey stepped out of the shade, the man grinned, a mere skinning of his teeth, but it suddenly made him look a little less forbidding.
"Damned if you ain't the spit of Sarah's daddy! You must be Joey; I ain't seen you since you was three or four. Your mama asked me to keep an eye on this place. I guess I can let go fer now. You here for long, young feller?"
Joey nodded.
"A few weeks, just until I..." The man cut him short.
"Sshhh, your mama told me all about what happened, and I'm real sorry. Sarah tells me she was a good girl; there ain't too many of them these days, and I do grieve for your loss; she was your wife, and that makes her one of us. Sarah's real worried about you, so you need anything you just lemme know. You'll find the gas and electric's back on, I had Southwest Power out here this morning gettin' you all set-up again, and AT&T put your phone back on for you; they also gave you somethin' called 'DSL', and fitted an internet Hub, whatever in hell they are. My niece came in and cleaned up a little for you as well, and there ain't no need fer thanks; Sarah's home folks, and my friend, too, and I reckon she'd do the same fer me if I needed it. Y'all take it easy now, and there ain't no-one gonna trouble you, not 'less they want me explainin' things to them!"
Joey was touched by his sincerity, remembering how clannish some of the families around here could be, and grinned briefly at the thought that his mom was nearly two thousand miles away, but this man still thought of her as 'home folks'. This must be Jonah Hollister, one of the notorious Hollister triplets, the one family in Springfield you most definitely did not want to piss-off. Jonah ran his hand through his buzz-cut grizzled hair and nodded at the house.
"Luna stocked you up a little as well. All the essentials are in the pantry or the icebox, and I reckon you know your way 'round town real good, so I won't insult you and tell you where the stores are if'n y'all need anythin'. Your mama's old Riviera's in the garage. I got the charger on it; keep it on fer another couple hours and she should be good to go. If you need me, Luna's got my number; she'll look in on you now and then, she's a good girl, just like her mama. Rest easy boy, your mama told me you was here to try and get over your girl, you just get to it, no-one's gonna disturb you. See you around, son, and remember, you need anythin', anythin' at all, let Luna know."
With that he turned and climbed into the nondescript Ford pickup parked on the street and pulled away.
Joey grinned again and went into the house, looking around in wonder as he did so. Nothing had changed; apart from a couple of pieces of heirloom furniture she'd taken with her to California, it still looked like his mom lived here and had just stepped out for a moment. Most of all, he felt a weight lift off him as he relaxed properly for the first time in what felt like forever. No matter that he lived in California now, this was always going to be his home, and he was back.
Joey dumped his flight bag and laptop on the hall table and walked through the house, soaking in the feel of being at home again, the soft siren song of childhood familiarity calling to him. A picture on the sideboard of him and Karen taken at their prom caught his eye, his heart suddenly turning over and pounding, and his breath catching in his throat as he saw that familiar image again. He stared at it for a long moment, then reached out and slowly, deliberately, turned it face-down.
He wandered through the house, fingers trailing over the familiar things of his childhood, remembering, grinning at the height marks Sarah had etched in the door-frame, he on one side, Robbie on the other, eventually finding himself in the kitchen. He smiled at the unopened pack of coffee and box of filters stacked next to the coffee maker. He filled the beaker and poured the coffee grounds into the filter top, switched the coffee maker on and went back into the sitting room to sit and wait for the coffee to brew. As he sprawled comfortably on the couch he and Robbie had shared for so many years as they watched first cartoons, then, as they got older, their shared weakness, cop shows, once again he marvelled at how nothing had changed.
For the first time in a long time, he had nothing to do, and the feeling suddenly hit him; what was he supposed to do now? There was no-one here but him. Was he supposed to languish in grief until it died away naturally, or go out and make new friends, or maybe look up some of his old high school buddies? For so long his decisions outside work had involved Karen; they'd done everything together, and had done since the 8th Grade. How was he supposed to do this alone, how did he even start?
He went back into the kitchen and poured himself a coffee. As he took his first sip he heard the front door open.
"Hello the house!" called out what sounded like a young woman.
"I'm in the kitchen!" he called back, and carried his coffee back to the sitting room. As he walked in, a tall, pretty girl with pale skin, long, silky, copper hair and compelling green eyes poked her head in the other door.
"Hi, you must be Joey. I'm Luna. Jonah said you'd be here. I hope the place is okay. I put some basics in the fridge, milk, juice, bread, that kind of thing, but if you need anything else just leave me a note, I'll pick it up for you. There's no cable hooked-up yet, but the local stations do a great line in farm reports, GOD TV, TBN, and Familyland, oh, and reruns of 'The Lucy Show', 'I dream of Jeannie', and 'Gilligan's Island'! Cable guy said he'll maybe be here tomorrow, but this is Springfield, so don't hold your breath! In the meantime, welcome back to the teeming metropolis that is Springfield!"
Joey felt breathless listening to her talking nineteen to the dozen, and caught his breath as she stopped talking and smiled at him. He noticed her eyes, so like his Aunt Kat's particularly vivid shade of emerald, and her luxuriant bright red-bronze hair, glowing in the early evening sun, almost red enough to be true Titian, a rich, vibrant shade somewhere between bright chestnut and true copper. Something about her tugged at his memory, but it was fleeting, and disappeared almost immediately.
Joey grinned at her as she wound down.
"Hello Luna, this...all this, it's very kind of you, but you didn't have to...it's okay, really..."
Luna smiled, her grin fleetingly reminding him of someone else, but he couldn't pin it down.
"Aw, it was a pleasure; your mom's my Uncle Jonah's friend, they've been friends since Grade School, he thinks of her as family, so I guess you're family too."
Her smile faded.
"I know why you're here, and I'm sorry, I don't mean to intrude, maybe I should go now..."
Joey shook his head. This girl made him breathless the way she rattled along, but he found himself enjoying her company; it was refreshing talking to someone other than family, someone who wasn't walking on eggs around him.
"No, please stay...sit, please, have a coffee, I've got a fresh pot in the kitchen."
Luna smiled again, and once more that fleeting ghost memory nagged at him, that feeling her knew her from somewhere, then it was gone just as quickly, before he could pin it down.
"I'd love one; you sit, I know where everything is, just give me a minute."
She was back a few seconds later with a steaming mug which she set down on a side table as she sat in Sarah's old recliner, one leg curled under her as she sat. They stared appraisingly at one another for a few seconds, strangers thrown together and wondering what to say next. Eventually Luna broke the silence.
"So you're the famous Joe Anderson; did you know they still have your picture up all over Ellenbrook High School? Three consecutive State Championships; we never managed that ever again. You're quite the legend!"
Joey grinned, blushing a little as Luna smiled at him. He was beginning to notice how attractive she was, and it threw him; the thought made him feel disloyal to Karen and her memory, but there was no denying it; Luna Hollister was a very attractive girl. She was above average height, but still petite enough to have to look up to look him in the eyes, something she did with disconcerting directness. She was possessed of long, slim legs and a small, neat waist, her lithe, slim, but shapely, figure covered but not concealed under skinny jeans and a tight tank-top. Her skin was pale, the merest hint of freckles dusting her cheeks and the bridge of her small, up-tilted nose, and her large, expressive eyes were a vivid, vibrant green.
"So you're still in High School?" he asked, vaguely disappointed that she was so much younger than he was, but Luna shook her head.
"Hell, no! I graduated three years ago, and I've been looking for a real job ever since. I worked for a while at the Dolanco store downtown when I was still in school, but I didn't like it there; Mr. Dolan kept looking at me real intent whenever he came in, it was just too creepy, so I quit, and then it went bust anyway. In the meantime, I looked after my uncles, although only Jonah lives here now. Uncle Jethro and Uncle Jerry are still in the Marine Corps, so they only come home when they get some leave; in the meantime, I'm on hand to meet and greet new arrivals in town!"
Joey was oddly relieved that she wasn't impossibly younger than him, just four years, and filed it away for analysis later; he couldn't think why he should feel that way, and it unsettled him more than a little. Luna carried on talking, unaware of his momentary distraction.
"Did you know my mom was your aunt's friend? Jo Hollister. She and your aunt Caitlin were buddies in High School. Mom used to talk about her, how Kate Moran was the prettiest girl in Laroque County, and about how one day she just split, left town in a big rush, and never a word to anyone. It was a nine-day wonder around here, in Springfield, hotbed of intrigue that it is; it was probably the biggest thing to happen here since the Civil War, and even then nothing happened here!"
Joey grinned in spite of himself; he knew who Jodie Hollister was alright; his mom had torn a strip off him and Robbie once when they were eleven or so for spying on her undressing in her apartment at the intersection with Bixby and Lewis Street with the little 20-power telescope he'd gotten one Christmas. So this was her daughter; he'd never have known; Jodie Hollister was petite, grey-eyed, with dark hair, so Luna must take after her father's side.
He could feel himself being drawn to this girl, much as he tried to deny the fact; her sense of humor, her quick smile, her soft contralto voice, and the nagging feeling he knew her from somewhere, all these things added-up to an intriguing package. Of course he didn't know her, he couldn't possibly know her, but still the feeling persisted, and wouldn't go away.
Luna put down her coffee mug and stood up.
"I'd better be going now, I've got chores to do back home. I'll stop by some time tomorrow, if that's okay with you; I kind of promised Jonah I'd look in on you every day, but I have to go now. If you're hungry, there's stuff in the freezer, pizzas and such; I didn't know what you liked, so it's kind of pot-luck. You have a good night, Joe Anderson!"
Joey was more than a little reluctant to see her leave, and he couldn't understand why, then it struck him. She felt like Karen, that same air of quiet competence and warm compassion, and her almost supernatural way of relaxing him; he'd not felt so at-ease in company in all the months since Karen's death, and he realised he wanted to keep on feeling that way.
Joey also stood up, grinning at her.
"You have a good night too, Luna Hollister, and I'll be here when you come by; maybe we can talk some more."
Luna flashed him her bright smile.
"I'd sure like that. See you tomorrow, then!"
The house felt even emptier now that she'd gone, so Joey switched on the TV, but was unable to pick up anything except the local station; true enough, farm reports, feed prices, hog auctions, reruns, and some kind of evangelical show seemed to be the choice for the evening. The Fox and NBC affiliate stations in Roseville and Piedmont Heights were unwatchable, the screen constantly dissolving into diagonal interference patterns, and the sound was hopelessly distorted.
Joey gave up trying to make sense out of the fare being offered, and walked out to the garage, remembering that Jonah had told him to unhook the charger from his mom's '85 Riviera. He grinned at the dated, slab-sided car, recalling how proud she was of it, and how he'd scorned it in favour of his pride and joy, a less than reliable '89 Camaro IROC-Z. It was strange to think that this old bus was now regarded as a classic of the future in some circles.
Joey finally raided the freezer, finding a stack of frozen pizzas, and a six-pack of Bud in the fridge, so contented himself with pizza and beer for dinner, while he watched back to back episodes of 'I Dream of Jeannie' and finally retired to sleep in his old room, tired, emotionally worn, but happy to be back in the place that felt most like home.
*
His sleep was disturbed and fitful; dreams of Robbie and he fighting, long, incomprehensible conversations with his mom and Steve. Finally he drifted into a dream of Karen, of the heady days after their wedding, buying and learning to handle and maintain the refurbished 35' Bavaria Cruiser sailboat he'd christened "Lady Midnight" in honor of Karen and her beautiful, jet-black hair. It was their first long trip in her, all the way north along the coast to Puget Sound, then threading their way through the straits and islands to Lakebay, to spend some time with one of their friends from school who'd moved out that way.



Joey was deeply asleep, dreaming he and Karen were bustling about on the boat, and when he hugged her from behind, he buried his face in her lustrous bronze hair, enjoying the scent and feel of it, his hands roaming over her baby-bump as he basked in his love for her and thoughts of the new life growing inside her.
Suddenly something struck him as very wrong; red hair? Karen had black hair, and she wasn't pregnant when they made the trip to Lakebay. Who was he holding? He spun her around, and it wasn't Karen at all, Karen was gone, and in her place was Luna Hollister, reaching out to him, her face concerned.
"Joey? Baby, what's wrong?" Even her voice was wrong; it was Karen's voice, but Karen was gone, and this other girl was here in her place, talking in her voice.
"No...no, why are you here, ...Karen, Karen, where are you...?" His voice trailed away as he took Luna by the shoulders, needing to drag answers out of her; what had she done to Karen, where was she, why was Luna here instead of his wife?
Joey came awake with a jolt, most of the dream fading away, but the memory of dream-Karen sharp and vivid, and then she'd gone, and he'd dreamed of a girl he'd only met for a few minutes that day. Joey slumped back miserably; how could he get over his loss when she haunted his dreams and brought their life together back to him again and again, and what was he doing dreaming of Luna Hollister anyway? With tears in his eyes, feeling empty and betrayed by his dreams, Joey set himself for yet another weary, sleepless night as his emotions raged once again, misery, loss and anger churning inside him, compounded by his treasonous dreams about a girl he hardly knew.
Morning found him once more at a loose end. Tired as he was from a night of little sleep and no real rest, he couldn't bring himself to try and sleep again; sleep brought dreams of her, and then he'd wake and find it had all just been a dream, and the hurt would roll back in again. After the vivid, disturbing dream of the night before, he had even less inclination to sleep.
So it was that Luna found him, quiet, withdrawn, uncommunicative when she dropped in as she said she would. She tried to draw him into conversation, but from the tired look in his eyes and the drawn lines on his face, she guessed he'd had a bad night, so soon made her excuses and left. Joey was uncomfortable with her presence, but with her gone the house seemed even emptier.
Every morning for the next week, Luna dropped by, checking on him. Joey had developed the routine of emailing Casey to give her a daily update on what he was doing and how he was, and from the tenor of his emails, Casey and Robbie decided that he wasn't making anything like the effort he'd promised to try and put his life back in focus; quite the opposite, in fact.
Something was going on with him, and it was dragging him back down. They'd shared their misgivings with Sarah, and Sarah in turn had been talking to Jonah. He'd passed some of her worries on to Luna, who then pondered how to bring Joey out of the funk he seemed to be slipping back into.
Finally, ten days after he'd first come home, Luna decided that it was time he stopped brooding alone in that house and found some of the world again, and with Luna, to think was to act.
That evening, Joey answered a tapping at the door, to find a smiling Luna there, but instead of the usual jeans and tank-top, she was wearing a short-sleeved clingy white top with a low-cut back and a black tight skirt that barely came to the tops of her thighs. Her shining hair had been pulled over one shoulder in a loose twist and she was wearing black platform pumps, emphasising her long slender legs and making her almost the same height as him now.
"Come on Joe Anderson, tonight Springfield awaits your presence!" she grinned, her eyes narrowing slightly as Joey shook his head.
"Luna, I...I can't ...I, I..." he stuttered, making her purse her lips in exasperation.
"I said, come on!" she gritted. "You've been holed-up in here for over a week now, you don't step outside, you don't talk, you just sit in here and mope; well I've had enough; you're coming with me, whether you like it or not, and I won't take no for an answer! Now get your coat, Joe Anderson, and get in the car!"
Joey stared in silence at the fire in her eyes and swallowed, his throat suddenly dry. Luna stared at him in silence, one eyebrow slightly raised, a gesture he found hauntingly familiar, her flat expression segueing into a sunny smile as he slowly nodded and picked his leather jacket off the hall stand.
"There now, that wasn't so difficult, was it?" she cooed, and Joey had to grin slightly at the note of triumph in her voice.
They made landfall in a bar on Serramonte, what passed for 'downtown' in Springfield. Joey was intrigued to see the envious looks from the other male patrons, but no-one accosted her when she slipped up to the bar and had a quick, whispered conversation with the bartender. When she rejoined him, her smile lit up the room, and a couple of seconds later, a girl brought over two beers and placed them on the table. Luna picked up her beer and tipped the bottle at Joey.
"This is nice. Thank you for coming out with me. There's a band coming on later; local boys, but I hear they're good. Maybe later you can show me some of those California dance moves!"
Joey made to protest, but caught her teasing grin, and smiled back sheepishly.
"I don't really know how to dance properly; Karen always said she'd teach me, but..." he trailed off, breaking eye contact and taking a quick swallow of his beer rather than finish the sentence. Luna reached out and touched his arm gently.
"Then maybe I'll show you some of them ole Springfield moves, Joe Anderson. Why, we practically invented Western Swing, right here in good ole Laroque County!"
Joey grinned as her accent broadened into a rural twang, Luna grinning back at the first genuine smile she'd seen from him.
"I've got to go to the little girl's room; you wait here, I'll only be a minute," she smiled, patting his hand as she stood up and walked to the ladies' restroom. Joey couldn't help watching her hip-swaying strut as she walked away from him, her walk all the more sexy for being completely unconscious of his scrutiny; she wasn't trying to tempt him or work him up; this was just Luna being herself, and Joey could feel himself responding to her on all sorts of levels; part of him saw her only as the family friend trying to help him over his shattering loss, but another, more primal part, saw her as something else entirely: a beautiful, desirable girl.
He tried almost in a panic to suppress and deny that thought; he loved Karen, and he always would; he couldn't help it that a small, treacherous voice deep inside him insisted that she was gone, and that life went on, and perhaps it was time he accepted that. Besides, how many guys had a beautiful girl practically dragging him out of his house to take her dancing?
"Hey, you're Joey Anderson, aren't you?" said a young female voice, and Joey looked up to see a pretty waitress with a tray of empty glasses.
"Guilty," smiled Joey. "Do I know you?"
The girl grinned in an open, friendly way.
"Prob'ly not; I was a sophomore when you graduated High School, but I remember you playing real tight with my brother against El Cerrito in the state championship playoffs; he was your defensive tackle."
Joey looked closely at her, at her suddenly familiar features.
"Wait, you're Elvis Hood's little sister? I remember you! How is your brother? I haven't seen or heard from him since the Senior Prom."
The girl grinned.
"I guess you know about him, how he was, I mean. He came out to Mom and Daddy that night, they had a real big fight, and he left right after. He's living in Long Beach now, he's got a ...y'know, a partner, they run a fitness club together, and I guess he's happy, he says he is when he calls me, and he don't sound like he's lyin'. He told me he'd tried to get with you, and how you turned him down but were good about it, and you didn't say anything to anyone, so thank you for that; I don't think the other guys would have understood."
She smiled again, and leaned closer.
"I saw you come in with Luna Hollister, so you just be careful; she's nice, real nice, and I do mean that, but just you remember: you touch her anywhere 'tween neck and knee-bones and she don't like it, her uncle Jonah's liable to get real indiscriminate on your ass, and if them other two are around, weelll, I wouldn't give much for your chances! Just a friendly warning, y'understand!"
Joey nodded gravely.
"No chance of that; Luna's just a family friend, helping me out while I'm..."
The girl cut him short.
"I know why you're here, most everyone in town does. I'm real sorry for your loss. I remember your wife, she was Head cheerleader, but a real nice girl, never acted like queen of the school or anythin' like that; you just take it easy now."
Joey looked puzzled.
"How do you know...?"
The girl grinned.
"This is a small town, Joey Anderson; everyone knew why you were here the day after you arrived; my mama told me; Lord knows who told her. Don't sweat it, no-one's gonna disturb you; I hear Jonah put the word out about leaving you be, but anytime you wanna talk, come on down; I don't charge for listening, and I guess I owe you at least that much for keepin' shut about my brother."
Joey looked up to see Luna threading her way through the tables toward him, smiling at the girl as she took her seat again.
"Hey Lou, how's your mom?"
Lou grinned at the pair of them as she picked up her tray.
"She's fine, Luna, and thanks for askin'. I gotta go now, but just nod if you want anythin'. See y'around, Joey Anderson!"
*
The evening was as much fun as any Joey could remember; the band was good, a sound somewhere between West Coast country-rock and Chicago urban blues, good dance music, and Luna made him dance with her, Joey shuffling self-consciously as he held her with a chaste space between them until she pulled herself close to him, holding his hips and making him sway with her.
As he danced, he found himself remembering dancing with Karen this way. Strangely, this time the memory didn't sear him; instead, it left only a gently poignant, warm sadness, but also an appreciation of just how alive and vital the girl he was dancing with really was. Almost against his will, he found himself enjoying her lithe curves and the graceful way she moved as she danced, all the more alluring because she was unconscious of his scrutiny.
Luna eventually announced she was all danced-out, and led Joey back to their table to sit, drink a cold beer, and share Chilli cheeseburgers and fries. For Joey it was the crown of the best time he'd had in what felt like forever. The food was good, the beer was better, and the company was exquisite, and he hadn't felt so alive and relaxed in a long, long time. The healing process had begun, and Luna had helped him get there, he suddenly realized, the thought making him wistful rather than guilty.
Luna took him home, then drove away. As he turned to open the front door, he saw Jonah's Ford pickup also pull away from the side-street opposite, following her home, and grinned at the thought of her uncle making sure she got home safe and unmolested; Lou Hood had been right to tip him the wink about Jonah and his brothers. Still smiling at Jonah's protectiveness, Joey went to bed, and, for the first time in months, his sleep was untroubled and he woke feeling rested and refreshed, ready to face the world.
That evening, he was unsurprised to hear that familiar tap at the door, Luna there once more, taking him out bowling this time, followed by pizza in Roseville. Thereafter, the pattern was set. Seven o'clock sharp brought that tap on the door, and there would be Luna, a fresh adventure planned; sometimes all they would do was grab a burger in Roseville, or Piedmont Heights, or maybe catch a cult movie in the old grind-house movie theater on Harvey Street.
Luna loved those over-the-top slasher flicks, 1980's horror movies, and ludicrous creature features. Joey enjoyed sitting there in the dark with her while she giggled and gasped and clutched at his arm at the outré antics and bad acting on screen, although most of them made him squirm. Watching movies like 'Re-Animator', 'Basket Case', 'Hollywood Chainsaw Hookers' or 'Hellraiser' was never going to be top of his evening entertainment hot-list, but he endured them because Luna liked them; he just never got why the stupid-ass teen girl always went alone into the cellar/attic/woods/closet and got shredded, eaten, or zombiefied .
And so they drifted along. Luna made sure Joey had no time to brood or mope; she kept him busy, and on those evening when she was unable to come over, somehow Jonah would happen to be in the vicinity and would drop by 'in passing', and he and Joey would chat about Sarah, about 'young Frank' and how mad he'd get if anyone called him 'Frankie', about the day he'd accidentally pushed Frank over in the school-yard and Sarah had descended on him like all the furies and 'beat him real good' for hurting her little brother, and how he and Sarah had called a cautious truce, said truce gradually growing into friendship and trust.
Jonah also talked about his days in the corps, as a Staff Sergeant with the 2nd Recon Battalion at Camp Lejeune, NC, retiring when Luna was thirteen so he could look after her after her mother had died. Joey learned that both Jeremiah and Jethro were Gunnies, US Marine Corps Gunnery Sergeants, Jethro with 1st Recon at Camp Pendleton in San Diego, and Jeremiah with 3rd Recon, stationed at Camp Schwab, in Okinawa, Japan. Jonah seemed quite smug about the fact he'd made Staff Sergeant long before either of his brothers.
Talking to Jonah (and Joey thought he could detect his mom's hand in Jonah's concern for him), Joey gradually came to understand how things had worked in Springfield.
On the surface, it had seemed just another small mid-Western town under the thumb of the local robber-baron, but under all that there was a different town entirely, one where respect, kinship, obligation and duty held sway. It was almost with a sense of shock that he realized, because of his connection with Sarah, and through her, the Moran, Hennessy, Donnelly, and Mason families, and even a distant family connection to the Hollisters through their mutual Mason relatives, he was an integral part of that whole other community.
It had nothing to do with who was a power in the town, and everything to do with who had respect and standing in the eyes of the populace; it was just a little weird to think that, because his mom was held in high regard in the real town, so was he.
Joey knew how the Hollister family felt about the Dolans and their myriad hangers-on, so made no mention of his parentage; talking with Jonah he came to understand that the Dolans walled themselves away because they were not, and had never been, part of the real town; they had no respect in the eyes of the townsfolk. People sang low in their presence, because they had the power to decide whether or not their children ate, but it was precisely because of that power, and the contemptuous ease with which they wielded it, that they had no respect. Not a soul in town had shed a tear or marked in any way the passing of Jerry Dolan or his son, Steve, Joey's real father.
As the days slowly slipped by, turning to weeks, Joey and Luna began to develop that closeness that only true friends ever do; Joey became used to, and eagerly looked forward to, Luna coming and going as she pleased, or turning up unexpectedly with a picnic lunch or a pizza and cokes, and they spent many an evening sitting companionably on the couch watching TV and commenting on the absurdities of the shows they were watching.
Joey was still addicted to cop shows, and couldn't survive an evening without a fix of NCIS or 'Law & Order', something Luna conceded to him if she could watch Jerry Springer or the gross-out wedding and Prom shows on MTV. As the days progressed, he found it easier and easier to open up to her, telling her about his life with Karen, his son, his extended family (although he never went into the convoluted family relationships; it was too complicated, and still too personal for him to share easily).
As a side-effect of his blossoming relationship with Luna, and at her gentle prodding, the tone of Joey's calls and emails home changed, letting his mother know he was okay, telling her about his days, and how he'd found a friend in Luna. He began calling Casey on Skype instead of just emailing her, talking to little Joe, letting him hear his father's voice, and smiling at his little boy's peg-toothed smile and almost-words as he tried to touch Joey through the computer screen.
Chapter 2: And I will ask the Father, and he will give you another Helper, to be with you forever - John 24:16
Gradually, imperceptibly, both Joey and Luna began to realize that being apart from each other made them uncomfortable, and it puzzled them both. Joey found himself waiting for that turn of the door handle every evening, unable to relax properly until Luna was there. Luna was feeling the same thing; her day wasn't complete until she'd seen, sat, and eaten with Joey, and it puzzled her even more.
Neither of them recognized the growing attraction between them, Joey because his feelings and emotions were still blunted by his loss, and Luna because she'd never really been stirred by anyone before.
Finally, one evening, instead of claiming a corner of the couch to watch TV with him, Luna, for reasons she didn't fully understand, plumped down next to Joey, tucking her feet under her as she slipped her arm through his. Joey was surprised at first, but said nothing; it felt good to have someone he liked and trusted cuddled up against him as they watched Maury Povitch and the procession of cuckolds, plastic surgery addicts, and unconvincing sex-change weirdo's trotted out in the name of entertainment.
Finally, Luna yawned and stretched, stating that she'd better get home, Jonah was expecting her and would start worrying. Joey was reluctant to let her go; their evening together was the best and most comfortable he could remember, and he wanted that feeling to continue. Luna also was reluctant to leave, but she had to get home.
Joey compromised by offering to drive her home, and Jonah could drop her back the next day so she could collect her truck. Luna agreed, and so Joey drove her back out to the Hollister place, near the state line, neither of them speaking, but exchanging glances and smiles all the way. It was almost a shock when the house came into view. The twenty mile drive had passed in what felt like an instant, and now he had to face the prospect of the drive home alone.
Luna leaned over, and, to his surprise, kissed him, a short, gentle, 'thank you' kiss, but it was on the lips, and it galvanized him. His eyes widened, as did hers as she pulled back, blushing prettily in confusion, before climbing out of the car and leaning down to once more smile at him. Joey's lips tingled from the slight pressure of her lips, and he watched her go indoors, waiting until she'd closed the door before driving away, the memory of that kiss filling his head as he drove home on auto-pilot.
Sleep came hard to him that night. Over and over again, the memory of that kiss, Luna's eyes and her blushing smile replayed in his mind's eye. Joey was at a loss to explain why such a simple thing had had such a profound effect on him, but he realized with something akin to shock that he'd liked it, and would like to do it again, and again.
That thought rattled him; once again, thoughts of Karen and their life together came flooding back, but now the hurt and loss were tempered with the realization that he was probably ready to move on; while he could never forget or replace Karen, maybe he could start again, and maybe, just maybe, Karen would understand, and, wherever she was, she would maybe be OK with it, and let him finally let her go.



His dreams that night were confused: images of Karen and their life together interspersed with flashes of Luna and her brilliant emerald eyes, her wide, generous smile, the sound of her laughter, her soft voice and distinctive Midwestern drawl, flavored with a soft Southern accent, her hip-swaying walk, and the way she tossed her hair out of her eyes as they talked.
Joey woke refreshed and, for once, with the memories of his dreams intact. He'd spent most of the night dreaming of Luna, of her warmth and companionship, her beauty, her way of making him feel alive and connected again. As he pondered what that meant, it came to him that he might be falling for her.
He was thunderstruck; it was like a light had suddenly switched on in his head, his own moment of epiphany. He spent the rest of the day in a daze, unable to relax or put his mind to anything, finally admitting to himself he was waiting for the sound of the door handle and her customary "Hello the house!", and yet dreading it as well.
Uppermost in his mind was the fear that she didn't feel the same way, that she was just being friendly and kind, and that he'd misread her entirely. It was with a mixture of trepidation and anticipation that he heard the front door open and Luna's light tread in the hall.
"Joey, hello?" she called out, but her voice seemed different, almost hesitant, apprehensive, even.
"In here, Luna," he called back from the kitchen, waiting for her to poke her head inside and give him her bright smile.
Their evening was the same as many other evenings: a shared pizza, followed by TV and maybe a couple of beers or sodas as they relaxed on the couch, but this time there was an undercurrent, a definite sense of things unsaid between the two of them. Joey finally got up the courage to say what he'd been feeling all evening.
"Luna, I think we need to talk...about last night"
Luna dipped her head down, then looked back up at him, a slow flush spreading across her pale skin.
"About...y'know...?" she ventured, and Joey grinned, nodding slightly.
"I'm sorry Joey, I didn't mean to step over the line or anything, it was just..."
Joey cut her off.
"Is that what you think this is about? Luna, you didn't offend me or anything; I...liked it, it was nice, and...I didn't...I mean I wasn't...! Oh Jeez!"
"What are you trying to say, Joey?" she asked softly, and watched as Joey in turn flushed.
"I guess I was trying to say it...it was nice, it was very nice, and I wanted...I wanted to do it again! I'm sorry if you're offended, I know you didn't mean anything by it, I...!"
Luna grinned at him.
"Listen to us, like a pair of kids on a first date! Joey, I don't know why I kissed you, or why it took me so long. I only know I wanted to, and it was nice for me, too. I'll understand if it's too soon for you, but when you're ready, I'll be waiting!"
Joey was flabbergasted; he'd expected a lingering awkwardness after he apologized, and maybe a few days break from each other, not this; she'd liked it, she liked him, oh boy...
Luna stared speculatively at him for a second, her eyebrow slightly raised, an expression Joey found attractive and still hauntingly familiar. She suddenly reached over and took his hand, Joey not resisting, thinking distractedly how vividly grass-green her eyes looked as she searched his face. Luna smiled and dipped her head down, and when she looked back up into his eyes, her gaze frank and unafraid, her eyes were their original lambent emerald again.
"Joey, come here; I think I want to kiss you again, and I want to do it properly. Are you gonna let me?"
Joey grinned at the absurdity of the question, as if a normal guy ever needed to be dragged into kissing a lovely girl! The challenge in her voice also struck a chord deep inside him, and with that came his emotional response; of course he was going to kiss her back, they'd come this far, what kind of a fool would he be to shy away now?
Moving closer together, each seeing the other's need in their eyes, their lips met, slowly, tentatively. Joey wanted to hold her closer, to press his lips harder to hers, to probe her mouth with his tongue, but held back, not sure if she was ready for that. He was caught unawares when her tongue darted between his lips and brushed against his. Their kiss intensified as they tasted each other, their tongues gently fencing as they kissed deeply, finally realizing where their friendship had been leading them.
Joey broke their kiss first, pulling away to look keenly into her eyes. Luna looked back steadily, a flush slowly creeping up into her cheeks.
"Wow, that was...incredible!" breathed Joey, "I've never been kissed like that before!"
Luna grinned at the compliment, even though she was feeling exactly the same thing; kissing him had felt new, and bright, and wonderful, like a door she'd never known was there had suddenly opened in her head, letting loose a feeling of something so right, so perfect, it was almost predestined in the way it settled into her mind. She knew at that moment that he was the one for her.
Joey was having almost the same experience; his mind was racing as all the pieces began clicking into place at last, along with a certain sense of panic that he was somehow betraying Karen by feeling this way about someone else.
"Luna, I...never thought I'd be doing this with you, it's all a little...sudden!" he finally managed to stutter, grinning weakly at the smile slowly curving her lips.
"Joey, this has been building for days, weeks. I knew it, you knew it, hell, even Jonah knows it!"
Joey's smile evaporated as he came back to earth with a bump; Jonah knew? Oh Shit!
Luna patted his wrist as she grinned at his expression.
"It's okay, he's not gonna rip your face off or anything; he told me to go easy with you, he said you were still hurtin' big inside and I wasn't to do anything to make the hurt worse, and we both need to make sure we knew what we wanted. I know what I want, I think I have from the first time I met you. Maybe you need to understand what you want. When you do, I'll be waiting."
She stood up to leave, to sit back down abruptly as Joey grabbed her wrist.
"Don't go, please! I know what I want, I think I did from the first time I saw you too; I just didn't know that you wanted it too!"
He gave her an embarrassed grin.
"I even dreamed about you, how weird is that? It scared me, it seemed too soon, I didn't want to let Karen go, and it seemed wrong to even be thinking about you, but it doesn't anymore. I don't want you to go; I want you to stay, if that's what you want..."
Luna cupped his face in her hands,
"I will, but you need to understand something; this isn't some one-night-stand, or a passing infatuation, or us flirting; this feels real to me, and it's what I want more than anything. If you can't promise to give me what I want to give you, then I'm leaving, now, and you better go back to California, because I don't know if I can stay here with you here, wanting you and knowing you don't really want me!"
Joey looked into her eyes, seeing the determination there, and the slight quiver of her lip, and suddenly all his feelings for her solidified into a single, unbreakable certainty; he was ready to move on, and this was the girl he wanted.
For the first time in a very long time, other, more basic urges stirred in him as well; Karen had been gone for almost six months now, and he'd been with no-one in all that time, and now, for the first time, he wondered how Luna would look naked, how she would taste, and smell, and feel as she moved against him, and what she would look like when she woke first thing in the morning, with her blazing hair spread across a pillow, and her marvellous eyes still soft and blurred with sleep.
All those thoughts flew through his head in an eye blink; he realized she was waiting for a response from him. Joey drew a deep breath, knowing what he said next would be the start of a new life, or the death of something before it had ever had a chance to live. He took her hands in his and looked into her eyes.
"Luna, you know why I came here, and you know how it's been for me sometimes, and I never really shared anything with you. Before we go anywhere, I have to make sure you're okay with what went on before, how it was for ...for Karen and me; the more you know, the better you'll know me, and when you know me better, perhaps we can take it from there. Are you good with that?"
Luna nodded, curious to know more about the girl Joey had loved so much and lost so tragically. To date he hadn't opened up about her at all, and she hadn't pried, figuring that when he was ready, he'd tell her. Now it looked like that time was finally here.
Joey began by telling her about how he'd met Karen, that first day in 8th Grade, and how he hadn't been able to take his eyes off her; how they'd become friends, then more, and before he knew it, she was his girl. He spoke about how they'd been the classic High-School pair, he the star quarterback, she the head cheerleader, how they'd gone to college together in Monte Vista, Karen studying Computer Science and he studying for an MBA, and how they'd applied for jobs at the same insurance company in Roseville. When Karen's father had died, her mother had moved back to San Diego with her younger sister, but Karen had gotten a small apartment in Springfield so she and Joey could stay together.
Joey glossed-over his history with Robbie; it didn't seem relevant, but Luna caught the omission, especially as he'd let slip in previous conversations about his 'kid brother', but she chose to say nothing as Joey talked about he and Karen, their life together, their son, their home in the Bay Area...and the accident.
As he talked, Luna noticed that he now increasingly referred to Karen in the past tense; before, he'd always spoken about her in the present tense, as if she were still around; now at last he seemed to be acknowledging, if unconsciously, that she was really gone.
He told her how he'd made the decision to come home and try and put some of his life back together, and what had prompted his return. Luna smiled as he changed tack now, talking now about his childhood, and Robbie, how he and Robbie had been inseparable from early days, and how he and Karen had moved to the West Coast at Robbie's instigation, how he had become Vice-President of the company Robbie was now a partner in.
Luna caught the omission again, the change in tone when he mentioned Robbie.
"Joey, who's Robbie? Is he from around here? What's his family, perhaps I know them?"
Joey grinned.
"Robbie is like my kid brother; his name is Robbie Dolan. I guess you must have heard THAT name!"
Luna looked astonished.
"That was the boy who disappeared! The whole town was buzzing with it. They still are! Everyone thought his family did something to him, he just disappeared and no-one knew where he was. You mean you knew all along?"
Joey nodded, his eyes far away, the soft golden brown suddenly hard and unforgiving as polished agates as memory flooded back.
"Robbie's family didn't give a damn about him. His whole life they just kind of wished he'd never been born; they treated him like he wasn't good enough to be one of them, so they left him out of their family, their lives, everything they ever did. They had no room for him in their family, and so my mom took care of him when his own family wouldn't. He became part of this family; he became my kid brother, and when he needed help, my mom and my uncle Frank did what they could, and now Robbie lives out West, with a new name, a family who loves him, all the things he never had here."
Luna nodded slowly.
"I remember there was a...scandal; something about a scholarship, and a...sister? Yeah, that's right; she had something to do with it. I only transferred-in to Ellenbrook when I was 14, so I wasn't there when all this happened, but I remember the story about her graduation, how she got booed and slow-handclapped off the stage; she was supposed to be some piece of work!"
Joey cocked his head at her.
"It's not quite as simple as that; you don't know the whole story yet..." he rebuked her gently. "Robbie's sister looked for him, she searched for him for years, she was sorry, really sorry for what she helped do to him, and she really tried to find him so she could make it right with him."
Luna backpedalled, realizing she'd just touched a sore spot.
"I'm sorry, I didn't know; all I really know about what happened is what was going around the school; when it comes to the Dolan family, there's a whole lot of no-talking going on, even now. What happened, did she ever find him?"
Joey grinned.
"Oh yes, she found him!" he said, almost to himself. "She found him and she made it right. Now she's happy, and Robbie's happy; they're both happy."
Luna suddenly realised the reason for Joey telling her so much; he was sharing his life with her, finally letting her know who he was, and the knowledge made her smile, something Joey picked up on right away.
"What, what did I miss?" he asked playfully, and Luna reached out to take his hand again, sliding closer to him on the couch so they were almost hip to hip. Her nearness was doing things to him as well.
"Thank you for sharing, Joey Anderson!" she grinned, and leaned forward, her lips brushing his. Joey almost recoiled, then leaned in, once again tasting her, revelling in her kiss. Luna moved closer, her arm reaching out to encircle his neck, while his arms went around her waist, holding her close as they kissed, gently at first, then more and more passionately as their feelings took hold. Joey found himself leaning backwards as Luna leaned more of her weight on him, until he was almost prone on the sofa, leaning against the armrest with Luna almost on top of him.
Joey was uncomfortably aware of his erection pressing against the front of his jeans, the kiss stimulating him more than he could have believed; she must have felt it too as it pressed into the soft skin of her flat stomach, but she said nothing, continuing to kiss him as she undulated gently against him. When they broke for air, she grinned down at him once again.
"So what do we do now, Joey?" she asked him, her eyes dancing. Joey grinned in reply, keeping the mood light.
"I dunno, what do you think?"
Luna tried to look demure as she smiled.
"Well, I'm sure I don't know either, but you're a grown-up, I'm a grown-up, there's something I've been wanting to do with you for a while now, what say we go somewhere and find out if it's something we both wanna do?"
Joey raised an eyebrow in mock concern.
"Miss Hollister, are...are you trying to seduce me?" he quavered in a fairly accurate impression of Dustin Hoffman in 'The Graduate', making Luna smile.
"Let me think, now; you just kissed me real convincing, like, your hands are like one inch from grabbing my butt, there's no-one else here kissing you back, what do you think?"
Joey grinned even wider.
"Good, I'm so glad, I thought I'd lost it!" he murmured, sliding his hands down to cup Luna's taut ass as he pulled her closer for a longer, even more satisfying kiss, Luna responding by wriggling and grinding against him, making him gasp.
"You really need to do something about that!" she giggled as she broke their kiss, "and I think I know what works for that; follow me!"
She pulled him by the hand as she stood up, Joey a little reluctant to stand to follow her. Luna looked at him quizzically as he blushed.
"Maybe we should wait..." he began, and once again her eyebrow lifted in that naggingly familiar way as she smiled faintly.
"Joe Anderson, we've been dancing around each other for nigh on three months now; I don't know about you, but tonight I'm done waiting for you! Now, are you coming with me or not?"
Joey nodded, but still seemed reluctant. Luna cupped his chin as she looked up into his eyes.
"What's wrong, Joey, really? If you don't tell me, I can't help you."
Joey looked away in embarrassment. "Luna, it's been a long time since...since I did anything like this, what if..."
Luna cut him off smoothly, a knowing smile curving her lips.
"You'll be fine; it's just like riding a bike, only softer... and a lot more naked!"
Joey grinned as he followed her upstairs, wondering what he was getting himself into, but eager for the chance to find out. Once in his bedroom, Sarah's old room, with the queen-size bed, Luna took him by the hands and looked into his eyes.
"Now or never, Joey, this is what it comes down to; we can do this, and I really want to, or you can ask me to leave, and we'll never know. Dealer's choice, Joey."
In answer, Joey pulled her closer and kissed her again, his hands sliding down her back to once more cup and squeeze her firm, shapely ass through her fashionably faded jeans. As he kissed and fondled her, Luna reached up and began unbuttoning his shirt, grinning in the midst of their kiss as he in turn fumbled with the waistband of her jeans. Finally, Joey left off trying to unbutton Luna's jeans to yank off his shirt, while Luna unbuttoned and unzipped her jeans to let him push them down past her hips. Luna smiled and wriggled and shimmied until her jeans dropped to the floor, allowing her to step out of the scrunched-up garment and kick it away.
Joey's kiss intensified as his hands now slid and roamed unimpeded over her panty-clad bottom, finally pushing the waistband of the skimpy panties down to clasp and squeeze her naked buttocks, smoothing the soft, silky cheeks with his hands, lost in the sensual texture of her naked skin.
"How about you, mister?" whispered Luna, smiling back at Joey's answering grin. He stepped away to unbutton his jeans and kick them off, then reached up to unbutton Luna's blouse as they resumed their kiss. Luna pulled herself closer to him, grinding her crotch against his, making him groan mid-kiss, the heat of her pussy evident even through the material of his shorts. Joey lost all remaining inhibitions at that point, pulling Luna's blouse off and reaching behind her to unclasp her bra all in one move.
Luna seemed to be in the same place, her lips glued to his as she hooked the waistband of Joey's shorts, pulling them down until his engorged cock fell into her waiting hand. She squeezed it gently, feeling the texture and tenseness of it, enjoying his soft groan as she slowly pumped him, making him even harder.
"Don't...please...I can't..." he gasped, but Luna cut him short.
"No Joey, let me do this, then it'll be better, I promise!"
Joey leaned back against the wall, his eyes screwed shut as all his need centered in what Luna was doing, her insistent pumping and squeezing of his already sensitive member bringing him on. Luna glanced up at him, at his tight-closed eyes and the pulse beating in his throat, guessing how close he was, and squeezed a little harder as she pumped once more.
"Oooh GOD! Aaahhh!" groaned Joey as orgasm rose wild and unstoppable in him, Luna angling him towards herself as long spurts of semen sprayed from him, coating her belly as she held herself close to him. Joey's head rang with the force of his climax, the first since before Karen had died.
Only the beautiful girl holding herself against him prevented him falling to his knees with the shock of his release. His heart pounded as the sweetly agonising totality of his orgasm rolled through and over him, obliterating all sound and vision, and his body shimmered and trembled like a softly struck bell.
As the noise in his head gradually subsided, he slowly became aware of her whispering encouragement to him even as her hand continued to pump him, his ejaculation now tamed to a thick trickle that crept down over her clenched fist as she pumped him dry.



"Luna, I...I didn't... " he began, trying to apologise for going off like that, but her finger to his lips silenced him.
"Ssshh, it's alright, you needed that, we needed that if we're gonna have any more, so don't say anything more. How d'ya feel?"
For answer, Joey pulled her closer, heedless of the streaks of sperm criss-crossing her belly as his lips found hers, kissing her with need and without restraint, no longer holding back in the slightest, his feelings for her now fully founded and part of him. Luna kissed him back just as eagerly, feeling the sincerity in his kiss, understanding that they'd just passed a milestone in their relationship. She broke their kiss to grin up at him.
"Pass me your shirt, Joey; help me get some of this off me!" she smiled, Joey coloring as he saw the sperm smeared over her belly and his. Luna kissed him once, then took his shirt and swabbed herself off before turning to him and wiping the sticky mess off his stomach as well.
"Your abs are like iron; you must work out regular," she commented. Joey nodded.
"Robbie and me, every evening after work; we have a small gym at work, so we used to work out together. Lately though..." he trailed off as Luna, satisfied they were both clean enough, dropped the shirt and pulled his head down for a kiss.
"Well maybe you can start again; you look good, Joey, you should keep it that way. You ready for Round Two now, baby?" she smiled, and to his surprise, Joey found he wa; her hands as she wiped him down had been stimulating him even as she cleaned him, and he was once again fully erect.
Luna took his hand and led him to the bed, smiling as she lay down and stretched like a cat. Joey took the opportunity to admire her sleek, lithe form, her long legs with the small tuft of neatly trimmed coppery curls at the apex of her slit, with her shiny, moist labia just beginning to swell and darken with arousal, and her small, perfect breasts, crowned with pink, quarter-sized areolae and stiff, half-inch long nipples. Her skin was pale as milk, a white glimmer in the light of dusk, with not a mark or blemish to sully it. Her hair was a river of darkly molten fire flowing over her flawless white shoulders.
Luna grinned up at him as he stood there, lost in admiration of her.
"Well come on, City-Boy, are you gonna get down here with me or stand there like a statue?" she teased, her eyes dancing, and Joey wasted no time in clambering up next to her, eager to hold her close and feel her satin skin against his again. As their lips met, his hands slipped down to again cup and squeeze her ass, savouring the feel of those tight, firm globes as he squeezed and gently massaged them. Luna responded by gently undulating against him, reminding him, as if he needed it, just how much she too was into this.
Joey began to kiss her along her neck and throat, Luna closing her eyes, smiling as he softly kissed her, teasing her with his lips. As he moved down, now kissing the base of her throat, Luna sighed happily, holding him closer as his lips moved ever lower, until finally his probing tongue gently circled and brushed against her stiff nipple, sending a sharp thrill though her. This was further than she'd ever gone before, than she'd ever wanted to go before, and the simple eroticism made her heart thrill even as she gasped in pleasure at the electric shivers radiated through and through her as Joey gently licked and suckled her.
Now he continued, onwards and down, Luna gasping softly as he kissed gently in a line from the valley between her breasts, swirling his tongue for a moment in the dimple of her navel and hearing her soft giggle before kissing and licking her once more, until finally his tongue grazed and parted the soft, fine hairs decorating the apex of her slit. Lana moaned softly as Joey went where no other man had ever been before, her fingers twining in and stroking his hair as he slowly licked and teased the small tuft of red-gold hairs, enjoying the silky, crisp feel of the soft hairs against his tongue, tasting the subtle, feminine tang of her arousal.
Luna wriggled slowly, languidly, lost in a world of sensation as he moved lower, the flat of his tongue lapping against the crease between her labia, feeling the lips swell in arousal as they engorged, heat radiating from them. With that heat, the scent of her arousal arose, stronger, richer, tickling his nose and exciting him, pheromones flooding his system and raising his own arousal to its peak.
Joey lay between her thighs, the skin of her inner thighs soft and smooth, silky and warm against him as he dipped down to lick at the cleft between her swelling labia. Luna gasped and shuddered as Joey inserted the tip of his tongue between those swollen lips, feeling the heat as more and more blood flowed into them, feeling them swell and blossom even further against his insistent, probing tongue.
Her scent rose even richer now, inflaming his brain with the need to possess her, but he suppressed his baser instincts; he wanted to eat her, to savor her succulence and lap her fragrant juices. He slowly, inexorably, licked her with the flat of his tongue, from the soft little pucker of her anus to the stiffly erect, glossy little pearl at the apex of her slit, savouring the rich, sweet, earthy taste of her as her fluids poured from her, soaking his mouth and chin and readying her for what must surely come later.
As she panted and writhed, her eyes clenched shut as she grabbed at the bedding, Joey touched, teased, tormented, and delighted her with his tongue, feeling the first tremors of orgasm uncurling and surging through her body, feeling it in the tendons of her thighs, now taut as guitar strings, in the pulse-beat beneath his tongue as her pussy trembled and fluttered against him, and in the pulse beating in the hollow of her throat as sweat beaded her brow.
Joey bored in relentlessly, holding her taut, delectable buttocks in his hands as he held her against him, worshipping her with his tongue, feeling the throbbing tension whipping through her, and when he finally sucked her stiff, swollen clitoris between his lips and licked firmly, she came in a screaming welter of hot orgasmic pulses. Wave after wave of hot pleasure surged and pounded through her, electricity sparkling and crackling all through her as her senses shut down in response to her gigantic, soul-shaking orgasm.
A hot spray of her delicate, fragrant, tangy juices coated his lips and chin, filling his mouth with her sweetness as her body wracked and shuddered in the throes of release, wave after wave convulsing her, her body filled with liquid fire as light and energy seemed to blaze and crackle in all her nerve-endings, surrounding her in a white-hot nimbus of pure pleasure.
Joey held her all through her paroxysm of orgasmic release, never relinquishing his hold on her as his talented tongue drove her on and on, until the moment finally passed and sense and sensation flooded back in. Her body felt limp and languid after such a cataclysmic orgasm, but she still had enough strength to hold him and urge him up next to her so she could hold her body against his and wait for the fires burning in her to die back to a slow roar from the thunderclap she'd just weathered.
Luna smiled blurrily, her senses still tingling and shuddering with delight as she leaned over and kissed him softly, tenderly, her lips barely brushing his. Joey returned her kiss more firmly, pulling her to him as their tongues arched and fenced, their lips suddenly glued together as heat once more built between them. Luna gasped as Joey rolled onto his back, taking her with him so she now lay on top of him, her breasts crushed to his chest as his hands once more molded and squeezed her delicious ass, her knees planted on the bed on either side of his waist.
"What now, Mister Anderson?" she smiled, feeling his stiff, swollen cock trapped between them, hearing his soft intake of breath with every move of hers as she slowly ground against him.
"I think you know what you want to do..." he grinned, pulling her firm cheeks slightly apart in revenge, making her gasp at the sudden sensation. Luna smiled sexily, biting her bottom lip as she lifted up on her knees and slowly, deliberately, ground her hot, wet pussy against the underside of his throbbing cock, making him groan at the sensation. Luna suppressed a gasp herself at how good it felt, instead doing it again, and again, teasing and tormenting him, torturing him with what was so near and yet still not his.
Finally, she took pity on him; doing that to him was making things happen inside her as well and she knew what she wanted from him now. Leaning down to kiss him one more time, Luna lifted herself off him and took hold of him. Joey's eyes snapped open at the sensation of wet heat on the head of his cock as Luna slowly rubbed him between her labia, lubricating him with her juices even as she felt his size. At last, unable to hold herself back more, she slowly sank down on him, her almost inaudible gasps of pain as he slid into her mixed and mingled with Joey's soft groans of pleasure as he finally entered her.
Joey's mind was in a whirl; he'd never done this with anyone except Karen; they each taken the other's virginity, only ever been with each other, and now, to find himself doing this with someone else, all he could think of was Karen; but then a new insight intruded, his sub-conscious self shooting a gleam into his conscious mind; Luna was a lovely, loving girl, she wasn't doing this with him because she wanted to play; no, she was doing this because she'd realized he was the one for her.
With that understanding came the final revelation for him; he could do this again, with someone else, someone who loved him for him, the way Karen had loved him, and he could love someone else that way as well. It was time to let Karen go now, and he realized, with no hint of guilt or betrayal, just a momentary sadness, that he could; now, at last, he understood; Luna wasn't taking Karen's place; she was the start of something new.
A tear trickled from the corner of his eye, something Luna saw immediately, leaning down to look into his eyes, her own full of concern.
"Joey, what's the matter baby? If this is too soon..." she began, but Joey smiled, his heart lifting at the love and concern he saw in her eyes, and reached up to pull her in for a long, heartfelt kiss.
"Nothing 's wrong, baby, nothing's wrong at all!" he grinned. "I think I just managed to do what Robbie told me I had to do months ago; I finally pulled my head out of my ass!"
Luna smiled again and kissed him softly.
"Then that's two firsts tonight, one for you, and one for me..."
Luna grinned at the expression on his face as he realized what she was saying, then squeaked in surprise as he pulled her down for another kiss, this time a long, slow, deeply satisfying kiss; a lover's kiss. When they finally broke apart, Luna stared into his eyes.
"What was that for, Joey?" she whispered.
Joey smiled back at her, his eyes clear and untroubled at last, but concern for her apparent in his gaze.
"Why didn't you say something earlier, baby, I would have...!"
Luna cut him short, her eyes dancing as a small smile played on her lips.
"Sshh, I wanted it to be for you, something from me to you, and it was wonderful because it was with you. Now shut up and kiss me again!"
Joey obliged, finally breaking their kiss to hold her close against him.
"That was because I love you, Luna Hollister, I love you and I want you to stay with me. Will you?"
Luna smiled back down at him.
"Of course I will; I love you too, Joe Anderson, I have probably since I first saw you, I just never thought you'd ever feel about me the way I feel about you!" she grinned suddenly, a delighted laugh pealing from her lips.
"Jonah knew! He told me to catch you if I could, and I just laughed it off; but he could see it coming all the time, that sly old...!"
With Luna's declaration came a renewed need in Joey to make her know how he felt, to join with her. Luna gasped as his cock, still embedded in her, gave a lurch as he moved under her, pushing up against her. Luna responded instinctively, pushing down against him, her mouth falling open in a silent gasp as new and wonderful sensations raced and surged through her. Joey reached up to hold and cup her breasts, and slowly rub her nipples with his thumbs, Luna gasping as thrills ran through her body and seemed to ground in her pussy as she clasped his cock deep within her.
Her movements became faster, more rhythmic as she ground and gyrated against him, instinctively rubbing her clitoris against the base of his cock as he slid his hands down to cup her taut cheeks, holding her against him as he pounded into her. Luna leaned forward, resting her hands on his chest as her hips ground against him, more and stronger sensations arcing through her, her heart-rate rising as wisps and tendrils of orgasm began to uncurl inside her, driving her on, until she was pumping against him as hard as he was pounding into her, holding her hips as he thrust up into her.
Luna stiffened, sitting bolt-upright as a gigantic orgasm ripped and shrieked through her, closing down all her senses as white light flared inside her. She vaguely heard herself as she screamed in release, but it came from far away, a sound from a different time and place to where she floated between waves of pleasure that surged and battered her, leaving her almost devoid of sense or reason. As she came, her pussy clamped down hard on Joey, the sudden restriction tipping him over the edge, and she dimly heard his deep, inarticulate groan as he too orgasmed, pulse after pulse of white hot flame pouring into her, filling her with heat and pushing her even higher and further into that place she already floated.
Finally, sated and tired almost beyond their ability to describe, the lovers collapsed together in a heap and tangle of limbs, hearts beating fit to burst as they descended from that plateau of pleasure. Their chests rose and fell rapidly as they fought to breathe, until, at last, their hearts slowed and breath returned. Tired limbs were stretched and luxuriated-in as the delicious post-coital afterglow overtook them.
Joey held Luna close as her body twitched and shuddered as aftershocks rolled though her, gradually quietening until their bodies were still. Their breathing slowed to normal, and the heat of their coupling transmuted to a warm, drowsy languor before sleep finally took them both.
*
Joey came awake to see Luna's eyes open, looking into his with that disconcerting frankness of hers. He smiled tentatively, his eyes widening as the remembered rush of what they'd done came flooding in. Luna smiled back at him, and gently rubbed his chin with her pink forefinger.
"Good morning Joe Anderson!" she smiled, her face even more beautiful in the early morning sunshine flooding through the big bay window. Joey searched her face, her eyes, looking for any hint or clue that she regretted what had happened the previous night, that she regretted giving herself to him like that, but he found only calm acceptance and warmth, his fears draining away as he realized she had meant everything she'd said and done with him.
Joey wrapped his arms around her and pulled her closer, marvelling again at her eyes, at the depth of brilliance in the emerald coloring he found so familiar, and at the immediate need he felt to press his lips against her full lips, remembering their softness and eagerness to kiss him last night. Along with the memories of her warm silky skin, he took in for the first time the pale whiteness of her shoulders, like new milk, with just a hint of barely visible freckles dusting them, and the deep coppery magnificence of her hair in the morning sun, shining like burnished metal as it spread in a soft net across the pillow.
"Good morning, Miss Hollister, I trust I find you well this fine morning?" he intoned gravely, the twinkle in his eye belying the formality of his words. Luna grinned, then schooled her features into lines of mock severity.
"Fair to middling, good sir; however, I had a sorely disturbed night; someone couldn't keep their hands to themselves, and now I find myself temporarily with neither clothes nor dignity! I trust you will forgive my present condition?"
Joey grinned and slipped his hands down to squeeze her tight little buttocks and pull her closer.
"I don't think so; I think I much prefer you this way!" he grinned, nuzzling her neck, making her squirm and giggle.
"Why Mr. Anderson, you're such a bad, naughty man, are you planning on doing to me again what you did last night?"
Joey stiffened, the blood draining from his face as sudden realization coursed through him; last night! How could he have been so careless, what was he thinking?
Luna pulled back as she felt his body stiffen, looking into his eyes and seeing the guilty recall there as he remembered what they'd done together.
"Joey, what is it, what's wrong?" she murmured, her eyes widening as she realized what had just struck him.
"Luna...last night, .I didn't even ask you, I just...!" he stuttered and stammered as the full awful realization flowed over him; they'd had sex, wild, unprotected sex, and he hadn't even checked, just gone at it; how stupid could he have been! Luna smiled reassuringly, her fingertip on his lips silencing him.
"Sshhh Joey, it's okay, I'm safe...!" she began, but Joey didn't hear her as the panic roared through him, heavily laced with guilt and remorse for what he might have done to her life.
"Oh shit, how could I have been so stupid, I didn't even check with you, I just dragged you into my bed! Oh God, I'm sorry, Luna, I'm so, so sorry!" A thought seemed to strike him, and his face paled even further.
"Shit, what about Jonah, what's he gonna say, after all you did for me, both of you? I let you both down, I'm so sorry...!"
He stopped for a moment to look her squarely in the eye.
"Luna, if...if it should come to that, if, if it should happen that you're...that there's..." He took a deep breath. "I will do the right thing, I swear; I'll take full responsibility for my child, I would never leave you high and dry! I only hope Jonah gives me a chance to make it right with you...!"
Luna grinned even wider and pulled his face around to look into his eyes, her fingers pressing into his cheeks, shutting him up as she spoke slowly and deliberately, cutting across his panic.
"Joey, shut up and listen to me; I AM SAFE, got it? I have protection! Stop worrying! Jonah knows where I am, he's okay with it; I'm a big girl, now, Joey, I'm over twenty-one, remember? I wanted you, he guessed the truth, he told me to catch you if I could; I told you this last night, don't you remember? Calm down, baby, I'm here because I wanted to be here, with you, doing this, okay?"
Joey pause mid-panic, her calm tones finally cutting across the knee-jerk reaction to the realization he was in bed with Jonah Hollister's niece, both of them naked as jay-birds, with ice-cubes of dread tumbling up and down his spine...
"What?" he mumbled, his eyes narrowing at Luna's peal of laughter.
"Joey, I'm here with you because I want to be; you didn't 'drag' me anywhere, give me some credit at least! My uncles are marines, remember? If I didn't want to, you'd be one sorry piece of road kill by now!"
She smiled gently and kissed him lightly on the lips.
"Honest, Joey, Jonah knows how I feel; he knew this might happen, all he said to me was not to hurt you. I'm a grown woman, Joey, not some half-drunk prom-date, and Jonah accepts that, so he's not waiting outside the door with a rope and a lynch-mob, I promise you! Breathe slow, baby, that's it, keep doing that!"



Joey relaxed, his momentary panic passed, his thoughts in a whirl as he digested what she'd said. Jonah was the closest thing she had to a father, and Joey knew what he'd do to any man who'd done to his daughter what he'd done with Luna, and Jonah knew so many more inventive ways to inflict pain, if even half the stories about the Hollister brothers were true...
Luna grinned and pushed Joey onto his back, sliding on top of him to lie along his chest with her face resting in the hollow of his neck.
"Baby, this was my choice, and Jonah respects that; he's got nothing but respect and admiration for your mom, and he likes you too. People around here think he's some kind of psychotic killing machine, and maybe he was, I don't know, but that was then. He was a marine, one of the best, and that's what they did, him and other men like him, and that's why we live free."
She grinned and tapped his chin with a graceful forefinger.
"But now he's past all that; now he's just the town handyman, my family, and he thinks you and your mom are family too. Did you know he used to babysit you? He told me how, after your daddy died, your mom was living here alone, and he used to look after you if she had to go someplace in a hurry; he's known you since you were a baby, so relax, he'd be glad I finally found you. You're the kind of guy he's always wanted for me, and luckily, I happen to think so too..."
Joey pulled her closer to him, their lips almost touching as she lay on top of him, smiling down at him.
"That's good to know. You're really okay with...this, all of this? You know I can't stay here forever, right? I finally found what Robbie told me to go look for. Now I have to go back to my little boy, so I guess I'm asking if you'll come back to California with me...?"
Luna grinned at him, her forefinger pressed to her chin in an 'I'm thinking...' gesture.
"Let me think, Joey, in fact, why don't you try asking me nicely?"
Joey smiled back, and slipped his hands down to gently squeeze her butt-cheeks.
"Miss Luna Hollister, will you please, please, pretty please with sugar on the top, come back to California with me?"
Luna pretended to consider his request, then grinned, her eyes dancing.
"Now why would I want to do something as crazy as that? The very idea! You actually expect me to go running off to the other side of the country with you, City-Boy?" she teased, then gasped and giggled as Joey squeezed and jiggled her buttocks, pulling them apart.
"Yes I do, because I love you, and you love me, and because I need you as much as you need me. That good enough for you?" he replied, nuzzling her neck.
Luna nibbled his earlobe and blew in his ear.
"That's true, can't deny that. Okay, I will. When were you planning on going back?"
Joey rolled onto his side, holding Luna tight and taking her with him, so they were now lying facing each other. Luna once more reached up and lightly tapped the end of his nose.
"Just so you know, I don't plan on being some kind of summer girlfriend; you're not some fling for me while you're here; I think you're the one for me and I have for a while now."
She pulled herself closer to look into his eyes.
"I'll give up all I have here to go away with you, because you asked me, and because I want to; but I need to know what you want from me, Joe Anderson. I want to hear you say it just this once, and I'll never ask you again; do that for me, and we can go today if you like!"
Joey stared at her in wonder, astonished and humbled, but also deeply moved and excited at her declaration of the depth of her feelings for him. His hands caressed her as he framed a suitable reply.
"Luna, the first time I saw you I felt something, it felt like the start of something, and I tried to push it away, because...well, you know why. But it wouldn't go away, and every day I saw you, I felt it more and more. I didn't know how to deal with what I was feeling, because all I wanted was Karen, she was my whole world, and even thinking about you felt wrong, so I tried not to; I tried, but it didn't work. Luna, I don't know how, or why, or what happened, but I know one thing; I never thought I could have that feeling again, I thought you only ever once got it so right, and I'd had my chance, and she was gone."
He paused to smile into the distance, his eyes glittering. Luna reached up and gently rubbed his eyes, blotting the single tear that ran from each eye. Joey looked back down at her and smiled, his eyes clear and direct.
"But I was wrong, Luna; I found you, and suddenly I found I could feel that way again, that perhaps, maybe, I was getting my second shot, the one I wasn't supposed to have; somehow you found me, and I found you, and I never want to let you go. Come with me, please, be with me, we can have a good life, a family, everything the world has to offer; I have a good job, a nice home, family who love and care about me, and I know they'll love you too. I can give you everything you want, just say you'll come home with me and be with me forever!"
Luna raised herself up to look down into his eyes, her own eyes glittering as she smiled at him.
"Yes Joey, I will go home with you, and stay with you forever, and we will have it all, I promise you!"
Joey smiled up at her, then his expression became serious.
"There is one more thing; I love my son, he's just over a year old now, and he's the most important part of my family; he comes as part of the package, so will you still take me, knowing that?"
Luna smiled back at him, her finger gently tracing the outline of his jaw.
"I knew that Joey, and yes, I will take you both regardless; babies need a momma, and that little boy's no different, so maybe I can be that for him, if you'll let me; besides, looking after little Joe's gonna give me some practice for when some more babies come along, right? I do promise you one thing, though; I will never be anything except his momma, and he will be our son, but he'll always know that Karen was his momma first, and that she loves him too."
Joey smiled and pulled her close, Luna responding by showering him with kisses. As she undulated against him, Joey could feel himself hardening. Luna felt it too, and her wriggling and grinding against him intensified as she kissed him even harder. Joey's hands roamed over her body, touching, caressing, fondling and squeezing her lithe, tight body, heating her up even as his internal temperature rose at her nearness.
Joey rolled Luna onto her back as he reared above her, looking down into her eyes. Luna grinned back up at him and nodded, her lip caught between her teeth as he slid into her, her eyes closing tight and her mouth falling open as he slowly filled her, gently stretching her open all over again. Her breath came in a soft "aaahhh!" as he slowly pushed his way into her, and her fingers dug reflexively into his back as he buried himself once more in her tight warmth.
As he slid out of her again, as a prelude to slipping back into her, Luna lifted her hips, meeting him as he plunged back into her, and so they made love, their sexes joining and pulling apart as they pleasured each other, their breathing quickening as the need for release rose wild and unquenchable inside them.
Luna gasped out loud as she peaked first, tightening around him as orgasm blew through her in a blast of heat and excitement, her nerve-endings alight with sensation as pleasure radiated out from her center. Pulse after pulse thrummed through taut nerves and stretched tendons, her entire body humming like a power-line on a quiet day as the pleasure coursed through her, a prairie fire that burned without consuming her, bathing her instead in a glowing heat that warmed her through and filled her with a deep sense of satiation.
Joey gasped at the sudden constriction, the catalyst needed to push him over the edge, and he too gasped, shuddering with pleasure as jet after jet of sperm hosed from him, seemingly endless spurts of hot semen flooding her, splashing against her cervix as he gave way to his feelings and needs, the pleasure heightened for him by the knowledge he was making love with the woman who had promised herself to him.
Joey rolled over to lie silently next to her, his chest heaving as the raging aftermath of orgasm controlled him, his muscles twitching and rippling as the adrenaline from his recent exertions slowly dissipated within him. His blood thundered in his ears, a lessening drum-roll as his racing heart gradually slowed to normal.
He turned to Luna as she turned to face him, her eyes a brilliant, sparkling green in the bright Midwest morning sun, and once again a memory surfaced briefly, the certainty he'd seen those eyes, that smile, before, but yet again it eluded him.
"Penny for your thoughts, Mr. Anderson." she murmured, her eyes dancing with amusement as Joey slipped his arms around her and pulled her closer.
"I was thinking I should go and talk to Jonah, then call my mom, then call Robbie. They're all going to be so happy, well, maybe not Jonah, but he's the least of my concerns right now. There was one thing I forgot to ask you, probably the most important thing."
Luan looked at him quizzically, again that so familiar lift of her eyebrow, then her eyes widened as she realized what he was talking about. Joey took her hands in his, and looked into her eyes.
"Luna, I know I already asked you to come home with me, but I don't just want you to live with me; I want more than that, and so do you, I think, so here goes. Luna Hollister, I love you, and I know you love me; will you marry me?"
Luna stared at him, at his eyes, reading him and seeing nothing but sincerity there, her serious expression slowly softening into a shy smile.
"Yes I will Joey, I would be honored to marry you and be your wife!"
Joey smiled, suppressing a sigh of relief; for a moment there he'd thought she was going to say no, that it was a step too far, too soon, but obviously Luna felt the same way he did.
"And now we tell the folks!" he grinned. "Let's go find Jonah, it's too early to go calling the West Coast just yet, and he deserves to know first. Are you okay with that?"
Luna grinned and nodded, seeing the sense of his words.
"But first, we need to go downtown," he continued, "there's something I want to buy you..."
While they showered and got dressed, Luna tried to get Joey to divulge what was so important they had to go downtown so early, but Joey just smiled and said nothing, and it wasn't until they stopped outside the town's only jewellery store that understanding dawned.
"Joey, you don't need to do this, I already said yes, I know we're engaged, that's all that matters to me!" she announced, but Joey wouldn't hear of it.
"I want people to know you're not available anymore; a beautiful girl like you is gonna attract plenty of attention in Daly City, believe me. I just want to make sure everyone knows you're taken!" he grinned, to which she had no answer, so she followed him into the store, to emerge with the most expensive thing she'd ever owned. Luna was almost speechless at how much Joey had paid for her engagement ring.
"Joey, you have a family, you should be saving your money, not wasting it on me!" she'd protested. "If you really needed to give me a ring, any old thing would have done; it's the thought and how we feel about each other, not the price that matters!"
Joey shook his head.
"This is the new beginning we promised each other, this is how I mean to go on; you'll never want for anything, I promise, and neither will our children; that ring is my pledge to you, and I mean every word of it."
Once they were out of the store and back on the sidewalk, Luna looked at him, her eyes once more searching his eyes, his face, looking for something, anything he wasn't telling her. Eventually she spoke, her voice low and throbbing with emotion.
"Joe Anderson, I've waited all my life for this moment, and I think you should know, for me, this means 'forever', no half measures. I want you, all of you, and you're all I want, but if you can't say the same thing, then please, take this back and go get your money back. For me, it's all or nothing, Joey, and I need you to tell me if that's how it is for you too!"
She paused to take a shuddering breath, her chest heaving with the intensity of her emotion.
"I meant every word I said, about loving you, about wanting you, everything, but if you can't tell me the same thing, honestly, before God, then at least I'll know, and I can walk away and not live to regret this; I can't live with the fear always lurking in the background that one day down the line you'll turn around and tell me I trapped you, or it was a mistake; that would kill me, so please be straight with me, right here and now, tell me you're sure, that this is truly what you want, and that everything I'm feeling is what you're feeling too!"
As she spoke, two tears ran down her cheeks, with more tears trembling in her sooty eyelashes, sparkling like diamonds in the bright summer sun.
Joey was almost rocked back on his heels by the gust of raw emotion that blew from her as she bared her soul to him, his heart slamming in his chest as he realized just how much he wanted this girl, how much he needed her, and the depth of her feelings for him.
He pulled her close, cradling her against his chest as he hugged her, trembling with the nearness of her, at the feel of her trembling against him as she cried silently. He led her to a nearby bench on the sidewalk, where he held her again while he waited for her to stop crying, dabbing at her eyes until she had her emotions back under control, then tipped her chin up so he could look directly into her glorious eyes.
"Luna, I meant every word I said, and more. Every part of me, every least, tiny little piece of me, needs you, and only you. I guess I knew that the first time I saw you; it was like a shock deep inside me, like something I always knew, but I was still so angry and lost after losing Karen so suddenly that I didn't want to even think about you; but I couldn't do that. The first night I was here I dreamed about you, and nights after that, and I couldn't understand why, I wouldn't understand why, because I was still too busy feeling sorry for myself."
He smiled, brushing his fingertip across her quivering lip, bringing a quick smile to her lips.
"I dreamed of you most nights after that, and gradually I realized I wasn't dreaming about Karen anymore; I was dreaming about you...and me. I'll never forget Karen; how can I when she was everything to me, when I see her every time I look at Joe junior? But people change, things change, so I hope you'll understand that I should never forget her, for Joey's sake, but she's gone, and now I have you, and you have me, all of me, if you still want me. I know I'm asking a lot from you, but I promise you I will never give you cause to mistrust me, or a second's worth of doubt. I love you, Luna Hollister, I want you to be my wife, to be my family, and make a family with me!"
He opened the plush ring box and took out the diamond-set platinum engagement ring.
"Luna Hollister, will you marry me, love me like I love you, and stay with me forever? I promise you all my love and everything you could ever want, just please say yes!"
Luna smiled at him, her lip still quivering, but it was a genuine smile, no reserve or unasked questions, just acceptance of the fact of Joey's honesty and calm decency. Love for him flooded through her all over again as she finally understood that they were together forever now.
"Thank you for that, Joey Anderson, and thank you for being you! Yes, I will marry you!" she whispered, her eyes sparkling as Joey slipped the ring onto her finger, then leaned over to kiss him and seal them together, their kiss developing into a long, drawn-out kiss, heedless of the smiles of the other early-morning passers-by along that stretch of sidewalk.
Eventually they surfaced, content and ready for what they had to do next.
Joey was silent on the drive out of town to the old Hollister place to break the news to Jonah, and get his blessing. Joey wasn't scared; he was more nervous than anything; Jonah was the nearest thing Luna had to a father, and it was important to him that Jonah accept him as her husband, not just his old friend's son.
Luna tried to convince him all the way there that he had nothing to worry about, that Jonah was expecting their engagement, but Joey was too keyed-up to let that sink-in, and it was therefore with a certain amount of trepidation that he pulled-up in the front yard of the Hollister farmhouse.
Jonah was waiting on the porch, his face set and impassive as Joey and Luna walked up to him hand-in-hand.
"Missed you las' night, Lu," he observed laconically. "I guessed you was safe so I didn't come looking fer you. Reckon you got somethin' you wanna be telling me, am I right?"
Luna smiled shyly and nudged Joey forward. Joey swallowed nervously, his mouth suddenly dry as Jonah stared interestedly at him, daring him to speak. He cleared his throat and pulled Luna closer.
"Jonah...I mean, Sir, earlier today I asked your niece to do me the honor of becoming my wife. I'm happy to say she said "yes", and I would therefore like to ask your permission..."
He trailed-off as Jonah grinned at him, looking in confusion at Luna, who nodded encouragingly. Jonah stuck out his hand and Joey took it instinctively.
"Joey, this is the twenty-first century, and I don't think you-all need to go asking anybody's permission 'cept the girl, but I'm glad you at least came up here and took a stab at it; it's good to see livin' in California ain't damaged your good manners none. Why don't we step inside and talk a little?"
Joey and Luna followed Jonah into the large, meticulously maintained farmhouse and sat on the couch indicated while Jonah sat in the fireside armchair. He picked up his pipe and took his time tamping tobacco into it, then lit it, before sitting back and eyeing Joey.
"It seems like only yesterday your mama was whaling me for hitting young Frank in the schoolyard, although it was an accident, I swear! Your mama and I been good friends a long time, through what she went through when your daddy passed away, God rest his soul, all that business with Frank and Caitlin, and all the while you were growin' up, so I know your family, and I know you too."
He paused to smile encouragingly at Joey.
"I know what kind of man you are, I knew from when you was just a baby just what kind of man you was gonna be; there's a lot of your granddaddy Martin in you, and I got to say, I think Luna picked herself a good one. I used to wonder what kind of life she'd have here, all alone, with no-one her age, especially after her mama died; none of the boys around here are worth squat, and I didn't want her wasting her life out here the middle of nowhere. Now, at least, she'll go out there and see some of the world. All I want from you is your word you won't hurt her; Luna ain't my daughter, but she's as close to me, and all I want is the best for her."
He knocked his pipe out on the hearth and stood up, waving them both back to their seats as he poured two glasses of clear liquid and handed one to Joey.
"To the happy couple!" he toasted, tossing his drink off in one.
Joey looked sideways at Luna, who mouthed "be careful!" and so he took a careful sip of what smelled and tasted like a cross between rubbing alcohol and kerosene. Joey tipped back some of the spirit, his eyes watering as he choked at the sensation of someone shoving a hairbrush down his throat. Jonah grinned at him.
"Smooth, eh? Best batch I ever made! Wanna refill?"
"Uncle Jonah!" gritted Luna, getting Joey a glass of water from the kitchen. She waited until the coughing stopped, and handed the empty glass to Jonah, glaring daggers at him.



"Not funny, uncle Jonah, not funny at all!" she hissed, Joey meanwhile trying desperately to catch his breath as the full effect of the moonshine hit his stomach; for one dreadful moment he thought he was going to throw it up again, but after a rebellious few seconds his stomach settled down again.
"Baby, I'm sorry, I shouldn't have let him give you that, it's 180 proof, somethin' went wrong with the still and it came out like that; he keeps it to give to Jerry and Jethro when they get out of line, and it's disgustin'!" apologized Luna, while Jonah nodded admiringly; even his two brothers wouldn't knowingly touch that stuff, and they were marines, notorious for being able to drink anything that poured.
Jonah grinned placatingly at Luna, who couldn't help but smile back.
"Welcome to the family, Joey! You'll make Lu-Lu a fine husband, I know it; I've knowed you all your life, even if you-all don't remember me much, but your mama's fine folk, and so was your daddy, all your people are, and I'm pleased you love my niece. You do love her?" he asked, his voice suddenly menacing.
Joey nodded.
"Yes sir, yes I do. I've got a good job, a nice home, a little boy who's gonna to love her like I do, and a family, well, you know mom as well as I do, better, even, so you know she's gonna flip over her, what can I say?"
Jonah stood up, giving his hand to Luna as she stood up, looking apprehensively at him.
"What about Jethro and Jerry, uncle Jonah? Won't they have something to say?"
Jonah snorted derisively.
"They didn't do squat about bringin' you up, 'cause they thought being a marine was more important; shit, I thought it was important too, but so's family, and we ain't got so much we can afford to let it go, so you go, live in California, be married, and be happy, and you let me worry about them two! Best you get movin' now, you got packin' to do!"
Luna hugged her uncle, who looked surprised, then hugged her back fiercely, before letting her go.
"Go on now, time's short if you wanna catch that six o'clock flight!"
Luna gaped at him, then smiled her beautiful smile, even as two tears trickled down her cheeks.
"I'll come back and see you real soon, Uncle Jonah, I promise!" she whispered, hugging him again, then darting from the room. Joey and Jonah listened as she clattered up the stairs to her room.
"I'll look after her, I swear!" murmured Joey, and winced as Jonah squeezed his shoulder.
"I know you will, son; your mama brought you up right, I know you'll do the right thing by her. Just promise me you'll marry her proper-like, none of this hippy, five-minute, standing-in-a-stream, California, new-age poetry stuff; she wants a proper white wedding, she told me that when she was a little girl, just do that for her, and Joey, don't you ever let her cry; she ain't never had much, and she deserves better than we ever done for her, so you just make sure you make her happy. I got your word on that, right?"
Joey nodded.
"I promise you, I will never give her reason to cry; I swear I will make every day a good day for her; if she wants it, I'll find a way to give it to her, don't you worry!"
Jonah grinned.
"I know you will, and I can't ask better than that; your mama told me a lot about you, I can see she warn't just blowin' smoke, so while you're waitin', call your mama and tell her 'bout you and Lu-Lu, she's gonna want to know, for sure!"
Joey dialled Sarah's number, remembering too late it was only 7 a.m. in California, but Sarah picked up after only two rings.
"Ma, it's me, I'm coming home, I'll be there tonight!" he said, homesickness suddenly leaping large in him at the thought of seeing his son again.
He could hear the excitement in her voice as she called Steve to the phone.
"Joey, are you ready for this, are you sure?" she asked, unable to keep an edge of concern out of her voice.
"Never more sure, Ma...and I've got something to tell you; that girl I told you about, Luna, well she's coming back with me. Ma, she and I...we...both of us...she's the one, Ma, I'm sure of it. I asked her to marry me, and she said yes!"
He could hear the wonder in his mom's voice.
"Baby, are you sure, really sure about this? This is a big step, and you've got a lot of baggage; does she know what she's taking on?"
Joey paused.
"She knows about...about Karen, about Joe, she even knows about Robbie...well, some of it anyway."
Sarah sounded even more concerned now.
"So you haven't told her everything yet...about you, Robbie, and Casey, Frank, Caitlin, the whole story? These are things you have to tell her, baby; if she's really the one, then she needs to know what this family's been though, and who we are; it's not fair on her to leave that stuff out!"
Joey lowered his voice.
"Ma, I will, but I want her to meet everyone first, then she'll see for herself none of that stuff matters. It'll be fine, Ma, don't worry, she's a great girl, she'll handle it, I promise!"
In Novato, Sarah stared blankly at the 'phone, then mechanically hung up, and turned to her husband. Steve held her while she patted his back absently, gathering her thoughts.
"Penny for your thoughts..." murmured Steve, and Sarah rested her head on his shoulder.
"He's fallen in love with Jonah Hollister's niece; he's bringing her back with him, tonight!"
Steve stroked her hair.
"That's a good thing, yes? You know this Jonah well, you've told me about him, you think they're good folks, obviously so does Joey. So what's the problem? What's really going-on?"
Sarah sighed as she toyed with his shirt button.
"He hasn't told her, about Robbie and Casey, about Frank and Caitlin. He's storing up so much trouble and he thinks he can handle it, but this is no way to start out; he should have told her, he should have been completely honest! Supposing she finds out and freaks out? We've only just got him back, what would that do to him? I'm worried, baby, I'm really worried, and I'm scared; I'm scared we'll lose him for good if this all goes bad..."
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Chapter 3: whatsoever a man soweth, that shall he also reap. - Galatians 6: 7-8
Robbie paced back and forth in the waiting area in San Francisco Airport Domestic Arrivals, more for something to do than out of any nervousness; Joey was his big brother, and he was bringing his girl home with him, and Robbie was agog to see her, although you'd never know it to see him; Robbie was the personification of laid-back, Mr. Calm himself. Casey was another story, her nerves stretching thinner and thinner as Joey's flight adamantly refused to touch down even a minute early. She, too, was agog to meet this girl who'd captivated and captured Joey so quickly.
At last, Joey's flight number flicked over from 'On Time' to 'Landed', and Casey moved up to clutch Robbie's arm, her nerves keyed-up to fever pitch as people gradually began to filter through the arrivals gate, but still no sign of Joey. For long minutes she waited, in an agony of suspense, and then he was walking through the gate, flight bag slung jauntily over his shoulder, holding hands with a leggy redheaded girl who looked somehow familiar. Robbie and Casey exchanged a quick glance even as Joey saw them and quickened his pace, a huge grin splitting his face.
He and Robbie hugged each other, pounding each other on the back as they grinned happily, before he released Robbie to hug Casey, kissing her on the cheek as he did so. The greetings done, he took Luna's hand and pulled her forward.
"Luna, this is my brother, Robbie, and this is his wife, Casey. Guys, meet Luna Hollister, she's the girl I told mom about, the girl I'm gonna marry."
*
Joey sat with his arm around Luna for the short drive from the airport to Daly City. She was silent, gnawing her lip nervously, her fingers twined with his as they held hands, a look of apprehension on her face as she waited to see what Joey's family thought of her. Every so often their gaze would meet, and his fingers would tighten on hers as he flashed her a reassuring smile. Finally he leaned over, turning her face to his with a gentle finger.
"Calm down, baby, Mom will love you, I promise. The whole family will. Relax, babe, you'll be fine!"
Sarah was waiting outside the house when Robbie pulled into the drive, her eyes shining, a welcoming smile on her face as she cradled Casey's baby daughter in her arms, little Joe fast asleep in a stroller next to her. Joey hopped out of the car and hurried around to the other side to open the door and hand Luna out; as she stepped out of the car and stood up, Sarah's eyes widened. She quickly schooled her features back into a welcoming smile.
"Baby, I'm so happy to see you!" she grinned, hugging Joey tightly, while Joey smiled in turn, hugging her back just as enthusiastically.
"Good to be home, Ma, I missed you, I missed you all! I want you to meet someone, Ma; this is Luna, and Luna, meet my mom, Sarah Vargas."
As Sarah embraced Luna, a little body squeezed between them, a little girl, maybe three or a little older, with raven-black hair and dark, bright eyes. She had a strong resemblance to Sarah.
"Joey, Joey! Where you been Joey? Mommy said you had to go away, and I asked baby Jesus every night to bwing you home!"
Joey laughed, and picked her up, kissing her and grinning when she grabbed his ears and kissed him on both cheeks, then grinned and scraped the tip of his nose with her teeth before shrieking with laughter as he tickled her. He grinned at Luna, turning so she could see the little girl too.
"Baby, meet my baby sister, Caitlin. Katy, this is Luna, she's my girlfriend! Say hello, munchkin!"
Caitlin smiled and waved shyly.
"Hello Luna, are you gonna mawwy Joey?"
Luna held out her arms, and Caitlin climbed into them. As she did, Sarah handed him little Joe, still fast asleep.
"Would you like it if I married Joey?" she smiled and Caitlin nodded.
"Yes. Will you be baby-Joe's mommy too?" she lisped.
Luna laughed, touching Caitlin's nose with the tip of her finger, making her giggle.
"Only if he'll let me. Do you think he'll like me?"
Caitlin nodded, and hugged Luna even more tightly.
"You're nice. I like you!"
Luna grinned, once again chucking the little girl gently on the tip of her nose.
"Good, because I like you too! Will you be my friend? I don't know anyone here except Joey, so if you want, you can come and play anytime you like!"
The little girl laughed, and wriggled in her arms. Luna laughed too, a happy chuckle that made the hairs on Joey's neck stand up, as once again a fleeting chord of memory struck deep inside him. His grin matched hers. As she put Caitlin down, Joey handed her his son, now awake and smiling at all the attention.
"There's someone I'd like you to meet, baby!" he murmured, his eyes softening as Luna took the little boy and cradled him in her arms. Joe looked up at her, his fingers skittering gently across her face as he tried to touch her vivid green eyes. Joey watched in wonder as Luna and Joe locked gazes, the two of them silently communicating, something seeming to pass between them, something that Joe understood immediately. He gazed intently at her while his fingers twined gently in her hair.
Joey let out the breath he hadn't realized he was holding; somehow, his son and Luna had connected; he'd accepted her in the first seconds of meeting her, something Joey had never seen before. Luna looked deep into the little boy's eyes, his brilliant blue eyes tracking her emerald eyes, the two of them talking on some other level than mere speech.
Joey looked around, and spotted Casey, her baby now in the crook of her arm, and his eyes softened as he saw his new niece. He held out his hands, and Casey smiled, kissing his cheek as she passed him the baby.
"This is your uncle Joey, baby-girl!" she murmured, and Joey smiled, his vision blurring as he gently rocked the little bundle.
"She looks like you," he murmured, his eyes sparkling, "but she's got Robbie's eyes, Case; you did good, sis, you both did! Where's Junior?"
Casey smiled at his concern for his nephew.
"Don't worry, he's with Mom, you know how she loves having him; she's probably spoiling him right now."
Sarah ushered them all into the house and waited for everyone to get comfortable, then smiled, holding out her hands for Casey to pass her the newest member of the family before settling down herself.
"All my children are here, and now we have a new one joining us; welcome to our family, Luna, and thank you for making Joey happy again!"
Luna blushed as she smiled and nodded her thanks, then busied herself adjusting Joe's jacket to cover her confusion. Joey smiled and took her hand, lacing his fingers in hers.
"Guys, it's been a while since I had anything to be happy about, and I'm sorry I made you all so worried, but that's over now, because, finally, I've met someone who makes me happy again. Luna and me, we've been talking some, and we'd like to get married as soon as we can, but nothing special, just a small wedding, family only. I'll leave that up to you, Ma, you and Luna are gonna have to work that out; I'm gonna be busy; I've been away too long already!"
Robbie threw a cushion at him, catching him in the face.
"Jest hold your horses, Tex, ain't no stampede around hyar!" he drawled, while Casey and Caitlin giggled, followed by little Joe. "Get settled in first, Joey. The place won't fall down if you take a few more days; believe it or not, I got it under control, meathead! Tell him, Case!"
Casey knelt on the floor next to Joey and took his hand.
"Take some time with Luna, Joey. Smell the roses. You've got so many responsibilities now, you need to take the time, because it's going to get really hectic from now on!"
Joey looked at her in puzzlement.
"What are you saying Case, what's...?"
Casey stood up and kissed her brother on the cheek.
"While you were gone, all those marketing strategies you had your team refining and getting ready for the 'Ghost Planet' launch? Well they worked, they worked so well you are now the West Coast's hottest, most talked about marketing boy-wonder! 'Ghost Planet' is flying off the shelves, they can't keep up with the demand. According to Elio, revenues are the highest this quarter the company has ever seen, and it's all because of you, Joey! Your name is being noised about by the great and the good as the next big thing in the world of mass-marketing. Everyone's asking who you are, where you came from, and most of all, what will it take to make you leave GameStx and go work for them!"
She smiled at his dazed expression.
"But now here's the best parts: GameStx and 'Ghost Planet' have been nominated for 6 awards at the Game Awards this year, and 'Ghost Planet' has 5 nominations for the BAFTA Games Awards in London; you're going to London, Joey, you and Robbie! What's more, Universal and New Line want to make a movie of 'Ghost Planet', maybe a three-hander, and there's a whole list of top science-fiction writers and publishers queuing-up to write the screen play and publish the tie-in's."
She paused to grin at his glazed expression before continuing.
"MB and Mattel loved 'Ghost Planet'. They think it's 'Toyetic', and they're really anxious to discuss a franchise to produce the Mrindaka, Stahamer and Illustra space ships, all the different battle craft and scout craft, and the Phobian Lightships, and all the main characters: Elias, Captain Jorru, Xyno and Nidia, Legion-Troopers, Skinwalker Cyborgs, Sihuoli Blood-Takers, everything. Congratulations, Joey, you just invented the next generation of collectible toys and tie-in merchandise!"
Joey was looking increasingly shell-shocked, managing only a weak grin as Casey patted his hand.
"Your way of doing things, Joey, all that stuff you convinced Steve and Elio to take a chance on? Well it caught all the big players looking the other way, and now they're wondering why it took a small software house like GameStx to show them how to market so innovatively and effectively that Hollywood bought in almost from the start of the campaign! You came out of nowhere and you've lit fires up and down the West Coast, Joey, and the world of Madison Avenue is baying for you! Everyone wants you, and Steve and Elio are chewing their nails down to the elbows wondering how to keep a hotshot like you on-side and in their game, so... Robbie?"
Robbie grinned, and lobbed another cushion at him.
"Welcome back, Partner!" he grinned, his smile widening at the blank astonishment on Joey's handsome face.
"That's right, big brother; as of today, you are now a full partner in GameStx, with stock options, parking spot with your name on it, and one day, if we ever get around to having an Executive Washroom, you might even get a key. You've arrived, meathead!"
Joey had a dazed expression on his face, but grinned when Casey hugged him.
"Well done, Joey; love you, big brother!" she whispered in his ear. Luna was looking a little confused, so Robbie bailed her out.
"Luna, Joey was Vice-President in charge of marketing; before he went away, he left a whole bunch of advertising and marketing strategies for his team to polish and put into action; they're all nearly as talented as him, so they did, and we took off in a big way, all because of my brother here! We couldn't have come this far without him, and we owe our success to him. Hear that, meathead? You finally got something right; not bad for a meathead jock, not too bad at all!"
Luna looked sideways at Joey, her expression still puzzled.
"Why does he keep calling you meathead?" she murmured, and Joey grinned, scooping her closer.
"Robbie calls me meathead, and I get to call him butthead, because he's a butthead geek, ain't that right, butthead?"
Robbie grinned and flipped him a lazy finger. Joey grinned at that and winked at Luna.
"Of course, if anyone else calls me meathead he's a dead man, and only I get to call Robbie 'butthead', mostly because I know him so well, so I know what a butthead he really is...!"
Luna relaxed, paying only vague attention to what he was saying, relying instead on her other senses to feel the truth of it. She was a highly perceptive girl, talented at reading people with very few clues, and she could tell Joey and Robbie were close, maybe closer than real brothers. She could feel their closeness almost like a sort of buffer-zone around the pair of them; a thousand subtle little cues that said they shared a deep connection. Strangely, she could feel that from Casey as well; she may have been Robbie's wife, but she obviously adored and was deeply attached to Joey as well, though not in a sexual way; in fact, it felt just like that brother-bond the two men shared.
Luna tucked that one away to mull over at a later date; right now, Joey's family was her priority. She could feel the love everywhere, that odd, but somehow right, connection among Joey, Robbie and Casey, the love in Sarah's eyes when she looked at her son, Joey's obvious deep attachment to his beautiful little sister and, most of all, his love for his baby son. As she thought, she unconsciously swayed, rocking and gently patting Joe on the back, softly humming an old song her mom used to sing while working, only looking down at him when Joey caught her eye and grinned as he rolled his eyes at the infant.
Luna looked down to find Joe fast asleep, his hand holding her shirt tightly, and almost gasped at the sudden gust of protectiveness she felt for this little boy. A lump appeared magically in her throat and her breath caught as she held him just that little bit closer, just a little more securely, motherly instincts she never suspected she had leaping high and fierce inside her. She blushed again, slightly wrong-footed, and then her eye caught Sarah's, who nodded approvingly as she gently rocked Robbie's baby daughter. Casey caught Sarah's eye, her small nod, and tapped Robbie gently on his arm.
"I think we should leave now, baby. I think Joey and Luna need some time alone with young Joe. Come on, Robbie; help me get the baby into the car."
They all stood, all except Luna, who didn't want to disturb the sleeping child in her arms. She smiled up at Casey as she leaned down to stroke the child's hair.
"We'll see you later, you guys. Just get settled in; the fridge is full, or we can go out for dinner someplace nearby if you want. We'll all be getting together at Uncle Frank's place in a few days. Aunt Kat had to go out of town with the girls, so we'll go meet them when she gets back. I know she's dying to meet you," she whispered. "Just be ready for the twins; they're a little much to take in all at once!"
With a final flurry of whispered 'goodbyes', the family left them to get settled in. Luna smiled as she settled back in the couch, cradling Joe to her.
"Your family are lovely, Joey; I'm glad I met them," she murmured, holding it down so as not to wake the sleeping infant. Joey sat next to her and stroked his son's hair.
"They liked you too, baby. I think you're gonna fit in just fine around here. It's been a long day, so let's get you unpacked and then we can think about dinner. Casey mentioned she asked you..."
Luna shook her head, cutting off the unspoken question.
"No baby, I'm dead on my feet; please, can we take a rain-check? Tomorrow, once I figure out where I am and what I do next. Do you mind waiting just a little while, just so I can get my bearings?"
Joey grinned, his naturally sunny temperament coming to the fore. He reached out and smoothed a stray lock out of the way so he could see her face properly and nodded at her answering smile. As she made to stand up, a thought struck her.
"Joey, do I know Casey's family at all? What I mean is, is she from Springfield? I have to ask, she just seems kinda familiar, and she sure doesn't talk like she's from around here. And while we're talking about family, when will I meet Robbie's sister? Why wasn't she here to meet you? You've been away a while, why didn't...?"
Robbie bit his lip, wondering how to answer her, but then plowed on; his mom had been right. Honesty was what was important now.
"Baby, you did meet her, she was here," he said, watching Luna's expression closely as he said it.
Luna looked puzzled, then suddenly her eyes widened as comprehension dawned, her mouth twisting in distaste.
"Casey?" she gasped, "How? I mean...what...that's just not right, it's...oh my God, how could they...!"
Joey took her hand as her she trailed off.
"It's not like that, baby, really; remember I told you how Robbie's sister spent all those years looking for him? Well she found him, by pure chance, and she finally got to tell him how sorry she was; all she wanted to do was make it right with him, to connect with her big brother at last. Well, she did, and then they found something else as well; they found each other."
He paused, his eyes far away, smiling faintly at the memory of the first time he'd met Casey in several years, in Robbie's condo in Daly City when he and Karen had stopped by on a whim on their way back to Springfield.
"Casey says that when she found Robbie, she found that part of her that she'd always felt was missing, and I guess Robbie felt the same, because here they are, and they're as tight now as they were then. Don't judge them, babe; everyone needs someone, and Robbie and Casey need each other; they're in love, and it's no-one's business but their own."
Luna stared at Joey, feeling that instant surge of revulsion die away as she listened to his acceptance of what Robbie and Casey were doing. Her own generous nature allowed her to grasp an inkling of what they must have felt, how they must have agonized over this, and finally to have made such a decision in the face of all the prohibitions against it; they must really be deeply in love to ignore all that. Joey watched her carefully, seeing the understanding, and acceptance slowly dawning in her eyes.
"You're right, Joey. It is their own business. I guess a country-girl like me needs a little time to wise up to the ways of you city-folk! Comes to that, I guess you city folk don't have a monopoly on that kinda thing, if some of the stuff I hear about what goes on down in Sweetman County 's even half true!"
Joey grinned, and helped her up, holding her close as she kissed him.
"I still meant what I said, City-Boy; you have a lovely family!" she whispered. "Now let's put the baby in his room. I have plans for you!"
*
Once they'd changed little Joe and tucked him in properly, Luna watched him sleep while Joey put his bottle, made-up earlier by Casey, in the fridge, and then they tiptoed from Joe's room and into the master bedroom. Someone had tactfully put the large framed picture of Joey and Karen on their wedding day in the dresser drawer, Joey saw with a small pang of guilt and regret. Luna saw his expression as he ran his finger lightly over the glass, tracing the outline of Karen's face, and gently pulled the photograph out of the drawer and put it back on the dresser. Joey looked at her in surprise as she smiled at him.



"Why...?" he began, before she touched his lips with her finger, silencing him.
"Because this is her home too, baby. This was hers, you were hers, long before you were mine, and she's still part of you, of both of you. One day that little boy will need to know who his momma was, so leave that picture there, and let her see him every day, and he can see her, and maybe they'll work somethin' out together. You need it too, baby; she didn't leave you; she didn't run off and desert you and her baby; she was taken from you, for no good reason, and that's why she's still a part of you, and she always will be; I understand and accept that. Now make me feel at home, too, Joey Anderson!"
Joey stared at her in wonder, amazed again at her maturity and acceptance, and her compassion and understanding.
"How did I ever deserve you?" he smiled as she nuzzled his neck while unbuttoning his shirt. Luna nipped him even as his hands slid around her waist, then strayed lower, to cup and squeeze her taut rump.
"Give me a while to figure it out, hotshot!" she purred as she ground herself against the bulge suddenly tenting the front of his jeans. Joey grinned happily as he fumbled with the button of her jeans. As he unsnapped the button, he slid his hands under the waistband and into her jeans, pushing them down even as he once more squeezed her bottom, making her giggle.
"Wait up, baby, I got this!" she husked, wriggling her hips as she pulled her jeans down and kicked them off. Joey grinned as his hands once more slipped down and around her tempting ass, revelling in the feel of the taut, smooth flesh molding against his gently squeezing hands. Luna giggled as she leaned away slightly so she could pull her top over her head, to stand in his arms in just her bra and panties. Joey's eyes sparkled as his head dipped down to kiss her throat, her shoulder, eventually planting a gentle kiss on the swell of her breast in its fabric case.
"It unsnaps at the front..." she whispered, as Joey grazed on her breasts, his hands still gently fondling and squeezing her bottom.
"I know, baby, give me time," he murmured, enjoying the feel of her warm, smooth skin against his lips, then lightly kissing her back up along her throat, her chin, to once more kiss her lips. They kissed gently, unhurriedly, Joey slipping his tongue into her mouth to fence and tangle with hers, his fingers unhooking her bra clasp so she could shrug it off and he could hold her firm little breasts cupped in his hands again. His thumbs gently brushed against her stiff, sensitive nipples, making her gasp and writhe with every caress.
Now Luna unbuckled his belt and slid it out of the loops before she undid the button on his jeans. Joey toed his shoes off and sat on the bed so he could pull his jeans off, then pulled her closer, his lips finding her nipples even as his hands once more clenched around her taut ass. He held her close while he suckled her delightfully stiff, fat little nipples. Luna slipped her thumbs into the waistband of her panties and began to slide them down, but Joey took over, his hands smoothing her flanks as he slowly slid the wispy material down her smooth thighs and past her knees.
Luna stepped out of her panties and grinned as she pushed him flat on his back. As he reached for her, she grabbed the hem of his shorts and tugged sharply, yanking them off him in one fluid motion.
"Me naked, you naked, Joey, that's how it works!" she grinned, arms akimbo at the foot of the bed. Joey gazed wonderingly at her in the soft golden light from the bedside lamps, her pale skin touched to a pale gold, and her hair like lustrous antique bronze, a deep mahogany with glints of gold in the warm light; only the green of her eyes remained untouched by the golden light, still clear and bright, like vivid, sun-touched emeralds, deep and entrancing.
He stared at her, enthralled by her beauty, enchanted by her presence, his head swirling with how much he wanted her, and not just the bodily need of a man for his woman; something deeper inside him, something primal and seated in the very core of him, needed her, wanted her, had already made her part of him, and it would not be denied.
"Come to bed, baby..." he whispered, unable to speak louder as the moment of enchantment overwhelmed him; he held out his hand to her, and she came to him, her soft body molding against his as their lips met. This time there was no light-hearted play, no bantering or teasing; something deeper and more deep-seated than either of them could comprehend grew about them, an unquestionable and undeniable 'rightness'; they were meant to be together, they were meant to be here, and this would always be their moment, the moment they truly became one.
Luna again ground and rubbed herself against him, feeling again that need, the need to hold him, and possess him, and be taken by him, and her kisses showed it as they kissed almost hard enough to bruise their lips. Joey too felt that same urge, his cock aching with the need to bury itself in her, to fill her as he fucked her wildly. His lips sought out her nipples, his tongue and teeth grazing, licking, sucking, driving her wild with lustful need. First, though, there was something she wanted to give her man.
With a heave, Luna rolled Joey onto his back, her lips and teeth grazing his nipples as she squeezed and pumped his throbbing erection, making him groan and shudder with renewed lust and the need to slake it soon. Luna continued to kiss and lick his chest, his stomach, wondering at her heightened perception of the taste of him, of his skin and the sharp, tangy sweat, at the texture of each crisp hair on his chest and outlining his well-defined 'six-pack', to that line of short, fine hairs leading from his navel to merge with the dark blond mass of crisp curls at the base of his cock. Joey writhed as she teased and tormented him, her fingers still pumping him as she kissed his torso.
Suddenly, she broke off her kissing and nibbling him. When he looked up into her eyes, she smiled slyly at him, her eyes glinting wickedly.
"Something special for you baby...!" she whispered, and then he closed his eyes and tensed, groaning out loud as her soft, glistening lips closed tightly around the head of his straining cock. Jagged bolts of light flared and flashed behind his eyelids as the hot succulence of her mouth enclosed and overwhelmed him, the shock of pleasure almost tipping him over the edge there and then as almost forgotten sensations once more made themselves felt. Joey gritted his teeth, trying desperately to hold back as the hot suctioning drove spikes of pleasure into his brain. Luna could feel him alternately tensing and relaxing as his body tried to override his mind, his muscles quivering with tension as he fought to hold back, to prolong what he was feeling. She smiled to herself even as her lips slid up and down on him, the taste of him also waking deep and primal instincts in her.
"No, wait...please..." he gasped, and she looked at him in surprise, and then, as he took her hand, she smiled in understanding. Without relinquishing her grip on him, she threw her leg over him, straddling him even as her head once more dipped down.
Joey pulled her hips closer, listening with satisfaction to her gasp as he pulled her taut buttocks apart, and buried his face between them, his tongue once more probing her wet succulence, and gently lapping at the tense little crinkle of her tight anus, making her shudder and gasp each time his tongue-tip prodded gently against that enticing little target.
And so they writhed and gasped together, each pleasuring the other, lips and tongues teasing, tasting, arousing to a fever pitch, both holding back from that final surge, each savouring the moment, and delaying the inevitable. At last, Luna couldn't take it any longer. Her movements against him told him she was nearing the point of no return, and so he too began to relax, letting his feelings have free rein, feeling her lips sink lower and lower on his aching cock, the urge to explode inside her, anywhere inside her, rising wild and uncontrollable.
"Ooohhh, Goooddd, oooohhh yesss!" she growled, her pussy shuddering and convulsing as orgasm swept over her, and with that he, too, finally tipped over the edge, groaning loudly as pulse after pulse of hot sperm blasted out of him and into her hungry mouth. Luna gulped and sucked avidly as he filled her, his hands squeezing and fondling her gleaming white flanks, and when he dragged the flat of his tongue over her juicy wet slit, to rub the point over and then push into the tight crease of her anus, she screamed in ecstasy as orgasm once more bulleted through her, outlining her bones in white fire as her limbs froze in the ecstatic, painless agony of utter fulfilment.
How long they hung in limbo like that they couldn't know, each trembling and soaring through an endless, achingly perfect moment, to finally slump down as reality once more flooded them, leaving behind that memory of utter, perfect oneness, the connection between the two of them now full and complete.
Luna finally stirred and slipped off him, pivoting to lie next to him, sheltering in his arm as the trills and tremors of aftershock slowly died away, feeling Joey likewise calm and compose himself once more .
As they lay together, sated and fulfilled, Luna smiled as she wiped the tears that had rolled unheeded down his cheeks even as they had made love, and kissed his fingers as he too wiped her tears away. That splendid moment of true epiphany had passed in both of them, but the knowledge and understanding it had left in its wake, and the connection it had forged, still remained, felt by both of them at some deeper level than mere conscious thought. Now they were complete, now they were truly family.
"What happened there, baby?" whispered Joey, his voice soft but still awestruck. Luna shook her head, dazed but bursting with happiness.
"I don't know, baby, but whatever it was, it was the most wonderful...all I know is, when I think of you, I feel like Christmas morning, the first day of summer, the best birthday I ever had, and Snow Day all rolled into one. I want to cry, and I want to laugh, and I want run through town naked and scream your name on every street-corner, and I want to hold you and never let you go. Now you know how much I love you, Joey Anderson!"
Joey smiled as he kissed her happy tears away, his lips finding hers and affirming what she had felt; now they had each other, and they were complete, forever bonded.
*
Joey woke alone in the dark, wondering for one brief second if it had all been a dream, and then, on the very edge of hearing, came the faint sound of singing, a song he almost knew. He climbed out of bed and followed the sound of soft singing to young Joe's room, and smiled at what he saw. Luna was sitting on the love-seat, her legs tucked under her as she sat wrapped in a light, filmy robe, Joe cradled in her arms, his empty bottle on the stand. As she sang softly, swaying gently as she rocked the infant, Joey finally recognized the tune; it was 'If I don't have you', by the Skyliners; it had been Karen's favorite lullaby for Joe, and his eyes were already fluttering sleepily as her warm contralto lulled him.
Luna looked up and saw him in the doorway, flashing him a quick smile before once more turning her attention to the little boy in her arms, still singing softly to him. Joey watched, entranced, as Luna lulled his son, their son now, her eyes filled with nothing but tender compassion and concern for the motherless little boy she held as she sang him to sleep.
Finally, she leaned down and kissed Joe on the forehead, then looked up again at Joey.
"Go on back to bed, baby, I'll be along in a minute; just let me get this little one settled in." she breathed, her long legs unfolding gracefully as she stood up in a poem of elegant motion. She smiled at Joey and motioned with her head at the door, shoo'ing him away. Joey grinned to himself as he padded back to the bedroom. He'd only just climbed back into bed when Luna slipped into the room, pausing at the door to listen out, then nodded her head in satisfaction before doffing her robe and sliding into bed next to him, warm and delightfully naked.
Joey pulled her close, and Luna obliged, molding herself against him as they lay in the pre-dawn darkness, both of them thinking about how much their lives had changed in the last few days. Luna finally slipped her hand from around his waist and turned around, to lie spooned against him, his arm around her once more. Joey drifted, lost in the feel of her against him, the scent of her hair, the warmth of her body, and then something he'd meant to ask earlier prodded his mind.
"Luna? Baby?" he whispered, "Are you awake?"
"Yeah baby, still awake..." she murmured, "Is something wrong, honey?"
Joey brushed her hair away from her face,.
"Nothing, baby, I was just wondering...that song you were singing to Joe; how did you know it was...it was the one Karen always sang to him?"
Luna turned to face him, her fingers grazing his cheek.
"I didn't, baby; Mom always liked that song, and it just seemed the right one to sing. Joe liked it, and it just felt right; it was like I could hear it all around him, but if you don't want me to..."
Joey put his finger to her lips to silence her.
"No, it's not that, I was just...curious, that's all; that was the song his mommy always sang to him, so now you're gonna be his mommy, at least I hope you will, you sing anything you want, anytime you want!"
Luna grinned impishly at him.
"Well how 'bout that? Most girls never get even one great guy, and now I done got me two! Land sakes, if you'd 'a tole me sooner this was gonna happen...!" she smiled, her accent once more softening into that warm, unhurried, southern drawl she'd been surrounded by as a child. Joey grinned and hugged her closer, revelling in her closeness.
"It's after three o'clock baby, get some rest," he murmured, relaxing his hold on her so she could make herself more comfortable. Luna sighed softly as she relaxed, pulling his arm closer around her as they both slipped back asleep.
*
The scent of bacon and coffee finally woke Joey, and he smiled at the simple domesticity of it, before sliding on his shorts and faded 49'ers T-shirt. When he came into the dining room, he paused to take it all in; Luna sitting in the love-seat, dressed only in one of his long tee's, her coppery hair tied back in a loose pony-tail, once more holding the sleeping boy against her neck while she sipped a mug of coffee. Her eyes twinkled as she saw him, his grin answering her.
"Well finally, sleepyhead!" she stage whispered, "We've been up and getting acquainted for hours now; I think I tired him out, so don't you dare wake him!"
Joey kissed her as he took his son from her, looking at the sleeping infant, and seeing, as always, so much of Karen in him.
"He looks so much like her, doesn't he?" whispered Luna at his shoulder, and even as he nodded agreement, he found time to wonder how she'd known what he was thinking.
"There's coffee on, tell me when you're ready and I'll make you some breakfast," she murmured, stretching up to kiss him lightly and leave him to have time with his sleeping son.
Joey nodded again, engrossed in his little son's features, seeing him, really seeing him, for the first time in months. Now that he could see him properly, without family clustering around and distracting him, he felt a small stab inside as he saw how much the little boy's features had changed in just the few months he'd been away. Joe was growing with a vengeance. He was already walking now, still tentative and unsteady, to be sure, but soon he'd be running, and always, overlaying that, was that heart-piercing resemblance to his mother, and a deeper sorrow that she'd never be there to share any more milestones in their son's life with him. Joey sighed, and gently smoothed the hair back off Joe's forehead, before sitting on the couch, his son in the crook of his arm. Luna sat beside him, her head on his shoulder as she too gazed at the sleeping child.
"I promise you, Joey Anderson, I'll be the best mom I can be; this little guy deserves that, at the very least," she murmured. She smiled as Joey passed the little boy over to her, settling herself more comfortably with Joe cradled between them. They sat in silence for a while, each busy with their own thoughts, before Luna stirred.
"So Joey, when am I going to meet the rest of the family?" she smiled.
Joey grinned as he collected his thoughts.
"Robbie told me Aunt Kat's taken the twins on a tour of all the colleges they got accepted to in Oregon and Washington State; Uncle Frank couldn't get the time away from his job, so she took them instead. They'll be graduating soon, and the Dangerous Duo both want to study for an MBA, but not too close to home; I guess they want to get some distance from their folks. I hear Uncle Frank's not too happy about that, but he has to go with the flow, I guess. Anyway, they've been gone a week or so, and they'll be back in a few days, and then you'll get to meet all the family at the same time; Aunt Kat thought it was better that way. You'll like them, I promise. The girls are great kids, and Uncle Frank and Aunt Kat are way cool. Didn't you say your mom was Aunt Kat's friend in High School?"
Luna nodded, her eyes far away.
"She and Mom were pretty good friends, and Mom used to talk about her a lot; they were about the same age, and she was always kind of sad she never got to say goodbye. She never knew why your aunt did her disappearing act. So your aunt Caitlin came out here; I wish Mom was alive, she'd have wanted to know. I think she missed her a lot; she told me once she used to talk with Kate Moran about all the stuff she couldn't tell her sister."
Joey put his arm around her as she leaned back against him, careful to not jar the baby.
"What was your Mom like, Luna? I remember seeing her when I was a kid. She lived up the road from our house, up on Lewis, but I don't remember seeing you there..."
Luna sighed.
"Mom was...funny; she liked to laugh and kid around; she didn't take after the Terrible Trio and she was nothing like that tramp Laurie, thank the Lord for that! Mom liked a good joke, to have some fun, to do things on the spur of the moment; she was a lot of things, but she was never boring! I think she only had a few friends, real friends; your aunt was one of them, and Myra Donnelly, Natty Hennessey, a couple others around town, all family, when you think about it, and a few in the place I grew up, Holden's Crossing; that's a wide place in the road 'bout eighty miles south of Springfield, over the state line. That was where I was born; when Mom found out she was pregnant, she left Springfield, and went to live with grandpa Hollister's second-cousin, Stella Mason, down to Holden's Crossing. Her momma was a Hennessey, so I guess she's Miss Sarah's cousin too"
Her eyes glittered, that faraway look softening as she smiled sadly.
"When I was about six, Mom came back to Springfield to find a job. I think Jonah, and maybe Jerry and Jethro too, used to send her money, but she never felt right about takin' it, so she decided to find somethin' to support us both. Stella had a hairdressing salon, but Mom was allergic or somethin' to the stuff they used, so she couldn't work there. There were no real jobs in Holden's Crossing anyway, so she went back to Springfield and got a job with the maintenance crew on the campus in Monte Vista; Jonah had taught her how to fix leaks and snake-out pipes and such, and even how to dry-wall and tile; she used to do all that stuff back to home, when Aunt Stella needed it done."
She smiled wistfully, her voice soft, with a hint of sadness.



"Mom liked her job at the college; she was good at it. She stayed in Springfield during the week, and Aunt Stella looked after me, and Mom would come home Friday afternoon. She'd pick me up from school and we'd go off and do stuff, have some real family fun all weekend, and she'd go back Sunday night."
Luna looked down at the little boy, stroking his hair absently as she looked back over the years.
"I asked her one time why I couldn't live with her in Springfield, seein' as she had a place there and all, but she just told me 'no' and never said why; I just got the feelin' that for some reason she really didn't want me livin' or bein' in Springfield. She wouldn't even take me shopping there; instead she used to take me all the way over to Gainesboro, or even Monte Diablo, more'n three hours Southwest of Holden's Crossing, rather than take me into Springfield."
Luna shifted uncomfortably; Joey could see this story was bringing back painful memories, but she shook her head and smiled when he would have asked her to stop.
"Mom never said as much, but I kind of got the feeling she was worried about something or someone in Springfield, and the Terrible Trio were away bein' marines, which is why she lived in town; she never come out and said so, but I could tell she was afraid to live up at the farm all alone; she felt safe in town, she had Myra Donnelly's kid brother living in the apartment below, and Logan Hennessey, Natty's brother, right across the street."
She paused, her expression sad, and when she resumed, her voice was lower, almost a murmur.
"She was driving back one Sunday, it was a real wet night, a big storm came up, and her car came off the road, and she was killed. I was nearly thirteen when it happened. Jonah came and got me; he said that now my Mom was gone, he was gonna look after me, that I was his baby sister's baby, and it wasn't right to just leave me with Aunt Stella, even though she was real good to me; that would be like abandoning me, and he wouldn't do that, family takes care of its own. He left the Marine Corps, the only thing he ever loved, and he walked away from it so he could give me a home...'
Her voice faltered, and a tear spilled down her cheek. Joey frowned and wiped it away. Luna looked at him questioningly. Joey returned her gaze, but that concerned expression was still there.
"I promised Jonah I'd never make you cry, and here you are, your first morning home with me, crying on my couch..." he murmured, but Luna smiled as she patted his arm companionably.
"Don't you all worry, I'm not sad, you didn't make me cry, baby! I just got kind of wistful there for a second thinkin' about it all. I guess it was just when he said that to me, it felt like he really was family come to get me, not just a face in a picture and a story from my Mom when I was small."
She blinked, and her eyes were clear again, green and fascinating once more.
"Them other two, Jerry and Jethro, they weren't gonna leave the Corps, not for me; they wanted to pack me off down to Nogales and go live with that slut Laurie and her latest deadbeat, asshole boyfriend, and her tribe of whoever's kids they were; Jonah wasn't havin' none of that; I hear things got kinda physical...!"
She grinned, her sudden smile literally lighting up the room.
"I guess he really did care about me; he's the nearest thing I have to a dad. When I needed him, he walked away from the Corps, just when he made Staff Sergeant too..."
She shook herself, and patted his arm again.
"Ancient history, Joey, but now maybe you can tell me something; tell me how Robbie Dolan, only son of the richest family in the state, came to be livin' in California with you and Miss Sarah and all her family? I know there's things you need to keep to yourself, but at least tell me what you can, because all I know are rumors and stories, and a big ole mystery right in the middle of it, about the boy who disappeared. Tell me why Robbie Dolan is Robbie Anderson."
Joey pulled her closer, settling Joe more comfortably between them while he stared unseeing at the opposite wall, gathering his thoughts. When at last he started speaking, his voice was so low she could barely hear him.
"Robbie was...unwanted, yeah, that's the word I was looking for. His whole family just decided he wasn't one of them, for whatever reason. I don't know, and I never asked; it's a real sore point with Mom; even now, after all that's happened, it still riles her up. Anyway, they just kind of...left him to one side; everything they had, they gave to Casey, and they never gave him a damned thing; they just left him out."
His face tightened, a frown-line appearing between his eyebrows as he thought back to his childhood.
"They used to go away on vacation, and take Casey with them; they mostly never even told him they were goin' away; Robbie'd be knocking on our door the night before they left because that's when they'd tell him he couldn't go, so he had to come stay with me 'cause he had nowhere else to go and no-one to turn to; not that I minded, y'understand; Robbie and I grew up together; hell, he could have stayed a week, a month, forever, it wouldn't have mattered to Mom or me. Mom looked out for him because his family wouldn't; they just left him out every damned time because he meant nothing to them at all. I never understood that part; Robbie's a genius, but they were all so wrapped-up in Casey, and so goddamned ashamed of him. It wasn't right!"
Joey stopped talking, instead chewing his lip, the remembered anger flashing in his eyes, before calming down again.
"They never took him anywhere, or gave him anything, or did anything for him, nothing; he used to walk around in beat-up old clothes, and his house had Mercedes Benz's and Cadillacs parked out front! When I first knew him, we were in first grade and Mom said I had to make friends with him; he used to get beaten-up a lot, because he had to wear these huge eyeglasses; man, those things were like telescopes! He was almost blind, and all the usual assholes soon worked out that all they had to do was take them away from him, and they could beat on him, because he couldn't see to defend himself."
Luna looked closely at him; his eyes were slitted with anger at the memory, outrage still burning there, even after all the intervening years, at the bullying Robbie'd had to endure.
"So I stepped in, partly because Mom wanted me to, mostly because I wanted to. I'd always liked Robbie, he was a quiet kid, but he knew things, all kinds of things. He never rubbed it in your face, or made a thing about how smart he was, and no-one deserves what those assholes did to him; poor kid was like a lump of meat in a dog-pound, he just got ripped-up and chewed-on by everyone. Mom liked him from the first time she met him, and it kind of went from there. Robbie and me lifted weights and ran laps together, but his eyesight was still real bad, and sometimes, when I wasn't around, one of those assholes would catch him, smash his glasses, and then they'd all whale on him, and his fucking father never did a goddamned thing about it!"
Luna held his arm comfortingly as the old feelings once more rose up in him, the outrage at the injustice and neglect his brother had suffered at the hands of his family. Her expression grew concerned at the effect his tale was having, at the flash of deep anger in his eyes as he plumbed once again the darkness he'd thought was gone forever.
"Baby, don't, it's OK, another time, please! I didn't mean to rake all that up again, you don't need..."
Joey wrapped his arm around her as she shifted Joe more comfortably in the crook of her arm.
"It's OK, Luna, I need to tell you all this, so you understand a little better how it is between us. Robbie was always a nice kid, he never hurt anyone, never complained, never bad-mouthed his folks, not once; he just took it, probably because he thought that was how his life was supposed to go; that's what they did to him, and it made my mom's blood boil. His whole family spent as much time as they could mocking him, running him down, leaving him out, and making sure he knew he meant nothing to them; they treated him like something you scrape off your shoes; they took away his self-esteem, his future, and any chance for a life of his own, and that's the most evil, most unforgivable part of the whole thing; Mom once said to me about Robbie that it was a sin to waste your life, but a crime to waste someone else's; what they did to him was purely criminal."
He paused, raking his fingers through his hair.
"Robbie's a genuine, honest-to-God genius. He could have been his family's biggest asset if they'd ever once given him a chance to show them, or even let him speak up without being shut-out or just plain ignored. When he was younger, mom couldn't touch him, because he thought that was wrong, not allowed; none of his family ever touched him, picked him up, talked to him, hugged him, nothing; he was like a leper, an outcast; he just stayed in his room because they made sure he knew they didn't want him around."
He sighed, frowning still at the memory.
"Mom and me, we tried, and pretty soon my mom was his mom as well; she had to be; his own mother could give a shit if he lived or died, and when he finally walked out, it was Mom who called up Uncle Frank, and between them they got him this gig. When he moved out here, he lived with Uncle Frank and Aunt Caitlin, and pretty soon she was his mom as well."
He grinned suddenly.
"If you ever take the notion to harm Robbie, you better be damned sure Aunt Kat never finds out, because if she does, she'll flay your skin off real slow, and bury you in salt; Robbie's her son, and the twins, Moira and Morag, are his sisters, and they're as tight with Robbie as Aunt Kat, and just as mean when they need to be. Mom once told Angie Dolan there are people she could name who'd stand over Robbie on bloody stumps and defend him to the last; she was talking about Aunt Kat, Uncle Frank, and the girls, among others. Robbie's kind of unique; he's a special guy, and he makes the people around him feel special, too."
Luna smiled at the note in his voice, once again her talent for reading people clicking into high gear; for some reason, Joey adored Robbie; he really did think of him as his beloved kid brother, every note in his voice and line of his face told her that Joey and Robbie had a special closeness, one she'd never encountered before.
Joey shifted uncomfortably as he once more replayed what had happened at the house in Springfield, at Robbie and Casey's wedding, and the final, shocking episode in this drama, the death of their father in Santa Rita Holding Facility after his crazed attack on his ex-wife's new-born baby.
"Did you hear, back in Springfield, about Robbie's father, about Steve Dolan, and what happened here?"
Luna shook her head.
"Nope, 'bout all I know is that he disappeared, and all the DolanCo stores went bust 'bout a year ago, something to do with a whole bunch of lawsuits and the family's refusal to file Chapter 11; put a heap of folks out of work, that did, then next thing we hear a few months back is he's dead, in jail here in California. So tell me, Joey, what did happen to him here?"
Joey paused, picking his words carefully.
"Angie, Robbie's mother, finally worked out what she'd done to him, and what her husband had been doing to Casey, what kind of a man he really was, and she divorced him. She came out here, and met Elio, my stepdad's brother. Angie Dolan finally made it right again with Casey, but it was too late for Robbie; she lost him a long time ago, and as far as he's concerned, Angie, for all her being sorry, doesn't mean much more to him than the fact she's now his business-partner's wife; she married Elio, and they have a baby girl, Sarah-Caitlin, my God-Daughter. Dolan somehow found out where she was and followed her out here; he snuck into the church at Robbie's wedding, punched-out mom and Karen, and grabbed Angie's baby; she was just a new-born then, and he held a craft knife at her throat. He threatened to kill her..."
Luna stared at him in shock.
"Go on, please, finish it!" she whispered, and Joey took her hand, lacing his fingers in hers again. "Did he...?"
Joey shook his head.
"That stupid, crazy sonuvabitch thought he was going to get Angie to go back to him if he threatened her baby. He didn't know Robbie's grandma, his own mom, was right behind him, and she brained the bastard with a church candlestick before he could hurt that baby, Robbie's little sister; if she hadn't been there..."
Luna waited in shocked fascination for him to finish the story.
"Dolan spent six months down in Atascadero, where the state cages-up the psycho's and sex-offenders, and then they transferred him to Santa Rita, over in Dublin in the East Bay, pending trial. One day someone decided to shank him, so they did, but they raped him first. Don't waste any pity on him, babe; he paid for everything he ever did, and believe me, he did some bad stuff!"
Luna stroked his face, wiping away the outraged expression there.
"You said something about what he did to Casey...?"
Joey leaned back and averted his eyes, his lip curled in distaste.
"That's not for me to say, baby; what he did to her is something she'll have to tell you herself; when she's ready, she'll tell you about it, and then you'll understand."
But Luna, her mind already in-sync with his, knew what he was trying to avoid saying, and her eyes widened, her expression aghast as she contemplated a man doing...that, to his own daughter...
"How...how is she now, what..."
Joey adjusted his arm around her, holding her and the sleeping toddler closer.
"Now he's dead, she's finally free of him, she can rest easy at night; she thinks justice has been done, and I don't think she's losin' any sleep over him. Robbie knows his family are safe, and that's all that matters to him. His family sleeps safe at night, so everybody wins."
Luna still looked shocked.
"So Robbie's ...OK with the murder of his father? What kind of...?" but Joey interrupted her.
"It's not that simple, baby; Robbie isn't OK with it. He didn't condone it, he's a peaceable man, and he thinks everybody's got some good inside them. I have no doubt in my mind that one day he'd have forgiven Steve, his mom, everyone who ever hurt him; he'd forgive them and let it all go. Robbie doesn't hold grudges, he doesn't know how."
He paused to scratch his chin reflectively.
"But think about this: now that Steve Dolan's gone, he's not gonna be waiting around a corner in five years, or ten, or twenty years from now, to harm Robbie or Casey or their kids; he's not gonna be harming any babies, and he's not gonna be killing Robbie, or Casey, or her mother, or any of us. Robbie accepts that; he's sorry it happened, he's shocked and horrified at how it happened, but he's also relieved. To give him his due, he's horrified that he's relieved, but at least now he knows his babies, his wife, his whole family, is safe, that there's one less demon to trouble the world. If you'd seen the way Dolan held that knife at that little baby's throat, you'd have shot him down in an instant, like a mad dog. I still can't believe I saw that happen, in front of my eyes, in a church, it was..."
He shook himself, a shuddering quake of his body, like a man waking from a nightmare and realising it wasn't real. Luna shifted the baby's weight and leaned closer against him, her warm presence calming him even further, as did her head on his shoulder.
"Hey, Joey," she whispered, "I didn't mean to stir it all up again for you. It's been a bad time for you, for all of you, but it's over now. I'll never mention it again, cross my heart!"
Joey gently bumped his head against hers as he grinned.
"No, it's alright, you were right to bring it up; you should know these things, baby; you need to know where this all started, how I came to be out here, why you're out here now; it's all part of the same story, and you're part of the story now."
Luna leaned back against him, mulling over what he'd just told her. Joey didn't seem particularly bent out of shape over it. There was outrage there, there should be, but also resigned acceptance; bad things had happened, and now they were done; time to move on. Luna understood that. Now it was a new phase in his life, now it was their life together, this was the next chapter, and it was up to them to write it.
They were still sitting comfortably together when a knock at the door roused them. Joey went to see who it was, his face splitting into a grin when he saw it was Casey.
"Good morning, big brother!" she smiled, "I've come to take Luna and show her some of the sights of Daly City. I was planning on taking Junior, Roisian, and Caitlin to Lake Merced, and I thought Luna might like to bring Joe along; it's a lovely morning; I think she'll like it. I'm sure the fire-fighters at the fire-station are tired of whistling at me, so I thought I'd give them a real redhead to leer at!"
Luna came out just then, grinning as she caught the tail of Casey's remark, her eyebrow cocked in query. Joey grinned and nodded, so the two girls disappeared upstairs to get ready, leaving Joey to walk around holding Joe.
While Luna was gone, Joey reflected on the circumstances that had brought her here, to his home and his life, and, once again, found that all he wanted was her, with him, to be his wife.
*
The next few days were a whirlwind for Luna; when Joey brought his Bentley Continental GT back from the secure parking garage under Robbie's condo, she'd gasped in amazement that he owned such a fabulous car. Her eyes widened when he told her that Robbie had given it to him as a wedding present, and that he'd added her to his insurance, so it was hers to drive too, whenever she wanted. She was astonished at his generosity, but she would never have dreamed of taking him up on his offer; she'd grown up around pickups and Jonah's succession of battered Chevy step-sides, they were what she was more comfortable driving, not that incredible dream-machine.
San Francisco and the Bay Area was everything she'd always dreamed it would be. Nothing competed with the thrill of seeing the famous landmarks and the districts, and walking across the Golden Gate bridge, of course, then Chinatown, Golden Gate Park, The Presidio, Pier 39 and The Embarcadero, Castro, Haight-Ashbury, the Coit Tower, the Bay Bridge, and shopping in Ghirardelli Square and Market Street. Along with slaloming down Lombard Street, visiting Alcatraz, and spending a whole day at Six Flags with Joe and little Caitlin, it all blurred together into one huge, happy moment, more famous places and iconic experiences than she 'd ever thought could be in just one place. She'd never been happier, nor could she find the words to tell Joey just how much living in such a wonderful place, with him, and baby Joe, meant to her, but she didn't have to; the look on her face was enough for him.
Luna was falling as surely in love with her new home as she had with Joey, and so their days filled with happy exploration of the city and all it had to offer, and their nights fled by in a blur of passion as they connected on ever more and deeper levels, making love though the night, every night. Every second of lovemaking was an eon of hot sensation and lightning-strike orgasm, electricity flowing between them from one moment of passion to the next, vivid, sharp and delightful, bonding them ever closer, welding them into one seamless, seemingly unbreakable whole.
Finally, the day Luna had been waiting for arrived. Kat had called Joey and invited him and Luna to meet the family; she had recovered at last from her marathon trek through the best the Pacific Northwest had to offer in the way of tertiary education. The twins had a lot to think about before they started earmarking colleges, but they'd put that all aside in their eagerness to meet the girl Joey had met and fallen for in such a big way. When Luna finally finished dressing and made her grand entrance, Joey's eyes widened as he gave a low, drawn-out wolf-whistle.



"Baby, you look...incredible!" he murmured, smiling appreciatively as Luna grinned and twirled to give him the full view. She was wearing a short, forest-green dress, light and summery, and almost the same shade as her marvellous eyes. Her long hair had been brushed until it shone with an almost metallic sheen, a brilliant coppery splash against the green of her dress, setting it off perfectly. Her long, smooth legs were clad in nude stockings, and once again she was wearing black platform stilettos, displaying her slim, elegant, endless legs to their best advantage.
"Why thank you, young sir!" she simpered modestly, falsely, fluttering her eyelashes coquettishly, and giving him a twirl so he could once again get a good look at all of her. She grinned wickedly at his expression, sashaying up to him to wrap her arms around his neck and kiss him even as she ground lightly against him. Joey slipped his arms around her to pull her closer, feeling her grin against his lips as he did so.
"Uh-uh, no you don't!" she grinned, "you get started on that and we'll never leave the house!"
Joey smiled, still not releasing her.
"I'm sure Aunt Kat won't mind if we're a little late; with you dressed like that, how can I...!" he whispered, gently squeezing and massaging her hips though her dress, his mischievous grin matching her own .
"No! Down, boy, heel, heel!" she commanded, wriggling out of his grasp with a giggle and dodging his reaching hands.
"Come on, baby, show-time!" she smiled, picking little Joe out of his play-pen and holding him against herself as protection against any more of Joey's advances.
Joey grinned in defeat, and bowed her into the car, watching fondly as she buckled the little boy securely into his safety seat, then sank back luxuriously into the deep, soft leather upholstery.
"Let's go, Blondie!" she grinned, squirming and giggling as Joey reached out to squeeze her knee.
*
The drive to Morgan Hill was uneventful, and when Joey pulled into Frank and Kat's drive, he saw Robbie's Mercedes already parked there, along with Steve's Dodge Crew Cab, and Gramma Rosie's frumpy old Lebaron, so he knew the family was already there. As Luna busied herself unhooking Joe and collecting his baby things, Joey looked up and grinned as Frank stuck his head out of the door and grinned at him.
"Gang's all here Joey, just waiting on you!" he called out, a big grin splitting his face, and then freezing, his eyes wide as Luna backed out of the car and turned to face him.
"Baby, this is my Uncle Frank!" grinned Joey. Luna looked curiously at Frank, her gaze flicking between him and Joey, and smiled as she held out her hand. Frank took it, but it seemed to Joey he had something on his mind. His momentary distraction passed, and he seemed to be his usual self after just a moment, but Joey could tell there was something bothering him as he ushered them through to the back of the house.
Luna was so wrapped up in Joe that she didn't seem to be aware of the sudden undercurrent, baby-talking and rubbing noses with Joe and watching him squirm and giggle. It was only when someone dropped a plate that her head snapped round, her eyes fixing on Moira and Morag, Kat's twin daughters. The three girls stared at each other, a frozen tableau, as all conversation died away. Luna was astounded; the two redheaded teenagers were almost the image of her! The same bright, coppery hair, only theirs were a mass of long curls, not straight and glossy like hers, the same vivid green eyes, the same milk-pale skin, the same fine, classic features.
"Joey..." she murmured, frozen in place, her arms tightening around the small body in her arms as she looked from face to face. The two girls also looked just as shocked, their eyes flicking from her to each other, to her again. Luna nearly collapsed in shock, her knees trying to buckle when two older women, one obviously the girls' mother, and one older also stepped into her field of view, their expressions equally as shocked; they were almost mirror images of her, too.
"Joey, what's going on?" she moaned, starting to panic, her heart thudding so loud everyone in the room must have heard it. Joey heard the panic in her voice and held her close, his own expression as shocked as hers; he was stunned that he hadn't seen the resemblance sooner; Luna looked enough like the twins to be their big sister. How could he have been so blind? For the first time in his life, Joey was completely speechless. He, too, wanted to ask the same question: what the hell was going on here? The younger of the two women stepped closer, and Luna shrank back against him with a low whine of panic as this stranger with her face approached her.
"Who are you people?" she whispered, "Why do you all ...what are you, is this some kind of...?" she trailed off as the older woman smiled gently at her.
"Please, calm down, it's all going to be OK, you're among friends. Please, both of you, come with me; Joey, tell her, everything's going to be fine!"
Joey, still slightly glassy-eyed, could only nod.
"Aunt Kat, please, what's going on?" he husked, and Kat Novak shook her head slightly, telling him 'not here' as she took him by the arm, piloting both of them into the den and away from the shocked silence in the formal sitting room. Luna took a seat where Kat indicated, still too spooked to say a word, only jigging the little boy in her arms as he squirmed restlessly, picking-up on her disquiet.
"Joey, I think I know what's going on here; much as it stretches my credibility, there's only one possible explanation. Luna, your mom was Jo-Jo Hollister, wasn't she, not Laurie?"
Luna nodded, still not seeing where this was going, or why it mattered who her mom was.
"It's my fault," sighed Kat, rubbing her temples distractedly, "I should have questioned Sally a little further. I was just so happy when she told us Joey'd found someone, when she said it was Jonah Hollister's niece, I just assumed it was Laurie's daughter she was talking about; she'd already had a little girl when I left Springfield who'd have been about Joey's age..."
She looked sadly, compassionately, at Luna.
"Luna, did your mom ever mention your father, say who he was, a hint, maybe, anything like that?"
Luna shook her head, wondering at the question, who her never-mentioned father was, and what it had to do with all these people who looked so like her.
Kat sighed again, fixing her gaze on Luna.
"The reason I asked is, before I left Springfield, I met up with Jo-Jo. It was the last time I ever saw her. She told me she was pregnant, and who the father was, and that she was going to leave Springfield, that she needed to get away from him. Baby, I don't know how to tell you this, so I'm just going to tell you; your daddy was Steve Dolan, that other lady out there is his mom, your grandmother; Robbie is Steve's son; he's your big brother, honey..."
She paused to let Luna take it all in, sensing her panic and confusion as her words sank in. Kat took her unresisting hand, twining her fingers gently with Luna's, holding hands with her.
"My father was Michael Moran. He and your grandmother Rosie were brother and sister, which means Steve Dolan was my cousin, and you are as well; the Moran blood is in you, it bred true in you, just like it did in my girls; I know this is a lot to take in, but you're my family too, Luna, you're among family, and we'll help you get through this."
Luna's head was spinning; she was Steve Dolan's daughter? She was that...man's daughter? Holy fucking Christ, no wonder Mom had kept shut about who her daddy was. Now she had a whole bunch of strangers for family, a grandmother, too; how was she supposed to deal with this? She became aware of Joey's arm around her, holding her protectively as her mind ran over and over what she'd just been told. A thought occurred to her, and she glanced sharply at him, noting, almost in passing, the look of shock, and...something else, on his face.
"Did you know about this? About all this...this?" she asked him, her voice sharp with suspicion, but the look he gave her was one of honest bewilderment; that, and something else, something she couldn't sense, which was unusual for her.
"No baby, I swear! It never even crossed my mind how much you look like Aunt Kat and the twins; I thought you looked familiar when I first met you, but I wasn't thinking too straight then, I just thought I was maybe remembering your mom from when I was a kid, honest!"
Luna looked searchingly at him, and slowly nodded, seeing no hint of a lie, only his puzzlement, and that...something else, something to do with her. Joey stirred from his shocked study of her face as Kat tapped him gently on the arm.
"The rest, Joey, you have to..."
Joey nodded, and handed her his car remote access fob.
"Aunt Kat, ask the girls to go across town, get some pizza, anything, they can't be here, not for this, please?"
Caitlin nodded in agreement, and opened the door to the den, calling Moira over. Joey heard the girls squeal, knowing how thrilled they'd be to be seen driving and posing in his Bentley, and Kat led them both out to the family room again, where Frank, Roisian, and Robbie and Casey waited.
Luna looked at him in trepidation, unconsciously holding Joe closer; she could sense there was more to come, and she was unsure if she could take it. When the girls clattered out, and the muted throb of the Bentley's engine sounded, Kat opened the door wide, and ushered them out into the circle of family waiting for them. Luna scanned each face minutely, especially that of...her grandmother? The handsome older woman was almost the spitting image of Caitlin, just a few years down the line, and Luna realized she was, indeed, in the presence of family, unsettling as that was.
As she thought that, her eyes fell on Frank, and suddenly his resemblance to Joey struck her like a thunderbolt; how could this be? If Caitlin was his aunt, why did he look like her husband?
"Joey, I thought Caitlin was your aunt, I thought she was your mom's sister!" she whispered, and Joey nodded. "She is..."
Luna's eyes narrowed in puzzlement.
"Then why do you look like her husband? He looks just like Miss Sarah, is he her brother? If he is, does that mean...Oh my God, Caitlin's his sister isn't she? He's with his sister too? And they have children? Oh my Christ, you're all the same, all of you, what kind of people are you? I have to go, I...I can't stay here, not like ...first Robbie and Casey, now Frank and Caitlin, who else, Joey, what else is going on around here?"
Joey looked helplessly at Kat, who sighed and nodded.
"Tell her Joey, you have to, she has a right to know!"
Joey tried to take her hand, but Luna shrank away from him, her eyes wide and horrified.
"Tell me what, what do I need to know? Who are you, Joey, are you Frank's son, is that what you didn't want those girls to hear? But he's already with his sister, and Miss Sarah's his sister, and she's your mother..." She trailed off, an expression of horrified disgust sweeping across her face, twisting her mouth with distaste.
"Oh my God, your mom and...her brother too? What...how...oh dear God, Joey, who else, tell me!"
Joey looked at Sarah, lost for words, but Sarah stared at him, her expression flinty, all her fears coming to fruition as their family secrets tumbled out of their carefully tended hiding places. Kat reached out and touched his arm, her eyes filled with love and compassion, but her features set firm.
"Tell her, baby, please, you have to..." she murmured.
Luna looked almost fearfully at Joey as he gazed back, for once in his life completely at a loss.
"Baby, I'm not Uncle Frank's son, but I am Miss Sarah's son. She was in school with my...my father, my real father, stuff happened, some bad stuff, and she got pregnant. Robbie and I are like brothers because we really are brothers; his daddy is my real daddy...and yours, and Casey's too. I'm sorry baby, I didn't know about you, how could I...?"
Luna's eyes widened in shock and horror, words tumbling out of her as she struggled to find some balance.
"Your uncle and his sister, your brother and his sister, now I'm your sister, and you want to...to...oh dear God in Heaven, what have you done to me? This is all so wrong, everything about this is wrong, and no-one cares, you all think it's fine, and now I'm part of this...this...with my own brother..."
Luna stared at Joey in thin-lipped shock; Joey was... he was Steve Dolan's son too, he was...her brother, and the things they'd done, the promises they'd made, all ashes, all less than nothing, because he was her brother. He'd taken her heart, he'd made her love him, and that beautiful, wonderful boy, who should have been her son, and now he was gone, too, the dream as trampled and soiled as her heart. Now her heart was a crushed and blackened ruin, forever sullied because of what she'd done, and yet...and yet...
She trembled as conflicting emotions battled inside her; part of her wanted to believe this was all some weird hallucination, and it would somehow all suddenly melt away, while another part of her was revolted to its very core, memories of what she and Joey...her...brother, had done echoing and trampling around inside her; and yet another part of her wanted to say that it didn't matter, that she still loved him, that she wanted him, and their son, and it all be perfect again and not the nightmare it had all become...
As she wavered, Roisian stepped forward, and gently took Joe from her, passing him to Kat, and reaching out to her, her expression compassionate.
"Luna, as soon as I saw you I knew, I have another granddaughter, and she's a beautiful, smart girl. Please, honey, sit down, let me explain. I know this is a lot to take in, but we're not monsters, just family, and you're my family, you're my granddaughter, and I wouldn't do anything in the world to hurt you, I swear!"
She made to embrace her, but Luna leaned away from her, her expression anything but understanding.
"If you want to help me, get me away from this...all this..whatever 'this' is!" she grated through clenched teeth, "All you people...perverts, oh my God..." she trailed off, holding her hands to her face to shut out the sight of all those deviants staring at her. Roisian looked helplessly at Sarah, who nodded, and so Roisian gently led the trembling girl to her car, and drove away.
*
CHAPTER 4: And you will know the truth; and the truth will set you free - John 8:32
Joey watched, paralyzed, as his grandmother drove away, his hands clenching and unclenching by his sides as his world collapsed. Now he felt the truth of Sarah's words; even if he hadn't known that Dolan was her father, he'd still kept the truth from Luna; he hadn't been honest with her, and now she'd found out, in the worst possible way, and she was gone.
Casey and Robbie sat in silence; Casey's head was whirling, but underneath it pulsed deep concern and fear for her big brother, the fear she'd thought she could finally put aside. Luna was Steve Dolan's daughter, which meant she was...she was her little sister, and even worse, she was Joey's little sister too; how the fuck did this all happen, and more to the point, how the fuck were they supposed to make it come right again?
Sarah took Joey's arm and turned him to face her, alarm bubbling inside her as she saw that apathy and deadness slowly building again; he was sliding back already; Luna had been his hold on reality and normality, a promise of a return to a life of happiness, and now...
He looked into her eyes, pain and guilt welling-up in his own eyes.
"You were right, Ma, I should have told her back in Springfield. I should have let her know who we were...who I was, before I ever...now she's gone. What do I do, Ma?"
"You go find her, meathead, that's what you do!" rumbled Robbie's voice in his ear. "Anyone can see she's crazy about you, and she should be here; she's one of us, too, so what are you waiting for?"
Joey glanced at Casey, who nodded in agreement.
"Go to her, baby," said Casey, "Robbie's right, go find her, and tell her everything; she has to know it all. It's your only chance to make this right. Just trust her, baby, she needs you too, and you need to be there to remind her of that!"
Joey looked at Sarah, and she slowly nodded.
"Go find her, baby; go find her, talk to her, and bring her back to her family. You have to make this right with her; you have to make her see who you are. She did once; make her see you again."
Just then the twins came in carrying pizzas, making their usual amount of noise and fuss, and stopped dead, sensing immediately that something was wrong, their eyes tracking from their mother, to Sarah, to Joey and back again.
"What, what'd we miss?" asked Morag, her sister a split second behind her.
"Not now, babies, later," stated Robbie. "Joey's got to leave, keys, please."
The girls silently handed Joey his key fob, exchanging a long glance and a quick burst of muttered 'twin', the gibberish that only they understood, but saying nothing more as Joey hugged little Joe and strode from the room. A moment later, the throb of his car engine rumbled through the house, and then he, too, was gone.
*
When he arrived back at Daly City, after a frustrating, seemingly endless tussle with the Saturday traffic in downtown Sunnyvale, the house was silent; there was no sign of Luna, no sense of her presence, and, a sudden foreboding gripping him, he checked in the bedroom; her closet was empty, and her flight bags were gone; she really was gone. Joey tried ringing her cell, but it just rang-out, and ringing his grandmother's cell was equally fruitless. He didn't know what else to do; there seemed nothing he could do, and so he sat, while the afternoon light dimmed and evening shade closed in.
The light slowly faded, twilight shrouding him, and still he sat, immobile, endlessly replaying what he'd done, trying to work out a way to undo it all, to have it not happen, to give himself a chance to do it over, and do it right, and then came the thing he wanted hear most of all: keys in the lock, and the front door opening. He looked up in wild hope as footsteps sounded in the hall, and then the door swung open, but it was only his grandmother, and she was alone.
"Gramma, where...?" he began, but she shook her head.
"Baby, I'm sorry, I couldn't get her to stay; she had to leave, so I took her to the airport. She's gone home, baby, I tried to convince her to stay, I'm sorry..."
"What do I do, Gramma, if she's gone..?" he choked.
The look Joey turned on her melted her heart; all she wanted to do was to hold him, comfort him, tell him it was all going to be okay again; instead she did the only thing she could think of to wipe that lost, hopeless look from his face and shake those tears from his eyes. In two steps she was at his side, her hand reaching out to grasp his ear and haul his face up to hers.
"What do you do, Joseph Anderson? You get off your ass and you go get her, that's what you do! Do you think your granddaddy Martin would have sat around moping for one instant over something like this? No, he wouldn't. He'd get off his ass and fix it! I hope he's not watching you now; a fine spectacle you're making of yourself! I loved your granddaddy; he was the best man I knew, and I had to smile and look happy when he married someone else, because he loved her more than he could ever love me. He was true to his heart; now you have to be true to yours. You've got to fix this, and fix it now; I just hope you have one hundredth of the backbone he did, because you're all I have left of him. Don't you dare let him down!"
Joey looked at her in shock; she'd never spoken to him like that before, and it jarred him deeply.



"Gramma, I didn't..." he began, to have her cut him short.
"You lied to her Joey; oh, you didn't flat out tell her a bunch of whoppers, but you left out really important stuff, things she was entitled to know; you lied by omission, and that's just the same as telling her a big, fat lie to her face! Add that to all the other shocks she had to face today, it's no wonder she ran! If you love Luna, you'll go find her, and you'll tell her everything, everything, you hear me? When you're done, you get down on your knees and you apologize to her for doing what you did, and you beg her forgiveness!"
Roisian smiled grimly and fixed him with her gaze.
"She's a good girl, and you hurt her really badly, so now you go find her, you let her say her piece while you keep your lip zipped, and when she's done, you apologize, properly; the worst thing you can do with an apology is ruin it with an excuse, and you have none anyway, so don't you go making up any! This is your mess; baby, go clean it up! Now git!"
Joey nodded mutely, astonished by her vehemence, her words outlining that acid core of guilt in him; she was right; he'd done this, now he had to fix it. He rushed upstairs and hurriedly stuffed clothes into a flight bag, and came downstairs to find his grandmother still there. She nodded at the door as he came into the room.
"You're staying with me tonight, Joey; I'll take you to the airport in the morning, so leave your car in Robbie's parking garage. Move it!"
*
The following morning, Joey waited for his flight, more dead than alive; he'd tossed and turned all night long, unable to sleep, replaying the previous day over and over again. Now he sat uncomfortably in the airport lounge while he waited for his flight, his eyes gritty from lack of sleep, and his brain fogged with fatigue.
Roisian waited with him, not allowing herself to show any of the pain and sorrow she felt for him; right now she needed him to focus on getting on that plane and bringing his girl home again, not sitting alone in his empty house and brooding.
Joey was in a world of his own, guilt and loss ricocheting around inside him, when a tap on his shoulder startled him out of his reverie. He looked up to see Casey standing there, Joe against her chest in his baby-carrier, and a baby-bag slung over her shoulder. She smiled at him as she slipped the harness and handed him his son, and slid the bag onto the seat next to him.
"I can't get him to settle, Joey," she grinned, "he misses his momma, so he's going home with you!"
With that, she kissed him on the cheek and stepped back, ruffling the little boy's hair. Joey glanced sideways at his grandmother's smile, realization blooming inside him; somehow she'd known Joe needed to go with him, and now here he was.
The flight home was uneventful, the plane touching down in Springfield exactly on time. As Joey walked through the 'Arrivals' gate into the main circulating area, he wasn't at all surprised to see Jonah waiting for him. Joey felt a burst of trepidation even as he steeled himself for what promised to be a very uncomfortable meeting with the man who was the nearest thing Luna had to a father. Jonah merely skinned his teeth in his version of a smile, and took Joey's flight bag.
They drove in silence to the Hollister farm, Joey fidgeting constantly, alight with a combination of excitement at seeing her again and dread that she'd reject him finally, utterly, and completely. The little boy picked up on his father's unease and seemed as agitated as Joey the entire time. They reached the farm and pulled into the yard, but Joey sat immobile, too keyed-up to move. It was only when Jonah clapped him on the shoulder that he climbed out of the truck and squared his shoulders.
"Jonah...Sir, I...I mean, Luna and I, well, we..." he stammered, while Jonah waited, his face impassive as Joey tried to find a way to tell him what had happened between the two of them.
"It's okay, son, I know, Luna told me everything; I guess I should'a seen this comin' too. I knowed she was that man's daughter, but I guess with him not knowin' 'bout her she'd be safe, so I never tole her neither; what she didn't know, she couldn't let slip. I guess it woulda come out one day. These things are hard to keep hidden in a place like Springfield, but I thought with him gone, it didn't matter no more; guess we was both wrong. "
He hefted Joey's flight-bag, and ruffled little Joe's hair lightly.
"Looks like his momma, don't he? Luna's inside, son; you go tell her what she needs to hear. Sarah and Miss Rosie told me what happened, and you were both wrong, just like I was; she shouldn't 'a' gone runnin' off like that, but I guess I don't blame her none. Now she's up in there, and it's your move, boy."
Joey nodded and slipped the straps of the baby-carrier, intending to carry Joe inside, but Jonah gently took the little boy from him.
"I reckon there might be some hard words said, and he don't need to hear or see that; you go on up; I'll bring him up in a while. You go on now, do what's gotta be done!"
Joey walked up the steps, the slight creak of each step sounding like a gunshot in his heightened state of agitation, pulled the screen-door open, and hesitated, turning back to look once more at his son in Jonah's arms.
"You know you gotta do this, boy," he said quietly, but Joey heard him clearly. He drew a deep breath and stepped into the house. There was no sound, nothing to hint she was here, but he could feel her presence beating against his consciousness, and so he did the only thing he could.
"Luna?" he called, "baby, it's me, please, I...I need to say something to you, please baby, don't do this!"
For long seconds there was utter silence, then came the sound of light footsteps on the stairs, and the sense of her presence intensified. He looked up and his heart slammed against his ribcage at the expression of loss, of deep hurt and deeper betrayal on her face, sorrows he'd put there, after solemnly promising he'd never hurt her or make her cry...
"Why did you come here, Joey?" she asked, her lip trembling, "haven't you done enough? You let me fall in love with you, but you were never straight with me, were you? You hid all those...things; you didn't trust me enough to tell me what was going on, and I found out who I am the worst way I could! Haven't you and your family done enough already?"
Joey paled as he saw how deeply she'd been hurt, but now he had to tell her how he felt, to apologize to her face, and then, if she still rejected him, at least he'd know, and he could leave, because there'd be nothing else to say, and nothing here for him anymore. Luna looked down at him, and his heart sank at the set, angry expression on her face. She looked away, and then spoke again, her voice low and expressionless, but there was still that quaver that said she was trying not to cry.
"Joey, why did you come here? You shouldn't have; just go, please!"
Joey shook his head slowly.
"Please Luna, I wasn't trying to deceive you, honest! I thought I'd kind of break it to you in bits, but I was wrong, that's all I can say; I was wrong, and I'm sorry. I should have been straight with you from the beginning, and I wasn't, and for that I apologize most sincerely; if you give me another chance, it will never happen again, I swear to God. Please, won't you come down so we can talk?"
Luna stared at him for an uncomfortably long moment, then nodded curtly for him to precede her as she glided down the stairs; even in his turmoil of guilt and impending loss, Joey found time to marvel at her lithe grace as she descended the stairs. Once they were in the sitting room, she watched where he sat, then sat as far from him as she could, an action that wasn't lost on him; he was losing her, and now, now was the most difficult part...
"So what else did you need to tell me, Joey? she asked, her voice flat, and her face set and emotionless, but even Joey could see it was only with an effort she could speak to him at all...
"Please, tell me, what more is there to say about your family? Our brother is shacked-up with our sister, and they have two kids, your aunt and her brother are shacked up, also with kids, and you want me to do that with you; have you no shame? I'm your sister, dammit, we've already done stuff no brother and sister should be doing, and why? Because you're not supposed to want to do those things with your sister, it's wrong, it's sinful, and immoral, and illegal, just in case you forgot! But none of that seems to matter to your family, they just carry on regardless! I thought that kind of stuff only happened in Deliverance world, or the backwoods somewhere down south, but no, right out there in the open, in California, no less, blatant as can be, so you tell me, Joey Anderson, what more is there to say?"
Joey swallowed nervously; she was so mad at him; no-one had ever lost it with him like this before, but then he'd never done anything like this before either. Then his mother's words came to him, something she'd been telling him and Robbie all their lives.
"Joey, whatever you do in this life, you have to face up to the consequences of your actions; the man in you faces his troubles, and he takes what comes. That's what a man is, this is what your daddy wanted you to know, and how he wanted you to live your life. Be a man, Joey, just a man, that's all you have to be, because you can't be anything else."
With that thought echoing in his head, he squared his shoulders, and plowed on.
"Luna, I didn't know who your father was, I swear; I just fell in love with you, with Luna Hollister. Robbie and Casey, they love you too, and now they know they have a little sister, all they're going to want for you is that you be happy. That's all I want for you too. Baby, I didn't tell you everything at once because I didn't know how you'd take it. I see now that I was wrong, that I should have trusted you more, and all I can say is I'm sorry; I never meant to hurt you, or drive you away; all I want is for you to come back to me, and that's the truth. After what you heard at Aunt Kat's place you have every right to be angry and confused, but none of that makes any difference to me, it doesn't change the way I feel about you, not one iota, and that's God's honest truth!"
Luna stared at him, her heart breaking at the look on his face, the loss and longing she was feeling herself, but this couldn't be, it just couldn't! She steeled herself for what she was going say, because there was no other way to go with this.
"Joey, you can't feel that way about me; I'm your sister, didn't you hear what I just said? Didn't you hear your aunt tell me who my father was? He's your father too; no matter what we did before, we're brother and sister; nothing can change that!"
Joey's face was a mask, his heart in his eyes, and much as she wanted to run to him, to hold him and take away that pain inside him, that one fact held her in place; what they wanted was wrong, it was against the law, it went against some of the most fundamental beliefs of her faith, and there was nothing they could do to change that.
The sound of Jonah clearing his throat made her whirl around, her hands flying to her mouth as young Joe grinned and wriggled in his arms as he reached for her. Tears spilled from her eyes to run unnoticed down her cheeks as the little boy gurgled and tried to reach her, his little face creasing with worry when he saw her crying. She spun around to glare at Joey, her heart hammering in her chest.
"Why did you bring him here? That was a dirty..." she gritted, her teeth clenched to prevent her fury erupting, but Joey cut her short.
"I brought him because he's our boy now, not just mine; he wants his momma; he wants you...and so do I. I love you, Luna Hollister. I have from the first moment I saw you. I love you now, and I will always love you. Please, come be part of us, we need you, Joe needs you, we both love you; none of this has to matter, not if we don't let it; we can work this out."
Luna wrung her hands in despair; she wanted so much to do just what he said, to take Joe and hold him, love him, be his mother, but that thing would always be there, that one fact that couldn't be denied; Joey was her brother, and it went against every law and every moral code there was; incest was incest, and they'd already crossed that line, albeit unknowingly; now she knew, how could she pretend it wasn't there, that it didn't matter?
Jonah stepped between them and silently held the little boy out to her. Luna glared at him, in an agony of indecision, and then, with a soft cry somewhere between joy and anguish, snatched the child from him and held him close, murmuring and kissing him, while Joe crowed with laughter as he once more held and tugged her glorious copper hair. When she surfaced, Jonah led her back to the couch and sat her down, where she waited, her arms wrapped around the little boy, stroking his hair as she looked from Jonah to Joey, to Jonah again. He sat in his chair and reached for his pipe, and put it back in his overall bib pocket with a sigh when she glared at him.
"So what do I do now, Jonah?" she asked, her tone challenging, still spoiling for a fight.
Jonah leaned forward, to fix her with his gaze.
"You do what you were fixin' do originally, what you left here to do, no wait..." he held up his hand, "lemme finish. It don't matter about you and Joey, and who your daddy is, and what happened all that time ago; that was then, this is now; hell, you lift the skin on near-on everyone in Laroque County and they's kin to one or t'other of you underneath; what happens between you is between you, and the fact you' all are related don't mean nothin' much; most folk in this town are damn' near that close kin to you, and they all got their stories too; it don't mean they go blabbin' them all over town. Remember, some things belong to the family, and they ain't for other folks' ears; remember that, and you'll be fine. Think on this: your momma's friend, Myra, she got a daughter 'bout your age, right? Young Emily, works in the Stop'n'Shop."
Luna nodded, her anger derailed as she wondered where he was going with this.
"Well, Myra and her big brother, Blaine, they were real close, and she was real broken-up when he went to the Gulf. Boy got his-self killed in Oman, car-bomb, never even got to the fightin' in Kuwait, a real shame, he was a nice kid, and a good soldier. Eight months after he was deployed, young Emily was born, and it didn't take too long for folks to put two and two together. But it don't matter to the folks in town; they don't hold it against young Emily for what her momma did, and Myra, well, she been alone and grieving ever since, and the town respects her loss, and they don't trouble her none with gossip and talk. "
Luna stared at him, then glanced at Joey.
"So what's your point?" she asked, anger still boiling just below the surface.
Jonah grinned at her as he took his pipe out and pointed at her with the stem.
"My point is, these things sort themselves out; there ain't no need to go lookin' for the big picture. The little picture's usually what you need to keep your eyes on. You go, Lu-Lu, you be a momma to this little boy here. I ain't got no children I know of, so right now this is the closest I got to a grandson; he needs you, so you look after him, y'hear me?"
Luna looked rebellious, her eyes flashing even as she held her voice down so as to not spook little Joe.
"Uncle Jonah, you knew about Joey all along, didn't you? " she gritted. "You knew who his father was; you knew he was my half-brother, you bastard, and you didn't say anything, you just let me... why the hell did you let this happen?"
Jonah nodded slowly.
"Okay, mebbe I deserved that, but I had my reasons too; I said nothing because there warn't nothin' to say or do; way I see it, who your daddy is don't mean that's who you are, and it don't matter anyway; he's dead and gone, all them things he did, they're gone with him. I know what he did to his daughter, things like that don't stay secret in a place like Springfield, and what he tried to do in that church; Miss Sarah told me what happened to him in prison; his daddy destroyed my family, and he destroyed his own, and now he's dead 'cause of it; it just seemed to me that I should let the dead bury the dead; what else should I have done?"
He jabbed his pipe-stem at her for emphasis.
"Way I see it, young Joey here's Miss Sarah's boy, you're my baby sister's girl, that makes you good folks from where I sit, no matter who your daddy is; Steve Dolan was an accident in your momma's lives, nothin' more; it don't mean he gets to rule yours, neither. Rakin'up the past wasn't going' to solve nothin', I could see how you were with each other, you were both so happy, and I didn't see any reason to go spoilin' that for you, so I kept shut; sometimes the best thing to say is nothin' at all."
Something else seemed to be on her mind.
"Was it Dolan my mom was afraid of? Why? Did he even know or care about me?"
Jonah took his pipe out again, staring wistfully at it, before setting it down on his lap.
"Me and Miss Sarah, we go back a long way, you know that. She's never kept secrets from me, and she told me about Joey, about what that man did to her. He came round one time, blusterin' and actin' all that, threatenin' to take Joey away from her, which was the kind of stupid you could only get from that family. Anyway, young Frank kicked his ass for him, sent him to the Emergency Room! Word got out about what he'd threatened Miss Sarah with, and your momma was afraid he'd do the same to her when he found out she was pregnant, so she left."
He grinned suddenly.
"I sure wish I'd seen young Frank kick that smug sumbitch's ass, it might 'a' helped make up for what his family did to us..."
At Luna's enquiring look, he sighed, once more fiddling with his pipe.
"I guess you're old enough now to know the whole story; it aint pretty..."
Luna settled Joe more comfortably on her lap, one arm around him, and her free hand somehow in Joey's as she waited, fascinated, to hear what Jonah had to say.
"Back when the three of us was just kids, mebbe six, seven years old or so, and Laurie was still just a baby, my daddy worked at the Dolan's tire re-molding plant in Monte Vista; he was a press-operator, been there since he come back from Vietnam, and momma worked in the office, processing the orders; that's where they met. She was real pretty. You've seen pictures of Laurie when she was young, how pretty she was? Well, momma was even prettier."
He stared into the distance, his eyes hooded and his voice deeper, softer.
"Daddy had an accident, a stack of old tractor tires fell on him, crushed his pelvis pretty bad, and that was the end of his job; Dolan's just let him go, with no compensation, and they took no blame; their lawyers tried to make him sign papers in his hospital bed, stuff about how he was at fault and absolving the company and the plant of any blame. When his insurance ran out, they brought him home from the hospital and he was stuck in that front bedroom. We didn't have enough money for no wheelchair or anythin' like that, and VA welfare people never replied to momma's letters askin' for help; likely never even got them, seein' as the Postmaster then was one of Dolan's kin, so momma had to keep workin' at the plant."
He paused, looking at his pipe, then slid it regretfully back into his pocket.
"Round about then Steve Dolan's old man, Jerry, started sniffin' around momma; he wouldn't leave her be; he used to come here and be puttin' his hands all over her, knowing daddy couldn't do nothin' about it; if daddy'd been on his feet, Jerry Dolan would've been one dead sonuvabitch!"
Jonah looked pensively out the window, then resumed his story.



"Dolan started comin' around near on every night; he'd haul momma into that big black Cadillac of his, it didn't matter one little bit that she didn't want to go; him and his dogshit sheriff buddy, they just drug her into that car and they'd be gone half the night. They'd bring her home all mussed-up, clothes hangin' in rags on her, sometimes she'd have bruises on her face, or a split lip, smelling of booze and what-all they'd been doin' to her, you know what I'm talkin' about. They'd just dump her on the porch and drive off hootin' and hollerin', drunk as shit and twice as ugly."
He paused to take a deep breath, and both Luna and Joey could tell the story was affecting him deeply.
"I guess it was only a matter of time afore they got tired of her; by then she was pregnant, so they were done with her anyway. I think it was that more'n anythin' else that killed my daddy; that those sumbitches had come into his house and taken his wife whenever they wanted, used her, knocked her up, and threw her aside, and there warn't nothin' he could do about it, not a damned thing. When momma told him she was havin' a baby,that was the last straw; he just turned away, and next day he was gone. They killed my daddy; they broke his heart, and they killed him. That was when the three of us swore we'd find a way to make them whoresons pay. When the baby was born, we knew right away whose daughter she was; there was no mistakin' that hair and those eyes; she was Jerry Dolan's daughter, your momma, Lu-Lu."
He paused again, his eyes far away.
"Momma never really recovered from what they done to her; she wouldn't go into town no more. She didn't want the town to know her shame, what had been done to her. One day, when Jodie was just about six years old, momma took daddy's old twelve-gauge up into the pasture, stuck the barrel up under her chin and pulled both triggers."
He sighed, his eyes bright and far away.
"We was only fourteen, and Laurie was about eight, so your aunt Stella came up and stayed with us during the week, and Miss Mary Donnelly looked after us on the weekends so's child services couldn't split us up. When we hit eighteen, we enlisted in the Marine Corps, just like our daddy had back in the sixties; didn't seem much else to do; momma and daddy was gone, old man Dolan was dead from the booze, the girls was livin' pretty much permanent with Miss Mary in town, so we upped and enlisted. That's what happened to our family, and that's why Jethro and Jeremiah, especially Jeremiah, are the way they are."
Luna stared at him in shock. The news of what her grandfather was, and what he'd done to her family affected her deeply; and then the man who'd fathered her, he'd taken his own sister...did he know?
"Jonah, did he know, did Steve Dolan know mom was his sister?" she asked, dreading the answer, but needing to know.
"I don't think so," replied Jonah, once more examining his pipe, "but if he did, I don't think it would have stopped him; his dogshit daddy always gave him what he wanted, taught him he was better'n the rest of us, so when he wanted something, he just up and took it; he done that to Miss Sarah, and he done it to your momma; more'n likely he did it to others, too."
Jonah looked pensive for a moment.
"You got lucky, Lu-Lu. You got the blood from Steve's momma, your grandma, Miss Rosie, a truer lady never walked this earth, and Joey, he got all the best parts of his granddaddy, Mister Martin, plus everythin' Miss Sarah and his grandma, Miss Colleen, could give him too, God rest her soul. I always knew why young Frank left in such a hurry, and took Caitlin with him; she was his half-sister, and Miss Sarah knew that after what Frank did to that worthless sack of shit they'd be lookin' for evens any way they could, prolly through her and Joey, so she worked out a way for them to be safe, but they had to leave."
He grinned at the memory.
"With Frank and Caitlin gone, and me and Jethro and Jerry lookin' out for Miss Sarah, plus all them Hennessey and Moran boys over in Lucerne County just lookin' for a chance to shove Steve Dolan's head down in the privy and leave him there, and the Donnelly boys right there in town, Dolan and his buddies weren't gonna go troublin' Miss Sarah none, you better believe it! Young Caitlin was pretty as the day is bright, a real looker, and I don't blame Frank in the slightest; she's the picture of her Aunt Rosie, your grandma, and she got everythin' the Moran blood could give her, too; her daddy was your grandma's big brother, Miss Sarah's step-daddy, he was a fine man, and he taught young Frank and Caitlin well; with him and Caitlin on your side you got everythin' you need. I seen the pictures of them two girls of hers, and damn, they look like you! You come from good blood, girl, always remember that."
He grinned at Luna, and put his unlit pipe in his mouth, sucking reflectively on the stem.
"When I come home to look after you, I was also lookin' to even the score with that sumbitch, but much as I wanted to drag his ass out into the scrub country and stick him on a spike for the buzzards, I couldn't do it; he was your daddy; in a way, and it made me sick to even say it to myself, he was family, too, whether you knew it or not, so I let him live; he knew he was your daddy; he had to; you look exactly like Miss Rosie; he may have thought he was slicker'n frog-shit, but he knew one thing for sure: one word out of place, one wrong look, and he was gonna die, so he kept his distance."
He grinned, and now it was that skinning of his teeth again, not the relaxed smile he'd let slip when his guard was down.
"Funny thing, though; 'bout six months ago, you remember when Jerry and Jethro come back on leave? They took off almost right away on a huntin' trip up El Chaco way; my cousin Gabe Mason's got a sheep ranch out that way, and he had a coyote problem, and they said they was going out there to help out. Seems like Sheriff Dolan and that dirtbag mayor took off too 'round about then; mebbe they was funny for each other and decided to elope, who knows? Thing is, they ain't been seen since, and nary a soul in town knows anythin' about where they gone or if they coming back. Your cousin used to be deputy, Joey, now he's actin' sheriff until that fat turd shows up again; Logan Hennessey's a good man. He's fair and got smarts, just what this town needs."
His grin was wolfish, and Joey suppressed a shudder as he looked into Jonah's chill, expressionless eyes and saw only merciless satisfaction, and he suddenly understood; the Hollister brothers had finally had their justice.
Jonah absently put his unlit pipe back in his mouth and chewed on the stem.
"So now you know; it kinda makes you think, don't it? Both our families have been through too much to have somethin' like this here situation make too much difference; all that matters now is how you feel about each other. I seen the way you look at him, girl. I hear what you sayin', and your eyes say somethin' else. Life's too short to worry about what other folk say, or think, or what you think they want from you; question is, what do you want?"
Luna studied his expression, then looked down to where her hand was still twined in Joey's, then up to his face, her gaze penetrating as she looked deep into his eyes. As she stared into his eyes, a slight frown creased her forehead, and Joey's face fell, but when he tried to disengage his hand from hers, she tightened her grip, making him glance at her in surprise.
"Can we do this, Joey? Can we really make this work?"she murmured, her voice low and hesitant, but she smiled back when he smiled at her.
"Yes we can, I know we can; Robbie and Casey found a way, and so did Uncle Frank and Aunt Kat; they wanted it to work, and they made it so, and they're happy; we can be happy too. All we need is a chance!"
Luna released his hand, to stroke her fingertips across his cheek.
"I think we can do that, but...no more secrets, no more hiding things; everything we've got, we share, you understand, Joey Anderson? No walls between us, nothin's gonna be left out; that's how it has to be, that's the only way it can work, got that?"
Joey nodded happily.
"No more secrets, baby, cross my heart!"
Luna grinned happily, jigging the little boy in her lap and making him giggle too, then a sudden thought occurred, wiping the smile from her face.
"Uncle Jonah, what about Jethro and Jerry? They know, too, don't they? They know who I am, and who Joey is, what if they...?"
Jonah smiled happily, the first time that day Joey had seen him actually smile properly, his pipe-stem clenched between his teeth.
"You leave them two idjits to me, don't you worry!" he said, his eyes dancing. "They may be Gunnies, but I'm a Staff Sergeant, and I don't got to take any shit from either one of them; they know when to keep their fat mouths shut!"
He stood up, and made as if to go to the drinks cabinet, but stopped at Luna's sudden frown.
"Don't you dare, not again!" she gritted, and Jonah grinned resignedly; instead, he held up Joe's carry harness.
"I reckon you two got some other stuff you need to say, so I'll just take this young feller into town; I told Miss Mary he was here, and she wants to see him; she and her girls used to babysit Joey; now she wants to meet her newest nephew, so if you got no objections...?"
Joey and Luna glanced at each other and grinned, then both shook their heads, so Jonah took the little boy from them.
"I got one of Laurie's baby-carriers in the truck; I reckon he'll be safe enough in that, so you two go say what you got to say, and we'll be back whenever Miss Mary lets him go. Go on, now, I got this."
Joey and Luna watched as Jonah strapped the boy into the carrier. He glanced up and grinned at them.
"What, you-all think I didn't know how to do this? I done this enough times for Joey when he was no bigger; I told you, I got this. See you later, and you, girl, you have that ring back on your finger when I get back, you hear me?"
*
Joey and Luna watched from the porch as Jonah's truck drove out of the gate and turned to follow the two-lane blacktop back to the turnpike. As he turned out of the gate, he waved once, and he was gone, the sound of the old V8 slowly dying away. Luna turned to Joey and took his hand.
"Let's go inside. Jonah was right; we do still have some things left to say. "
Joey gratefully took her hand and let her lead him back indoors, to sit together on the couch. Joey grinned at her, and gestured for her to begin. The corners of her lips quirked up for a second, then her expression settled once again into an almost mask-like stillness, no hint of emotion or animation showing.
"Joey, even after all that happened, and everything Jonah said, I do love you, and I do believe you love me too, and I think we can make this work; like you say, Frank and Kat, and Robbie and Casey all managed it; we can too. There's just one more thing I need to say..."
Joey looked at her quizzically, a half smile on his face, and that was when she slapped him so hard he actually saw stars.
"Don't you ever lie to me again, 'bout nothin', y'all hear me, Joe Anderson?" she gritted, her eyes flashing green fire, her accent once more that Southern drawl of her childhood, only now there was nothing warm, or laid-back, or languid about it; now her words were diamond-edged, clipped and terse. Joey said nothing, still too shocked to speak, but he could tell she was mad as hell; with good cause, he was honest enough to admit to himself, and, in his moment of self-examination, he agreed that he'd deserved that teeth-rattling slap; if that was all she wanted from him, then he'd gotten-off lightly for what he'd done; in truth, he'd expected a lot more, and worse.
Even in the extremity of her anger, her face flushed and her eyes slitted, all he could really focus on was just how stunning she was, and just how much he wanted her. Luna stared defiantly at him, her face set and expressionless, her eyes boring into his like emerald drill-bits.
"That was the first and only time I will ever raise my hand to you, Joseph Anderson, and that's a promise. Whatever we do, everythin' we do, it comes with a price. You hurt me, you lied to me, and you paid the price; I do forgive you, Joey Anderson, and I mean that with all my heart. Folks say 'I will forgive, but I will never forget' but that's just the same as saying 'I won't ever forgive', and I can't do that, not to you, because you're part of me now; I have forgiven you for lyin' to me, and forgotten it ever happened, it's gone, it never happened, and we go on from here."
She took his hand and once more held his gaze with her drill-bit stare.
"Just you remember this, Joseph Anderson; from now on, we don't hold nothin' back, no matter how hurtful or scary, you understand? You tell me everythin', you be honest with me, and I'll be the same with, you got that?"
Joey nodded, almost trembling with relief as the tension drained out of him. His smile was tentative, and his heart leaped as she returned it, her sunny, placid self once more, and her eyes twinkled mischievously.
"Well don't just sit there with your mouth hanging open, kiss me, you idjit!" she grinned, and suddenly she was in his arms, her lips glued to his as all his fears and apprehension melted away; she was back, she'd come back!
After what seemed like hours, Luna broke their kiss, her fingertips gently skittering across the red mark on his cheek. Joey looked in her eyes and she flushed guiltily.
"I'm sorry, baby, I didn't mean to slap you so hard..." she murmured, but Joey just grinned as he worked his jaw.
"Wow, you got some right on you, girl!" he quipped, grinning widely as her flush deepened.
"Hey, it's okay, baby, I'm joking, really!" he grinned, "I played football for ten years; I've been hit a lot harder, believe me!"
Luna looked unconvinced, but couldn't help smiling back.
"Tell you what, Joey, why don't I make it up to you with a tour of my home?" she smiled artlessly, Joey grinning back as once again she arched her eyebrow at him, exactly the same mannerism as all the women in his family; his sister, his aunt, his grandmother, and his two spitfire cousins; of course, now he knew why...
"Well, I dunno," he hedged, "you might take the notion to attack me again, I mean, I'm feeling a little vulnerable right now...!"
Luna grinned and stood up, holding out her hand to him and leading him up the stairs.
"I thought we were having a tour?" he enquired innocently, but Luna just smiled slyly and pushed open the first door they came to on the landing.
"So here we have my bedroom; as you can see, it's decorated in early American Tasteless, but I like it. Shall we go in?"
Joey needed no further encouragement, closing the door firmly behind him and clicking the lock.
"Just so we're not disturbed..." he murmured, his jeans tightening at her sudden, inviting smile.
"So what shall we do next, Joey?" she asked innocently, and Joey grinned at the surprised squeak as he pulled her closer and clamped his hands on her taut little butt.
"I was thinking of maybe catching-up a little, what do you say, Miss Luna Hollister?"
Luna smiled as he pulled her a little closer to kiss her, and squeaked in surprise once more as he suddenly hoisted her up, carrying her as their lips met. Luna smiled against his lips as she wrapped her arms around his neck.
Joey carried her over to the armchair and sat down with her on his lap, holding her against him with one arm around her waist. They kissed, gently at first, but with increasing heat, her hands on his face, holding him to her while his free hand caressed her waist, her thigh, before cupping her breast, gently rubbing and squeezing her erect nipple through the material of her top.
Luna moaned softly, her lips suddenly more intense on his, her fingers twining more deeply in his hair. She squirmed on his lap, pushing her breast harder against his cupping hand, until she couldn't take it any more. Luna broke their kiss to gaze deeply into his eyes, and Joey read aright the need in her eyes, his hands tugging her tee out of her jeans and up over her head.
Luna, in turn, slid to her knees, kissing Joey as he dipped his head down while she fumbled open the fly of his jeans, before reaching inside and pulling his erect cock into the open. Joey groaned as she slowly squeezed him, and then gasped softly as her soft, warm lips slipped over the tip of his penis, the heat of her mouth exquisitely, agonizingly sweet as she slowly took him all the way into her mouth.
Luna sucked him, the tip of her tongue probing in the slitted head of his manhood, making him squirm and tremble in turn as her mouth pleasured him, and when she began undoing his belt and popping the button on his jeans, he raised his hips so she could pull them down, along with his shorts, and resume sucking and squeezing him. Her hands were soft and warm, her fingers gentle and unbearably exciting as she slowly, teasingly massaged his sac, building his excitement to fever pitch.
When she looked up into his eyes, a new need made itself felt, and so he gently pushed her away from him, smiling at the question in her eyes. He raised her to her feet, kissing her deeply while his fingers fumbled with her jeans, finally pushing them down so she could kick them off. Now it was Luna's turn to sit as Joey knelt between her thighs and gently kissed her soft stomach, making her squirm when he poked his tongue-tip into her navel before pulling down the front of her panties so he could kiss and lick the apex of her slit.
Luna writhed and gasped for breath, softly groaning her pleasure as his tongue skittered across her awakening clitoris, hunching herself against his lapping tongue and mobile lips as they teased and pleasured her, eating her like a rare and delicate sweet treat, something to be savoured and made to last as long as possible. As Joey bored-in, licking and tasting her deeper and deeper, she writhed and wriggled against his lapping, teasing, unbearably wonderful tongue and all the incredible things it was making happen inside her, until she couldn't take any more. The hands that had held his head against her now pushed him away.
"No...no more, not like this..." she gasped, then moaned between tightly-clenched teeth as he kissed her one last time at the very apex of her slit, his tongue lightly brushing the place where all those wonderful sensations emanated and radiated through her entire body. Joey stood, and helped her to her feet, his hands and lips still touching caressing, kissing, making her jump and tremble with need. Her hands found him, and now she squeezed and fisted him, feeling him gasp and shudder as she worked him up all over again, taking him to that near fever-pitch he'd so skilfully taken her to.
"Well, I reckon you'all 'bout ready now, young Sir!" she drawled, "How 'bout you come over there with me and show me some of that West-Coast loving I been hearin' so much 'bout!"
Joey grinned as she played-up her Southern accent once more, while at the same time tugging off his sports shirt and kicking his jeans away.
"D'you have any idea how hot I get when you do that?" he grinned, holding her closer and squeezing her ass before kissing her. Luna giggled and ground against him, making him groan softly.
"Why I'm sure I have no idea what you mean, Mister Anderson, the very idea!" she drawled at him, her eyes brimming with glee and her lips twitching as she tried to keep a straight face.
"How 'bout this then?" he murmured, holding her even closer, and dipping down to gently bite her stiffly protruding nipple. It was her turn to gasp and murmur now, feeling his stiff, solid erection pressing against her swelling labia even as he sucked and teased her throbbing nipples.



Somewhere in the back of his mind, a remote part of him gave silent thanks for this instant with her, somewhere he'd thought he'd never be again, not like this, not after the huge mess he'd made of things; even as his lips excited and pleasured her, Joey felt wonder and deep, deep gratitude that she'd listened, and understood, and, most of all, forgiven him for being such a lunkhead.
Luna led him to the bed, and pulled him down against her, squeezing his hardness as she fisted him gently but firmly.
"Well, are you gonna finish what you started, hotshot?" she whispered in his ear, her sudden tongue-tip in his ear thrilling though him.
Joey obliged, eagerly sliding down the bed and between her parted thighs, savoring the hot richness of her scent. A soft, darting kiss on her labia made her shudder delightedly, even as a small moan escaped her. Once more, his head dipped down, this time his tongue licking the entire length of her labia, from the tight little knot of her anus to the hard little bead of her clitoris, this time her thighs clamping on either side of his head as the wonderful sensations blasted through her like a salvo of silent cannon-fire, hot and powerful, making her cry out in delight.
As he licked her most delicate flesh, his probing tongue slipped and slid between her swollen lips, and danced and wriggled against her tight little anus, teasing and tasting, and thrilling her almost beyond endurance. When he gently rasped the flat of his tongue across her stiff little clitoris, simultaneously sliding his finger into her tense, slippery little anus, her world dissolved in a screaming welter of pure, animal pleasure as she came like a thunderbolt, tears seeping from her tight-squeezed eyes as she fought to not pass-out from the overload as all her nerve endings flared and crackled.
Luna felt like she was bathed in heat-lightning, her world white'd-out, only the endless, pulsing, pulsating pleasure radiating from her center to every part of her body keeping her anchored to consciousness and reality. When she finally opened her eyes, it was to see Joey smiling at her, his eyes filled with love.
"Hi there, City-Boy!" she murmured blurrily, her eyes soft and liquid as she smiled at him, "Come to momma, she got a li'l somethin' for you!"
Joey grinned, dipping down to kiss her once more on her swollen labia, sending a jolt of pure pleasure through and through her, before sliding up to lie next to her, his fingertips dancing lightly up her tummy and between her breasts to caress her cheek as he softly kissed her.
"I told you before, Lu, you know how hot it makes me when you do that?"
Luna grinned as she gently squeezed and fisted him.
"That's why I do it, City-Boy, so y'all hush now, I got somethin' for you!"
So saying, she kissed him, then carried on kissing him, slowly moving down his torso as she gently squeezed and toyed with him until she brushed the head of his penis with her lips, sending an electric thrill through him. Joey groaned pleasurably as her soft, hot lips closed around him, sucking gently but unstoppably. The gentle, inexorable suctioning, together with the feel of her tongue caressing him, was slowly but surely driving him crazy as she suckled him, hot chills and electric thrills running up and down his spine as she slowly but surely blew his mind.
Joey looked down, to see her glorious eyes gazing back at him like enormous green jewels, wide-eyed and innocent-looking even as she aroused him like never before, and when she gently cupped and squeezed his balls in time to the rhythmic bobbing of her head, he lost it completely.
"Baby, no, stop, I'm gonna...!" he managed to gasp out, but Luna tightened her grip on him and sucked even harder, finally tipping him over the edge.
"Ooohh, Jeezzus, Goooddd!" he groaned, his cock lurching even as it swelled in her mouth, blasting spurt after spurt of hot sperm into her, what felt like an endless, hot stream pouring into her hot, avid mouth in response to her sucking and fisting of him. Luna gulped and swallowed rapidly to keep up with the amount of sperm pouring into her mouth as Joey froze, his body rigid as orgasm rampaged though him, until, with a final, sobbing groan, he collapsed bonelessly on the bed.
Luna leaned over him, her soft fingers caressing and calming him even as she sucked and cleaned every last trace of his outpouring from the head of his cock. When every last trace was gone, she looked up into his eyes, smiled, and licked her lips.
"How was that, baby, good enough for a big City-Boy like you?" she teased.
Joey held his hand out for her, inviting her to lie next to him. Luna slid up the bed and kissed him as she wrapped her arms around him, mutual calm and complete trust once more restored. They woke and made love several times, need and the need to connect after so nearly losing everything overriding tiredness. They finally fall asleep in each other's arms, awakening only as dusk was falling.
Joey looked around in momentary disorientation, confused for a moment by the dimness at the end of day, then, as his eyes met Luna's, one word escaped them both.
"JOE!"
Joey tumbled out of bed in a flurry of sheets and discarded clothes, pulling on his pants and shirt as Luna tugged a simple shift over her head, and they both dashed for the door. A glitter caught Joey's eye on the dresser, and he turned to pick up Luna's engagement ring.
"Please, baby, never again...?" he whispered, holding it out to her. Her lip quivered as he slid it back on her finger.
"Never again, baby, I promise!" she murmured, before kissing him quickly then unlocking the door. They clattered down the stairs, to find Jonah leaning back comfortably in his chair, his unlit pipe in his mouth, and little Joe sitting on his lap, contentedly chewing a carrot and picking at Jonah's dungaree buttons. Luna gave a small cry and rushed over to pick him up, kissing and baby-talking to him as she cuddled him, and Joe crowing and giggling back at her, while Joey and Jonah looked at each other in slight bafflement. After a few moments, Jonah grinned and took his pipe out of his mouth.
"Y'all can put him down now, girl, he ain't goin' nowhere, you know!"
Luna looked up with a start as his words dragged her back to reality.
"How long have you been back, Uncle Jonah?"
Jonah grinned fondly at the little boy.
"We been back a couple hours now, gettin' properly acquainted, like. He's been helpin' me around the place, seein' as you two were...'otherwise occupied', as my C.O. used to say...!"
Luna blushed prettily, and Joey felt himself grow hot under a collar that suddenly seemed too tight, while Jonah grinned at their discomfort.
"Seems to me you two worked it out in th' end; I knew you would, you both got most of the brains the good Lord gave your mommas. I guess you'll be headin' back to California 'fore long?"
Joey locked eyes for a moment with Luna, then turned to grin at Jonah.
"Just as soon as we can, but maybe I'll take junior here on a little tour of Springfield; he's a little young, I know, but I think he should see where his roots are at least once in his life."
Jonah nodded at that, and cocked an eye at Luna, still talking and fussing with Joe.
"I think you should do just that; this is where all his family come from, where most of them still are. I think they should see him, and he should see them too. Springfield's a part of him, just like it's a part of you, and his poor momma, too, God rest her soul, part of her's right here in Springfield too; he should know that one day."
*
Robbie was waiting at San Francisco Airport when they arrived, his handsome, open face alight with happiness when he saw Joey and Luna walk through the gate, with Joe asleep in his carrier. Joey and Robbie punched each other on the arm, their usual greeting, then Robbie turned to Luna, unsure how to greet her. Luna grinned at him, her eyes sparkling in the afternoon sun.
"You punch me on the arm, Big Brother, and I swear, I will kick you somewhere soft and painful, so help me!" she grinned, her eyebrow lifting in that characteristic arch, and her grin widening at the big, happy smile on his face. Robbie took the sleeping Joe from her, handed him to Joey, and then she squeaked in surprise as he swept her up in a huge bear-hug while she hugged him back as best she could. As they walked to the parking lot, she linked arms with Robbie, savoring the newness of having a real, honest-to-God big brother.
After a while, Luna noticed they were heading away from San Francisco, South on 101, and when the signs for San Jose flashed by overhead, a feeling of mixed trepidation and apprehension stole over here; they were going to Frank and Caitlin's place, and the memory of what she'd said suddenly rose up again in all its painful clarity; now she had to face them again. Something must have shown in her expression, because Robbie caught her eye in the rear-view mirror, and smiled reassuringly.
"Don't worry, Luna, no-one's gonna jump you; we're just glad you and Joey are good, and back home; relax kiddo, it's family, all your family, you don't have anything to worry about; your big brother's here now, and they'll have to go through me to get to you, but you don't need to worry; they won't even think of it!"
Luna couldn't help but grin at that, and smiled fleetingly at Joey when he twisted round in the passenger seat to take her his hand. When they eventually arrived back at the Novak house in Morgan Hill, she took Joe from the baby-carrier and stopped dead for an instant, trepidation once more rising up inside her. Joey saw her hesitate, and took her hand, so she squared her shoulders and took a deep breath; this was it. They went inside, Joey and Luna holding hands, little Joe in the crook of his arm, and Robbie trailing behind them.
The first thing Luna saw were those two girls, almost identical to her, then their mother, and then her own grandmother, the room a-blaze with fiery red hair and emerald eyes; only Casey seemed out of place, with her hazel eyes and bright, gold-shot bronze hair, and Sarah with her dark blonde hair. Everyone looked speculatively at her, but there was no anger, no sign of offense taken, just that quiet, expectant buzz in the air.
Roisian Dolan ('my ...grandmother...' thought Luna) made as if to speak, but Luna held her hand up.
"Everyone, Miss Caitlin, Mister Frank, sir, Miss Sarah, and you, most of all...grandmother, before you say anything, I would like to offer my sincerest apologies for the things I said the last time I was in your house; I spoke out of turn, and I was wrong, and I am most truly sorry for giving you all offense in your home. I would take it as a great kindness if you would accept my apology as coming from a...a family member who should have held her tongue and waited to hear you out, and I can only hope that in time you will all forget my uncalled-for outburst and forgive my intemperance."
There was a moment's silence, then Roisian stepped forward, and took both of Luna's hands in hers.
"That was a beautiful apology, Luna; you sounded just like Stella. She always was well-spoken, and she taught you well. It wasn't necessary, though, there's nothing to forgive, honey, I promise; you were all a-whirl inside from what you found out, and I think it frightened you, that's all. Now you're back, and everything's OK, I promise you. Smile, honey, we have a wedding to plan!"
*
The limo slowed to a stop outside the church on Elmwood Drive and Robbie patted her hand; Luna had been fretting all the way from Novato, from Sarah's house, wondering where on earth her uncle was; he'd promised her he'd be there to give her away, but the time came when she couldn't wait any longer, she, Robbie, and the twins had to leave, and Jonah hadn't shown-up. Luna was deeply disappointed; this was her big day, and, Jonah, Jethro and Jeremiah, her uncles, and, until recently, her only family, were no-shows.
She swallowed her disappointment and willed herself not to cry. This wasn't the day for tears. Instead smiling as Robbie opened the door and slid out. As she stepped out, a white-gloved hand took hers, and she looked up in surprise into the face of Jonah, in full dress blues, his chest covered in ribbons and medals, and the sleeves of his dress tunic covered in service stripes.
"Uncle Jonah, I thought... where..?" she tried to speak, relief flooding through her.
"Don't you say nothing, Girl, this is your day, you just smile and be beautiful!" he grinned, and Luna smiled happily, swearing silently she'd have a word some time soon with Robbie and Joey for keeping her in the dark like this. Time for that later, though, she smiled, as she took Jonah's proffered arm, and walked proudly into the church, where the twins, her bridesmaids, in matching white dresses waited in the Narthex, the inner vestibule, to follow her down the aisle. Joey's young sister, Caitlin walked ahead of the Bridal Procession, carrying a basket of white roses, and Casey brought up the rear, as Matron of Honor, and holding the long embroidered train, Frank and Caitlin's gift to her, clear of the ground. When all was ready, the twins finished arranging her veil just-so, and took up position, holding her train as proper Bridesmaids should do. Luna was radiant in a white satin dress embroidered with seed pearls, with a long, sweeping train also embroidered with seed pearls, and held in place with her grandmother's sapphire tiara. Sarah's emerald pendant was fastened around her neck, and a modern angular silver filigree bracelet decorated her right wrist, a gift from Robbie and Casey, fulfilling the requirement for 'something old, something new, something borrowed, and something blue'.
Luna walked proudly down the aisle on Jonah's arm to the strains of 'The Wedding March', to stand happily next to Joey, who was already waiting at the rail with Robbie, his best man. Luna glanced around quickly, and smiled to see Kat sitting with Frank on the Bride's Side, being there for her friend Jodie, Luna's mother, with her grandmother also sitting there, her family.
The service was traditional, simple, but all Luna could have asked for, ecclesiastic rather than theatrical, her Catholic upbringing evident in her choice of music and the wedding vows themselves, and holding back the happy tears when Jonah gave her away. As she and Joey exited the church, they stopped in surprise at the twin rows of young marines, in full dress blues, with their swords drawn, standing at attention.
"Detail...present...swords!" came the order, and in perfect unison, they presented their swords in an arch for Joey and Luna to walk through. Luna looked at the Detail Commander; it was Jonah, who winked at her, then schooled his face into an impassive mask again. As the pair walked through the arch, the last pair of marines, two sergeants, dropped their swords to bar their way. Luna looked in them in puzzlement, then her face split in a wide, happy smile as Jethro and Jeremiah smiled at her.
"Well don't just stand there boy," hissed Jeremiah, "kiss her!"
Joey was happy to comply, as all the family and friends clapped and cheered. The swords were lifted, and Joey and Luna walked through, while behind them the marine detachment stood at attention. Jonah stepped forward, kissed Luna, and shook Joey's hand.
"You all go and have a good life, you two earned it!"
As the bridal couple gathered with their friends and family for hugs, kisses, and congratulations, Jonah dismissed the honor guard, grinning as the young men made a bee-line for Moira and Morag, each one hoping to capture one of those fiery-haired beauties before his friends got there first. While Sarah, Kat, Robbie and Casey shuffled and marshalled everyone into place to take photographs, Luna found herself alone with her three uncles.
"I thought you weren't coming, all of you, I...I..." she stopped, afraid she was going to cry and ruin the makeup that had taken Kat over an hour to get just right.
Jethro leaned down to touch his forehead to hers.
"There was no way in Hell we was gonna miss this, believe me, Lu-Lu! It was kinda touch and go for a while, but Jonah made a special request to his old CO, and he made it happen, so thank Jonah, li'l girl, he got us here for your day!"
Jethro and Jeremiah suddenly stiffened into a brace, and saluted together as an officer approached, a full colonel.
"At ease, gentlemen," he smiled, "and, on behalf of the United States Marine Corps, may I be the first to congratulate you on your marriage, Mrs. Anderson!"
Luna blushed, looking flustered.
"How did, I mean, Uncle Jonah..." but the colonel came to her rescue.
"Sergeant Hollister was my best Staff Sergeant; he asked for permission to give you away in uniform, and I was pleased to give it; the Corps is a family, Miss Luna, for many of our men it's the only family they have, and we look after our own. Your uncles have served their country well and gallantly, this was the least we could do for them. Semper Fi!"
Luna smiled dazzlingly, her eyes alight.
"Thank you, Colonel, you made my day truly special; please, I'd be honored if you would join us at the reception at the Hamilton, on O'Farrell Street."
The colonel smiled and nodded.
"Thank you, Miss Luna, I would indeed be happy to join you; besides, if I'm not there, I might never see my men again!"
He nodded at the tall young marines clustered around Moira and Morag, all vying for their attention, and smiled at Frank's bemused expression.
"I guess those two young ladies are kin to you, Miss Luna, so I best be reminding my men just whose kin they also are! Until later..."
He returned the salutes from the three brothers, and walked off to rescue Morag and her sister from the mob of eager young marines. The three brothers watched him rescue the twins and escort them back to the family party, then turned back to Luna. Jeremiah was the first to speak.
"As I was about to say, how could we miss your day, baby-girl? You, marryin' Miss Sarah's boy? Try stoppin' us! You got yourself a good man there; everyone thinks so. Miss Sarah's got every right to be proud of him, so you go and have a happy life with him, Lu-Lu, you deserve it. I know he'll give you the moon if you ask him for it. Miss Sarah brought him up right. And don't you worry; we know who his daddy was, and yours, and that don't matter none to us; the past is past, and that's all over now. Both of you go and be just as happy as you can be, and that's an order!"
Luna gaped at them, at Jethro's nodded agreement, at Jeremiah's relaxed expression, and the smile on Jonah's face, then smiled with them, relieved that they'd accepted Joey, and that the bitterness, anger and hate was finally over.
*
The reception was held at the Hamilton Hotel on O'Farrell Street, a present from Robbie and Casey, with a buffet that defied description, courtesy of Elio and Angie, and three bands, to give an unbroken night of dancing and celebration.
Luna eventually decided that she couldn't dance in her wedding dress, she was too afraid of damaging it, so she disappeared to go change. Joey noticed after a while that she was missing, and Casey pointed him at the room where she was changing. When he slipped into the room, all the lights were off. Only a faint light from under the door gave some feeble light, just enough to navigate the furniture in the room, but he could hear the soft, subtle rustle of cloth.
"Luna...?" he whispered, and grinned when he heard her soft chuckle.
"You don't need to whisper, husband of mine, there's no-one here but us! Come over here and help me with this thing!"
Joey could see her outline in the dim light, and reached out as he sensed her nearness in the almost complete darkness, his reaching hands encountering only softly yielding flesh and the stiff points of her nipples. Luna gave a faint gasp, and placed her hands over his, holding his palms against herself as she moved closer. Joey felt her nearness, and knew she was leaning in to kiss him, and so his hands slid down her sides to her naked hips, his fingers gently kneading the firm, pliant softness of her buttocks as he drew her closer.



"Why, Mrs. Anderson, I do believe you're naked!" he murmured, following it up with a swift kiss, and hearing once more that soft, throaty chuckle.
"Why Mr. Anderson, I do believe I am! Have you any idea what I should do next?" she purred, unbuttoning his shirt as he pulled his tie off. His jacket slid to the floor, followed shortly by his shirt, and then he felt her hands on his belt even as she squeezed him, making him hiss with pleasure.
"What's the rush, baby, we have all night, and we have guests...!" he murmured in her ear, nibbling her earlobe at the same time, making her moan softly.
"I know, baby," she whispered back, "but I've been off birth control for a month now, and now's my fertile time; I'm ovulating right now, baby, so if you wanna make that baby we talked about, now's a real good time!"
As soon as she said that, she felt him grow even harder; his cock actually pulsed in her hands.
"I guess you like the idea too, baby, so what are we waiting for?" she grinned.
Joey grinned as he fondled her, kissing her again and again as he piloted her towards the bed, seen a little more clearly now that his eyes had adjusted to the dimness, to finally feel the yielding edge against his thigh in the darkness. Luna squeezed him again, making him kiss her even harder, his hands digging into her soft cheeks as he pulled her against him. They slid under the covers without releasing each other, their thoughts on only one thing. When he would have kissed his way down her belly, to lap and tease her soft flesh, she stopped him.
"No baby, it's OK; I've been thinking about this all day, I don't need anythin' but you right now; make a baby in me, husband of mine!"
Their mutual hiss of satisfaction was all that broke the silence in the room as Joey slowly slid into his new bride. Luna gasped and shuddered under him as the erotic thrill of making love to her husband for the first time threatened to overwhelm her. Sharp thrills radiated out from her center, warming and caressing her entire body as her darling Joey slowly, lovingly made love to her. Each thrust inside her reminded her how much he loved and wanted her, and that thought alone kept her hovering on the edge of orgasm, feeling her climax building inside her as they moved together, their bodies sleek and perfectly in tune with each other, their every thought echoed and doubled as their minds and emotions entwined.
Joey realized he could see her, her eyes glinting dark and mysterious in the darkened room, and she could see him now, They kissed, the kiss adding one more erotic dimension to their lovemaking as their bodies began to pulse and tremble with the approach of their mutual climax. Faster and even more fluidly they moved together, until:
"Oh God, Joey, oh my God , yess, ohhh!" she cried, sobbing against him even as the golden fire mounted through him, blasting its way up his spine and flowing into every nerve and sinew, yet another perfect moment as he hung, motionless, his body so perfectly melded with his wife that they were, to all intents and purposes, one being, one creature. They floated in a haze of pleasure and fulfilment as his body filled hers, his seed pouring into her fertile womb, making the child they had promised each other.
The moment passed and Joey let himself swim back to reality, to feel the pressure of the bed beneath him, the warmth of his wife's body enfolding him, the feel of her lips against his as they returned to reality and the now. Joey realized his heart was thumping like a trip-hammer, and, fluttering against his heart, Luna's heart racing as she too recovered from the truly heart-stopping, cataclysmic mutual orgasm brought on by the knowledge of why they did this now.
Joey rolled onto his back, taking Luna with him, to hold her against him, feeling her heart slow and her breathing normalize as the after-effects of that raging storm died away. After a few minutes of almost slumber, post-coital tiredness trying to claim them both, Joey shook himself awake.
"Come on, Mrs. Anderson, we have a wedding reception to attend! What will our guests think if we spend the rest of the evening in here?"
He felt her lips curve against his chest as she smiled.
"They'll think we're doing exactly what we just did! And if you like, we can do it again, just to make sure...?" she insinuated slyly, making him laugh out loud.
"You'll be the death of me, Mrs. Anderson! Come on, if we don't show our faces soon, Mom, Aunt Kat, Gramma and Casey are gonna scalp us both, so put your dancing shoes on, I feel like doin' a li'l Western Swing with my new wife, yessir!"
As he helped her on with her dress, something a little more suitable for dancing, she stopped him, locking her gaze with his.
"Do you think we did it, baby, did we make a baby tonight?"
Joey pulled her hair out so he could finish zipping her up.
"I think we did just fine, baby, I really think we did!"
*
Joey looked up from where he was finishing lashing the sails ahull, sails and helm lashed securely to the lee side, watching the setting sun striking bright gold glints off Luna's hair, and wondering again how such a beautiful girl came to be his. She sensed his scrutiny, and turned to smile at him.
"Supper in five, baby. Better eat something, it's been a long day."
"Two minutes, babe, I promise, just let me finish this."
With the sails now fully furled, and the mooring secure, the boat, a newly refurbished and extensively modified 44-foot St Francis catamaran christened 'Lady Sunset', rocked in the light swell inside the sheltered marina at Sausalito, so Joey felt he could take time off and relax with his wife. Luna had made his favorite sandwiches, and there was a chilled bottle of Zinfandel to make their supper complete. And so they watched the sun go down as they ate, happy in each other's company. Luna leaned back against him as she nibbled her sandwich, but drank only a very small glass of the wine.
"I wish we could have brought Joe; a trip like this would have been so nice for him." she murmured, and Joey stroked her hair as he nodded.
"Yeah, I know what you mean, but he's still too small to go clambering around on a boat, and the gap on those rails is just too big. He'd fall overboard; it's safer to wait until he's older, he's like greased lightning; I don't know how you keep up with him!"
Luna sighed and stretched, standing up to stretch again, and yawn luxuriously.
"Me for bed, baby, can you clear up, please?" she yawned, and as she yawned again, Joey slid his hands around her midsection, joyfully caressing her baby-bump. As he held her against him, his hands absently rubbing her belly, and his face buried in her fragrant hair, inhaling her scent, he suddenly realized he'd been here before; the moment of déjà vu electrified him, and then he remembered; that first night back in Springfield, all those months ago; this was his dream, only now it was no dream; now it was real.
Luna had felt him stiffen momentarily, and she turned to look at him.
"Something wrong, baby?" she asked, and Joey smiled, a little sadly, a little wistfully, but also happier than he knew how to express. His arms tightened about Luna, hugging his pregnant wife to him.
"No baby, everything's right; in fact, everything's perfect. Let's go below."
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Jon Stewart woke with a start, the shreds of his dream trailing across his mind before dissipating; something about Nessa...and dad.
He turned his head to look at Nessa, fast asleep still, the morning sunlight not yet falling on her face to wake her like it had him. Even as he looked at her, drinking-in her features, the arch of her lip, the perfect double-curve of her eyebrows, and her rich chestnut hair spread in a fan across the pillow, her eyelids fluttered, the long dark eyelashes trembling, and a green glitter as she opened her eyes fully and smiled at him, her beautiful eyes catching him studying her.
"Hello Mister Wolf!" she murmured, her lips curving into her perfect smile, the smile that had captivated him all those years ago, and still worked its magic on him now, even after all this time.
"Hello Little Rabbit!" he grinned back, sliding closer to her to slip his arm over her, his fingertips skittering down her back until he could hold and gently squeeze her small, tight, firm little bottom. Nessa grinned at him, even as her own hand slid down his flank, massaging the muscle there before gently cupping his scrotum.
"Wasn't last night enough for you, you randy beast?" she grinned, squeezing him gently, "you kept me up half the night, you dirty, dirty boy!"
Jon pulled her closer, Nessa meeting him as they kissed, lips searching hungrily for lips as their tongues fenced and swirled together.
"Does that answer you, baby girl?" he grinned, his blue eyes shining with need for her. Nessa, no less needful, writhed against him, kissing him softly on his neck, under his chin, anywhere she could reach. Jon held her against him, grinning as she excited him further.
Jon played along, squeezing and pulling her buttocks apart, making her gasp and giggle against him as their lips once more met, sealing together while their tongues fought and fenced.
He felt himself growing hard again; the lithe young girl wriggling and grinding against him made sure of that. Nessa grinned as she felt him growing against her, his excitement obvious.
"Is that a gun in your pocket, or are you just dying to fuck me?" she husked in his ear, her vulgarity making him grin even as her hands stroked him to aching hardness.
"You're a very rude girl. I think I should punish you!" he murmured in her ear, groaning as she squeezed and fisted him.
"Promises, promises!" she breathed, squeezing him hard enough to make him groan. "Are you going to beat me with this big stick, Mister Big Bad Wolf?" she whispered, pumping his cock even harder.
Jon trembled with equal parts lust and need as Nessa writhed against him, her nipples fat and solid atop her neat little breasts, burning into his chest as she pressed against him, telling him how excited she was.
"I know just how to punish you!" he growled, pulling her thighs apart and planting kisses on the soft inner part of her thighs.
"Oooohhh, no, Jon, don't, you know...ooohhh!" she quavered as he kissed her labia, his tongue-tip brushing the hood of her clitoris, making her gasp as a bolt of pleasure shot through her.
"Oh yes, do that again...!" she murmured, clenching her teeth as he did, more bursts of pleasure shooting through and through her, each better and more intense than the last. When he finally took her engorged clitoris between his lips and sucked, she screamed in ecstasy as her orgasm crackled through her like high-voltage electricity, her ears buzzing with the force of it, again and again as he continued to suckle at her.
His tongue rubbed and teased the sensitive, swollen little nub, making her shudder again and again with the pleasure roaring through her.
"Enough, Jonny, please, no more...!" she managed to gasp out, and when he raised his head to look into her eyes, she smiled at him.
"Your turn, Big Bad Wolf!" she murmured.
Jon slipped between her wide-spread thighs, Nessa holding him as she aimed him, then, as he slid into her, their mutual gasp of fulfilment. Jon took her behind her knees and draped her legs over his shoulders.
"Ready, Princess?" he whispered, and at her nod, began pumping into her, Nessa raising up to meet his thrusts, her flushed face, swollen lips, and dancing, jiggling little beasts exciting him even more as they pounded against each other, all thoughts of the outside world gone, nothing existing except the two of them as they fucked each other.
No-one could keep up that frenetic pace for long, and all too soon Jon could feel that sensation, that tingling in his balls and the pit of his stomach that told him he was near. Nessa also sensed it, and let herself go, orgasm once more crashing through, blanking all sensation except that of her man pounding himself into her.
As she tightened involuntarily around him, Jon could finally hold back no longer, roaring instead as climax took him, his ears popping from the release as long, endless, satisfying spurts of hot cream sprayed into her, filling her, her pussy rippling and squeezing around him, milking him, draining him dry.
Jon rolled over, taking her with him, holding her tight as the last tremors and ripples of her orgasm died away, leaving them both drained and warm with the languor of afterglow. At first they were content to lie there, Nessa drifting as she luxuriated in the arms of her Jonny, enjoying the feel of him still hard, still buried deep inside her,
After what could have been seconds, or many minutes later, she began slowly, rhythmically squeezing him, smiling slyly at him when he cocked an eyebrow at her.
"What do you think you're doing, little girl?" he smiled, and Nessa squeezed him even harder.
"I want to play some more, Mister Wolf, I'm not done yet!" she grinned, nipping his chest as she wriggled on him. John shook his head in mock disapproval.
"You're such a naughty girl, I'd like to punish you some more, but it's late, we have to get up!"
Nessa pouted, and squeezed him even harder, but this time Jon smacked her bottom lightly and gently rolled her off him.
"Stop it, Ness, we can't, not again, mum will be here soon, you know she'll want to make up the bed again, cut it out!"
"You're no fun!" she grumped, then grinned as her eyes sparkled with mischief, opting instead to roll on top of him again and tickle him, the one thing he had no defences against.
As she tickled him, she glanced out of the window, and there he was, the way he was every day, standing and staring at the house, longing and loss written on his face. As always, she waved at him, hoping to catch his attention, but he never waved back; all he ever did was stare at the house from outside the fence, his eyes roving from one end of the house to the other and back again.
Jon stood up and held her to him as she gazed out of the window.
"Jon, why won't he come in? All he ever does is stand there and stare; he can come back if he wants, can't he?"
Jon sighed, his sudden exhalation tickling her ear.
"He can't come in here; he can't set foot here; there are laws stopping him doing that; he has to stay there. That was what was decided after everything that happened. Come away from the window, Ness, we can't do anything about it, and it does no good brooding on it."
Nessa turned and hugged him, her fingers gentle on his back as he turned her away from the window, deflecting her thoughts from things that could never be. As they hugged, he squeezed and massaged the firm flesh of her naked flanks, making her wriggle and giggle, until he suddenly poked his fingers into her sides, her main ticklish spots.
Nessa shrieked and giggled as she tore herself away from him, but he grabbed her again, tickling and kissing her, and things were just getting interesting when they heard their mother's bedroom door open, so they reluctantly pulled their clothes back on. Nessa just had time to pull the bed-covers back up before the door opened, so they soft-footed into their adjoining bathroom and slipped out of Nessa's room, flitting quietly down the stairs and into the dining room.
*
Breakfast was the usual Saturday morning: poached kippers, bacon, poached eggs and toast. Jon and Nessa both listened interestedly while their mother and Jemma, their younger sister, talked about university. Their sister was eighteen now, and she'd be going to uni at the end of summer, all the way up in Edinburgh, where she'd be studying medicine.
Jon and Nessa were inordinately proud of Jemma; they'd never made it to university, and now their baby sister was leaving the nest to study medicine at one of the best medical schools in the world. As they talked, one thing June, their mother said, caught them completely off guard.
"I'm really proud of you, Jem, getting into Edinburgh, and I was thinking; rather than saddle you with massive student debts, we could sell this place and get somewhere smaller, nearer to Edinburgh, and use the difference to offset your fees. I know what this place is worth. If we sold it right now, we can buy a place in the Midlands and still have more than enough to take care of all your fees and expenses for the full five years; it would be a shorter journey for you to come home as well. What do you think?"
Jon and Nessa stared at each other; move? To the Midlands? Now wait a minute...
Jemma looked blankly at her mother, then shook her head firmly.
"No, mummy, please don't sell this place, this is home, everything's here, daddy, Jonny and Ness, you; please, I'll manage, I promise! Just promise me you won't leave here..."
Jemma put down her mug of tea and stared at her mother, tears already brimming in her clear green eyes, so much like her mother's, like Nessa's.
"This is our home, mum; this is where we all grew up. It doesn't matter what happened here. This is where I'll always want to come back to, this is my home, please don't give it to strangers!"
She started crying, and June spent the next few minutes soothing her and reassuring her that it was just a thought, not any kind of intention, but if she was sure, then they'd stay put.
Jon and Nessa both heaved a sigh of relief, making June turn her head and look straight at them, a puzzled frown passing across her face before going back to comforting Jemma.
"I'm sorry, Jem, I didn't realise you were so attached to this place; I just thought, a new life, a new start, away from...everything..."
Jemma shook her head emphatically.
"No mum, everyone I love, they're right here, you, Jonny, Ness, daddy, too, he's still here, please don't do this, promise me...!"
She collapsed weeping into her mother's arms, while June calmed her and stroked her hair.
"Whatever you want, baby, if you're sure, then that's what we'll do. Don't cry, baby, we're not leaving here..."
June took her youngest daughter up to her room, then, when she was satisfied the storm was over, came back down and started clearing away the breakfast things. Saturday was June's shopping day, so once breakfast was done, she would take the car and drive into Uckfield from the small village in East Sussex the family lived in and stock-up for the week. Today was no different, so Jon and Nessa slid into the back seat to accompany their mother.
June spent a pleasant morning passing the time of day in the various small grocers' she used, preferring to shop locally rather than use the giant supermarket chains, so Ness and Jon sat and waited in the car, knowing how long their mother could take when she wasn't in a rush.
Eventually June appeared with a couple of bulging carrier bags which she dumped in the rear of the blue Renault Laguna estate car, and made ready to drive home.
"Oh damn!"she muttered, and jumped out again, hurrying over to the florist across the road and returning with three posies of bright summer flowers, then started the engine. However, instead of heading home, she took the A272, eventually pulling into Walstead Cemetery, stopping near two small, matching white headstones. She got out of the car, taking two bunches of flowers with her.
"Hello my darlings!" she murmured, laying one bunch on each stone while she rooted the dead flowers out from the flower-holders on each grave. The names were deeply etched in the stone, but beginning to weather and blur:
'Jonathan Kier Stewart 18 April 1983- 17 June 2005', and:
'Vanessa Merry Stewart 6 June 1985- 17 June 2005'
June busied herself arranging the new bunches of flowers to her satisfaction in the little ceramic flower-holders, brushing leaves and twigs from the graves, tears running down her cheeks as she did so.
Nessa always wanted to hug her mother at these times, to try and drain some of the grief and distress from her, but it was forbidden; no touching the living, no interacting in any way; this was the price they paid for being allowed to remain near their loved ones, and it was times like this that she regretted her choice, but that was the choice she'd made; do this, and be with her Jonny, or move on and find out what came next.
Jonny had made his choice with no hesitation; wherever Nessa was, that was where he would be too, always and forever. His mother's grief tore at him, but he understood and accepted the price he had to pay to stay here with his precious Nessa.
June knelt on the warm grass between the two graves, and through her tears told her two oldest children that their sister was going to medical school, and that she loved and missed them every day. After a while alone with her thoughts, she stood up and dusted herself off, then picked her way through the ranks of headstones and grave kerbs until she came to another simple white stone, tucked away alone against the wall in the municipal section of the graveyard, unconsecrated ground. The name carved there was also deeply etched but starting to show weathering;
'Richard Kier Stewart 22 December 1961-17 June 2005'
Once again, June busied herself cleaning the flower-holder, and arranging the new flowers, tears running down her face as she tidied her husband's unconsecrated grave, the grave of a suicide. When she finished, she knelt back, steadying herself on the weathered white stone.
"Why, Ritchie? They were our babies! No matter what they were doing, they didn't deserve that; now they're gone, and you're gone, everything's in pieces, because you couldn't stop yourself! I love you so much Ritchie, but I hate you; you took my babies from me, you didn't have to, there were other ways, but you did that to them, and then you did this to yourself; you knew what the church says, but you did this, and even when this is all over, I'll never see you again. Why, Ritchie, why did you have to kill them?"
Nessa stood back a ways, crying along with her mother, her hand gripping Jon's tight as their mother's emotions gusted over them, watching helplessly as June wept for the man who'd killed them both when he found them together.
Both Jon and Nessa knew he hadn't meant to; the shotgun wasn't even supposed to be loaded; he was just trying to scare them, but it had gone off, and when he'd seen what he'd done, he'd turned it on himself. And now he was lost to them forever; there was no absolution for what he'd done to himself; even the church he'd loved had rejected him because he'd taken his own life.
Every day, they could see him, standing outside the fence, unable to see them, hear them, interact with them, doomed to forever stand alone outside the place where he'd committed the one unforgivable sin.
Jon and Nessa had forgiven their father; his crime had been inadvertent, his remorse immediate and overwhelming, but he had taken his own life, and their forgiveness was immaterial; there was only one fate for suicides.
Nessa was still unaware of her father's fate, or the true extent of his punishment; Jon had asked that it be kept from her. Otherwise her guilt would cripple her, knowing that their actions had brought about this about.
And so, when they left this place, Nessa would forget again what she'd seen here, that her father lay in unconsecrated ground because of what he'd done, and that he was forever lost to them. So Nessa fretted constantly about why their father stood in plain view, yet never acknowledged her, never even looked at her.
The drive home was, as always, sombre and sad; June had loved her family deeply, and still loved them all, despite what had happened, and her weekly visit to the graveyard was one of the high-points of her week, once the rush of remembered sorrow had died away. She was convinced her two eldest children were nearby, too; odd sounds at night, things misplaced or missing altogether, to turn up suddenly somewhere unexpected, the sense of their presence she sometimes felt, the faint traces of Nessa's favourite perfume at odd intervals, all combined to convince her that her children were near.
Once home, June swung into her normal Saturday routine: cooking lunch, gardening until late afternoon, then starting dinner. Jon and Nessa followed her around, taking as much of her presence as they were allowed, and being as much a part of the family as they could, while Jemma did her thing with her friends.
Nessa preferred to sit in the Rose Arbour, her favourite spot since childhood, leaning against Jon as they watched their mother garden. June could feel eyes on her, if her frequent glances at the Rose Arbour were anything to go by, but Jon and Nessa knew she couldn't see them. For some reason, they could only leave the house if their mother did, not Jemma, so they did what they always did: roamed around their home, watching their sister grow from small child to confident teenager, and staying as close to their mother as the rules allowed.
That evening, however, as Nessa looked out of the window at their father, once again staring at the house, she made a decision; if he couldn't come to her, then she would go to him and tell him that she loved and missed him, and that he could come in, his family still loved him. She told Jon, but he just looked sadly at her.
"It won't work, Ness, believe me; I've tried, but I suppose you need to find out for yourself. I'll wait for you here. I know how this goes, Princess, I don't need to see it again..."
Nessa slipped out of the house and walked towards where her father was standing, but something was wrong; no matter how long she walked, he was always the same distance away from her; the path to the fence was only a few yards long, and yet as long as she walked, she was no nearer the fence, and her father had made no sign that he knew she was near; he stared and stared at the house, pain and loss plain on his face, but she couldn't approach him, she couldn't comfort him. Finally, she gave up, sinking to her knees in defeat, tears on her cheeks at the realisation her father was forever beyond her reach.



Jon's hand on her shoulder brought her back to reality, and she looked around to see his expression, pain and loss there too.
"Come on, Ness, there's nothing we can do; we have to leave him, those are the rules."
Ness held hands with her brother as they slipped back into the house to watch the remnants of their family have dinner and share, however vicariously, in whatever family togetherness was left to them. The love that night was, as it was after every visit to the cemetery, subdued, toned down, less a celebration of their life after death and more a remembrance of things past, but there was an edge to it, a certain lack from Nessa.
Jon knew, without knowing how he knew, that her attempt to reach their father was preying on her mind, and he could see certain questions beginning to bubble to the surface, questions she'd so far been unaware she should have been asking, and memories awakening that she'd been compelled to forget.
They finally fell asleep, but it was a restless, fitful sleep, the disquiet in their minds touching each other's mind, until finally Jon woke in the dead of night, to see Nessa already wide awake, looking calculatingly at him.
"Can't sleep, Princess?" he whispered, and Nessa nodded, chewing her lip distractedly.
"Tell me about it, maybe I can help..." he offered, knowing it was probably a really bad idea, but the time had to come one day when she'd ask; now was as good a time as any.
Nessa looked closely at him, her eyes boring all the way into his, seeking out his innermost thoughts.
"This morning, you said something I never really paid attention to, but now I can't get it out of my mind; you said there were laws stopping daddy coming home, that he wasn't allowed to see us, that it was 'decided' after what he did. What did he do? Who decided? I didn't. I know he never meant to hurt us, I saw the look on his face when the gun went off, I looked into his eyes and there was nothing there but horror, no anger, no hate, even though he caught us...doing what we were doing. It was a mistake, a silly, stupid, meaningless accident, like a car-crash, yet he's trapped out there, and I can't get to him, and I want to, I want to go to him so badly, just so I can hear him once more, and tell him I know it wasn't his fault, and that I love him. What's stopping me going to him, Jonny, why can't I reach him, you know, don't you?"
Jon listened in dismay as she asked the questions he really didn't want to answer, the questions he'd specifically requested she never be curious about, and now she'd asked them, and there was nothing he could do except answer them, and hope she could weather the guilt and horror that went with those answers, the way he'd had to for the last ten years. Jon realised he needed some help here, that this was something he needed guidance on.
"You called?" said a suave, urbane voice, and Jon whirled around, to see a tall, slender man in a stylish black suit, a crisp white shirt, and a black bootlace tie with a silver enamel clasp, his jet-black hair slicked-back and glossy, and his hands nonchalantly shoved in his pockets as he lounged elegantly against the wall. He looked young, until you saw his eyes, and then the realisation came that something from beyond time itself was staring back at you.
"Well, aren't you going to say hello?" he smiled sardonically, and Jon relaxed; the voice was different, the face and look ditto, but there was no mistaking that tone of amused tolerance.
"Uriel!" he breathed, and the Archangel grinned, bowing theatrically, almost mockingly.
"As I live and breathe...or perhaps not; take your pick. Don't bother telling me what's happened, I already know, and now I have to ask; what are you going to do about it? If you remember, when I offered you the choice, I made a few conditions, and in return, as I also remember, you made a couple as well; one of them was that I cloud Vanessa's memories of everything after you were...transitioned...to this life, such as it is, including knowledge of what your father did, and what his fate had to be. Now she's beginning to put it all back together; she always was a smart girl. I suggest you come clean; if she's savvy enough to ask the questions, she deserves at least the truth, no matter how much it hurts; this is the price you agreed to pay, both of you, and I made no guarantees about what you learned along the way."
He paused to examine his perfectly manicured nails curiously, like he'd never seen anything like them before.
"Odd things, these, I wonder if you people will ever work out why you really have them?" he mused, lost for a second or two, then grinned at Jon.
"But back to our problem here; both of you chose to remain earthbound, to live in an eternal 'now', in order to remain with your family until the last of your blood has departed, and I can only guess how that must hurt, but it was your choice. I thought it was wrong at the time when I clouded Nessa's memories, and her knowledge of...certain things; perhaps now is the time to redress that wrong; when you made this choice, it was one of the sorrows I think you guessed you would be heir to."
He pushed himself away from the wall and stood up straight, shrugging his immaculate suit coat into place as he continued.
"Much as I wanted to give you a good kick for insisting on it, I complied, because, hey, I'm the Angel Of Death, and until you move on, I'm stuck with you, seeing as you're definitely not alive, and you're not exactly dead, are you? I like to think of you as more 'differently alive' than actually walking dead; the truly living can't see you, but you can't walk through walls and rattle chains and go 'whoo-whoo' in dark cellars, and you both feel real and alive to each other, but you're here, between the truly dead and the not dead yet, so you're my headache. Having said that, if it would have eased your sojourn here, then I would have helped you, and giving Nessa that grace was something she needed then. You really should have moved on, you know; the Thrones would have welcomed you, and made you ready for what comes next, whatever that is; that's something I can't know. Now it's come to this; she needs to know everything, so you need to tell her."
Jon looked at Nessa, suddenly aware she hadn't moved throughout the whole exchange, and the air in the room had a dead and lifeless feel to it.
"What's wrong with her, why is she frozen? What have you..." he began, but Uriel waved him to silence.
"Calm down, Jonny, she's fine; we're somewhere in the million billion spaces between one instant and the next, in that place where the universe remakes itself to form the next instant; nothing happens here, there's no time for it to happen in, we can talk all night, or whatever, and she won't even notice, so shut up and pay attention."
He stepped forward to take Jon by the arm and pilot him over to the window, to look out at the curiously reddish sky, and the dark shape of his father standing his eternal vigil outside the fence.
"You can't do anything about that; it can't be undone, except...no, forget it, you or I can't undo it, but equally, you didn't do that to him, and Nessa needs to understand and accept that; if she feels sorrow, anger, anguish, regret, or guilt, then she will, but she cannot be allowed to take this upon herself; I suggest you lead her slowly into that part. I know that him catching the pair of you going at it like a pair of mink set him off, but you didn't put that gun in his hand; he chose to pick it up, and while what he did to you was a tragic accident, the fact remains, he then chose to use it on himself, and that is the only real, unforgivable sin."
He looked pensive, almost wistful, his voice lowered, as he continued.
"You, all of you, the children of Adam, were most favoured, always, even with some of the stunts you've managed to pull over time, and for all of you, the mercy from above is infinite, there for the asking; to cast it back in the face of The Eternal like that, well, that's just asking for trouble."
He patted Jon on the arm and smiled that sardonic, tolerant smile again.
"Just tell her, tell her everything, then, when she calms down, and if you need some back-up, get her to call me. And now I have to go; you're not the only walking dead, you know!"
And then the air in the room was alive again, and Nessa was moving again.
"...can't I reach him, you know, don't you?" she finished, and Jon nodded, watching her eyes widen at the sudden realisation that things had happened without her knowledge, things that concerned her.
Jon took her hand, sitting her down on the bed while he searched for the right words as he put everything in order in his mind.
"First off, Ness, what do you remember immediately after, you know, dad...?"
Nessa looked puzzled, then once again her eyes widened as memory showed her where something had happened, something significant, and yet she had no memory of it, just the gaps where those things should be.
"I remember the noise, the look on daddy's face, then...then seeing you, covered in blood, and me, but we were standing to one side and daddy was crying, then...the funeral, and mummy wearing my St. Christopher medal and putting it on the coffin...my coffin! After that we came home, and I knew that I was allowed to stay because you were allowed to stay, to be with mummy and Jemma until...until something happens, and I don't know what. Why don't I know?"
Jon sighed; this was going to be even harder than he'd feared.
"Okay Princess, this is what happened. After dad...did what he did, a...a person came to us, and asked what we wanted to do next; he said we were innocent of any real sins, and we could move on, or we could stay with the family, be with them until they'd all moved on, then we could take the next step. We chose to remain, but I asked the...person to remove some of your memories..."
Nessa stared at him in consternation.
"What person, why would you do something like that, Jonny, after all we were, all the things we promised, why would you do that to me?"
Jon took her hands in his.
"I had to do it, because of what happened to dad, because of what he did..."
Nessa stared at him, her lips two thin lines, outrage in every line of her body.
"You had no right, this was me, Jonny, what was so awful, what happened that you had to take my memories away? And what did daddy do? Tell me!"
Jon hung his head, sorrow leaping anew as the guilt raged once more in him.
"Dad...dad, when he saw what he'd done, he was so horrified, he took the shotgun, and...oh Nessa, I'm so sorry! Dad...he put the barrel in his mouth; Ness, he killed himself!"
Nessa keened with grief as his words unlocked something inside her, and now she remembered, and now she knew why he was forever locked out of their existence, unaware of them, alone outside the fence forever.
"Jon, we did that to him, if it wasn't for us...oh God, Jonny, what have we done?" she quavered, almost hysterical with mingled grief and guilt, and burgeoning horror as the full realisation of his punishment hit her; for Richard Stewart, because of what he'd done, there would be an eternity of loneliness and rejection.
Jon held her close as she wept, muttering soothing words as he stroked her hair, eventually calming her enough to talk calmly once more.
"When dad killed himself, you were like this, I thought you were going to lose your mind, so I asked Uriel to step in and help you; the only thing he could do was blunt your memories, and hide some of them completely. Now you remember. If you need to talk with him, just call out to him; he's always listening."
Nessa looked curiously at him.
"Who's Uriel, and why can he do things like that?"
Jon pulled her a little closer.
"Uriel's an Archangel; he's the Angel of Death, and now that we're 'dead', or something like it, until we move on, we're kind of his responsibility. He watches over us; he and I talked earlier, and so he restored your memories. I'm so sorry, Ness; I was trying to protect you, I swear!"
Nessa sat rigidly as all Jon had told her echoed and tumbled inside her; this was her fault, if she hadn't given in to her urges that day, if she'd only, for once in her life, done the smart thing, none of this would have happened, and dad wouldn't be where he was now, trapped in a place where no amount of grief or repentance would atone for what he'd done to himself. In his grief, he'd committed the blackest sin, and now he was lost forever.
Vaguely, Nessa felt Jon move her around so she didn't have to look out of the window at that lonely figure silhouetted against the dawning sky, but her thoughts weren't on Jon, or herself, or the choice they'd made; instead she was thinking about how daddy had taught her to swim, and how he'd held her when she learned to ride her bike, how she'd followed his finger as it moved along the page, the letters slowly coming together to form words and sentences, and last thing at night, how he'd stood and waited for her to say her simple prayers and scramble into bed so he could make sure there was nothing under the bed waiting to grab and claw at her.
For the first time in this twilight existence of hers she knowingly cried for her father, for the wrong they'd done him, and the wrong they'd driven him to do.
Jon watched Nessa closely that day, watched sadly as she drew slowly but inexorably away from him; it was obvious she blamed him now; she blamed him for not allowing her to understand the consequences of their actions, for removing the memories she should have been allowed to keep, for not denying her that on fateful day. She kept her distance from him, and her mood seemed to communicate itself to June and Jemma; both their mother and sister were quiet, seeking comfort in their own company, drawing away from each other even as Nessa was drawing away from him.
That night, Jon waited for her, waited for her soft footsteps as she came to him, but they never came. When he looked in her room, she was gazing out of the window at the lone figure and gave no sign she'd heard him.
The next day was the same, and the next night: Nessa enclosed in a shell of guilt and rejection, and Jon alone with his memories and his own regrets. Night after night, and day after day this continued, days stretching into weeks, becoming months; every day, more and more of what they'd once shared slipped away; they could both sense it happening, and still Nessa did nothing to try and alleviate it, and Jon didn't know where to start; all he could do was suffer the torture of being a prisoner in this house, with his Nessa, but apart from her now, trapped here by his own wishes so long ago.
Summer melted away and Jemma finally left for Edinburgh and medical school, and now their mother was alone in the house, depressed and lonely, still caught up in the throes of her dead children's grief and anger as the hostility continued.
As the arc of their self-destruction spiralled ever tighter, Jon began to consider that perhaps the time to move on was approaching; his reason for staying was simple; Nessa: she was the sum total of all his reasons to be here, and with her slipping further away with every moment that passed, his need to remain was slowly dying away too.
Nessa in turn flitted around the house and gardens, always avoiding contact with him, her glances reproachful and unforgiving. Silence between them grew to be a habit, so when one day they passed each other, Jon with his eyes averted, as usual, he was startled to feel her hand on his arm. He looked up, to see her eyes soft and almost normal again, not the hard, unforgiving emeralds they'd been for so long.
"Ness...?" he whispered, and was rewarded with a slight upward bowing of her lips.
"Jonny, we need to talk, properly; can we?" she murmured, and his heart leaped at the prospect of finally communicating with her again; months had passed, lonely and alone, the year was turning to Winter, and his need to hear her soft voice once more, to touch her smooth skin, and to feel the brush of her hair against his hands and lips was almost overpowering.
He wordlessly took her hand and led her to the rose arbour, now just bare branches, the roses and leaves long departed,
"I always feel sad at this time of year when I sit here," she observed. "It always seems so dead and blighted; but look, if you touch them, you can feel the life waiting just under the bark."
Jonny dutifully stroked the bare twigs, and grinned as he felt what she was feeling. Nessa smiled back at him.
"It kind of gives you hope for tomorrow, doesn't it? All seems so dead, but now you know it will all be back again one day, as beautiful as ever."
Jon turned to look at her, and took her hand. Nessa didn't pull away, which he took as a good sign.
"And us, will we be back again one day, as beautiful as ever?" he whispered.
Nessa looked in his eyes, her eyes luminous with unshed tears.
"I'm sorry I was so angry, Jonny. I love you so much, and you hurt me and lied to me. I had to be alone; I had to work out how to love you once more after what you did. I know you meant well, but remember what mummy always said? The road to Hell is paved with good intentions. You hurt me, and I think for a while I hated you for hurting me so much, but now I understand why you did what you did. If I ask you now, will you love me again? I'm done with being alone, with chewing on what you did; more and more I think about what we had, what brought us here, and how we felt about each other, and I want that back. Can we get that back, my darling Jon-boy?"
Jonny's heart swelled until he thought it would burst even as he gathered her into him, a weight and a great burden dropping away as he held her once again. They kissed, naturally, no fumbling or hesitation, the patterns of their past once more falling into place around them, and so they kissed tenderly, hungrily, that chill distance between them vanishing as though it had never been.
It seemed just a heartbeat and they were back in Jon's old room, Nessa in his arms as they kissed wildly, hungrily, trying to make up for lost time. When Nessa reached for his belt, Jonny groaned softly, the feel of her hands on him almost unbearable after so long, and when his hands tightened on her bottom, she ground against him almost desperately, eagerness and longing plain in every line and gesture.
"Make love to me, Jonny, please, make it like it was before!" she whispered fiercely, spurring him on. They almost tore each other's clothes off in their haste to reconnect, long months of need betraying them as they grappled together, foregoing foreplay in their rush to once more couple.
"Ooohh God, yes...!" gasped Nessa as Jon's engorged member slid into her once more, stretching her open again the way she loved it.
"Oh God, Ness, I can't hold it for long...!" gasped Jon, months of enforced abstinence taking their toll. Nessa reached down and jabbed her fingernail into his perineum, the only thing that would back him off when he was on the verge.
"Thanks Sis..." he muttered, slipping his arms under the small of her back to raise her sweet nipples up to where he could suckle on them as he pounded himself into her.
"Oh yess, oh yes, like that, oh yesss..." murmured Nessa, lifting her hips in time to meet his thrusts, her lips searching for his as they coupled with varying cadence; now slow, languid, savouring the sweetness of their reconciliation, and then fast, hard, hammering at each other as excitement built and patience lost out to need, until:
"Ooohh Jonny, yesss, yesss YESSS!" she shrieked, her pussy contracting around him, immobilising him as her orgasm crashed and surged through her, wave after wave. Jon wasn't immune to the moment, and cried out, a hoarse, guttural, wordless shout of fulfilment as his own climax took him, his seed blasting out of him and into her depths, white hot and soul-wracking in its intensity, again and again, until he finally had no more to give, and his body trembled and twitched from the intensity of his climax.



*
Jon woke in the pre-dawn grey, alone in his bed, no sign of Nessa anywhere, and no sense of her presence.
"Ness..." he called softly, and receiving no reply, climbed out of bed to look out of the window.
There, in the garden, was his sister, talking with Uriel; it had to be Uriel, although he looked different yet again; gone was the black suit and the glossy black hair; now his hair was a deep chestnut brown, short and practical, and he was dressed in what looked like some kind of silvery armour, although Jon couldn't focus on it properly, for some reason. For no reason at all, a sense of foreboding swept over him; what was Nessa talking to Uriel about, and why the armour?
He ran downstairs and out into the garden, the sense of foreboding growing, coupled with a deep disquiet. Nessa turned her head when she realised Uriel wasn't looking at her any more, an expression of sorrow mixed with determination flitting across her face before she schooled her features into an impassive mask.
"Ness, why's Uriel here, what's going on?" demanded Jon, and his heart sank when she looked away, refusing to meet his stare.
"Ness, what's happened? What have you done?" he demanded, a sick certainty growing in the pit of his stomach that he already knew. He went to hold her, and suddenly a barrier snapped into place around her, insubstantial as smoke, stronger than steel, preventing him from approaching her. From the corner of his eye he could make out the suggestion of black wings, huge pinions enfolding her, keeping him away from her.
"Jonny, please, I have to do this, please don't try and stop me!" she said, her voice soft but laden with emotion. Jon wasn't prepared to listen. Instead he raged against that impenetrable barrier, those smoky pinions enfolding her.
"What have you done, Nessa, please, tell me..." he begged her, almost sobbing in his fright and the sick certainty that he knew, but he had to hear her say it.
Nessa looked away, at the lone figure of her father, as always, alone and unaware in his own private hell.
"I offered myself in exchange for daddy. I did this to him; I owe him this; if I take his place, he'll be free, he'll be forgiven, and he can rest forever. I owe him, Jonny, what happened to daddy was because of me; this is how I make amends!"
Jon sank to his knees, his imploring look at Uriel meeting only stony silence.
"Please Uriel, don't let her do this, she doesn't understand what she's doing, please, don't..." he sobbed, but Uriel only raised one eyebrow.
"The bargain has been struck, Jon Stewart; I didn't come to her and persuade her, she summoned me; Vanessa has made this decision, all I can do is open the way and fulfil the bargain; your father for her. This is the way it has always been, and I cannot intervene, only carry out her wishes. I'm sorry."
Jon looked at her beseechingly.
"Please Ness, don't, please..." he sobbed, but Nessa refused to meet his gaze, looking only to where their father stood, while tears ran down her cheeks.
Jon looked from Nessa to Uriel and back to Nessa, and then it came to him; he could save her, he could stop her doing this, there was a way!
"Uriel, I offer myself in place of my sister! I will take my father's place if you will release her from the bargain. I know this is in your power. I will take my father's place!"
"Done!" drawled a soft voice, and Jon and Nessa both spun around to see another figure standing in the garden, in armour like Uriel's, but glowing so brightly they could hardly make out his features, except that he was almost impossibly handsome, with silvery-white hair cut in a warrior's bowl like Uriel's.
"Hello my brother!" murmured Uriel, while Jon and Nessa stepped back in confusion; another archangel? Why? Who?
"Uriel, it has been too, too long; it is lonely in exile, and I am glad to look upon your face again after so long!"
Jon and Nessa edged closer together; there was something about the newcomer...
Uriel smiled, and suddenly his wings, those barely seen barriers, snapped into view, huge and glossy black, graceful and majestic.
"Jon, Vanessa, this is my brother; this is Luciel, the Lightbringer, the Morning Star, brightest of all angels."
Jon looked at Nessa, terror beginning to grow in her eyes as realisation dawned as to just who was standing before them. The newcomer smiled sardonically, and also snapped his wings open, huge and bright, glorious in their brilliance, but with a hint of eye-searing black, painful to look-on, but impossible to ignore.
"I am also known as 'Lucifer', 'The Lord of Misrule', 'The Lord of Futility', and various other not so nice names, but I prefer 'Luciel'; if you need to address me, then that is how you will address me. And now we have business to transact. As I recall, a bargain was struck, and I have accepted the soul of Jonathan Kier Stewart in full payment for the release of Richard Kier Stewart, who will, as per the original agreement, be expunged of any trace of sin. Your father has already departed, so now I will take my payment."
Jon looked at where their father had been, and sure enough, he was gone. Nessa stared at him in horror as he took that first, faltering step toward Luciel, and an eternity of damnation, but Jon was determined to go through with it; he'd made the bargain, and saved his father and his sister, this had to be.
One more step, and then suddenly a figure barred his way, huge and hot, his armour glowing as if red hot, a flaming sword in his hand.
"This cannot be!" boomed the new arrival. "I cannot allow this!"
So saying, he planted his feet wide and thrust his sword point into the ground, his huge hands wrapped around the hilts as he leaned on it, his red hair and blazing golden eyes feeding the illusion that he was made of fire. From the corner of his eye, Jon saw several other figures materialise, their armour shimmering and rippling with their own unearthly radiance, naked swords glittering like stars in their hands, with their huge wings unfurled, barring his way and rooting him to the spot.
Luciel looked annoyed at the intrusion.
"The bargain was made and accepted, Michael, you have no say here! I own the soul of Jonathan Stewart. This is all in accordance with The Great Bargain, so leave, and take these others with you; they have no business here today either!"
Michael shook his huge head slowly.
"The soul you are claiming has no smirch of sin upon it; by The Great Bargain you are compelled to release such souls! Do not force me to defend this boy, because I will. I will!"
Luciel began to glow with an ever greater brilliance, that tinge of eye-searing black now even more brilliant, a deeper, more lustrous black than the world had ever seen, sickly, malignant, and evil, the colour of horror, madness, and damnation. The sword he unsheathed was so black it seemed to absorb light and reflect none back, a sword-shaped hole in time and space. He glanced at Uriel, who had also unsheathed his sword, and a cynical, bitter smile curled his lip.
"You knew this would happen, didn't you, my brother? Was this your plan all along? Because I feel no hesitation in fighting for what is mine. I have my rights by law. You have resorted to trickery to deprive me of what is mine by right; I thought better of you, my brother! Now the gang's all here, Michael, Raphael, Gabriel, Ariel; even Chamuel and Zadkiel are here, so who's first?"
Michael raised his huge fiery sword, even as "No, Michael, don't!" rang out. Michael lowered his sword to look sideways at an Archangel in pale blue armour, but with his sword still sheathed.
"What now, Gabriel, am I supposed to back away from this honey-tongued charlatan, the father of lies? Remember what happened before! If I'd been allowed to kill him then, none of the things that trouble the world and shake the Thrones would have come to pass!"
Gabriel shook his head sadly.
"That was meant to be; the Eternal does not reveal anything about what might have been, or should have been; Luciel is my brother, he is your brother; casting him out was merciful, and necessary, and trying to kill him now will shake the Thrones much worse than anything that has gone before! We must weather this, or none of us will survive. We are Archangels, we are instruments of The Eternal, just as he is, and we do not brawl like a gang of ruffians!"
He looked at Luciel, enthroned in his terrifying nimbus of evil light, signifying his readiness to do battle, and shook his head.
"Don't do this, Luciel! You are the lord of punishment, he who cleanses the souls of sinners, but what will you do with this soul? There is no sin there, only minor venial sins that would not condemn a soul to the pit, so if you take this soul, what will you do with it? Punish it for sins it has not committed? Be gracious my brother, I beg of you. It has been too long since you have been gone, a million, million years since the fall of the Grigori; you, I, all of us, we know what happened was fore-ordained, and still your brothers feel your absence with every day that passes. You tell yourself you revel in what you have become, but inside, you are still one of our brethren, and you too feel the loss we all feel. Does that not move you?"
Luciel lowered his sword, the nimbus of awful light surrounding him dimming to nothing. With a clash that made the teeth sing in Jon's head, he thrust his sword back in its sheath, and folded his arms, staring at Jon and Nessa, enfolded and protected as they were in the graceful, impenetrable wings of the other Archangels.
"So, Jonathan Keir Stewart, it appears I have no claim on you. Very well, there is no bargain, and I will not reclaim your father. However, I am owed redress. You have agreed with Uriel that you will move on once the last of your blood has departed; so be it. However, you will accept reincarnation, both of you, and, if you do not find each other in your reincarnated lives, when you pass-away, you will both belong to me. Is that merciful enough, Uriel?"
"Done!" barked Uriel, before Jon or Nessa could either agree or object. With that, the figures surrounding them clustered around Luciel, all the brothers joining one last time, then, one by one, they melted into a column of light that rose and blended with the dawn.
Jon sighed as the overwhelming sense of presence dissipated, and then there was just him, Nessa, and Uriel grinning at them, armour gone, and his usual natty black suit and silver adornments in evidence.
"So what now, Uriel, what do Ness and I do now?" asked Jon, and Uriel grinned at them.
"It's over. Stay here, move on, it's up to you. You can leave here now, you can go where you want, come back when you like; you're no longer tied here. Just don't go trying to touch your mother, or letting her know you're still around; that's still a no-no! I'll look in on you from time to time; remember, if you need me, just call; whether I like it or not, you're still my responsibility."
He smiled, and this time there was no trace of sardonic mockery or indulgence in his smile.
"Be well, kids; go and have some fun now, see the world, you can do that now; perhaps you should go and visit Jemma first and see how well she's doing. Bye for now!"
*
Now that they could leave, Jon and Nessa chose to remain near their mother; the recent events, and their eventual outcome, had lightened the atmosphere considerably in their home; even June could feel it, although of course, she couldn't know why her home felt so light and happy again, after all the years of sorrow and regret.
She still heard noises at night; she still found things moved around or subtly out of place, and the occasional sense of her children's presence would make her stop and suddenly look around, hoping against hope that she would catch a glimpse of them. As time passed, June gradually came to accept that perhaps her children were not so far away after all and that they were somehow watching over their home and loved ones.
For their part, Nessa and Jon spent their time falling deeper and more profoundly in love every day, their bond slowly tightening into an unbreakable connection. Their lovemaking grew more varied and inventive as they grew together, their joy pervading and enlivening their home, filling it with lightness even on the darkest, grimmest of winter days.
June felt it, even though she didn't know what she was feeling, but still she basked in the embrace of her children's love and joy as they loved each other and watched over her.
Uriel, watching from a distance, was well pleased; this was going to make what came next a lot easier.
Finally the day came when June passed away; she'd chosen to spend her last days in the house where she believed her children still lived, and it was with emotions impossible to describe that Jon and Vanessa watched over her passing. As her spirit prepared to depart, she finally saw her two lost children, and when she smiled at them and raised her hands for them to take her with them, they reached for her, but instead a hand appeared on each of their shoulders.
"No children, not this time; this is for someone else!" said a soft voice, and when they looked around, Uriel was there, still as debonair as ever, but that sardonic grin was gone; now his smile was warm and gentle. As Jon and Nessa moved apart, Richard was suddenly there between them, reaching for his wife, to take her hand and hold her to him.
"I thought...after what happened..." she murmured, but Richard stilled her with a finger to her lips.
"Our children saved me, my love; they offered themselves in my place, and they saved us all, and so I have come for you today."
With that, he turned to gently cup Nessa's chin, to brush his fingers across Jon's cheek, and gently brush away the tears on both their cheeks, before turning once more to June.
"And now my darling, will you come with me?"
June stared at him, her eyes shining, then nodded, a long, slow smile curving her lips. Richard leaned down to kiss her, then, as they turned to smile at their children, the light around them intensified, then died away, and they were gone.
"What happens to them now?" asked Jon, and Uriel grinned, once more his old, sardonic, slightly cynical self.
"I told you once before, Jonny, a long time ago; that's something I don't know; I can't know, in fact, you could say not knowing is part of what makes me what I am. Wherever they are, whatever they're doing, they'll be happy, that's all I know. Maybe they'll decide to come back and do it all again; whatever they do, it's their choice now."
*
Jemma and her family remained at the house, and again, Jon and Nessa watched over her all the days of her life, and when it was her time, they were there for her, their last remaining family.
Jemma smiled with joy as she once again looked upon her long-lost older siblings, and when they took her and embraced her, she smiled as the years fell away from her, until she was no older than them, young once more in the company of her ageless brother and sister. As she breathed her last, her children and grandchildren gathered around her bed wondered at the calm, joyful smile on her face.
And now Jon and Nessa's blood was all spent, none remained on this earth; they had taken their sister through to the place where the light had claimed her, and so it was time for them to move on, as they had agreed so very long ago.
"Are you ready, children?" said a well-remembered voice, and there he was, Uriel, the Angel of Death, no longer humorous, witty, cynical, or sardonic; now he had come for them, calm, majestic, magnificent, his true nature finally revealed.
"We have a bargain to fulfil. Do not worry, there is world enough, and time, for you to find each other again; just trust yourselves, and trust your feelings."
"I'll find you, Ness, I swear; wherever I go, whatever I have to do, I will find you, I love you so much!" Jon promised desperately, kissing his sister one last time, while Uriel watched them indulgently.
"I love you too, Jonny, I love you so much, I'll find you, I'll search until I find you, Jonny, I promise!" she whispered, kissing him back just as desperately, loss already rising inside her as she clung to him. Uriel put a hand on each of their shoulders, gently urging them forward.
"Come with me, children, it is time. Do not worry; you will find each other. Be brave now, and follow me, you will come to no harm, I promise you."
*
Epilogue:
The two mothers met for the first time outside the primary school on the first day of school. They felt drawn together, possibly because they were a little older than the other young mothers bringing their little ones for their first day.
As is only natural, they began talking about their children, both happily discovering that their children were 'miracle' babies; after trying for years, and despairing of ever falling pregnant, they had finally conceived, and their children were born just a few weeks apart.
As they chatted, one of the mothers pointed out her daughter.
"Look, that's my little girl over there. Her father's so proud of her; she's the image of his grandmother Jemma, and she's just the apple of his eye!"
The other mother agreed that the little girl was indeed gorgeous, and looked around until she spotted her little boy. As she saw him, he saw her and waved happily. Even from that distance his bright blue eyes were noticeable. The little girl was even more eye-catching, her brilliant green eyes and mane of chestnut hair striking and immediately noticeable
Both children ran to their mothers, eager to tell of their first day at school, but when they spotted each other, they stopped dead, their eyes wide, then, to the astonishment of their mothers, they took each other by the hand and ran to a corner of the playground and began playing together, completely ignoring the other children around them.
"Well, I've never seen her do that before!" exclaimed the little girl's mother, and the boy's mother nodded in agreement.
"I've never seen him take to anyone so quickly. What's your daughter's name?"
"Her name's Vanessa, but everyone calls her Nessa or Ness; how about your boy?"
"His name's Jonathan, but he likes to be called Jonny."
*
In the small and unremarkable black car parked on the corner, where they could see the school playground, Uriel grinned at Gabriel.
"See, all they needed was a little help! I don't think Luciel's going to be too fussed; he practically told me to do it. But just in case, I think I'll watch them for a while; it might be fun being a Guardian Angel! We're done here, let's go."
The car whispered down the road, pulled into a nondescript alley, and faded from view.
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Part 1: This is me
My name is Trinity, but my closest friends and family call me Trini. I was born in a smallish mid-western town, probably no different from a thousand others scattered around the Midwest, and lived there with my parents and my older brother Scott. For as long as I can remember, I had a crush on Scott. Of course, when I was a little girl, I didn't know I had a crush on him; all I knew was that Scotty made me feel good, and safe, and always, always treated me like I was special, and I loved him deeply.
Scott is a little over three years older than I am. He's a handsome, muscular athlete, tall and just beautiful. He was the most popular guy in school with the girls. Like me, Scott has chestnut hair and clear, pale skin, but my eyes are blue, like Mom's, and my hair is a couple shades lighter than his, while his eyes are a fabulous grass green, like Dad's; we get our pale skin and wavy hair from Dad; it makes me look young and girlish, but when it comes to Scott, no-one could ever make the mistake of calling that jawline and those cheekbones, and especially that corded, muscular neck girlish; he's all man, and what a man; 6'1" and 190 pounds of fit, healthy, hunky, muscular gorgeousness!
My earliest memories are all of Scotty, of him being there, looking after me, looking out for me, and just generally caring about me. As I grew older I discovered he couldn't say no to me; something in him made him do anything I asked him, get me anything I wanted, play with me as long as I wanted. All through my formative years, the one constant in my life, apart from Mom and Dad, was Scotty; friends came and went, I outgrew some playmates, found new ones, but the only one who was always there, and always there for me, was Scotty.
When I was very young, mom and Dad were always there for me as well; Dad was never too tired to sit me on his lap and tell me stories, or read 'Curious George' or 'The Cat in The Hat', Mom too, but as time wore on, she stopped, and grew more and more distant with every passing day, because she had something else on her mind; mom had found a new-born interest in her church and church life.
A friend had persuaded her and Dad to attend a Revival when I was small, and that was suddenly what her life was about. While she never tried to push Scotty or me into it, she and Dad became more and more deeply involved in church life, and pushed Scotty and me further and further away. She was always so busy with her church-work that she was almost never home, never there for me, and the few times she was around, she sure didn't want me around disturbing her Bible-Study group, or her church committee, or whatever else Pastor Bell had roped her into.
My mom's really beautiful; she has the same color hair and same eyes as me, but she's taller than I am, and slim and elegant; I always thought she was the most beautiful woman in town. When I was small, before her obsession with her church took over, when we went out, she'd dress-up real nice, do her make-up, and then she looked like a model straight out of Cosmo or Vogue. She laughed a lot, she told me stories, she'd let me help her make cookies and biscuits, she made Dad laugh and Scotty blush, and I adored her
Then it all changed; her new pastor was always around now, always talking, persuading, cajoling; I saw the way he looked at Mom, the way he was always touching her arm, her hand, her shoulder, nothing too inappropriate, but constant and it made me uneasy. He made Dad his 'Pastoral Assistant', ordering him around like he was nothing and nobody in his own house, lording it over my parents like they were his personal possessions, especially my mom. He was forever appointing her to this committee or that one, or organizing the bake-sale, or the church cleaning rota, all kinds of things, but what it added up to was that he monopolized her time, and she had none left for us.
I used to wonder how she couldn't see the way he looked at her; I could, and it made me feel strange, and sick inside, like he was planning to take her away; as much as I resented her for not being my mom anymore, I still loved her, and Dad; I wanted my mom and Dad back, and I hated having that man in my home, in the center of my family. He'd send Dad out on 'pastoral missions' around the neighborhood, basically doing his job for him, and while Dad would be out administering to the congregation, Pastor Bell would be in my home, touching Mom all the time in that creepy way, and looking at her in that even creepier way; as young as I was, it disturbed me deeply.
Scotty and I both avoided him on sight; he gave the two of us a major case of the creeps. It wasn't hard to avoid him; he always looked at us as if he hated us worse than we hated him. Except when Mom was looking, of course; then he was just greasy and nice as pie. Mom could see through walls and know what I was doing all the way at the other end of the house, yet she couldn't see what was standing right next to her...
I hated him, and I used to find myself wishing Scotty was big and grown-up so he could drag that creep out of my home and just beat the living shit out of him for pushing himself into my family the way he had.
Dad didn't seem to know or care what was happening to our family; once upon a time, he'd come home from work, and after dinner he'd read to me, or give me a wild-horse ride on his knees, or play snakes and chutes, or Candyland.
After dinner he'd carry me to my room, tuck me in, check for monsters and goblins, then tell me a story, something from his childhood, or stroke my hair and softly hum a song until I fell asleep. That was my Dad, not the distant, distracted man who hardly even noticed me anymore; now he was more interested in witnessing for the Lord, and he kind of forgot about me, and Scotty too, so Scotty became my parent. He was all I had, and all my time was taken up with him, because I had no other family anymore.
Poor Scotty never complained when he had to look after me, and I loved being looked after by him; if I wanted to play 'Emergency Room' he'd sit patiently while I took his temperature and put bandages on him, and splints on his fingers made out of Popsicle sticks, and always took the pills I gave him. They were M & M's and jellybeans, but he always made a face and complained about the taste, just like a real patient. When I told him he'd had the most horrible accidents, and I had to cut his arm or leg off, he'd play along, hopping with his leg held behind him, or pulling his arm inside his shirt so he really looked like he only had one arm. He even let me draw great big, horrible wounds and cuts on him so I could treat him for them.
Sure, we had disagreements sometimes, but they never seemed to last very long and it was always Scott who made up with me first; he was so sweet, and that's probably when I first began to fall in love with him. I never knew that's what it was; I was far too young to know; all I knew was that Scott was there for me, he would never hurt me, or let anyone hurt me. If I messed-up and Mom or Dad took after me, Scott would take the blame and accept whatever punishment they thought he should have. Mom and Dad both knew he was taking the blame for me, but he wouldn't turn me in, so they punished him to teach me a lesson.
After a while I realized that anything I did wrong, Scott would get punished in my place; that brought me up short, and I resolved not to mess-up again, because I didn't want my precious big brother to get punished again for what I'd done; if I did it too often, he might start to hate me, and that would have killed me.
Scotty never complained; not once did he ever act bitter or accusing or anything even close to that; he just smiled that lovely smile of his and melted my heart all over again. Even as a little girl I soon learned how much I needed to see that sweet smile, my smile, the smile for me alone.
I was so attached to him that I actually cried when Mom took me to school my first day; I spent that whole first day lost, bewildered and frightened; all I needed was Scotty, or to be at home, waiting for him all safe and comfortable, forted-up in his tree-house with my dolls, a couple of peanut-butter sandwiches, and a pair of fully-loaded Nerf guns in case the goblins tried a sneak attack while he was out of the way. Instead, I was thrown in with all these strange kids and I didn't have my Scotty to protect me and keep me safe.
When the day was over, when I finally saw him at last, when he came to get me, I screamed for him and ran to him crying and blubbering, I was so glad to see my protector again; he'd make the bad day all better again, I was convinced of that! He had to carry me home piggy-back, I was so afraid to let go of him in case he disappeared again.
*
After dinner that first school day, he took me up to my room and sat me down so he could talk to me.
"Trini, I know you had a bad day in school today, but it will get better, I promise. I need to tell you something, and I need you to promise me you'll listen."
He looked so serious I immediately realized something was up.
"Baby, because I can't be near you all day, I'm gonna give you some special magic to keep you safe until I come and get you, OK?"
I was listening to all this wide-eyed; not see him all day? I already had one day without him, alone and out in the open, not safe in our tree-house, and I for sure wasn't gonna let that happen again! Supposing the goblins attacked, or the ogre showed up? How could I fight them off if he wasn't there to help me? I didn't like this at all, no sir, no Scotty all day? I don't think so!
He must have seen the look in my eye, the quiver in my lip because he reached into his shirt pocket and pulled out a tightly rolled little brown leather package with red threads tied tightly around it, keeping it from opening out.
"Trini, this is a real powerful magic charm I got from an old Indian medicine man; it's to keep the giants, ogres and goblins away from you while you're at school. When I'm not there with you, this will keep you safe, okay? Just keep it way down in the bottom of your pocket, don't touch it, and don't show it to anyone, and most of all, don't tell Mom; it's your special, secret magic, and it'll only work for you, so you keep it safe, Trini, okay?"
He handed me the charm, and it was then I realized I was going to be alone all day, every day, with only a magic charm to keep me safe. My eyes filled, and suddenly his arms were around me and he was hugging me and making me feel safe again as I cried with fear; how was I ever going to spend every day from now on without him, surrounded by strangers, with only a little bit of magic in my pocket? I needed all his magic, not just a little bit!
Mom came to see why I was crying, but she saw Scotty was on top of it, so she left without questioning me too much, and I hated her for it; I needed my mommy, and she didn't care I was crying. She was too busy with some church committee or whatever. Scotty finally got me calmed down, telling me that I'd soon make friends, and they'd make sure I was safe until he came and got me. When he was sure I'd stopped crying, he took me up to my room and tucked me in and read to me from my favorite book, 'The House at Pooh Corner'.
Going through school without Scotty there was a real effort, my days were filled with learning, but always my need for him danced on the edge of my perceptions. Mom knew how much I was suffering but she just left me to stew, until one day she told me bluntly to just grow-up, Scotty was older than me and he had his own life, so just leave him be. When she said that,
I hated her so much for saying that, for trying to cut me away from my Scotty I almost fainted; it was the most heartless and cruel thing anyone had ever said or done to me; somehow I knew it was that fucking creep, Pastor Bell, who'd told her to say that to me, that he was slowly but surely taking my mom away from me.
I spent the rest of that day hiding in the tree-house, curled-up and crying for Scott, frightened that she was going to take him away from me forever, and that Pastor Bell had taken my mom away from me. My daddy was already gone; she was going to leave me alone, and no-one cared.
Scotty found me there that afternoon; he didn't have to look hard for me, he knew I'd always be in my safe place, and when he put his arm around me and asked me what happened, it all came out in a rush, with me crying almost hysterically as he held me on his lap again, like he used to when I was very small. He rocked me gently, holding my head against his chest as he stroked my hair, making soft little crooning noises, comforting sounds, letting me know he was there, and eventually I began to calm down. Once I'd got to the point where the sobbing had stopped, and only the occasional hiccup erupted, Scotty sat me upright and looked into my eyes.
"Trini, I can't be with you all day, every day, even though that's what I want more than anything in the world; you have to go to school, and so do I; it's the law. Do you still have your magic charm?"
I nodded and dug down into my pocket and pulled out the little package Scotty had gotten from the old Indian medicine-man.
Scotty smiled, and told me to put it back, and keep it safe.
"The magic in there is only for you, Trini; there's a special charm, and a little piece of me as well, so even when you're in school and I'm not there, really I'm right there in your pocket with you, okay? Don't listen to what Mom says; she doesn't understand, and she doesn't believe in real magic. She's got her Bible and her church, and that creep Pastor Bell, and she thinks that's all there is, so you keep that magic charm safe and secret, and remember, you're not alone; I'm always going to be there with you. Any time you need me, you just put your hand in your pocket and I'll be right there, got that?"
Part 2: It Begins
As I got older, I began go through changes, in my head as well as my body, and I started to see how cute, then how gorgeous, my sweet big brother really was; apparently other girls did as well, and when he started dating, I just flipped; how dare he, how fucking dare he! I raged at him in the privacy of my room and my head, alternately hating him and crying over him, not daring to let anyone know how I was feeling.
I felt betrayed and furious that he was letting some slutty little tramp put her hands on him and come between us, that he was letting her be more important than me! I tried so hard not to let any of it show, but it still came out in waspish little exchanges with him, exchanges that always ended with me shrieking names at him and stalking away to cry in my room behind the locked door, while he stood rooted to the spot, a stunned, uncomprehending, hurt expression on his gentle face.
Eventually, I came to allow (not accept, never that!) him his girlfriends; they came and went after a few weeks anyway, as if he wasn't sure who or what he wanted, so he'd decided to try out everyone; they, of course, were eager to try out for the team, a whole parade of them; I think I may have mentioned this before a few times, but Scotty (MY Scotty!) was drop-dead gorgeous, with a sweet, friendly, compassionate nature to match, and all the girls in his class were carrying big torches for him.
As I passed into my teens, and matured further as the years passed, I'd see him looking at me with that quizzical, slightly astonished look he'd developed around me, and a small, strange, but pleasant quiver would start in the pit of my tummy.
My teens, especially my late teens, were the most unsettling, but also the best time for me; I found myself thinking more and more about him; I would suddenly stop what I was doing when an image of him smiling, or looking at me, or concentrating as he studied flashed into my head, seemingly out of nowhere. These images grew ever more frequent as I grew older, and now other things, feelings I found hard to explain or understand, were beginning to intrude as well. When I finally discovered how good it felt to pleasure myself, quite late in life, I have to say, it was almost inevitable that it would be Scotty's face I saw when I was doing it.
At first I couldn't understand how it could be right to do that, and why Scotty's face would occupy my thoughts when I did, and why the two together should bring such a rush of pleasure; I felt somehow that it was wrong, and I just knew that my God-shouting loony of a mother would hit the fucking roof if she even guessed, prompted by that creepy bastard who still held such sway over her.
But that didn't stop me; it felt so good, and for me, it felt right. Scotty was the most wonderful person I had ever known. How could it be wrong to think about him in that way while I did what I did to make myself feel so good?
And so I went on, slowly learning about myself, putting the pieces together in my head so they made sense; I knew this was somehow a part of growing up, of maturing, but the connection eluded me; Sex-Ed in back in High School had been a few minutes in Health, and had been almost entirely about why you shouldn't do it, but almost no information on exactly what you shouldn't be doing. I don't think the cartoons they showed us to explain the birds and the bees were produced by people with even a tenuous grasp on reality, because they made no sense at all, but that was what my mom and the other religious/conservative nut-jobs on the PTA had foisted on us, so that was what we got.
Sometimes, when the frustration and lack of knowledge got too much, my girlfriends and I would fantasize about sneaking out and hitching a ride into Gainsboro, and leap naked in front of the unsuspecting marines at Camp Lowell, just to see if getting roundly fucked was as dirty, depraved, sinful, and unpleasant as Mom and her fellow harpies made it sound.
I'd come to the conclusion, based on my observations of Mom and her extreme reaction to even a minor allusion to the S-word, that anything she and her mealy-mouthed, batshit crazy church-friends thought was dirty or wrong probably wasn't all that bad, and besides, it would have been nice to find out for myself; it would certainly make my life more interesting! The only thing that stopped me doing that was the feeling that Scotty really, definitely wouldn't like that very much...
We had no internet at home, so no chance to do a little surreptitious research; Mom and her fellow religious nuts were convinced the internet was the Devil's playground, or as Mom put it, no doubt echoing Pastor Bell, whose mouthpiece she'd become, 'a torrent of filth', so no internet at home, and no cable; we were probably the most out-of-date, disconnected and backward home in middle America.



Asking Mom about my body, boys, sex, or anything related to any of them just wouldn't have worked; all she had to do was see two people kissing on TV and she'd get impatient and flustered, and get up on her religious-right high-horse about the 'filth and depravity' that they allowed to be shown on television; I'm surprised it never occurred to her that telling a teenage girl about the perils of sin, filth and depravity is usually a sure-fire way to make said teenage girl want to try out said sin, filth and depravity, just to see what all the fuss is about, and I was no exception.
But Mom wouldn't be budged in her narrow view of the world; TBN or GOD-TV and ancient re-runs of 'the PTL Club' from the church-owned TV station in Falls Bend was as far as televisual entertainment and excitement was allowed to progress in my home.
As for sex, real sex, those of my friends who said they were "doing it" gave such wildly conflicting accounts that I was forced to concede three possibilities: they were all lying, they were each doing something totally different, or it was completely different for every girl. I just didn't have enough information to decide which it was.
Boys had started asking me out on dates, or trying to get me alone to kiss me when we studied, but I wasn't having any truck with that; I didn't like any of them enough to want to do that with them; instead, increasingly, and very intriguingly, the only person I wanted to do that with was Scotty, and that confused and flustered me; he was my brother, you're not supposed to do things like that with your brother...are you?
Eventually, after a skin eruption that made me look like Ground-Zero for the Midwest's biggest acne-bomb, Mom took me to the doctor, who advised her to put me on the contraceptive pill, it would clear-up my skin problems and regulate my painful and irregular periods. Mom did, reluctantly, after a long, rambling, and mostly incomprehensible lecture about "being good" now that I was a young woman.
Whatever she was trying to say, and there was so much euphemism and plain ignorance in there that it actually made no sense at all, being on the pill worked; within a year my raging acne was a distant memory, I had my complexion back, thank God, and had gone from a lanky, awkward teenager with excessive perspiration issues and skin like a Gila-Monster's ass to a clear-skinned, horny young woman with jutting 34C breasts, nipples that stood up and pointed at the slightest provocation, and a slim, shapely figure with, in the words of my girlfriends, the kind of ass that made me dangerous.
In my considered opinion, I was now fully armed and equipped to complete my basic mission: to get my freak with on my hottielicious big brother, by force, if necessary.
Yes, I know, you're not supposed to think like that, not about your brothers, but you didn't live with all that lovely, muscular goodness tempting and torturing you day in and day out; as far as I was concerned, he was fair game, and I was going to have him, and fuck what everyone else thought, he was mine, and he always had been...
Round about this time Pastor Bell (and yes, that Class-A creep was still sleazing around mom) had started giving me some funny looks, kinda like the way he looked at mom, and trying to engage me in conversation, but I just ignored him, which usually set Mom off on one of her tirades while that oily bastard just looked smug. The sound of his voice was like fingernails scraping along my bones but he never seemed to take the hint that I couldn't fucking stand him.
One day, though, he saw Scotty looking real intent at him and backed away real hurried like; I think if he'd tried anything, or touched me the way he touched my mom, or even brushed up against me (and the thought of that made my skin crawl), I have absolutely no doubt Scotty would have kicked his ass up and down the hallway and fuck what Mom thought about it, and I'm sure the dear pastor knew it too...
Anyway, back to my plotting...
Finally, my opportunity came, a few months after my eighteenth birthday. I had finished High School, it was high summer, and I was at a loose end, as I'd deferred college for a year to try and save the parents some money. Mom and Dad had to go away for two weeks right at the start of Summer; some ancient relative we'd never heard of in Billings, Montana was sick, and the 'rents had to go and see her, probably just in case she died without the chance to leave them some money...
The woman lived in a shack with no indoor plumbing, so Scotty and I regretfully declined the offer of a trip to the windswept middle of nowhere, tempting as it sounded, and the parents agreed, which was a first for them.
Because Scott, who was already long past 21, always looked after me so well, and was always so protective of me, they were quite happy to leave us alone, secure in the knowledge that as long as he was around me, nothing bad was ever going to happen to me, i.e. boys, sex, fun, a life.
To look after me, Scotty had taken two weeks' leave owing him and stayed home instead of drinking himself into a stupor and partying like a lunatic in Panama City with his friends, something he'd been looking forward to all year. It was doubly sweet of him, because he really needed a vacation to blow off some steam. He worked long, long hours with a national insurance company in their regional Head Office in Rancho Valdez, about sixty miles away, the closest job he could find; the poor guy was always either working or stretched-out exhausted in front of the TV; he needed to get away and party a little, but he chose to stay with me instead, because Mom needed him to keep me safe while they were gone.
Being at home with me also helped his finances; he was saving up to fully restore his car, a classic 70's Torino he'd seen on TV when he was a kid and lusted after forever, and being a party animal with his lunkhead friends in Florida would have busted his savings big time, as well as pissing Mom off for the rest of eternity.
So, quite without my planning it, fate took a hand and ensured I had him at home, all to myself, for a whole two weeks, 24 hours a day. Now that we were on our own, I was hoping I could somehow manoeuvre him into making a move on me, or failing that, getting him to sit still while I took a run at him.
Actually, I was more hoping for a sort of 'Hallmark' moment, where we suddenly fell into each other's arms after a smoldering, meaningful glance, instantly recognizing we were soul-mates, and made passionate declarations of our love for each other. Hey, I was an eighteen year-old virgin, give me a break...
The first night they'd gone, after a cool shower and some snacks, just salad, chips and dips, we watched one of my favorite mother-approved movies. I had seen it several dozen times before (OK, I'm exaggerating...a little), but I like teen rom-coms and neither of us felt like calling around to see if anyone had anything worth watching (no cable, no internet, so no Netflix; we really were stranded in the 1950's in our house...), so we picked this film I liked out of the DVD rack, G-rated, of course, suitable for retarded 5th Graders, because Mom wouldn't even allow PG-rated movies in the house, ordered a pizza, and settled down for movie night, just the two of us.
Once it was finished we watched another movie, again, something I wanted to watch, a 'chick-flick', as Scotty so dismissively called it, full of sweet and non-threatening romance and 'feelings', stuff I knew he hated. He watched me grin as he stated with a straight face that if he watched one more film about butt-headed hormonal teens he was going to start having periods of his very own. I knew it was just something to make me say eeeeww and punch his arm so he could look all injured and in pain, but he sat with me anyway, because he knew I wanted to lean on him while I watched.
As it was, I got to cuddle up next to him and have a secret little sniffle at all the sweet, romantic parts, while poor Scotty sat there with an expression like someone was gently scratching his balls with a hot fork, but he endured it for me. I wanted to stay up and watch one more movie after that, but Scott said it was late, and his head was ready to fucking explode from his pent-up need to explore his feelings, so I had to scram, because it was his turn now, which got him another punch on the arm.
While I got ready for bed he chatted to me (from the hallway outside my room, with his back to the door, in case he saw something he shouldn't, worse luck) and wished me goodnight, as he'd done every night of my life, then went back down to the den to quote watch something 'kiss-kiss-bang-bang' with naked chicks, explosions, and guns, so stay out, this is guy-time now, and you're not a guy! unquote, neatly dodging another punch on the arm.
After about twenty minutes of tossing and turning I still couldn't get to sleep; I was excited (and more than a little horny, too...) to be finally home alone, for a whole two weeks, with my hottie big brother, something I'd wanted for a long time now, and had never, ever managed. I wanted to tease him a little, maybe even try and get him to kiss me the way the boys at school had wanted to, or maybe even something more. I'd never have a better opportunity, now that Mom's beady eye wasn't fixed on me...
I was technically still a virgin, because the only thing that had ever been inside me were tampons or my own fingers, but I knew about sex, admittedly mostly from talking with my girlfriends. The occasional foray into cyberspace (in secret at my girlfriends' places; not all the families in our town were conservative cave-dwellers like Mom) to view the kind of porn I'd only ever heard about was, usually, deeply disappointing, if only because the porn stars were so unrealistically hot, with more plastic than a Tupperware yard-sale, or just incredibly sleazy.
I knew, deep down, that if anyone was going to be my first real fuck, it was going to be Scotty, because that was what I really, really wanted from him, and only him. Thoughts and feelings like this were keeping me awake, and eventually I decided that I wasn't in the mood to sleep; I'd rather be huddled up against Scotty, no matter what kind of dumb action-movie he was watching from the stash of DVD's Mom didn't know anything about, just so I could enjoy having his arm around me. So I slipped my robe over my sleep-wear and slipped down to the den again. I stood in the doorway, and when I saw what was on the TV screen, I stopped dead, wide-eyed, my mouth gaping open.
Scott was watching a movie with a beautiful young girl and a handsome young guy fucking! The girl was on her back, with her legs spread wide open, and the man had his cock inside the girl, and was pumping in and out. Then the young girl got on all fours, and the man slowly slid his cock into her ass, while she whimpered and begged him to "fuck my asshole, stick your big cock in my ass, go on, you fucker, shove your fat cock in my ass!" and so on, endlessly encouraging the guy to ram his large, swollen dick into her stretched-open butthole.
I got more and more excited as I watched. I began to rub my pussy and gently tease my nubbin through the gap in my robe. I noticed Scott's head was thrown back slightly, and intrigued, I peered into the room to see if he was doing what I thought he was doing. He was. His jeans and boxers were pushed way down and he was squeezing and stroking a thick cock, at least 8 inches long, with a large, shiny purple head!
I watched, enthralled, and that's when I heard him.
"Ooohhh God, Trini, yes, baby, you're so tight, oh God, what a tight ass you've got, take it, take it all, Trini, I know you like it like this!" he moaned, his hand sliding up and down on his beautiful, thick cock with a scary, exciting curve in it, just the right shape for digging deep into my tight pussy, or reaming-out my ass!
I stared at him, thunderstruck that he was thinking of me while jerking-off, while my heart suddenly hammered so loud I really thought he'd hear it. At the same time, my pussy gave a sudden pulse and began to feel warm at the thought of that lovely meaty flesh pummelling me or stretching open my asshole, and a wicked, naughty, but oh-so appealing idea came to me. I grinned as I cat-footed back up to my room, slipped out of my sleep-wear, brushed my hair until it shone, liberally applied some lotion to my labia and around my throbbing little butt hole, just in case, and crept back down to the den.
Once again I stood in the shadows outside the door, my gaze alternating between watching him fist that beautiful, scary-looking piece of man-flesh, and that pretty girl on screen as the boy shoved his cock everywhere he could find a hole.
Finally I couldn't take it any longer and slipped around the couch so I could see even more clearly. Scotty's eyes were screwed tightly shut as his fist pounded up and down on his cock. I licked my lips and knelt down silently on the carpet next to the couch. Then, I just couldn't stop myself. As his hand slid down his cock I reached out and squeezed it the way I'd seen him doing it.
His eyes snapped open, but even as he opened his mouth in shock, he began to cum, long ropes of sperm bursting out of the plum-shaped head and splattering all over his thighs and lower stomach. He groaned as he fixed his eyes on me, pumping and squeezing him until the powerful jets of semen died away and a thin glaze of sperm bubbled and ran down over my clenched fist.
"Trini, what...why...Oh my God, why...this was...Oh dear God!" he babbled, suddenly galvanized into action as I smiled at him. He tore off his shirt and swiped at the gray-silver streaks all over his upper thighs and midriff, and threw it at me.
"Clean yourself up, it's all over your...oh God, Sis, what have you done?" he moaned, yanking his pants back up as he stood up.
"Scotty, it's okay, really...!" I began, but he scowled at me, his face flushed and drawn.
"It is not okay! This was wrong, what you did was wrong, Sissy, what the fuck were you thinking? You can't do things like that! God, you're my little sister, d'you know how wrong this was? Sissy, why did you do that to me?"
The little glow I'd had inside from bringing my brother off like that died away as I realized he was really furious; my little fantasy of him sweeping me off my feet evaporated as I realized what I'd done. I'd wanted him, I'd acted on that feeling without asking, and now he was furious with me. I wasn't about to give up just yet though; perhaps I could salvage this.
"Scotty, I just wanted to..." I began, but he cut me off in mid-sentence.
"I don't care what you wanted, you shouldn't have done that!" he shouted. "God, I feel so dirty, you're my kid sister for Chrissake! What in God's name did you think was going to happen? Sissy, you can't touch me like that, not ever! Of all the stupid, bullshit things to do...can't you understand there are laws against things like that, that you broke the law? You're only eighteen, and I'm over twenty-one; if anyone finds out, if Mom and Dad find out, I could go to jail for 5 years, are you getting this?"
I paled as the blood drained from my face; he was right! I could have gotten him jailed, and he, poor baby, he hadn't even done anything, it was all me!
Scotty stared at me for a few more seconds, the silence drawing out until it was painful, his eyes slitted and angry even as his mouth tightened into a thin line. He was furious with me, and he was right to be. What had I done, what was I thinking?
At last he stirred, deliberately tuning his back on me.
"Go to your room, Trini, I...I don't want to see you right now, of all the stupid, stupid...just go to your room, please, now!"
I tried one last time to salvage something, anything from this whole situation.
"Scotty, I'm sorry..." but he cut me off.
"I don't wanna hear it, Sis, I really don't wanna hear it; just go!"
His voice was low, controlled, but I could see the flush on the back of his neck, and his fists clenched by his sides. I turned with a sob and ran up to my room; part of me was hoping he'd come after me, like he did when I was young, and let me make it right with him, but he didn't; for the first time in my life he left me to cry alone.
As I cried, I went over the whole thing again in my head, reliving every second of it; he was right, I had no right to be touching him like that, he was my big brother, not my lover, he'd never once indicated that he felt about me the way I felt about him, never once even looked at me differently, he'd only ever cared for me, so how could I have been so stupid?
And yet, overlaying my self-loathing at what I'd done to him, even as I berated myself for being so stupid as to endanger him like that, something else entirely was swimming across the top of my mind; try as I might, the memory of his eyes boring into mine and the pulsing in my fist as the powerful jets of sperm hosed out of his beautiful cock wouldn't leave my head.
I lay there for what seemed like hours, going over it again and again, wallowing in my guilt; I'd acted on my impulses because the most wonderful boy in the world wanted me, but it was just his fantasy, and now I'd screwed-up so completely I'd likely never be able to look him in the eye again. I could have had him sent to jail! Scotty was going to hate me forever now, I'd seen it in his eyes, I'd lost him forever, all because I couldn't keep my stupid hands to myself...!
It took me a while to register the gentle tapping on my door.
"Trini? Baby, it's me..."
Silly man, who else would it be? Even as I thought that, the shame and embarrassment at what I'd done flared up again, making the tears spill over and run down my cheeks.
"Go away, Scotty, please..." I sobbed, but the tapping never ceased.
"Trini, don't cry...baby-girl, I'm not mad anymore, please, we have to talk...!"
Even through my tears, my ears pricked up; he wasn't mad at me, I hadn't lost him! I flew to the door and yanked it open, with poor Scotty almost falling into the room where he'd been leaning against the door, listening out for me.
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I thought it was what you wanted, I didn't mean to make you mad, please don't hate me...!" I babbled, trying to say everything at once, while I still had the chance.
Scotty wrapped his arms around me, and suddenly it was alright; I had him back again, I hadn't lost him! He could be as mad as he liked at me, but he couldn't hold me like that and not still love me.
"I don't hate you, Sissy, shh, it's over now, stop, please..." he murmured, while he rubbed my back and stroked my hair as he held me in the hollow of his shoulder.
"Scotty, I'm so, so sorry, I didn't...!" I mumbled, but he cut me short.
"But you did, Trini, and it was wrong...but look, I scared you, and I didn't mean to, so I was wrong too, okay? I'm sorry baby, it was just...I was shocked, that's all. I know you thought it was a good idea, but you can't go doing stuff like that just 'cause you want to; boundaries, hun, you have to respect other people's boundaries."
All the while, his hand gently rubbed my back, the soothing, calming gesture he'd used all my life, letting me know he was sorry he'd scared me, calming me down, starting to make it right between us again. When he was sure I'd stopped crying, he held me at arm's length and smiled gently at me, looking into my eyes as he finger combed the hair out of my eyes.
"OK, all better now?" he asked, once more smiling at my nod.
"Good, let's siddown; I think we need to talk, and perhaps you can tell me about it. Don't worry, I'm not mad, but I'm still a little freaked; why did you think doing that to me was something I'd want?"
I looked guiltily at him, ready to flinch and cower if he started on me again.



"I heard you...you called my name, I thought you...me..."
Scotty flushed guiltily.
"I know, Sissy, and I'm sorry, I didn't mean...I don't know why I said that, please don't be angry, it's just...sometimes people say things they don't..."
I could see how uncomfortable he was, but he still kept his arm around me, still held me close, as he always had. I flattened myself against him, resting my head right over his heart, as I'd done since I was a very small child, listening to and feeling the strong, slow beat.
"I'm not mad, Scotty, I could never be mad at you...OK, when you started dating, I was mad at you then, I had an awful outrage at you!"
I felt his lips twitch as he smiled against my hair and he absently patted my thigh, before pulling my robe even closer around me to cover me once more.
"Why were you mad at me, Sissy?"
OK, this was it. I mentally squared my shoulders.
"Because you were my Scotty, I had you all to myself, and then all those girls were putting their hands on you, and they all wanted you to be their Scotty, and I couldn't have that, you belong to me!"
Scotty kind of leaned back and held me away for a second so he could look into my eyes, a slight smile on his lips even as he raised one eyebrow.
"You're so funny, Sissy! You do know I'm maybe going to meet the right girl one day, get married and have a family, yeah? That's how it's done, but I'll always be your big brother, and I'll always love you, Trini, that will never change!"
Something about my expression must have tipped him off, because he looked at me kind of funny, uncertain, like he was puzzled about something.
"What, what'd I say?" he asked, still looking sideways at me. "What's wrong, Trini?"
I drew a deep breath; it was now or never.
"Because I love you too, Scotty, I'll always love you, I'll never love anyone else except you, that's what's wrong! All those girls, they all get to touch you, hold your hand, kiss you, and I don't want them anywhere near you; it should be me, that's what's wrong, it should be me!"
I was crying again now, real thick and heavy. I'd finally said what I needed to say to him, and now I didn't know what came next; all I knew was that he finally knew; now it was his move.
Scott crooned and gently patted me as he waited for the tears and snuffling to die away before once more smoothing back my hair and wiping my eyes with the corner of my robe (unfortunately I'd already wiped my nose on his shirt; I was just hoping he hadn't noticed...)
"Better now? Good. Trin, we need to talk about this. I'm your brother, right? You can't be feeling like that about me; you have to find someone that you're allowed to want; it just can't be me, no wait...!"
He cut me off and I subsided, waiting for him to finish.
"Trini, I told you I love you, and I do, I'm your big brother and you're my baby sister, and I love you more'n anything in the entire world, but I can't love you the way you want, it's not allowed, it's wrong, the law says it's wrong, Mom's Bible says it's wrong, everything about it is wrong! I promise you, baby-girl; I will always love you, just not like that; I can't..."
I thought I must have misheard, but as he turned away, I could have sworn he whispered "...no matter what I want..."
Part 3: No Going Back
Scotty still held me against him. I could hear his breath sounds, his heartbeat, the rustle of his shirt when I moved against him, and the feel of his hand on my back as he patted me gently, still soothing me after my outburst. Eventually he made as if to let go of me, and I wriggled and murmured against him, reluctant to break the nice warm moment; right now I had Scotty in my arms, he had his arms around me, and my world didn't really get any better than this. Eventually he let me loose, once more pulling my robe even closer around me and flicking my hair back from my face.
"All better now, booger-face?" he grinned, then grimaced when I elbowed him in the ribs.
"What was that for? I'm only telling the truth; look what you did to my shirt!"
I looked, and sure enough, where I'd surreptitiously wiped my nose was not a pretty sight, and I shrank back from it.
"See? Yuck, Trini, all you had to do was ask and I'd have gotten you a Kleenex!" he grinned, holding the mess away from himself.
"You wait here, I'm just gonna change, again, and I'll come back and say goodnight...again, OK?"
I reluctantly let go of him, pondering what he'd said. I could hear him bustling around in his room, and he appeared a few minutes later, this time in one of his old baseball shirts and a pair of cut-off jeans.
"OK, Trini, I'm going back to the den, this time stay away, and I mean it, just go to bed, yeah?"
I pouted at him, knowing it was something he's powerless to resist, and sure enough, it worked one more time.
"What, what now?" he asked, looking puzzled when I slid off the bed and breezed past him and out the door.
"I know you're gonna watch that movie. I wanna watch it too, and before you say anything, I'm over eighteen, the law says I can, so let's go, I wanna see what happens next!"
Scotty looked aghast.
"Trini, no, it's a...a...you know what it is. I'm not sitting and watching a...movie like that with my kid sister, that's just too fucking weird! Please, Trin, gimme a break!"
I grandly ignored him. He followed me all the way down to the den, begging me to just let it go, but I didn't want to; what I'd seen had intrigued me, and I wanted to see more, and if it made him unsettled, then good, perhaps that would get him where I wanted him, or at least someplace close; I had to break him down somehow, because to my way of thinking, big brother had altogether too many scruples; perhaps now I had found the way to make him lose a few...
"Look, Scotty, I know what was in that video, and you know I know, so why don't you just put it back on, because for once in my life I wanna sit down and watch something a little more age-appropriate than Hannah fucking Montana, got it?"
He looked doubtful, but I blow-torched him with big, innocent blue eyes and high-voltage fluttering eyelashes, and he did what he always does when I do that; he caved in and did what I wanted.
"OK, you win, just sit...there, and just watch, okay? No commentary, just get your fill and get the fuck out. This is just too fucking weird, I must be crazy! Shut up, watch, and leave, got it?"
I nodded, still zapping him with those big puppy-dog eyes and now a pooched-out lower-lip as well, just to make him even more uncomfortable. If I kept him off balance, I could maybe do something here, I realized; he was actually agreeing to let me watch a porno with him; possibilities beckoned! I was curious where he got a movie like that, given that Mom was in training to be one of Jesus' little sunbeams, and when I asked him, he grinned wickedly.
"There's a ton of this stuff hidden out in Dad's workshop; I guess Mom hasn't figured out he buys this stuff, 'cause there's a heap of them, mostly this stuff; he musta been buying this stuff for years! Now, if you're really gonna stay here and watch this..."
Scotty picked up the remote and once more looked pleadingly at me, but I looked right through him; I wanted to see this, and I wanted to watch him while he watched it. He sighed and clicked on the player. The action resumed on screen and once more we were treated to the sight of that beautiful young girl with an improbably large cock jammed in her tushy.
Scott shifted uncomfortably and studiously avoided looking at me, but I could see the flush slowly spreading across his face as the girl on screen was pounded unmercifully. Looking closely at his lap, I could see the beginnings of a bulge; so the movie was having an effect on him after all, ai caramba...
As the story, such as it was, unfolded, I started paying more and more attention to it; this was nothing like the glossy, over-produced garbage with the ten-second dialog intro followed by nothing but improbably athletic mega-humping I'd seen on my friends' laptops; this was more like a real-life situation (or as close as possible, given what we were watching!), with actors who looked like young, attractive, but real, people; just like Scotty and me, in fact.
That started a train of thought in me, and, as you've no doubt figured out by now that my impulse control wasn't exactly the best around, to think was to act. Almost involuntarily, I began edging toward Scotty, slowly working my way along the couch; every change of posture, a yawn, twisting around to tuck my legs under me, all moved me closer to him.
Scotty never noticed, or if he did he didn't think anything of it, or at least didn't say anything. It was only when I finally leaned against him that he looked curiously at me.
"I thought I said..." he began, to subside when I slipped my arm through his and wriggled a little closer, and once again gave him the wide-eyed innocent look and the high-voltage eyelashes.
"Look Trin, I don't think you should...not after...please, Trin, just don't..." he protested, but he didn't actually pull away, and he didn't sound very convincing, so I didn't hear him; instead I squashed myself even closer to him until I was actually clinging tight. I could feel his body heat baking through my robe and into my skin, because, of course, I was still stark naked under my robe. Planning, of course.
Poor Scotty tried one last time.
"Look, Trin, we agreed you could watch this, OK, but from over there; this...here, this is not good, you need to...y'know, stop, please..."
In reply, I murmured discontentedly and squeezed his arm even tighter, so he kind of sighed and relaxed; yes, once again I had overcome the Scotty-monster and bent him to my will! Grinning to myself, I turned my attention to the screen, and tried to watch, but to tell the truth, it was hard to keep my mind on the on-screen filth, because I had so much filth of my own on my mind, and a few sweaty activities I would much rather have been indulging in. All said activities involved Scott and much nakedness, and here he was, right next to me, and I was next-door to naked; all I had to do now was make the inevitable happen...
Actually, watching that stuff did kind of back me off a little, and while I watched all that athletic humping I relaxed, until I was no longer hanging on to Scott's arm like grim death; instead, I began paying more attention to what that beautiful couple were doing, and the longer I watched, the more I felt I could and should be doing those things too.
Of course, I was also hornier than a cat in heat, but horny head wasn't in control right now; right now, I was paying attention to the smut masterclass playing out in front of me, taking notes, and, way back down inside, feeling the beginnings of Attack Plan Alpha, the full-frontal assault on Scott and his body; emphasis on 'full-frontal'...
I think my leaning on him was sending his arm to sleep. When he shifted position I lifted his arm and draped it around me, neatly cuddling as close to him as it was possible to be.
"Trin..." he murmured, but made no effort to push me away, so I sat still for a couple of minutes, then, seemingly casually, I rested my hand on his knee as I levered myself into a more comfortable position. Scott did glance at me when I accidentally-on-purpose left my hand on his knee, but I made a big show of watching the screen intently, so he looked away again and said nothing. So now I was pressed up against him, dressed only in a robe, with his arm around me, and my hand resting lightly on his knee; almost there...
When I felt he'd quieted down and taken his mind off me, I lightly slid my hand up and down his solid thigh, just once, testing the waters, as it were. Scott glanced curiously at me but said nothing, so, a few minutes later, I did it again. Still no reaction other than that quick glance, so I did it once more. Scotty gave a soft sigh, kind of resigned, like, but said nothing further, so this time I slid my hand up his leg to come to rest at the top of his thigh, nowhere threatening or suggestive, but almost close enough to tip him off.
"Trini..." he murmured warningly, but that was all, so I ignored him, and leaned into him, my head now almost resting on his chest. His arm around my shoulders, and my hand rested on his leg, at the top of his thigh. As the action on screen heated up, he shifted position slightly, and my hand, quite accidentally, I assure you, slipped off the top of his thigh and down between his legs, so now it was curled around the inside of his thigh.
"No, Trin...' he murmured, and when I looked up at him, his eyes were half-closed but fixed on me, not on the TV any longer. Time to test the waters a little more...
I began gently squeezing his leg, lightly kneading the muscle of his inner thigh. I was rewarded with a soft sigh, so I did it some more, this time a little closer to his crotch, and then I was brushing his crotch. Scotty was barely breathing, but all I could hear was the soft hiss of his breath as the sound of the TV disappeared into the background. After kneading and squeezing him a few more times, taking my time as I went, I moved my hand, gently trailing it across his interestingly solid crotch to rest it on his hard stomach. I didn't miss the little start he'd given when I did that, so I let my hand steal down until my fingertips were just resting at the top of his zipper.
"You're really gonna do this, aren't you...?" he murmured, and I nodded, still not breaking eye contact.
"Oh Trin, this is..." he murmured softly, but stopped when I touched his lip with my fingertip. Then I put my hand back where it had been. I let it rest there for a few seconds, then finally, I slid it all the way down, to rest fully on his crotch. As I did that, I felt what was under there give a twisting lurch, and he caught his breath, making me dart a glance back at his face. His eyes were closed, and his head was thrown back.
Now I felt I had carte-blanche, so I squeezed him gently, feeling him awaken even further, his hardness increasing every second, until what was under my hand was once again the thick, urgent flesh I'd touched and handled earlier that evening.
As I held and squeezed him, his breathing deepened, and his arm around my shoulder had become a clutching hand, holding me close against him. Poor Scotty made one last attempt to shut whatever we were doing off.
"Trini, we shouldn't...we can't..." but then I kissed him, and his response was immediate, kissing me back the way I'd wanted him to for so long, and there was nothing 'Hallmark' about that kiss, believe me! He held me against him as his lips sealed themselves to mine, and his tongue found mine, our tongues lashing and fencing each with other as our kiss deepened and intensified. Somehow, his free hand found the front of my robe, and now it was my turn to gasp as his warm hand brushed my stiff, pulsing nipples, sending a zing of pure pleasure through me all the way to my toes, making my pussy purr in anticipation.
As we kissed, I tugged at the waistband of his shorts until he moved my hand out of the way and popped the button before easing his zipper down. His cock was thick and solid and pulsed urgently as I held him, his breath hissing between as he tried to speak.
"We shouldn't be doing this Trini, this is so wrong, we can't...!" he whispered hoarsely, so I kissed him once more. I looked up at him sexily, my eyes wide open and innocent, my eyelashes framing my blue eyes perfectly, making them look enormous; I was glad I'd spent some time doing my makeup, because Scott looked sand-bagged when I hit him with that look.
"Should I stop? Do you really want me to stop? Because I will, if that's what you really, really want, Scotty; just say so...!" I said seriously, my blue eyes wide and innocent, slowly licking my carefully glossed lips as I looked him in the eyes. It was probably a really corny and obvious ploy, but poor Scotty bought it wholesale, because right now he was deeply enmeshed in my web and there was no way out...
He looked away, his face reddening.
"No, Trini, don't stop; it feels so good when you do that!" Yesss, touchdown!
The girl on screen had her lover's cock in her hand, and was busily pumping her lips up and down over the whole length of it, almost swallowing it whole, so I decided to take my cue from her.
I held his solid, pulsating cock, and bent my head down and kissed the end of it, just like the girl on screen, making him groan. I looked up at him, looked him directly in the eyes and smiled, the head of his veined, sculpted cock resting against my soft lips.
Scotty looked back at me like he couldn't believe what I was going to do, then closed his eyes in bliss, his breathing now fast and heavy, so I slid my tongue-tip back and forth over the tip of his cock, teasing the head and making him jump. It was oozing a clear syrupy liquid, so I licked it off, enjoying the salty, slightly metallic, tangy, fresh taste.
"That's enough, isn't it? Maybe you're right, we should stop now, before we go too far?" I asked him, knowing full well what his answer was going to be.
Scott leaned his head back, his eyes closed.
"Oh Jeez! Don't stop, Trini, not now, baby, please...!"
"But this is wrong; we should stop, shouldn't we?" I grinned secretly, knowing he couldn't see me.
"Yes, we should, this is wrong, we shouldn't...I shouldn't, not with you...supposed to look after you..." he murmured, but made no move to stop me as I sat there, watching the movie, holding and gently squeezing his throbbing cock as I teasingly licked the oozing, velvety head.
To hold him in my hand like that, to savor the feel of his hot, meaty, muscular cock, to breathe the scent of his arousal, was incredibly sexy; just like the rest of him, in fact. I knew then that I wanted that thing inside me, and one way or another I was going to get just that.
As if to accentuate what I was doing to him, his hand came up to rub my breast through the thin material of my robe, my nipple suddenly throbbing and making me gasp as he rubbed and squeezed it.
The girl on the screen lay flat on the floor, on her front. The man began pumping her from behind, ramming his meat in and out of her tightly-stretched asshole, making her mew and squeal.
I was getting really turned on at the sight of them, and so was Scott, if the hot pulsing of his cock was anything to go by. I moved my hand up and down along the stalk of his penis, squeezing and stroking it, as I had seen him do, gently teasing the tip with my tongue as I sealed my lips around him, holding him tightly in my mouth. He bent forward to kiss me and I relinquished his cock long enough to kiss him back.
I could smell his skin and his subtle male scent. The taste of him as I licked the clear syrup oozing from his cock-head made me feel hot and sexy, with a sudden, burning need for him underneath it all; I wanted him, I wanted his cock, I wanted that beautiful thing I was fondling and sucking to hammer and batter itself into me and fill me with his cream, and I didn't care where, just as long as it was right now.
I stood up and unbelted my robe, letting it slide to the floor, my firm breasts and stiff, fat nipples thrusting out at him, and my swollen, throbbing clitoris peeking out from my shaven slit. Scott's eyes bugged out of his head as I smiled dreamily at him while rubbing my moist slit with two fingers and pinching and tugging my nipples with the other hand. Scott stared at me, his eyes hungrily flicking up and down my body, waiting for my next move. I indicated the TV screen
"I love you so much, Scott, you should know that by now; I always have, so do that to me, please, baby, fuck me like that, fuck my ass as hard as that, please, Scotty, fuck me every way, but do my ass first. You know you want to!"



I've been told I have a hot, squeezable, bubble-butt (usually by some greasy twelfth-grade wannabe Romeo who ended up with my knee in his groin, the only part of anything below my waist he was ever going to get). Scott made a funny, choking noise, his hand reaching out to clench one of my curving ass cheeks, squeezing and kneading the firm flesh, feeling up my ass. He pulled me close by the cheeks of my ass and clamped his mouth around my thick, swollen nipple, licking, biting and sucking, the sensation sending electric jolts through me, making my pussy and asshole twitch as I imagined being fucked by that thick pillar of flesh standing up so proudly between his thighs. He sucked and chewed both nipples, alternating between them, reducing me to a shuddering, sexed-up wreck as my need for him nearly had me shrieking in frustration.
He stood up and shucked his clothes, and grabbed me by my ass-cheeks again, pulling me close to him as he thrust his tongue into my mouth in a hot, almost brutal kiss. His stiff cock rubbed roughly against my wet, swollen pussy, making me gasp and whine as he thrust his tongue into my mouth, kissing me fiercely.
We kissed madly, passionately, Scott clutching and squeezing my ass as he rubbed his big cock against my oozing pussy lips, before pulling me down to the floor. Once on the floor, we rolled around, kissing, and touching, and fondling each other. I really wanted to do what that girl was doing on screen, but when I pulled him between my legs, his eyes lit up as his cock rubbed against my dripping pussy. "First things first, baby..." he murmured, grinning wickedly as he slowly sawed his thick member between my labia, hot-dogging me and making me see stars when he butted against my throbbing clit.
"Nooo..." I moaned, needing him inside me so much it was an ache way down inside me, but he did it a few more times, nearly making me cry in frustration; so near, and still no cigar! He knew what he was doing to me, and from the look on my face he must have realized just how much he was torturing me.
"Now please, Scotty, please, inside me, I'm okay, I'm protected, please, inside me, fill me up...!" I gabbled, so eager was I to feel that hot rod of his plow into me. He bent down to kiss me, and as our lips met, he slid into me, gently, irresistibly, opening me as he delved deep inside me. The pain was a bright spark, gone almost before it registered, and all was left was the feel of him stretching me open and filling me, almost making me howl with delight!
I came almost as soon as he slid into me and the rippling of my pussy must have communicated itself to him. He began ramming himself into me, fucking me hard, wonderfully, every stroke pushing me higher, making my whole body ring and shimmer like fairy bells while lights danced and flickered in my peripheral vision.
All I could see clearly was his sweet face, his brow knitted in concentration, and I suddenly realized he was as turned-on as I was. He was trying desperately not to cum; he was trying to make this last. That was it, as far as I was concerned; I screamed in ecstasy as the great-granddaddy of orgasms slammed into me, cutting a white-hot swathe right through the middle of me. My pussy tightened around his battering, hammering cock, and his eyes snapped open, to stare into mine.
"Ooooh Goooodd, oooh Trini, yesss, oh yesss, Oh my fucking God, YESSS!" he hollered, and I swear I felt his cock-head swell inside me as he pulsed again and again, sinewy, muscular twitches of that thing buried to the hilt in me as he emptied his hot spunk deep inside me.
Finally, I felt the twitches and pulses of his incredible cock lessen and he leaned down to kiss me, making me gasp with the sensation and then the sudden feeling of emptiness as he slid his semi-erect cock out of me and slumped down on the floor next to me.
"Please Scotty, no..." I begged, and he reached for me, rubbing my tummy gently, feeling the tremors and ripples of aftershock still trembling in me. His hand reached around to hold my ass and roll me toward him, so now we were lying facing each other.
"I'm not Superman, Sissy, gimme a few minutes!" he grinned, so I scootched up closer to him so I could rest my head on his arm as he held me close. We lay in happy, sated silence for a few minutes, breathing and heart-rates slowly returning to normal, until I'd had enough silence; I had stuff I needed to say, and things I needed to hear.
"Scotty, are you mad at me now? What I mean is, after ..." but he stopped me with a finger on my chin, and when I looked down, he flicked it up at the end of my nose; I smiled at that; I hadn't fallen for that one in years, nor his other one, when he got me to pull his finger...
"It's all OK, Sissy, we're OK, you're OK; I still like you much, much; does that answer your question?"
I didn't like his flippant tone, so I flicked his nipple, making him jump.
"Oooww! What was that for?" he demanded, then saw the look on my face.
"You know what I meant, don't play dumb with me! I'm gonna ask you again, and this time you better think before you answer! After what happened earlier, and now this, are you mad at me, or are we really OK now?"
Scott wrapped his hand around my hip and pulled me closer to him, his eyes searching mine even as he gently squeezed and kneaded my butt-cheek.
"Sissy, I was only mad at you for a minute; you scared me, that's all. I've only ever been mad at you for a couple minutes your whole life; I love you, Trin, I guess I always have, and this, here, now, I think this is the start of something real special, if that's what you want."
His lips were so close I really had no choice but to kiss him, and he kissed me back, and this time it was a love kiss, not a sex-kiss; I could feel the love in his kiss, I could feel him loving me, wanting me, claiming me, and I think he could feel all those things from me too; right there and then was the best few minutes of my entire life, the thing my life had been leading up to.
When we broke that incredible kiss, I saw the love and dedication in his eyes, I saw how much he wanted me, and I knew that no matter what came next, no matter who tried to come between us, he would be mine forever, and I would only ever be his.
"Phew, Trin, if you kiss me like that again I'm gonna have to do something about it!" he smiled, while his warm hand skittered up and down my back, rubbing, caressing, squeezing, kneading, keeping close contact with me, making me hot for him all over again. I returned the favour, holding and gently squeezing his balls, feeling his cock twitch and thicken as I fondled him.
"Why don't you, stud?" I lisped, wriggling against him seductively (I hoped!) while his hand continued to stroke and fondle my ass.
"Don't, Trin..." he muttered, a note of warning in his voice, but I kept it up, because it felt so nice when he squeezed and caressed me like that, and when I started kissing and licking his chest he groaned, his cock throbbing urgently as I played with him.
Something on the screen caught my attention, and my ears pricked-up as the girl on screen demanded the boy shove his cock in her ass again; as I watched, I could feel my insides melting and heating up; THAT was what I wanted, that was what I wanted to give my darling Scotty, just to make him know what he could have from me, what he could do to me, what I wanted him to do to me.
Scott saw what I looking at, and he grinned as he pulled me to him by my ass cheeks, pulling them apart and squeezing them as he kissed me, making me feel hot and weak and horny all at once.
I rolled onto my front, and reached behind me, spreading my legs wide and pulling my ass-cheeks wide apart. I usually played with my asshole when I was bringing myself off, often getting two, and sometimes three fingers inside myself as I rubbed my pussy, all the while fantasizing it was Scotty fucking me in the ass, and now it might just happen!
"In here, baby, now, stick your cock in here, fuck my ass, I want you to do me like he's doing her!" I groaned as I stuck my butt up in the air, still slathered in lotion from my earlier attempt to seduce him, inviting him to ram that beautiful cock of his into my tight, greasy little asshole.
"Slow down, Trin, we've got all night!" he murmured, and then his hands were on my hips, pulling me back to my knees. I almost jumped out of my skin when he pushed his face between my cheeks, his tongue rasping the length of my pussy and teasing my labia apart. I gasped and moaned as he feasted on me, his tongue slicking me, bursts of pleasure chasing up and down my spine as he ate me, and ate me, and ate me some more.
When he finally rubbed his tongue across my aching clit, I nearly passed-out from the huge burst of pleasure that detonated inside me like a thunderclap, wave after wave of orgasmic heat rippling and crashing through me.
When he shoved his thumb into my ass as he pushed his tongue inside me once again, I came once again, another soundless burst of pure, white-hot pleasure rocketing through my system. I collapsed onto my tummy, lying flat on the floor as my mind spun and sparkled with the afterglow of those mind-blowing orgasms; Scott lay next to me, his hand on my butt, gently squeezing and stroking the cheek, waiting for me to rejoin the planet.
"There, wasn't that good, Trin?" he grinned. "It just goes to show what can happen when you take your time!"
I cuddled myself closer to him, and reached out to stroke his distended cock.
"That was so good, Scotty, but what about you? I still want you to fuck my ass!" I grinned, watching his eyes kindle even as his wandering fingers stroked and toyed with my needy, slick little butthole. We kissed as he slid his finger into me, making me gasp as he wriggled it around inside me, then another finger, and now he started stretching me in earnest, getting me ready to fuck my tightest hole.
"I'm nice and slick, Scotty, you can go now, if you want..." I hinted, but he still held off, fondling and touching me, lighting a fire inside me that I knew only he could put out.
"We can wait, Sissy, I can wait; you don't understand what you're asking, baby!" he murmured in my ear, his warm breath making goosebumps race up and down my body, and my pussy tingle.
"Please Scotty, please, I want you inside me, I want you to love me like he's loving her, please Scotty!" I moaned, and my darling big brother pulled me close, his body pressing against mine as he held me tight.
"It will hurt you, baby, and I can't do that; please Sissy, one day soon, when you're ready, we'll go there, but right now, no."
I made a discontented noise, frustration and need battling for him inside me, and he smiled, that lovely, warm, tender smile he only ever had for me.
"Trin, I guarantee you, it's gonna hurt, and I don't wanna hurt you; that stuff takes time, but we got that; those two whackjobs are gone for two weeks. We have enough time, so slow down, honey, let's just have fun, huh? No pressure, baby, no pressure!"
I looked at him blankly, my lip quivering like I was going to cry, and as he looked back, kind of quizzically, I grabbed his fat cock and squeezed him, hard.
"I asked you to shove this in my tushy, and I meant it! Now, are you gonna do what I ask, or do I have to rape you?"
Scott sighed, like he was giving in, and suddenly grabbed my ass, rolling me on top of him as he pulled my butt cheeks apart while grinding his cock against my tender pussy.
"What, does little Trini want Scotty's big ole pecker poked in her pink, stinky little poopy-hole?" he breathed in my ear, before sticking his tongue in and making me shriek with laughter, then groan as he slid his finger into my tight little pucker.
"Mmm, feels tight; you sure you want this..." he ground his cock against me again, making me groan once more, "in here...?" he wriggled his finger, sending a sharp burst of mingled pleasure and a little pain zipping through me.
"Clock's ticking, Trini-baby; you want me to do this or not? Because if not I got things..." He broke off when I scraped his nipple with my teeth.
"Yes, you know I do, you dick! I want what he's giving her, come on Scotty, for me!" I whined, knowing he had almost no defenses against that voice when I used it on him.
So my gorgeous big brother positioned himself behind me. The head of his cock was dripping slick, gooey pre-cum, and he rubbed it around my already lubed-up asshole, lubricating me even further with his juices, before wedging the tip of it into my asshole. At first, as he pushed his dick a little further into my ass, it hurt, so I relaxed all the more, pushing out my ring to take him in, something I'd discovered when I was fingering my ass while I masturbated, and the plum-sized head of his cock popped in, my anal ring snapping tight around his thick shaft.
I nearly climaxed there and then as his thick cock, so much more filling than my fingers, slid slowly, unstoppably, into my ass, pain mingling with the hottest, sexiest feelings I'd ever experienced. I could only groan "Oh God, oh God, yess, yess, oh God, yes!" as his large, thick man-bone pushed inexorably into my tight anus and all the way deep inside me.
My juices were pouring out of my pussy as his dick went deeper and deeper into my ass. I spread my legs as far apart as I could for my darling brother, his big velvety balls bumping against my labia as he slowly, unstoppably, plowed his thick cock into my tightest hole. The twin sensations as he pumped into me, of his big cock slowly forcing its way into my stretched-open ass and his balls slapping against my pussy again and again were getting me hot and bothered, setting me up for the huge climax I could feel building up inside me once more.
I got louder and louder with each wave of glorious pleasure as he rammed that thick meat-stick into me.
"Oh yes, oh God, yess, yess, YESSS! Scott, fuck my ass, baby, fill me up, oh God, I love you, Scotty, I love your cock!"
Scott began groaning and calling my name, telling me he loved me, how much he wanted me, how long he'd waited to do this to me, and hammered my asshole with powerful strokes of his thick cock, until suddenly his cock swelled-up to what felt like enormous size and jammed inside me as he exploded into me, shooting long, hot jets of sperm deep into my ass.
The feel of him spraying his spunk deep into my body was everything I had imagined, and more, sending me into a bright golden haze of pleasure as wave after wave of orgasmic delight, bright and jagged and almost unbearably delightful. On and on it went, shooting through me endlessly, until I finally melted into the pure pleasure, all feeling and all thought wrung out of me and only love for Scott and what he did to me remaining to hold me on this earth.
From what felt like miles away, remote and barely noticed, he finally relaxed on top of me, trying not to squash me, breathing heavily, and I could feel his heart hammering against my back as reality slowly spun back into place. I felt him kiss me lightly on the back of my neck and between my shoulder blades as he pulled his softening cock out of my ass and once again lay by my side, his chest rising and falling with his exertion, his hand clamped possessively around my ass-cheek.
"Better clean up, huh?" I murmured, and smiled at his answering grin. I could feel him pouring out of me, so much cum, he must have been really worked-up, so I climbed to my feet a little unsteadily. Who wouldn't be rubber-legged after an orgasm like that? Somehow I managed to stagger to the bathroom, my darling brother's hot sperm gushing out of my ass and running down my thighs, feeling so dirty and hot and sexy. I had the world's quickest shower before rejoining him, this time bringing a bowl of warm water and a soapy wash-cloth with me, to clean his cock properly. The act of me gently washing him made him bone-hard all over again.
Scotty had pulled the seat cushions off the couch and arranged them on the floor like a bed, with a throw over the top, and even some spare pillows and a blanket from the laundry room, and so we lay together on the cushions on the floor, on our new bed, covered in the blanket, and watched the rest of that porn movie.
Scott had me sit on his lap straddling him, his stiff cock pressed against my ass as he squeezed and rubbed my tits. He kept flicking my nipples, sending electric thrills up and down my body, making my pussy and asshole itch and throb as he kissed and nibbled the back of my neck and my shoulder.
Eventually, when I started paying proper attention (and it was hard, believe me, when someone as hot as Scotty was making me the sole center of his attention) I realized what the girl on the TV was saying.
"Fuck me, big brother! I love it when my darling big brother fucks me! Harder, fuck me harder, my sister-fucking big brother; fill my pussy with your cock!"
My mouth gaped open! She was his sister! I expressed my astonishment to Scott, and he grinned.
"I think they're just actors, Trini, but it's still fucking hot!"
Both of us were heating-up again as we fell into the fantasy of this young girl fucking her older brother, and loving every second of it, especially as we were doing it for real; no San Fernando Valley movie fantasy when it came to Scotty and me; we were brother and sister fucking for real!
I got so turned on as I watched, I switched around so now I was facing him, still astride him, and began rubbing and grinding my pussy against his stiff, swollen cock. He began sucking, biting, licking, and nibbling my nipples, making me cry out as he pleasured my boobs so well, at the same time pulling my ass-cheeks open and sliding his fingers into me, frigging my holes with his fingers as he sucked my big tits.
As we kissed, his soft fingers slid in and out of my soaking-wet pussy and gently caressed my engorged clit, but I wanted more; I needed him to lick me properly, I wanted him to mouth-fuck me again, to eat me and show me once again how he was going to feast on me forever.
Scotty obliged with a sweet smile on his face; I think he liked the taste of me, judging by the speed with which he got me in position! He went down to my shaved little pussy and pulled my thighs apart and thrust my legs over his shoulders over his shoulders as he slid his tongue and lips all over me, sucking me, then licking me, then shoving his tongue into my pussy, then sliding it around and around my clitoris, making me nearly mad with need for him.
When I was nearly sobbing with my need, he lifted my hips so my pussy was pointing at the ceiling and stabbed his tongue deep inside my pussy and my ass, licking and rimming me in my holes, bringing me to climax again and again, getting me ready to be fucked properly. He must have really enjoyed the taste of me, because he kept shoving his tongue wetly into my pussy, forcing my labia apart and making me climax almost continuously, before pushing the tip back into my ass, setting off yet another rocket inside me.
Scott's cock was pulsating now, and I was almost frantic with need for him to be inside me again; I wanted to feel again the surge of a man's spunk boiling inside my deflowered pussy and soaking my cervix in hot baby-maker.
But first, I had to let him know that I was pledging myself to him, and only him
"Scotty, I've always loved you, and I always will. You'll only ever be the one for me, I promise you; there'll never be anyone else but you for me!"
He looked me in the eyes with nothing but love for me glowing in his beautiful emerald eyes.
"Trini, baby-girl, I've always loved you; my whole life it's only ever been you, and I know now that I'm never going to make love with anyone but you, for the rest of my life!"
Tears of joy streamed down my cheeks as I finally realized how much I truly loved him, how much we were in love; my body was shaking all over with the realization of that truth; I had my man, and he had me, and we were going to be together forever, no matter what! I hugged him close, feeling that soul-stirring realization, that deep in my heart, and all through my body, I wanted him, and only him, for the rest of my life! I gripped his cock and aimed him at me.



Scott slid his cock into me slowly but unstoppably, my pussy stretching around my man's cock once again. I gasped out loud as he filled me so completely, feeling pure delight that my beautiful big brother, my darling man, was doing this to me, and hunched my hips towards him each time he thrust his cock deeper inside me, just as I had seen that girl do as she was fucking her screen-brother.
I lifted up my head to watch my real brother fucking me, and I listened as the girl on the TV began begging her 'brother' to make her pregnant, to shove his cock in her and knock her up.
At once I thought about Scott making me pregnant with his baby, and waves of love for my brother and hot excitement at the thought of being pregnant by him flooded through my being. I was so excited at the thought of one day making babies with him that I just kept climaxing over and over. Scott was obviously just as turned-on as I was; his cock seemed to be getting bigger and harder as he rammed and battered into my tight little pussy, hammering into me as hard as he could, until he stiffened, and his cock throbbed inside me.
The feel of him pulsing inside me set me off, and we both came together explosively, my whole body quivering and shuddering as everything we'd done ran together and threw me into a huge orgasm, the best I'd ever experienced. My pussy clamped down on him as he thrust frenziedly inside me, and Scotty groaned loudly, his body stiff as an iron bar as his cock writhed and pulsed inside me, blasting bolt after bolt of spunk into me once again,
As we lay together in our exhaustion, his arms holding me closely, possessively, all I could think was how much I wanted to keep doing this with my Scotty forever; we were meant to be together, and I knew now that I'd never let him go.
Scott obviously felt the same way, his eyes looking into mine with a look of such love and tenderness it nearly made me gasp with sudden longing and deep love for him. He reached down to tilt my chin up, and kissed me long and slowly, his lips tasting mine as I tasted his, the two of us sealing ourselves to each other with that kiss, promising each other more to come, for the rest of our lives.
He eventually broke our kiss, to pull me closer to him so he could dip down and once more lick and nibble my stiff nipples as his hands tightened around my ass cheeks, pulling my mound tight up against his crotch, making me gasp with delight as his wiry pubic hair grazed my still-tender clitoris.
"Trini, I don't care what anyone thinks; from now on, in every way that matters, you're my wife, I'm your husband, and everything we do from now on is only ever as husband and wife. I love you Trini, you're mine, and I'll never let you go!"
I held him close as I trembled with joy at his words; this was my man, my husband, my lover, no longer my brother, but the man of my dreams, and the only man in my life; I had given him every part of me, and I would do it again and again, because we were one now; he was mine, I was his, and we were together, sealed to each other forever by our love for each other. We lay together for the rest of the evening, sated and fulfilled, content to kiss and fondle, touch, squeeze, and nibble, recuperating and saving ourselves for what we were sure the night would bring.
Part 4: The Things We Do For Love
The whole two weeks Mom and Dad were away was a blissful haze, an avalanche of new and exciting sexual experiences; we were like virgin newlyweds discovering how much we loved to fuck, and to make love to each other, and in how many ways; in our minds, there was a difference between the two. When we played, and chased each other around the house, and tickled and groped each other, what followed was fucking, pure and simple, the natural consequence of our games and fun. At night, when Scotty held me close and whispered his love and desire for me in my ears, when he told me of the things he wanted for me, and we reaffirmed our commitment to each other, what came next was love-making.
Every day was a haze of him and me loving and holding each other; we loved to make love. I liked to dress-up for him, sometimes in my old middle-school uniform of white blouse, striped tie, plaid skirt and knee-socks, impossibly small as it was, but it seemed to get his motor going, especially when he got to peel my skin-tight panties off and find out just what I was hiding under that teeny little skirt! I had no particular hang-ups about where we fucked, as long as we kept it off the dining room table; I mean, we ate there, eeeww!
We didn't just keep it in the house, though; we're not hermits or recluses, and I needed the great outdoors every so often, so Scott would crank-up the motor on that lovely cherry red Torino and drive me in style into Piedmont Heights, or Deauville, or Jackson Hills, and we'd have a real date, like girls did with their boyfriends, confident no-one we knew would see us. We'd have a burger and fries and a chocolate shake, then rifle through stores so I could make him blush when I held up the skimpiest lingerie and the naughtiest little skirts and tank tops for him to see. When I was shopped-out, we'd go to a movie and make out, then find a motel, get a room, and spend the rest of the day humping like wolverines.
I'm pleased to report that during that two weeks of complete bliss, I regularly ran his tank dry, but even if he had nothing left to pump into me, he was always ready to give it the good old college try one more time!
If all this sounds like an endless Sex-O-Rama, it's because that's what it sometimes felt like, and so there were times when I had to call a halt; despite what's written on men's rooms walls, women are not permanently gagging for a continuous shafting, we do not fuck all night on one drink and a bite of a club sandwich, and we're not flexible and pliant sex-toys.
Sometimes all we want to do is make out, do our nails, read a book, watch 'Bridget Jones', or just give the nether regions a chance to cool down and take a breather. I occasionally had to remind Scotty that while I'd never kick him out of bed, he had to understand that giving me a sporting chance to get away once in a while was also part of the deal...
Some nights we'd just talk; about us, about what came next (no pun intended!), about our lives going forward, and about Mom, Dad, and especially about that creepy bastard Pastor Bell, and with good reason. One evening, maybe five days after the olds had fled to the wilderness, I answered a knock at the door to find that creepy sack of shit standing there. My flesh crept as his eyes crawled all over me, his happy smile just about the creepiest thing I'd ever seen.
"Well hello, Miss Trinity, don't you look good enough to eat?" he leered, flustering me even as my blood ran cold at his expression.
"Mom's not here..." I began, but he shook his head.
"I know, sweetness. I actually came to see you, Trinity; we need to talk. Can you guess why?"
I shook my head numbly. What was this prick talking about? Talk to him? I'd rather lick a roach-motel...
That leering note in his voice intensified, tinged with triumph, and...something else.
"I came to have a little talk with you, pretty little Miss Trinity," he purred. "Thing is, I know what you've been doing with that half-wit brother of yours, oh yes!"
My knees felt weak; this creep...knew? Omigod, what if he told Mom?"
Bell continued to smirk at me, his eyes dancing over me as he leered.
"Oh yes, I saw you in Piedmont Heights, and I saw you check into that motel, and I heard what you were doing. With your own brother, too, is there no end to your sinfulness? You're a very bad girl, Trinity Corden, so bad I might have to tell your parents, and call Sheriff Boone, and have you and whatshisname arrested! But I won't, if you'll just do one thing for me, one tiny little thing, darlin'..."
He stepped closer, making me shrink back until my back was against the door frame and I couldn't retreat any further.
"What...what do you want...?" I managed to drag out, and his eyes lit up happily.
"I think you know, missy, I think you know exactly what I mean; you do it enough times with that idiot brother of yours, so don't play coy with me! You and me, a little...together time, and I keep my mouth shut...for now; that's how it's going to be from now on, you hear me, you little tramp?"
I was terrified; if ever I needed Scotty, it was now.
"I'm...no, Scotty's here, I'll call him..." I stammered, and Bell just grinned.
"Uh-huh, no he's not. I saw that redneck rustbucket of his heading out of town, so it's just you and me, Trinity darlin'; you don't get out of it that easily!" he mocked.
What he didn't know was that Scotty was still in the house; his friend had taken the Torino for detailing, and sure enough, as I opened my mouth to speak, Scotty's arm suddenly came across me, leaning on the door jamb and barring that prick from coming any closer.
"What are you doin' here?" Scotty asked him abruptly, dislike and deep hostility plain in his voice. Either Bell couldn't see how much Scotty despised him, or he thought his status as a man of the cloth somehow made him invulnerable, because he just plowed on regardless.
"I needed to speak to Maudie, I mean, your mother, please, it's on parish committee business, so if you don't mind..."
He got no further before Scott placed the flat of his hand on Bell's chest and seemed to lightly nudge him, but the man staggered back a step.
"Don't fucking lie to me; you know damned well Mom and Dad are out of town. You came here to force yourself on my sister; you came here to rape Trini. I heard what you said, you sonuvawhore. You tried to force my little sister to fuck you, so now you're gonna die!" stated Scotty in that flat, menacing, hostile tone. I could tell how close he was to just letting rip on Bell's ass; when Scotty's real mad he slips into the same way of talking as all his 'yee-haw' buddies from out in the farming areas in the southern part of the state, and he was doing it now, his accent slurred and rural, all Mom's injunctions to 'speak properly' forgotten in his rage.
Bell tried to bluster something, but Scott suddenly had him by the throat, pulling him closer so they were virtually nose to nose.
"I don't care what you and my Mom do; she thinks the sun shines out of yo' ass, but I seen the way you look at her. What you two get up to ain't none of my concern; I don't give a fuck what you do with her. If she's stupid enough to let a creepy little fuck like you into her home and kiss yo' ass all day then she deserves what she gets."
He paused, and Bell drew a relieved breath, then I gasped as Scott slapped him, hard, while still holding him fast, like a terrier with a rat.
"I heard every single word you said to my sister, you lying little fuck. I heard what you threatened her with, so I'm gonna tell you this just once; you say one single word around town to anyone, you look at her again, you ever try and speak to her again, you even step in the same room as her, and I swear to God I will gouge out your eyes and skull-fuck you, you hear me, fucker?"
Bell tried to bluster something about being a man of the cloth, but Scotty ignored him, instead swinging him around to slam him hard against the siding and hold his face pressed into the splintery boards.
"I'm talking, you little rat-fuck, so you shut the fuck up and listen; you dragged this family into your shit-hole, you act like your word is fucking law, you come into my home and take over our lives, and now you try to blackmail my sister and me? I oughta kill you for that, but I won't; one day real soon my Daddy gonna wake up and see what you done to his wife, what you doing with his wife, and he's gonna cut yo' balls off and hammer them up yo' ass. Until then, I ever see you anywhere near my sister ever again...!"
With that, Scotty spun him around and backhanded him so hard he dropped to the porch floor.
"That's just a taster, you greasy little rat-shit bastard, you got that? Don't you ever let me see you again, 'cause I got no problem killing you real painful, somewheres real far away. I'm gonna be watching you up-close and personal; I see anything I don't like, you even look too close at Trini, you gonna be real dead, real quick, you hear me, you little puke? Now get up and get the fuck off my porch afore I kill you anyway."
I just stood there in shocked silence; this was a side of Scotty I'd never seen in all my days with him, but I couldn't help but feel a glow of pleasure at the way that man wilted in the face of Scotty's fury, his face gray and creased with fear; for years I'd wanted Scotty to kick his ass for him, and now that he had, it was the best feeling in the world.
I watched in silence as Scotty manhandled him off the porch, dragged him down the path and hurled him through the gate onto the sidewalk with his footprint embossed on Bell's ass. Bell staggered to his feet and stumbled away faster than I'd ever seen him move before, with never a backward glance.
I waited until we were back indoors before I had hysterics, all the fear and anger finally boiling over inside. Scotty held me while I shook and sobbed, his warm presence so different from the angry, menacing man I'd seen lay down the law to that disgusting creature. When I'd calmed enough to stop crying and shaking, I was finally able to listen as Scotty reinforced what he'd said earlier, that Bell was out of our lives now, and that any further sign of him would be his last.
Scott was a man of his word; if he promised Bell he'd finish him off, he'd do it, and worry about the consequences later. It warmed me all the way through at the thought he'd protect and defend me like that without a second thought.
Once the storm had passed and the trembling had stopped, I went to get Scotty a cup of coffee made the way he liked it, the way he swore only I could make it, and took it back to the den so we could talk properly about what had happened. Once we were seated in the den with our coffee, I asked him what he'd meant when he told Bell he didn't care what he was doing with Mom.
Scotty's lips thinned, his expression when he finds something distasteful, but he told me anyway.
"Trin, I think the reason that fucker's always here is because he's fucking Mom; she's so Godly, and she's cuckolding Dad in his own home, and all that Bible crap is just guilt she's layin' on us to hide what she's doin' with that greasy little fuck. Dad ain't no better; what kind of a man lets that happen to him, in his own house? Maybe that's why he keeps incest porn stashed away, he has to get his jollies somewhere, because he and Mom are done."
A tear trickled down his cheek, but his voice never quavered or changed.
"I don't know why Dad doesn't just divorce her ass," he said, bitterness plain in his voice. "At least she and that creepy little shit would be gone from our lives. I'll tell you one thing, Trini, and this is my pledge to you; I will never let anyone come between us; I'll kill them before I'll let them do that!"
The thought that our family had fractured so completely around me scared me. I felt like I was in free-fall, and all I had was Scott to anchor me and keep me grounded. That night, we didn't make love; all I wanted was for the only solid thing in my life to be as close as possible, to hold me close and be my family, because everything else was truly gone now.
It was then I realized I couldn't get enough of him; the smell of him as he slept, the scent of his skin, his hair, the feel of his warm breath against my skin, everything about him made me feel safe, and drove me crazy with need for him. When he held me, even if it was just on his lap while we watched TV, or cuddled up against him on the couch and watching one of Mom's classic movies, I felt secure, and needed, completely at home, and part of a family again, even if it was only a family of two now. He completed me, and I knew I'd only ever need him; if he was the only thing in my life, for the rest of my life, it would be enough.
*
When our parents finally returned from their trip to the wilds of Montana they were surprised and gratified at how happy and at ease Scott and I were with each other, although if they'd paid any attention to us for the last several years, they'd have seen that was how we'd always been; I suppose it took a bit of distance for them to finally notice something about us.
I tried not to show my affection but I couldn't stop touching him in passing, and he kept hugging and fondling me, and nibbling my ears, my lips, or squeezing my boobs or my ass when our parents weren't looking, sometimes even sliding his hand into the back of my panties and caressing me with a questing finger. I'd always worn cut-offs or tight jeans before, but now I only wore short skirts so he could touch me whenever he had the opportunity; I guess he liked to live dangerously, because the number of times he was surreptitiously stroking my pussy or in my ass while one of our parents was in the room are beyond counting...
On two memorable occasions, I sneaked into his room and humped him like a coked-up alley-cat all night long, biting into a rolled-up towel under a pillow every time I needed to scream as he fucked yet another orgasm out of me with his big cock rammed fully up inside my pussy or my ass. Of course, Mom didn't know what was going on, but we hoped she thought the two of us laughing and joking and slapping each other gently on the arm, or the way he would reach up and gently push a strand of hair away from my eyes, was a sign we were adults now and past all the storms and issues of childhood.
Mom wasn't stupid, though, or blind, and I think she suspected something was up; periodically she'd give me the third-degree over who Scott was seeing, and if he was sleeping with them. I always managed to allay her suspicions (I hoped) by implying he was probably seeing one or more of my friends in his spare time, but as far as I knew it was innocent; Scott just wasn't that interested in girls, work and restoring his Torino kept him fully occupied and out of mischief.
Scott helped by never actually dating anyone, his constant presence in the house helping to quiet Mom's suspicions. Mom would have hit the roof and kept going if she even suspected Scotty was out drinking and having sex out of wedlock, so I did my best to throw her off the track by implying that her little boy was still as pure as the driven snow.
It did give me the occasional secret grin, though, because dayyum was she deluded if she thought a young, healthy, horny, American male in his twenties was keeping himself pure for the bride picked out for him by God...
I also had to keep up the pretense with my girlfriends, too; most of them knew Scott was unattached, and ridiculously gorgeous, so whenever we got together, the conversation would inevitably turn to him, and the third-degree about what he did, where he went, who he was seeing, and was it serious would begin.
I tried to be the disinterested kid sister, but it was taxing my creativity to keep coming up with reasons why none of them should bother taking a run at him. As far as I was concerned, and I hoped I was convincing enough to turn my gal pals off, Scott was my cute-but-dopey older brother, with zero personality, and a solid minus-ten in the charisma stakes. While he may have had the body and looks of an Adonis, and be nice as pie to them when he met them, they shouldn't be fooled; he was wedded to that rusty relic he called a car, it was his true love, and as far as he was concerned, it was 'love me, love my dog' when it came to that ugly 70's rust-heap.
I think I did an okay job in convincing my girlfriends Scott was only interested in NASCAR stats, that for him girls were something other people did if they didn't have cars, and the only way he'd be interested in any of them was if they had a set of Holley downdraft carbs surgically attached to the top of their heads. Gradually the interest in my hottie brother waned and turned elsewhere, just as I'd hoped it would.



We continued to fuck, hard, in secret, whenever we could sneak away, or when Mom and Dad went out; as soon we heard the car pull away Scott would be yanking down his jeans and my panties and sliding his fingers in me as he pulled my ass-cheeks apart, getting me prepped and ready while I would be grabbing hold of his thick cock and sticking my tongue in his mouth. He would fuck me almost senseless, hard and urgent fucking that left me in a daze of orgasm and sexual overload, dripping sperm and radiating lust and need for him.
Sometimes, after I'd spent the morning casually brushing past him, and bending over in front of him, and 'accidentally' trailing my hand over his permanent erection and grinning slyly at him, Scott would offer to take me to the movies. We usually went to either the grind-house theatre all the way over in Springfield, or the art cinema near the university in Monte Vista, and we'd suck and fuck in the back row of the dark, empty movie theatre with only a Trouffaut movie for company, his cock feeling even bigger and stiffer than usual from all the teasing and stimulation.
Sometimes, for variety and to deflect any curiosity about our sudden need to go to the movies together, I would ask Scott, in front of Mom, if he'd take me to the mall in Roseville, and he'd act all reluctant but eventually agree once I mentioned that one or another of my hottie friends would be there. Hopefully Mom would suspect he was interested in some or all of my friends; if she believed that, so much the better; any attention we didn't get was good, as far as we were concerned.
We'd go to the mall, quickly buy any old thing just to get some logo bags to add to the lie that I'd gone there for the shopping, then go to a motel and get a room.
My darling brother would then spend the next couple of hours pounding his cock into any and every hole of mine, pumping his hot meat into me mercilessly, shoving his tongue into my ass while he stuck his cock down my throat, heating me up, and making me scream as he sprayed cum down my throat, in my pussy, in my ass, or all over my face! I was never so happy as when he was jamming his cock onto my mouth and flooding my throat with his delicious cream, shoving his tongue deep into my pussy and tonguing me into hysterics, or battering his thick, meaty cock into my taut and welcoming ass.
It all came to a sudden, crashing end the day Mom finally caught us. It had to happen sooner or later; we were humping madly in my room after she and Dad left for some church function; we'd already had one session and were going for round two when she found us. She only came back because she'd forgotten something, and of course we didn't hear her; we were in a world of our own, me gasping and moaning as Scotty relentlessly hammered his thick cock into my ass, and I guess she must have followed the noises we were making to find us in my room, naked as jaybirds, with me sitting astride my brother, his hands holding and squeezing my titties while he jammed his cock into me, his thick cream-pie bubbling out of my pussy from our previous fuck and pouring down over his hammering cock and balls while I groaned in sexual delirium.
In her eyes we probably looked like a scene from Sodom & Gomorrah, or Dante's 'Inferno', but whatever she thought, I nearly had an unfortunate episode when she shrieked like a fire-siren at the sight of the two of us 'in flagrante'.
Cue huge, unbelievably hysterical screaming session.
To say our parents were furious would be a massive understatement; Scotty and Dad almost came to blows. Mom was almost incoherent with disgusted outrage, but most of it seemed based on what the neighbors and that fucker Bell were going to say. Dad just stayed silent while mom went off like a sack of cats on crank.
We endured all the names, the expressions of disgust, of horror, of dismay and anger, but we stuck to each other. Mom didn't know what to do. I'd honestly believed she'd only ever had sex twice in her life, as evidenced by Exhibits A and B: Scotty and me, no matter Scotty's suspicions regarding her and her pastor, and all her mid-western prudishness and 1950's Bible-belt bigotry, ignorance and abhorrence of sex came trotting out to lash at the pair of us.
We sat silently, holding hands throughout the whole tirade, which pissed her off excessively, I have to say; that, and the fact that I was completely unrepentant about doing the wild mambo with my brother and I wasn't letting him go any time soon, or ever, for that matter. Scotty was my husband, my man, and it was going to take more than Mom's ignorance and prejudice and religious intolerance to pry us apart.
Dad was angry, yes, but nothing like Mom; he was mostly sad, he said, but then he started preaching about sin and Hell, and the evils of sex, the hypocrite, and pulled out that old fire and brimstone nonsense about how Scotty couldn't really be blamed, that 'temptation, woman is thy name' crap was trotted out right on cue, that women were unclean and ungodly ('So just like your wife and your mother, eh Dad?' hovered on my lips) before accusing me of seducing Scotty and tempting him away from the path of righteousness. It was at that point that Scotty finally lost it, his eyes glowing like emerald fireballs.
"Okay, that's it, Dad, enough of this bullshit! If you want to moralize, why don't you start by explaining why a deacon of the church has a collection of porn movies hidden in the garage? What happened between Trini and me, well, it's what we wanted. It's what we've wanted for years, and now it's happened, it's staying happened! Don't go bringing God into this; this is Trini and me being in love, and if you don't like it, that's too fucking bad!"
Dad tried to grab my arm, but Scotty knocked him away.
"Don't you touch her; don't you ever do that again, Dad, I fucking mean it!"
Anger blazed-up in Dad's eyes, but then sanity took over as he looked up at Scott, a head taller, 30 pounds heavier, and 25 years younger, reading his stance and seeing in his eyes and the set of his jaw his anger ready to boil over into violence, and his readiness to defend and protect me, whatever it took. To tell you the truth, it scared me a little that Scotty had that kind of anger on tap, but it also reassured me that everything he'd said about keeping me safe, no matter what, was being proved right there and then.
So Dad did the smart thing and backed down, realization dawning in his eyes that he'd lost us both. Mom, of course, didn't know when to keep her trap shut, and decided it was time for another tirade.
"What you're doing is illegal, and so, so wrong, don't you know that? You're not only breaking the law, you're breaking God's law too. If you don't stop this you'll burn in Hell! You should get on your knees and beg for forgiveness for your sin, for committing the sin of incest!" she shrilled, "If you get arrested, your father and I will never be able to hold our heads up in this town again! After all the years Pastor Bell has spent trying to lead you to the light, this is how you repay him? You're destroying this family, both of you!"
Scotty snapped at that, everything spilling out of him, all his anger and suspicion blasting mom like a blowtorch.
"So that's really what shoved a corncob up your ass? Trini and I need our parents to understand. Instead all you're concerned about is what your fucking congregation will think! What about you, Mom? Are you having fun when Pastor Bell fucks the shit out of you? I know what you two do when Dad's not here! You preach at us about God's law, and you're fucking your pastor while your husband does his job for him! What does your precious 'God's Law' say about you fucking other men while your husband's not around?"
Scott stepped forward a pace, and Mom shrank back, her expression horrified.
"You're worried what your darlin' preacher will say? That fucker tried to rape Trini, Mom, did he tell you that when you were pillow-talkin'? He came here and tried to blackmail your daughter into his bed, and you're worried what he'll think? Bring him on. I kicked his ass once already, I'll kick his ass again while you pray, and maybe your wonderful God will save his ass, because I will fucking kill him! You make me sick to my stomach, you're a goddamn hypocrite Mom, the worst kind. You bring a piece of shit like that into our home, you do Christ knows what with him, and you have the goddamn nerve to preach at me? Save it, Mom, we're done here; Trini, get your things, we are fucking leaving!"
Mom shrank even further back into her chair, a look of shocked horror pasted on her face. Dad made to bar our way, and once again Scotty faced him down.
"Don't even think about it, Dad! If you think what we're doing is so bad, then what are you doing watching movies about brothers fucking their sisters, and fathers fucking their daughters? You sit there watching that stuff and choking your chicken while your wife fucks that creepy sack of shit, and now you wanna get at Trini and me because we're doing exactly what you jerk-off to? "
Dad 's face worked as he took in what Scott was saying, what he was accusing them of, but he still tried to bluster out his denials; Scotty, however, wasn't having any of it.
"You wanna know what your congregation's gonna say? They're gonna laugh at you for being a dickless cuckold while another man fucks your wife, that's what they'll do! You jerk-off to stuff like that while some guy's fucking your wife and you have the fucking temerity to preach the Bible at me? You disgust me. You're an even bigger hypocrite than Mom, so get the hell out of my way!"
Dad stepped aside, his look of anger replaced by one of frightened shame as the family's dirty laundry flapped in the roaring gale of Scotty's disgusted rage. Scotty took my hand and led me to my room, where we threw together all the stuff I thought I couldn't live without, then carried my case and put it in the trunk of his car. He made me sit in the car with the doors locked while he got his stuff. Then jumped in and we sped away, his face set, but there were tears on his cheeks.
I cried, too; partly for losing Mom and Dad this way, but mostly for the hurt they'd laid on us, for refusing to even try to understand, for rejecting us when we needed them most, and for making my beautiful, sweet Scotty hurt and angry enough to cry.
We stayed that night in a motel not too far from Scott's workplace, two towns over, and across the state line. It was small, but clean, and cheap, and we just climbed into bed, not even thinking about making love; we'd had a bad day, and had far too much to think about to even think about sex, so Scotty just held me while I cried for everything that had come crashing down around us, and for my charm, the magic Scotty had given me so long ago; in the rush to get our stuff and get out he'd forgotten about it, and I'd forgotten to ask him to get it until we were already speeding away.
I had my Scotty, but my magic was gone, my only way of having Scott when he wasn't around was missing, and there was a strange, scary vacuum inside me, a place where the inside part of me knew something important was missing. Eventually I cried myself to sleep, but I felt the loss of my magic most of all that terrible night when we lost everything and our family finally fell apart.
In the morning, Scott had to go to work, so he left me with some money, and an injunction to not answer the door no matter who came knocking, just in case the 'rents worked out where we'd gone and came gunning for a return bout, or tried to sic the law on us. I spent the day in our room, reading, sleeping, watching motel cable TV, crying, and trying not to think about what had happened the day before.
When Scotty finally came back that evening I leaped on him, so grateful to have him back again after a long, lonely day that had seemed a million years long. Scott was equally glad to see me; his kiss was long and tender, and extra loving, but he also had some good news.
"Baby, I found us an apartment! My supervisor heard I was looking for a place, and his sister's got a basement newly converted into an apartment; it was gonna be for her niece and her daughter, but the niece died, and the daughter went to live with her uncle, so we'll be the first people to live there. It's a little small, not much bigger than a studio, but it's near my job, it's furnished, got a kitchen and a proper bathroom, and she only wants three-fifty a month! I went and saw her, and I said yes, I paid her, and she gave me the keys; baby, we got our own place!"
I was so excited; we had our own place, somewhere we could be together always. It was something we could afford, and it was a long way from anyone who knew us, so no real prospect of any embarrassing encounters; we could be together for real! I was so happy I grabbed him and tried to pull him to the bed; I wanted to celebrate, but Scotty had a better idea.
"No, baby, let's get over to our apartment and get our stuff in, then we can celebrate in our own bed!"
*
The apartment, in a small town called Holden's Crossing, about ten miles from Scotty's workplace, and seventy-something miles from our old home, was small, but not tiny; it had a nice-sized bedroom with a new bed, and a stack of brand new pillows, bed-linens and blankets, more than adequate closet-space, and a reasonable-sized, comfortable living room with a small galley-style kitchen, complete with a set of saucepans and griddles, plates, cups, and silverware, and a small dinette set. In the living room there was a new small couch and a pair of matching easy chairs, and there was even a television, already set-up for cable.
The landlady, Stella Mason, was a really nice, motherly lady about Mom's age who was obviously charmed by Scotty and his sweet nature, and before we knew it, we were sitting at her table sharing a delicious hamburger casserole while she talked about her sons, the neighborhood, her ex-husband, the best stores in the area: everything it was good to know when you first moved into a new place.
Before long we were chatting and laughing with her as though we'd known her our whole lives, she was so natural and genuine with us, interested without prying. We both felt so lucky to have chanced across someone as welcoming and genuine as Stella as we began our lives together. Stella never asked about our relationship, although I did notice her giving us a couple of quizzical glances, but if she suspected anything, she kept it to herself.
Scotty and I went to bed that night, if not totally happy, at least secure, with a roof over our heads, our own roof; we had a home now; we had someone we could confide in if we needed to, and I had someone to talk to and keep me from feeling lonely during the day while Scotty was at work.
The next day, without telling me, Scott bought two wedding bands, and that weekend, early on the Saturday morning, he took me for a drive up to Bad Indian Wood, a dense patch of forest about ten miles from Springfield, in Laroque County, about eighty miles from Holden's Crossing. He asked me to wait in the car while he went and did something, then a few minutes later he was back, to lead me blindfolded through the woods.
When he took the blindfold off, we were in a small, sunlit, grassy clearing, with a blanket laid on the grass, a posy of wildflowers, and a pillow with two gold rings. Scott gave me the posy, and held me close while he kissed me gently.
"Trini, I know the law won't let us get married, but I'm going to marry you anyway; in our hearts we'll be married, and that's all that matters. Trinity Kadey Donnelly Corden, I love you with all my heart, and I always will, I promise you. Will you marry me?"
I nearly choked in my rush to say "Yes, my darling Scott, I will marry you!"
With that, Scotty took my hand and placed the ring on my ring finger, kissing it once.
"Trinity Kadey Donnelly Corden, on this day, our wedding day, please accept this ring as a token of my love for you. Now you are my wife!"
I smiled and picked up the other ring, took Scotty's hand, and placed the ring on his ring finger, repeating his beautiful words.
"Scott Maxwell Donnelly Corden, on this day, our wedding day, please accept this ring as a token of my love for you. Now you are my husband!"
Scott pulled me close and kissed me hotly, his hands roaming over my back and squeezing my ass, while I ground my swelling pussy against the large bulge in the front of his jeans.
With that, all solemnity fell away as Scott proceeded to gently strip me, while I unbuckled and unbuttoned him, eager to make love with my husband. We made love for what seemed like hours, taking our time on this, the only honeymoon we were likely to get, Scott gently, lovingly sliding that big cock of his into me endlessly, finally tipping me over into a welter of sobbing, blistering pleasure, before kneeling upright, his still-hard cock pointing at me. I took the hint and swallowed him, my throat now accustomed to feeling him as I worked my throat muscles, milking him until he couldn't hold it back any longer, filling my mouth and belly with his hot, nourishing baby-juice.
He needed a few minutes to recover, and we lay together on the blanket, our honeymoon bed, telling each other of our hopes and wishes for our future, and our happiness right now. As we lay there on that blanket, in that remote forest glade, he held me tightly against him, his cock growing against me all over again, and when he slid me on top of him and shoved his tongue into me, deep-rimming me as his expert fingers stroked and strummed my stiff and swollen clit, I came in a shuddering, screaming blaze of hot, bursting, orgasmic delight.
Scotty slid out from under me and pushed me down onto all fours, immediately slotting his bursting cock into my saliva-slick back hole, making me whine and shudder as yet another hot and breathless orgasm raced and crashed through me. My tight asshole squeezed and milked him until, with a loud groan, he blasted what felt like a gallon of scalding-hot man-cream deep into me, my convulsing asshole milking him of spurt after spurt of hot cum.
I don't think any bride before or since has ever had such a magnificent honeymoon as that blanket in that remote forest clearing, with a husband like mine going out of his way to show me how much he loved me by making love to me endlessly, perfectly, lovingly. We'd been happily undisturbed the whole time we were there; Bad Indian Wood has a reputation for being haunted, but Scotty says that story was put about by the bootleggers back during Prohibition to keep the locals away while they cooked-up rotgut whiskey and gin.
When we got home, Stella was sitting on her porch, enjoying the shade on such a hot day. She looked closely at us, then smiled.
"You've changed, there's something different about you, Trini, I can't put my finger on it, but something's happened..."
I tried not to blush, and that's when she saw the ring on my left hand.
"Oh my God, kids, you got married, that's wonderful, you should have said, I'd have got you something!" she grinned, coming down to the yard and hugging me, and pecking Scotty on the cheek.
"You kids have only been here a few days, but I already feel like you're part of my family, and I feel so happy for you; I don't know what you're running from, or perhaps I do, but I want you to know, I'll never judge you for what you do or who you are!"
I listened carefully to what she was saying, and Scotty gave me a sideways look; did she know about us, and was she telling us she didn't care? That's what it sounded like, but whatever she said, or meant, it felt good to have her so happy for us, almost like having Mom there to say those things. I felt a momentary pang as I thought of her; the way we'd left things with her, she was never likely to say those things, or be happy until we'd both been comprehensively punished by her God.



Stella must have seen my face cloud up, because she hugged me again, the way a mom would have, one arm around my shoulders, and the other hand holding the back of my head as she held me against her. It was so like what I'd seen my friends' moms do for them, what I'd always wanted mom to do when I needed her, I started crying, I couldn't help myself. Stella immediately led me up onto the porch, and wiped my eyes with a Kleenex.
"How old are you, honey, really?" she asked me gently, and when I told her she looked sad.
"Your mom should be here today, it's a special day, and you're still only a baby, you need your mom!"
I tried to tell her that Mom would never have come, that she hated me, and she hated Scotty, that we'd sinned against her God and all she wanted was to punish us, and before I knew it, I was telling her about Scotty and me, who we were, and why Mom hated us.
Stella listened, occasionally passing me a tissue, or squeezing Scotty's hand, until I wound down, with one last, desperate plea.
"Please, please don't tell anyone about us, about Scotty and me, we only have each other, don't make them break us up, please!"
I was crying again, panicked that I'd blurted-out our deepest secret to her, that now she knew and she'd take it on herself to contact Mom, or the authorities, and they'd find us and take Scotty away. Instead, Stella leaned in and hugged me again.
"It's okay, honey, don't worry, I won't say anything; I haven't so far, I'm not going to start now!"
I pulled away and stared at her.
"You...you knew?" and Stella smiled.
"Trini, I have good eyesight, darlin', and you and Scott look so much alike it was an easy connection to make; you might think about doing something about that; if I made that connection, so will others. Sweetie, I don't care if you're brother and sister, I can see how much you love each other, and that, just a little bit of luck, a little careful planning, and being smart about who you trust, should see you through okay."
She dabbed at my eyes once again, a gentle, motherly gesture, one I needed so much right then.
"You can trust me, kids; I don't have any interest in outing you, and I like having you live here; you're nice kids, and it's like having family at home again, so your secret's safe with me. Now you go on down and freshen-up; a girl shouldn't cry on her wedding day! Go put something nice on, both of you. I'm taking you out to lunch in Gainsboro, your own special wedding-day treat, so you just order anything you want, it's on me!"
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This is the concluding part, and my final foray into the world of Springfield and the families there; the names and faces are here, see if you spot them as they flit past...
My thanks, as always, to GrandTeton for his endless patience and superlative editing skills, and to everyone with the patience to follow my sometimes derailed train of thought with this particular story-cycle.
If you particularly liked this story, please rate it, and if you didn't, please tell me why; all comment is regarded as fair comment, except for the pointlessly rude, or the hopelessly insane.
All characters indulging in consensual sexual activity herein are at least 18 years of age or older.
Thank you for keeping me company over the years with this saga.
beachbum1958
_______________
Part II: Another life in another town...
After helping us to celebrate our wedding, our relationship with Stella, already close, became even closer; she became more like the mother I needed so badly, and less like our landlady.
She'd call me up to help her move stuff around, or help out at the beauty parlour she owned, or get my opinion on a batch of cookies she'd baked, or to try out a new casserole recipe, things that once upon a time I'd only dreamed about doing with my real mom.
We'd go into Valdez together to do our grocery shopping when Scotty was away at work, as we only had the car, and laugh and talk like a mom and her daughter are supposed to do; for the first time in a very long time, I had a real mom again, someone who kissed it better, made things right, and talked straight when she thought I needed it.
Stella and I usually got together around about mid-morning, whether in her place or ours, having brunch together, or laughing over coffee at the trashy daytime TV shows, or maybe at the beauty parlour, gossiping with the ladies of the town; she taught me to cook, proper, satisfying, man-food, as she called it, and she'd often sit me down and brush and then braid my long hair, something she confided she'd always wanted to do but never had a chance, as she only had two boys.
I could confide in Stella in ways I never could with Mom, and slowly the sense of loss over my former life in Stillman diminished; I'd lost my mom, but I'd found another one. I even suspected she'd had a quiet word with her brother, Scotty's supervisor, because suddenly Scott Corden was the new flavor of the month, promotions and increments in salary gradually inching him up the corporate tree.
I was still a stay-at-home; I had no real marketable skills, and there were precious few jobs of the 'would you like fries with that?' variety anywhere in town anyway. I was resigned to being Stella's gossip and shopping buddy, until one morning, while we were sitting in the beauty parlour, drinking coffee during a lull between appointments, she asked me if I'd like to train to be a hairdresser.
She'd seen me flicking through some of the magazines and comparing my hairstyle with the girls in there, wondering how I'd look with this or that cut or color. Stella had noticed my interest, and so she asked me if I thought I could learn to do that. The money wasn't great, but the work was steady, she had a good reputation in the surrounding towns, and people came a long way to have Stella do their hair, get a manicure or pedicure or just plumb the depths of the latest gossip.
Of course I said yes; I wasn't trained to do anything, sitting alone at home was so lonely, and I was chafing with the need to do something, anything to make the day seem less empty when Scotty wasn't there.
Thanks to Stella, most of the ladies in town now knew me, and the parlour was the hub of the great Mid-Western Gossip Network; if you wanted to know what was really going on thirty miles in any direction, who was up to what, or who needed to keep closer tabs on her man, you came in, poured yourself a coffee, and pricked-up your ears. Believe me, Western Union and Associated Press had nothing on Stella and her ladies.
And so I became Holden Crossing's newest hairdresser; Stella was a good boss, tough but fair, and she taught well. I was a quick study. I soon realized I had a natural aptitude for hairdressing, and I quickly developed a real interest in what I was doing. I ordered some of the magazines from New York, Los Angeles, even London and Paris, and tried out the latest high-fashion looks on some of the other girls in town, which went down really well.
We managed to capture the teen market, too; now they didn't have to go into Springfield or Monte Vista to find a stylist who'd give them something up to date and fashionable; they could get it right here in Holden's Crossing.
Pretty soon people were coming in and asking for Trini rather than Stella, and I could see how pleased she was that I'd got it so quickly. I also sent away for a nail embossing kit and a couple of books, and pretty soon the ladies and teenage girls in town were walking around with fancy stars and stripes nails, glittery metal-flake nails, smiley-face nails and my piece de resistance, newsprint nails.
When word got around that we could do just about any kind of nails, just like those people in New York and Hollywood, the place went nuts, and we were soon looking for extra staff; Stella told me she was so impressed with the way I'd turned things on their head around there she was contemplating leaving the running of the business to me and letting me train the new girls to do what I did, the way I did it.
At last I'd found something I was good at, and Scotty and I were finally a real part of the town.
Occasionally, though, just for old-times' sake, Scotty would take the afternoon off and we'd go to the movie theater in Chavez, and there in the deserted theater, safely anonymous in the back row, I'd suck his cock to get him ready, and then he'd pull me astride him and just fuck the hell out of me, rubbing my clit against him while he sucked and chewed on my swollen, throbbing nipples, or kissing me frenziedly while he pumped his fingers into my ass, until I came in a hot blast of orgasmic delight.
Then came his turn, with his cock jammed in my ass while I sat squirming on his lap, working his cock with my ass muscles while he rubbed and squeezed my clit and my nipples, making me cum again and again until he couldn't hold back any more, explosively filling my ass with what felt like gallons of hot, creamy sperm!
That's how our life together was: Scott worked, slowly climbing the corporate ladder, while I studied hairdressing and grew ever closer to Stella, our surrogate mother; she was the perfect person to tell our troubles to, non-judgemental and sympathetic, and to share a glass of chilled wine or a cold beer on the porch on a hot night.
She never asked us about our family; I guess she thought if it was something we wanted to talk about, we'd have told her, and she didn't pry, bless her. If only my own mom had been one tenth as understanding or compassionate, maybe Scotty and I wouldn't be living here far from everything and everyone we knew, or if we were, at least we would have had her and Daddy in our corner.
But Mom slammed that door in our faces, and now Stella was my mom, not that woman back to home, so imagine my shock and surprise when I answered a knock at the door late one afternoon, almost exactly two years after we left home, to find Mom standing there, the one person in the entire world I honestly never thought I'd ever see or hear from again.
"Hello baby-girl!" she whispered, and reached out to touch me. I instinctively backed away, remembering the look on her face and the things she'd said the last time I'd seen her, and instantly felt a twinge of guilt as hurt and remorse flashed across her face.
"How have you been, Trini? I miss you, baby; I miss Scotty too, is he alright? Where is he?"
Her voice was still no more than a whisper, but I could hear something there, something I'd never heard before; it almost sounded like she was sorry, and that couldn't be right; my mom had never apologized to me once in all the times she hurt my feelings or made me cry, and I backed away even further, suspecting some kind of trick.
"Scott's not here, and my name's Trinity! I'm alone, so you'll understand if I don't ask you in!" I said, once again seeing that flicker of hurt in her eyes. "What are you doing here, and want do you want with me; I'm a whore, remember?" I snarled at her, any nostalgia at seeing her suddenly overwritten by what she'd said, what she'd called me, and how deeply she'd hurt my Scotty.
"I won't hurt you baby, I...I just wanted to see you, I just wanted to know you're both okay, that's all; I'm alone, too; your father doesn't know I'm here, and I won't tell him where you are. Please baby, it's been too long. Just talk to me, please!"
"How did you find me!?" I gritted again, and she looked down, her voice almost inaudible.
"I went to Scotty's office, but they wouldn't let me see him, they wouldn't put my calls through, nothing; I tried so many times, until finally his boss felt sorry for me and told me where you were, but he said I couldn't tell anyone I'd heard it from him. Scott had made it clear to him that didn't want to be contacted by your daddy or me, ever."
She paused, her eyes sad and far away, and what looked like tears glimmered in the corners.
"He thought Scotty was wrong, that it was wrong for families to fall-out like that, that this had all gone on long enough, so he told me. He must really think a lot of Scotty to protect him for so long; you and Scott are so lucky to have good people like that on your side. Please talk to me, Trini; I'm so sorry, what I did was wrong, please let me try and put it right!"
I stared at her for a long moment, then nodded and stepped aside so she could come in. I'd just put coffee on; Scotty would be home soon, and he liked a fresh brew when he came in. I offered her a cup, which she accepted with a smile.
"Your hair looks nice, baby, it suits you," she began, commenting on the fact that I'd gone golden blonde on Stella's advice, as it made me look less like Scotty, so other people wouldn't notice the similarities in our features as quickly as she had. Scotty hadn't liked it; he loved my light brown hair, he said it looked and shone like spun sugar, and if he wanted a blonde, he'd have married one, but, after a little friction, and a lot of sweaty, make-up sex, he'd learned to like it...
"I had to Mom; I couldn't have people guessing I was fornicating with my brother, now could I?" I flashed back at her, watching the barb sink home.
Mom looked at me over the rim of her cup, her eyes sad.
"I'm sorry I said that, baby, it was stupid and cruel; I'm sorry about everything I said, baby. I was wrong, I should have listened to my children, not driven them out!"
I wished Scotty were here; she was starting to get to me, and I didn't want that; I wanted to keep on hating her, she'd called me a whole string of foul names and driven us out. Throughout my life she'd made me cry so many times, always dismissing me, always so busy with her church that she didn't have time to deal with my 'childishness'; her damned church and that bastard preacher of hers had always come first, then Scotty, with me a very poor third. Scotty had been so attentive to me because she wasn't, and now she was sitting on my couch saying she was sorry? How about when I'd really needed her, was she sorry about that as well? Time to give her something to chew on.
"Mom, I know you're sorry now, but it's too late; you called me filthy names, you accused me of all kinds of crimes against your god, you were more concerned about what your damned pastor was going to think than about Scotty, or me, and now you're sitting here saying you're sorry? It's not enough; 'cept for just a little while, when I was real small, you were never a mommy, never there when I needed you, but Scotty was always there, right from the beginning."
I had to pause, there was so much I wanted to say, so much remembered anger; it was threatening to overwhelm me, and I had to stop and gather myself to tell her why she had nothing more to do with my life.
"You gave me to Scotty, you made me love him, and then you got all mad and self-righteous when I chose him over you! What was I supposed to do? You chose your god over us, and you chose leave me out and never be there for me, not once, not even when I needed you most; but Scotty was, every single time, and that's why I love him, and that's why I'm here right now; because you made it happen!"
I paused for breath, blinking back the angry tears and watching her eyes widen as she finally got to hear what I had to say, the things she'd never given Scotty and me a chance to say.
"You wouldn't listen, Mom. You called me a whore who seduced and stole your son; you said only whores and degenerates behaved like me, remember? You hurt me, Mom, you set yourself up as judge, jury and executioner, you never once listened to what I had to say, you hurt my Scotty and made him cry, for the first time in his life, and for that alone, I don't know how to forgive you!"
Mom put her cup down, the base chattering on the saucer from the trembling of her hand, and looked at me with tears in her eyes.
"Everything you're saying is true, Trinity. I was wrong to say the things I said; I should have been your Mom, not your judge. I didn't understand what was happening between the two of you, I was confused and angry, and I did what I've always done: I took refuge in the bible. I was angry, and it was my anger and ignorance making me spout all that nonsense at you, instead of just listening, and I was wrong to do that. I didn't want to drive my babies away, I didn't mean to hurt them, but I did, and I'm so sorry!"
I still wasn't about to let it go.
"And what about Dad, all that stuff he said, all that self-righteous, mealy-mouthed God stuff about me seducing Scotty, all that other stuff from Leviticus and Deuteronomy, about incest and sin and fornicating, and all the time he's stashing away incest porn in the garage? Scotty was right; we were doing what he was fantasizing about. He had his hand in his pants thinking about what we were doing, and he had the gall to preach at us about it? He's a hypocrite, and both of you made us leave!"
Mom looked at the floor while she dabbed at her eyes.
"Your father and me, we...had our problems, and yes, I know about the...the things he had hidden away, and that's my fault; I wasn't as...attentive as I should have been."
She swallowed,and I heard her throat click dryly; she took a tremulous sip of her coffee and continued.
"I thought praising God was a better way of life than keeping my husband happy, and so he...he found another way. I know what he said and did was wrong, but he had his reasons, at the time he thought they were good reasons, but we talked about it a lot since you've been gone, and we know now how wrong we were..."
She looked away, her mouth working, her eyes staring into space, seeing something I couldn't, then looked back at me, her eyes soft and sorrowful.
"Things have happened, baby, things that started because of what Scott said, because of what he thought of me. Your daddy, he...took steps to make it right, because of what Scotty accused me of, and because of what Pastor Bell tried to do to me."
She looked away again, her eyes not meeting mine, but I saw a fleeting expression cross her face, one I hadn't seen in a very long time; for that second, she looked like my mom again, the beautiful, fun, funny Mom I remembered and lost so long ago.
"Your daddy's a good man, baby; he lost his way because I let him go, because I let someone into my life who was dangerous and evil. Daddy and I, we let him tell us what to think; we looked at the glowing picture he painted and we believed him. You and Scott, you could see through the picture, you saw what was really there, you saw it all along..."
She took another sip of her coffee, her eyes still far away, looking at something I couldn't see.
"I'm sorry baby. I came here to tell you I was sorry, I was wrong, I left you out and followed a dream, but it was a nightmare, and I dragged Daddy into it, and made him see what I was seeing. I know he wants to say sorry too; he just has to find a way, so please, give him time, and, if you can, let him back in; he's as lost as I was, and he needs you, too."
She went to sip her coffee and saw her cup was empty, so I refilled it for her, getting a small smile in return. I could see she wasn't finished, so I indicated that she continue.
"After everything was over, we finally realized that being members of the church in good standing was no substitute for having our babies with us; we were both so concerned about the next world we forgot how to live in this one, and we lost you because of it. Now, all I want is to find a way to win you back, both of you; you're my babies, and I miss you."
I was pondering what she said when the door opened and Scotty walked in; I looked at the wall-clock in wonder; I hadn't realized it was so late. The look on Scotty's face when he saw Mom spoke volumes.
"Baby, what the hell's she doing here?" was his first question, and Mom literally quailed at the anger in his voice; it seemed Scotty hadn't forgiven or forgotten what she'd called us either...
I jumped up and ran into his arms, feeling safe again now he was here. Mom looked on as Scotty kissed me, her expression unchanged as he ran his hands over my back and gently squeezed my ass as he kissed me deeply, something we did every evening when he came in; I guess he wasn't going to hold back just because our estranged mother was in the room. When he'd kissed me properly, he looked over at her almost challengingly, as if he was daring her to say something, but she just smiled.
"Don't worry, Scott, after what I walked in on, I think I can handle a little kiss and cuddle!"
I had to hide my quick grin, and even Scott's defiant expression softened slightly.
"So why are you here, Mom? Last time you didn't wait to hear our side, you just lit right into us; what are you doing here now?"
Mom looked at me and sat up a little straighter.
"I finally saw how foolish I'd been, how blind and gullible I was, and what I'd done to my babies, and I knew I had to try and win you back, both of you, no matter what it took. I was such a fool, babies, you have no idea..."
I could feel something coming, something she didn't want to share, but had to get out, something that sickened her; Scott could feel it too, judging by the way he held me closer.
"Babies, I don't know how to tell you this, even now it makes me sick to my stomach when I think how I..."
She shook her head in disgust, but plowed on.
"After you left, Pastor Bell came to see me; your father was out doing work for the parish, and...that...that man wanted to know why I hadn't been to church or contacted him. When I told him you both had left because of me, he started talking about how immoral my family was, that you and Scott were the way you were because you were sinfully conceived, that your daddy was the bad seed, he was cursed, and he'd passed that curse to both of you. He started saying that you both had strayed from the true path because of your daddy, that he was past saving, but that he could save me, that I should leave your father, because your leaving was the Lord's way of telling me my marriage to your sinful father was over, that I should get a divorce, and start a new life, with him, and he'd help me put my life back together."
"At first I didn't understand what he was saying; I love your daddy, I always have, even if I didn't treat him too well. I've never dishonored my marriage vows, I promise you, no matter what it looked like, and your father knows it too. When I realized what Bell was saying, of course, I rejected him, but then he began touching me...everywhere, fondling me, holding me, tearing my clothes off, shouting that I was the bride promised to him, forcing himself on me, I was so frightened..."



She paused to gather herself, then continued after a few breaths.
"Suddenly your father was there, I don't know where he came from, but he dragged that bastard off of me and just beat the hell out of him. He dragged him out into the yard and beat him unconscious. Marnie Kulick from across the road saw what had happened and she told me how Scott had done the same thing to him just a few weeks earlier, when we were still up in Billings, and that's when I finally believed you, Trini; my pastor tried to seduce me, and when it didn't work, he tried to rape me, and he would have raped you if Scotty hadn't been there..."
She was crying now, her hands white-knuckled and trembling, and I was torn; part of me wanted to take her hand and reassure her, but part of me was grimly satisfied that she'd found out the hard way just what a low-life fucker her precious Pastor Bell was, and that was the part of me I'm still ashamed of to this day. Mom dried her eyes and looked into mine.
"Your father was going to kill him; he stomped on him and beat him until he was just all over blood. Sheriff Boone had to drag him off and cuff him, because I think your daddy really was trying to kill him. When word got out of what your daddy did to the bastard, and why, women all over the parish came forward; he raped at least six other women, he tried to rape you, Trini, thank God Scott was there to save you, and he would have raped me, too..."
I was grimly unsurprised; leopards don't change their spots that easily.
"What happened to him?" I heard myself ask, and Mom looked at me, her eyes wide and innocent, and just a hint of satisfaction in her voice.
"Deputy Carl Haas was taking him from the jail to the court-house for arraignment but somehow he got free and tried to grab Carl's gun; Carl shot him. He had to empty his gun into him to stop him. Bell's dead. It's kind of fitting, and just, too; Carl's wife was one of the poor women that bastard raped..."
I knew there was more, and Mom knew I knew there was more to it, too, but I also knew she'd never say another word; sometimes justice needs to be quick and harsh.
Her expression softened.
"Trinity, Scott, I came to tell my babies I'm sorry, I was wrong, I was foolish, and I want to ask your forgiveness, both of you, but especially you, Trini; you were my little girl, and I never treated you like the precious little girl you were, I left that to Scotty, you were right about that; please forgive me, baby, both of you, I was so blind, and so wrong, and I'm sorry."
Scotty looked at me, indecision in his eyes, but also...sorrow, and maybe, just maybe, a tinge of guilt as well. I think he might have seen the same thing in my eyes too; Mom had apologized, not once, but several times, and it didn't feel right, or good, or satisfying, making her do it again and again. It felt mean. I'd had my say now. She'd finally heard our side, so I was satisfied. Scotty nodded slightly, and I knew what he meant. He looked at Mom, and that hostile expression was gone; it still wasn't exactly friendly, but at least he didn't look angry anymore.
"Okay Mom, you say you're sorry, and I believe you. I know what Trini and I did was wrong, and for that, and for not telling you, I'm truly sorry too. We were wrong to do what we did; we didn't stop to think what it would do to the family, we were just so caught up in each other. What happened to you, well, that must have been real scary, and I do feel for you; even after all the stuff you said, you didn't deserve that, no-one does, and I'm real sorry it happened to you."
He paused to run his hand through his hair, raking it back with his fingers, the way he does when he's thinking.
"But there's one thing you got to understand, Mom; Trini and me, we're a family now; this is our home, and we can't come back, not like we are now. Trini's not my sister, she can't be, not anymore, and I'm not her brother, either; she's my wife now, and the biggest part of my life. I won't give her up just to please Dad, and if we can only be your kids if we let each other go, then I'm sorry, but it's not gonna happen. Sorry ma, that's just how it is now."
Mom actually smiled.
"I know, Scotty, and I won't ask you to do that; I can see how much you mean to each other, and I won't ever try and come between you again; look where it got me last time!"
Even Scotty smiled at that, and Mom's face brightened.
"Look, babies, I know now and accept that what you have is real, and I won't ask you to do anything except what's right for you. Too much has happened to keep this up any longer, and I won't even try; you both have to be what you have to be. I only came here to see my children; two years without you has been sheer Hell; the house is silent, I wake up at night and think I hear your voices, I go and check your rooms, just in case I heard right, but you're not there, you're never there, only emptiness and silence, and I sit and cry there alone because it's my fault."
She paused to sigh, her eyes unfocused as she looked away from us, looking at nothing at all.
"It's just your daddy and me, alone in that house; there's no laughter, no happiness, just regret and sorrow, and I can't live like that anymore; I need my children. Your father doesn't know how to ask your forgiveness, but he's hurting that he hurt you; all he does is go to work, come home, and sit silently with your pictures in his hands, looking at both of you over and over."
Her fingertips drummed lightly on the side of her empty cup, a habit I remembered so well from my childhood, usually a sign that a lecture was on the way, or another list of my shortcomings, but now it was different, now she looked contrite, caring, like a mom's supposed to.
"He's hurting really badly, and he misses you so much; we know we don't have the right to expect you to come back into our lives, but I know his sincerest wish is that somehow there will come a way for him to unsay what he said, to say instead what he should have said, to be your daddy again, and to have both of you back in our lives again. As for me, for two years now I've gone over and over in my mind what I said to you, regretting every single stupid word, and if I too could find a way to turn back the clock so I never said those nasty, hurtful, hateful things to you, believe me, I would."
She stopped talking while she dabbed at her eyes, then smiled up at us again.
"But I can't. All I can do is ask you both forgive me one day for being such a bigoted, intolerant fool. I just want you both to be happy, and I can see you are. The door's still open at home, if you want to come see us, whether as Scott and Trini, my kids, or as my son or daughter and their partner, we'll be there waiting. I love you, you're my kids, and I lost you, all I want is a chance to find you again."
Scott sat on one of the easy chairs, and I perched on the arm next to him, his arm around my waist. As I sat there, I realized Mom could see up my short skirt, and I flushed slightly, because I wasn't wearing any panties; but then, I never did at this time of day, not when Scotty came in from work, because the first thing he always did was allow me to drag him into the bedroom so we could make love, our own signature way of reconnecting after a whole long day apart. Mom didn't even miss a beat, and I mentally tipped my hat at her for showing, at last, a little savoir-faire.
"Scotty, Trini, I know what your father and I did was wrong, and we want to fix it; will you give us a chance? That's all I'm asking, so please think about it; this time we'll listen, this time it will be different, this time we'll be there for you, I promise..."
Scotty looked at me, checking out my eyes; I knew he could almost read my mind at times, and this was one of those times. I was willing to consider giving them a chance; perhaps enough time had passed to temper the hurt a little. Mom had made the first move, which kind of gave me a hint as to how serious she was about reconciling, and I think he saw that in my eyes. He looked back at her, his eyes no longer hard and unforgiving, but there was still mistrust in his voice.
"Look, Mom, I know what you're saying, and I guess I do still love you, even after all those things you said about us, but most of all about Trini, and you have to understand, it's kinda hard to let all of it go just like that; we have to talk about this, and we'll have to sleep on it for a few days. We'll call you Saturday morning, that's three days from now. If you don't hear from us, well, I guess you'll know what our answer is. I'm sorry, but that's the best we can do, Mom, take it or leave it."
Mom smiled sadly, not looking at us, instead running her finger pensively around the rim of her coffee cup.
"I'll take it Scotty; I'll respect your decision, no matter what it is. I hope you do let me back in, even though I have no right to ask, not after the way we hurt you, but I'll wait for your call and hope for the best. Just remember, whatever you decide, I love you both, I'll always love you."
She stood up, as Scotty and I did, and she made to leave. As she did, there came a knock on the door, so I opened it, to find Stella standing there holding my wrap.
"Honey, you left this at the parlor..." she trailed off as she saw Mom standing there. Her eyes widened.
"Stella?" said Mom, her eyebrow raised in surprise, and Stella flicked a glance at me, then looked at Mom again.
"Maudie? What are you doing here...?" she trailed off, then did a double take as she looked from Mom to me, and back to Mom.
"Wait a second, are you Trini's mom? I never knew that...this is...well I'll be damned!"
Scotty and I exchanged glances. They knew each other? I had to get to the bottom of this.
"Stella, how do you know my mom?" I asked, and Stella grinned.
"Maudie and I went to school together in Springfield, honey; Maudie's daddy is my mom's cousin, your mom and I are second cousins once removed, I think, on the Hennessey side; how weird is that? You ran all the way over here and you still found family!"
Mom reached out to touch Stella's arm.
"However they got here, thank you, Stella, thank you for looking after them for me!"
For a moment, I thought she'd try to hug, or even kiss, us and I wasn't ready for that, not yet. I think she sensed that, so, with a wistful smile, she said her farewells. Scotty and I stood with Stella and watched her leave, then once more exchanged glances.
"Well that was weird!" grinned Stella, "From what you told me, I expected some bible-thumping, vinegar-faced old buzzard; instead, your Mom's my cousin and old school friend!"
Stella marvelled at the coincidence, obviously completely taken with the idea that we'd been family all along.
"Maudie sure must have changed; she was the class clown; every boy carried a torch for her, and any trouble you could get into, Maudie was probably the one who got into it first! Your mom, Jonah Hollister, Sarah Novak, your mom's big sister Kathleen, Myra Donnelly: we did everything together, all of us cousins together in Springfield. I often wondered what became of Maudie; Sarah, Myra and I were still just kids when her family moved out of state. Kathleen fell out with your gramma; I don't know what happened there; last I heard she was in New York, married to a firefighter, but I didn't know where, or who, and I didn't know where your mom's family had moved to."
She paused, her eyes soft and far away.
"I went on vacation one summer, was just turned fourteen, to my aunt in Santa Fe; when I came back your mom's family had gone; they just upped and moved out of state, some big family bust-up, but I never got the straight of it. No-one would talk about it; about all I got was that Kay was married somewhere in New York, but it wasn't really a safe subject to talk about. I'm guessing Maudie married George Corden; he must have tracked her down; if anyone would, I'd have bet it would be Georgie, he had it bad for your mom all the way from kindergarten. I should have known from your name. Well I never, Maudie Donnelly's your mom, I still can't believe it! You do know your Gramma Kathleen's baby sister still lives in Springfield? Rosie Moran, she married that no-account Jerry Dolan..."
*
After dinner that night, we talked about what Mom had offered. I was unsure, now that she was gone; without her there in front of me, I was able to feel a little more objective, and to be honest, after Daddy's hypocritical denouncement of me, even thinking about having him back in my life made me uneasy.
Scotty was right, I wasn't his sister anymore, he couldn't even think of me as his sister, only as his wife, and there was no way in his head for me to stop being his wife and become his sister again. I felt exactly the same way; I could only think of Scotty as my husband now. Too much of my life was invested in him and our life now as spouses to ever be siblings again.
Going home would be a disastrous backward step: it could destroy us, and that was something I could never allow; for good or ill, Scott was my husband now, I was his wife, and I was going to make sure it stayed that way.
Scotty was inclined to be a little more flexible; he wasn't prepared to entertain any negotiation of our status, and he was only prepared to accept the olive branch on condition they made no attempt to consider or deal with us separately as their 'kids'; that boat had sailed, and we were now Scott and Trini, husband and wife.
If they balked at that, well, the door was there, we could walk out the way we came in, and nothing would have changed for us; we'd still be together, still be a couple, and Mom and Dad would have to deal with it or do without us, period.
That night, Scotty made tender love to me, none of the frenzied fucking we were so fond of; this night seemed different, somehow, as though telling our mother that we were husband and wife had finally made it so in fact, and we made long, slow, gentle love to affirm to ourselves that our relationship was everything it should be. Scott was my husband for real, and as he plowed his thick cock relentlessly into me, I squeezed and clasped him inside me, willing him to fill me up, to make me his wife in reality.
His kisses seemed to have a different quality too; always tender, always freighted with love and desire for me, this night there seemed to be something extra, a part of his heart that had opened up fully at last and was sharing itself with me, and with that understanding came orgasm, a blinding intensity of overpowering love and need coalescing into one huge explosion of glittering, sparkling light and breathless, gasping fulfilment.
*
We spoke with Mom on the Saturday morning, as we'd promised, Scott setting out exactly what and who we were, not laying down the law, Scotty doesn't do that, but making sure Mom and Daddy knew we'd changed, and grown, and were no longer subject to their rules, beliefs and prejudices; we had lives of our own that we were willing to share with them, if they'd only meet us half-way.
Mom had cried a little, but she'd also sounded happy that we were going to work on a way to reconcile together. Dad was still unaware that Mom had come to see us, so now she had to find a way to break it to him, and give him a way to make that apology she said he wanted to make; that was good enough for both of us. Mom had promised that they wouldn't make an issue of what we were now. They were past that. Now we had to work on learning how to love each other again.
Scotty and I spent the rest of the day shopping in Springfield, buying a birthday present for Stella, and generally having a lazy day. There was one especially nice mall in town, so I got to do what I seldom had the opportunity to do: roam around from store to store, try-on anything I liked, and buy what I wanted. I had my own credit cards, but Scotty never audited my spending, because he knew I was even more scared of debt than he was, and I very rarely took the opportunity to splurge, but today he'd insisted I treat myself as much as I wanted; he said he just loved the way my eyes shone when I shopped, so I took him at his word.
While I mall-raided, Scotty went off and wandered around the hardware superstore opposite the mall, a huge DolanCo, which is where I found him a couple hours later, staring wistfully at a display of fancy ride-on lawnmowers.
"One day, baby, one day...!" I promised him, leading him away from the gaggle of power tool-obsessed husbands and fathers who always congregate in places like that, staring with misty-eyed adoration bordering on worship at weed-whackers, snow-blowers, chipper/shredders and chainsaws. He looked so sad, leaving all that gleaming, turbo-charged powered equipment that I took pity on him and showed him the bag with the Victoria's Secret logo; that caught his attention and took his mind off lawnmowers; now he could hardly wait to get to the car.
As we walked across the parking lot to the car, a late model Escalade slid up next to the Torino, Scotty's pride and joy. A tall, beautiful girl with big gray-hazel eyes and bright red-auburn hair stepped out and looked at our car, cocking an eyebrow at Scotty.
"Yours? Nice, very nice!" she smiled, and then smiled even wider at Scotty, completely ignoring me. Scotty's eyes narrowed at the slight.
"Yeah, right, whatever, thanks, c'mon babe, let's get outta here!" he grunted, turning his back on her while taking my bags and putting them in the trunk, then opening the passenger door and handing me in. I glanced back at the redheaded girl as she stood looking at us, and I saw hurt and sadness flicker across her face before she schooled her features, looking at him impassively while he ignored her completely, instead climbing into the car and wheeling away from the parking lot without a backward glance. Obviously, she was used to dealing with rejection and I wondered why a girl who had so much going for her would need a skill like that. From the set look on Scotty's face, I knew that something had happened, so I slid up next to him and squeezed his arm gently.
"What was that about, baby? Who was that girl?" I asked him, and Scotty grimaced, dropping his hand from the wheel to squeeze and rub my thigh.
"That was the owner of DolanCo's daughter, Casey, or Stacey Dolan, something like that; she's a real piece of work, if the stories I heard about what she and her family did to her brother are even half-true; stories get around, and they all say the same thing: that she's a spoiled, vindictive little rich bitch who thinks she's a princess because her daddy and his family own everything in this town. I'm sure glad I don't live in a place that has to put up with the likes of them!"
I was intrigued by all this, and I had to know more; that name was familiar, too; where had I heard it before?
"What did they do to him, Scotty?"
He grimaced again, looking straight ahead as he drove.
"Bad stuff, baby, some real bad stuff; the story goin' around is that there was something wrong with the brother, or he wasn't quite right, I dunno, so they kind of...treated him like he was a freak or something, acted like they hated him, never gave him anything. I heard he used to walk around in beat-up, raggedy old clothes because they wouldn't buy him anything, and they're the richest family in the state. I also heard they did all kinds of other mean stuff to him, too. This was their son, her brother, but the story is they just didn't want him around, and I guess they were hoping he'd disappear, or drop dead, or just go and never come back; they made his life a fucking misery, and she was the worst of them."
He stopped talking to run his fingers through his hair, something he only does when he's agitated.
"No-one in this town did or said anything. Well, they wouldn't, I suppose, not when they all work for that family and have to keep their mouths shut if they want to keep putting food on their tables, but even so, you'd think one person, just one person in this whole damned town might have done something, anything for that poor kid; but no-one did; no-one even tried. The whole fucking town just looked the other way while his high and mighty family made his life hell, so I guess they're as bad as that family, and they pretty much deserve each other. That's why I'm glad we live in another state, well away from people like this; what happened here, to that poor guy, it sort of makes what happened with us look pretty tame, now that I think about it."



For the first time ever, there was a look of deep distaste on his face, like he'd smelled something bad.
"Scotty, what happened to the brother, what did they do to him?" I asked, almost afraid of the answer.
Scotty got a faraway look on his face, his voice dropping to almost a whisper.
"His name was Robbie, Robbie Dolan, he'd be about my age, mebbe a tad younger, and no-one knows what happened to him; he just disappeared. There was no investigation, no police enquiries, nothing; one day he was there, the next day he was gone, vanished; it's like someone flicked a switch and he just stopped existing. That's what Stacey or Casey or whatever the fuck her name is did; she helped make her brother disappear. I wonder where that poor guy is now; they were his only family, and they just didn't want him at all, God knows why; I suppose when you've got that much hate stored-up, and the kind of money the Dolan family has, you can make a whole lot of bad things happen, and buy a whole bunch of silence."
I was appalled, and my shock and outrage must have showed, because Scotty lifted his hand from my squeezing my thigh to gently stroke my cheek.
"How could they do something like that, Scotty, their own son? Surely someone, somewhere must know what happened to that boy?"
Scotty shrugged.
"If they do, they're not talking. I just wonder how that poor kid managed to survive as long as he did; I mean, who do you go to for help when a whole town turns its back on you? How do you even survive when you've got nothing, nowhere to go, and no-one to turn to? "
He shuddered.
"Anyway, that's why I brushed her off; the thought of her and that family of hers makes me feel soiled, like I rolled in a hog-wallow, except I think a hog-wallow probably feels cleaner and smells a lot less rancid..."
I was silent for the rest of the drive home, thinking of what that family had allegedly done, awful images running through my mind of that poor, deserted boy knocking on door after door, asking someone, anyone to please help him, and the set, impassive faces as one after another they shook their heads and closed the door in his face. Now I saw the truth in what Scotty had said. Perhaps, just perhaps, what had happened with us wasn't so bad after all; at least our parents hadn't tried to make us not exist; they'd just gotten up on their God-horse and said ugly, stupid stuff, but at least they were willing to admit they'd been wrong about us and what they'd said and done to make us leave, and now they were trying to make it right again. Mom and Daddy had never wanted us to disappear. They'd never wanted us to never have been, not like that poor Dolan boy.
By the time we got home, I was feeling very protective and possessive about Scotty; whatever life brought us, I would never stand back and let anything happen to him. I knew in my heart, and all the way through me, that I would go down fighting for him, because some things are always worth fighting for.
We made love all that day, and far into the night; usually, everything about Scotty excited me, and I couldn't get enough of him, but that day was different. All morning and afternoon I'd been seeing him in my mind's eye, kissing me, licking me, fucking me like the sexually-supercharged fucking machine he was, and my panties were quickly soaked through. By the time we got home, his mood had lightened considerably, and he insisted I model the lingerie I'd bought, a little black Basque corset and ridiculously small black satin panties, with stockings to match; when I posed for him, he made a small growling noise in the back of his throat, and suddenly I was pressed against the wall, my panties pulled to one side, and his thick, solid cock jammed far up inside me.
Scotty pounded away at me while I hung there, almost delirious with sexual overload as he banged me almost senseless, orgasm after orgasm ripping and roaring through me, and when he put my legs down, turned me around and yanked my panties down, I was ready for what came next, as he rubbed his wet cock against my asshole, then slowly, remorselessly slid his big, hard cock into my tight ass, taking me straight to orgasm as he filled me so completely.
That was just the beginning of a night of sheer animal lust. Scotty seemed to be picking-up what I was feeling, how I was reacting to that dreadful story he'd told me about that awful family and what they'd done to their son and brother, and how I was feeling about him now, coupled with my already unbreakable love for him, and he repaid me by making sure my body got a generous amount of attention! When I finally fell asleep, in the wee, small hours, I was truly exhausted from climaxing over and over again as he drove me higher and higher, wringing orgasm after orgasm out of me, until every muscle was singing and my bones had turned to liquid fire just under my skin.
*
When I woke, Scotty was nowhere to be seen; I looked around in confusion, then I remembered; it was Sunday, and he had gone to an Auto Swap-Meet in Roseville with Stella's son, looking for an original gear-knob for the Torino to replace the reproduction one he'd originally fitted, and I knew he would be gone most of the day. When he went to those things, he usually wandered around in a happy, semi-concussed condition for hours until some kind soul took pity on him, put a corndog in his hand, and gently led him back to his car.
As I lay there smiling happily in the afterglow of the night my boy had given me, I began to feel something strange bubbling in my tummy. I tried to ignore it, but it got stronger, and suddenly I had to streak into the bathroom and throw-up what felt like everything I'd eaten since Wednesday. I retched for what seemed like hours as my stomach just kept heaving and lurching, until I was finally empty, my sides aching from heaving, my eyes watering, and my mouth and nose foul with the smell and taste of all that stuff coming up.
I sat on the bathroom floor until my head stopped spinning, then I lurched upright, rinsed out with mouthwash to get rid of that horrible taste, staggered back to the bedroom and flopped onto my bed, feeling worn-out and ready to crash all over again. I was just getting comfortable when I heard Stella's knock on the door, so I threw on my robe and went to let her in. When she saw me, she pulled me into the room and sat me down, then sat down next to me.
"Honey, I heard you all the way upstairs, are you okay? You look terrible, what happened?"
I told her I'd woken up quite normally, then suddenly everything was spinning and I was on my knees in the bathroom. She looked concerned, holding her hand against my forehead.
"No temperature, your color is good, you don't feel sick anymore?"
I shook my head cautiously, starting to think about breakfast, and that's when the nausea hit again; I barely made it to the bathroom, once again on my knees as I heaved and retched.
I felt cool hands on my face as Stella pulled my hair back out of the way, handed me the mouthwash, then helped hold me upright as I walked rubber-legged back to the couch. She held me as I closed my eyes, exhausted from throwing-up so violently, then tipped my head up to look me in the eyes.
"Trini, when is your period due?"
I smiled at such an odd question, but Stella looked completely serious, so I told her.
"Two days, why?"
Stella bit her lip, looking closely at me.
"Honey, you're not running a temperature, you're not flushed or feverish, your eyes are clear, and that sure looked like morning sickness to me; I think you might be pregnant..."
Pregnant! I couldn't be; I was on the pill, she must be mistaken! I told her I was on the pill, I even showed her the dispenser with my pill all ready to be taken that day.
"Trini, have you had any other medications or antibiotics in the last few weeks?"
I shook my head, then stopped; three weeks earlier I'd had a mild throat infection, and the doctor had given me a short course of antibiotics, just five days worth, and they'd cleared up my throat quickly. I told her this, and she nodded.
"Honey, sometimes certain meds can lessen the effectiveness of contraceptive pills; it's usually antibiotics; this is what might have happened. Get dressed, baby. We're going to get you a pregnancy kit, but let's not jump the gun here; we'll do the test, then call your doctor and make an appointment, because if you are pregnant, then you need to get into the system, and if that wasn't morning sickness then, boy, do you need to see a doctor!"
Well I bought the test, peed on the stick, and 5 minutes later I was looking at a blue cross; I was pregnant. Stella took my hands and looked into my eyes.
"Okay Trini, now that you know, what are you going to do about it?"
I looked blankly at her, until I realized what she was asking me. Then I looked at her in horror, my hands instinctively covering my midriff, protecting that tiny little speck of life in there as I backed away from her. This was Scotty's baby, what the fuck did she think I was going to do?
"This is my baby, I'm not doing anything to my baby, what the hell kind of question is that?" I almost screamed at her.
Stella pulled me close and hugged me, calming me down.
"Baby, I knew that's what you were going to say, but I had to ask and I had to hear you say it; I know you want this baby, now you know it as well. I'm here for you, honey, for both of you. I want you to know you can count on me!"
She really was what I needed right then; in all the ways that counted, she was my mom now, and she'd asked what a mom would ask, and said exactly what a real mom would say.
Stella called to make an appointment at the community health center ante-natal clinic for me to have a proper pregnancy test. To my good luck, they were open every third Sunday, so they asked me to come in as soon as I could. Stella waited while I had a quick shower and a bite to eat, then she drove me down to the health center. Three hours later I had my confirmation; I was pregnant, with a due date of 26 February.
In among all the excitement, a sudden dread hit me; we'd never even discussed children, nor considered the possibility. Maybe Scotty wasn't ready to be a father, maybe this was a bad idea, we were too young, maybe he'd think I trapped him with a baby, a whole host of jitters suddenly crowding inside me. Stella saw me start to fall apart and she scooped me up and set me straight as all that stuff came rushing out.
"Trini, Scott adores you; he's going to love this baby, because it's his baby, made with you, the one thing in this world he adores. I see it in his eyes every time he looks at you. Do you know when you're not looking he can't take his eyes off you? They follow you around whatever you're doing. That boy loves you more than anything or anyone in the whole world and he's going to love your baby just as strongly, take it from me, honey."
When Scotty came back from Roseville, instead of the usual wild antics we indulged in whenever we'd been apart for more than a couple hours, I held him off, asking him instead to slow down and sit down, as I had something to tell him. Scotty looked mystified, although that didn't stop him sliding his hands up my skirt and squeezing my ass meaningfully as he kissed me. Once he'd had enough (for now!) of squeezing my ass as we kissed, he let me pull him down onto the couch next to him.
"What's the mystery, baby, you look worried; is something wrong?" he asked. I'd already planned how I'd tell him, but I didn't plan on his reaction.
"Scotty, I had to go to the doctor today, I was sick this morning, and he told me..."
I got no further before he pulled me close, his eyes fixed on mine, hot fear leaping in his eyes.
"Baby, are you sick? What's wrong, why were you sick, why did you go to the doctor? Oh God, baby, please, how bad is it, I knew there was something wrong...!"
I grabbed him and pulled him against me, his arms almost crushing me as he held me tight. I could feel him trembling, and my heart blazed white-hot with love for him all over again at how scared he was, for the fear for me I'd seen in his eyes, more proof, if any were needed, of just how much he loved me. I kissed him lightly on his neck and ran my fingers through his hair.
"Baby, it's not like that; I had to see the doctor because I had morning sickness; Scotty, I'm pregnant. You're going to be a father!"
He froze against me, then slowly pulled back and looked into my eyes.
"Say that again..." he whispered, so I did.
"Baby, we're pregnant; you're going to be a father!"
His eyes filled as he looked into mine, then that slow, delicious smile of his, the one I'd been living for all my life, broke across his face like the rising sun.
"Baby-girl, we're going to be parents?" he whispered, and I smiled back as I nodded. His eyes kindled, glowing like green lanterns as he grinned happily.
"Oh my God, baby, we're having a baby, oh YES!" he gabbled, his hands cupping my face as he looked deeply into my eyes, before he grabbed me and pulled me in to kiss me like an enthusiastic tornado, a storm of kisses as he hugged and squeezed me, almost squeezing the life out of me! I finally managed to disengage him, which wasn't easy, as he seemed to have grown several extra pairs of hands, but I finally got away, intending to get him a cup of coffee, the next part of our evening ritual. As I stood at the counter and reached up for a mug, his hands were around my waist, and the bulge in his pants was pressed into the crack of my ass. I giggled as he nibbled my neck, then suddenly his hands were on my boobs, cupping, squeezing, rubbing, as he ground himself against me.
I turned around, and then his lips were on mine, his hands holding my ass-cheeks apart as he ground his fat cock against my damp pussy. As I writhed and ground back against him, pushing my mound against that hard ridge in his pants, he unzipped my skirt, letting it fall to the floor, and now I was naked from the waist down; I in turn fumbled with his belt-buckle, finally getting his pants open so I could reach in there and squeeze that lovely meaty cock of his, making him groan as his lips and teeth roamed over my face and neck, kissing, nibbling, gently biting, making me hot.
Scott leaned away from me for a moment, taking hold of the hem of my blouse and pulling it up and over my head, then once again his hands were all over me, squeezing and touching, sliding over and rubbing me, making me gasp against him. Scott popped open my bra and let it drop, and now I was naked, and now I knew what was coming next. Scotty pushed his pants down and tore off his shirt, levering off his shoes as I tugged his shorts down. Once he was completely naked, he backed me up until I was against the wall, whereupon he lifted me up, and as I wrapped my legs around him, he sank his cock all the way into me in one stabbing lunge.
I swear, his cock was thicker and harder than it had ever been, so much so, I could barely fit him inside me, despite the continuous pussy-stretching he'd been subjecting me to for two years now! I came almost immediately, but Scotty kept going, pistoning into me, his tireless fucking reminding me of that first delirious two weeks we'd had together, when he'd pounded me almost continuously, day and night, day after day.
Obviously the thought of me being pregnant with his baby was a huge turn-on for him; he'd never felt so big, or so tireless, while I lolled against him as mini-orgasms rushed and swept through me endlessly. At last I could take no more, and with a lighting blaze of orgasmic heat blasting through me, I came like the night-express, my pussy squirting powerfully over him as I shuddered and trembled again and again, fucked almost to oblivion!
Scotty hadn't finished with me, though. As I slumped against him, he carried me into the bedroom and carefully laid me on the bed, rolling me onto my front and slipping a pillow under my tummy so my ass thrust up at him. Scott spread my legs and slowly, carefully licked and kissed my still pulsing pussy, the touch of his lips almost unbearable after what he'd just made happen for me, and when he pushed his tongue into my ass, I nearly fainted as a powerful orgasm once again rolled over me. Scotty slid his hands under me to cup and squeeze my boobs, and with slow, careful deliberation, once again slid his engorged cock into me, making me hiss with satisfaction as he once again filled me up.
Once he was sure I was okay, he began sliding that thick pole of his back out, lights dancing in my eyes at the wonderful sensations he was giving me, then plunging back in, every single nerve ending in my body flaring with hot, electric sparks as my darling husband-brother pleasured me so perfectly, fucking me to ecstasy like the sexual powerhouse he was!
He fucked me endlessly, powerfully all evening and far into the night, pounding his thick, rich sperm into every orifice I possessed, making me mew, purr, groan and scream as pleasure blasted through me endlessly from what he was doing to me, with his cock, his tongue, or his fingers, or all three. He had to go to work the next day, Monday, but I had Stella knocking on the door almost before he'd left, checking up on me, waiting while I spent twenty minutes on my knees in the bathroom, wanting to know how Scotty had taken the news; I think she guessed from the secret smile on my face, though!
She had some information for me: pamphlets about the first trimester, the kind of doctor's appointments I needed to make, and when, scans and what they meant, stuff like that. She asked me if I wanted her to run down to the pharmacy and get me something to knock back the morning sickness, but I was dead against that; in High School we'd had a teacher who'd been born in Canada in the early 1960's, whose mother had taken a drug called Thalidomide to prevent morning sickness. But back then they didn't, they couldn't have known about the massive damage it would do to the developing fetus; Mr. Evans had been born with no legs and only one hand because of a morning-sickness remedy, so I was taking no chances.
We also had a talk about my parents. I was disinclined to have them too involved, even after Mom's visit and her obvious contrition; I guess the suspicion and the hurt hadn't gone away yet, and I was in no blazing rush to let it go.
"Stella, my Mom made no bones about what she thought of me; she called me names I won't repeat; she stood by while my father called me worse names and preached at me; she made it clear what she thought I was. Her coming here because her guilty conscience got the better of her is no reason for me to think of her as my mom; as far as I'm concerned, she's not my mom, just someone with my name who lives a long way away and never gave a shit about me most of my life."
Stella stood back and stared at me, displeasure evident in every line of her body; something had made her mad, and she wasted no time letting me know exactly what it was.
"Trini, you always made sense. You and Scotty were always so grown-up, so sure about what you were doing, where you were going, what you wanted out of life, but I have to say, that was just the stupidest thing I ever heard anyone say, and I've got two boys, I'm used to hearing real stupid stuff! I thought you were an adult. Your mom is still your mom; she came here to ask you to forgive her, she's trying to make it right, why the hell can't you meet her half way? You're going to need your mom, both of you; mend your fences baby, and please, try and not say something so stupid and self-pitying ever again. You're better than that!"
I felt ashamed at my childish stubbornness; when I thought about it, Stella was right, perhaps now was not the time for old grudges and wounded pride, perhaps now really was the right time for our family to get its act together. After she'd left, I thought about what Mom had said, about what we'd said and agreed just two days before, and picked up the phone. When Scotty came home, after our usual extended kissing and fondling session, I asked him to sit with me; we had things to talk about, and decisions to make. Scotty looked at me quizzically, but sat down, pulling me down onto his lap with his arms around me.



"Okay Trini, what's on your mind?" he asked.
"Baby, I spoke with Mom today...and Dad." I felt him tense up, so I moved quickly to calm him down.
"Scotty, Stella and me, we had a talk, and she made me see some things, things we should have seen for ourselves. It's time we really did get back in synch with Mom and Dad; they made mistakes, sure, but so did we, and this can't go on; Scotty, I'm going to need her; I'm going to need all my family back together; I can't have our baby living in a war-zone, and I won't use my baby to punish Mom and Dad. We need them now, and they need to know about this baby; it's time to let that stuff go, Scotty, please, for me, and for the baby!"
I was crying now. As I was telling him what I wanted to happen, a huge need for Mom, for my parents, bloomed inside me; maybe my hormones had finally kicked into high-gear, or maybe I'd accepted Stella was right; even with her in my corner, I really needed my mom right now.
Scotty held me close as he soothed me, holding my head in against his chest the way he used to when I was small, letting his heartbeat soothe me. When I stopped crying, he dried my tears, and then lifted my face to look into my eyes.
"So what did they say, baby? Are we going to see them?"
I nodded.
"Saturday. I never told them about the baby; I want you there with me when I tell them. Is that okay, baby?"
He grinned and pinched my butt lightly, making me grin through my tears.
"Saturday it is, baby-girl, now stop crying, it's not good for the baby, and talking of babies, I'm kinda hazy on how exactly it happened, so if you're not too busy right now, I think I need you to remind me, y'know, for future reference, sorta thing...!"
Very little knocks Scotty off his stride when he's got his 'horny' head on...
*
Saturday morning saw us parked a little way down from our parents' house, both of us just sitting there, me somewhat restlessly; sitting down for long periods was just a little uncomfortable right now. Scotty had kind of kept me busy the last couple nights, not that I'm complaining, but I couldn't help wishing for a softer seat cushion than the Torino offered...
We sat there for a good while, convincing ourselves that we were doing the right thing. Scotty was here because of me, he knew and felt inside that this was right for me, but he was having a problem believing it was going to be smooth and easy; I guess the stuff Daddy had said to him, and the almost-physical altercation that ensued was still squirreling around inside him, and while he was putting on a calm facade for me, his knuckles were white where he was gripping the steering wheel. Finally I'd had enough.
"Scotty, we have to go inside. Mom's waiting for us!"
Scott looked at me guiltily, realising I'd figured out he was delaying us, and smiled ruefully.
"You're right, baby-girl, I'm sorry. Let's go, Trini; our fate awaits!"
As we walked up the drive, I heard him mutter under his breath "...into the Valley of Death rode the six hundred..."
Mom was pleased to see us finally back in our home (our OLD home, I told myself; my home was in Holden's Crossing now, with Scotty, not here...), and she got kind of emotional, telling us how our old rooms were still the way they were the day we left, which I found slightly creepy, Scotty and me exchanging glances at that. Mom spotted that glance, and actually smiled.
"No, babies, it's not like that, I promise. I just left them the way they were because they reminded me of both of you; if I picked them up and put everything away, they'd just be spare bedrooms, and I didn't want that. As long as they still looked like your rooms, I still had a little bit of both of you here, that's all."
Daddy was...different; he looked sheepish, glad, sad, all kinds of things, but I noted that he completely avoided touching me in any way; no hug, no attempt to peck me on the cheek, nothing, not even to take my hand. Scotty had once told him never to touch me again, and poor Daddy was obviously still feeling that. In spite of everything that had gone before, it felt funny, and not in a good way at all, to have my daddy avoiding me like that, and it somehow diminished him for me. He obviously felt that Scotty was the man in my life now, not him, and I think that was just adding to his sadness.
I couldn't have that, so I hugged him, feeling him tense-up for a second before hugging me back, his hand on the back of my head the way he used to when he'd carry me to my room when I was small, if Scotty wasn't there to do it for me.
That was when I felt the tears start; my family was so fractured, and it was my fault; if I hadn't been so eager to seduce my brother, this wouldn't even be happening right now. Daddy felt me start to sob, and he held me close, draining the hurt and the bad memories away as we wordlessly forgave each other. When he finally let go of me, his old smile was back, and that sheepish, slightly scared look he'd had when we first came in was gone.
Scotty was still looking less than comfortable, but he relaxed when I took his hand.
"Baby, let it go, I have, it's over; please, Scotty, for me!"
Daddy looked suddenly apprehensive as he realized Scotty was still angry with him, and had come here because of me, not because he wanted to, but then Scotty surprised me the most I'd ever been; he gently tweaked my nose, then stuck his hand out, Daddy taking it out of sheer surprise. Scott grinned wryly at Daddy.
"Dad, we both said stuff we shouldn't have, and I guess we both feel pretty stupid about it; Trini and me, we need to have you back, especially now. I was angry and I said a bunch of stupid, hurtful stuff I shouldn't have, stuff I didn't mean. I still love you and Mom, I never stopped, I just let the anger get on top of me; I shot my mouth off, and I guess I kind of dragged Trini along with me. I'm sorry Dad, and you, too, Mom; when you came and saw us I acted like a prick, and I'm sorry!"
Daddy looked stunned; Scotty was legendary for his stubbornness; when he dug his heels in, they stayed dug-in, so this caught me off-guard completely; I was expecting a grudging "I'll say sorry if you do, too, but you say it first..." kind of thing from him, and I guess Daddy was too, so we were both a little sandbagged.
Scotty half turned and gave me that smile, and then I knew he'd made the first move because I needed and wanted this whole thing over and out of the way so I could tell them our news; that's why I love him so much; everything he does, he does it first and foremost for me.
Mom reached out to him, and suddenly Scotty was hugging her, probably for the first time since he was a boy. Mom had been kind of distant with us all through our childhood, or at least from the time she joined that damned church, and spontaneous affection from her after that had been rare. She gasped in surprise as Scott hugged her close, but I saw her hands tighten on his shoulders as she hugged him back, her face buried in his chest, and not saying anything about his choice of words, even more evidence of how much she'd changed.
Once upon a time, using language milder than that in front of Mom meant a stern lecture and threats about washing out our mouths with a bar of Lifebuoy. When he finally let her go, there were tears in her eyes, but a big, happy smile on her face.
Mom indicated we sit, so we did, Daddy and Mom sitting together on the couch, Scotty sitting in the easy-chair while I sat on the arm next to him. I didn't know where to start, but Mom gave me a lead-in.
"Trini, you told me you had something to tell us when you called, so relax, honey, please, and just speak your piece, we're listening."
Scotty squeezed my hand reassuringly, but I still had to swallow a couple of times as my mouth was suddenly dry as a bone.
"Mom, Daddy, there's no easy way to say this, so I'm just going to say it. Last week I went to see the doctor, and took some tests. I'm pregnant, Mom, and the baby's due end of February..."
I braced for the blast of anger, intolerance and bigoted religious nonsense that had become such a trademark of my parents, no matter how much they claimed they'd changed, but unaccountably, they were smiling. I looked at Scotty in confusion, seeing the same confusion and lack of comprehension in his eyes. I raised my eyebrows in silent query, and he shrugged back, as much at a loss as I was.
"Mom, did you hear me? I said I was pregnant..."
"I heard you, baby!" smiled Mom, "you're having a baby, our grandchild, in February. Congratulations, both of you, you must be so happy. I know I am!"
Now I was completely at sea, and Scotty, well, he was sitting there with his mouth opening and closing, but no actual sounds coming out.
Mom reached out and put her hand on my knee.
"We already suspected that was what you wanted to tell us, baby! You've been living as husband and wife for two years now, and to be honest, I'm surprised it's taken this long!"
Now it was my turn to stare open-mouthed at her. Mom smiled happily at my expression, her face suddenly young and beautiful again, all the harsh, stern lines I'd gotten to know so well completely erased, and she looked her proper age again, a very young forty.
"I knew as soon as you walked in the door! Actually, when I came and saw you, I suspected then, as soon as I saw you; there was something about you, call it mother's intuition, but I guessed you were pregnant right there and then. I'm so happy for you, for both of you!"
Something else was off, and it took me a while before I realized what it was; Mom and Daddy were holding hands, something I hadn't seen in many a year, and when Mom spoke, Daddy followed what she was saying, his eyes tracking hers the way they used to. Apparently things really had changed around here, and for the better. For the first time in I don't know how long, I relaxed, aware that Mom wasn't setting me up to preach at me, lecture me, ignore me, or exclude me, that I was finally her daughter again.
As I thought and felt these things, a tear rolled down my cheek, and suddenly Mom was there, holding me, wiping my eyes, caring for me, finally my mom again. Scotty kind of looked on, but held his peace; he knew what was happening here, and when Daddy suggested they go in the den and leave me and Mom to talk he nodded, patted my hand, and left Mom and me to find ourselves again.
Mom was so light and cheerful it lifted me up. We chatted about the town, about what had been going on while we were gone, stories about the neighbors, just chat, but it was a first, it was Mom and me being equals now, and family once again.
I guess Scott and Daddy had the same kind of talk, the guy version, because when he finally came back in, it was to find me going through old photo albums with Mom and picking out the pictures I wanted. He'd lost that wary defensive air, and Daddy was relaxed and pretty much his old self again, so whatever they talked about, and whatever was left unsaid, it was enough for the two men in my life to find each other again.
All through that day we talked, about school, about my life in Holden's Crossing, about the baby, and Mom and I even cooked dinner together, one of the things I'd always wanted so much to do with her, but never had.
We never mentioned the things that had happened to make us leave; they were a given, and didn't need to be rehashed, or talked-out; it was unspoken yet understood that all of that, the things said and the accusations made, all of that was a time best forgotten, and memories no-one needed reviving. Now we'd finally bridged the gap, only the future mattered, this baby, and all our lives going forward.
When we finally left, it was with a strong sense of regret; I'd found the thing I'd longed for all my life, I had my beautiful, funny, loving mom again, and now I had to leave her behind to go home; it was a wrench, but I knew Scotty and I could never live here again in Stillman, not where so many people knew who we were. I was silent the long drive home, thinking about the major changes that had happened, and the even bigger changes coming along soon enough.
Scotty knew my moods well enough that he left me alone to think, and he was extra tender and caring the next few days while all the tumult inside me quieted down as my feelings sorted themselves out.
As it happened, Mom became a fairly regular visitor to our home; her natural urge to see her children and her instincts as the mother of a pregnant mother were probably running on high as well, and I looked forward to her tap on the door and the feel of her presence in my home, small as it was.
Scotty and I were saving up to buy an old frame house on the west side of town, complete with a couple acres of what used to be a flower garden before the owner let it all turn back to scrub meadow. Scotty wanted the whole package; I think in his mind's eye he was seeing a lawn green and smooth as a billiard table, with himself riding around on one of those John Deere lawn tractors he kept staring at every time we went into Springfield or up to Stillman to see mom and dad.
*
We eventually put together an offer on the property, with help from Mom and Dad, and a little something from Stella, 'just in case'; it was accepted, and now we were landowners, even if it was a run-down frame house and two acres of thistles, kudzu, and ground Ivy. "Get a donkey..." advised Stella, but we cleared that land ourselves, and Daddy and his friends, along with most of the town, came and helped Scotty refurbish the house.
I did what I could, but I was at the waddling stage, and my back hurt, my feet hurt, my breasts ached, and my temper was about a yard long, so Scotty made sure Mom and Stella kept me occupied. He didn't really need the edge of my tongue after a long day at work, and an even longer night working on the house.
The day after we officially moved into the house, I woke Scotty at 3 A.M. with the news my water had broken and watched him melt into a puddle of panic on the bedroom floor, so I called Stella and she dressed me and got me in the car while Scotty gibbered and spent even more time being panic-stricken.
The birth was long and arduous; I was in labor for almost twenty hours, Stella was with me, and she must have called Mom, because suddenly she was there too. I kept Scotty out of there; if he'd paid attention to those horribly graphic videos at the Lamaze classes then he knew what was happening, and I didn't want him to see me like that in case he never wanted to see me ever again and took off for the tall timber instead.
So he and Daddy paced, and drank coffee, and paced some more while the women in my family coped with me, my pain, my panic, and my overwhelming urge to stab Scotty repeatedly for doing this to me.
At some point I must have screamed extra loud, maybe I called his name, things are a little blurry and confused about that time, but suddenly there he was, his hands cool and reassuring on my face while I called him names I didn't know I knew, and made lurid, graphic threats against his body, but still he stayed and somehow got me back into the breathing exercises we'd learned in Lamaze.
*
Kadey-Rae Mason Donnelly-Corden was born just after eleven o'clock that night, seven pounds of red-faced, screaming panic, and she was just the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen; when the obstetrician put her in my arms, I thought I was going to swell up and burst, and if anyone had tried to take her from me, twenty hours of labor or no, I'd have torn them limb from limb and disco-danced on the sticky remains.
After a while I realized Mom, Stella, Scott, and Daddy were all clustered around me, all crying and smiling. Scotty looked wrung-out and frightened half to death after all that, but when he looked at his baby girl, his expression flickered among wonder, awe, terror, and deep, deep love.
"Hey hotshot, want to say hello to your daughter?" I smiled, and my Scotty kissed me, tears running down his cheeks as he gingerly took that tiny little bundle and held her to him.
"My baby..." he whispered, gazing down raptly at her as she wriggled slowly in his arms, her tiny, perfect little fingers clutching at the air as she yawned.
"Thank you, Trin, I love you so much," he murmured, "she's beautiful, she looks like Mom..."
*
Bringing Kadey-Rae home was an event in itself; everyone who'd come to my baby-shower seemed to be there, and their friends, anxious for the big reveal, and my baby spent a large amount of time being 'oo'ed' over, having her chin chucked, and being passed from mother to mother, so pretty much the whole town could meet its newest resident.
With guests came food; pies, casseroles, biscuits, cookies, fudge, and fruit baskets, so much we'd never be able to eat it all before it spoiled, so I had Scotty label all the casserole dishes before he piled them in the freezer, and put everything else in the fridge; it barely fit. Our neighbours were the generous sort. The next morning, nice and early, he took all that wonderful food to the homeless shelter and the women's shelter in Monte Vista so it wouldn't go to waste.
*
Poor Scotty! Having a new baby in the house was one thing, but keeping his hands off me for eight weeks was a sore trial; it was a two-way street, too; just because my hormones were running riot inside me, and my body felt like someone else's, and I couldn't see my feet because my titties were in the way, my need for Scotty hadn't diminished; if anything, I was as horny as ever, and when I wasn't getting up in the middle of the night to nurse my baby, I'd be lying there sweating and trying not to groan while the wildest sex-fantasies capered and cavorted around inside me.
Scotty, too, if his restless stirring and muttering all night long, and his bleary, weary expression every morning was anything to go by. I was used to Scotty, happy, horny, endlessly inventive Scotty, humping me madly at the drop of a hat, even well into the last trimester, with my full connivance and cooperation, and I really, truly thought I was going out of my mind with need and frustration.
It got so I even snapped and snarled at Mom, something I had promised myself faithfully I wouldn't do, as part of my program to forgive and forget and move on, but luckily Mom realized what was behind it, and sat me down to give me the frankest talk I'd ever had in my entire life.
"Trini, I know you can't make love for a while, I know it feels like forever, I've been there sweetie, twice, I remember it well, but honey, you don't have to suffer; you have hands, fingers, a mouth, and I'm sure Scotty does too; you don't need to hump like a pair of mink to get some satisfaction and to give poor Scotty some release; he's looking really frayed around the edges, he's about to climb the walls and explode, so think, baby, use your body; you have...other options; I'm sure you know what I mean!"
She was more than a little pink by now.
"Trini, and I can't believe I'm saying this, but there are other ways to make love to your man, sweetie, other...places; I'm sure you don't need me to spell it out, girl! Do it, and do it soon, because you're driving each other crazy, and your father and I are not far behind!"
I was astonished; I knew Mom had come a long way back, but this was a new high for her, and I mentally ticked another box in my list of things to do to get my mom back from where she'd been.
"Mom, are you suggesting Scotty and I...you know...like that? Are you sure?"
Mom grinned, possibly the dirtiest, most smugly suggestive grin I'd ever seen on her face, more proof that Bell and his perverted views and opinions were firmly and irrevocably in the past.
"Well of course, baby; I know you and Scotty used to do that, I know what I saw, and I'm pretty sure it wasn't a first!"



I gave her ten out of ten for aplomb, but I was hesitant.
"Isn't it a little...you know...soon to be doing things like that?" I asked, and Mom looked at me with that single raised eyebrow she does so well.
"I think the trick is slowly, gently, carefully; you don't have any sutures down...there, but that whole area is a little...delicate right now, so yes, slowly and gently should see you fine."
I looked at her as a sudden thought struck me.
"Mom, you seem to know an awful lot about doing...that...?" I left the question hanging, and once more I got the raised eyebrow.
"Trini, your father and I weren't always a prudish pair of old fogeys you know, and it's about time you learned that you and your generation didn't invent sex, either!" she retorted archly, then gave me that dirty grin again, and a lewdly suggestive wink, making me gasp in shock, and then we were both collapsing in peals of laughter; I think it was then that the final, lingering barriers disappeared and I had my mom back for good and for real.
*
When Scotty arrived home, it was to a quiet house; little Kadey-Rae had been fed, changed, and put down, and now she was with Mom, who'd stayed at the other end of the house to give us a couple of hours together before I had to be a mommy again. When Scotty came in, I was waiting for him in my sheerest robe, with just a tiny pair of panties showing through. I was lucky, I didn't have that tummy-roll of mommy-fat, and I have to say, for a new mother, I looked pretty good. Scotty, of course, brightened when he saw me pretty much primed and ready for him; it had been almost three weeks, and he was probably at fever-pitch now.
"Trin...?" he asked, looking puzzled and just adorable, so I stood, and let that robe droop open, showing him my panties, my flat tummy, and most of all, my superb pair of milk-breasts.
"Scotty, baby, it's time you and I had a little talk..." I grinned, letting my robe slide to the floor and turning sideways on to him so he could take in my magnificent, but alas, temporary rack as I cupped them and winked at him.
"Trin, please, don't, you know we can't..." he moaned, while the tent in his pants showed me just how much he wanted to.
"Shh, don't talk, baby, just come here, I've got something for you!" I slurred, licking my lips and hooking my thumbs in the waistband of my panties. "You and me, baby, we're gonna find out where your howl has gone, baby; you ready to start looking?" I challenged him.
Scott was suddenly in front of me, his hands on my ass, squeezing my cheeks even as he slid my panties off. His lips burned on my breasts, on my neck, my throat, and when he kissed me hard on the lips, thrusting his tongue into my mouth, I damn near came right there. Somehow we were back on the couch, our lips sealed together as hands roamed, Scotty holding my breasts gently even as I squeezed his rock-hard cock. Suddenly he broke our kiss to look me square in the face.
"Trini, can we really do this? Is it OK? I don't wanna hurt you, I can wait, baby, honest...' he trailed off, his eyes wide as I reached into his pants and took hold of his swollen hardness. When I dipped my head down and took him into my mouth, he gasped, his body tensing.
"Oh God, Trin, it's been so long, I don't know how long I can..." but I looked up at him as I kissed the swollen head of his cock.
"It's okay, Scotty, you can go, then you'll last longer next time; don't you want that?"
I licked my lips suggestively before slipping him back into my mouth and sucking him as hard as I could, just once. Scotty gave a kind of coughing groan, and I felt him pulse in my hand, his cock-head swelled in my mouth, and then he was blasting long, creamy spurts of his creamy spunk into my mouth, jet after jet of man-juice hitting the roof of my mouth as he came and came endlessly, his body tense and all the tendons in his neck corded and outlined like piano wire. Wow, that boy had built up some head of steam!
When the jets died down to a trickle, I cleaned his head, polishing the last of his explosive ejaculation from his still rock-solid cock with my tongue, and smiled up at him.
"Thank you Trin, love you baby-girl!" he murmured, pulling me closer. "Your turn, baby; God, I missed this!"
With that, he gently eased me onto my back, his lips touching and caressing everywhere, my belly, the insides of my thighs, a soft kiss on my pussy that made my ringer shoot straight to the top and go 'ding!', and then his tongue and lips were kissing and caressing my nipples, sending quakes through my body that shot straight to my pussy; if I hadn't expressed two bottles full for Mom to take with her, I would have squirted milk all over him; as it was, a few drops trickled out, and Scotty eagerly lapped them up.
"Every part of you tastes delicious, baby girl!" he murmured, while I writhed and suffered in an agony of sexual deprivation; everything he was doing to me made me want him, I wanted his body against mine, moving with me in the heated darkness of our bed. I wanted him inside me, filling me with himself. I wanted his explosion of seed in me, his ultimate gift to me, from the depths of his body to the depths of mine.
But he wasn't finished yet. After lapping and tasting my nipples, his kisses once more roamed down my body, soft, feather touches that burned into me, goosebumps racing up and down my arms and legs as he touched me, tasted me, kissed me and made me his again. Memories roared and tumbled through me, memories of our wild days of uninhibited sexual exploration in that fateful time when we'd finally admitted to each other what we were, before everything had come down around our ears, before we'd left to find our new life.
As he kissed, licked, and fondled me, suddenly I was eighteen again, finding each sensation new and exciting all over again, his touch once more new, thrilling, and unbearably arousing, and a part of me deep inside knew that we'd found us again, that we were Scotty and Trinity again, not husband and wife, not mommy and daddy, not even brother and sister, but Scotty and Trinity, young lovers finding their own world together.
When his lips grazed my pussy, I started; the area was still sensitive, but his touch was so soothing, so delicate, so calming, while still hot and exciting, I knew I'd let him do whatever he wanted. I hadn't shaved or waxed since the birth, and the sensation of his tongue stroking the soft, silky hairs was exquisite; he was enjoying it too, judging by the amount of time he spent just running his tongue over the area, and then he slowly, slowly, pushed his tongue-tip between my labia, easing them apart. I nearly passed-out at the sensation, at the feel of warm, wet succulence probing inside me. He lapped and probed for what seemed like forever, slowly driving me higher, until at the touch of his tongue on my aching clitoris, I came like I'd never come before, jagged white light literally blinding me as a volcano of pleasure erupted deep inside me, blasting through me in pulsing waves of delight.
I think I screamed. I don't remember. All I do remember is the feel of Scott's tongue and lips as he licked and sucked my clitoris, his hands on the cheeks of my ass, holding my pussy firmly against his mouth, and the feel of his hair as I held his head, willing him to keep doing that to me forever and ever.
When I came down from that incredible high, it was to see Scotty's beautiful, grass-green eyes glowing darkly in the subdued lighting.
"Wow baby, are you okay?" he murmured. "You were gone there for a second; I thought you'd passed-out!"
I smiled happily as I held my hands out to him, an invitation he wasted no time in taking; to feel his warm, naked body against mine once again, well, it didn't get much better than this, although, if he was ready, it just might...
"I want you inside me, Scotty; I need you to fill me up, please..." I whispered. He looked doubtfully at me, and my heart warmed at the concern in his eyes.
"No Trin, not yet, it's too soon, baby, you're not healed yet..." he began, so I silenced him with a finger on his lips.
"There are other ways, baby," I reminded him, "think baby, we used to do it all the time, before, remember?"
His eyes widened as memory filled in for him, but still that look was there, that mingled doubt and concern.
"Baby, are you sure? It was a difficult delivery, you need to..." so I silenced him with a kiss.
"Slowly, gently, that's all it takes, baby; they didn't cut me, there's no sutures, it's just a little tender, that's all, so take your time, but I swear to God, one way or another, tonight you are gonna fuck my ass if I have to drug you and strap you to the bed, you hear me? I need you inside me, now, so you better start thinkin' happy thoughts, boy!" I hissed in his face, watching his lovely, sweet grin light up his face at my threat.
"Slow and gentle it is, baby!" He smiled, squeezing my ass while he kissed me gently, tenderly, then harder, hotter, cranking my thermostat all the way back up to 'Hell, yeah!'
"Make me ready, baby!" I whispered, handing him the Astroglide. I gasped at the feel of the cool gel on my skin as he gently smoothed it around my tight little hole.
"Inside too, baby..." I reminded him, and gasped again at the sensation of his finger slowly, slowly inserting into my anus.
"Relax, Trin, I won't hurt you." He breathed, slowly sliding his finger back and forth, spreading the lube inside me. As he did that, he kissed my shoulders, the nape of my neck, my shoulder-blades, making me want him more and more with every touch of his lips burning against my even more heated skin.
"Little more now, Trin..." he murmured, and I felt a second finger slowly easing inside me, opening me as I relaxed, both fingers stretching me open.
By now I was burning with need for him; nothing mattered now but that Scotty ram that fat cock of his deep inside me. It had been so long since I'd had him inside me, I'd been reluctant to let him into me, terrified he didn't want me anymore, and now all that existed was his body pressed to mine, his lips searing my burning skin, and his fingers working inside me, getting me ready for him all over again.
And then suddenly he was gone; he'd pulled his fingers out of me. I was just about to protest when I felt him pressing against me, and this time it wasn't his fingers.
"Slowly, Scotty, please..." I urged him, desperate to have him inside me, and fearful of what it would cost me. I needn't have worried; slowly, a fraction at a time, he eased that thick bar of flesh inside me, reliving what we had once done with almost no thought, but this time delicately, making sure I was OK with what he was doing. My head filled with memories and images of the wild and almost animal way we'd gone at this before, but this time, however, his gentle care of me as he penetrated me made butterflies race up and down inside me, and my pussy pulsed and twitched as the sensations he was giving me threatened to overwhelm me. When he was fully inside me I started breathing again, not realizing I'd been holding my breath throughout the whole excruciating, unbelievable experience. It had never been like this before; fun, yes, sexy, definitely. Now, this was like the first time ever, he was taking my virginity again, and my body rang and clamoured as blinding hot waves of pleasure surged back and forth inside me.
Scott held me against him as my body shook and trembled with increasing surges, mini-orgasms crackling like fireworks inside me, strings of soundless detonations as we made love for the first time in what felt like forever. When he moved inside me, slight as it was, another wave of detonations crackled and sparkled inside me, and all of me that was still on this plane wanted my Scott, my man, my husband, to pound himself into me once again, to renew our connection in the best possible way.
"Are you ready, baby-girl?" I heard him whisper, shifting position, even that slight movement enough to set me off all over again.
"Yeh...yeh...yes, do it, do it now!" I heard myself pant through clenched teeth. I had to grip hold of the bed sheet as he slid almost all the way from me, to slide back in, powering his way back into the depths of me.
Again and again he plowed his cock into me, reaming my asshole with his rock-solid cock, making soundless white explosions go off in my head; all sensation whirled away, all except the feel of my darling man making love to me. At some point Scotty had pulled me to my knees, and now he held me upright, his hands cupping my breasts as he plunged his cock relentlessly into me while my fingers worked relentlessly on my clit, each light brush with my fingertips pulsing inside me like the shimmer of a bell, until I felt him shortening his stroke; he was going to cum at last; he was going to flood me with his white-hot tribute, filling me again, putting that last shine on our re-established connection.
"Trin...baby, I can't...I can't...!" he chanted as he rammed into me until finally, stock-still, his muscles stone-like in their rigidity, I felt his cock swell as a rush of warmth flooded into me, filling me completely.
As he came, so did I; I screamed as my pussy pulsed and a spray of my own juices splashed the bedding; my nipples gave a mighty throb, paralyzing my brain with the white hot pleasure of it, as twin jets of milk sprayed out from between Scotty's clasping fingers, sprinkling the bed liberally. As I came, my anal ring clamped down around his cock, squeezing him and I felt rather than heard him groan as yet another thick jet of hot spunk hosed into me, and another, and another.
I collapsed onto the bed, my senses scattered to the winds as the room spun around me, until finally coherent thought began to seep back. Scotty was on his hands and knees above me, his head bowed down as he sobbed for breath, and then he slowly dropped to the bed and rolled onto his back. His hand reached for me even as I reached for him, and so we lay there in our own twilit world, reality a long way away at that moment, but I didn't care, and I knew he didn't; we'd found each other, and all was right in our world again.
Even as I took him in, he looked at me and edged his way closer, to slip his warm hand over my hip and knead it gently.
"It's so good to be home at last, baby!" he whispered, and I smiled back; I knew exactly what he meant.
As we lay in the afterglow, I finally pulled myself together enough to ask him something that had puzzled me from the outset; why had he left me untouched since the birth of Kadey-Rae, and why had he allowed himself to suffer alone? His answer was disarmingly simple.
"Trini, baby, you had a newborn baby; you had to be her mommy first; I didn't really matter. I saw what you went through during the birth. I know how jumbled-up inside you probably were, and, well, I wanted you to feel good enough to want me; I couldn't go forcing myself on you, that would have been wrong, and I couldn't risk losing you..."
I started crying when he said that, crying because he was so scared for me, because he cared so much for me. He held me close and dried my tears, just as he'd done all my life, and waited until I was able to speak again.
"Scotty, I would never have left you out; baby, I love you! If you needed me, I would have been there for you; you should know that by now!"
He smiled and pointed at my chin; when I looked at his finger, he flicked the end of my nose and grinned; caught me again...
"I know, baby girl, I just didn't want to pressure you," he smiled. "I could have waited a little longer, you know; I was OK; I'm not the one with the jumbled-up innards after having a baby. I could have waited, I would have waited until you were good and ready, because I love you, Trini."
We lay together for a little while longer, then Scotty began pulling on his shorts and his sleeping tee.
"Where you going, baby?" I asked him, enjoying my warm little nest and wanting him back in it.
"Gonna get Kadey-Rae, baby; I reckon Mom's babysat her long enough; you stay there, I'll bring her to you."
I jumped out of bed, completely awake, 'Mommy' mode now in full operation.
"It's OK, baby, I'll go get her. It must be about time for her feed; you wait here," I told him, so he reached out and pinched my butt.
"Then while you're gone, I think I'll check the windows; that scream you let out near on broke every window in the house! I think the house might have shifted over to one side, too; I'll let you know in the morning!"
I was mortified.
"Do you think Mom heard me?" I asked, face heating up, and Scott grinned.
"Baby, I think they heard you in Albuquerque!"
*
Epilogue:
As the months passed, Mom and Daddy began to once again become more fully involved and included in our lives; they knew and understood that things had changed permanently in the family, but also that those changes didn't have to be a bad thing. I needed Mom, but she had smarts enough to not crowd herself back into my life; we'd grown apart, and that saddened me, but we were also growing closer again, in a more adult, more connected, more 'family' way than we'd ever been before, and we could communicate at last. We were becoming, finally, what I'd always wanted: a close-knit family, mainly because of the distance we'd endured, and the things we'd learned, and I was looking forward to the life we were going to share together.
All the family is here now in Holden's Crossing, in the house Daddy and Scott, and Stella's two sons, and all their friends built on our land, so my mom is just a step and a whistle away. It didn't take much to persuade them, either; that house in Stillman had just too many bad memories; Bell and his evil had tainted that place for good, so Mom and Daddy agreed with us when we suggested they sell-up and use the money to build a place of their own on our land; we had the room, and both Scotty and I needed the whole family nearby. Plus, Mom had a surprise up her sleeve; in among all the making up and reconnecting with Daddy, she'd got a little surprise all of her own: she was pregnant...
I was stunned, but then I shouldn't have been; Mom was seventeen when Scotty was born, nearly twenty when I came along, and now she was just past forty, so not exactly ready for a rocking chair and a shawl. Mom's little surprise turned out to be a little brother for Scotty and me to love, play with, and help bring up; his name's Georgie, named after Daddy; he's almost a year younger than his niece, which gave me pause for thought; I'm 'married' to my big brother and we have a little daughter, my kid brother's niece, who's a year older than him, so does that now mean we're officially trailer-trash...? Jeez, someone get me a pickup truck with a gun-rack, and while you're about it, change my name to Eula-May...
Mom and I have a double connection now; our babies, her son and her granddaughter, keep us close and connected. My family has never been so happy; all that stuff in the past is gone, now there's Mom and Daddy, Scotty and me, and two of the sweetest little children ever to bless this world.
Our home is just a couple of minutes from Stella, our other mother. Kadey-Rae calls her "Gramma" too, and spends most afternoons with her, at Stella's suggestion, to "allow me to work in peace" at the beauty parlor; actually, it's so Stella can parade her beautiful, green-eyed little 'granddaughter' around in front of all her clients and fellow gossip-mongers and bask in their envy...
When Kadey-Rae's not with Stella, she's with Mom, learning, as I did, the basics of finger-painting, making mud-pies, and licking chocolate frosting from the bowl. She's fascinated with little Georgie; she thinks he's her baby brother, and we don't do anything to make her think otherwise; she and Georgie are the bridge between our two families, and I like that just fine.



I don't mind being left alone at the parlor; as junior partner, I like to keep my hand in, and I do enjoy being part of town life. It really is a proper beauty parlor now; as well as the latest hair and nail fashions, we offer complete facials, manicures and pedicures, or a combined program of skin, hair and nail-care, even a tanning booth. We got it after someone told Ellie Hoosen chicken grease helped tanning, so she rubbed herself down with it and laid out one baking hot day in the parking lot, wearing an indecently small bikini; it smelled like Grandma's chicken cookout day out there, and pretty soon every weasel for miles around was lined up waiting for her to stop moving. Stella took the hint, bought a booth, and Scotty and daddy installed it for her.
The ladies of the county just keep coming back, so we must be doing something right. We have three trainees here in Holden's Crossing alone, and another two parlors, one in Gainsboro, and the other in Chavez, staffed by girls I trained, so I have to stay on my toes to keep all the plates spinning and make sure they're doing things the Trini way, because that's the formula that works. I'm happy to say business is booming, so I'm kind of busy. I feel secure in the knowledge Kadey-Rae's in the best possible hands all the time I can't be with her.
Stella loves it that I'm so deeply involved in building the business; her two sons keep far away from the salons just in case Stella starts hinting they might want to get involved one day, or take over from her; they're happy to be mechanics and NASCAR drivers; the only way to get them through the doors would be to tell them it was Nude Hairstylist Night or a Wet T-Shirt Trampoline Challenge; otherwise, they keep well clear and concentrate on avoiding marriage, any hint of inheriting the business one day, and chasing girls up in Monte Vista, far enough away from home to keep prospective second-nighters from ever finding them.
When they're not doing that, they're corrupting Scotty with pictures of naked V8 engines posing all lewd and alluring, and dragging him ever deeper into their world of polished and chrome-plated automotive porn.
I'm pregnant again, almost four months now, so I'm beginning to show. Scotty is still in a haze; he's besotted with his little girl, but he's hoping for a boy this time around; somebody has to share that beautiful car with him! We'll find out at my next ante-natal clinic appointment and scan in a couple of weeks, so my fingers are crossed for a son for Scotty, although I know if it's another girl he'll be just as delighted. In the meantime, life continues at full pace for us, and, at last, we've become what I always wanted to be: a normal, young, suburban family in a town where everyone knew us.
To celebrate, last Christmas, my gift to Scotty was the thing he'd always wanted, but had never dared buy: his very own John Deere ride-on lawnmower, complete with custom paint job, cherry red to match the Torino, Go-Faster stripes, a Vargas-girl 40's pin-up artwork on the cowling of me with a Peek-a-Boo hair hairstyle and dressed in a few wispy strands of nothing much, done by one of the art-student girls up at the college, and a CD sound-system; he spends his life working to make our home a better place for me and his children, so I thought it was time he had a favorite toy, just to even things up a little. Now he can hold his head up proudly with the other husbands of the town.
*
Last week, Mom asked me to help her sort through all of my little-girl clothes that she'd boxed and stored, to see if there were any I wanted to keep as mementoes, or for Kadey-Rae, or to give to Thrift. Scotty had gone with Stella's two sons to rummage through heaps of rusty metal at yet another Auto Swap-Meet, so Kadey-Rae pulled me over to Mom's house and we helped Mom sort through the boxes in the attic and the garage. All of my clothes from kindergarten days and onward were sorted and put in one pile or another, until finally only one little pair of rolled-up red Oshkosh dungarees was left; I looked at them wistfully, remembering how they'd been my most favorite thing in the world, and knowing full well I'd never throw or give them away, they were just too precious to me. Wrapped up inside them was my 'Tinker Bell' trinket box. Obviously I'd put it there to keep it safe.
When I opened it, inside was a little leather package tied tightly with red threads. My eyes pricked with tears as soon as I saw it: my magic charm, lost so long ago. In all my happiness with Scotty, my baby, and my life back in the heart of my family, there had always been a tiny, sorrowful, empty place deep in my heart where a piece of my magic was missing. My eyes blurred with tears as I took it out and showed it to Mom, telling her what it was. Of course, she cried a little as well, but we were both dying to know what Scotty had put in there nearly twenty years before to keep me safe from the ogres and goblins. I cut the threads and carefully opened the little age-stiffened roll of oiled leather.
Inside, there was a Tootsie Roll wrapped in a little note written in pencil on a bubblegum wrapper, in Scott's careful, eight year-old script, and a small lock of chestnut hair carefully tied with red thread; the note read:
"This is a magic kiss and a piece of me to keep my baby-girl safe; I love you, Trini." followed by a big wobbly X. Now it was my turn to cry, really cry, finally understanding just how much and how deeply my darling Scotty has loved me from earliest days, and how well his magic charm had worked; it gave me the only thing in the world I'd ever wanted, it had given me my Scotty, my very own piece of magic. I really have been the luckiest girl in the world.
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______________________________________________________________________
Part 1: Rowan
My name is Rowan Redman, and this is the story of how my life began, my real life, not the first twenty-one years or so; I sleepwalked through them, like probably most of my generation. My life actually started when I was twenty-two, when I was still at university, studying for an MSc. in Architectural Engineering and living at home with my mother and my little sister, Naomi, known to the world at large as Nimmie, or just plain Nim.
Mum was an author, writing for various magazines, local interest pieces for the most part, but also several moderately successful children's books under various noms de plume. We were what you could probably call a typical family.
My father did a bunk when I was thirteen; he was an investment counsellor and broker, and when his business took off, so did he, shacking-up with his nineteen year old secretary with tits like basketballs and a brain you could fit in a mouse's ear and still have room for her personality. Mum was heartbroken, as she should have been, but she pulled it all together and carried on, doing the work of two parents because our feckless father didn't want anything more to do with us.
So Dad disappeared from our lives and other than the monthly maintenance payments we never saw or heard from him again, not even the occasional birthday card for his only daughter, and now I was the man of the family for real, all fourteen years of me. Nimmie is a year and a bit younger than me, and polar opposites to me in almost every way. I'm dark haired, with grey-green eyes ('Hazel' mum and Nimmie call them); she's corn-blonde, with startling green eyes; I'm tall and athletic, not exactly buff, but not skinny either, kind of nondescript, and usually badly dressed, and she's petite, usually dressed-down, not a party-girl by any means, but a complete knockout if you take a closer look at her.
We differed in other ways too. I played most sports, but my favourites were tennis and cricket in the summer and rugby and soccer the rest of the year, and I preferred to spend Saturday evenings socialising with my friends, whether clubbing or pubbing, while Nim preferred to study or listen to mum's old Everly Brothers, Roy Orbison, and Skeeter Davis records.
Boys were starting to notice her, and I had my hands full reminding some of the more determined spotty creeps who wanted to try their luck with her that if they came within touching distance of my little sister, they were going home with their dicks nail-gunned to the back of their heads, and if they didn't believe me, they were welcome to try.
Things finally settled down when Nim left school and started university; I'd sort-of accepted she was a grown-up now, so she needed her space, but I didn't let down my guard too far; Nim was gorgeous if you looked beyond the studious look and nerdish air she cultivated. She was studying nursing at the Croydon University hospital, so not a million miles from our home in Caterham, in Surrey; at least it meant I could still keep an eye on her.
She'd grown into a medium height, quietly beautiful girl, with a shapely, feminine, but not extravagant figure, and had taken to wearing her hair twirled-up in a kind of 'bun', as she didn't want to cut it, and the hospital didn't want the nursing trainees draping their hair all over the patients. With her big-rimmed glasses on, and her tightly bound hair, she looked studious and meek, almost invisible, and when not in her nurse's whites or scrubs, slobbed around in my old sweats and T-shirts.
I did notice one thing odd about her, though: no boyfriends. Ever. Mum even went so far as to ask me if I didn't think Nim might be a lesbian, not that it mattered, but I laughed it off. It got me thinking though; never a boyfriend, not even the occasional date. Saturdays invariably saw her sprawled on the living-room floor in sweats or old tracksuit bottoms and tee-shirt, studying, watching TV, or just reading.
If I asked her why, since nurses were all legendarily sex-crazed man-eaters, wasn't she out causing trouble with her pals, she'd just dimple and say she had everything she needed right here, which always unsettled me, for reasons I couldn't understand or explain.
I have to say, though, watching her stretched out on the floor on her tummy, with her ankles crossed behind her, and her bum gently flexing and jiggling as she hand-wrote her notes for the day, was always something I looked forward to, even if I wouldn't admit it to myself.
However, one thing soon made itself apparent to me. For all her efforts to 'dress-down' and look dowdy, I couldn't help but see just what a hottie my little sister really was; when she wasn't wearing drab, baggy old clothes or bathrobes, it was obvious she had a stunning little figure: a tiny little waist, what they used to call a 'wasp-waist', a tight, shapely little bum, and pert boobs that her tiny waist just made look bigger.
The first time I noticed, I couldn't help but notice everything, then felt disgusted with myself, and permanently soiled, for ogling my baby sister like that. Nim never even noticed me noticing, otherwise I felt sure she would have landed me a good slap in the face.
Of course, once I took notice of her, it became impossible to stop noticing her; in fact, it became almost my obsession. Nimmie didn't seem to be that bothered when she blearily wandered down for breakfast on a Sunday morning wearing nothing except one of my old sweatshirts and a pair of tight little panties, and then of course, all I'd be seeing in my mind's eye for the rest of the day would be her taut, round, perfect little bottom in those tightly stretched panties, each well-defined, globular bubble-cheek quivering delightfully atop her long, perfect thighs, and those things jiggling around inside her sleeping top.
It was driving me crazy; I found my sister deliciously attractive, but I was supposed to protect her, not leer at her every opportunity I got; what kind of pervert was I, and what should, or could, I do about it?
In the end, common sense told me to do nothing; if the sight of Nim's legs, or her cute bottom, or her dimples, or her bouncy boobs was getting me all hot and bothered, then I should stop looking. Try to remember she's your baby sister, I told myself sternly; anyone else who had those kind of thoughts is going to be a dead man. Apply the same standards to yourself, you idiot.
So I did, and it was hard, believe me; every night she'd caper through my head, her hot little arse jiggling and her delicious tits bouncing, naked as a jaybird and hot as the hinges of Hell, and I would play with her as she sucked me, and fucked me, and did every nasty, perverted, sexy thing I could dream up, endlessly, all night long.
I never laid a hand on her, not even a lickerish glance, but I laid her down and she drained my balls every single night and the fantasy never got old or worn and jaded, not when the living, breathing, hotly desirable object of all my wicked, feverish fantasies lived at the other end of the corridor.
One day, mum presented me with a brand new, top-spec laptop for university and I discovered the world of HD internet porn in all its glory. Someone once said the internet contains at least two billion pages of porn; even if that's not true, it certainly feels true, after all the stuff I leafed through looking for another way to get my fix, and then I found her. She was the spitting image of Nim. I nearly fell off my chair. The only way I could tell this girl wasn't Nim was the eyes and the chest: she had blue eyes, and a chest like a pair of honeydew melons; other than that, she was Nimmie, in every detail, and she was doing every filthy, dirty, perverted, exciting, endlessly varied thing I'd fantasised about doing with Nim and she looked like she was enjoying every second of it.
I hurriedly created a folder on my virtual drive called simply 'N', and grabbed every picture I could find of this girl, let's call her 'Alyssa'. I went through website after website, and found more and more pictures of her, in solo shoots, twosomes, threesome, Dp, Dap, costumes, everything it's possible for a girl to do with one or more men, a flood of images, and then, oh joy, actual video, and now I had a handy visual for the X-rated Nim-movie playing more or less constantly in my head. 'Alyssa' wasn't Nim, but she was as close as I was ever going to get, and that was good enough for me.
Round about the beginning of Spring Term, after the Christmas break, I started to notice a change in Nim. She seemed to be more gregarious, more interested in me, which I thought was odd; we weren't hostile or anything, we bantered and joked around, but I mostly kept my stuff to myself, and she did likewise, both of us respecting each other's space and privacy; I was the big brother, and she wasn't, and we worked just fine like that.
Now, suddenly she was interested in me, in my life, what I wanted, and where I was going. I was cool with sharing stuff like that with her; we lived together in the same house, we didn't rub each other the wrong way, so conversations like that between us were inevitable. It just seemed slightly odd that after years of amicable, mutual disinterest, she now wanted to know about big brother's world.
She also began dressing differently. Gone were the bathrobes, baggy sweats, and squashy, bunny-head or gorilla-feet slippers. Now she was parading around in crop-tops, skin-tight sports shorts cut high on the hip, lightweight tee's with her nipples poking out like hat-pegs, summer dresses that were like wide belts, covering her from just above her nipples to just below the curve of her buttocks, and when a warm day made an appearance, she'd be sunbathing out on the patio in swimsuits made of postage-stamps and dental floss, which raised my internal temperature near the danger-level.
Nimmie has very pale skin, as a natural blonde, so she needs at least a 50 sun-block, and she'd prevail on me to do the bits she couldn't reach, which of course triggered a certain reflex in me, so I'd slather it on her any old how, give a quick rub to spread it around properly, then dash indoors to properly 'entertain' myself with the image of her like that, with 'Alyssa' to keep me on the boil, behind locked doors, of course; didn't want her walking in on me in that state...
Once I was done, I would then amble out nonchalantly and give her a lecture on Basal Cell Carcinoma and other skin cancers; this did not usually go down too well, and only partly because she knew more about it than I did...
On wondering what had brought this whole change about, my knee-jerk reaction was to assume she'd got a boyfriend, followed by an almost overpowering urge to hunt him down and skin him with a blunt chisel, but I quickly stuffed that back down where it belonged; she was nearly twenty, the law said she was an adult, so whatever she did, she'd be doing it as an adult, but I still didn't like the idea.
Forgetting for a moment the fact I was almost paralyzing myself with the amount I wanked over her, she was still my little sister, and I still had 'big-brother' instincts rearing-up all over the place whenever I thought of some slack-jawed, skinny, greasy zit-farm touching her and defiling her body; it creeped me out and made my blood boil at the same time.
So I'd tell her to cover them up, because mum would have a fit if she saw her like that. She'd just dimple at me, and blithely ignore me, but at least she knew now that her being so scantily dressed was not something I needed to see from my little sister (oh, but it was, it was...)
I used to joke with her when she was younger, calling her 'Big Bum', which kind of played to her insecurities; Nim wanted more than anything to be a consumptive-looking, skeletal, heroin-chic waif like some of these so-called 'supermodels'; alas, she was blessed with the figure of a Fifties movie starlet; a firm, heart-shaped bottom, pinched-in wasp-waist, and boobs that looked bigger than they were because of her tiny waist; when she put on a swimsuit she looked like Annette Funicello or Sandra Dee, or one of the other teen stars of all those beach movies mum liked so much; if she'd been a teen in the Fifties or Sixties, they'd definitely have snapped her up, because she was just the prettiest girl I'd ever seen, even then, and well on the way to being traffic-stoppingly beautiful.
*
It all really started to ramp-up after Easter, Nim's second year at uni. I was lounging one afternoon, watching TV and really not paying attention, when Nimmie breezed into the room. I was bored, so I thought I'd wind her up a little.
"Hi Big-Bum, where you been?"
"I have not got a big-bum, you lanky streak!" she flashed in sudden annoyance at me, which only made me grin and stick my tongue out. I sauntered around behind her and looked her up and down.
"No, you're right there, you don't have a big bum; it looks just fine from here!" With that, I wolf-whistled, the one thing that really winds her up, as I well knew.
She spun around and thumped me on the chest, eyes blazing, so I backed away, still grinning, holding my hands up in surrender.
"Okay, okay, you win, your bum's perfect, and someday some lucky bloke's going to find out just how perfect; of course, that will be just seconds before he dies, because I will definitely kill him, you can count on that!"
She smiled and batted her eyelashes at me, smiling happily.
"Would you weally, weally, do that for me, Big Bwuvver?" she lisped, making me grin even wider.
"Of course I would; you're my little sister; anyone who touches you will end up with my foot shoved up his arse, count on it!"
Her voice took on a wheedling, cajoling tone, one I knew well from when she was smaller and wanted her own way (which I usually gave her; she WAS my cute little sister, after all, who actually didn't know just how lovely she really was, as well as being a genuinely nice person to boot).
"Rowan, I have to go to a party in a few weeks. It's a weekend house-party, and I need to bring someone; no-one is going to want to be my date, not with you looming over me like Mister Angry, and I doubt mum's going to be happy if I go away for the weekend with just anyone, so I'd like you to come along as my chaperone, whatever, because I'm going, I promised I would, and I can't back out now. What say you, will you help out your little sister? Pleeeeaasse?"
OK, I didn't see that coming. I sat down and looked up at her.
"What does mum have to say about this? Does she know you're planning on disappearing off to God knows where for a whole weekend? I know you're nineteen, but you're still a bit young to just go traipsing off alone into the wide blue yonder."
She bit her lip, something I've always loved in her; it's such a cute mannerism, and she had such lovely rosebud lips and white, even teeth, too...
"Rowan, please, I really want to go, all my friends are going, please come with me; who knows, maybe you'll get lucky?"
I grinned at that.
"Nimmie, are you setting me up with one of your numpty friends? I know them all. They don't know anything about the real world, and I don't know anything about fashion, One-Direction, X-Factor, Big Brother, or MTV, so that's not gonna happen!"
She slapped my shoulder, probably harder than she meant, because I actually winced.
"You know that's not true! If you come with me, I can have a weekend with my friends, and no boys will bother me, not with ugly, scary Rowan hanging around!"
I grinned even wider at that, trying not to laugh.
"'Ugly, scary Rowan?' You're not exactly making any friends here, Big-Bum!"
"Ro-wann!!" she gritted, so I backed off.
"Okay, I'll do it, but you'll owe me, Nimmie, are we clear on that?"
She stared at me wide-eyed, and actually simpered.
"So what do you want in return, Rowan? Ask away, whatever it is, the answer's yes!"
Okay, she asked for it, and I couldn't resist it, so I leered at her and winked suggestively.
"I dunno, wha' you got's to give, hermanita?" I drawled, doing what I thought was a reasonably good L.A. street gang voice, while I looked her up and down even more suggestively, licking my lips for added effect.
Nim gasped in outrage.
"Rowan Redman, what did...how dare you, you pig!" she stormed, and I smirked at her; good, that's what you get for making such a bloody stupid offer. Time to tell her some of the facts of life.
"I dared because you left that door open, Nim, you numbskull! How many times have I told you, don't go making offers like that to guys, we're all the fucking same! If you show the dog the rabbit, he's going to fucking pounce! As your older brother, and the token grown-up around here, I thought perhaps I should let you in on that! Now, you don't owe me, I said I'd go with you, and I will, and I will gladly look out for you, but if you even try and set me up with any of your pinheaded friends, and especially that bonehead Janice, I will fix you, I swear; if she and her chest and her empty head are there, I'm dragging you back home, got it? The girl's an idiot..."
Nim squealed and bounced onto the sofa next to me, hugging me, and planting a big sloppy kiss right next to my mouth. I wasn't expecting that, nice as it was, so I feigned shock and fended her off, spluttering as convincingly as I could. Nim didn't seem to care; she was beaming as she hugged me again and jumped to her feet.
"Thank you, thank you Rowan; I promise you'll have a great time, and I swear: no Janice, cross my heart!"
I had to grin at the memory of the last time I'd encountered her pal Janice, all Bambi-eyes and cleavage, at a party in Woldingham.
"I should hope not, Nim, not after that party at your mate Kylie's place; she tried staring meaningfully into my eyes when we danced, and when I stared back, all I could see was the inside of her head, and way off in the distance, light leaking in through her earholes; there's dim, there's really, really, dim, and then there's Janice..."
For once Nim didn't defend her half-wit friend, the one person on the planet who actually didn't know how to walk and chew gum at the same time; instead, she fairly skipped happily out of the room, off to make plans, or whatever. I sat back on the couch, still feeling the slight pressure of her lips next to mine; it had felt nice, it had felt too nice, and I couldn't let it happen again, not with Nim. Still, if only...



****
Part 2: Naomi.
My name is Nimmie, and I'm 19 years old. I live with my mum and older brother, Rowan, in a place called Caterham, not far from Gatwick Airport, in Surrey, England. I'm just under 5'6", blonde hair like mum's, but more sort of 'washed-out'; mum's hair is a lovely deep, honey- gold; mine, not so much; Rowan says my colour is what they call 'corn-blonde'. I have green eyes, a fair complexion, slim and willowy (according to Rowan) with 32B boobs, which look bigger because I have a small waist, but I still look in-proportion to my height and weight. My friends say I'm shapely, with a nice round bum, which allegedly is what men want in a blonde. Rowan says I'm pretty, but he's my big brother, he's supposed to. I tip the scales at just about 58 kilos, or 127 lbs, so not exactly underweight, either. All things being equal, I think I fit together pretty well.
Rowan is nearly two years older than me, with green-hazel eyes. He looks an awful lot like dad, which means he's a real looker, something my girlfriends at school would never, ever let up about, and I do sometimes see mum looking at him when he's not looking and there's a tear in her eye. Rowan is tall, almost 6'2", well, but not heavily, built, more a sort of triathlete's build, or maybe a championship tennis player; well-muscled but not at all heavy or hulking is the best way I can describe him.
Rowan, on the other hand, claims he's built like a racing turkey...
He has beautiful chestnut hair, shot through with blond highlights, like dad's, but not well groomed and meticulous like dad always was, though; Rowan goes out of his way to look anonymous and nondescript, as little as possible like that bastard father of ours, in fact. It doesn't fool me, though, nor my friends; anything more than a quick glance at him and the man-hottie he tries to hide leaps out at you.
I did have one shameful secret, and it was driving me insane with the effort of not just blurting it out; of all the boys I've met, since I was old enough to date and have 'the talk' with mum and the visit to the gynaecologist, there's only ever been one guy I'd seriously leap on and have my way with, and it's Rowan. Sick, huh? I saw him naked one day, purely by chance, and that was it; that's what did it for me.
It was not long after Easter when it happened; I'd just returned to uni after the Spring Term break, and came home one afternoon to an empty house, or so I thought. Mum's car was gone, I didn't know Rowan was home, and I'm sure he didn't know I'd come in from classes. I was going upstairs to dump my books in my room and change, when the bathroom door opened and out he walked, stark naked, towelling his hair dry.
He was completely unconscious of my presence as I stood in the bend of the stairs, hidden in the shadow there, staring up at him, absolutely enthralled at seeing him so natural and relaxed, with that perfect poise and unawareness of being observed that even the best stage actors can't capture. I marvelled at his toned, lean torso, at the way each muscle flexed and rippled, perfectly outlined by the dark hair beginning to speckle his chest and outline the muscles of his solid abdomen, at how elegant, graceful and fluid his movements were, and just how perfect his profile was. I held my breath, making no sound or movement to tip him off to my presence, just lost in the sheer visual impact of him as he stood there, completely natural and oblivious, breathtaking in his masculine beauty as he scrubbed at his hair with the towel.
Confused emotions whirled through me; I loved Rowan, he loved me, he was my family, my big brother, and suddenly I fancied him! God, what was wrong with me?
From then on, I'd developed a sort of teasing regime, for reasons that still seemed unclear, but felt right. On days when I wasn't in class or being an auxiliary at the hospital, I'd prance around the house in skin-tight boy-shorts and cut-off tank tops, or sunbathe on the patio in a teensy little red bikini and somehow convince him to rub sun-block on me; as I have very fair skin, he'd help me, slapping it on haphazardly then bolting for the house, and later I'd get the lecture about my skin type being susceptible to skin cancer, which was kind of a boner-killer, even lady-boners...
Still, he meant well, and it showed he cared, but there was no evidence that he was interested in me, or ever was going to be, and I began to despair of ever getting him into a compromising position.
After nearly a year of drooling over him, mooning around half-naked and getting nothing except "Cover them up, Nim; if mum sees you looking like that she'll lock you up in a convent!" and generally getting no more comments or compliments about my bum, or any other part of me, either, I was ready to move things up to DEFCON 2. He wanted to play hard to get, I was willing to play hardball, we'd just see who cracked first.
The next time I had a late morning, no classes and no ward-duties at the hospital, I sneaked into his room to have a rifle through his laptop. I knew he didn't have a password; he never took his laptop out of the house, and I had my own laptop, so he probably thought I'd never snoop his, as what would I do with a bunch of essays and papers on vulcanism and plate tectonics, coastal erosion, and alluvial whatnots. Never, ever believe your little sister is not nosy enough to snoop your laptop; that way lies ruin. My own laptop was locked-down tighter than the Jewel Room in the Tower of London, but then I'm sneaky, deceitful, devious, and underhanded...
On first powering-up, there was nothing immediately incriminating on his desktop, and searching through the dozens of folders there only turned up more and varied papers and charts, diagrams, and graphs relating to his studies. I was about to give up, when I noticed an icon labelled 'virtual drive', so I clicked on it, and there was a sub-folder, titled simply 'N'.
Intrigued more than ever, I clicked on it, and gasped out loud. The girl in the pictures looked exactly like me, being fucked in every possible position, in every hole! There were pictures ranging from straightforward sex, to having a thick cock shoved into her arse, to sucking one, sometimes two cocks at the same time, and many, many shots of her kneeling with her eyes closed as cocks blew their loads over her face, rivulets of spunk running down her face and dripping from her chin in long ropes.
There were video clips as well, in some foreign language, maybe Russian, and it was more of the same. I could feel my pussy itching and throbbing at the sight of a girl who could be me being used in such a filthy, dirty, depraved, exciting way. I wanted it to be me, I wanted to be her, and I wanted Rowan to be the one doing all that to me! Now my pussy was screaming for attention again, so I staggered back to my room, flopped onto my bed, and jammed my plastic boyfriend into me, in any and every hole, while all the time seeing Rowan above me as I imagined that solid, tireless cock of his pounding into me until I erupted in a sweltering, boiling, explosive orgasm that nearly knocked me out cold.
*
The next day was probably the turning point, the point in my life where teasing and fantasising turned into serious plotting. I was talking to my friend Jane, someone I'd known half my life; I'd had a pre-teen crush on her older brother, Greg, for a while, and she was the person who'd convinced me to study nursing with her.
While we were chatting about general stuff, life, boys, that sort of thing, and sniggering at the junior doctors and medical students trying to appear cool in front of the student nurses, I dropped my guard and, quite without meaning to, blurted out that I thought my big brother was hot, and that I'd do him before I let any of those spotty medical students anywhere near me, and then stopped in horror as I realised what I'd just confessed to.
Jane gave me a really odd look, then took me to one side, where she asked me exactly what I meant. I was cornered, so I told her what I'd been trying to do, what I was feeling for Rowan, the whole nine yards. She gave me a very peculiar look, almost calculating, then told me in no uncertain terms to think carefully about what I was doing. She was going away for Easter, but if I was serious, then perhaps we should have a little chat when classes were back in, because she thought she might be able to help me. That was enough to intrigue me, and so I spent the entire Easter break in a fever of anticipation; for the first time in my life, I actually couldn't wait to get back to class.
A couple of days after classes resumed, I was in the cafeteria when Jane caught my eye. She was sitting alone at a table. She rolled her eyes to indicate the empty chair opposite her, so I casually sauntered over and plonked my tray on the table, dumped my books and sat down. Jane didn't waste any time getting to the point.
"Have you thought about what we discussed before Easter?"
I nodded, and Jane also nodded, watching me carefully in silence for a little longer than I was comfortable with, then seemed to come to a decision.
"Alright, I know some people who may be able to help you. Don't ask me any questions, Nim, because I'll just have to lie to you; just accept I know what I'm doing. I have to make a few calls, and you'll be hearing from someone soon enough, just be patient, got it?"
I nodded again, for the first time wondering just what I was getting myself into.
Jane nodded her head slowly, never once breaking eye contact, then leaned closer, her voice barely audible over the noise and clatter of the cafeteria.
"If you're having second thoughts, Nim, now's the time; I don't feel like wasting my time if you're going to get cold feet. Are you absolutely sure about this? Because this isn't kiss the boys and run away, or spin the bottle; real people are involved, and getting involved means going all the way; are you still sure this is what you want?"
I looked her back in the eye and nodded.
"Yes I am; I think he's worth it; you know him too, almost as well as I do; don't you think he's worth it? I've tried it my way; I couldn't get it to happen. Now I think I have to try it your way."
Jane smiled and reached over to pat me on my wrist.
"Okay, as long as you're sure. I think you'll be alright. The first time I did this with Greg I was scared, but I shouldn't have been; the people we're talking about here need to be careful, but they're good people, and they know what they're doing; they'll look after you and make sure you're safe and it's something you're completely happy doing. Trust me, Nim, I know you'll enjoy it. And, just for the record, Greg and I are still together, in secret, of course, but when I've qualified, we're going away somewhere where we can be together and safe; maybe you need to make plans as well. You know I think Rowan is a hottie, too; much as I love my Greggie, I'm feeling quite jealous of you right now!"
*
And that, pretty much, was that, at least for several weeks; June was part-way through when I finally got a call early one Saturday morning regarding that odd conversation I'd had with Jane way back in April. A woman who introduced herself as 'Sylvie' said that I'd been referred to her by a mutual acquaintance for inclusion in a special weekend gathering of 'like-minded individuals'; I assumed that was code for 'girls who want to fuck their big brothers'. Was I still interested? This was it. Of course I said yes, and that I would very much like to attend. 'Sylvie' told me that an invitation and instructions would be forthcoming, and rang-off. Now it was in motion, game on.
When I broached the subject about the weekend away to mum, she looked doubtful, but when Rowan said he was going along too, with the express intention of seeing I was safe and well-behaved, mum relented. So now we were set. While I waited on the date, I dialled-back a little on the flaunting and revealing clothes; no need to make it too obvious, not now I had him on the hook; all that was left was to reel him in, which our weekend away together should do quite nicely.
The morning finally arrived; I'd just finished re-packing Rowan's clothes and replacing his habitual grunge with some dressy shirts and slacks, a couple of tennis shirts, and some decent shorts I'd bought him without his knowledge, when I heard him calling me from downstairs.
"Nim, Nimmie, could you come down here, please?"
I poked my head over the balustrade to find out what he wanted.
"What's up , Rowan, I'm busy!" I called down to him.
"Nim, there's a bloody great big limousine here for us; did you order a limo? I thought we were driving down!"
I grabbed his weekend case and dragged it downstairs, where he was waiting for me with a quizzical expression on his face.
"Nim, about this limo...?"
I patted his hand reassuringly.
"Don't worry, Rowan, it's all part of the weekend; the people who are having the weekender have sent it; it's not costing us a penny! Now be a poppet and help me take these cases out!"
He looked at me with that expression he gets when he can't quite believe what I've just said.
"Poppet...?" he murmured, but took hold of both cases and lugged them out to the car, a huge black limousine with very dark privacy glazing. As the driver, a large, square man in a black suit and sunglasses stowed the cases in the boot, Rowan gave me that look again.
"Nim, who are these people, where's their house, and how do you know them?"
Okay, this was it, engage 'lie-mode'...
"The girl whose party it is, Sylvie, is an old friend of Jane's; you know, my oldest friend Jane?" Okay, so that much, at least, is true...
He nodded, grinning, a faraway look in his eyes.
"Yeah, Jane with the big eyes and nice tits; oh yeah, I remember her, alright!"
I punched him lightly on the arm, secretly pleased he was buying this.
"Get your mind out of the gutter and listen! Jane asked me to come along, and as I sort of knew Sylvie anyway, I squared it with her; she was lovely about it, she was actually going to invite me anyway, but felt she didn't know me well enough to ask me outright, so when Jane asked me along, she was fine with it. That's it, Rowan, now you know, the girl's jungle telegraph is still alive and well!"
So not too many outright fat lies, and just enough half-truths to keep him off the scent; besides, I'd talked to Sylvie, so I did 'sort of' know her...
Rowan accepted my explanation, and bowed me into the car, a smirk on his face, and instinctively put his arm around my shoulder as I slid into the deeply-upholstered bench seat next to him. The driver slammed the door, and it was then I realised the privacy glass was opaque in both directions; all we could see outside were vague, blurry shapes. As the limo pulled away, the driver activated the privacy screen, another opaque piece of glass, and we were completely isolated in a blacked-out car going God knows where. I had a few qualms, but I trusted Jane, and Sylvie had seemed genuine, and Jane obviously trusted her, so I tried to relax.
****
Part 3: Rowan
And now I was walking arm-in-arm with Nim thorough this place we'd arrived at, after endless hours of travel in a blacked-out limousine, and it was an almost surreal experience. Everywhere I looked there was rich, tasteful décor: wide, elegant, richly carpeted corridors with high, intricately coved ceilings, and Regency striped walls with niches containing ornate antique clocks or statues, hung with huge paintings of hunting scenes or fanciful shepherdesses, and long and dizzying flights of stairs that led to more corridors, and yet more staircases, until Nim was completely disorientated.
I wasn't, but I was staggered at the size of this place; just where the hell were we? Gigantic, empty stately homes, route marches through what felt like miles of corridors, large, anonymous men in black wearing radio earwigs, and all done in complete silence; the gorilla leading us refused to answer any questions, and the sound of our voices disappeared into the echoing silence as we trudged along. Now I was spooked, and one question kept squirreling around in my head: just what the hell had we gotten ourselves into, and how the hell were we going to get out of it?
Nim was starting to look apprehensive, and I wasn't far behind her, when we stopped in front of a pair of large double-doors. At some unseen signal the doors swung open silently, and there, at last, were other people, young people, couples, eyeing us curiously as the men in black ushered us into the room, then stepped back as the doors swung closed just as silently. The slight lull in the buzz of conversation dissipated as a myriad of conversations started up again, and Nim and I looked around the room, wondering what happened next; at least, I was.
I noticed she was looking a lot more chipper now that we'd arrived; her smile was back, and she was relaxing. I wasn't so ready to back-down just yet; for all that Nim had been invited here for the weekend, there had been no greeting, no introduction from the hosts, whoever he, she, or they were, just this collection of young couples, none of whom seemed to know each other, from what I could gather from the snatches of conversation I overheard. What exactly was going on here?
I scanned the room, looking for Jane; Nim had said she was also invited, but I couldn't see her anywhere, and I was just about to ask Nim about her friend when the doors opened again, and another couple came in, but what a couple! He was tall, about my age, very good-looking, and obviously well built, with piercing blue eyes and a mop of black hair; the girl with him was something else, though; tall, slender and graceful, with a mass of long, jet-black hair, stunning, deep blue eyes, and pale, clear skin.
Nimmie aside, she was the most beautiful girl I'd ever seen, and she was obviously having the same effect on every other male in the room, judging by the soft ripple of indrawn breath from every male present. I was in love with Nimmie, of that I had no doubts at all, but if I couldn't have her, I'd have settled for the new girl without a moment's hesitation. She and the guy with her were obviously brother and sister, and with that realisation came another; every couple here resembled each other; they were all brothers and sisters, just like Nim and me. Once again that thread of disquiet fluttered in me; just what the hell was going on here?
The set of double doors at the other end of the room opened, and three people came in, two girls and a man a few years older than me. They were also obviously family, and the room silenced as everyone took them in, two beautiful girls with long, gold-threaded red hair, dressed in the most revealing cat-suits I'd ever seen, slit from ankle to hip on the legs and with wide, plunging necklines that continued almost to their crotches, and a guy I assumed to be their older brother. The older of the girls smiled at everyone, and began speaking.
"Good afternoon, ladies and gentlemen, thank you for attending our little gathering. It's good to see so many of you here; we shall strive to make your weekend a memorable one!"
The way she emphasised the word 'memorable', with a small, knowing smile, made me wonder what she meant, but I said nothing as she continued speaking.
"You may be wondering why you are here, but by the end of the weekend, all your questions will have been more than satisfactorily answered, of that you can be certain! My name is Sylvie, and this is my younger sister, Robyn, and my older brother Evan; we are your hosts for the weekend, welcome to our home!"
While she'd been talking, the other girl had been circulating through the crowd, saying something to each girl, who'd smiled, nodded, and left her brother to go stand by the closed double doors. When she came up to us and whispered something to Nim, she did the same, flashing me a smile and patting my arm before joining the other girls before I could object. What the hell?



When all the girls had gathered by the doors, they swung open, and the girl Sylvie turned back to once more address all us guys standing there with our mouths hanging open.
"Gentlemen, as you've no doubt been made aware, this is a special weekend, and the ladies have made a special effort as regards their...attire for the festivities to come, so if you will excuse them, they will have to leave for a short while, to get ready to look their best for you. Please, there are refreshments, I invite you to help yourselves, we won't be gone long. Until later, gentlemen!" With that, the doors swung open and all the girls filed out behind Robyn, Evan and Sylvie bringing up the rear, and the doors clicked shut behind them. Nim looked back and flashed me a warm smile, reassuring me, but I still didn't feel good about this whole thing; we were here in a huge, rambling house, God knows where, completely at the mercy of God knows who, and now she'd gone off with a bunch of strangers; to say I was uneasy would be to understate things considerably, but it was too late; she'd gone, and I had to trust that she'd be back soon, because I had a bad feeling about this whole thing, and I wasn't alone in that; from what I could hear around me, most of the other guys weren't too happy about what had just happened either.
There was nothing I could do about it, and to be honest, Nim hadn't looked too worried; if anything, she'd looked delighted and excited, so maybe she knew something I didn't. However, as time passed, I began to get more and more jittery; something was wrong here, very wrong; what kind of hosts split up their guests and disappeared with one half of the; why all the security; and just who were these people anyway? How did Nimmie know people with this kind of wealth? We were just ordinary people, from ordinary backgrounds, and went to ordinary schools; we didn't have these kind of people in our address books, and this definitely wasn't the kind of social circle we moved in, so just how did Nim know someone like this 'Sylvie' person?
Questions like this occupied my mind while I listened with half an ear to the buzz of conversation going on around me. I had been right; every man here had been brought here by his younger siste; no-one knew anyone else, but all their sisters knew this 'Sylvie', if that was even her real name, so just what in the name of all fuck was going on here? I'd just about decided to try and get out of there and find Nimmie when the double doors swung open as noiselessly as before and Sylvie and Robyn entered, but now they looked totally different, oh God yes, but what a difference!
The two girls were dressed in identical outfits of contrasting colours; they were both wearing clinging mini-dresses, Sylvie in what looked like red latex, and Robyn in glossy black, with matching stiletto heels, with their hair in ponytails. They paused for a few seconds, then Sylvie spoke to us, but to be honest, I was too busy ogling those two stunning girls to pay much attention to what she was saying; that, and wondering where the hell Nim had disappeared to...
With an effort, I made myself pay attention; this might be important.
"Gentlemen, I'm sorry to have kept you waiting for so long, you know how it is, sometimes it takes a little extra effort to make that bigger bang. The ladies are waiting to show you their chosen attire for the evening, so, if you please...the ladies!"
I tore my eyes away from Sylvie's neckline as the girls began filing back into the room and my breath caught in my throat; none of them was wearing anything more than a few scraps of lace, stockings, and high heels; the room was suddenly awash with nearly-naked girls, and then my jaw dropped; Nim, bringing-up the rear, dressed in the scantiest, most revealing garment I'd ever seen; a few strips of frilly lace, white stockings leaving the tops of her perfect, milky thighs bare, and oh no! I could see her nipples all the way across the room! It took a real effort to not stare at them, but when I finally tore my eyes away from her chest, I looked into the face of the most beautiful girl in the room, a golden-haired, green-eyed angel, and she was my sister, and she was almost naked, in a room full of strange men!
She walked up to me, a small smile on her face, her patented Nimmie 'I just put one over on you' smile of triumph, but all I could do was stare in disbelief; never, in all my wildest dreams did I ever think I'd see her like this for real, and, I'm ashamed to say, I kind of overreacted. She swayed up to me and stroked my chest lightly, and murmured:
"So, now you know; how do like this, Rowan? It's all for you, Roly, anything you want!"
I lost it; my beautiful little sister dressed like that, coming on to me, in front of strangers? I yanked my shirt off and bundled it around her, oblivious to her efforts to push me off.
"No, Rowan, don't, please, what are you doing, I just wanted...!" but I cut her off, basically shouting her down, overbearing her, and glaring at her while I covered up her nakedness. I made myself not listen, because I was mad at her for pulling this stunt, here, in front of strangers; mad at her, and even angrier at myself because I knew then that I wanted her, in the worst possible way, and I couldn't have her, no matter how much I wanted to hold her, and kiss her quivering lips, and fondle her body, that soft, stunning, perfect body. I knew, if I did that, then we'd be lost, it would be too late, and we'd never be able to fix it...
Somewhere in the background, one of the sisters was telling everyone why they were there, and the part of me that was listening felt a surge of horror, tinged with revulsion; this was some kind of incest club? How the hell did my kid sister know of things like this? Didn't she know how wrong this was? Oh my God, we were in a room full of brothers and sisters who were here to have sex with each other! I had to get her ou; I couldn't let this happen; supposing the police got wind of this? It didn't bear thinking about; all I knew was, I had to get my little sister out of this...this deviants' paradise, get her somewhere safe, then try and figure out how to get us home again.
Nimmie struggled against me. I could feel her trying to get away. She was crying, and that shocked me too; the last time I'd seen her cry was the day dad walked out, almost nine years earlier, and now here she was, held tightly in the circle of my arms, crying and struggling to get away from me. I let her go, still too confused and angry to understand fully what was going on here, and then the girl Robyn was there, her arm around my baby sister as she led her away, still crying bitterly.
"That could have gone better..." said a soft voice, and I spun around to see the brother (Evan?) looking at me sympathetically.
"I guess it wasn't exactly what you were expecting, eh?" he murmured, and I nodded, still not trusting myself to speak. Evan lifted an eyebrow as he took my arm.
"Go to her, Rowan. She really needs you now, and you need to try and fix things with her."
He looked at me closely, and shook his head slightly.
"Look, I understand how this came as a complete shock to you, but you need to look at her, too; all she wants is you. Look at all the trouble she went through to get you here. Don't tell me that was all just a whim or a prank; I saw you when you both came in, I saw how she looked at you, she's got you bad, and I can see it's not one-sided. Help her out now; go to her; that's what she needs."
I was still struggling with all this; I wanted her so badly, but I didn't want to be as open as this, it wasn't me, and now I'd hurt the most precious thing in my universe. She was crying her heart out, and it was my fault. So I retreated into idiocy, lashing out instead.
"How can you people do this, this is just not right, your sisters..."
I trailed-off in the face of his raised eyebrow.
"Don't judge us, Rowan; you don't know enough about us, or who or what we are, to have the right to do that. What we do is what we do, and sometimes we allow others to share that with us. We don't hurt anyone, and we don't allow any of our guests to be hurt-in any way. In any way at all. Naomi brought you here because she wanted with you what I have with my two sisters, because she loves you, and she's in love with you. Now, are you going to make this right with her? Or do I call a car and get you both out of here?"
I nodded, still too embarrassed and confused to speak, but that flare of anger was gone; this was Nim, still my baby sister, and she'd done something I thought was stupid and dangerous, and I was scared for her, and angry with myself for scaring her, not angry with her, never that; I loved her.
Evan took my arm.
"Let's get you back to your room, and we'll leave you to sort this out; talk to her, Rowan, try and see what she's feeling, but if you still want to leave after she's told you everything, then we'll sort that out for you; you're not a prisoner, you're my guest, in my house, and I only want what's best for you and Naomi. Let's go."
****
Part 4: Naomi
As the doors closed behind us, Robyn brought us to a halt, and held up her hand for silence. We all complied, and she grinned at us.
"Alright ladies, I assume you brought the outfits you hope will unleash the beast in your brothers?"
We all smiled and nodded, so she continued.
"Good, we'll show you to the rooms you've been assigned for your visit here; all your luggage has been taken there, so now is the time; if any of you are having second thoughts, tell me now, otherwise I will assume you agree with what will follow. Is there anyone who wants to leave? Please, if you have any lingering doubts, any whatsoever, if you've changed your mind, please, please tell me now; I don't want you getting into something you're not completely happy about. Are you all clear on that?"
Amid a low chorus of 'yes' from everyone present, Robyn led us all down a corridor past a series of brightly it rooms, which she told us were fully-stocked pantries, and we were to help ourselves any time the whim took us, before turning into a long corridor with a row of doors on each side, which she unlocked for each girl, until it was my turn. She opened my room and showed me in.
"Hurry up, now. We'll be back to collect you in fifteen minutes, so get a move on, Nimmie, we need to make a grand entrance!" she smiled, and I followed instructions, hurriedly stripping out of my travelling clothes and buttoning myself into the outfit I'd chosen to stun Roly with.
Exactly on time a chime sounded, and as I stepped out of the room, so Robyn was there with the other girls, a low murmur of conversation the only sound in that elegant corridor. She smiled encouragingly, and snapped a silver bracelet around my wrist. With that done, she turned and addressed the assembled girls.
"Okay, ladies, no more waiting; your brothers are waiting for you. Let's show them you're all worth the wait!"
"Ladies, this is it; in a few seconds, your brothers are going to discover the real reason you brought them here; I know you had to use subterfuge and a little bit of, shall we say, 'imaginative' truth-massaging, so now, once I open these doors, the cat's out of the bag, and things will change between you and your brothers' forever, so I have to ask you one last time; is this really , REALLY what you want? No going back once that door opens; you'll have to live with the consequences. So, are you ready?"
We all nodded eagerly, and once again she smiled.
"Then let's go ladies; let's show your big brothers you're not little sisters anymore!"
We waited, almost bursting with excitement, and then the doors opened and there were the boys, their faces pictures of shocked amazement. As we trooped in, each girl paired-off with her brother, causing a loud buzz of conversation, although I only caught snatches here and there; my eyes were fixed on Rowan's face, watching the look of shock as I swayed up to him, to pose in front of him, and the silence from him, in contrast to the gasps of appreciation from the other boys in the room. I waited for him to tell me how gorgeous I was, how stunning, how much he wanted me, but all I got was that shocked silence, and when I reached out to touch him, his hands stayed locked by his side, his eyes narrowed, and a pulse began to beat in his throat, even as his jaw muscles bunched and rippled.
"Well, what do you think, Rowan, do you like it?" I preened, hoping my utter gorgeousness had stunned him momentarily, and any second now he was going to grab me, like all the other men seemed to be doing with their little sisters.
"Nim, what the fuck are you doing in that get-up?" he hissed, and I stopped dead; this wasn't in the script, he was supposed to sweep me into his arms, not stare at me like I was plague-struck; what was going on here?
Somewhere in the background I could hear Sylvie, or maybe Robyn, telling everyone why they were here, but it was just a background murmur to the tumult going on in my head as Rowan stared at me in horror.
"Nim, what's going on, look at you, is this some kind of...of prank? Answer me!" he gritted, before pulling off his shirt and wrapping it around me, his lips set in a thin, bloodless line; he was furious. He pulled his shirt tight around me and stepped back, his eyes dark and pitiless.
"Cover yourself up, Nim; you can't prance around in front of strangers dressed like...that, just look at yourself! God, Nim, what were you thinking of? Just get your clothes, we are leaving, now!"
I stood stock-still, tears blurring my vision; he wasn't supposed to lose it with me, he was supposed to grab me and hold me and tell me he wanted me, not...this, not shame me like this, like I was doing something dirty!
Just then a pair of arms enfolded me, I looked up, and it was Robyn, her eyes calm, sympathetic, and that's when the tears came; of loss, of humiliation, and yes, anger too, that the one man in the world I'd thrown myself at had batted me away with a couple of sentences.
"Shh, come with me, it's alright, it's alright..." she soothed as she led me away, "tell me what happened Nimmie, maybe we can fix this."
I looked around. No-one seemed to be staring; they were all lost in each other. I started crying even harder. I should have been one of them, Rowan should have been looking at me like that, I should have been in his arms, not alone and crying while the man of my dreams stood back glowering at me. Evan appeared at his side, taking his arm and saying something only he could hear. The hostility in his eyes seemed to die down a little, but he was still red-faced and not at all the placid, pliable, amiable Rowan I'd grown-up with.
And so we stood there while everyone else trooped out past us, all those girls hand in hand with their own dream-men, staring curiously at me as I cried against the wall in Robyn's arms, until finally there was only Robyn, Evan, Rowan, and me alone in that room where everything had gone so wrong.
Finally, when the room was clear, Evan shut the door, and began talking to Rowan in a low voice. Robyn, meanwhile, had produced a handkerchief and dried my eyes like I was a small child, which made me smile even in the face of what had just happened.
"Tell me what happened Nim, did your brother turn you down?"
I nodded, and her lips pursed for a second, then once again she was drying my eyes.
"Did he say why?" she asked softly, and I shook my head, still unable to speak while the tears waited to catch me again.
Robyn held my chin, and gently turned my face to look her in the eyes.
"I think we can fix this, Nimmie. Look at him; he's not angry. I don't think he was angry at all. I think you just gave him a little too much all at once. Why don't we go to your room? Maybe once you've both had a chance to calm down a little, you can talk to each other, yes? How does that sound?"
I nodded, so with a final swipe at my eyes, she put her arm around my shoulder and guided me out. I could hear Rowan and Evan following behind. When we got to our room, an LED on my bracelet flared green and the door clicked open. Robyn led us in, then crossed over to the large bathroom, and came out with a thick bathrobe.
"Here you are, put this on and go and splash some water on your face, and do stop worrying; you're a knockout. Once Rowan gets past whatever it was that set him off, he's going to see that, and I guarantee you'll be okay; we saw you come in, I saw the way he watched you; he didn't even take a second glance at any of the other girls, pretty as they are; he only watched you, and I think he'll remember that."
She smiled, and gave me a quick wink.
"Don't worry, I think you'll make him see the light. You're gorgeous, Nimmie, he'd have to be dead to not want you! But, if by some mischance it does all go wrong, just press your bracelet, and we'll get you both out of here and back home. Now go and have a quick wash, and remember, he loves you, you just have to remind him of that. Good luck, sweetie! If you decide to stay, I think you should remain in here tonight, both of you; there's a banquet and a mixer, but I think you two might have some things to straighten-out, so you don't have to come if you don't want to. You know where the pantries are; if you get peckish, just dig-in and help yourselves. "
She dimpled as she brushed a few strands of hair out of my eyes.
"Maybe you two can have your own romantic feast, just the two of you, right here!"
****
Part 5: Rowan
Sitting there in the room, staring at that wall, all I could think of was the look on poor Nimmie's beautiful little face, the terrible loss in her eyes as she cried, and I'd done that to her. I'd made my adorable little sister cry just as surely as though I'd cracked her across the mouth. The girl Robyn, or maybe Sylvie, I didn't know, and it didn't really matter, had taken her away, and their brother had given me a good kick in the principles; he was right; Nimmie was in love with me, I could see that, but it took time before I finally admitted to myself that I was in love with her, fully, irrevocably, but I couldn't let anything come out of that love. This was England, a small place, and too many people knew we were brother and sister, and there were just too many records and databases we both appeared on, clearly and obviously siblings.
There'd been some high-profile cases in the papers over the last few years, and while the law had smacked them on the wrists and pretty much left them alone, what the tabloids had done to those poor people didn't bear thinking about. I couldn't do that to Nimmie. She and mum were all I had; what she wanted would blight her life forever. She wanted to be a nurse. How could that ever happen? How could she ever hope to get a job in any reputable hospital with something like this hanging over her? I was a man, I could disappear, start again somewhere far away, in a profession where this wouldn't follow me around the way it would her; I wasn't training to be a professional in the healthcare industry, where a spotless police record was obligatory.
No, this had to end, here and now; if I broke Nimmie's heart, well, given time, broken hearts mend; but if I took away her future, that was something I couldn't fix, and I certainly couldn't live with.
I was deep in thought, miles away from the here and now, wondering how I could ever repair this fence with her, when that sense of her I'd always had told me she was right behind me. I looked around, and there she was, wrapped in a huge robe, looking sad and small and dejected, and it was my fault. I had to do it; I had to tell her that no matter how much I loved her, we couldn't do this; it was better she dealt with a little pain today, because the alternative was a mountain of heartache tomorrow. There was no contest in my mind.



She sat next to me on the bed, obviously wondering what I was going to say; I could feel the apprehension coming off her in waves, so I did the only thing I could; I put my arm around her and drew her close. This may have been a hare-brained, weird idea on her part, but I still loved her, and the look on her face when I rejected her advances had torn me up inside too.
"So what now, Roly?" she murmured, her hand now enclosing mine as it draped around her shoulder.
"We go home, now Nim, that's what we do next. We go home, forget this happened, and carry on as normal, okay?" I murmured, still holding her close, ready to stem the tears when they came, if they came; Nimmie crying was pretty much a new one for me, and it had unsettled me in all kinds of ways. "Supposing I don't want to..." she murmured softly, and I turned to look at her.
"What was that, Nim?" I asked her gently, and she looked right into my eyes.
"You never gave me a chance, Roly, you just lost it with me. You never even asked what I wanted, or why I wanted what I did. You just got so angry, and you scared me..."
The sorrow in her voice wrenched at me. The fact she was right didn't help either; all I'd done was lose it with her, in front of everyone, shaming her, and I writhed inside when I admitted that to myself. This was Nimmie, after all, my sweet, nice-girl little sister, probably the best friend I had, and I'd had no right to go off like that in front of everyone.
"You're right, Nim, I should have listened, at the very least. I'm sorry, Nim-Nim; I didn't mean to hurt you or scare you; you know I'd cut off my own arm before I ever let you get hurt; forgive me, please, Nim-Nim."
She smiled at me using my pet-name for her. Encouraged by that, I ploughed on.
"Why don't you tell me now, and even if I don't understand, I promise I'll at least listen to everything you have to say."
She cocked her head at me, a quizzical expression on her face, then shook her head, before sliding off the bed, to stand in front of me.
"I know you think you'll listen, Roly, but you won't, not really, so I'm going to show you instead..." she murmured, undoing her belt, and, before I could stop her, the thick robe slid to the floor. Once again she was standing in front of me in that skimpy, sexy little lace garment. I made as if to pick up her bathrobe, but stopped dead as she popped a catch somewhere, and that white lace teddy, all that stood between her and complete nakedness, slid off her shoulders and also dropped to the floor.
I was speechless; I'd always known my little sister was pretty, and sweet, with a great body; now I saw just how beautiful, how magnificent she really was, every line and curve of her body a poem of alluring femininity. I stared, and as I stared, I knew I was lost; there was no going back for me now. This was all I would see for the rest of my life; my beautiful, unbelievably sexy sister, sex-appeal radiating off her in waves that crashed and broke over me in a torrent of sudden longing.
"Nim..." I whispered, and she smiled gently, her eyes glowing like green lamps.
"Are you listening now, Roly?" she smiled, "Because this was all only for you; now do you get why I brought you here? I'm sorry for deceiving you, it was wrong of me, but I couldn't think of any other way to bring you here and show you this. What do you think, Roly, am I what you want?"
I reached out for her, still speechless, intending to take her by her arms, maybe some vestige of big-brotherly instinct to cover her up still operating at some level, but she stepped closer, and my hands instead cupped her perfect breasts, and my downfall was complete. When those two perfect, wonderfully feminine orbs fell into my hands, and I slowly, gently squeezed and held them, glorying in the feel of her nipples so stiff and firm against my palms, I finally understood that she was, indeed, what I wanted, and she had been for the longest time. All my earlier misgivings faded, to be replaced by the certainty that somehow, some way, we'd find a way to deal with whatever the future held for us.
Nim reached up to caress my cheek and all my restraint gave way. My hands slipped around her waist so I could pull her closer and crush my lips to hers. Nimmie kissed me back just as fervently, her arms locking around my neck even as my hands drifted down to clutch and squeeze at her perfect bottom, making her kiss me even harder. We kissed like two mad things, our breath hissing as soft groans and panting moans escaped from our tightly locked lips.
I knew how wrong this was; this beautiful girl in my arms was my sister, the one person in the world you're not supposed to do things like this with, but I didn't care, not any more. Nimmie had made it abundantly clear what she wanted; she'd gone to these extreme lengths to trap me with her; what could I do but bow to the inevitable?
Nim was beautiful in ways none of the girls I knew were. She'd made it clear I was the one she wanted, I already loved her, and now, after all the teasing, and wanting, and doubt and soul-searching, I was ready to admit I'd been wrong all along, that I'd been lying to myself all along. I did want her; I wanted her so badly it was like an aching, emptiness inside me, and holding her like this, kissing her so fiercely, so hard, I could feel that hollowness dissipating.
It may have been wrong, and illegal, and taboo, but it was right for us, of that I was finally sure. None of the problems I'd thrown in front of us mattered to me anymore; only she did, and what she wanted.
Nim pulled back from me to hold my face in her hands and look into my eyes.
"I brought you here to give myself to you, Roly, that was the only reason, this is what this place is for, and I want to do everything with you. I never had any boyfriends, and I never dated, because I knew I was only for you, that all I had was only ever for you. I want you to make love to me, Roly, every way you can, in any way you want, and I want to make love to you the same way; whatever you want, wherever you want to go, I want to go there too. Have you got that?"
I looked open-mouthed at her, unable to believe she was saying what she was saying, wondering if I was reading her correctly, but then she took my hand and placed it over the soft peach-fuzz of golden, almost invisible, hair at the juncture of her thighs and rubbed herself against me. As I held my hand still, afraid of what I wanted to do next, much as I wanted to plunder that warm dampness, she ground against me, that sparse golden delta of curls silky-soft against the flat of my hand.
"I want you to fuck me, Roly" she whispered, her eyes softly glowing, "I want you to take me and show me, and keep on showing me, because I know you want to, and I want you to. It's all for you, Rowan, it'll only ever be for you!"
With that she kissed me again, and this time I didn't hesitate. I wanted her, and now I knew what she wanted, I was going to have her! All those years of tormenting myself with her, all those late night fantasies, all that yearning, and guilt, and suppressed need had finally brought me her, and I was going to take her with both hands! My hands slid automatically around her waist and once more clutched her marvellous, springy bottom, my fingers gently kneading and massaging that warm, silky flesh even as our lips and tongues explored each other's.
I felt her fingers on my buckle and groaned into our kiss as it hit me; we were going to be naked together, I was finally going to have her!
Nim broke our kiss to smile at me.
"Lift up, Roly..." she smiled, and I gawped for a second before I got her; how could she pull my slacks off while I was sitting on them? I jumped to my feet as Nim finished unbuckling me, unhooking the waistband and pushing my slacks down in one movement before sliding her hands round and squeezing my backside.
"Mmm, what a lovely solid bum you've got!" she purred, "I always wanted to see it, oh and this, too..."
With that, she grabbed the front of my shorts, which were tented-out by now, showing her exactly what she was doing to me. As she held me, she looked into my eyes, then grinned naughtily as she slid her hand inside the waistband of my shorts. I groaned as her warm little hand clutched my rock-solid cock.
"Oh my God, Roly, it feels wonderful, I always wondered, and now..."
She trailed off as her hand slowly held me tight, then gently pumped me a couple of times, watching me closely at the same time, a wicked grin on her face, the tip of her little pink tongue poking out of the corner of her mouth. Her other hand slid up to the back of my neck, urging me to bow forward, and as our lips met, she pushed me backwards onto the bed. I was caught unawares, and as I toppled, she went with me, to land on top of me, her hand still wrapped tightly around my cock. Now she had me where she wanted me (and where I wanted to be, let us not forget!) She let go of me to tug at my shorts.
"Off, Roly, take them off...!" she muttered, so I obliged, helping her to push my shorts down. As my cock slapped against my belly, Nimmie sat astride me, her hands resting on my stomach as she slowly slid herself back and forth along the length of my erection.
I was in agony; her pussy felt damp, hot, smooth, soft, and utterly delightful, and I wanted her so badly. I reached for her waist to pull her to me, but she intercepted my hands, twining her fingers in mine as she rubbed herself against me, her weight holding my hands flat against the bed.
"No, Roly, this first!" she grinned, pressing herself harder against me, rubbing my cock between her labia in that grinding, back-and-forth motion. Suddenly she leaned down, planting her lips against mine. As we kissed, our tongues flicked and rubbed together, but not wildly. Rather it was a tender kiss, gentle and exploratory, almost like a first kiss, and, in a way, I suppose it was a first, it was our first kiss as a real couple, because that was what we now were. As we kissed, Nim let go of my hands and instead cupped my face as she kissed me.
"I love you, Roly, only you." She whispered, then kissed me again, a quick peck before kissing my chin, my throat, my chest, and on down my torso, giggling when her teeth snagged the hairs on my chest and made me jump.
Her nearness, her scent, her soft, warm lips tracking down my body, all were slowly driving me crazy, but when she cupped my balls and softly kissed the sticky tip of my penis, I nearly lost it right there. Nim giggled softly as I twitched, then suddenly there was softness and heat and wet succulence as she slowly engulfed the head of my cock in her hot, soft little mouth. I screwed my eyes shut and tried to distract myself in any way I could, because if I'd looked into her eyes, I would definitely have lost it. My first blowjob, and it was my hottie little sister; I don't know which was hotter, that I was finally getting a blowjob, or that it was Nimmie who was blowing me.
As she sucked, she gently squeezed and massaged my scrotum, while slowly pumping my cock; try as I might, there was no way I could hold back, there was just too much happening all at once; her mouth was hot and wet, and her tongue was driving me insane as it looped around and around the head of my cock, teasing, stroking, cajoling me, her gentle but insistent fingers squeezing and touching me as she sucked. It was too much.
"Nim...Nim, stop, please...!" I groaned, "Nimmie, I'm going..."
It was too late; as I opened my eyes, she looked right into them, and winked as she smiled and sucked one last time, and that did it.
"Ooohhh Goooddd!" I groaned, as what felt like a solid wad of spunk pulsed inside my cock before spurting into her hot little mouth. Nimmie's eyes opened wide, but she never stopped sucking, her tongue and throat working as I shot pulse after pulse of semen straight into her mouth. She swallowed them all, gulping my hot tribute down as fast as I could unload it into her. My body was rigid as the most intense orgasm I'd ever experienced ripped and tore through me, a gigantic wave of sweet agony that centered on my cock and erupted inside my sister's mouth again and again.
I almost passed out from the shock of that mind-shattering blast of pure pleasure, only vaguely feeling the soft lips and gentle tongue moving restlessly around my sensitive cock-head, easing me, calming and caressing and slowly bringing me down again from the heights I'd just ascended. I slumped back down, my heart pounding. One fact zipped and clamoured in my head; Nimmie, my Nim-Nim, my gorgeous baby sister, had just given me the most profound sexual experience of my entire life. None of the few girlfriends I'd had would ever have done for me what she had just done, and now I knew my head had changed forever; Nim wasn't my sister anymore; now she was my girl, and the only one for me.
As I floated along, I felt her slip into place beside me. My hands instinctively slid around her waist, cupping and squeezing her bum as though it was the most natural action in the world. I looked into her eyes, and smiled back as she smiled and kissed me playfully on the tip of my nose.
"See, Roly, I told you I'd show you!" she giggled softly, and at the sound of that throaty, sexy little laugh, together with the feel of her soft nakedness pressed against me, I could feel myself hardening again, no matter that I'd just come so explosively mere moments before. Nim ground gently against me, obviously feeling me reacting to her as well.
"Rowan, you stud!" she whispered, grinning all the while, and then I gasped as she once more took me in hand and squeezed as she pumped me once, twice, three times.
"Is there anything you want, big brother?" she whispered as she nibbled my earlobe, making goosebumps flash up and down my entire body. I didn't need any further urging, so I leaned up and rolled her onto her back before gently easing her thighs open so I could see and feast on the pink, swollen treasure there at the apex of her long, silky-smooth thighs. I wanted to tease her first, though, so I began with those fat, solid, perfect little nipples that had been torturing me for so long now, sucking greedily on each one in turn, flicking them with my tongue even as I scraped them gently with my teeth.
Nim gasped and shuddered in time to my ministrations, holding my head against her soft, firm breasts, moaning softly as I cupped and squeezed and fondled her perfect tits even as I licked and sucked and gnawed on her irresistible nipples.
"Roly, please..." she murmured, squirming under me, letting me know what she wanted. So I left off teasing her breasts, instead kissing and licking all the way down her perfect body. I don't know what Nim did to keep her body so perfectly in trim, but whatever it was, it was working, because I'd never seen such a wonderfully sculpted female form. From the perfect curve of her toned belly to the smooth rounded contours of her thighs and taut, firm little bum to her slim calves and sexy little feet, every part of her made me want to bite her to see if she tasted as good as she looked...
As I kissed my way down her body, pausing only to tickle her pretty little navel with my tongue-tip, I could smell her arousal, the rich, sweet tang of her need, and I wanted to taste her, to confirm to myself she tasted as good as she smelled, so I slid my tongue down to the apex of her pink little slit, the lips swelling and darkening before my eyes, easily visible through the sleek, neatly trimmed puff of soft, silky hairs. Her sparse, downy pubic curls were a soft delight as I twirled them with my tongue-tip, and I was instantly glad she wasn't one of those girls who waxed and shaved their Delta of Venus into oblivion; as herself, completely 'au naturelle', she was a delight to my lips and tongue and a feast for my eyes.
Nim groaned softly as my tongue-tip brushed her stiff little nub and squirmed her hips sexily. I couldn't resist lapping at her sweet little labia, puffed and pink and delicious-looking as they were, making her jump with a soft 'Oh, oh!" before purring and once more squirming against me.
"Oh yes, Roly, like that, oh yeah, please, more baby, more...!" she murmured more or less continually as I bored-in, lapping hungrily at her. Her scent rose strong now, sweet and musky, inflaming me, driving me on.Nnow I didn't care in the slightest that this was my baby sister groaning and sighing and thrusting her mound against my mouth; now it was just a beautiful naked girl, and I wanted to eat her, to taste her depths, and then I was going to fuck her as hard as I could; all I wanted was to own her, to own her body and soul, and heart and mind; she was mine now, and I was going to damned well make sure she never forgot that!
"Roly, please, no more, please..." she murmured, ruffling my hair, but I wasn't finished with her yet. When I suddenly pulled her toward me and pushed her legs as high and as wide as they would go, she squeaked in surprise, then groaned once more when I stabbed her tight little rosebud with the tip of my tongue, moistening and jabbing at her tight little orifice while she sighed liquidly and thrust her hips against me, urging me to do more and more.
"No Roly, so dirty, it's so dirty, oh God, you're so dirty...!" she moaned, holding my head firmly against her as I licked and probed her most secret place; this was my fantasy, this is what I'd watched 'Alyssa' do, and wished it was me doing it to Nimmie, and now it was actually happening; my darkest fantasy was coming true, and I had no intention of stopping, not now...
I could have stayed there half the night, tonguing and lapping at her, pushing my tongue into her secret, taboo places and listening to her soft, tremulous sighs and sexy little mews when I touched somewhere especially sensitive, but Nim had other ideas.
"Rowan, please, stop, you're killing me, no more, please...!" she groaned, finally twisting out of my grasp and rolling onto her belly. I growled and pulled her legs open and once more pushed my face into her crotch, nibbling at her as I licked and probed. I could feel her body tensing as she shook and mewed under me, but I had an unbreakable hold on her thighs, and as I slid two fingers into her damp and swollen pussy, I jammed my tongue into her tight, pink little crinkle as hard as I could.
"OH MY GOD!" she screamed as she came like a thunderbolt; her body went stiff as her fingers dug into the bed-covers, while her pussy twitched and trembled under my tongue. When I rolled her over and clamped my mouth onto her tense little pussy, I rubbed her taut, stiff little clitoris with the rough of my tongue, and once again she screamed, her back arching as she came again, this time a fine spray of her sweet musk enveloping my face and coating my lips with her salty-sweet, tangy juices.
I held her against me, enjoying the feel and taste of her pussy as it twitched and quivered under my tongue, but she'd had enough, so I resorted to kissing and nibbling her gently, soothing her after what I'd put her through. Nimmie stretched and curled against me, while I kissed and brushed her labia with my lips, soothing her and easing her back down to earth after the fireworks and thunderclaps of her climax.
"Mmm, that feels nice, kiss me some more Roly..." she murmured, dreamily running her fingers through my hair, so I complied; I would do anything for this beautiful girl, anything at all, and so I kissed and lapped softly, gently at her, holding and squeezing her lovely firm little bum cheeks as I did so, living out a few fantasies of my own!
When I thought she'd taken as much as she could handle, I reluctantly kissed her sweet little pussy one last time, and slid up the bed to lie next to her, and reached out to caress her properly.
"Thank you, Roly-Poly!" she whispered, "warm me up, I want you to hold me so I can sleep, you made me so tired!"



As she spoke, she rubbed her hand over my chest and over my hip, before finally squeezing my buttock, grinning as she did so.
"You've got a lovely bum, big feller!" she smiled impishly, and sighed happily when I pulled her close to me, stretching and yawning prettily, before she turned around and pushed her soft, warm little backside into me, spooning herself tightly against me.
"Wake me up soon, Roly; I know where to find some cake!" she murmured, then sighed, and was almost immediately fast asleep. I did think about pulling the covers over us, but the room was warm, and I was too languorous to move, so I contented myself with holding her close and inhaling the scent of her hair, and that, together with her deep, even breathing lulled me to sleep too. *
A soft chime jerked me awake, momentarily disoriented, wondering what the hell Nim was doing huddled against me stark naked, with my arm curled around her, cuddling her beautiful breasts like I had a right to. After a couple of seconds it all spun back into place, and I grinned a little shamefacedly at the memory of my reactions when Nim had first appeared, and then later, when I saw her naked in all her glory for the first time.
I laid my head back down next to hers, her hair soft against my face as I once more enjoyed the sweet, floral scent of her hair and the feel of her soft skin against mine. I was also becoming painfully aware of something happening below my waist, as my cock slowly, inexorably rose, finally prodding her in her delicious little bum.
Just then, Nimmie wriggled gently against me, grinding herself into my now fully erect cock.
"Hello Roleee!" she warbled, "that feels nice; is it for me?" before giggling, and grinding herself into me once more, causing some serious friction as little Rowan wedged firmly between the cheeks of her firm, squeezable little bottom.
I was torn between tickling her, or kissing the back of her neck and her ear while I did a little exploring, but the urge to explore won out, and so my hands slid under and around her to cup and squeeze her breasts while I ground right back at her, listening to her breathy little gasps as I rubbed and gently tweaked her stiff nipples.
"Ooohh, that's nice, more, please..," she murmured, pushing herself even further into me while she began rubbing and caressing her pussy, and a flush slowly rose in her cheeks. By this time I had a seriously needful erection, and her bum wrapped around it as it was, was giving me ideas. Now I needed to fuck her so hard I was trembling with anticipation.
Nim obviously could tell what was going through my mind, because suddenly I felt her fingertips gently stroking and scratching my balls, the sensation both exquisite and almost agonising as the need to fuck her brains out exploded in me.
"I want to fuck, you, Nimmie, right now!" I growled in her ear. She responded by squeezing my balls gently before spinning round to face me.
"At last, I thought you'd never ask!" she smiled, throwing her leg over my hip and bringing her hot, damp little pussy into contact with my straining cock-head as she kissed me hard. That was the final straw, now she'd done it, and she squeaked in surprise as I rolled her onto her back with me poised above her, the tip of my cock trembling mere millimetres from her pussy.
"Are you sure, Nim-Nim? Because there's no going back after this..." I whispered, holding myself back with a gigantic effort of will.
Nim looked me in the eyes, her gaze clear and unworried.
"This is all I want, Roly-poly!" she whispered, "This is why I brought you here. I want this, and so do you, so please, Ro, don't stop now!"
*
Part 6: Naomi
When Rowan, my big silly bear took me in his arms and held me the way he did, that little knot of apprehension (and fear as well) inside me, the one I thought would never go away, suddenly unravelled and disappeared. My big brother, the man I loved most in the world, in all the ways it's possible to love a man, was ready to see me the way I'd been seeing him for so long now. His hands on me told me everything I needed to know, and his gentleness as he held me and caressed me wiped away any remaining doubts; he was mine now, and I was his.
That moment, where I'd shrugged-off that silly lace thing and showed him my body properly, that was the moment I knew we'd finally crossed our Rubicon, that we'd begun our new life as us, not just Rowan Redman and his little sister. He'd reached for me, and taken my breasts in his hands, his touch so soft, so gentle, it was like being caressed by a light breeze, but the look in his eyes told me everything; now, at last, he knew who I was, and who we were, his epiphany as profound as mine all those months ago when I first saw him naked and started down the path that brought us here.
When we made love, it was with all the gentleness I knew he had in him; no tearing, pain-filled invasion of me; rather his lips, and tongue caressed me with all the gentleness and care for me that lay at the core of his soul; this was the one man in the world who would never hurt me, who would protect and defend me from the cares that dog all others, and he let all that come to the fore as his tender kisses and gently insistent tongue drove me to the brink of ecstasy and beyond. When I suckled him, and he gave me what I wanted most from him, he became a part of me in ways I still can't explain, but which remain with me to this day.
*
I fell asleep in the arms of my lover, my sweet, handsome brother, and dreamed of our lives together, of the things we'd done, and seen, and where our paths had led us, and then the focus shifted, and I saw, clear as day, where we were going, the lives we were going to lead, the family and loved ones we'd gather around us over the years. It was the most beautiful dream I'd ever had, and what made it all the more special was that I knew that Rowan, my Roly-poly, was going to make it all happen for us, because this was what he wanted too; I could actually feel his dream melding so seamlessly with mine that they were now one and the same.
When I woke, it was to feel his big cock nestled between the cheeks of my bum, hard and urgent. As I moved against him, I felt more than heard his gasping intake of breath, and when he began touching and caressing me, all my desires flowered into one pressing, urgent need: to have him inside me, filling me with his flesh and his seed. When he finally prepared to enter me, he hesitated; I could see the concern in his eyes, and his final question, but I already had the answer; I wanted this more than anything in the world. So I looked into his eyes and nodded, beckoning him on, into me, and letting him know that this was for real, that it was what I wanted, and that I was his for the taking, right there and then, and forever after.
When he pushed himself into me, I literally saw stars; there was a little pain, but not much. My gymnastics with my plastic plaything had readied me for this, but he was larger, thicker, softer, harder, a myriad of things all at once, and so much more beautiful than any plastic object; he was the real thing, my lover, and when he filled me like nothing ever had before, his cock jammed into me to the hilt, the overload of sensation, coupled with my emotional state, pushed me over the edge into a screaming, sobbing welter of indescribable pleasure such as I'd never dreamed possible.
I couldn't help but push back against him, feeling my engorged clitoris rubbing so wonderfully against his own pubic thatch. When he withdrew and powered back into me, I nearly fainted from the shock of sensation that jarred through me all over again. I couldn't keep this up, I didn't know how much I could take, I only knew it wouldn't take much, not with what I was feeling, and when he kissed me while simultaneously ramming himself endlessly into me, I lost all control, my orgasm rearing up and crashing through me like a tidal-wave of pleasure, leaving me unable to even scream in the catharsis of release.
Rowan, so intimately connected to me, gasped as I tightened around him, his body rigid and his muscles locked as I pulsed and quivered through that gigantic climax. I could feel him swell and throb inside me, the white heat of his spunk spurting deep inside me, rocking me on and on as he filled me with himself.
The moment of pure ecstasy passed but my eyes stayed locked shut as ripples and tremors shivered through me and my nipples burned, engorged and throbbing as my body surfed through the waves of pleasure engulfing me. Rowan stayed locked in place above me. His beautiful eyes were the first thing I saw when I opened mine.
"Hello sweetness!" he smiled, his eyes soft and blurry in the afterglow surrounding and warming me and when I smiled back he kissed me. When he did that, two tears spilled from my eyes, because now I was absolutely sure, all the way down to the deepest, most hidden parts of me, that he really was mine, and we were together for real. His look of concern warmed me even more as he rolled us over so now I was lying prone on him, his thick cock still buried in me, still hard and hot. This time I smiled when he wiped the tears away with his thumbs, his hands big and soft and so incredibly gentle.
"Don't cry Nim, whatever I did, I'm sorry, I didn't mean it, please, don't cry..." he murmured, looking so worried I couldn't help but grin.
"It's okay, Ro, it's all okay, I promise! I'm fine, baby, really, I'm just so happy, you made my first time so wonderful, I just love you to bits..."
He looked puzzled as he tried to put me being happy with me crying in the same box and I had to smile all over again; it didn't matter how many girls he'd had before me, and I knew it wasn't a very big number, or how worldly he thought he was, he still had that basic, almost child-like innocence that had always made him so attractive. He looked so adorable being so puzzled I just had to kiss him, and he responded just as warmly, his hands sliding around my waist and coming to rest on my bottom, which he then began to squeeze rhythmically, kneading and massaging my cheeks and pulling my anus open when he separated the cheeks.
When he did that, I knew what I wanted him to do to me, but not yet; right now we had unfinished business...
I think a lifetime of reading my expression suddenly clicked in him, because my darling Roly-poly grinned at me and left off squeezing and fondling my bum and instead eased me closer so we were almost lip-to-lip, then smiled and winked at me.
"That's your 'cake' face, Nim; someone wants cake, don't they?" he grinned, so I kissed him anyway and rolled off him.
"I need a shower, Ro, so do you. I'll do your back if you'll do mine, deal? And no touchie-feelie, I'm hungry, we'll do that later!" I promised him. Rowan's face lit up, and so we spent a very enjoyable fifteen minutes or so soaping, lathering, shampooing and rinsing each other off. I know Roly was feeling something, if that thing of his was to be believed, but then, after running my hands all over his lovely lean bod I was feeling a certain...need...myself.
But we'd agreed; foodies, then nookie, so I pulled on one of his university tee-shirts, which came down to mid-thigh, so I was dressed modestly enough to go wandering the halls, and Roly plumped for a pair of shorts and a tee. With his hair still damp and dark, and, for once, sleeked back from his forehead, he looked casual, relaxed, completely at ease, and totally delicious; seeing him like that, I almost gave up on the cake, not with him looking so desirable. However, there are some appetites that need immediate attention, unfortunately...
I led him from the room and down to the pantries all we girls had been shown earlier. There were several pantries, all of them long and well-lit, with a line of refrigerators, wine coolers filled with soft drinks, and racks of fresh fruit along one wall, and in the middle of the room those lightweight bistro- type metal tables and matching chairs you sometimes see on the pavement outside restaurants in the summer, with bread-baskets and butter-dishes on each one.
It was also completely deserted, which I thought was odd, but welcome; I wasn't ready to face any of the others just yet, not after that scene earlier, so Roly sat me down while he filled plates with cold meats, lobster salad, smoked salmon, sliced pork pie (my favourite), dressed crab, crayfish tails in mayonnaise, another of my favourites, bowls of fresh fruit salad, and not forgetting some slices of cake; he had remembered my one vice, what a sweet boy!
While we ate, we talked about what we did next; it was a little strange, sitting there in that brightly lit, deserted room, surrounded by some of the best food I'd ever seen, in a house that was God only knew where, eating ravenously after the best sex in the world, with my brother, no less, but it was a good kind of strange, not weird, just...different. Rowan was his usual attentive self, but now there was a difference; now, instead of bantering, there were long, searching glances, meaningful pauses and silences that spoke volumes, and always, his hands on me, holding me, lightly caressing me, even the act of wiping a spot of mayonnaise from my chin a caress rather than a simple gesture.
The food was delicious, it filled the void, and sitting there in that large, silent room, just Roly and me, it should have felt odd, or intimidating, just the two of us eating alone in that big silent space, but because he was there with me, the emptiness didn't matter; instead, because he was there with me, it felt intimate and cosy, a special place for just the two of us. Rowan was the only thing in my world right then, and I couldn't take my eyes off him; his eyes as they darted around my face, his lips, remembering how they'd felt when he kissed me, his hair, for once smooth and sleek instead of his usual unkempt mop, and always his hands dancing gently over me, touching, holding, caressing, reassuring, and all the while I knew that from now on this was how it was always going to be between us.
Gradually I became aware that we'd drifted closer; now, instead of sitting side-by-side we were pressed together, our low-voiced conversation punctuated by his touches and caresses, to be replaced with kisses as his lips brushed my lips, my cheek, my ears, my hair, even my eyelids, soft, fleeting, and tender. Somehow my hand had fallen in his lap, and I could feel that growing bulge there, ready to go wherever I wanted to take it. He seemed quite content to remain where we were, hugging and kissing like two lovers on a park bench, but now it became more serious, and much more urgent, when his hand cupped my breast, and his thumb massaged my nipple, bringing it immediately to life.
As we kissed, I could feel that bulge in his shorts pulsing, waiting for me, and when I squeezed him he groaned gently and pulled me even closer.
"Not here, baby, not like this..." he muttered, then groaned again when I squeezed him even more firmly; now I knew what I wanted; I wanted him, here, now...
"Really, Nim? Are you sure?" he whispered, but now I wanted him so badly it didn't matter where we were; besides, the whole place fairly rang with emptiness; for all I knew everyone else had gone out to the movies and we were completely alone, and anyway, it didn't much matter to me where we did this, as long as we did it right there, at that instant!
Roly grinned as I fumbled with the front of his shorts, trying to unhook the buttons and clips, but he solved that for me by just lifting his hips and pushing them down. He was naked underneath and his lovely thick cock once more reared up, hard and shiny, the head already pushing through his foreskin, slick and glossy with his fluids.
I had planned on sucking him first, bringing him to the edge until he didn't know where he was, but when I stared at that beautiful rod of hot, thick flesh, and scented the rich, male musk of his excitement, all that went out of my head.
Now that I knew what that thing felt like in me, I wanted it again, and without another thought as to where we were, I slid astride him, kissing him frenziedly as he groped and squeezed my bottom, pulling the cheeks apart even as I aimed him, then slowly, wonderfully, slid him back into me, feeling myself split and stretched once more as he filled me completely.
"Oh God, Roly, that's so good, yes, do that, do that..." I chanted over and over as I rode him, while his lips and tongue caressed and teased my nipples and his hands held my waist and pushed into me when I pushed down against him. I grabbed the seat-back to give myself even more purchase and Rowan responded by sliding his hands up my back to hold my shoulders, pulling himself up against me as I bore down on him.
I don't know how long we fucked like that. It was a long, timeless moment stretched out infinitely, where only the two of us existed, and our gasps and groans as we fucked each other like crazed beings, pounding away at each other endlessly. I never knew it was possible to be fucked so hard and to feel so good, my darling Roly was showing me what a world of pleasure lay out there, and I felt myself rising higher and higher as we ground and hammered at each other until:
"Oooohhh God, fuck, oooh fuck!" he gasped, his whole body tensing, his muscles suddenly rigid, like he was carved from warm marble, and I actually felt his cock pulse as the spunk rose in him and blasted deep into me, bathing my cervix in delicious heat, HIS heat, from his body. At that, my mind dissolved as my own orgasm bulleted through me, slamming into me like an express train, a huge upwelling of the deepest pleasure, almost lethal in its intensity. I shook and screamed, unable to stop myself as the most intense waves of pleasure I had ever experienced roared and surged in me, over and over, until I thought my heart was about to burst.
Finally, the awful, incredible, awesome intensity passed, leaving me weak and shaken, trembling in reaction, still impaled on my darling brother, his arms holding me against him. My heart was hammering like crazy; even my teeth were buzzing in their sockets and my throat was raw and ragged from the power of my release. Darling Rowan held me tight as I quaked and trembled with the aftershocks whirling through me, and my stomach ached from such a violent, shattering orgasm.
"You're okay, you're okay, I've got you, it's alright Nim, you're okay, relax, baby, that's it, that's it..."
I heard him murmuring as if from a long way away, soft, calming, soothing, like I was a small child again and he was making it alright, as he'd always done, and once again I felt that huge, burning surge of love for him; as long as my Roly had me, I was safe!
I slumped against him, suddenly tired beyond belief; now I knew what they meant by 'dog-tired'; I felt like I'd run a marathon pulling a car behind me. My muscles were actually quivering with exhaustion, and so, with his hands on the small of my back and on the back of my head, gently but firmly holding me to him like a small child, I literally passed-out, past caring where we were, or that I was still impaled on him.
cont...
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Part 7: Rowan
I was tired, God, was I tired, but at the same I'd never felt so good in my entire life; whatever had just happened between Nimmie and me, it was the start of something we'd never let go of, of that I had no doubt; now I knew, and somehow I knew she knew, that we were in this for the long run, no matter what. Sitting there, alone with my darling, beautiful sister impaled on me, sweetly asleep after her exertions, was, for me, sheer heaven, and I could have stayed like that forever, because I had her now, she was mine, now and forever.
However, the realities intruded; my legs were going to sleep with being pressed by her weight into the frame of that light metal chair, and supposing someone else decided they wanted a snack and found us like that? So I kissed and blew in her ear, smiling when she smiled and murmured in her sleep, persisting until her eyes fluttered open.
"Roly...? Mmm, you feel nice..." she whispered with a smile, her eyes still soft with sleep and exhaustion, but then widening as she realised I was still buried deep inside her. She bit her lip and squeezed me with her pussy muscles, grinning mischievously at my soft groan at the feel of her clasping me so tightly again. My cock was still swollen, what with being wedged inside her, but now it was really sensitive and the feeling as she rhythmically squeezed and relaxed around me was literally indescribable. I squeezed her bottom and pinched her gently to make her stop so I could say something, but she ambushed me with a long, hot, very arousing kiss as soon as I opened my mouth.
"Quit that, you, I'm trying to say something!" I murmured when she broke our kiss and squeezed me again instead, so she pouted adorably, pooching-out her bottom lip, the whole number, and gazed into my eyes instead, which I found even more distracting.
"If you're going to keep on doing that, we should go back to our room," I said, "Who knows when someone will just come wandering in here; do you really want to be caught like this?"
Nimmie grinned naughtily as she tapped the tip of my nose with her little pink forefinger.
"Earth to Roly, are you receiving me? Roly, think about where you are, sweetie; everyone here, every guy here, right now, what are they doing? They're fucking the living daylights out of their little sisters, that's what they're doing! If anyone comes in here anytime soon, they're not even going to notice us; they're going to be too busy nursing their big stiffies and sore balls and thinking about their hottie sisters all naked and panting for more, believe me!"
I shook my head, trying not to let this delicious girl distract me.
"You're a bad girl, Puss-Cake, did you know that?" I frowned at her in mock disapproval, yet was unable to stop myself from grinning at her cheeky, pixie expression as she dimpled at the compliment.
"I still think it's a really good idea, Nim; right now, with what I'm thinking of doing to you, we should probably be somewhere a little more private..."
Just as she opened her mouth to object, a voice right behind me snapped my head around.
"He's right you know, Naomi; you really should go back to your room; just imagine how you'd feel if a gang of ravenous people charged in here right now and found you like that!"
It was the girl Robyn, and she had a smug, cheeky grin equal to Nimmie's expression earlier.
"Hello kids, I see you worked it out!" she drawled, swaying closer to us.
As she did, I couldn't help but notice that underneath the short, gauzy shift she wore, she was stark naked, every lithe curve and pert feature as visible and obvious as if she'd been completely nude. She smiled again as she drew closer, her long, coppery hair flowing free down her back, and flirtatiously combed her fingers through my hair before grinning as she winked at us.
As she did that, she leaned down to whisper "well done, Rowan, I knew you'd come through!" With that, she pecked me on the cheek and took Nim's hand.
"And I knew you'd convince him, Nimmie!" she smiled, cupping Nim's chin for a second before distractedly pushing her hair back from her shoulders and gazing into Nim's eyes.
"You are so pretty, Naomi, if I thought for one second..." she paused to sigh theatrically and give Nimmie a slow, suggestive wink, before licking her lips lasciviously as she smiled wickedly.
"I meant what I said, though; I think you're done here, so now you need to take it somewhere more private. Don't bother with the mixer later. The others will understand. What's more important is that you two finish working out what you want and where you go; oh, and have a little naughty fun, too, that's an order! The next chime you'll hear will be the 30-minute breakfast call. Please do come. You'll like it, I promise; it will be fun, just the thing both of you need; I think you need to take all of this a little less seriously! Off you go now, I'll clear-up in here, and I'll see you at breakfast. Wear something suitable for a day at the beach, darlings, and just follow Nimmie's bracelet. Now go. Shoo, shoo!"
I grinned at being shooed away like a small child, but took the hint, sliding Nim off my lap so I could pull my shorts back up without giving Robyn too much of a free show, while Nim pulled her tee, which was currently bunched under her armpits, back down into something approaching decent. Robyn was busily clearing away the glasses, plates, and debris of our meal, and I felt a pang of guilt at leaving her to clean up our mess. She just smiled at me and pointed at the door.
"I'm nearly done here, honest! Both of you, you still have a few things to work out, so beat it, go on, scat!"
Nimmie smiled at me, then took my hand and led me into the corridor, a huge smile pasted on her face. I looked enquiringly at her, and she twinkled back at me, her lips formed into a perfect little moué.
"I'm glad she shooed us out, Ro, I don't think I could have stayed in there; whatever you did inside me, it's running down my leg, you dirty, dirty man!"
I nearly choked at that, but Nim smiled mischievously.
"Wanna see?" she grinned, holding the hem of her tee, and I had to grin, I never knew she could be like that...
I still thought she was just messing with me, but then she hiked-up the hem of her tee to show me her wet inner thighs, and when she dipped her finger between her thighs and brought it up to her mouth, to lick it clean as she stared challengingly at me, I nearly tossed all caution to the wind, ripped that tee off her, and fucked her again right there. We hustled back to our room, with me hanging back slightly so I could admire her mouth-watering little bum bouncing and flexing so enticingly under that thin cotton tee. Nim looked back to see why I was lagging, and grinned when she saw where my eyes were fixed.
"You like, Roly? Wanna bite it?" she grinned, undulating as she slid her hands slowly, teasingly around her covered buttocks before pulling the loose tee tightly into the crevice between them, making the material mould itself to her perfect little bottom. Both delicious globes were perfectly outlined by the thin cloth, round, and juicy, two perfect, succulent peaches, made for my delectation. R
owan Junior twitched in anticipation, something Nim saw immediately, and slowly stroked her fingers over my already painfully erect cock. I shut my eyes and groaned softly at the exquisite torture; there were so many things I wanted to do to her, things I'd wanked endlessly over; question was, how far was she willing to go?
"Oh, I'm going to have such fun with this, Roly-poly!" she whispered, "And you're going to give my bum-hole a good stretching, aren't you, Roly?" she grinned as she pulled me down for a quick kiss, while I grabbed a feel of those gorgeous globes.
"Not here, Roly, you dirty boy; our room, now!" she giggled, grinding against me one last time before taking me once more by the hand.
Nim was tugging off her tee before I'd shut the door properly, followed by me yanking off my clothes; both of us needed a shower, and the thought of manhandling my gorgeous little sister when she was wet and slippery was definitely having an effect, something Nim spotted immediately.
"Oh my God, look at that thing! Mum warned me about people like you!" she teased, swaying closer so she could kiss me and wrap her hand around me, gently fisting me as we kissed. When she broke our kiss, it was to nip me on the chin.
"What have we got here, Roly, is it for me?" she asked, all wide-eyed innocence. "What are you going to do with that, Ro, something nice?"
That did it for me; I pulled her close so I could clutch hold of her wonderfully firm and squeezable buttocks while I kissed her as hard as I could. Nim responded no less fiercely, grinding herself against me as our tongues darted and fenced, while I took this opportunity to once again grope and play with her bum, kneading and pulling the cheeks apart and circling her tight little orifice with my finger tips. Nimmie didn't object to me groping her like that; in fact, every time my fingers grazed her tight little crinkle, she gasped and kissed me even harder, so she obviously liked it.
That gave me something to think about (in a very small corner of my mind; her body was occupying the rest of it) as I groped and squeezed and weighed the most incredible, silky-smooth, perfectly-formed buttocks it had ever been my privilege to manhandle.
"No, not now, baby, I want a shower..." she moaned, still grinding against me while I continued to play with those perfect peaches, but somehow she broke away from me and tugged me by the hand toward the bathroom.
"I'll do your back if you'll do mine!" she grinned at me, hiking my cock up another notch. The water came on as soon as we stepped into the huge shower. Obviously some kind of motion-sensor triggered it, but however it was triggered, it was just the right temperature, the hot water calming and relaxing me, and washing away all the tiredness from our recent exertions.
I was lost for a moment in a world of my own, soaking in the heat and letting it warm me through, when I felt two small hands rubbing my back, relaxing the muscles and soothing away any lingering tension and tiredness. I stood motionless, hands braced against the tiled wall, eyes tight-shut, savouring the feeling as my Nimmie massaged my back and shoulders like I'd never been massaged before, her touch soft, gentle, tender, and very loving.
I could actually feel her love in her touch as her gentle fingertips massaged and relaxed me, releasing tension and easing fatigue, and I suddenly realised that was how she'd always been with me, her gentleness always evident in her touch; how could I have been so blind to not have seen sooner what had always been right in front of me? Nimmie loved me, she always had, and now she was showing me how much in something as simple as a back-rub.
I think that was the real turning point for me. That was the point at which I realised and finally understood that I loved her, not just desired her, or wanted to have sex with her, and that realisation came from somewhere deeper inside than just my libido; I loved her the way a man loves his woman. Now I knew, finally and irrevocably, that she was the sum total of all I needed in my life; she was all I would ever want or need.
"My turn now, sweetie." came a soft voice, followed by an equally soft kiss between my shoulder-blades, so I obliged, taking a generous handful of shower gel and massaging it into her flawless back, not forgetting to once again squeeze and knead her delicious bum, followed by a leisurely exploration of the shadowed crevice between those superb cheeks.
"Are you washing me or groping me, baby?" she asked softly, wriggling enticingly under my hands as I soaped and massaged her, so to answer her question, I kissed her neck and nipped her earlobe gently with my lips as I slid a soapy finger into her tight little anus.
Nimmie jumped, then purred and giggled as she pushed back against my hand, her breath catching when I jigged my finger around inside that tight little ring.
"Oh yesss, more, Roly-poly, do it some more!" she muttered, like I needed an invitation! I slipped my free hand around her waist, and up to cup and squeeze her breast, and held her to me, rubbing first one nipple then the other with my free hand while I frigged her hole with the other.
She obviously loved me slipping first one finger, then two into that tight, sinewy orifice and pumping her, if the way she gasped and muttered and pushed back against me even harder was anything to go by.
It was then I knew that I was going to be fucking that tight little hole at some point that evening, because she wanted to have me in every way, and believe me, the feeling was mutual!
Part 8: Naomi
Having my Roly sliding his big soft hands all over me in the shower was making every single nerve ending stand-up and throb; as he rubbed, and stroked, and caressed me, I could literally feel myself melting, and when he slipped his fingers into my bum, I nearly fainted as the thing I'd wanked about so many times finally came to pass; if he'd bent me over and rammed himself into my anus there and then I would have let him, and screamed in pleasure.
But Roly is such a gentle man he'd never do something like that to me without asking me first, so I contented myself with feeling his fingers rub and curl inside me, while I rubbed and petted my hotspot, both actions taking me higher and higher, until I came like a rocket.
Lights flared behind my eyes, blinding me as the pleasure exploded deep inside me and zoomed along every nerve, until I felt like I was outlined in light as that glow enveloped me and kept my body pulsing with pleasure.
I'd never come like that before, and now Rowan, my brother, had made it happen for me, and if I had anything to do with it, he was going keep on making it happen; I'd felt for a while that he was the one for me, now I knew why, and why I'd come so explosively.
I came out of my woolgathering to feel his arms around me.
"Are you okay, Nimmie? You were off with the fairies there; I thought you'd passed out..."
My heart warmed at the concern in his voice, at the feel of his arms around me, holding me gently, but firmly against his chest, so I slid his hands back a little so he was cupping my boobs, more pleasure zinging through me when his palms rubbed my tense, throbbing nipples.
Now That he was holding me to him by my tits, I could feel his cock hot and solid in the crevice of my bum, buried between my cheeks, and the little gasp he gave every time I slid up and down, massaging that thick rod with my bottom cheeks, was music to my ears. My need for him to take me the way I most wanted flared-up inside me, hot and urgent, and wouldn't be denied.
"Baby, we're done here; take me back to bed..." I whispered as he nuzzled my ear, and to drive home what I wanted, I took hold of his penis, savouring for a moment or two the steely-hardness under the deceptively soft, velvety warm skin, before deliberately rubbing the head between my cheeks, feeling the heat of him as I pressed and rubbed the glans against my anus.
I felt him freeze, his cock pulsed in my hand as he realised what I was saying, and the click as he swallowed was gunshot-loud to my suddenly acute hearing.
"Nim, what are you..." he began, but my squeezing of his cock threw him off as he caught his breath.
"I know what you want, Ro, I want it too, please do it to me now. I want to feel you everywhere in me!"
That was enough to make him spin me around and plant his lips squarely on mine, while his hands squeezed and teased my bottom all over again. I don't think I helped matters any by rubbing my silky mound against his stone-hard cock, not if the way his breathing notched-up was anything to go by!
"Help me dry-off..." I managed to murmur between the blizzard of kisses, and so he yanked a towel off the rail and draped it around me, while somehow managing to slide a finger back into my bum, and with his other hand he stroked and teased my pussy, before sliding two fingers into me, rubbing and teasing both my holes while his lips clamped around my nipple, sending me into sensation overload.
How long we stood like that I don't know; seconds, maybe, but the barrage of sensations as his fingers slid into both my holes while he sucked, licked and chewed my nipple made it seem like an endless moment of free-fall. Right then, my whole world was just the feel of him moving inside me as his lips and teeth gently mauled my breasts.
I have no clear recollection of how we got back to the bedroom; one moment I was leaning against him in the shower with his fingers exploring my most intimate parts, and suddenly I was seated astride him on the edge of the bed, his cock wedged between us like a warm steel bar as he kissed my neck, my face, my lips, every part of me he could reach.
"Are you ready, Nim?" he asked me, his voice little more than a whisper, and a shudder of anticipation rippled through me; God, I wanted him, I wanted that fat thing of his back inside me, anywhere he wanted. I wanted to be fucked senseless, and I wanted it now! In answer to his question, all I could muster was a soft growling purr. I was too busy enjoying myself gnawing on his neck, so when he slid me off him and face down onto the bed-covers, I was already teed-up for a serious fucking.
Instead, his hands on my hips once more pulled me onto all-fours, and when his hot breath brushed across my labia, and his warm tongue-tip darted between my spread-open buttocks, I nearly jumped out of my skin. The feel of his tongue as he rimmed me was incredible; I'd never thought having someone slip their tongue into my bum could be such a wonderful, joyous experience; all my nerve-endings literally stood-up and shrieked, and I nearly passed-out from the electric sparks thrilling through me as he sucked, licked, and lapped at my tight little anus.
I couldn't stay up on all fours, not when he was eating me so incredibly; my arms were shaking so much with what he was doing to me. I collapsed back onto my tummy. He pulled me close, folded my legs by my ankles as he spread my thighs, and buried his face once more between the cheeks of my bum. His tongue darted around inside me everywhere like a live thing, seeking out every single pleasurable sensation he could give me as he licked and sucked me, from mind-blowing friction as he licked my clitoris and lapped at my perineum, to unbelievable thrills as he jammed his tongue forcefully into my little rosebud and wriggled inside me, nearly driving me insane with the depraved pleasure it was giving me.
It took me a while to realise the shuddering, lustful moans and entreaties echoing in the room were me, as my darling Roly took me to places I'd never thought possible.
I was climaxing almost continually, dazzled by the sheer erotic overload of having the one man in the world I wanted doing such wonderful things to me, but I knew what I wanted most, the thing that would put the crown on this whole experience, and I knew Roly wanted it too; I could feel his need as an almost tangible thing in the way he touched, caressed, and held me as he pleasured me.



When he finally stopped worshipping me in that special, oh so sexy way, I knew the time had come to do what we both wanted so badly it was like a huge weight in the room, invisible but pressing on us both.
When he climbed off the bed, a pang of disappointment shot through me, but then he opened the drawer in the night-stand and took out a bottle of lube, and I fluttered inside, wanting this so badly, but still apprehensive about doing it for the first time with a real cock.
"I found this earlier, Nimmie; never thought I'd be needing it!" he grinned, then his grin faded when he saw my expression, and he climbed back onto the bed and held me close, kissing me gently while his hands soothed and comforted me.
"Hey, it's OK Nim, we don't have to do anything if you don't want to, really; I don't want you to do anything just because you think it'll make me happy; I'd never do that to you; I can wait, baby-girl, honest..."
Of course, that decided me; more than anything in the world I wanted to give myself to the big, beautiful, tender man holding and caressing me so gently. How I gave myself to him was immaterial; as far as I was concerned, all of me was for all of him, that was how it was always going to be for me, and never more so than right now, when this new thing was the final step for us.
As he held me and cuddled me against him, my hand somehow slipped down to gently enfold and circle his cock, feeling it pulse and tremble as it once more engorged, waiting to take me again in any and every way.
"Ooh Nim, that feels so nice..." he murmured as I gently fisted him, while I marvelled at how he swelled and hardened under my fingers. His swollen penis was pushing my fingers apart as he swelled even further and pulsed in my hand, while his length was warm and satiny, soft, velvety skin over a rigid, bone-hard rod rearing up in readiness for me.
"Make me ready, Roly-poly!" I whispered, rubbing my thumb in the glistening bulb of clear liquid seeping from the end of his penis, and Rowan gasped softly even as he pulled me astride him.
"Are you sure baby? Like I said, no rush, no pressure..."
I hushed him with a finger on his lip.
"I'm sure Ro, really; I want this, I even sort of know what it's like, but I want to know for real; just go slow, ok?"
Rowan pulled me closer again, his lips pressing against mine even as his tongue flicked out to gently press between my lips. I reciprocated, flicking my tongue between his lips, and as our lips pressed and opened, our kiss deepened into more than just necking; now we were locked in a deep soul kiss, my nipples throbbing as my pussy lips tingled with the feel of the base of his cock pressed between them.
His hands slipped down from my waist to cup and then squeeze my bottom, kneading the globes of my bottom, sliding his fingers deeper into the cleft every time he squeezed, until his fingertips slid once again into my tense, wary little bum-hole.
I opened my eyes to see his beautiful grey-green eyes, glowing like smoky emeralds, his soft, tender smile, that smile he only ever seemed to have for me, and all my misgivings faded away; I could see his love and tenderness deep in the jade wells of his eyes, and I knew that the time was right for us to do this.
As I realised this, I wriggled involuntarily, and his finger slipped deeper into me, shocking through me, but a pleasant shock. With that delicious shock all my barriers came down, and I understood that this was just one more taboo to break, to follow all those we'd already broken so far. Roly must have seen something in my eyes, because he instantly looked concerned, and his hands on me stilled.
"What's wrong, are you alright, Nim?" he murmured, and I smiled, all apprehension gone; I was in the arms of my Roly, in his bed, and there was nothing to be frightened of while he held me, I knew that with rock-solid certainty.
"Nothing at all, Roly-poly!" I smiled at him, leaning forward to nip the end of his nose. "Make me ready, Rowan. I need you inside me, baby; I want you to stretch my bum and then shove your cock into me, OK?"
As soon as I said that, I felt his cock, still pressed between my labia, give a muscular, pulsing throb, and I heard the almost inaudible catch of breath in his throat, and I knew he wanted this as much as I did. Time to turn up the heat...
Part 9: Rowan
Holding Nim against me, with my cock sandwiched between her damp labia, her bullet-hard nipples pressed against my chest, was agony, an absolutely exquisite torture, and hearing her say she wanted me to sodomise her only compounded the torture; when I looked to her face, her sweet, beautiful, innocent face, I couldn't believe those lewd, exciting, utterly taboo words had come from those beautiful little rose-petal lips.
"You heard me, Roly-poly, fuck my bum-hole hard, fill me up and make me drip spunk!" she whispered, gyrating all the while, her slow grinding of her pussy against my cock ramping my arousal up higher with every passing second. As she ground, she murmured a never-ending litany of the kind of lewd filth I'd only ever dreamed of hearing from her.
"You're mine now, Roly, only mine, my husband, and I'm yours, I'm your wife, your lover, and your hot little butt-slut, so shove this big thing in me for real; I've fucking waited long enough! Hurry up Ro, I need a big stiff cock plugging me up, what are you waiting for, sodomise me, Ro, fuck my arse hard!"
With that, she lifted her legs high, holding them apart with her hands behind her knees, presenting her pink little anus to me in all its glory, a tight, creased little target for my raging hard-on. In a haze of arousal, I watched myself pick up the bottle of lube and squeeze it, watching a stream of oily liquid drip into that puckered little crevice between those beautiful buttocks. Nim gasped, probably at the touch of the cold liquid, then pulled my face closer as she jammed her lips against mine in a long, breathless kiss.
"Use lots, Roly, we've got all night!" she whispered, then gasped again as I slid my fingers over her tight little hole, spreading the stuff around. Nimmie winked at me and took the bottle from me so she could dribble some over the tip of my cock, which she then worked up and down the length of my shaft. I was almost ready to explode right then, but Nimmie lightly scratched the end of my cock with her fingernail, making me jump at the sudden pain.
"No you don't, not yet!" she grinned. "I have plans, Roly. Now make me scream, baby, get that thing inside me!"
Only too happy to oblige, I slowly slid one finger into her tight little hole, watching her expression the whole time, making sure I wasn't hurting her. All the while, she kissed me wildly, madly, her hands on my face holding me to her even as her tongue stabbed against mine in time to the probing finger inserted in her. When I slid another finger inside her, her kisses became wilder, harder, while she fisted my rigid, oily cock almost frenziedly.
My heart was hammering at this build-up; more than anything, right now I wanted nothing more than to hold her waist while I slammed my cock into her oily little pucker. It seems she had thoughts along those lines too, because suddenly she stopped kissing me, and leaned back to look deeply into my eyes. As I gathered my wits after that wild snogging session, she grinned and suddenly pushed me onto my back, with her thighs now spread over my midriff.
"Time to play, Roly!" she husked, raising herself up so she could reach behind and grab hold of my swollen cock and rub the head agonisingly slowly over her crotch: now the wet heat of her pussy, now the taut barrier of her anus, then back to her luscious pussy, teasing me, torturing me.
"Come on, baby, I thought you wanted this!" she moaned. Then, she held me still, and now I could feel the steady pressure on the head of my penis as she slowly slid me into her. My heart was nearly bursting at the sensation of the hot, vice-like pressure on me, my heavy breathing matching her panting as she slowly worked my well-lubricated, pre-cum dripping cock past her anal ring. Nimmie shuddered and trembled, the look of extreme concentration on her face the only way I could tell what this was costing her.
If I could have stopped her, I would have, no matter how much I wanted this; she was my adored and adorable little sister, and nothing in the world would let me hurt her. I think she saw me preparing to pull away from her, to push her off me because she stopped dead, her little hands planted squarely in the middle of my chest, holding me down with all her weight.
"No, Roly, don't! I want this, it's not so bad, just...hard work, but I really want to do this with you, here, now, so lay off!"
With that, my feelings of trepidation, my worries about hurting her, all disappeared as I gave in to her, once again letting her have her own way. As I relaxed, the head of my cock 'popped' past her barrier, sliding into her velvety interior. Nim gave a huge, shuddering sigh as she slowly, carefully, worked herself down along my shaft, inching me into her, while I tried desperately not to explode inside her from the tight, hot, almost unbearable pressure around my cock-shaft holding me inside her.
"Oh my God, Roly, we did it, Jeeezus fucking Christ it's tight!" she breathed, poised absolutely still above me as her body adjusted to having my swollen, pulsating cock jammed deep inside her tightest, most private place. I knew I either had to move or go off like a Roman candle, but as soon as I did, Nimmie gasped, her eyes screwed shut.
"No, don't...don't, just give me a second..." she breathed, so I quit moving and lay motionless under her, waiting for her to make the next move, while thinking that she'd better do something soon, because I was ready to pop...
After what seemed like an eternity of her leaning over me, her chest rising and falling rapidly as she did this 'Lamaze' kind of breathing, adjusting to the size of my cock rammed up inside her, she began rocking, just small back and forth motions at first, muttering "ohmigod, ohmigod, ohmigod" the entire time.
At this point all I could do was try and blank out the sight of her beautiful, flushed face, with her sexy mouth hanging open as she gasped and shuddered, because the urge to grab hold of her hips and just pump inside her as hard as I could was almost overpowering me; this would not have been a good thing; I had to let her do this at her own pace, because the last thing I wanted to do was injure her.
Gradually I felt the pressure on my cock easing as her anus relaxed, and now I began slowly, gently pumping to meet her stroke for stroke; as I did, Nimmie pushed back against me, uttering a little "oh, oh, oh" with each stroke of my cock inside her. I was having a seriously difficult time not coming; Nimmie had never looked so beautiful, or so sweetly enticing as she moved against me, her lovely breasts bobbing as she pumped herself up and down on me.
Now I could hold her hips and push harder and harder into her with each stroke, while she straddled me, sitting almost upright now, her eyes closed and her lips trembling as she pinched, squeezed, and rubbed her nipples, lost in her own erotic universe.
I was nearing the end of my tether; much as I wanted her to enjoy what we were doing, I was nearly mad with the need for release, almost there, and any second now I was going to blow like a Texas oil-well. Nim must have sensed this; her pumping as she rode me began to gain urgency, and I could plainly see the flush spreading down her throat and beginning to blush her upper chest.
Her efforts increased, while I was nearly blacking-out from the effort of not coming, of holding on until she got there first, and then:
"Oh God, Roly, it's...oh my God, ooh yess, ooh yess, OOOH FUUUUCCCKKK!" she shrieked, slumping forward even as her anus tightened and shuddered around my cock-shaft, fluttering and squeezing as orgasm blasted its way through her. That was it for me, and I think I bellowed out too as I came so hard it made my jaw ache as all my teeth buzzed in their sockets. I could even feel my toes curling with the force of my climax, while Nim shuddered and sobbed atop me as her climax ripped through her, waves of contractions pulsing through her tight rectum and milking my cock of every last drop of semen.
I think I came then more and harder than I had ever come before; the swollen and sensitive head of my penis was actually burning with the force of my ejaculation, spurt after spurt bursting out of me to coat and fill her rectum with my seed.
Nimmie flopped down on top of me, her breathing harsh and laboured while her heart drummed and clamoured against mine, like a bird fluttering against its cage.
I was in almost the same shape, but I still had wit enough to wrap my arms around my darling little sister and hold her to me as we surfed together through the aftershock and weakness of our cataclysmic mutual climax. Nim was murmuring against my neck even as her breathing hitched and trembled, but I could feel her heart-rate slowing, and her breathing was returning to normal, not the huge gulps for air that had wracked her just a few minutes earlier.
We lay together in silence, waiting for the surge to pass, and as it slowly receded, murmuring and holding became nibbling, and kissing, and touching once again as we reaffirmed our connection to each other. Nim finally raised her head to look into my eyes, her expression slightly bleary, and I was surprised to see the tracks of tears on her cheeks, and her eyes brimming with more unshed tears.
"What's the matter, Nim-Nim?" I murmured, to see her smile tremulously, before the tears spilled out and ran freely down her cheeks. She made no move to wipe them away, instead reaching up to cup my chin, trace a line along my jaw, and gently brush the hair off my forehead. I started to speak, but she put her finger on my lip, silencing me.
"Me first, Ro, I need to say something." I nodded, so she continued.
"Roly-poly, what we did there, everything we've done so far, it will only ever be for you; when we leave here, there won't be anyone else, not ever."
I must have looked puzzled as I tried to figure out where she was going, so she leaned up on me, looking me more fully in the face as she continued.
"Roly, after all we've said and done here, you must know I can't be just your little sister anymore. I don't want to be your little sister, because that means I can't be with you like this, and I would die before I let that happen. You're mine, now and forever, and I'm yours, and no-one else gets a look-in, do you understand? We'll find a way. I'll find a way to make it work, because it's all changed now, and I just got it; there's no going back, and I fully accept that. Your turn."
My hands slipped down to squeeze and cuddle her taut little bottom as I straightened-out my thoughts.
"Nim, I knew as soon as we started this where it would go, what would probably happen, and I don't care; even if I didn't say it right then, I made a commitment to you, and I meant it; I pledged myself to you; you've always owned me, now this is just the next part of what and who we are. I want you, I can't let you go, and I never will, so yes, we'll have to find a way, but we'll both do it, do you understand? You and me together, Nim, that's the only way forward we have now... and it's the only thing I want. It's the only thing I'll ever want."
She stared silently for another of those long, searching moments, her eyes disconcertingly sharp as they bored into mine, then she smiled, her eyes sparkling behind her long, beautiful lashes, and reached up to once again brush my lip with her fingertip.
"It's a deal, Ro, you and me, onward and upward, and baby...?"
I looked at her enquiringly.
"What, Nim?"
She smiled naughtily and gave a delightful shimmy on top of me.
"I really need a shower, so, when you're ready, could you please pull your big dick out of my bum...?"
I smiled and complied; or tried to, I should say; while my cock was jammed inside her it was still stiff and swollen, and really sensitive, but as soon as I began to inch it out of her, she gasped and shuddered, her eyes closing even as her mouth dropped open. Startled, I stopped, but she shook her head, her eyes still squeezed shut.
"Keep going Ro...that's it...oooohh yess, oh my God, ooohh yeess, cuummmiiinnggg, aaahhh!" she warbled, her head flat on my chest even as her fingers tightened almost painfully in my sides as she shook and trembled, once again in the throes of orgasm.
As she panted and finally lay motionless on me, I managed to pull out from her completely and lay back, enjoying the memory of what we'd just done, and wondering when we'd get to do it again.
Just as I was beginning to wonder if she'd fallen asleep on me, she raised her head to look at me, her eyes slightly unfocused,before grinning and kissing me once, lightly, on my chest before pushing herself off me.
"C'mon Ro, let's get cleaned-up, I'm almost dead here!" she smiled, lying flat on the bed next to me and staring up at the ceiling. I had more interesting things to stare at; those two swollen pink points, for one, rising and falling with her breathing, a very enticing and exciting sight at any other time but this; I felt like I'd been circuit-training all night with a sack of bricks on my back, and Nimmie looked as bushed; maybe a nice, hot shower would ease some of the muscle twinges now making themselves felt.
Our shower was a repeat of earlier in the evening, only now we were far too tired for anything except gentle teasing, concentrating instead on getting clean and relaxing tense and strained muscles under needle jets of water, as hot as we could stand, followed by me helping Nim to dry her mane of sleek golden hair. The sight of her kneeling naked on the bed, her head tossed back as she dried her hair, with her back arched and her jutting breasts thrust forward, her pink nipples dancing gently with every movement of her body, was a sight never to be forgotten. When she was done, I pulled her against me, spooning her so I could hold her and kiss her asleep with my arm around her.
*
I woke alone, confused and disoriented for a few seconds, wondering if the last sixteen hours or so had been an incredibly detailed, lucid dream. The real world came back when I saw the huge bed, the opulent bedclothes, the rich, rococo ceiling, and realised where I was.
I slumped back in relief; it was all real, every wonderful, erotic, fantastic detail was true; it had actually happened! Hard on the heels of that thought came another; where was Nim? I slid out from the covers as a soft humming intruded, and when I looked over the foot of the bed, there she was, lying on the thick carpet in her sweats and baggy tee, her hair teased into a tight bun and her glasses back on.
She lay on her tummy, writing, apparently oblivious to me, her feet raised and crossed at the ankles, with her gorgeous little bottom flexing gently as she wrote, a scene I'd witnessed nearly every day at home as she wrote out her notes for the day.
I stared at her, all my fantasies returning as she lay on the floor in my favourite pose, one I'd enjoyed seeing her in for such a long time now; she knew I was there, watching her, she must have, but she never took her eyes off her writing, her buttocks gently quivering, dancing and flexing, and my cock slowly came to full mast at the picture of innocent sensuality she'd been showing me for so long.
As I watched, she dropped her pen and pushed her book away, slid her glasses off and shook out her gleaming hair, to lie flat on the rich, deep-pile carpet, and then slowly, slowly her hands crept to her sides, to hook her thumbs in the sides of her sweats, and inch them down as she raised her hips off the floor and pushed her bottom out.



I held my breath at this display, mesmerised by the clinging material slowly sliding over her hips, revealing her smooth, plush buttocks, with the shadowed cleft between those beautiful globes appearing inch by inch. My cock was straining painfully; she knew exactly what she was doing to me, and I was transfixed as the thing I'd fantasised so many times about seeing her do for me played out right in front of me.
When she'd pushed her sweats down to mid-thigh, she slipped a hand under herself, and I watched silently, except for the pulse thundering in my ears, as she stroked her labia, running a finger in the crease between them, then slipping one finger inside herself, to the sound of her breath catching in her throat.
That was too much for me, and suddenly I was on the floor behind her, my hands on her hips as I pulled her to her knees. My eager tongue lapped at her rapidly swelling labia even as I caressed her little pussy and breathed in the scent of her arousal.
Nimmie groaned softly and sighed as my tongue burrowed deep into her, first licking her taut little rosebud, then lapping and pushing into and between those flushed, rose-pink lips guarding her entrance.
When I rubbed my thumb gently but insistently against the hood of her stiff clitoris, she stiffened and gasped, her breath hitching and stuttering as I pushed her close, and when I shoved my tongue-tip firmly into her tight little anus she groaned and quivered, and would have collapsed had I not been holding her against me. A fine spray of her tangy sweetness enveloped me in her delicious scent as she climaxed, her body trembling and shuddering as I held her to me.
While I held her, I covered her smooth back in kisses, wondering once again at the warm, silky smoothness of her skin against my lips, grinning at the sound of her soft giggle.
"I knew you'd find me eventually, sweetie. I know how you used to watch me like this at home; was it how you thought it would be?"
I slipped my hands under her to cup her soft breasts and gently tease her stiff nipples.
"Much better than I ever thought, Puss-Cake!" I whispered, and listened to her gasp as I slid my iron-hard cock into her pussy, trying not to overload on the sensation of her warm velvety succulence clasping me tightly as I buried myself in her. Nimmie pushed back against me as I pumped into her, my eyes fixed on her perfect peach-buttocks as they flattened against my midriff every time I pushed into her.
The world narrowed down to the feel of her soft cheeks bouncing against me, her little mewling cries as I gently pinched and squeezed her nipples, and the muscular contractions of her tight pussy as she repeatedly squeezed and milked me every time I thrust into her, living out a fantasy I'd cherished for so very long now; it was still hard for me to comprehend how this had happened, but here we were, although a part of me was waiting to wake up and find it was all another impossible dream even as I rammed myself into her as hard as I could, taking every inch of pleasure she had to give me.
All too soon I could feel myself bubbling inside, that gathering sensation that was the prelude to climax building inside me. Nimmie seemed to sense this; her gasps and cries grew louder as she pushed back harder and harder with every thrust into her, her tight pussy rippling continuously as she squeezed and caressed me with her velvet softness, until:
"Oh God, Roly, harder, harder, yess, yess!" she moaned, and that tipped me over the edge, my body tensing in that strange, painless, agonising pleasure as bolt after bolt of spunk pulsed out of me and deep into her.
Nimmie stiffened, her breath hissing through clenched teeth as she came with me, her pussy clamping tightly around me, milking me rhythmically even as I shot my wad again and again, filling her with my seed.
Nim finally collapsed to the carpet, gasping for breath, while I collapsed on top of her, still buried deep inside her, my hands still cupping her delicious breasts. I dimly realised I couldn't lie on top of her like this, I'd crush her, so slid myself from her, and with almost the last of my strength, rolled onto the carpet next to her, my breathing as laboured as hers as we both fought for breath.
When I stopped seeing stars, I saw Nim, her face turned to me as she lay on her tummy, her beautiful eyes dancing with amusement.
"Hello Roly!" she whispered, her sweet lips curved in a pretty smile. Without thinking I stretched out my hand to caress her face and tweak her cute little nose, making her smile wider.
"You knew all along, did you? Why didn't you say anything?" I asked, not really expecting an answer, just content to see her beautiful face lit up by her sweet smile.
"If I had, what then?" she retorted, "If I'd called you on it, would you be here today?"
I had to admit she had a point; if she had made something of it, it would have been the end of us, and I for certain wouldn't be here now, naked, with her like this. Nim grinned at me, obviously reading my mind at this point, and reached out to lightly swirl her finger through the hairs on my chest.
"Take me back to bed, Ro. I'm tired now, and I want to sleep next to you again."
When she asked so nicely, how could I refuse?
Part 10: Naomi
A soft, gently insistent chiming finally drew me awake from dreams of Rowan and his soft hands and insistent lips, to find that part of my dream, at least, wasn't just a dream; his big, warm hands were wrapped snugly around me, cradling me naked in his arms, his body warm and comforting against me as we spooned. As I stirred, I felt him coming awake, his lips brushing my hair gently as he kissed me awake.
"Morning Nim-Nim..." he yawned, before licking my earlobe and making me squirm delightedly, now completely awake; "Are you ready to meet everyone again, baby? 'cause if you're not..."
I wriggled further into him, enjoying the feel of his warmth against my nakedness.
"We're guests Roly, we have to show our faces sometime..." I murmured, and giggled when he lightly brushed my labia with his fingertip. He patted my tummy and I could feel him grinning even though my back was to him.
"OK, if you're sure, let's do this. Didn't that girl say we should dress for the beach? I wonder what she meant...?" he mused, faking a groan when I nudged him.
"'That Girl' indeed! You know damned well what her name was! Your eyes and tongue were hanging out of your face at the way that half-naked, redheaded floozy was eye-fucking you, Rowan Redman, and don't you try and deny it!"
His lips brushed my ear, and for a fleeting second I thought he was going to apologise for ogling the delectable Robyn, then suddenly a moment of prescience kicked-in, but not fast enough to avoid the wet tongue-tip he shoved in my ear as his fingers dug into my sides. I shrieked and tried to wriggle away from his tickling hands, but he seemed to have several more than me, and I was too breathless with laughter to put up much resistance.
"S-s-stop it, stop it Roly, no, no please...!" I begged, while his tickling, pinching fingers were everywhere.
"Apologise!" he demanded, "Go on, say sorry and I'll stop!"
"So-so-so-sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I'm sorry you were ogling Robyn's tits!" I choked out, and collapsed in helpless laughter as he launched another assault, until finally I rolled on top of him and grabbed his balls, giving them a warning squeeze.
"Tickle me anymore and you'll be riding side-saddle the rest of your life!" I threatened, while trying not to let the fact that, just woken as he was, with his hair sticking up in all directions, he was still just about the sweetest, most beautiful man, ever, distract me from carrying out my threat.
His hands slid from around my waist to cup and squeeze my bottom, making me gasp pleasurably when he kneaded my cheeks and pulled them apart.
"Did I ever tell you, Nim, you've got the world's best bottom?" he murmured, pulling me close to him as he dotted my face with quick little kisses. That made me smile happily, so I forgave him for tickling me so unmercifully and slid regretfully off him, not without tweaking his balls, though; after all, I was due a little revenge...
"Come on, Ro, we have less than thirty minutes, the chimes have already gone; let me shower first so I can dry my hair while you're in there, then let's go and see why we have to dress for the beach!"
*
When Roly came out of the shower and saw how I was dressed, he grinned and wolf whistled, which was what I was hoping for; I was wearing a dazzlingly white, brief little tennis dress, slightly too-small white panties, and white deck shoes, and I'd laid out a new white tennis shirt, shoes, and matching shorts for him, the new clothes I'd bought him to replace those horrible grungy things he normally slummed around in.
He kind of grinned at me, and I gave him the 'so what?' eyebrow, daring him to say something; I wanted us to make a good impression after the way everyone had last seen us, and if we matched then so much the better.
I have to say, though; freshly washed and shaved, in crisp Slazenger tennis whites and classic Dunlop tennis shoes, his hair once more tamed and slicked back from his face, he looked like a top seed about to walk onto Centre-Court at Wimbledon: fit, athletic, and very handsome.
I beamed at him, grateful he'd gone along with my wardrobe choice for him, plus, with the way those tight little shorts clung to and highlighted his long, powerful legs and lovely, muscular glutes, I knew the other girls would be looking at him and giving me the envious eye, which was one way to make an entrance, I suppose!
He gave me his arm, and we followed my bracelet to a different set of doors from earlier; when he pushed them open, we were suddenly in what looked and felt like a sunlit outdoor precinct, with more bistro tables and chairs, complete with parasols, scattered around like a pavement café, many of them occupied by young couples chattering and laughing. Along one wall was a long table piled high with breakfast foods hot and cold, smelling absolutely delicious, and a coffee bar complete with baristas and hissing Espresso machines.
A few of the couples recognised us, but their looks were approving rather than accusatory; they looked happy Roly and I had worked it out, and seemed glad to see us, which quickly smoothed away any lingering awkwardness; we even managed to swap a few pleasantries with the couples seated nearest us.
The room itself was huge, very high-ceilinged, with lamps that gave out a very convincing illusion of sunlight. Seated at a café table, with cool, random air-currents from hidden blowers ruffling my hair in the warm sun, it seemed more like a bright summer morning in a weekend spa resort than a huge country house somewhere in England.
I was just finishing a delicious, ice-cold mango, mandarin, and apple fruit salad, and Roly was working his way through Eggs Benedict, when a light touch on my shoulder made me look up, to see Evan smiling at me.
"Hello Naomi, it's good to see you!" he smiled, and grinned when I scrabbled for a napkin to wipe the mango juice off my chin.
"Here, let me get that!" he grinned, dabbing my chin carefully with a napkin. Roly put down his silverware, and Evan immediately waved him to continue.
"No, no, please, don't let me interrupt your breakfast," he laughed, "I'll be around again later; in the meantime, relax, eat, take your time; the girls are around somewhere. I think Robyn wants to have a quick word with both of you and show you some more of what my home has to offer. Enjoy your breakfast."
With that, he moved on to the next table, to once again exchange a few words with the couple seated there, being the proper host and seeing to his guests.
Rowan and I were lounging back and enjoying a really excellent Americano coffee with an extra shot, ideal for that early-start zing, when Robyn appeared at his shoulder, making him jump when she whispered "Boo!" in his ear. I giggled, he looked so startled, and Robyn laughed too, a pretty, musical tinkle, while poor Rowan went red at being the butt of her little prank.
"Dear Rowan, you really are too delicious, and so nicely put-together, too; Nimmie is such a lucky girl, and so quiet today, you must have really tired her out..." she sighed theatrically, then giggled again and sat down between us, squeezing his thigh gently while grinning at me as she winked. I could barely keep a straight face as poor Rowan flushed again, obviously uncomfortable with Robyn's gentle, innuendo-laden teasing.
"I'm so glad you joined us, Nimmie, we all missed both of you last night. Never mind, all's well now, I hope, and we have something nice planned for tonight, so today is for relaxing, and having a little quiet fun. We have a very nice pool, or perhaps you might like somewhere a little less public...?"
She looked thoughtfully at Rowan, and smiled happily.
"In fact, I think I know exactly what you should do; we have a place here, it's sort of our fantasy getaway, and I think you'll like it, especially you, Rowan. Come with me."
She bounced up and took our hands, leading us through a set of doors behind the coffee bar and into an elevator. She punched the lowest button, so we were going all the way to the bottom, wherever that was. When the doors opened, she led us down a long, echoing corridor to another set of double doors.
When she pushed them open, I gasped, and even Rowan looked astonished; the room beyond, if it was a room, was enormous, a sloping lawn leading down to what looked for all the world like a forest, gnarled and ancient-looking trees with shafts of sunlight spearing down and lighting-up small glades, and everywhere, the sound of bird-song, running, trickling, and dripping water, and over the top of it all, the huge, sibilant soughing of the trees rustling in the breeze.
"Evan calls it 'Mirkwood'," said Robyn with a smile. "I think he's read more fantasy stories than are good for him. We haven't got any unicorns, elves, dragons, or manticores running around in here, I'm afraid, but there are some special places ready for you to find. Maybe you'll find some magic of your own there. You're welcome to play, explore, do whatever takes your fancy. You'll find lots of things to see and do, I promise."
She slid open a panel in the wall behind us and pulled out a classic 'Red Riding Hood' picnic basket, which she handed to me.
"Some snacks and drinks for later, but for now, why don't you and Roly explore for a while, relax, maybe get naked, and for goodness' sake, have some fun, kids; this is a magic forest, after all! When you're done, come and join us at the pool, top button in the elevator and just follow your bracelet. There's an Hawaiian barbecue later, lots of roasted pork and pineapple. It would be nice if you were there, but don't rush, please; this space here is yours today. Stay as long as you want, and come and see us when you feel like some company. See you later!"
She kissed her fingertip and tapped both Roly and me on the lip with it, grinned cheekily, walked back through the double doors, and then we were alone on that lush lawn with that incredible forest just a short way away.
Rowan was absolutely entranced; he looked transported, and when I moved closer to him, he slipped his arm around my shoulders to pull me closer, hugging me as he gazed into the distance.
"Wow, Nim, look at this, it's...fucking incredible...!" he murmured, and when I looked up at him, his expression was that of someone truly transported. To this day, whenever I see him at his desk, gazing at nothing, with that slight, distracted smile on his face, I know he's seeing that wonderful forest again, and I think he always will.
"Let's explore a little; it looks so...so..." He trailed off, lost for words, so he took my hand and led me along one of the little paths leading through the tree canopy. I knew it was all an artifice, that we were in some kind of huge conservatory, like the ones at the Eden Project, or maybe Kew Gardens, that it had been probably only been built a little while ago, and painstakingly modelled to look like an ancient forest, but whoever had done it was a certified genius, because the illusion was perfect; it looked and felt like how I had always imagined the ancient, primal forests of England had been a thousand years ago, pristine, absolutely untouched, some of the trees hoary with age but still strong and in full leaf.
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As we walked through the dappled shade, I couldn't help but feel the peace and wonder of the place. Rowan was already there; I think he was in love, his eyes far away as he listened to the huge, soft sighing of the leaves in the breeze, like the sound of surf on a desert island beach, endless waves of surging, sighing, rustling leaves.
The birds, too, called and twittered endlessly, background counterpoint to the huge, softly sibilant roar of the trees, but not just the birds one would see in an English garden, lovely as they are; there were bright, jewelled things that flashed overhead, exotic birds from far away foreign lands flitting and calling in the trees, or displaying and posturing on the branches, and rare, spectacular birds of paradise.
Rowan watched and listened in awe, his face young and wondering once again, the little boy inside the grown man showing though as we followed the forest path into a clearing that made me gasp with wonder.
Spread before us was a wide pool surrounded by huge, flat, mossy rocks, with a waterfall spraying down over one large slab in a solid sheet, the perfect curtain for the large grotto we could just about make out behind the waterfall. I looked up and saw a roof, but no sun-lamps, like there were in the breakfast café we'd just come from; instead, high overhead, well beyond the height of the tallest trees, a vast tracery of frames and glazing formed the roof of this amazing place, held up by spidery beams and cables, with brilliant natural sunlight shining through.
Rowan grinned at me as his hand slid down to gently squeeze my bottom.
"Want to take a look?" he asked, and when I nodded he took my hand and led me along the path running along one side of the pool, into the large, natural-looking grotto we had glimpsed behind the waterfall. It was a roomy cave, with a high ceiling and rough-hewn walls, and a large stone shelf or platform against the rear wall, piled high with soft furnishings and cushions, pillows, and bolsters, and soft, luxurious rugs piled two and three deep on the stone floor, making the going soft and comfortable for bare feet. A pile of towels and robes was folded in a corner, and a locker set in the wall turned out to be a fridge stocked with soft drinks and sparkling water.
"Yabba-dabba Doo!" murmured Rowan, and before I knew it I was in his arms, his lips against mine as we reclined on that convenient shelf of rock. As we kissed I fumbled with the waistband of his shorts; that cavern, with the waterfall screening us, and the sound of the water splashing into the pool, was the most romantic thing, and right now I was feeling very romantic and easily charmed; luckily, Rowan was there to fulfil my fantasy for me, and so we kissed and slowly removed each other's clothes, to finally be naked in that beautiful setting.
"I've never had sex with a girl in a cave before!" he grinned, biting my nipples gently, making me gasp and giggle even as bolts of pleasure zinged up and down my spine and buzzed in my pussy.
"Are you going to fuck me in a cave, Rowan? " I smiled back, teasing him even as I squeezed his rapidly inflating cock. "Are you going to be my own caveman and ravish me in your man-cavern of sin and nastiness?"



Rowan nipped me once more, sending another little bolt of pleasure zipping through me, and smiled that lovely, open innocent smile of his.
"Me Tarzan, you Jane; Jane in Tarzan cave, now Jane belong Tarzan!" he growled, before launching a surprise and unfair tickling attack on me. My brother has known all my ticklish spots for years, and try as I might, no matter how much I squealed and squirmed, he tickled me mercilessly, rolling around with my until somehow I ended up on top of him, with his cock fat and hard and pressed in my tummy as it lay sandwiched between us.
"Now look what you've done, Nim-Nim!" he murmured, looking sternly at me. "Now you have to pay the price..."
I grinned triumphantly at him; I knew exactly what I was going to do to pay him back. I slid a little further up his chest, daring him to bite my nipples again, because they needed some attention now, and as he lifted his head to suck on my suddenly available nipple, quick as lightning I ducked away and stuck my tongue in his ear, the one thing in the word that makes his blood run cold. I actually saw the gooseflesh pop-up along his arms as he hooted, and that's when I wrapped my legs around him and slid my pussy onto his cock, burying him inside me in one swift move.
Poor Rowan's eyes nearly bugged-out as he slipped into me and I squeezed him, but his expression quickly changed as he pulled back, took hold of my cheeks, and rammed himself into me again, making me cry out with the sheer pleasure of his invasion. Something about the location must have gotten to him, because his cock was like iron, and as it pounded and bludgeoned its way inside me, it felt savage, primitive, as rough and raw as our surroundings seemed to be.
I was climaxing almost continually with the relentless rogering he was giving me, orgasm after orgasm chasing and spinning inside me until I thought I was going to explode from sheer delight.
Alas, even a powerhouse like Rowan couldn't keep up that pace, and when I felt him shortening his stroke, I knew the end was coming, but what an ending! My head was full of what we were doing, what I was doing, and who I was doing it with, with the feel of his hot, sweat-slick body plastered to mine as he rammed himself into me.
The sound of his breathing, magnified by the walls of the cave, morphed into a growling roar as he came like lightning, like lava and spring torrents inside me, filling me with himself once again. I came in a great rushing roar as I felt him lurch and thicken inside me; the feel of his hot spunk pouring into me from his iron-hard cock made me scream wildly as a burst of pleasure so intense I had no other way to express it detonated inside me, blinding me with the sheer, white-hot intensity of it.
*
I came down gradually, slowly feeling the pressure of the cushioned shelf of rock on my back, of his body pressed to mine, both of us shining with sweat, our breathing magnified by the solid rock walls and ceiling, sounding hoarse and laboured in the closeness of that carved rock chamber.
We floated for long minutes, once again taking in what we'd done, but now there was no lingering trace of guilt when I looked at Rowan, my Roly-Poly, and when I looked in his eyes, all I saw was frank appreciation for me, no hint of guilt or reproach. When I think back on all our days since that fateful day, I see now that that day, and that place, that was where and when we finally became who we are today, Rowan and Naomi, together forever.
Finally, after who knows how long spent in rapt study of each other, Rowan patted me on the bottom.
"I don't know about you, Nimmie, but I need something to eat; first though, I need a shower, and so do you. Did you spot one anywhere?"
I looked at him like he was simple, and pointed behind me.
"Ro, there's a whole pool and a waterfall full of nice clean water just there! Last one in is an idiot!"
I stepped through the waterfall, gasping as the cool water hit my heated body, then dived into the pool, hearing the plunge as Rowan dived in right behind me. The water was indeed fresh, and as near as I could tell just a few degrees cooler than body temperature, making it deliciously refreshing, like a tropical sea, rather than a swimming pool. I'd been to Greece one especially hot summer with Jane and her family, to Mikonos, and the waters of the Aegean had felt just like this.
Rowan surfaced right in front of me, tossing his head to flick his hair back out of his eyes, and as he trod water, a stray shaft of sunlight caught him, making his tanned skin glow, catching his hazel eyes and making them shine like agates, and the droplets of water beading his shoulders sparkle like diamonds; he looked like a water god of the ancients, perfectly formed, young, virile, and just beautiful.
"What, what are you staring at?" he smiled, so I leaped on him and pushed him under rather than tell him how he'd mesmerised me. In the water, we both weighed the same, plus I had the element of surprise, so I pushed him under easily, then streaked away across the pool, with him chugging along like a steamboat after me; what he lacked in finesse, he made up for in effort and determination, and I was just reaching for the mossy bank to get away when he slid me back in by my ankles and dunked me in revenge.
When I rose to the surface he was nowhere to be seen. I looked around in a sudden panic, and suddenly his big hands cupped my breasts, tweaking my nipples gently even as his lips grazed my neck and shoulder. I felt the thrill of him all through my body, and I knew that if he kept this up I'd have to drag him into the shallows and ravage him mightily, but I held off; the poor boy was probably starving after all that exertion in the cave, no sense in torturing him, I had plenty of time to do that...
Rowan towed me back to the shallow, and watched from the water as I climbed up the mossy bank, loving the cool softness under the surface of the sun-warmed moss as I walked on it. A large flat rock was bathed in a beam of warm sunlight, and I knelt on it, wringing out my hair.
I suddenly realised Rowan was still in the water, watching me as I curled my feet under me comfortably, enjoying the feel of the warm stone and the heat of the sun as I spread my hair out to dry.
"What are you staring at?" I smiled, and he smiled back, his face lighting up as he did so.
"You look like the little mermaid in Copenhagen, Nim, only much more beautiful."
I grinned back at him, absurdly pleased at the comparison.
"Flattery will get you everywhere, you lucky man, but I've gone one better than the little mermaid; my feet don't have to feel like I'm walking on knives for me to have you!"
"Lucky you!" he smiled, and heaved himself out of the water and onto the rock in one powerful surge, his wet body gleaming in the bright sunlight bathing the rock.
"Now feed Tarzan, Tarzan hungry, Jane give food, ook ook!"
The picnic basket was stuffed with tasty goodies for the perfect picnic; delicious little pork pies, smoked sausage, sweet Wiltshire ham, a beautiful crumbly Cheshire cheese, soft rolls and butter, bowls of fruit and a container of double cream. A cold-pack inside held two tangy, fizzy fruit drinks. As we ate, I could feel Rowan's eyes on me, scanning me up and down, until I had to ask him why.
"Are you serious, Nim?" he grinned, "You're naked and wet; you look like the Lorelei, and I know for dead-sure I'd run my ship on the rocks to get to you!"
I had to smile at such a sweet compliment.
"You're just saying that 'cause I'm naked and you just did the big naughty with me!" I giggled, then gasped happily as he slid closer and squeezed my bottom as he kissed my nipple.
"But of course, sweet sister fair, whose very name doth mean "My sweet", O precious maid who doth haunt my dreams and torture my ev'ry woken moment; fain wouldst I do ought to mislead thee, nor tell thee an untruth!" he murmured between stabbing, licking, nipping kisses of my by now erect nipples, flustering me and making me want him in the worst way, so I pinched his nipple, and when he jerked upright, I pushed him back into the pool, punishing him for turning me on so easily.
"Oi, what was that for!!?" he spluttered when he surfaced, so I jumped in and pushed him under again. When I surfaced, he was right behind me, one hand on my bottom, holding me so I was sitting in the water, and his other hand cupping my pussy. He grinned at me, and pulled me closer so he could nibble on my neck, the sensation making me gasp and my nipples go 'twinggg!' all over again.
With a naughty grin, he slid his finger into my bottom and wriggled it around, making goosebumps explode all over my body, while with his other hand he slid a teasing finger into my pussy. Now I was being held in place only by his fingers exploring me as he frigged my holes, drawing me close to orgasm then backing away, again and again, teasing and torturing me, paying me back for dunking him.
At last I couldn't stand it any longer, tearing myself away from him and his magic fingers, to wrap my arms tightly around his neck and push myself onto him, gasping in pleasure as he filled me with his thick cock once again.
It was a like a chapter out of an erotic novel; the most beautiful boy in the world relentlessly pumping himself into me as we floated in a lake in our own private forest. I could tell he was feeling the romance of it as well as the sexually charged atmosphere; we both knew that, given the choice, this was how we'd spend the rest of our lives, in a warm haze of water, sun and dappled shade, lost in our very own perfect moment.
As I realised that, the climax he'd been building inside me with his gentle, considerate fucking of me finally broke inside me, but different this time; now it was like a warm, delicious breeze blowing through me, caressing me and filling me with warm golden light, rather than a hurricane thunderclap.
My arms tightened in a death-grip around my gorgeous big brother's taut, muscular neck even as my pussy clamped tight around him. Rowan gave a muted groan of release, echoing my own deep groan, as he came inside me once again, his sinewy cock pulsing and twitching as he fired burst after burst of sperm deep inside me. His cock convulsed and throbbed with a life of its own as he emptied himself into me yet again, joining himself to me one more time.
Rowan carried me out of the pool like I was a feather, cradling me against him as he waded to shore and up the sloping, soft and mossy bank that served as a beach. Once more we reclined on our warm flat stone, my hair spread out to dry in the sun, and we finished our picnic with me sitting on his lap while he fed me morsels and I gave him kisses in return.
When we were done eating, and had repacked the picnic basket with the debris of our meal, Rowan stretched out lazily in the warm sunlight, his muscles flexing and writhing as he stretched and yawned happily. I smiled at him so uninhibited, and so perfect, my ideal man. He glanced at me and held his arms out, and when I moved closer, he wrapped his arms around me and rolled so I was now lying on top of him..
"Hello, pretty girl!" he murmured in my ear, gently poking his tongue in my ear and making me giggle.
"Hello big horny man!" I responded, wriggling on top of him, and oh yes, feeling things stirring down below.
"I could stay like this with you forever, Nim," he murmured, slipping his hands down my back to cup and squeeze my bottom. "I wish this is where we lived, right here, far away from uni, from Surrey, from jobs and careers, and everything the world says we should be doing. This is what life should be like. Omar Khayyam was right, you know:
'a loaf of bread,
a jug of wine,
and thou beside me,
singing in the wilderness'
"That's all I'll ever need from you, Nim; you and I, we're all we'll ever need. All we need to do is find us a place like this for our own, somewhere we can truly be just us."
I'd never realised Rowan had even heard of Omar Khayyam, let alone be able to quote from his 'Rubaiyat', and my eyes welled-up at how apt and romantic his quotation was; a man doesn't say that kind of thing to a girl for no reason. It's what a man says to the woman he loves, and I loved him even more for that. With that came the understanding of what we were saying and doing, and the full realisation of why it could never be, and that's when the impending loss hit me, and the tears started.
Part 11: Rowan
Naomi was crying, my precious girl was hurting, and all I could do was hold her until the storm had passed and she could tell me what had happened, what had brought this on, although I sort of had an inkling. So I held her against me and rocked her the way I had when she was a little girl, and crooned in her ear, and stroked her beautiful hair.
While I rocked her, I reflected that even with her face creased-up in tears, and her eyes red and puffy, and her nose in need of a good blow, she was still just about the most beautiful girl I'd ever seen. I still couldn't believe that someone as downright fucking gorgeous as my sister could ever want me, when there was a whole world of eligible men out there ready to fall at her feet.
I dug a couple of paper napkins out of the picnic basket and dabbed her eyes dry, and let her blow her nose, and when she was a little more composed, I kissed her lightly and pinched her bottom, making her grin.
"Do you want to tell me about it, Nim-Nim?" I prompted, and she nodded, then suddenly kissed me, hard, her hands clamped around my head as she probed my mouth with her tongue, her kiss feeling almost desperate in its intensity.
"Wow, what was that for, Nim?" I asked when I got my breath back.
Nimmy moved to kneel astride me, her hands on my shoulders, so she could look into my eyes. I could still see she was troubled; that glint of fun and wickedness in her eyes was gone, and her expression was sombre.
"I'm saving up all the memories I can of how it feels to kiss you, baby, because I know that's all I'll ever have of you. This is all just a fantasy, isn't it Ro? Forty-eight hours from now we'll be back home and it will be like this all never happened, and where does that leave us?"
I cast around for a way to tell her that it didn't have to end, that we'd find a way, but she looked away.
"See, even you know I'm right. We did all this, we made all those promises, and we can't keep any of them, and we can never be anything, can we Ro? How in God's name can I ever go back to being just 'little sister Naomi' after what we had here? I'd rather die than give you up, but I can't have you Ro, I can never have you, so all I can do is collect kisses and save them up so I have something of you when this dream is over and I have to give you up, because everyone says it's wrong, because the whole fucking world says it's wrong!"
She was crying even harder than before, her body shaking with the force of her sobs, so I held her close and rubbed her back, keeping her in close contact with me until her fit of the blues had passed. I guess my soothing helped, because after a while I realised she'd cried herself to sleep. I couldn't stay in the position we were in. I could already feel my legs going to sleep, so I slowly reclined, and eased her on top of me, rather than let her sleep on that mossy rock.
While we lay like that I pondered what she'd said; there was a lot of truth in what she'd said, I couldn't deny it, but I knew we'd somehow find a way; there was no way on this God's earth I was giving her up, not now, not after what we'd been to each other. By hook or by crook, we were going to have a life together: that was my silent promise to my Nimmie, and to myself.
*
Nimmie stirring popped me awake from the pleasant doze I'd slipped into, my hands full of her delicious bottom cheeks, and her clean, subtle, girl-scent filling my nostrils.
"Hello, Rowleee...' she drawled languorously, and even though I couldn't see her face, I could hear the smile in her voice, so I patted her bottom as I kissed the top of her head.
"You're the world's best pillow, did you know that, Roly-poly?" she yawned, while wriggling slowly and sensuously on top of me, stretching luxuriously even as she did so.
I didn't reply, being far too busy with running my hands over the wealth of plush, satiny warmth her buttocks offered me, content instead to squeeze and knead those firm, juicy little treats as they flexed and quivered in my hands.
"Ro...?" she murmured, and I smiled at the wheedling tone in her voice.
"Yes, Angel-May, how can I help you?" I murmured back, still preoccupied with squeezing and enjoying her springy little bottom.
"Are we done here now? What I mean is..." but I cut her short.
"What you mean, little Nimmie, is that someone's been dreaming of Hawaiian Barbecue, yes?" I grinned, and she popped her head up to grin impishly at me.
"Oh yes, please, I'm starving! Some roast pork and pineapple right now sounds wonderful, please, can we go and get some?"
I was feeling pretty good right then, with a blonde hottie lying on me with her delectable bum firmly clenched in my hands, but I could also see the pleading in her eyes, so I let go, reluctantly, and led her back to the grotto behind the waterfall so we could retrieve our clothes, get dressed, and tidy-up a little.
Nimmie looked enticing as hell in her little tennis-girl get-up, and I was tempted to grab her, strip her, sling her on the bed, and fuck hell out of her all over again, but she was hearing a different call right then, so I reluctantly grabbed our picnic basket and took her hand as she led me back to the entrance to that amazing place.
When we stepped out of the elevator, a girl appeared from nowhere, relieved me of the picnic basket, and told us lunch would be served in the pool in a few minutes, and to follow Nimmie's bracelet.
When we walked through the double doors to the pool area, I was dumbfounded once again; was there no end to the wonders this place had to offer? The pool was absolutely huge, easily the same size as some of the water parks I'd been to when I was younger. It was laid out like a tropical beach, curved and sandy, with the walls of the huge space cleverly obscured with thick vegetation and small palm trees, while Frangipani bushes and sprays of Hibiscus, Bougainvillea, and other bright, tropical flowers added their scent to the air, and a wave machine kept a light surf lapping the shoreline.
The pool was an infinity pool, the far end lost in a blue haze, and the 'beach' was laid out with rows of loungers, with a row of cabanas with palm-frond roofs and woven matting walls lined up along one wall; even over the sound of the surf and the couples chattering and laughing on the loungers we could hear the moans and entreaties from the huts as female voices begged someone to ' do it harder, harder, yess, oh God, yes, like that yes, yes...'
Nimmie caught my eye, and I saw the devilish glint in her eyes; something told me I was going to allow her to decoy me into one of those huts before too much time had passed...
But now here came lunch; a massive wheeled barbecue, with a whole pig roasted brown and glistening, followed by other smaller barbecues pushed by girls in bikini tops and hip-hugging sarongs, grilling bread, fruits, whole ears of corn, and what looked like real breadfruit, filling the air with delicious smells.
Nimmie led me over to an unoccupied lounger, and a girl brought us a tray piled with slabs of crispy barbecued pork, bowls of salad and condiments, and steaming hot slices of roasted pineapple, grilled breadfruit and other exotic roasted vegetables, steaming, buttery corn on the cob, and hot, seared, crispy bread.
Nimmie's eyes lit up as she eyed all the delicacies, followed by an expression of pure happiness on her face as she dug into it with a will.



I watched her as she took the edge off her appetite, finally clearing her plate and picking off mine, playing as she held the best pieces of meat or fruit between her lips and taunted me, because the only way I was going to get them was to kiss her at the same time. Of course I played along; I'm neither blind, gay, nor dead, and any chance of a kiss from a beautiful girl like her was more than welcome, believe me.
Finally, I'd cleared my plate and lay back with a sigh, more satisfied than I'd ever been. Nimmie cuddled herself up against me, and dabbed my face and chin where I'd missed spots of sauce.
"Glad you came, Roly-poly?" she murmured, stroking my chest, and yes, I was, and I told her so. Nim smiled happily and poked me in the chin.
"Don't get too comfortable...stud; there's something I want to do, and you better be on the same page, because you're going to do it, got me?"
Assertive Nimmie was a new one on me, so I had no choice but to pinch her lovely little bottom and watch her jump and do that sexy grin-thing where she catches the corner of her lip between her teeth; every time I'd ever seen her do that in the past, I'd have to go away and have some serious me-time to get over it...
Nim leaned up and nibbled my earlobe, and whispered, "Ten minutes, Ro, then you're taking me over to one of those nice little huts over there, or I'm dragging you, shouting 'Fuck me, you bastard, I need it now!' at the top of my voice. Have you got that?"
As I had every intention of doing just that, I grinned at her threat and pinched her bottom again, making her squeal and huddle even closer to me, no bad thing in anybody's book!
"Naomi Redmond, you are a nasty, rude, foul-mouthed little girl. No wonder no-one will play with you! Mother was right; an hour standing in the corner with a bar of soap in your mouth is what you need!" I told her with a straight face, while keeping one hand firmly clasped around her as she undulated against me, warming me up for what was to come.
"You like me when I'm good, but you fuck me so nicely when I'm bad!" she husked in my ear. "I like being bad with you, Roly, you have such a nice big cock; shall I rip my panties off so you can shove that thick stiffie of yours up my bum right now and give me a good spunking?"
I almost fell off the lounger in aroused shock that my sweet, demure, gentle little sister could mouth such filth in my ear; as it was, I had to turn to face her to hide the fearsome erection her words had caused to magically sprout. Nimmie grinned wickedly and ground against me, purring like a cat.
"Oh dear, I think you need some special attention, young Master Redmond; maybe you should let Nurse Nimmie rub the nasty swelling and make it go away...eventually..." she breathed, introducing me to a whole new level of aching hardness as her mons pressed and undulated so tantalisingly against me. I was in an agony over what to do next, so Nimmie solved it for me.
"OK Ro, now you're in the right frame of mind, you and me, one of those huts, let's go!"
Everyone else seemed to feel that now lunch was done, orgy-time had arrived, and as we threaded our way through the rows of loungers, it was obvious to me that more than a few of the couples here had no intention whatsoever of keeping it strictly 'brother-sister'.
Some of the people we saw enthusiastically humping like mink were very obviously not the couples we'd seen earlier, and I wasn't sure how I felt about that, except for one solid, inescapable fact; anyone who made a pass at Nimmie was walking home on two broken legs with his teeth in his pocket. She was mine, and no-one else got to sample her, no fucking way!
As luck would have it, every single one of those huts had occupants; the sounds of rampant nookie emanated from each of them as we checked them out, but that didn't deter Nim, and before I knew it, I was leaning back against a matting wall while she unbuttoned my shorts. I thought about protesting, if only for form's sake; after all, it should be me stripping her, the way I was feeling right then, but she got in there first, so I left her to it.
Once upon a time I might have been apprehensive and embarrassed about doing something like this in public, from what I could see fifteen feet away, not a single soul on that beach would have cared one whit, not if what they were all doing was anything to go by...
Part 12: Naomi
The look on poor Roly's face when I shoved him against a wall and unbuttoned his shorts was priceless, but that wasn't the prize; inside his shorts there was a solid, pulsing meat-stick that belonged to me, and I wanted it inside me somehow, any old how. I'd banked on at least one of the huts being vacant, but they weren't, so I did what I had to, and Roly may have been shocked, but he didn't fight me off, and when I sucked the end of his rigid cock, he groaned happily, in plain sight or not.
Somewhere in the back of my mind the realisation surfaced for a moment that I was on my knees, in public, with my brother's impressive cock jammed in my mouth, but to be honest, I didn't give a shit, and neither did anyone else, apparently; everything going on around us just made what I did with Roly that much more exciting, and naughty, and acceptable, and I wasn't going to stop; he tasted far too nice!
As I sucked, I squeezed him gently, coaxing him along; I wanted to take the edge off him, because right after, what I really needed was a prolonged, sweaty session in one of those huts.
One of my favourite romantic fantasies had always been to drag Roly off to a tropical paradise with me, somewhere remote, secluded and private, surrounded by breakers and rustling palm trees, and fuck his brains out on a deserted beach on a golden day under a cloudless azure sky, or a huge tropical moon and a billion stars; OK, so we weren't in Tahiti or Bora-Bora, but most of my fantasy was here, it was mine for the taking, so I took it, and took Roly with me.
Roly was as turned-on as I was; his cock was literally bone-hard, and I could barely get him in my mouth, he was so swollen with excitement, but I managed it somehow, and when I began squeezing him as I sucked, I felt him trembling.
I was just about to deliver the coup-de-grace and make him empty-out when the door of the hut opened and out stepped possibly the two most flawlessly beautiful young people I'd ever seen; he was tall, with jet-black curly hair, smooth, tanned and muscular, and just gorgeous, and I mean catwalk-model gorgeous. The girl was as dark as he was, her hair almost blue-black, but her skin was marble-white, with lips a deep, natural rose-red;
I know it's a cliché, but she really did look like an alabaster statue, and she was heart-stoppingly beautiful. They were so obviously brother and sister. They had the same stunning blue eyes, the same classic bone-structure and profile, and the thought flashed through my mind that if any man in the world was justified in wanting his sister, it was him; with a sister who looked like that, no rules could possibly apply.
For a second I felt small, and plain, and pointless just looking at two such beautiful people, no matter what my sweet Roly thought of me, and then they both saw me, and as our eyes met, something passed between us, something that thrilled through me like a small shiver of anticipation, and suddenly I knew; they understood, because they were the same as us. Their eyes and their smiles spoke volumes to me; they spoke of comradeship, of need fulfilled and dreams attained, of love, and loyalty, and a lifetime commitment, and suddenly I knew them as well as I knew Roly. They knew what I was feeling, because they had the exact same thing Roly and I had; don't ask me how I knew, I just did.
Roly was my world, he was the one and only thing I needed, but that other young couple, they were part of us too, they had become part of what we were, and we'd always have them too. Now I belonged, now I didn't need to feel like the world was always going to be against us. There was someone else who knew and understood exactly what we were, and why, and they would never judge us, because they were just like us.
As they turned to leave, the girl's eyes once more locked with mine, and as they did, her smile and nod were all I needed to know we were allies, and more, that she and her brother would be there for us any time we needed them; we were family now.
Roly opened his eyes and looked down at me, perhaps to wonder why I'd stopped, and some of what had just passed must have shown on my face, because he hurriedly tucked himself away as he urged me to stand so he could look into my eyes.
"Nim...Nimmie...what happened? You look like you saw a ghost...talk to me, Nim!"
My head was still too full of what had just happened to me, my moment of profound insight had pretty much scattered my thoughts to the wind, and Roly half-walked, half-carried me into the empty cabana and sat me down on his lap on the bed in there.
"OK, what happened?" he murmured, smoothing my hair away from my face so he could look into my eyes.
I tried to explain what I'd felt, what had just changed for me, for us, but it was so hard for me to put into words; I knew what I wanted to say, but I didn't know how to say it without sounding like an hysterical nut-case, and the more I tried, the less sense I made, and then the tears started.
Poor Roly was shocked at my sudden need to cry; he couldn't work out what had happened to make me so blue, not at first, but I think he began to understand after I'd let the tears clear my head a little.
"Roly, I know this sounds crazy, I know you'll think I've lost it, but just now, outside, I learned something, something that affects both of us."
He nodded for me to go on, so I plunged on.
"I...met someone, someone who knows what we want, because she wants it too, and she has exactly what I have. I know, it sounds crazy, but she let me know we're not alone, that we have each other, and we have her and her brother too. I don't expect you to believe any of this, but I will ask you to take it on trust; there's someone else out there just like us, and they're on our side, and we'll be able to count on them, and that makes me very happy indeed. Can you understand what I mean, Roly-poly?"
He smiled that slow, happy smile of his, the one that always told me we were alright, and hoisted me higher on his lap so he could hug me closer.
"I believe you, Nim. I'll always believe in you; if you've connected with anyone here and that makes you sure and secure in your mind, then I'm happy for you, for us. All I need is you, Nimmie, but if you say we have backup when we need them, then I believe you on that as well. I love you, Nimmie, and I need you to be happy. I'm glad you're finally sure."
He slid me off his lap and tugged my skirt into something approaching decent while grazing lightly on my neck and shoulder.
"And now, let's get out of here; I don't want to bang in some beach-hut like a sex-starved teenager. I want to make love to you in our bed. Are you OK with that?"
As if he needed to ask...
*
Back in our room, Roly wasted no time pulling me onto the bed to lie, still fully-clothed, next to him, while he slipped his hand around my waist and held me close to him so he could kiss me properly. It felt so nice, so warm and loving, to just lie together, no frenzied ripping off of clothes, no frantic coupling, no sweaty, gasping gymnastics, just warm, loving, tender kissing.
It was a revelation to me; I'd always known how gentle Roly was, how careful he'd always been not to hurt me or hurt my feelings, but to feel it in his kiss as a real sensation was an eye-opener for me. He truly wasn't like other guys...
*
I woke up slowly, feeling relaxed and rested, and warm and comfortable, still fully dressed, with Roly's arm around my waist and my bottom pressed into his sleeping lap, so we were spooned together. As I stirred, his breathing changed, and he muttered "...don't worry Nim...got you... love you, Puss-Cake..." before falling silent again, and I smiled at him so fast asleep, but still thinking of me.
I wanted to get undressed and slide into that big, soft bed, with a lovely warm Roly right next to me, but it felt so good just lying there, feeling his sleep-heat soak into me while his soft breath warmed my neck, feeling no cares at all. I thought about him, and about me, and where we'd go, what we'd do with the life we'd chosen, and eventually my thoughts drifted into dreams as I fell asleep again, warmed and enfolded in the arms of my gentle, loving big brother.
A soft kiss on the back of my neck woke me from a long, complicated dream about Roly and me, and mum, and something about a little girl with soft golden hair and eyes just like Roly's, but it was a nice dream, and Roly was happy in it; now I'd never know how it ended, so I turned around and kissed him, and pinched his nipple at the same time.
"Hey, what was that for?" he spluttered, slipping his hand around my waist and pinching my bottom in return. We were both even now, so I took the opportunity to hold him a little more gently, feeling him stirring and firming-up as he kissed and nibbled my lips. We were wearing far too many clothes, so when I tugged the hem of his tennis shirt up, he responded in kind, tugging my tank-top up and off.
Everything else came off in short order, and once again I had him at my mercy, long and lean and muscular and just delicious, mine to do with as I pleased.
When I started kissing his neck, then his upper chest, he sighed happily and rolled onto his back, so I was able to attack him more easily. The hairs on his chest and abdomen all formed into a silky treasure-trail down along his solid stomach and lower, the hairs soft and gossamer-light against my lips, until eventually I was slowly running my tongue through the springy, wiry hairs surrounding the base of his straining cock, savouring the sensation of the stiff curls parting around my tongue and brushing my lips.
I could hear his breathing, soft and shallow, and I knew what he was waiting for, and the soft gasp as I slipped him into my mouth was all I could have hoped for. As I sucked him, I slowly fisted him, squeezing him rhythmically as I bobbed my head, tasting him and pleasing him with the motion of my head. His hand slid between my thighs, to gently rub and pet my pussy, and pleasure glowed through me as I felt myself swelling and beginning to pulse in time to his gentle hand movements.
Suddenly, he held my thigh, and in one surge, slid me on top of him, placing his hands on my hips as he pulled me against his mouth. My nerve endings all stood-up and shrieked at the feel of his velvety tongue-tip probing and lapping at me. I could barely concentrate on the cock in my mouth with all the fireworks going off in my head.
Part 13: Rowan
Having Naomi sucking my cock so lovingly was a truly next-level experience; I could hardly see straight with the pleasure she was giving me, but my wandering hands found a way to give her something back. When she slid astride my chest, and I was able to properly relish the scenic view spread before me, all I knew was that I wanted to taste her, to feel her softness against my tongue, and once more inhale her heady scent.
From the squeals and mews of pleasure she gave as she bucked against me I knew she was enjoying what I was doing to her; Nimmie tasted as good as she looked, her soft and tender girl-flesh was a poem of juicy tenderness against my lips and tongue, and her rich, musky scent was sending strong, insistent messages to my brain; the taste and scent of her was working itself deeply into me, working me up, firing-up parts of me I didn't know about, igniting deep fires that only she could quench.
Of course now, with hindsight, I know what it was; her pheromones were stimulating my limbic system, switching-on emotions and desires deep inside me, way down past the veneer of civilisation, into that primitive place we all have inside us, the last remnant of dawn-man, and that part of me knew for certain, at last, that she was mine now, only mine.
I think Nim sensed the change in me. Perhaps she was feeling something similar, but she suckled and licked me like she was addicted to me, even as I gorged myself on her, each of us taking the other to that final fulfilment.
Nimmie squealed as she came, her thighs drumming against the sides of my head with tendons drawn tight as piano wire, her sweet, tangy juices filling my mouth and spilling over my chin as her taut little pussy trembled and convulsed against my mouth. It was too much for me; too much was happening inside my head.
Nimmie was the centre of my world now, and we were so closely in sync that her orgasm triggered my own climax, mind-jarring in its intensity, although I was mostly dry heaving; she'd pretty much emptied me out over the last twenty-four hours. Still she sucked and caressed me with her tongue, taking me higher even as her orgasm convulsed her again, making her cry out in pleasure.
Nim slumped down on top of me, her red, swollen pussy and taut little anus trembling and winking at me as the aftershocks of her epic climax raced and surged through her, while I lay back, my heart thundering in my chest and my body twitching as the massive adrenalin surge slowly dissipated.
We lay in silence for a few more minutes, letting the room swim back into focus, and as my heart slowed, I was better able to appreciate the delightful view so close at hand. Nimmie's skin is flawless, pale and translucent, like polished marble, and the curve of her shapely little bottom perfectly complemented the slender roundness of her thighs and the delicate, flower-petal neatness of her small pussy.
Even if I wasn't in love with her, I would have been lost in admiration at how delicately feminine her body was, how exquisite a picture she formed with her legs spread for me so I could feast my eyes on her sexy little pussy. She made such an adorable, desirable picture I couldn't resist planting a kiss on her labia and gently wriggling my tongue-tip in the shadowed little pucker so open to my gaze.
Nimmie giggled as she fondled me and lightly kissed my flaccid cock in return.
"Was there something you wanted, Roly-poly?" she giggled, so I squeezed her bottom and gave her a couple of playful little smacks, just to watch the firm flesh quiver.
"Nope, just admiring the view!" I grinned, making her giggle again. "Come on up here next to me, I want to look at more of you."
Nim rolled off me and squirmed around so she was lying next to me, her head resting in the crook of my arm. Her warm little hand stroked my chest and stomach as we kissed like two lovers, not frantically, not on the edge of arousal, just two people in love showing each other their love.
"Hold me close, Roly, I'm so tired," she yawned. "We have to be at this dinner tonight, and I don't know about you, but I'm bushed." She yawned again, pulling down a corner of the bedclothes. I helped her, and slid into bed next to her, gathered her to me and with her warmth soaking into me, almost instantly dropped into a deep, dreamless sleep.
*
The soft, insistent chiming of the call to dinner eventually penetrated my consciousness, dragging me awake and to the awareness of Nimmie lying so deliciously naked against me, warm and soft, her leg thrown over mine and her arm lying across my stomach. She looked so sweet, so innocent and sexy I couldn't resist kissing those lips so near mine. As I did, her long lashes fluttered and her eyes opened.
"Yay, it wasn't a dream!" she murmured, her voice still scratchy with sleep. "Hellooo Roleee, mmm, I was right, you do feel nice!" she drawled, still more asleep than awake, as she burrowed down against me. It was my pleasure to gather her into me and hold her tight as she slowly stretched and yawned so prettily I had no choice but to kiss her again.



"Mmm, I like waking up next to you, I must do this more often!" she smiled, wriggling sensuously while her hand gently rubbed me in the small of my back.
I could have lain there like that all night and through the next day, but Nimmie had other plans.
"C'mon you, we need showers, you need a shave, get a move on Ro, you're taking me to dinner, so get weaving!"
I reluctantly let go of her, but not without having a reflex grope of her sexy bottom first, making her giggle and wriggle sexily.
"Oi, less of that, you, we don't have time! Later, I promise. Right now, though, get in there and get showered. You need a shave, and bed-hair is not a good look for you..."
So saying, Nim disappeared into the dressing-room, presumably to get her dress sorted out for this dinner. I had my dinner jacket (actually, it was my a shit of a father's DJ, but we were the same size, and he'd left it behind, so Nim had decided it was mine now) and a white shirt, so my dressing arrangements were sorted.
Nim joined me in the shower, probably to save time, but she made it clear that hanky-panky was not going to happen, we were under the gun, so a quick shower, a thorough shave, and I was good to go.
Nim disappeared into the dressing room while I got into my dinner jacket; she'd bought me a pleated-front formal evening shirt with wing-collars, and a set of studs, and I had to admit, I didn't look too bad. The black tie defeated me, though; I'd never actually worn one, and no matter what I did with it, it just looked like something limp had tangled itself around my neck and died there.
"Having trouble?" asked Nim as I tried once again, and when I turned to her, I was flabbergasted, literally lost for words; gone was my cute, adorable, playful sister, and gone also was the sexy little water-nymph who'd played and sported with me so nakedly in that forest pool; in their place was the most gorgeous woman I'd ever seen.
She was dressed in a figure-hugging, scarlet dress of some stretchy, sparkly material, strapless and backless, almost indecently short, the hem only just covering the curve of her bottom, with long sleeves that left her smooth shoulders bare. Her shoes were the same shade of red as her dress, with slim, elegant, five-inch stiletto heels, and the lace tops of her nude stockings were just visible under the hem of that sexy, sexy dress. Lip-gloss the exact same eye-searing scarlet as her dress finished the ensemble.
Her hair was brushed and curled, shining and golden about her shoulders, with a peek-a-boo curl in front to accent her lovely face and beautiful green eyes. A black velvet choker, with a brooch set with a single green stone accented her long, white neck and complimented her eyes.
I was stunned speechless at the perfection of the picture she presented; her physical beauty hit me like a hammer-blow, as did the realisation that this beautiful girl was mine.
Nim posed artfully for me, winking sexily and giving me a quick twirl and shimmy so I could admire her smooth back and the curve and ripple of her flanks under that clingy dress as her hips switched.
I tried to say something, to tell her what a goddess she was, but I was truly struck dumb; I'd always thought my sister was a hottie, but this was the first time I'd ever truly seen her as the beautiful woman she really was, and I was speechless, trying to say so many things at the same time that nothing came out except a series of 'uh-uh-uh...' noises.
"Like it, baby? It's all for you, Roly-poly!" she asked, and smiled happily when I nodded dazedly, like a dumb-struck idiot, still too shaken for words.
Nimmie grinned and took the mangled black tie from me, turned me around so I was facing the dressing mirror, and deftly re-tied it for me from behind, adjusted the knot, and patted me on the shoulder. She looked pensive, almost sad for a moment, and when I looked enquiringly at her she smiled sadly.
"Dad used to make me tie this for him; he could never remember how it went, and mum's left-handed, so she always did it wonky; it's been a long time since I tied a black tie, Roly, but it suits you; now you're dressed to kill! Just remember one thing, Agent 007; you're with me tonight, so no swanning off with some exotic beauty, you got that?"
As if I could ever look at another girl when I already had perfection by my side! I eventually managed to haul my jaw back up off the floor and click it back into place, and a sharp, pleasant, almost ecstatic thrill shuddered through me as she slid her arm through mine and patted my hand.
"C'mon Roly, take me to dinner," she smiled, her smile broadening when I tried to say something coherent, and she pulled my head down to gently rub noses with me.
"Calm down, sweetie, it's still me, you know!" she grinned, and straightened my lapels. "OK Roly, you ready?"
I swallowed a couple of times, then nodded, grinning back at her when she smiled at me, and so, my balance restored, I escorted the most beautiful girl I'd ever known down a long and sumptuous hallway, to another set of dark polished doors.
As we approached, the doors swung open, just like before, only now the room was, if anything, even more lavishly appointed than anything we'd seen so far; the long table in the centre of the room was set for a magnificent dinner, crystal goblets and mirror-polished silverware throwing sparkles, glints and glitters everywhere I looked, while huge silver vases, urns, and pedestals held gorgeous sprays of flowers all along the length of that magnificent banqueting table.
Nimmie gasped at the sheer opulence of it, her eyes shining at the knowledge that she was attending a banquet in such a lavish setting, that the two of us, ordinary people from an ordinary family, with ordinary lives, could be here to share, if only for a short time, in this world of privilege and entitlement.
Everyone else seemed to be already there, but the last couple to come in was the spectacular raven-haired couple I'd seen that first day. Nim stiffened, and I thought something had happened, perhaps she'd changed her mind, but then I saw that she and the dark-haired girl were stock-still, their eyes locked together, and both had little half-smiles on their faces.
I suddenly realised that there was some kind of communication going on. Her strange conversation with me in the cabana earlier that day came back to me, and then I understood; this was the girl she'd shared her epiphany with, the couple she'd connected with so profoundly, the couple she believed were just like us.
*
Dinner, and the entertainment that followed, are just a blur in my memory; I remember how lavish, how wonderfully presented the banquet was, but it's only brief flashes; my full attention was taken up by Nimmie. All through that evening I watched her, absorbed in the interplay of her sparkling eyes, her beautiful, kissable, rosebud lips, her smile, her every expression as she talked, laughed, giggled at a silly pun, or gasped in amused shock at a risqué comment or spicy joke.
I barely tasted that marvellous meal. How could I when the most desirable woman in my universe, my perfect goddess in a pantheon of one, was sitting close enough to me to smell her hair, taste her perfume in the air between us, and thrill to the feel of her smooth, perfect thigh every time it brushed against mine?
My next clear memory is dancing with her, feeling her curve and undulate so perfectly against me as she held me close, and of the lights glittering deep inside her emerald eyes and glinting in the glossy golden hair tumbled so artfully about her white, perfect shoulders.
Everything before that is a blizzard of half-remembered images: a club of some sort, flashing and flaring lights, thumping dance music, girls dancing on a podium, but I didn't really register any of it; my head was too full of my golden goddess in a red dress. When she gently kissed me, and led me from that dance-floor and back to our room, the last vestiges of our old life fell away, and the start of the second half of my life was begun.
Now, and at last, I was no longer Naomi Redman's older brother; now I was finally, fully and irrevocably her husband, she was my wife, my source of joy and my sole reason for living, and we were never going to be parted.
Part 14: Naomi
That final evening at that incredible house, resort, call it what you will, is burned into me forever; as we danced, after the best, most spectacularly lavish meal I'd ever had, funny things were happening inside my head; any feeling I had for Rowan my brother was draining away as Rowan, my husband, flowed in to take his place.
I could feel him changing too; something was happening to him, I could feel it pulsing through him, in the way his arms tightened around me and his hands caressed me. Roly had changed, something had changed him, I could see it plainly in his eyes and in his smile when I gazed up at him.
That was when I knew we had to leave; I needed my husband right then, and I knew he needed me, and so we walked in silence back to our room. My head was too full of what had just happened to fill the silence with empty chatter, and I could tell Roly was the same, his fingers knotted in mine like he never intended to let go.
Walking back to our room, along those plush, hushed corridors, holding hands so tenderly with Rowan, is one of the most vivid memories I keep to this day; something inside me knew for sure we were walking to our new lives, and I was bubbling inside with anticipation, ready for mine to begin.
Mixed in there was a little fear, too; that old cliché about the first day of the rest of your life kept repeating itself in my head, because it was; the second we left that room, the world had changed, it had become a scarier place because of what we had become, but I knew, all the way through and deep down into the bedrock of me, that this was right, it was ours, and we would make it through.
As the door clicked open, Rowan whirled me around and into his arms; I thought he was going to kiss me, but his expression was serious.
"Nim, once we go in there, there really is no going back, you do understand that, yes? Everything we did before, all of it, no matter what we said when we were doing it, we can still walk away from it, let it go, and work on going back to being ourselves. But things have changed. I think you can feel that just as strongly as I can. Once we go in there, like this, it really is the end of everything that we've ever had before. Knowing that, are you really, really sure about this?"
The look of concern and care on his face was so sweet and loving I just wanted to kiss him, hard, and never stop, but I made myself look him square in the eye so he could see that what I was about to say was the truth.
"Never more sure of anything, Rowan. I brought you here for just that reason: to make you my Roly-poly forever. All I want is for us to change our world, for you and me to be in our own world, just you and me. I always wanted this, I made sure it happened just this way, and I have no intention of backtracking, walking away, letting this go, nothing. You and me, Rowan, it's always going to be just you and me. Is that clear enough for you, have you got it now?"
Roly's eyes never left mine for a second, his gaze searched my face, probably looking for any sign of hesitation, any lingering doubts, but there were none; I wanted this, more than anything in the world, and suddenly that sweet, boyish grin of his broke through, and his hands were holding my bottom, squeezing and kneading my cheeks as he held me against him.
"Then, Miss Naomi Louise Redman, will you marry me?" he smiled, and when I smiled back, he swept me up and kissed me in a perfect storm of kisses, while I laughed and choked as I tried to get a word in edgeways.
"Roly, stop it, no, stop, let me say something, stop it, no, ROLY!!"
He suddenly let me go and plopped me back down on my feet, grinning as I wobbled for a second.
"That's better, phew, let me get my breath back! Now, where was I? Oh yes...of course I'll marry you, you big silly arse, what did you think I'd say? Only you, Roly, remember?"
Roly grinned like a pumpkin and yanked me close again.
"Good, now we've got that out the way, let's go. I feel like some naked lust and debauchery. You in?"
Silly question, of course I was, so I let him lead me into the room, and waited for the door to click shut behind us. As it did, he grabbed me and kissed me properly, a long, breathless, intense kiss that made my nipples stand up and swell, something he felt as he ran his hands over my breasts and around my waist, to once more grab my bum and squeeze it. I could feel his cock pressing against my mons, and it was making me feel very sexy indeed; I couldn't help grinding against him as we kissed, enjoying the way he groaned into my mouth at the delicious friction.
"Off...take it off..." he gasped, helping me as I frantically slid the sleeves down and wriggled out of that clingy little dress. Rowan's eyes lit up when he saw that all I was wearing were my hold-up stockings; I couldn't wear panties, or even a thong, under a dress like that, so I didn't wear any, and I got to watch his eyes as they literally glowed while he stared me up and down.
Of course I posed for him; he'd seen me in just about every position possible, there was no need for false modesty now, so I posed and teased him, arching my back to push out my rock-hard, throbbing nipples, and slapping my bottom to make the cheeks jiggle and bounce the way he liked before pulling them open so he could see my secret places again.
Rowan growled softly, and next thing I knew, his hands were all over me again, cupping and squeezing my breasts and lightly pinching my nipples even as he ground his bulging cock into the cleft of my bottom. I whined and pushed back against him, gasping as his teeth gently scraped my neck, giving me goosebumps and making my nipples throb even more.
I heard the muffled sound of him undoing his clothes, and suddenly I was pushed up against the door, my bottom thrust out, and my pussy filled to the brim with his surging, steel-hard cock as he slammed into me, knocking the breath from my lungs with the strength of his thrust into me.
I nearly shrieked at the sensation of being filled so suddenly, so completely, and when his hand slid down my tummy to gently rub and pet my pulsing clitoris in time to his powerful continuing thrusts, then I did scream, as the most powerful orgasm I'd ever experienced ripped and shattered its way through me, shredding my mind with the primal force of it.
Again and again thunderclaps battered through me, until I felt like the electric centre of the storm, white light blazing from my every pore, blinding me with its intensity, and sparking and fizzing from my fingertips, to ground once more deep inside the core of me. My convulsing pussy squeezed and rippled along the length of his fat cock, and he gave a coughing roar as his soft warm hands clamped around my swollen tits.
"Ooohh GOOODDD!" he shouted, his body stock-still, rigid and tense as jet after powerful jet of hot spunk squirted into me, warming and filling me, making me his all over again. He emptied himself into me endlessly, more than he'd ever come before, filling me and squeezing out from my overfilled pussy, to trickle in hot rivulets down my inner thighs.
His warm breath on my neck finally roused me from the dream-like state I'd been in after such a shattering orgasm, that and his arm around my waist as he steadied himself.
"Nim...Nimmie...sweetie... are you OK?" he murmured in my ear, finally bringing me all the way back to reality, and I reached back to hold his head closer to the curve of my neck as he grazed so delicately there.
"I'm fine, Roly, better than fine, I'm engaged!" I grinned, jumping as his hands lightly cupped my breasts, even that gentle contact with my swollen and over-stimulated nipples sending a sharp electric thrill all the way through me to my still twitching and trembling pussy. I could tell he was smiling as he once more slipped his hands down to hold my hips as he kissed the nape of my neck.
"That's right, Puss-Cake, you're mine now, and one day, when I work out how, I'm going to stand next to you and say 'I do', so you better keep that pasted right at the top of your mind, because it's going to happen, I promise."
Rowan had never once broken a promise to me, and I knew him so well that I knew he meant it; my Roly never gave his promises lightly, so now I knew for sure; nothing would get in way to make it happen for me, so I was content.
*
Our shower together was as restful and soothing as ever, but I was still thrilling from his promise to me, and he picked-up on that, his soft hands and gently questing fingers as he lathered my back and shoulders telling me he was feeling my excitement as surely as I was. My little gasps and giggles when he touched or brushed a particularly sensitive area kept piling the clues up in front of him, telling him what I wanted: I wanted him, again, any way he chose; now it was my turn to make him feel as good as I did right then, and he soon realised that.
When I handed him my towel and grinned at him, he began gently drying me off, the feel of him patting me with that thick, warm, decadently soft towel making my skin tingle wherever he laid his hands. When his hands swiped between my legs, the thick softness of the material rubbing along my labia heightened my need and desire for him, making my breathing deep and tremulous every time he stroked me; I began to get the feeling that was what he'd intended all along, especially as he'd paid the same meticulous attention to my nipples, with roughly the same result!
When he'd done arousing me all over again, he sat behind me on the bed and carefully, gently, brushed and untangled my wet hair, towelling most of the water off before letting me finish with the dryer. The heat from the dryer made my skin glow pinkly, looking almost like a sex-flush, and there was some of that too; my nipples were stiffly erect again, and my labia were warm, and slightly itchy; they were swelling, engorging, because I was horny; I could even catch the scent of my arousal. Luckily, the means of dealing with that was sitting two feet away, watching me intently.
At last, after an eternity of brushing my hair, and letting the hot breath of the hairdryer play over my back and shoulders, he took it from me and switched it off, and fluffed my hair out, before suddenly sliding his hands under my arms and cupping my breasts once more, the friction of his palms on my nipples making them 'pop' out and throb pleasantly. Rowan kissed the side of my neck even as I jumped at the double-sensation of his warm lips and my nipples standing to attention again.
"Like that, do you?" he breathed, his hot breath in my ear making me squirm as all kinds of other tingles and zings shot up and down inside me, once more grounding in my pussy and starting an itch I only knew one way to scratch.
Rowan knew exactly what he was doing to me; he'd learned these last thirty hours just what it took to make me sigh, to make me buck and hump, and to make me scream like a banshee, and right there and then I wanted him to make me do all those things; I wanted him inside me, in any way he wanted, making me feel as good as he'd ever done this entire weekend.
Without any warning, he yanked me down next to him, his hand clasping my bottom as his lips found mine, and we kissed like two souls possessed, deeply, madly, almost painfully. His thick erection prodded and rubbed against me, and I took every opportunity to squirm into the right position to feel that solid meatiness rub and scrape along my labia, teasing and tormenting my bullet-hard clitoris as I rubbed my drooling slit against his hot fullness.



As I ground and humped against him, my body dissolved in an endless fire-cracker string of small, hot little orgasms, each one hotter, more fulfilling, more intense than the one before. Roly knew what I was doing. His breath was like a furnace on my face and neck as we strained and ground together, no longer holding back the least amount of pleasure, all inhibition lost in our sweaty dance, his cock frantically sawing and grinding against my hot pussy, until:
"Oh God, Nim, oh fuck, oh fuck, fuck, FUCK!"!! he bellowed as he came in a massive muscular convulsion, his body rigid while his iron-hard cock pulsed like a fire-hose, blistering-hot jets of spunk spraying from him, spurt after spurt, spattering against my belly and smearing me in a creamy white froth from nipple to labia.
I came with him; the sight of him worshipping me with his body tipped me over, and my teeth clenched as I whimpered in the throes of orgasm, unable to scream in counterpoint to him as huge, irresistible, fiery waves of pleasure tore through me, tearing my senses away and leaving me dazed and ablaze. My head rang with the force of my orgasm, and when I finally opened my eyes, it was to feel my cheeks wet with tears, and my body shaken, weak, and trembling with reaction and aftershock.
Rowan was slumped on his side, eyes closed and fluttering while his chest rose and fell like a bellows, and his skin shone with sweat, glossy and slick. As I admired him, his eyes flicked open, and his slow, sweet smile broke out like sunshine after rain.
"Hey blondie!" he grinned, stroking my hip and waist. "What a mess we made. Look at you!"
I smiled back, and rolled on top of him before he could stop me, squishing sperm everywhere, lubricating me as I slid and slipped all over him, making sure I actually did get it everywhere.
Rowan laughed and tried to slide me off, but I bit my lip and held on grimly as I wriggled even more, coating him as thoroughly as he'd coated me.
"Puss-Cake, you are a dirty, filthy, perverted little harridan, what are you?" he laughed, giving in to my onslaught and wrapping his big hands around my buttocks and kneading them instead. I grinned at the tone of his voice, that playful, resigned note he always got just before he gave in to me.
"I'm your fiancée, remember?" I replied, flicking his nipple with my tongue-tip, something he hates, and smiled as he shuddered.
"How could I forget, Nim-Nim? You look incredibly filthy, you know that? I like it, we should do this more often, the sight of you drenched in spunk makes me want to do things to you, bad things!"
I couldn't resist a straight line like that, so I batted my lashes and wriggled a little more sensuously against him.
"What's stopping you...stud?" but he refused to take the bait.
"Nimmie, hot as you are, right now I can't even raise a weak grin; you've emptied me out, my balls feel like Mike Tyson's speed-bags, and my dick needs a retread; just thinking about another erection fills me with deep dread, so if you want any more rumpy-pumpy, you're going to have to go solo, I'm out! You cleaned me out, Puss-Cake, you just wrung out the last drops. Just stick a fork in me, I'm done!"
I'd pretty much worked that out already; he was trying hard, but I could see how desperately tired he was, and I wasn't far behind. However, we needed yet another shower; if we fell asleep like that, in the morning they'd have to use towing-chains to unstick us, so I slapped his backside and chivvied him into the shower for a quick soapy splashdown, then, almost too tired for words, I finally climbed under the covers with him, spooned snugly into him, and that's all until the morning chime woke us.
Part 15: Rowan
Waking next to Nimmie was a dream come true; her sleeping face is angelic, sweet and innocent, the pretty child's face I remember so well now overlain with the woman she'd become, the baby roundness gone and her classic bone-structure there for the world to see. Nimmie truly doesn't think she's anything except completely ordinary, but I seriously beg to differ; in my opinion she's pretty damned perfect, and never more so than when she's asleep; that's when her true beauty shows: in the line of her jaw, the height of her cheekbones, the upturned tilt of her perfect little nose, and the sweet arch of her lips, like a child's drawing of Cupid's bow.
I could watch Nimmie sleep for hours, each glance finding something new to enthral, enchant, and bewitch me, and while I watched her, I couldn't help but thrill at the thought that this beautiful, modest girl, who could have any man in his right mind fall at her feet, wanted me the way I wanted her.
As I gazed at her, the soft chimes sounded once again, and Nim stirred, yawning (and she even did that prettily!) before her eyes flickered open, to see me watching her.
"Hellllooo Roleee!" she murmured, her voice still scratchy with sleep, "Hug me, Roly-poly, it's Monday and we have to go home soon, so give me a hug now, before it's too late!"
Her voice was suddenly thick with tears, and I gathered her close to me, waiting for the blues to pass, wondering what we were going to do next, and how, and wondering at how fiercely she held on to me; I did know one thing, though; whatever it took, we were staying together; we were a couple now, we belonged together, and that was how it was going to be.
Going forward, it was always going to be Nimmie and me; as far as I was concerned we had no choice now, we'd made the decision and pledged ourselves, no going back now, nor did we want to - or so I thought...
Eventually, her grip on me loosened, and I drew back a little so I could kiss her smile back, but she turned away from me, her face set and solemn.
"No Roly, please...don't...it's bad enough that this all has to end in a couple of hours; it's hard enough already; don't make it even worse, please..."
The note of finality in her voice, soft as it was, cut me to the heart; she'd obviously given-up and decided that we had no way forward, so it had to stop, no matter what we wanted, or needed, or thought we'd discovered; letting her go now would take away the biggest, deepest part of me, but she was probably right, much as it hurt to admit it; this was all just a fantasy, no matter what we'd promised, hoped, or planned. When it came right down to it, we just had nowhere to go, and she'd seen that before I ever did.
I wanted so much to hold her close, to feel her warm softness once more melting into me, to feel her lips exploring mine, and taste her deepest warmth once again, but it wasn't to be, it couldn't be, because the fantasy was over, and reality had to pick-up again from where we'd left it only three nights earlier and a lifetime ago.
We showered alone, one after the other; it seemed better that way, more appropriate for the brother and sister we were once more. Nimmie dressed herself again in the prim outfit she'd worn the day we arrived, and left out the same for me while she packed our bags and collected our things together; the fantasy was over, and the time we'd spent as a couple, the hopes we'd shared and plans we'd hatched, all of it was beginning to feel like a distant dream, slowly receding and going out of focus.
I knew Nim was feeling as miserable as I was, no matter how normal a face she tried to put on for my sake; we'd crossed lines, explored places, and made discoveries that should have defined the rest of our lives, and now we had to let that all go, because there was nowhere to go and no way for us to take it all with us.
It was with heavy hearts that we folded the bedclothes down and packed the last of our belongings, stretching out our last moments together, no matter how much it hurt.
When all was done, and we had no more reason or excuse to linger in that room, our eyes met once more, and we nodded and squared our shoulders. This was it; whatever we'd fantasised about, planned for, dreamed of, it was all gone, it had never really existed, and now it was time for the real world again. It didn't help that Nim's eyes were unnaturally bright, or that her face was wooden only with an effort even I could see. It was time to go, and to let this world go forever.
I carried our bags and Nim toted my suit-carrier as we followed her bracelet, but before we reached our destination, Robyn stepped out of an alcove and barred our way, that mischievous smile on her face as she held out her arms, halting our trudge back to where we'd first come in.
"Why so glum, kids? Smile, Nimmie, you have a beautiful smile, let's see it! I think we need to talk, all of us, so never mind those bags, leave them for now, someone will get them, just come with me. Come on!"
Nimmie looked sideways at me, then back at Robyn, who beckoned us to follow her. Wondering what she wanted, we followed her down a side corridor and into a small, sunlit alcove lined with bookshelves, like a miniature library, with three comfortable-looking armchairs and a small tea-table. Robyn gestured at the chairs.
"Please, sit, and it's OK, don't look so worried, no-one's going to bite you! Relax, people, I only wanted to talk to you before you went off and did something silly!"
Nim and I looked at each other in wary puzzlement, then at Robyn again, who smiled even more cheekily.
"Oh come on, both of you look like your puppy just died! Never play poker for money, either of you, your faces just give everything away! Look, just stop worrying and listen, then, when I'm finished, you can decide whether or not you should be worried. Deal?"
We both nodded, and sat down while Robyn lounged comfortably in the third chair and grinned at us.
"There, that was easy! Now, where shall I start? Perhaps the beginning's a good place. Firstly, this place, and what 'Sisterfest' is all about. Nimmie, Rowan, I know you think this whole weekend has just been about taboo, illicit, nasty-nasty sex, but I assure you, it's about a whole lot more. Let me give you some background, then I think you'll understand us better."
She slipped her shoes off and tucked her feet under herself, to sit comfortably cross-legged in the big armchair.
"First of all, Evan, Sylvie, and me. Obviously, we're brother and sisters, but we're much more than that; Sylvie is also my wife, and Evan is our husband; we're one unit, one family, all three of us in troika, perfectly balanced, and very much in love. That's how it's always been for us, for as long as we can remember, and how we're going to stay. Long ago, we realised that all the partying, all the meaningless relationships, all the glitz and glamour, none of that meant anything. What we had together was all that mattered, and so we set out to find others like us, who had the same urges and needs."
She paused to smile secretly at us, before continuing.
"We were lucky, very lucky indeed; our father was an immensely, unbelievably wealthy man, and he left the three of us everything he'd accumulated over a lifetime of accumulating things, and so we had all this money, a ridiculous, absurd amount of money, and a very good idea what we were going to do with it. 'Sisterfest' came about because we reasoned that we couldn't possibly be the only people who felt like we did, who wanted what we wanted, so we started this whole thing to find them, bring them together, and share with us what we have."
Once again the cheeky smile, along with a companionable wink.
"So far it's worked really well; it's been a very successful few years. We have people who come here to us who can be what they truly need to be, with the one person they love and desire above all others; so many of the people who've come to us, who come back time and again, have managed to create for themselves what my husband, my wife, and I have made for ourselves. I'm so proud and happy that we were able to find them and help them the way we did. In that respect, 'Sisterfest' has been a great success...so far."
Something about her tone caught my attention more than she already had. Nim caught it too, if her questioning look was anything to go by. Robyn smiled again, only now her smile was wistful, sad, even, as she gazed out of the window at the trees outside, her eyes distant, obviously looking at something else entirely.
"...and...?" prompted Nimmie gently, causing Robyn to return her attention to us.
"And now it's time for us to move on..." she said in a much softer voice. "You, all of you here this weekend, were invited here for a very special reason; we don't normally hold these weekends in the summer; high days and holidays only, Valentine's, Hallowe'en, that kind of thing, but this year's different; this year we were looking for someone special, that special couple who could pick up the reins and carry on and make Sisterfest even more successful, who could help even more people who need somewhere they can be real, with someone like us on their side."
Now Nimmie was looking at her incredulously, then at me; surely she didn't mean...
Robyn's tinkling laugh broke the sudden silence as she clicked onto Nimmie's and my wavelength.
"No, no, calm down, it's not you, stop worrying, that's all taken care of! There was another couple here who are perfect; they want what we want, and I think they'll be able to do things with the whole idea that Sylvie, Evan, and I can't, not anymore. We're going away, you see, to our home, our real home, where we can be a family, and start a proper family together; I think you'll agree, this is not the kind of place to bring up children. We want to bring up our children in peace away from all this, and finally get our lives back; we've walked on the wild side long enough, and it's someone else's turn. Which is where you come in, kids..."
Nimmie was looking sideways at her, not following her, and I was confused as hell, too; if they'd chosen their replacements, what did they want with us? My bewilderment must have shown, because suddenly Robyn was leaning forward to take my hand in hers, and stretching out her free hand to Nim, who smiled doubtfully but took it. Robyn squeezed my hand and smiled reassuringly.
"Rowan, the people who've agreed to take this on are like you two in so many ways: they're pretty much your age, and they're going to need friends, family, even, people like them, people who will understand them, people with the brains and motivation to help them make a success of this place. I want that to be you, both of you. Finn and Lara are going to need so much help and support here on the ground, and I think that could be you."
She paused to smile at me once again, patting my hand as she put it back in my lap.
"Rowan, you have to have worked out by now that we don't let just anyone in here; everyone we invite to our house is vetted rather carefully, given the kind of problems the tabloids would cause if they found out about us and our little...get-togethers here. We checked you and Nimmie out pretty thoroughly, and so I know you finished your last year at university this year, and now you need to work in a practice if you want to be a chartered architectural engineer one day. That will always be your first love; we saw that right away, which is why we didn't ask you to take up where we're leaving off; we couldn't ask you to give that up for this. However, we can arrange for you to enter an architectural practice and achieve your dream, and still be part of us."
She paused to smile at me, her eyes twinkling, before patting me on the hand.
"I've seen your transcripts, your coursework, and the projects you've completed. You're talented, Rowan, and I think I know just the place for you; it's a small architectural practice that's about to become part of our...family, a brother and sister team, Mike Kershaw and Carys Elliot, so you should feel right at home. They're like you, like us; you'll like them, I promise."
Robyn paused, possibly gauging my response, before continuing, her voice soft and persuasive.
"We have countless development projects in hand at the moment: this place for one; with the others we have planned, we'd keep you fully occupied for the rest of your life, and not just here; many of the planned works are all around the world, but the one I'm thinking of right now is right here; that forest habitat you liked so much? How would you like to build those in a couple of other places we have our eye on? Or maybe look at building further playgrounds here, like a tropical rainforest? I know Sylvie would like that. Does that sound like something you'd want to do?"
It was, and my head was spinning. How many times in your life does your fairy godmother grant you your every wish and whim? Nimmie wasn't looking too happy, and I think Robyn realised that, as she turned the charm offensive square on her.
"Nimmie, anything we can do includes you, too; you and Rowan are a couple; any decisions or conditions have to include you. I know you still have another two years before you graduate, and we know how much you want to be a nurse, and how much you and Rowan want to be together. I don't know how your family is going to react to the two of you being what you are, but they're going to need to know. I can't help you there, but I do have a solution that might work if all else fails."
Nimmie's ears pricked-up at that; I could see her interest piquing at Robyn's words. Robyn saw it too, and smiled reassuringly.
"Nimmie, the position we'd like to offer Rowan is based in Oswestry, in the Welsh borders, a long way from anyone who might know who or what you two are; if it all goes tits-up at home, we can arrange for you to transfer your modules to Chester University, or Stafford, not too far from Oswestry, and graduate you there. We have a medical centre here and in a few other places, and I'll let you in on a little secret; we're not that far from either of those places, or even Oswestry; you and Rowan could live in Telford, or Wolverhampton, and be in easy reach of everywhere I mentioned, including this place. We could always use more medical professionals, and we'd pay you well, very well indeed. How would you like to be part of the team here when you graduate? Think about it. I'll give you a number to call, tell us what happens, and we'll take it from there."
I could see Nim chewing it over, then her eyes narrowed.
"OK, so you want to do this for us, thank you that's very kind, and gives us what we want, and I only have one question: Why? We're nothing to you. Three days ago you'd never met us. Why do you want to do so much for us, and what's in it for you?"
Robyn nodded her head with a pleased look on her face, like she was glad Nim had asked that question.
"Good question, well done! We're prepared to do this because you and Rowan are exactly the kind of people we've been looking for to keep this whole thing going. We saw right away what you had. There was only one other couple who did that for us, and we've asked them to step up and take our place. They've agreed, but they're going to need help and support from people around them who feel what they feel, know what they know, and are fully committed to each other. Finn and Lara are going to need people who know and understand, who can grow with them, and be what they'll need; family who'll support and understand them."
Once again that wistful, almost sad smile flitted across her face.
"No-one else here has what you and Rowan, and Finn and Lara have. In all the years we've been doing this, you are the first group of people who stood-out like that; no one else ever has; they just come here to have a little 'off-the-books' fun, then go back to their lives. There's nothing wrong with that, it was the original reason this whole thing came about, but now we need more; I think that's what you have. Will you do it? We have very effective ways of shielding our people from those who would seek to do them harm or destroy what they have, and loyal and competent people who'll make sure no-one can get to you; with us you'll be safe, and you'll be together, and I have a feeling that's what you want more than anything. "



I could see Nim wavering, and when she turned to me, her heart was in her eyes, and I knew what our decision had to be; mum would have to know, and if she kicked us out, well, she kicked us out, and at least we had options now, somewhere to go if the worst happened. All this flashed through my mind in a heartbeat, but Nimmie knew exactly what I was thinking, and she continued to look at me, wordlessly telling me what she wanted. When I nodded, sealing the agreement, her eyes kindled like they were backlit, bright and hopeful.
Robyn coughed discreetly, jerking us out of our rapt study of each other.
"Tell you what, why don't you go back to your room and have a talk; the others are leaving now, so no-one will notice you're not there in all the hustle and bustle, and one of us will come and get you later; don't worry, we'll get you home in plenty of time, but now I think you need to talk. Just follow Nimmie's bracelet. It'll take you back to your room."
*
Back in our room again, we sat on the rumpled bed and tried to work out what we did next; I knew what I wanted, I always had; I wanted Naomi, pure and simple, and now I had a way to be with her. But it wasn't just my decision; Nimmie had to be in it 100% too, otherwise it couldn't work, so I sat and waited while she debated with herself, until the tension was so thick, so palpable, I could have cut it with a knife.
I'd just about decided that she wasn't going to go for it, that in the final analysis mum, and nursing, and home, and our friends were more important (and I absolutely wouldn't have blamed her; what we were deciding was enormous, life-changing, and final) than what our urges and emotions were telling us to do, when she unclasped my hand, swung her leg over my lap so she was sitting astride me, and kissed me once, a quick peck on the lips.
"Let's do it, Ro; this is what we need. It's about our life now, you and me, and it's what I want..."
Her expression said it had better be what I wanted as well, but still I wavered.
"Nim, what about mum, uni, are you sure...?" but I got no further because her lips were in the way, and they tasted as good as they ever had. As she kissed me, other parts took note and made themselves felt, something Nimmie obviously noticed, to judge by the agonisingly deliberate way she squirmed on my lap, grinding herself against my crotch.
"Roly, we'll go home, we'll tell mum, and one of two things will happen; she'll flip-out, in which case we leave, or she'll accept it, and we'll still leave. Whatever happens, we can't stay there, not like we are now, so we should take up Robyn's offer, do as she suggested, and let the cards fall where they will; I'm not losing you, not after I worked so hard to get you. You're stuck with me now, Rowan Redmond!"
*
Our mother's reaction to our announcement fell somewhere between what I had predicted; mum knew, or had guessed, what was going on; don't ask me how; apparently, all mothers have strange, Jedi-like powers when it comes to reading their children's minds, and mum had twigged a long time ago that I had a more than normal interest in Rowan. Possibly, just possibly, I just wasn't half as ninja-sneaky as I thought I was. Mum noticed my odd behaviour, and put two and two together pretty quickly.
That didn't mean she wasn't mad at us, oh no. While she didn't go into an incandescent rage or start making threats, happy about it all was very far indeed from where she was. When I up and told her it was all my idea, and I'd enticed innocent Rowan away so I could seduce him, that's when she finally went off like a sack of cats.
To say she was mad would only be telling part of it; she wasn't just mad, she was incoherent, but after she calmed down and we yanked her off the ceiling, she actually listened to the plan we'd hatched with Robyn, even if she could have made yoghurt just by staring at a carton of milk, if the sour expression on her face was anything to go by.
"So you really think this...this plan of yours, this whole thing, is going to work, do you? Everyone you know, everyone who knows us, you, they're just going to say 'oh look, Rowan and Naomi have disappeared, oh dear, how sad, never mind?' and never think about it ever again? People are people; they'll ask questions, they'll expect answers. What am I supposed to tell them? No-one's going to believe I don't know where my own children are. They'll ask more questions, and sooner or later someone's going to start getting suspicious and twig on that you two are up to something and I'm covering it up. How am I supposed to get us out of that? Supposing the police come and start asking questions about your disappearance?"
I could see Rowan stirring impatiently while mum wound her way through all this; even I could see it was mostly nerves and panic talking, so I did what I had to do; I pushed Rowan in front of her and let him risk getting his head bitten off. The look he shot me told me I'd pay for that later, but his voice was utterly calm and reasonable, winding her down several notches.
"Look mum, we said we'd go soon, we didn't say we'd just disappear! I have to get a job in an architectural practice if I ever want to have a hope of being chartered, so that's where I'm going; that's all anyone ever needs to know. It happens, mum; graduates leave home, thousands of people do it every year, no-one's going to think anything's out of the ordinary if I do too. As for Nimmie, she's transferring to another university; the course she wants to follow isn't taught at Croydon, so she's transferring to another university in the Midlands; again, students do it all the time, it's normal, it's plausible, no-one will comment, OK?"
Mum held his gaze for a long, uncomfortable few seconds, then her tight expression relaxed and she broke eye contact.
"You really have thought about this," she commented. "OK, I can't stop you; I don't like this at all, but I'm not going to stand in your way either; this is something you both want, and at least you'll be together. Both of you have to promise me one thing, though."
We both looked at each other, then back to her, and nodded.
"Promise me you'll look after each other, and no-one gets hurt. Rowan, Nimmie's going to be your...whatever you want to call it, girlfriend, partner, whatever, but under all that, she's still your sister and my daughter; I expect you to remember that, respect her, and treat her properly. Nimmie, the same goes for you; Rowan's still your brother, don't you hurt him either."
And that was that; mum never really got used to us being who we were, but Rowan was right; not a soul was any the wiser, and so far it's stayed that way.
*
Rowan was eventually awarded his charter, and is now a member of the Chartered institute of Structural Engineers, and a junior partner in the practice owned by Mike and Carys Kershaw; Mike and Carys live in Antibes now, on the French Riviera, a long way from prying eyes and curious neighbours. Their kids take up most of their time, and so they leave the bulk of the operational stuff to Rowan and the team he assembled to carry out Finn and Lara's dreams.
He built the rainforest Robyn hinted at, and other, equally spectacular environments in a few other locations around the world, including my favourite, an underground cavern complex in France based on an idea from a book he once read by Mick Farren, complete with a lake, waterfalls, spa pools, and snug little nooks for couples to hide away and play to their hearts' content. When he goes away to oversee projects, I go home, and let the neighbours see that Nimmie hasn't dropped off the edge of the world; she's still around.
Initially, Rowan and I lived in the main complex; we had our own private apartments that made the President Suite at the Waldorf-Astoria look like a potting shed, and while I'd asked him several times if he'd like somewhere a little less grand than the main house, I knew he preferred to stay where we were; that was the place he always felt most relaxed and connected to his work, and whenever he felt the need for inspiration, he'd ride that elevator all the way to the bottom, and wander aimlessly in the forest, lost in his own personal dreamscape until his thoughts and ideas ordered themselves.
I frequently went with him, and then I usually couldn't resist the temptation to drag him into our cave, tear his clothes off, and let him fuck my brains out behind that shimmering curtain of warm water. I'm sure it was during one of those sessions that our baby was conceived.
I graduated with my bachelor in Adult Nursing, and became a Registered Nurse, but by that time I'd grown wary of the idea of working long shifts at some hospital and spending so much of my time away from Rowan; I chickened-out, and elected instead to work at the complex, at the really well-equipped clinic away from the main complex. It also meant I could be a housewife and general assistant and moral support whenever Lara or Finn or Haley needed it.
When I first met them I was kind of overawed; Finn is just bloody gorgeous, and Lara has the kind of raven-haired, movie-star beauty that stops men dead in their tracks, but they're the two kindest, nicest, most ordinary people in the world; Robyn, Sylvie and Evan love them to bits, and Lara's housekeeper and best friend, Haley, a booby blonde like me, is the kind of girl everyone needs to have for a best friend.
I was intrigued to discover that Carys is Lara's mother, and Mike is her uncle, and that Finn and Lara owned the entire complex; when Robyn said they were handing the operation over, she really meant it. Now Finn and Lara dream-up new and more spectacular 'Sisterfest' events, I work with Haley to help plan and organise them, and Rowan troubleshoots and makes sure the complex is safe, the various areas and playgrounds are all perfectly in order, and any new and exotic features or technology are all appropriate and safe to use.
Haley has a thing going with Paul, the head of security; she's about the only person here who isn't shacked-up with a sibling, but that's the way the cookie crumbles; after all, we can't all be perfect...
EPILOGUE:
When the baby was imminent, Lara came and had a sit-down with me, over what I wanted to do. She was of the opinion that the complex was no place to bring-up a baby, and I had to agree with her, but I hadn't wanted to uproot Rowan, he so loved the place, so Lara had a plan; Mike and Carys' children were not toddlers anymore, and would soon be starting pre-school, so she needed to devote all her time to them; in the meantime, projects from all the other companies Evan and his sisters owned were piling up, so Mike needed help.
Lara's solution was that Rowan and I base ourselves in Antibes; there was already a house there that Evan said we could have if we wanted; they didn't want it, and Rowan could start shouldering more of Mike's work, as well as better manage the design-build of some of the 'Sisterfest' related projects in France, Italy, and Spain. Anytime we wanted to come back for a visit, or a break, there were several company aircraft at our disposal. We could come home at a moment's notice, or fly mum down to us; with the Gulfstream's at our disposal we were only four hours away from London. She left me to think about it and to fill-in Rowan when he got back.
So we jumped, and now here we are; my daughter, a little blonde beauty, with Rowan's smoky hazel eyes and a mix of our features, is almost two years old now. Carys is like an older, more 'mum' version of Lara, and just as gorgeous, and is like a mother to me; she and her two girls spend a lot of time with us, and when Mike and Rowan are away overseeing projects, I pretty much live with them; it's good to have family this far from home, and mum is a regular visitor as well. Haley, bless her, makes sure of that.
Rowan and I have everything we want, a lifestyle others would kill for, surrounded by people we care for, and who care for us. Taking a punt at Rowan all that long time ago really did pay-off for me. I have everything I could ever want, and the best people in the world to share it with. Life is good, and we're all working hard to make sure it stays that way; in fact, there's something I think I want to whisper in Rowan's ear; call me crazy, but I think he'll like it
THE END (for now...)
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Ryan was worried. Olivia hardly spoke these days; all she did was drift around the house like a ghost, mechanically caring for Jack, and sitting in silence with him at meals, barely commenting on anything he said. He asked her repeatedly what was wrong, but all he ever got in return was a distracted "nothing, I'm fine..."
It was hard to pinpoint exactly when things had started to go so wrong between them; about three months after the birth of Jack, and just about the time the pressure at work had started to ramp-up, when he'd needed her the most, Olivia had seemed to start pulling away from him; before Jack was born, Olivia had been her usual self: warm, witty, funny, concerned, interested in him, his day, everything about him.
After the birth, although she'd seemed her old self again, she'd gradually become more withdrawn, silent, almost uncomfortable in his presence, spending all her time either caring for Jack or working out almost constantly in the gym in the basement of the complex they lived in; for some reason she'd become almost obsessed with shedding the already negligible baby weight she'd gained.
More troubling to Ryan was the fact that her libido seemed to have drained-away to nothing; they'd been having incredible, mutually satisfying sex almost right up to the point she was wheeled into the delivery room, but after the eight-week period mandated by the obstetrician, while initially she'd been as receptive and enthusiastic as before, that had begun to tail-off, daily encounters slowly lessening to weekly, then monthly, and finally, nothing for several months now. Any advances he made were rebuffed, politely, but firmly; she was tired, she was busy, she a had a lot on her mind. Lots of reasons, good reasons, but they all added-up to one thing: his Livvie didn't want him anymore, and he was at a loss to know why.
A year had passed since Jack's birth, and for Ryan, it had become an annus horribilis, as he watched Olivia, his Livvie, the love of his life, slowly but surely cut herself away from him, and he didn't know why...
This evening was a case in point. He'd come in from work and slid his arms around her to kiss her, only to have her turn and step away from him, avoiding his attempts to kiss her cheek and making it clear she didn't want him touching her. Puzzled, hurt, frustrated, for once Ryan lost his cool, and took her wrists, pulling her around to face him.
"What, what have I done? If you tell me what I did, maybe I can fix it! Why are you locking me out like this? What did I do? Livvie, I love you more than anything in the whole world, I always have, why are you pushing me away like this?"
Livvie looked past him, refusing to meet his eyes, her lip quivering, and Ryan thought, even in his moment of hurt and frustration, that he'd never seen her look more beautiful or more desirable.
"Nothing, it's nothing..." she whispered, and Ryan sighed gustily, not relaxing his hold of her wrists.
"It is something baby-girl, something's wrong, badly wrong; you ignore me, you drift around like a ghost, you barely speak to me anymore. What's wrong, Livvie? You're killing us, Livvie, you're pushing me away and out of your life. What did I do to you that was so bad you have to throw everything we had away? If you want me to go, I will. Is that what you want? Because I don't know who you are anymore, and you don't seem to care whether I'm here or not"
Olivia's eyes snapped up to meet his, loss, and a momentary spark of anger, before her expression solidified into that expressionless mask he'd been seeing so much lately.
"No, no, Ry, don't say that! I can't explain it, you won't understand, I just can't ...I can't..."
"Can't what, Livvie?" he asked her softly.
"I can't take this all in...all this, a baby, our life, me always alone. You're never here. Your work is all you need and you don't need me anymore. You say you love me but I look in your eyes and I can see you're lying! What happened to you, Ryan? What happened to us? Is it because I'm ugly, and fat, and you don't need me now, because you've got what you always wanted, so you're done with me, is that it? I tried looking good for you, I did everything I could to make you see me, but you didn't, it was like I wasn't even there, you never even noticed me, you ignored me, because I know you're going to leave me soon. Why can't you even be honest with me? I thought I earned at least that!"
Ryan stared at her in shock as she broke down, finally beginning to grasp what had been tumbling through her mind all this time, what it was that had been making her withdraw and pull away from him. This was serious; he had to go carefully here. He pulled her in close, his hands on either side of her face, holding her immobile as he looked deep into her eyes.
"Olivia Grainne McLeod, I would never, ever lie to you. There's only one thing I want in this world, and that's you; you're the most beautiful woman I've ever seen. Every time I see you, you take my breath away, and all I can think of, first thing in the morning and last thing at night, is you."
He stroked her cheek, his heart aching at the soft, silky smoothness.
"I want to lie next to you and hold you and kiss you for the rest of our lives, I want to make love to you every chance I get, I want to make babies in you for as long as you'll have me. All I want, Livvie, baby-girl, is you. Always remember that, the only girl for me was always you, and no-one else, and now I've got you, the hordes of Hell are not going to drag me away from you!"
Livvie stared into his eyes, and two big tears welled-up and rolled down her cheeks.
"I don't believe you Ryan, I don't believe you, and I don't trust you!" she whispered. "One day soon you'll do that thing I know you want to do, you'll go, and what about me, what about Jack, what about everything you promised me? You meant them once. I believed you and everything you said about us, but now I look at you and all I feel is afraid; every night I'm afraid that's the night you'll come home and tell me you're done, that we're over, that you're leaving us with nothing, and there's nothing I can do to stop you. Please tell me the truth Ryan; you used to, once upon a time, a long time ago, when you still had time for me and you..."
Ryan's heart broke for the fear and pain he heard in her voice.
"Whatever it takes, whatever it is, we'll find out how to beat this thing; I love you so much, Livvie, I need you; you're my world, you always will be, and I need you beside me."
As he held her, he hugged her close to him, her body stiff and unyielding, her hands clutching at his back like a drowning man clutching a lifeline, and he could feel the tremors in her body as she cried silently. Ryan brushed her hair with his hand, savouring the feel of the silky mane of hair that had once been her pride and joy, while his other arm held her close, the distance that had grown between them echoing and clanging with her pain and feelings of abandonment.
Finally, Livvie pulled away from him, almost wrenching herself away from him, hiding her face as she did so, but Ryan was having none of that, instead gently pulling her face up to his again, and dabbing at her eyes with his handkerchief.
"No, Ry, I look a mess, don't look at me..." she protested, but Ryan smiled gently and continued dabbing. Even with her eyes reddened and puffy from crying, she was still the most beautiful girl he'd ever seen. As he held her close, the hand around her waist slipped down as he steadied himself, and came to rest on her taut, rounded buttock. Livvie's eyes widened as he involuntarily gave a gentle squeeze, and he immediately withdrew his hand.
"Sorry...sorry, I didn't mean..." he stuttered, but Olivia smiled at him, the first genuine smile he'd seen in months.
"It's ...OK, Ry, it felt...nice, almost like you meant it again!" she murmured, her stunning green-hazel eyes losing their lacklustre dullness for a split second, before the loss and defeat settled into them again. Ryan looked into her eyes, seeing no belief in him, no trace of the life and sparkle those beautiful eyes had once held for him, and a hollow sickness sank into the pit of his stomach; she was already checked-out, he could see that clearly now; she'd made herself believe he was done with her, and now she was making herself believe she was done with him.
They made no attempt at further intimacy that night, even though he'd held her close; Ryan could see she wasn't able to respond to him in that way anymore, and to push it any further might push her even further away, and he might never be able to recover what little he had.
For the moment, he was happy to simply hold her, inhaling her scent and revelling in the warmth of her against him, treasuring the feel of her even though he knew now he'd lost her somewhere, and he didn't know how or why, only that Livvie was gone, and he was holding a stranger.
Over the next few days, going by things she said, and did, it became more and more obvious that nothing had changed or was going to change; the walls she'd built were her best defence, and she was keeping them high and strong, protecting herself against the further hurt she knew with rock-solid certainty and without a shadow of a doubt was coming her way; her loss of faith, of vision and trust in Ryan was almost complete now, and they were continuing to fragment almost by the hour.
Ryan mentally sobbed in agony and loss as his world splintered and fell away, each jagged moment another rent in his heart. She was still clinging to all the misgivings and feelings of loss and betrayal. She still couldn't let that go, and he didn't know how to get through to her anymore.
Maybe some of her alienation had been his fault. Maybe she was right. Maybe he had spent too much time at work, but he had only done it for her, he rationalised, done it to make a better life for Livvie and Jack, and now that he was trying to reach out to her, she wouldn't, couldn't respond, because she was convinced his single-minded quest to reach the top was all that mattered to him; she was just collateral damage, as far as she was concerned.
With a sinking heart, and a dull stab of despair, he accepted that she didn't believe in him anymore, and because of that, she didn't believe in herself either. Livvie truly was losing herself in this, and losing him in the process. Her heart had convinced her this was so, that she'd been used, and now was about to be cast aside, and so she was pre-empting that loss, pushing him away before he did that to her, no longer able to connect with him, and unwilling to try, because it only meant more hurt.
Ryan spent the next few days in a haze, unable to concentrate on his work, thoughts of Livvie and the resigned acceptance of the pain she'd convinced herself was her lot, the pain he'd seen so clearly in her eyes uppermost in his mind; her comment that he was always working had struck home, and he began to question his own ways, his life outside the family, his reasons for coming to this place in the first place.
Granted, his job was important, and a major part of who he was, but was it worth sacrificing his life with the woman he loved, was it worth his family? Was he in fact destroying their present because he was only looking to their future?
Perhaps Livvie had been right to feel lost and used, bred by him to get the family he so desperately wanted, then abandoned, her part complete. Maybe she was right, she had been abandoned to endlessly lonely, dragging days, her life consisting of nothing but the baby and loneliness while he worked punishingly long hours miles from her, hardly a word passing between them for days on end, because he was too tired to listen to her, and too tightly focussed on bringing in his latest pet project on time and within budget.
Luckily his latest project, an advanced new weapon system code-named "Devastator", was off the drawing boards and the prototype was away being tested. He was proud of his part in designing the autonomous RADAR-controlled, quad 30mm cannon array co-axial with a 30mm Phalanx-type CIWS and intelligent LASER Designator, designed to deliver an awesome close-range, missile-killing punch and be easily integrated into existing fire-control systems. It was a new weapon for the new century, designed to augment and support the changing role of the new, slimmer, more readily deployable Royal Navy.
The system was now at the Acceptance-Testing stage and was currently being put through its paces by the Royal Navy at Faslane in Scotland, so his desk was now clear; his part of the project, managing the design & build, was at an end pending the successful testing of the system, so his focus had inevitably shifted away from his role, and he had begun to prepare the specifications for the next major project.
Was that where he'd gone so wrong? Instead of decompressing, taking a little family time, maybe a long holiday, just the three of them, had his mistake been in leaping right back in to the punishing schedule he'd devised for himself? How in God's name was he going to undo this knot he'd tied himself in, or was it already too late? Was their life together already over?
That thought alone jolted him like nothing ever had in his life; he'd done this, he'd taken that beautiful, sparkling girl, who'd loved him deliriously, and hammered her flat under the weight of his ego, crushed the spirit and belief out of her with his neglect, and now look what was left...
He drifted like this for several days, running the things she'd said, and the things she'd left unsaid, through his mind over and over again. Now he understood what had brought this all into being, now it all made sense, and now it was probably already too late to salvage anything from the God-awful mess he'd made of their lives together.
They slept in the same bed, they lived in the same house, but they'd stopped communicating at even the most fundamental levels; she'd cut all ties with him, and the longer it went on, the deeper the hurt and the loss cut. There was nothing that seemed capable of breaching that barrier; he was losing her, maybe already had, and there seemed to be no solution.
*
The solution, when it finally came, literally came out of the blue. Chloë, Ryan's secretary, had noticed the changes in him, and had increasingly seen less and less of Olivia over the last few months. She could feel that something was very wrong with Ryan and his beautiful wife, and, as she considered herself a friend of theirs, she could finally hold her silence no longer.
Her chance came when she found Ryan sitting alone in the staff restaurant, moodily picking at his lunch and staring blankly at the wall. She slid into the seat opposite him and tapped his hand, watching him start as he came back to reality with a bump. She leaned closer, so she was almost nose to nose with him.
"What's going on, Ryan? Really?" she whispered. "I haven't heard a word out of you in days; I haven't seen Livvie in weeks; you roam around the halls like a lost soul; what the hell's going on? Is it you and Livvie? Talk to me, Ryan!"
Ryan looked straight at her. She was shocked to see tears glittering in the corners of his eyes.
"It's Livvie. She thinks we're done. I made her think we were done. I don't know how I managed to cock it all so completely, and now that's all she thinks, and I don't know how to get her back! What am I going to do, Chloë, without Livvie I have nothing, nothing!"'
He looked directly at her and Chloë recoiled from the desperate, resigned, pain-filled stare.
"That was a lie, Chloë; even now I'm lying to myself, because I know exactly what's wrong, and I don't know how I could have done this...God, why was I so stupid!?"
Chloë's own eyes filled in sympathy at his obvious distress; she knew just how much Ryan adored his wife, and she remembered Livvie as being almost as besotted with him; they could barely keep their hands off each other; what had gone so wrong?
She probed gently, asking questions about Livvie, about their home life, about her attitude towards Jack, and towards Ryan himself. Ryan, finally having someone to unburden himself to, found himself telling her more and more, the whole story coming out in a rush. Because she was a friend, and she was a good person, and he trusted her, he found himself telling her how he'd finally seduced Livvie and made her his, how he'd acted out her deepest fantasy for her, finally revealing himself and asking her to marry him.
Chloë was intrigued, not just by what he told her, but also by what he wasn't telling her; there were gaps in the narrative that just didn't make sense, so she probed deeper, reasoning that the only way she could help her friends was if she knew what was missing, what he wasn't telling her, and how it had led to this.
There was no denying the fact that Ryan was a mess; this business between him and Livvie was eating him up inside. He'd lost track of what was going on around him; he moped around, he barely spoke, he drifted along like a lost soul, his eyes and mind far away and unfocussed, he signed anything that was put in front of him; if she hadn't been bird-dogging him he'd be up on embezzlement charges right now as he'd innocently, unheedingly, signed requisitions and invoice approvals that people tried to slip past him, his concentration shot to pieces by whatever was going on in his life.
As she dug deeper, she began to put the pieces together. Ryan never spoke of his past life, before the Royal Navy; he seemed to have no past, no old friends, other than former naval colleagues, prior to coming to work at Northstar Naval Systems; he never spoke of his childhood, where he grew up, nothing, and neither did Livvie; she'd always deftly sidestepped questions asked by her few girlfriends here in Gosport about where and when she'd met such a gorgeous guy, and she too seemed to have no past and no life prior to coming to Gosport.
While they talked, the cafeteria slowly emptied, until at last they were alone, tucked away out of sight in the far corner, safe from prying eyes and twitching ears. Chloë decided to grasp the nettle.
"Ryan, you're a man of mystery here; no-one knows anything about you; you share nothing, say even less, and Livvie's exactly the same. Talk to me, Ryan! Who's Livvie, Ryan? Where did you meet her? It's only me here now, you can tell me. I can't help you unless you tell me everything. We can't fix this unless you're completely honest with me, so tell me, Ryan, we're friends, you can trust me."



Ryan stared at her speculatively, obviously making up his mind whether or not to trust her, then nodded and ducked his head. Chloë had to lean closer to hear what he was saying.
"Livvie...Olivia and...and me, we go back a long way, we were kids together, we grew up together...in the same house. That's because Livvie...she's my sister..."
Chloë stared in amazement, her mouth hanging open; that had come straight out of left field. She'd heard of this, but had never expected to ever encounter a real-life... situation like this, whatever it was; she didn't know what to call it; but Ryan and his...sister were her friends, she'd promised to help them if they trusted her; well, he'd trusted her, now it was her turn. She squeezed his hand even harder.
"Poor you, poor, poor you, and poor Livvie, too, having to hide this constantly, always dodging around and backing away when people get too close. I'm so sorry, Ryan, I really am. I can only imagine how Livvie feels, then with the baby as well, it must be terrible for her to have no-one to confide in, no-one to share this with. Do you have any other family, anyone who knows, that you can turn to for help?"
Ryan looked up at her again, and she saw the tear tracks on his cheeks, her throat catching in sympathy for his loneliness and distress.
"No-one, just you; you're the only one who knows..." he whispered.
Chloë stared at him for a long minute, digesting everything he'd said so far; at first, it had seemed to her that Livvie was pushing him away because she was feeling guilty and isolated: guilty because of what she and Ryan had done, and isolated because she was at the other end of the country from everything she knew, and now her loneliness was preying on her.
And then it came to her, as her subconscious mind finally put all the pieces together, and it was so simple she wondered that he hadn't put it together himself, but of course he was so busy shouldering the cares and woes of the world, and wallowing in his own guilt and self-pity that it had never occurred to him to look at his problem in any other way than to find a cure. They didn't need a cure; they needed a solution.
Her instinctive reaction was to shake him by the shoulders and tell him to go to his wife and fix this; Livvie was feeling rejected and alone, and with good cause; this was Ryan's fault, he'd done this to them, to himself, and now he needed to undo it.
"Ryan, I know why Livvie feels the way she does, and what you need to do to fix it. Think about this: you brought her here, far from everyone and everything she knows; OK, so you had to, if you wanted to make it work, and I know she wanted to come and be with you, but now your career's taking off in a big way, you're the youngest engineering design manager this company's ever had, and now, with the 'Devastator' project under your belt, you are officially the company golden boy; things are only going to get better for you. And to get there, you lived at your desk while you let Livvie sit alone day after day. Even when you went home you were still here. Is it any wonder she's ready to check-out? Really Ryan, she's only human, you left her out, no wonder she feels left out, not part of your life, discarded."
She held up her hand to forestall his denial.
"I know that's not the way it is for you, Ryan, and I know you didn't pick up on this, but it's still down to you; She feels like you've left her behind, and in many ways you did; the brighter your star shines, the less you're going to need her, and one day you're not going to need her at all, and you'll be done. She needs to be reminded of why you set out to catch her in the first place, and she needs to feel that excitement again, that thrill of the chase. Believe me, I wish my Pete had been half as sneaky and devious, and one tenth as inventive, the first time he sweet-talked me into bed with him! You need to woo her, Ryan, you need to woo her, and win her back; she needs romance and excitement, maybe a little naughty but nice, even something so far off her radar she'd never think of it; you need to get inventive again, to make her feel like a naughty girl and your dirty little sex-bomb at the same time; you need to bring back everything she felt when you tied her up and teased her, and made her want you, and showed her how much you wanted her. Think outside the box, Ryan; if you're going to win her back, it's all you have left now."
Chloë had been intrigued and then excited when Ryan unfolded what he'd done to seduce Livvie, how carefully and stealthily he'd moved on her, and how he'd kept her dancing with intrigue until the very last second; now he needed to do that again, but in a different way, and Chloë thought she knew just how that should be.
"Ryan, I need you to trust me here; the way you originally seduced and showed Livvie what she meant to you? I think that will work again, but you'll have to change it up a level, get just a little more down and dirty, if you follow me. I know someone who...helped my younger sister and her partner through something very much like this, and in pretty much the same way. Don't worry!" she held up her hand as Ryan started to object. "It's not another man, but she is very, very good, and she's very discreet; you'll never even see her properly, but I can almost guarantee she'll help you and Livvie find each other again. And don't worry, you won't have to do anything; she's not interested in men, so you're safe!"
Ryan looked at her in open-mouthed astonishment, then his eyes narrowed dangerously.
"Are you seriously suggesting I drag Livvie into some kind of...of threesome? What the fu.., no, absolutely not, I've never heard anything so...!"
Chloë held up her hand to cut him off.
"No Ryan, for once, just shut up and listen to what the people around you are saying! You made this happen. This is your mess, and it's a big one; you need to clean it up now, before it's all gone to shit and you and Livvie really are done! Now, are you going to shut up and pay attention, or do I just leave you like this and you can kiss Livvie, your life, your family goodbye? I'm offering you a way back, it's a strange way, but it's what you need, so make up your mind, Ryan, clock's ticking!"
Ryan stared at her, his mouth hanging open in shock at the harsh truths she'd just battered him with; his eyes searched hers, looking for any sign of relenting, but there was none; Chloë really meant what she was saying, and now it was crunch-time; go along with her preposterous plan, or watch his life shatter. His eyes dropped, and he hung his head, defeated.
"Ok, let's do this; how much worse can it get...?" he murmured.
Chloë gazed at him sympathetically; she had an inkling how he must be feeling; she and Richard, her sister's partner, had been here once, at this same juncture, going through the same dance, having the same conversation, for pretty much the same reasons. It had worked for them; there was no reason to suppose it wouldn't work for Ryan and Livvie.
"Ryan, what I'm suggesting is a way for you to win your wife back; from what you say, from what you've told me, you need this, you both need all the help you can get, so listen to me; I'm offering you a way to do it discreetly, privately, and with no strings attached; the other party will never know who you are, she'll never be anything except a way for Livvie to find her way back to you, and for you to win back that girl you took so much time and effort to win in the first place! Isn't that what you want; couples therapy at the sharp end? This girl can help you, she's good at what she does, trust me, Ryan, she'll make a difference, I promise!"
Ryan dropped his head into his hands.
"I don't know, it just seems so...so...sordid, I dunno...Livvie's never going to agree to this..."
Chloë grinned as she patted his hand.
"That's why you're not going to tell her! Just go ahead with how you did it last time, be as sneaky as you can, and don't worry about Jack-Jack, I'll look after him; just you make sure you keep Livvie in that bedroom until the two of you are straight again, understand?"
Ryan still looked bewildered.
"But how will I know...?"
Chloë smiled again.
"Just leave that to me; believe me, you'll know! And don't worry. Just make sure the door is unlocked. The young lady and I will take care of the rest, and I guarantee, by first light you and Livvie will be breaking beds again!"
Ryan looked doubtful.
"How much will it cost...?" and Chloë grinned.
"Not a bean; apparently it's so much fun for her she does it for free! Stop your worrying now, just go home, get yourself ready, and take it the way you did last time. You have to work on Livvie, Ryan, you have to make her see how much she means to you, and if you're going to trick, deceive, seduce, and dazzle her, then you're going to need a master of all of the above right there with you! This is the best way I can think of making it happen. Eleven o'clock okay?"
Ryan looked at her closely.
"Who is she, who is this person I'm letting into my house, into my wife's bed?"
Chloë shrugged her shoulders.
"A friend of a friend of a friend; that's all you really need to know; she's good at what she does, she's discreet, she's clean, and you'll never see or hear from her again; I'll bring her to you around Eleven, it'll be dark, and she'll never even know where or who you are; completely anonymous, Ryan, that's how she does things, that's how she likes it. Now, shall I make the call or not?"
Ryan gazed at her for long, apprehensive seconds, then reluctantly nodded agreement, and it was all set.
*
By nine o'clock, Livvie was bushed; Jack had been fractious and restless all day, and all she wanted was to get some rest. Ryan offered to put him down, so carried him around while Livvie readied for bed. When she started to put her frumpy sleep-sweats on, though, Ryan objected, saying they made him too hot at night, so Livvie swapped them for one of his old T-shirts instead, before crawling gratefully into the cool bed.
Ryan disappeared with Jack, and the sound of him crooning softly to the baby lulled her into a deep sleep. Even Ryan sliding into bed next to her barely registered before she once again dropped into a deep, dreamless sleep.
*
Something brought her out of her sleep, from deep sleep to instant wakefulness, but when she tried to move she discovered her arms were stretched up over her head, her hands shackled to the fancy wrought-iron bed-head inside softly padded cuffs.
At the same time, she realised her legs were also immobilised, more soft, padded leather cuffs holding her ankles in place, and a mask of some sort had been slipped over her eyes; she could feel the elastic across the back of her head.
"Ryan, what the fuck are you...!" she began, outrage stirring, only to feel a soft gag slip over her mouth, muffling her angry exclamations.
"Sshhh, no-one's going to hurt you, Livvie, I promise!" Ryan's soft, almost inaudible whisper came to her, his tongue brushing her ear in a quick, feather-soft lick giving her a gentle pang of pleasure, both wistful and needy, even through her anger and fear.
She bristled as she brushed that from her mind; how fucking dare he, what the fuck did he think he was doing? She struggled, hoping to slip her wrists out of the cuffs, but to no avail. As she slumped down, defeated, she sensed Ryan looming over her, and then, quick as lightning, he slipped the soft gag down and kissed her, crushing his lips against hers in a quick, heartfelt kiss, his tongue lightly brushing her lips, and then slipped the gag back up again before she could say anything.
Livvie's lips tingled from the swift kiss; angry as she was, it still felt good, a remembrance of how things had been between them, before...before the distance had begun to grow, before he'd gone away, back when they were still in love and he wanted and needed her...
She could still feel his presence, and then she felt him take hold of the hem of the T-shirt and heave, ripping it all the way up the front, exposing her beautiful, proud, protruding breasts; Ryan was silent with awe; he'd not seen his sister-wife properly naked in months now, and he'd almost forgotten what a stunning body, what spectacular breasts she had; firm, round and jutting, with no sag or droop despite recent motherhood; she looked utterly delicious; young, nulliparous, and almost overwhelmingly desirable.
Her stomach was flat, with just the faint hint of double-dome that spoke of perfect muscle-tone; all that time in the gym following Jack's birth had obviously paid dividends. Her thighs were long, firm and perfectly toned, the olive skin warm and glossy in the lamp-light, and Ryan felt his pulse quickening and his penis thickening at the memory of those long, sleek, beautiful legs wrapped around him or thrown over his shoulders as he pounded into her night after night.
Livvie tried to twist and get away from him, anger coursing through her, but still her nipples were reacting to both the cool night air and the knowledge that her husband, her brother, was feasting his gaze on her nakedness, the brown nubs quickly erecting into the long, fat little pillars it had always been his delight to lick, suck, and nibble, and gently bite when she demanded it from him.
When the cold metal of the scissors touched her thigh she jumped, but she knew what was coming, and resigned herself to it. Ryan quickly slit the sides of her panties, then pulled them off, exposing the full glory of her waxed mound to his eyes. Now his cock was at full stretch; the sight of Livvie naked would give a corpse an erection, and he was only human.
But they had all night. Tonight Livvie was going to recover and reclaim what she'd decided was already gone or had stopped believing: that her husband loved her with a passion and wanted her more than anything in the whole world, and that she was loved, and honoured, and treasured, the things he'd neglected to remind her of in his quest to reach the top, and that he needed her more than he knew how to say.
Livvie felt his weight shift as he moved up next to her, and then his lips were on her neck, kissing and nibbling softly, gently; try as she might to keep her anger close and hot at her captivity, goosebumps prickled up and down her back, arms and thighs as his lips traced out patterns and pathways on her skin she'd almost forgotten.
His focus shifted now to her throat, Livvie swallowing dryly as the old feelings threatened to resurface, try as she might to suppress them because they were a part of something she knew with iron certainty was gone forever. As he kissed and licked, a movement caught his eye. He looked up in quick alarm, then relaxed as a lithe, slender woman, with dark, glossy red hair bobbed in a neat bell, wearing a black velvet opera mask but otherwise completely naked, her small, conical breasts adorned with small, puffy nipples, and her sex waxed like Livvie's, slipped silently into the room and smiled at him, her finger to her lips warning him to be silent.
Ryan nodded, and smiled ruefully. Now it began, there was no turning back now, and so he watched apprehensively as the naked woman padded noiselessly across the carpet and knelt on the floor next to Livvie. Her eyes, deep-set and mysterious behind the mask gleamed darkly in the faint light from the hall, met his, and once again her finger on her lips told him to be silent and her hand gesture told him to wait; at his nod of agreement, she slipped her finger between Livvie's legs and stroked gently even as she bent to lightly caress Livvie's nipple with her lips, her tongue-tip barely flicking the turgid little pillar of flesh
Livvie squealed behind her gag, bucking at the two pronged assault, her eyes rolling and then squeezing shut, the muscles and tendons in her neck cording as she shuddered with the unexpected pleasure. Her back arched as the girl continued to gently frig her, soft, liquid sounds of pleasure coming from her as she felt the pleasure of what was happening to her.
Now the girl nodded to Ryan, but when he leaned over and took the other nipple between his lips and sucked, Livvie bucked and gurgled, and her eyes flew wide-open behind the blindfold with the sudden realisation there was another person in the room, someone else who was touching her intimately.
The girl tugged her own earlobe as she rolled her eyes at him, and Ryan understood immediately what she was telling him. He kissed his way up to Livvie's ear, biting and nibbling her, to her earlobe, to whisper in her ear, soothing her as she began to panic, and only calming once she realised that whoever else was there, so was Ryan, and he wouldn't let anything happen to her.
As she came to understand that, she relaxed, and as she relaxed, and paid attention to the soft tongue and gentle pair of lips kissing, licking, teasing and caressing her, it gradually dawned on her that it was a woman. Something about the gentleness, the attention to other, more tender places than a man would ever think of, gradually gave it away. Livvie was still mad at Ryan, but at least he'd not included one of his friends in this...whatever it was; she'd never have forgiven that; as much as she and Ryan were having problems, and had even begun to drift apart, she was still his, and only his, and no other man would ever touch her. So who was the other woman...?
Under Ryan's tender touch, and the soft caress of his lips on her nipple, between her breasts, the base of her throat, and that place just under her ear, Livvie relaxed, her body welcoming the doubled kisses and caresses, a place deep inside her opening up and reluctantly accepting them. As Ryan shifted against her, she felt the thick hardness of his own arousal brush against her thigh, a momentary cool wetness streaking her, and she realised he was erect, tumescent with need and arousal for her, the wetness a sign that his penis was exuding lubricant as a prelude to fucking her.
A little spark deep down inside her rejoiced at the knowledge that he still wanted her, much as she tried to hold on to her self-righteous anger at being subjected to this...this assault, this sick pleasure (and it must be sick; it was not of her choosing...) being inflicted on her whether or not she'd asked or desired it.
Ryan watched in silence as the girl began to kiss her way down Livvie's spectacular body, her hand once more staying him as he moved to joined her, so he remained in place instead, watching as the girl nibbled and licked Livvie's nipples, between her breasts, and began to move inexorably lower, while Ryan stared with bated breath.
Livvie, meanwhile was in a whirl of building arousal, gasping softly as a pair of soft lips gently traced a path between her breasts down her taut stomach, a trail of kisses leading to a probing tongue-tip dipping momentarily into her navel, flicking the sensitive tissue and popping a fury of goosebumps along her arms and thighs, her nipples throbbing almost painfully at the sensation.
As the soft, teasing lips moved further, lower down her body, Livvie's eyes widened under the blindfold as she realised where that questing mouth was going, but struggle as she might (and if she was being completely honest with herself, she didn't struggle as hard as she might...) it made no difference; the relentless lips moved down to that place, their touch light as spider silk, hot as a branding-iron, gentle as a baby's breath, still no clue as to whose lips they were, and so delight and horror and need and reluctance, tinged with desire, apprehension, and acceptance, throbbed, and pulsed and swirled deep inside her.
Livvie tried to scream at the first soft, cat-like licks at the apex of her slit; the sensation thrilled through her in a way she barely remembered, a warm wave of lust and longing washing through her even as her clitoris swelled and pulsated hotly, ready, waiting, needing that touch she'd almost forgotten, contrasting sharply with the banked coals of anger and rejection that even now still smouldered sullenly inside her.



Again that cat-lick, this time brushing her clitoris, sending jagged rods of lightning zipping and burning through her, heart-wrenching in their intensity, the pleasure she felt bordering on pain as she began to re-learn what her body could do and feel if she would only once more let it.
Ryan watched in silence as the girl held her hair bunched in one hand so it wouldn't brush against Livvie's thigh as she slowly insinuated her tongue-tip between Livvie's thighs, deliberately giving her as few tactile clues as possible as to who was there, doing that to her. He grinned at the sudden muted squeal as Livvie bucked at the sensation, then slumped back, her breathing short and ragged as the young woman placed soft, feather-like kisses around and around her most delicate flesh. Those kisses slowly gave way to gentle lapping motions as Livvie trembled and sighed, visibly relaxing as pleasure worked its way through her. Ryan was fascinated as the girl's oral ministrations worked their magic, Livvie's smoothly waxed and glistening labia slowly swelling and darkening as they engorged.
Livvie was now squirming gently, her tense thighs quivering like a colt's flanks as soft, liquid sighs replaced the earlier panicked squeals, obviously enjoying the stimulation, still no tactile clues to let her know who was pleasuring her so, only her intuition that it was another woman.
Ryan was lost in admiration. Chloë had said this girl was only here to help, and her obvious intent to pleasure Livvie and teach her about herself all over again, without once revealing any clue about herself, was reassuring Ryan in a way he didn't think he'd needed. He'd been half-afraid this woman was coming here to seduce Livvie and perhaps turn her away from him, that this was how she got between couples and levered them apart, but now he knew better; she was here to help, to lead Livvie back to him, and also to help him find his way back to his beloved sister-wife and remind her that she was the best and most important thing in his world.
It also helped that she was obviously enjoying every second of it; whatever her motives for helping Ryan and Livvie, it was clear to Ryan that she really was here to help 'a friend of a friend'; hard on the heels of that thought came a new understanding; whoever she was, she obviously took great pride and satisfaction, and a great deal of pleasure, in being the one to catalyze their reconciliation and show them the way back. As he was considering these thoughts, the girl's eyes flicked up to his, and she indicated with a quick nod and a raised eyebrow what she wanted him to do next.
Ryan smiled down at his wife, and ducked down to kiss and gently lick along the side of her breast, savouring the feel of her warm, silky skin, enjoying the soft, mewing, cat-like sounds of pleasure as he teased and tasted her.
Livvie curled and writhed gently, lost in the remembered pleasure of what was happening to her; the soft, flicking tongue massaged and gently teased her most tender flesh, sending sharp, joyful pangs through and through her, scratching at the surface of her memory, digging deeper, taking her back to a time when this had been hers for the taking. As she whined in the intensity of her pleasure, another pair of lips made themselves felt, kissing along the side of her breast, into the hollow of her neck, to suck gently and scrape with teeth ever so lightly at her earlobe.
At that, her eyes flew open once more under the blindfold; Ryan! Only he knew how much she'd loved that...but that meant...licking her...it was the unknown woman!
As she realised that, her body responded to that knowledge, orgasm flaring white and hot inside her, a miniature supernova filling her internal universe and searing along every nerve fibre to crackle in her muscles like firefly wings, bright, sharp, and jagged, delicate and sharply-defined as ice-ferns on a frozen windshield. A copper tracery of hot, scarlet hypnagogic patterns and images boiled and pin-wheeled before her shuttered eyes as pleasure thrilled and sang like silver in her bones, turning her thoughts to glass, then shattering them soundlessly, to dissolve without trace into the quicksilver river of orgasm as it rushed and spilled again and again over the banked levees of her mind.
Livvie screamed behind the soft gag as the intensity of her release shook and shuddered through her. Orgasm more intense than any she'd ever experienced blazed again and again through her as her limited sensorium, unable to move, touch, see, or interact in any way save passively, pulsed and echoed with pleasure, paradoxically multiplied over and over by her lack of other input from the outside world.
Ryan watched in awe as Livvie, his Livvie, shook and shuddered and whined in the throes of orgasm, the sensations she'd denied so long and shuttered away as being one with the past, a past she didn't need to recall as the only one she had that past to share with was preparing to leave her, now reclaiming her, shattering her self-imposed bonds and opening the way back to her life and her loved ones again.
Livvie finally slumped back bonelessly, her heart slamming in the prison of her ribs. The knowledge that another woman had brought her this pleasure churned and roiled inside her; that she could take so much pleasure from another woman's touch was both repellent and highly arousing. The thought jolted her even as she basked in the warmth and remembered heat of that quicksilver flash of orgasm; with that came the realisation that, more than anything, she wanted to share that heated moment again, and a million more like it, with her Ryan.
That knowledge alone shook her; she'd forgotten how she'd felt he was turning away from her. Now she was only thinking of his future kisses and caresses. She relaxed into post-orgasmic languor, her body still trembling and twitching in reaction, and now, as if in answer to her unspoken wish, her gag was tugged down and a soft pair of lips brushed her lips, while a gentle hand stroked the hair back from her forehead.
"You're safe, you're okay, I've got you..." she heard, Ryan's voice as he breathed reassurances in her ear, and while a coal of anger still smouldered inside her at the way he'd deceived and confined her, bound and gagged her and subjected her to...whatever this was, that anger was now dissipating; she was still safe, this was still Ryan, and for all she'd believed he was done with her, she at least knew he would never harm her or allow harm to come to her. And maybe, she realised, if he was doing all this for her, he wasn't done with her quite yet. And maybe, if she tried, if she threw herself into what he was trying to bring about, he wouldn't be done with her at all.
Enjoy what he's doing, Livvie, she told herself, learn from this; he's trying to make it right again; if he didn't love you he wouldn't try; this is how he came to you before, let him do it again, Livvie, go with it, it's because he loves you so much; this is what you did the day you made your baby...
At that, her mouth flew open as she gasped in anguish.
"Jack! Where's my baby, Ryan, what have you...?"
"Shush, Livvie, Jack-Jack's safe, he's with someone who loves him, he's safe, he's close by, don't worry! This is about you and me, now, hold on to that!"
As she listened to him, a tear escaped from under the blindfold and trickled down her cheek, the panic and outright fear for her child dissipating as she heard the love and reassurance in his voice, and knew he was telling the truth. As he moved to slide the gag back into place, she shook her head.
"No Ryan, please, you don't need it anymore..." she whispered. She could sense his eyes on her, could almost hear his smile as she turned to him. He looked quizzically at the masked girl, who smiled and nodded. Ryan gave a small sigh of relief; another hurdle had been safely cleared. He leaned down and brushed his lips to hers, making her gasp softly,
"Please, Ry, make it like it was before, show me again how you love me like you did before!" she whispered. He slipped the gag fully off her, his lips brushing hers again, this time lingering a little while longer. As he pulled away from her, she moaned softly.
"Ryan, I...I let so much go...I...didn't know...I thought that you...show me again, please, make it like it was, please...!"
Ryan paused, a small smile on his lips, then he once more dipped down to brush his lips against hers. Livvie strained up to kiss him back, more tears trailing down her cheeks as she cried under the blindfold.
"Please Ry, I've been so scared for so long, I couldn't even see you anymore! I left you out, and I was losing you, because I thought you didn't want me anymore! I was so scared you had everything you wanted, and you were done with us! Please Ry, I want my family back, I want you and Jack-Jack and everything back again, Ry, please, help me, show me how to keep you!"
Ryan's heart wrung at the note of anguish in her voice. There was something else, too; the essence that was Livvie, that sparkle and presence that had always been such a feature of her in his eyes, was returning. He kissed her gently, reassuringly, his fingertips caressing her cheek, her chin, her forehead, while Livvie sobbed silently.
"Livvie, I would never leave, I need you, and I so want you to come back to me. I love you so much, Livvie, please let me try to make it right with you; I was a fool, and I let my foolishness rule me, but that's gone now, and all I want is you, but you, you have to remember too what we had, what we can still have; you need to really, really want us, Livvie, and you have to do that yourself. All I can do is be here. Come back to me, my darling girl, please come home, I want you so much!"
His lips met hers again, and this time Livvie kissed him back hungrily, her tongue slipping between his lips and brushing against his tongue. They kissed for what seemed hours, but was in reality just seconds, before Livvie slumped back down.
"Whatever it takes, Ry, I'll do it; I want so much for it to go back to how it was! I'm so sorry, I was wrong, I pushed you away; all I need is you and Jack-Jack..."
She took a long, shuddering breath, her perfect breasts rising and falling in a way that stirred him all over again.
Ryan looked at her in wonder.
"And what about...you know, my...helper...?"
Livvie turned to face him, her gorgeous, kissable lips a delight and a torture to him as he yearned for her, for how it used to be.
"Whatever it takes, Ry; there's so much I don't know, so much I never understood, so teach me, please, both of you; show me how it can be; I need this, please, I need you both..."
She felt the tears roll from the corners of her eyes, wetting her cheeks under the blindfold even as she said it, and then his soft hands were on either side of her face, her beautiful, sad face, thumbing away her tears even as his lips found hers. Livvie arched her back to meet his kiss as fervently as he kissed her, their lips pressed together as their tongues played and fenced, Ryan rejoicing in his wife's true kiss for the first time in what felt like forever, while Livvie felt his kiss as new and fresh, a promise of a new beginning, but tempered with his acceptance of and sorrow at what he'd done, how nearly he'd destroyed it all.
As Ryan looked up, the woman looked questioningly at the padded ankle cuffs securing Livvie's ankles to the foot of the bed. Ryan nodded and unsnapped them, Livvie drawing her knees up in sudden freedom. As she did, once again the masked girl silently directed him, this time indicating he lie between her thighs, his hands sliding under her to hold and squeeze her delectable buttocks, one of his greatest delights. Livvie sighed as he pulled himself closer to her, holding her thighs open for him to find and feast on her succulence.
When his lips found her labia, Livvie started, then relaxed with a deep sigh, remembering and enjoying the feel of his mouth on her, the strength and proprietary feel of his hands holding, squeezing and kneading her buttocks as he held her against his mouth; her body thrilled at the feel of his tongue as he lapped at her in long, stroking licks, from anus to apex of her slit. At the same time, and with a quick grin at him, the mysterious masked girl lowered her head to take Livvie's taut nipple gently between her teeth, making her buck with surprise even as a sharp thrill of pleasure ran through her.
"Ooohhh...ooohh yess, oh my God, yess...!" she murmured as white, even teeth gently scraped and bit her fat, swollen nipples, making her writhe even as Ryan explored her pussy with both the flat of his tongue and the pointed tip, drawing even more sighs and short gasps from her.
Now the woman straddled Livvie's midsection and, holding the ornate wrought-iron bed-head, slowly rubbed her breasts across Livvie's face and lips, teasing her with her erect nipples, finally slipping one small, firm breast into her mouth, to gasp softly as Livvie sucked and gently chewed on the swollen, stiff little nipple, her tongue exploring and rasping the puffy areola to the evident delight of the girl in the mask.
The other breast was presented, and Livvie sucked and teased again, evidently enjoying the sensation. The girl slid down Livvie's body until she was face to face with her, and her tongue licked out, fast as a striking snake, to rub across Livvie's lips.
Livvie responded by yearning up, her mouth half open in invitation, and the girl accepted, her lips brushing Livvie's teasingly, but each kiss lingering longer than the previous, until both girls were locked in a passionate kiss, Livvie straining against her restrained wrists while the girl held and squeezed her nipples. With Ryan lashing her clitoris with his tongue, and the girl rubbing and squeezing her nipples as they kissed, Livvie was overloading with pleasurable sensation, bright, quicksilver flares of delight sparkling through her as her husband and the unknown girl teased, and tasted, tormented, and thrilled her.
The pleasure grew in intensity, swelling and tumbling through her, strands and flashes of brightness combining to swell and surge, a building tidal wave of glittering, sparkling, liquid heat, warming her through even as it tore her breath away, and then, the soundless clap of thunder, the sheet-lightning of pure orgasm, pleasure almost more than she could bear tearing through her, outlining her soul and ripping the fears and doubts and imagined cares and worries to shreds, until only the pleasure remained.
She suddenly knew everything, could see everything, and there, in the middle of this revelation, this moment of epiphany, was Ryan, his glittering eyes and wind-burned skin, his sun-bleached hair, and his perfect smile, the same smile she saw in her baby boy. Her heart turned over and faltered as she drowned in her love and need for her husband, and as her barriers finally came all the way down, the full force of her orgasm crashed into her, sweeping all thought away, leaving only wonder, and need, and deep, deep longing in its wake.
She screamed in release, her body finding the safety valve it needed before her heart burst with the emotions and pleasure that surged and battered at her, each crescendo more intense, more beautiful than the last, taking her higher and higher, until at last she found herself floating in a place of cool, calm serenity, a glowing haze of well-being and soft, gently swirling and entwining colours and dimly sensed shapes. She fancied she could hear her name being called, softly, as from a long way away, gradually becoming clearer and more distinct, until recognition swept over her; Ryan, he was here, and he was calling to her, and oh, she wanted to go to him, she needed him so!
She felt his lips brush hers, and once again his voice, soft in her ear.
"Livvie, baby, are you okay? Jeez, Liv, you scared me, you stopped breathing!"
Livvie opened her eyes, to see nothing. The thick, soft blindfold still made her world perfectly dark, but she smiled, and his voice took on that unique timbre and tone it had when she knew he was smiling.
"Oh it was wonderful, Ry!" she breathed, "so beautiful! You were there; I heard you calling me and I came to find you!"
Ryan began to remove her blindfold but Olivia shook her head.
"Please, let me keep this for a while, Ry! It's all so new, it feels like a new place, I can see it all in my mind now, please, let me keep seeing it for a while longer!"
Ryan smiled as his hands roamed over her body, his hands joining with those of the masked girl in touching, smoothing, and caressing Livvie's taut, satin-smooth skin, feeling the new vibrancy and re-awakened love for life as she found her way back into the world once more. As his hands touched and caressed, he felt a deeper, more profound stirring in himself; he wanted her so badly, and she was almost ready to want him in that way once more.
Without conscious thought, his probing fingers found their way to the juncture of her thighs, to the warm slickness hiding there, and as he stroked and caressed, she sighed and wriggled, trying to force herself harder against his hand, to feel him once more plunder and delight her. At the same time, the masked girl once more dipped her head down, her tongue-tip flicking Livvie's nipple with little, feather-light licks and caresses, each contact wringing a soft groan from her as she writhed in her captivity.
Ryan joined her, kissing and gently suckling on Livvie's other nipple as his fingers lightly stroked and caressed her damp and swollen labia, enjoying the feel of her tensing beneath his lips as she arched her back to push even more of herself into the teasing, tantalising mouths that both promised and withheld so much.
"Please, Ry, please, now...now...!" she moaned, and Ryan smiled; she was almost there.
He quirked an eyebrow at the girl directing this intervention, and she smiled, but shook her head. Ryan smiled in comprehension: just a little longer, now...
"Not yet, Livvie; you remember when we did this before?"
She nodded, gasping softly as he squeezed and gently suckled her breast, teasing her nipple with his tongue-tip.
"I told you then that you had to earn it, that you weren't ready. Are you ready now?"
Livvie moaned as she nodded; all her nerve-endings seemed to be on fire, and the teasing and touching were driving her almost to distraction; now she wanted an end to this, she wanted to see, and touch, and taste her lovers, her darling Ryan, and the silent woman who touched and caressed her in all the places a woman knows she needs to be touched.
She felt his gentle fingertip rub along her lips, and heard his soft chuckle as she darted her head up to kiss it before it withdrew. A slight pressure on her lip and she knew he wanted her to open her mouth; she did so willingly; she guessed what he was going to do now, and to her surprise realised she wanted it too, more than anything.
The change in weight on the bed told her he was now kneeling beside her, and once again, as she yearned up for him, he gently but firmly turned her face to one side, and slid his solid, engorged penis between her waiting lips.
Smiling to herself at his softly indrawn gasp, she curled her tongue around the tip of the cock in her mouth, letting her tongue describe the well-remembered contours to her once more as she made love with her lips, her tongue, and her gently scraping teeth, making him quiver and gasp as she tested his sensitivity. And then she gasped as a questing tongue invaded her own sweetness, once again those quick, cat-like flicks of a talented tongue-tip inflaming her clitoris, the pulsations spiralling through her, a nimbus of delicious warmth and tingling pleasure surrounding and enveloping her.
Livvie moaned around the cock invading her mouth even as she sucked, while the other tongue swirled and flickered and strummed her most sensitive parts, sending the pleasure blooming through her again and again, making her suck harder and more determinedly. She could feel Ryan trying not to thrust hard into her, his muscles trembling as he fought the urge to ram that thickness down her throat and use her, instead remaining in place as she drew his orgasm ever nearer; she could feel it trembling in his body, in the pulse that beat and hammered in the maleness between her lips. In a thousand ways she could feel him trembling on the brink, and the knowledge tensed her as she too began to ascend to that peak, her thighs and stomach rippling as the pleasure from that darting, lapping tongue grew and grew, until she could hold on no longer.



She felt her orgasm flower and unfold inside her, and so Livvie groaned in deep satisfaction, a column of light blasting through her and bursting in a million fragments inside her. As she succumbed to the pleasure, she felt Ryan pulse and shudder even as he cried out, his cock-head swelling as a thick stream of hot semen splashed hard against the roof of her mouth, and another, and another, filling her mouth. Livvie swallowed as fast as she could, her coordination shot as orgasm raged and shuddered in her, and all she could do was mew desperately in pleasure, determined even at the height of her pleasure to make sure her husband, her brother, her only love, attained his satisfaction even as she attained hers.
Bright points of light exploded behind the blindfold as her heart threatened to burst, and dimly, as if from far away, she heard herself scream, overcome at last by the strength and power of her climax. Through and through her raged the fires of orgasm, surging waves of pleasure, building to a crescendo, then slowing wonderfully, backing down, even as she felt rather than heard him slump back on his heels, his still-hard cock no longer spurting in her mouth. Dimly she heard him sobbing for breath as he recovered from his cataclysmic orgasm.
His ragged breathing seemed to drum in counterpoint to her rushing, hammering heart, both keeping pace as they slowly calmed. Livvie licked his cockhead, making him gasp as she inadvertently rasped the sensitive tip, sucking the last remnants of sperm from him, paradoxically calming and comforting him even as she performed this most arousing of acts.
Ryan stretched-out full length against her, his hand on her flat, toned stomach, feeling the last trills and tremors of aftershock dying away. His lips once more worked their way along her arm and shoulder, to come to rest in the hollow of her neck. Livvie stretched like a cat even as he nuzzled her neck, smiling gently. When Ryan brushed her lips with his, she shook her outstretched arms, the padded cuffs clinking softly against the metal bed-frame, murmuring in his ear as she did so.
"Take them off, please baby, you don't need them anymore, I promise; I want to hold you again, I want to touch you, both of you; it's time, Ry!"
Ryan looked up at the girl as she knelt by Livvie's side, and, at her smile and quick nod, grinned and reached up, popping the safety release of each cuff. Livvie sighed and stretched her arms, then rolled onto her side, her hand gliding over him to come to rest on the back of his neck, allowing her to pull him closer so she could kiss him, a long, soulful, loving kiss such as he'd not had from her in the longest time.
As she kissed him, a slim hand stroked her back, making her start then shudder slightly with pleasure. She turned to face the masked girl, her hand likewise curling around her neck to draw her in for a long, passionate kiss.
As they kissed, the girl's hands slowly caressed and stroked Livvie' body, making her undulate with pleasure, and Ryan, watching as the two of them kissed passionately, found himself hardening again as he watched and listened to the two of them making love. As he watched, the girl slipped one hand between their tightly pressed bodies, and grinned as Livvie suddenly gasped and shuddered, her kisses suddenly even more passionate; Ryan knew what was happening, what the girl was doing to her, and so he too began to kiss Livvie on her shoulders and between her shoulder blades.
Now the girl slid her hands around Livvie's waist, then further down, squeezing and cupping her marvellous buttocks, before slowly, irresistibly, sliding a finger into the tight crinkled knot of her anus. Olivia drew in a sharp breath as the probing finger invaded her, more sensations she'd almost forgotten filling her again, memories of Ryan doing that, and more, once more coming into focus, sharp and detailed.
As she gasped in pleasure at being touched and penetrated in that way again, the girl's lips once more found hers, their tongues fencing even as Livvie automatically slid her hands around the other girl's waist, pulling her closer, then gasped again as they ground their swollen pussies together, their slick labia rubbing wetly together, and the sharp, almost painful stab of pleasure as their most sensitive parts ground together.
Ryan felt the motion as the girls began to grind and rub together, and smiled at the almost animal panting as Livvie tasted pleasure beyond and outside anything she'd ever experienced before. Not wanting to break the spell, he gently, almost hesitantly, kissed his gorgeous sister on her neck and shoulders, but even as he did so, he felt the other girl draw away, heard Livvie's sudden in-drawn gasp of loss as the lips and probing, teasing fingers relinquished her. The sudden shifting weight on the bed told him the other girl was sliding further down the bed, and suddenly Livvie gasped, her body snapping taut as a bow-string.
Ryan realised the girl had slid down the bed until her mouth was once more level with Livvie's most tender parts, and she had begun once again lapping at her sweet wetness. Without even knowing it, Livvie's fingers twined in the girl's hair, holding her face against her as she lapped and sucked, her face a picture of rapture as the red-headed girl licked and teased her.
Ryan smiled as he watched his sister-wife losing her inhibitions and giving herself over to the moment, listening to his wife as she sobbed and mewed as the masked girl explored her with fingers, lips and tongue.
"Ry, baby, please, Ry...now, please..." babbled Livvie, and as the girl licked and nibbling at her momentarily ceased what she was doing, Livvie reached behind to hold and squeeze Ryan's steel-hard cock. As he waited, with bated breath, Livvie leaned forward slightly, raising her leg to allow him to slip his cock between her legs. Ryan gasped at the sensation of damp, slick heat as Livvie rubbed his cock-head against her swollen pussy, then turned her head, holding him close to herself as their tongues fenced and darted together.
Ryan slid his hands up her body, his hands cupping and squeezing her taut, perfect breasts with their steely nipples, and thrust forward, his surging cock sliding into his wife's wet and succulent pussy. As Livvie cupped her hands over his, her head thrown back against his shoulder, the masked girl slid down and off the bed as her hands snaked forward to hold and squeeze Livvie's buttocks, and her tongue once more lapped firmly against Livvie's clitoris.
Livvie screamed and shuddered as orgasm raged and gusted through her once more, her fragrant juices coating the girl's face even as her pussy tightened around Ryan's cock. Ryan in turn groaned as the hot, wet constriction of his sister-wife's pussy became too much, and his body trembled like a leaf as jet after jet of hot spunk blasted out of him and deep into her womb.
"Yes, oooh yess, oh God, Ryan, I want it all, baby, yes, fill me, Ryan, more, baby, oh yes, God, yesss!" chanted Livvie, her convulsing pussy hot, and moist, and vice-like around his over-stimulated cock. Ryan felt his world narrowing down to the feel of his darling sister shaking and shuddering in his arms, her body milking him of his spunk even as orgasm burned and flared its way through both of them.
Ryan realised that only his arms around her were preventing Livvie from collapsing bonelessly as her body continued to shake and quiver, aftershocks spinning their way through her. He slowly eased her to lie spooned against him, his erect cock still buried to the hilt in her. The feel of his wife's hot succulence surrounding him was more thrilling than he knew how to describe, and as he held her breasts and his cock twitched and pulsed inside her, Ryan knew that this was just the first; there was more to come.
As if in response to his insight, the girl slid up to lie once more in front of Livvie, her fingers slowly caressing her as their lips met once more. Livvie kissed her back eagerly, pulling her close so their bodies were almost glued together as their tongues fenced and darted, and Livvie's hands slipped down the girl's body, caressing her hips before sliding even further, to hold and squeeze, and pull her buttocks apart. The masked girl responded by rubbing her pussy against Livvie's, Livvie grinding right back, so now Ryan watched in aroused fascination as his darling sister and the unknown girl once more ground and rubbed and gyrated together, little gasps and mews of pleasure escaping one or the other as their stiffly erect clitorises rubbed and squeezed together.
As the two girls pleasured each other, Ryan slowly withdrew from Livvie, kissing her shoulder and squeezing her wonderful breasts as he did so. He moved back a little to give them some room. Livvie seemed to sense what he was doing, and rolled onto her back, the masked girl following her to lie between her thighs, rubbing and grinding against her even as she licked and teased Livvie's straining nipples.
As they kissed, Livvie reached down to hold and squeeze the girl's quivering buttocks, pulling them apart as they undulated and rubbed against each other, the only sound in the still and silence of the night the gasps and sighs, and hissing of breath between teeth as the two girls pleasured each other.
Ryan watched in aroused fascination as the unknown girl knelt up and urged Olivia onto her side, lifting her leg so they were now rubbing and gyrating their pussies together again. Livvie cried out softly , her fingers digging into the bedclothes as new sensations skittered through her, her chest heaving as her hips pistoned against the masked girl, until at last she could take no more.
Livvie fell shuddering back onto the bed, the other girl slumping next to her as orgasm ripped and burned through both of them, their hands touching and caressing almost automatically as the pleasure quivered in every cell and fibre, the only sound in the room the soft keening as they both gave way to their emotions.
Ryan watched in breathless arousal, his cock standing straight out, as his wife played, and learned, and discovered herself again, with the help of the girl in the mask, and when that same girl began kissing Olivia again, licking and biting her nipples as she kissed a trail down her body, Ryan waited in silence for what he knew was coming next.
As the girl kissed lower and lower, she shifted position, swapping ends and throwing a leg over Livvie's body, straddling her as she once more lapped, catlike, at the very apex of Livvie's slit. Livvie moaned as the soft, probing tongue slipped between the folds of her sex and teased her already stiffly-aroused clitoris, but even as she luxuriated in the pleasure as the girl licked her swollen pussy, her own hands were pulling the masked girl closer, holding her hips, until the girl's pussy was almost touching her face, succulent and tempting, the scent of her arousal thick and alluring.
Almost without conscious thought, Livvie leaned up, her tongue darting and then lingering, tasting another woman for the first time, and now another bridge had been crossed, another barrier crumbled and whirled away as Livvie and the girl licked and lingered, and tasted each other. As they rolled together on the bed, the girl manoeuvred them so that Livvie was on top, her mouth firmly planted on the masked girl's pussy.
As Ryan watched, the girl pushed her tongue deeply into Livvie's pussy, making his sister mew with pleasure, then pulled out and grinned at him as she wiggled her tongue, showing him his spunk pooled there. Ryan almost groaned with pent-up arousal at the sight of a woman eating his seed out of his lovely wife's just-fucked pussy.
As he watched, the girl winked at him, then slowly insinuated her tongue-tip into Livvie's tight, puckered little anus, pushing the pool of sperm on her tongue into the tight little puckered hole, making her squeal even as she licked and sucked the masked girl's pussy. Ryan could see Livvie pushing back against the invading tongue-tip, so the girl changed her focus, once more licking Livvie's pussy, sucking her clitoris even as she slid two fingers into Livvie, coating her fingers with her juices, before withdrawing them and sliding one finger slowly into Livvie's anus. Livvie squealed and bucked at the sudden invasion, but she didn't lose her stride as she licked and sucked the masked girl's slick pussy regardless, both girls squirming and shuddering with pleasure as they teased and thrilled and tasted each other.
A second finger joined the first, sliding in and out of Livvie's crinkled little rectal opening, relaxing and stretching her open, while never letting up for a second with her assault on Livvies's pussy. As Ryan watched, enthralled, the girl caught his eye, winked at him and rolled her eyes to where her fingers were slipping in and out of Livvie. Ryan's eyes narrowed in puzzlement, then widened as he realised what she was trying to tell him, even as she flashed him a quick grin as he raised an eyebrow in query.
With an answering grin, Ryan positioned himself between his wife's thighs, carefully placing his knees on either side of the girl's head as she lay under Livvie, her mouth still working at Livvie's swollen pussy, and as Ryan leaned forward, aiming himself, the girl placed her hands on Livvie's buttocks, holding them open. At the first touch of Ryan's cock-head against her pucker, Livvie started, then groaned as Ryan slowly, gently, but unstoppably slid his saturated cock-head into her wet and slippery anus.
"Ryan, what are you...oohh my God, oooh God, oooh yess...!" she moaned as Ryan slid into her, the stretching of her hole accompanied by the renewed licking and sucking of her already over-stimulated pussy by the girl lying underneath her. Livvie pulsed and shook as Ryan slid into her, then, just as slowly, withdrew nearly all the way, her heart slamming in her ribs as the double-assault threatened to overwhelm her senses and send her spinning back into her own world of newly-remembered pleasure.
When Ryan slid back into her, she convulsed, holding the masked girl's thighs as she shook in sudden, white-hot orgasm, her muffled scream setting off the girl's own climax, both girls sprinkling the other with their fragrant, sweet juices as they squirted in the rigour of their orgasm. Livvie tightened involuntarily around him as her orgasm flared and rushed through her, and Ryan was unable to hold back, groaning out loud as he too climaxed, spurts of hot semen bursting from him, filling his sister-wife's body with his liquid heat. The sensation of her man pulsing inside her set-off a second wave of hot ecstasy, and then another, swamping her senses and filling her body with electric energy.
Ryan finished emptying himself inside his wife, and gently withdrew, slumping down beside the two girls, both still entwined together, still licking and sucking hungrily even as they trembled and shuddered in the aftermath of their explosive orgasms.
Ryan closed his eyes, smiling as he listened to the soft, liquid sounds of Livvie and the girl calm and soothe each other, hearing the soft sighs and tremulous moans as Livvie writhed gently in the inverted embrace of another woman. As his heart slowed and calmed, recovering from the thunderclap aftershock of his release, he realised he only had one thought; he needed to clean himself up, he had plans, and the night was still young!
He slid off the bed, grinning wider as he realised Livvie hadn't noticed he was gone, so engrossed was she in her newly-discovered world of sensation and arousal. He slipped out of the room, to use the family bathroom down the hall, rather than switch on the light in the en-suite and break the spell of Livvie's on-going seduction. A quick soap-down, a brisk scrub with a washcloth, and he was drying himself, clean and fresh and ready to continue to heal the breach that had nearly destroyed them both.
As he made his way back, he noticed the glow from the nursery, and popped his head though the door, smiling to himself at what he saw. Chloë was stretched out fast asleep on the low sofa, with Jack's cot pulled across the room from its normal place to be right next to her. He was wrapped in his favourite blanket, and her hand was resting protectively next to him. Jack was also out like a light, an empty bottle on the night-stand, his Peter Rabbit bunny cuddled in one arm, and his little hand tightly clutching her thumb as they both slept.
When he slipped back into the bedroom, the first thing he saw was the two girls, kissing enthusiastically, their hands roving over each other's bodies as their tongues danced and fenced. The girl looked up and saw him, beckoning him over even as her fingers skittered down Livvie's body to stroke and tease, and slip between her gaping labia. Livvie gasped and thrust her hips up, revelling in the exploration of her most sensitive flesh, then moaned as she felt Ryan's tongue lap gently at her. Ryan, for his part, immersed himself in her all over again, drowning in the scent, the taste, the feel of his beautiful sister-wife, so warm and responsive, so aroused, after such a long time in self-imposed exile from her feelings and from him.
The knowledge that she was back, that they were once again doing what they were born to do, had always been destined to do, aroused him like he'd never been aroused before, and his cock rose, iron hard and painfully solid, aching to bury itself once more in her, to taste the deep sweetness of her innermost secret places.
As he raised her hips, preparing to once more slide into her, Livvie sensed what was coming and spread her legs, opening herself for him even as she draped her legs over his arms. Ryan pushed forward, enveloping himself in her pink succulence, gasping as her internal heat shot though him like an electric bolt. As he began to gently pump into her, the masked girl once more straddled Livvie, holding the headboard as Livvie grasped her buttocks and pulled her damp pussy closer, to dip her tongue into her again, making the girl mew and shudder as Livvie pleasured her.
And so all three of them pumped, and ground, and gasped, and shuddered together, pressure and tension building between them, until something had to give.
Livvie stiffened, her pussy clamping down on him as her body tensed, a shrill, gasping whine her only sound as she climaxed once more, her orgasm setting off the slender girl who was grinding her pussy so feverishly into her mouth, the two of them shuddering and mewling helplessly as orgasm, hot as the surface of the sun, white and blinding as sheet lightning, blazed and surged, and finally echoed through them, to pass and leave them both wrung-out, limp and utterly sated.
Ryan had been unable to hold back either, the pressure of Livvie's inner muscles on his cock was too much, and so he came once more, pouring bolt after bolt of hot semen deep into the inner recesses of his gorgeous sister's body, filling her with his essence in long, glorious spurts, filling her like there was no ending possible as the physical expression of his love for her filled her once again after so long. All three of them pulsed and trembled together in perfect troika, each a perfect part of a sublime whole, their mutual orgasms ricocheting between them, telling them again and again they'd shared that perfect moment, that they were one with each other.
For Ryan, at last, the final reminder of who and what they were, what they had, had finally sunk into Livvie; it was nothing he could see, but the sixth-sense he occasionally shared with Livvie, that feeling deep in his bones that there was something she wanted, or wanted doing, that only he could give her, now awoke and resonated deep in his psyche; Livvie was back, she was his again, and she knew he was hers, and their family was whole, and strong, and complete once more.



As he straightened up, his heart thundering with his recent exertion, and the revelation he'd just received, he became dimly aware of the girl slipping off Livvie, to spoon behind her, her hands cupped around his sister's lovely breasts, and Livvie's soft gasp as he slid from her and crawled up the bed, to lie next to her. His hands slid around her, to cup and squeeze her bottom as they lay face to face, and the last thing he remembered was her soft lips on his as they both slipped into the contented afterglow of their perfect moment.
*
The slight 'give' of the mattress flipped Ryan back to wakefulness, to see the masked girl standing and shaking out her hair. Ryan looked at Livvie, fast asleep in his arms, her beautiful face calm, sweet, serene, his Livvie once more, and smiled up at the girl.
"You don't have to go yet, Livvie hasn't..." he began, but the girl just smiled and reached out to touch him gently between the eyes with her fingertip.
"You guys are back together again; whatever was wrong, you've fixed it, and now you need to be alone, and you really don't need me being in the way anymore! When she wakes up, love her, tell her everything you need her to know, and everything she needs to hear, and let her tell you too; she still has some ghosts of her own; help her lay them to rest."
She paused to smile down at him again, her curved lips perfect, flawless, glistening like dark cherries in the dim light from the hallway.
"I envy you; she's exquisite, and she wants only you, but then I think you already knew that!"
She turned to leave, and Ryan called out to her, his voice soft but urgent.
"Wait, please! You helped us, you helped Livvie, you did so much for us, and I...I don't know how to thank you; I don't even know your name!"
The girl winked at him.
"And that's the way it should be, Ryan. You and Livvie don't need someone like me in your lives; the pair of you have something truly special. If I became a part of your lives it would destroy what you already have, and I think you know that; there aren't enough truly special things left that we can just discard them willy-nilly, so we have to keep them safe; you do it your way, and I'll do it mine!"
She sleeked and shook her hair out one last time and padded noiselessly out of the room, pausing at the door to look back over her shoulder and grin mischievously.
"You have an exquisite sister, Ryan!"
And then she was gone, leaving Ryan to gape open-mouthed after her.
Just then, Livvie stirred and muttered something in her sleep, and Ryan immediately lay back down beside her, pulling the covers up over them as he settled back in contentment, Livvie in his arms. A movement at the door caught his eye, and there was Chloë, tip-toeing into the room to place the baby monitor back on the nightstand and blow him a 'goodnight' kiss. Ryan returned it, smiling at their good fortune in having someone like Chloë to lean on, to be there, and be their family.
*
Livvie woke gradually, hearing first the sound of Ryan's breathing. Then came the realisation that they were alone, just the two of them. She pulled off the blindfold to confirm with her eyes what her other senses had already told her; the girl was gone, and it was just her and Ryan. A pang of sadness pricked her for a second, but tempered by the sure and certain knowledge that she and Ryan were good again; whatever she'd been doing, or thinking, and, more importantly, whatever it was she'd sensed about Ryan that had made her push him away, was gone too. Even that sense of distance, that distraction that had been all she'd felt from him in such a long time, was gone.
"I never saw her..." she mourned silently in the privacy of her thoughts, her eyes brimming at the knowledge that whoever had brought them together again had left without a word, had never given Olivia the chance to see her, and know her, and give her thanks to her. As she sighed, Ryan's eyes opened, his lips curving into his lovely smile as he looked into her eyes.
"Hello Gorgeous!" he grinned, and Livvie immediately pulled herself into his embrace.
"Ryan...!" she choked, holding him close, fiercely, while Ryan hugged her just as fiercely, letting her know that he was there, that he was hers, always and forever. After a while, he realised she was crying, softly, noiselessly, but he could feel her tears. He pulled away slightly, tipping her chin up so he could look at her.
"Don't cry, wife, it's over now, it's all over; be happy, I am!"
Livvie smiled tremulously, her lip still quivering, and her eyes still brimming. Ryan smiled and gently wiped her tears away.
"Ryan, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to cry all over you, I'm so happy, really!" she blurted out, smiling again at his head shake.
"It's okay, Liv; you're allowed to, you know! Why don't you tell me about it? I don't know about you, but I feel like it's a new start, maybe you feel the same, but I think it's time we got all that old stuff cleared away once and for all; you agree?"
Livvie nodded, and slowly, haltingly, began to unreel all the things that had been building-up in her mind.
"Right after Jack-Jack was born, I started to feel that things had changed; you were working all the time, and I don't blame you; it was your dream job, and you were trying to do it as well as you could, but it felt like you were never here, and I was alone with Jack-Jack all the time, just me, and I didn't know what to do; everyone I know here works, I don't have any friends with babies, and I was alone all day, just me and a new-born baby. I was so lonely, Ryan, and you were never here, I just didn't know what to do, or think, nothing!"
She paused while Ryan wiped the tears once more from her brimming eyes.
"I began to think you had everything you wanted, you had your job, your career, a son, and you didn't need me anymore; my body was a wreck, and...and I thought you didn't love me or want me anymore, that you had everything you wanted; you didn't want me, so I convinced myself I didn't want you; it was easier that way!"
Ryan stared at her in understanding, replaying Chloë's words earlier about what had been going through her mind while he worked too long hours, and came home to sleep for a few hours before leaving her alone again for hours on end. He pulled her close, his lips finding hers in a gentle kiss, wiping away her tears even as he kissed away her fears.
"Livvie, Olivia Grainne McLeod, my wife, I've loved you since I don't know when; all you are is all I want, and I'm sorry I let that stupid job come between us. All I could see was the prize, and I never realised what a prize I already had, and so I nearly let you go, because I didn't think, I just pushed on, full steam ahead, and damn the consequences; I thought I was doing what I did for us, but really, it was only for me, and I nearly lost you because I was so driven. The...person who finally put it all together was right; if I'd looked at you properly I would have seen long ago what I was doing to you. I was a fool, Livvie, a blind, driven fool. I nearly lost everything because I thought I could do it all, when all along I should have listened to you and seen how lonely you are."
Ryan paused to once more wipe away the tears trembling on her lashes, his hands trembling with the emotion she heard in his voice.
"Coming here was a bad idea, Livvie, I took you away from everything and everyone you know, and that was wrong, I was wrong. I'll quit, baby, I have nothing left to prove there, and everything to prove to you. I'll find another job in London, and we'll go home, and I swear on my heart and the ring I put on your finger that I will never let anything come between us and our life together ever again, okay?"
Livvie looked at him in wonder, her eyes searching his.
"You'd do that for me?"
Ryan grinned, nodding gently.
"In a heartbeat, Liv; I'll take any job, deliver newspapers, mop floors, anything, if it means I never see you cry again. I was wrong, and cruel, to yank you away from your friends, your life, your home, and everything you know, so we'll go home, get ourselves right again, and worry about jobs, and careers, and mortgages later."
Olivia stroked his face, smiling gently, and tapped him lightly on the end of his nose.
"You really mean that, don't you, baby?" Livvie smiled, her eyes big and luminous, sparkling in the lamplight at his nod. "That's all I needed to hear, but it's OK; you don't need to do that, Ry; it's enough that I know you would if I asked. Keep your job baby, I know you love it, and they need you; just remember you have a family, and they need you even more."
Ryan hugged her close, enjoying the warmth of her skin against his, the feel of her fingers stroking his back as they hugged, the scent and texture of her hair, so thick and heavy-looking with an almost oily lustre, but in reality fine and soft and silky, that closeness from before sparking through them once again. When she turned to spoon into him, he wrapped his arm around her, his hand automatically cupping her breast. Livvie sighed and wriggled against him, giggling as she felt him twitch in response against her plush buttocks.
There was one final thing, one thing Livvie had to know.
"Ry, who was she?" she whispered. "Who was that girl?"
Ryan smiled as he nuzzled the back of her neck.
"Let me see, now; she was 'a friend of a friend of a friend' of a friend of ours, that's all I know, that's all I needed to know. This...friend of ours worked out what was going on between us, and suggested this way of fixing it; I think she did a spark-up job of getting us back to where we should have been."
Livvie lay silent, something else obviously on her mind.
"Ry, did you and...her...er...you know...?"
Ryan pinched her bottom gently.
"Certainly not! There's only one girl I want to 'you know...' with, and it's you! If you must know, that 'friend of a friend of a friend' of a friend isn't into guys at all, in any way, so I was perfectly safe, believe me! "
Livvie wriggled contentedly against him.
"So this 'friend of ours'; who is it, and how much does she know?"
Ryan held her against him as he picked his words carefully.
"It's Chloë; she guessed some, I told her the rest; she knows it all, and she worked out a way to help us."
Livvie turned to him, her eyes frightened.
"Ry, she knows it all? That you're my brother? Oh God Ry, why did you do that, how can we ever be safe here if someone else knows? What are we going to do?"
Ryan slipped his hands down to cup and squeeze her plush bottom, comforting and reassuring her.
"She knows, and it makes no difference to her. Listen to me, Liv; she's our friend, we can trust her, you can trust her. Maybe it's time you had someone you could share all this stuff with. When I told Chloë, all she was worried about was how lonely you must be with no-one who knew, no-one you could share this with. Well now you have; talk to her, she'll listen, I promise, she'll understand, and she won't tell a soul; after all this, and what she knows, she's on-board. Baby-girl, we have family at last, trust her, I do."
Livvie wriggled against him once more, conscious of the feel of his penis stiffening even as they talked. Now it was fully erect, sandwiched between them, a hard warm rod, thick and urgent. Livvie looked into his eyes, and saw her need mirrored there.
"Well, big brother, are you going to fuck your wife, or your sister, with that thing?" she teased, wriggling against him again and grinning at his faint groan.
Ryan looked deep into her eyes and grinned devilishly.
"I think I'll do them both at once, if you don't mind!"
He rolled her onto her back, Livvie parting her thighs to allow him to slip between them, and as he leaned down to kiss her, he slowly pushed his thick cock deep into her hot, wet pussy, making her hiss with satisfaction as he once more stretched her.
"Ooohh God, Ryan, I've missed this so much!" she muttered, instinctively hunching her pelvis up at him as he withdrew and slid back in again, to do it again and again, fucking him as he fucked her.
Back and forth they humped, Livvie wrapping her firm, pliant thighs around his midsection as he sawed his cock in and out, the oldest dance there was, to the music only they could hear, until, at last, Livvie convulsed, orgasm once more claiming her, blanking her senses as she shuddered and gasped, Ryan meeting her this time, the last of his spunk boiling into her deepest places as they both once again found their moment of fulfillment.
Ryan remained poised above her, waiting for her eyes to clear, then kissed her, Livvie kissing him back as her twitching pussy milked every last drop of sperm from his slowly deflating cock, until at last he slipped from her, and slid down beside her, sated. Livvie turned to him, her fingers dancing across his cheek and curling in his hair.
"Promise me you'll never stop doing that, husband!" she grinned, and Ryan smiled back, his green eyes dancing.
"I promise I will never stop wanting you, my darling, delicious wife! And another thing..."
He rummaged under the pillows and pulled out a small velvet box. Livvie looked at him, then at the box.
"What is it Ryan?" she asked, and gasped as he opened it. Inside was a diamond, sapphire, and emerald cluster engagement ring.
"I never gave you one of these, little wife, so once again, Olivia Grainne McLeod, will you be my wife? And also, just in case it slipped your mind, happy birthday, little sister!"
Livvie's eyes filled as Ryan slid off her platinum wedding band and slid the engagement ring in place, then kissed the wedding ring before sliding it back onto her finger. As he did, a thought struck her, and she began to giggle.
"What, what's so funny?" smiled Ryan. Livvie pulled him close and kissed him soundly.
"I just remembered what happened the last time we you tied me up and fucked me on my birthday, and Ry...I'm not on birth control, I haven't been for months; I'm thinking you just might have scored another bulls-eye, sailor-boy!"
And twenty days later, she was proved right.
THE END
*
This is a REPOST of my original story, edited to clarify and remove some perceived errors in the original story submission
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Child Lori
My first, and strongest, memories are all to do with the fact that Davey, my big brother, had such beautiful green eyes; one of the first things I can remember with any clarity is trying to grab those startling emeralds because they were so beautiful. Then when I got a little older, I would make him hold me up to Mom's dressing mirror so I could look at my blue eyes looking at his beautiful green eyes. It wasn't until I was much older that I began to wonder why he had green eyes, and soft, lush, golden hair, when Mommy and I had black hair and blue eyes, and Daddy had brown (well, mostly gray, actually) hair and pale gray eyes.
One day, when I was maybe seven or eight, it occurred to me to look, really look, at some of the thousands (OK, I'm exaggerating...a little) of framed photos dotted around the house of my Mom, Davey, and another man, a stranger to me, but one who looked just like Davey. I'd seen them all a million times, never giving them a second glance, but now, when I studied them closely enough, and saw the way the man was holding Davey, or smiling at him, or the way he and Mom were holding hands, or holding Davey and smiling at the camera, the realization struck; that was Davey's Daddy, and hard on the heels of that, my Mommy had been married before! Shock, horror, Davey wasn't my brother, how could he be, that was his Daddy right there, not Daddy, not my Daddy...
Mom found me crying in my closet, one of those incriminating photographs clutched in my hands, and so she took me out of there, dried my tears and blew my nose while I cried about the fact Davey wasn't my brother, he couldn't be, everyone had been pretending to me all along, Daddy wasn't his Daddy blah blah blah blah.
Mom let me run out of steam and get it all out of my system, then held me on her lap while she told me the story about how Davey's Daddy had died and gone to Heaven when Davey was just a little boy, in England, and how she and Daddy had fallen in love and gotten married, and that Daddy had adopted David, that Davey was still her little boy, but he now was Daddy's little boy too, and I was her and Daddy's little girl, we were both her children, so Davey was, and would always be, my big brother.
That big hole that had opened-up in the middle of me when I worked out that Davey wasn't my brother closed-up again; Mom made it right with me, only now I knew why Davey looked so different from me, and why it didn't matter, because he was still my gross big brother who made me pull his finger, and gave me wet-willies, and woke me up with a stinky-finger, and, when I was a pre-schooler, convinced me the neighborhood alley cats came into my room at night when I was asleep and spat in my mouth, and how the crusty stuff in my eyes in the morning was dried-up cat wee; it gave me sleepless nights and nightmares for weeks and Mom nearly grounded him for life over that; even today I still feel creeped-out whenever I see a cat...
Yep, he was my big brother alright.
Now that I knew Davey was from England, and so was Mom, I realized they both spoke differently to Daddy and me. I'd been listening to them all my life and I never noticed anything different, but now that I knew I couldn't stop hearing that accent. My friends, and his, had always known he was different, but it had never struck me as odd; it was just something else to go along with his vast collection of nasty habits, his smelly feet, and his weird sense of humor; I always put it down to Davey just being Davey and never gave it another thought.
*
Life was fairly even and undisturbed through my early childhood, except for one thing: Davey always seemed slightly uncomfortable at home, like his clothes didn't fit him properly, and he never really had what I would call close friends; just me, really.
I had Sara and Josie, my closest friends; we went through pre-school, elementary, Middle, Junior High and High School together; they weren't related, but with their fair, freckled skin, light, golden-brown hair, and green eyes everyone just assumed they were twins; their families came from Cincinnati and Austin, Texas, so there was no possibility they were related, but that didn't stop pretty much everyone from calling them 'the twins'.
The three of us did just about everything together, Sunday school, church choir, Wilderness Girls, everything, but when I got to like nine or ten I kind of started to feel like maybe they were hanging with me because they wanted to be near Davey, which grossed me out. Davey? He was disgusting. Daddy needed a gas-mask to go in his room, Mom had to hold her breath when she sorted his laundry and you couldn't get me near his room with a ten-foot towing chain, but Sara and Josie used to get all tongue-tied and blushy and just gaze at him whenever he walked into the room.
I suppose, if I'm completely honest, and didn't look at him through the 'little sister' spyglass, he was kinda pretty; he had the kind of blond hair you don't often see on guys, a bright, lustrous golden, and big green eyes. He never seemed to tan, even in the blistering Iowa summer, and always looked pale, and just different to everyone else; most blond kids darken as they get older, but not Davey, he stayed golden-blond right up to the time he left, but I'm getting ahead of myself here.
Just about all my friends' big sisters were trying to get him to notice them, which puzzled me some; after all, I lived with him, I know what he looked like first thing in the morning, and endured his unique collection of smells, grunts, burps and other noises I'm sure you don't need to know about; being in a closed room on a hot day with him after two tacos and a couple cans of Dr. Pepper was an experience once tried, never forgotten; burping the alphabet was the least of it...
*
When I was coming up eleven, just about to start middle-school, everything suddenly went wrong. Davey and Mom had a huge fight. No-one would tell me what it was about, then Daddy got involved and after that it was never the same; Mom cried a lot; she'd slam Davey's food down on the table in front of him with her mouth set in a thin line; she stopped laughing at Daddy's terrible jokes, and even Daddy seemed to not really be into it even when he was trying to make Mom laugh.
Davey walked around like a zombie, his face set and expressionless, but I could see he was mad; every time I tried to ask him what was going on he'd snap at me or just shove me out of the way and tell me to mind my own business, or go ask Mom.
Then I found out. He was leaving. Davey, my big brother, was going away, to England; he was going back to what he called home, and that hurt me deeply; I thought this was home, his home was here, with Mom, and me, and Daddy, not some mythical place millions of miles away.
Mom had told me stories about England once, when I was still just a little girl, but all I could recall were jumbled stories about queens, and princes, and lots of knights running around (in clanking suits of armor?), and golden-blonde princesses, and castles, and ladies drinking tea with milk in it and their pinkies stuck out, and some weird game called 'cricket', and horses everywhere; it was all very confusing and disjointed to an eleven year-old Midwestern girl...
This tension and anger in the air was almost palpable, and went on for what seemed like forever; the house was like a morgue, gloomy and depressing to be in. Every evening Mom would make us dinner and pick at it, then glare at Davey and excuse herself and go sit in her bedroom with the door closed; Daddy would help Davey and I clean up, Davey would wash-up and disappear into his room, and Daddy would just shrug and look sad.
Something was coming, I could feel it, jeez, I could hear Mom crying about it at night and Daddy's low rumble as he talked to her.
I tried to make Davey stay, but it ended every time with his screaming at me, his voice cracking and warbling, his eyes blazing green and his face beet-red; Mom usually broke it up, and she'd go after Davey for disrespecting me while he just stood there, refusing to say a word to her, his lips clamped so tight they were bloodless, with his eyes fixed on something over her shoulder, which just made her even madder.
*
The day my Davey left me, the day my big brother got on a plane and left me, and disappeared from my life, that was the day my heart broke in little pieces; even as we were standing and waiting for his flight to flick up on the overhead, I still thought it wasn't going to happen, that Davey was just mad and punishing Mom for something, that he'd drag it out, but at the last second he'd relent and say "OK, let's go home, I call Denny's!" and it would all be OK again.
But his flight flicked over to 'Now Boarding' and Daddy made this real funny, sighing, snorting kind of noise and turned his back on Davey, who walked away without a backward glance; at that point the conflict inside me was so great I almost exploded; half of me wanted to run after him, to lock my arms around his waist and trip him up and pound him with his flight bag until he came to his senses, but the other half of me hated him so much it was like a rush of vomit in my throat; all I wanted to do was stab him and kick him and hurt him like he was hurting me, and make him pay for making my Daddy cry.
He was walking away from us, and now I knew what he really thought of us, of me; he thought we were nothing, our home was nothing, his real home was a long way away on the other side of the world, and he never, ever thought of our home, our house, our family as anything to do with him; he was leaving us behind and dusting us off his hands, and going back to his real life, and we'd never meant anything to him at all.
All his life, when I thought he was happy at home, with Mom, Daddy, and me, he was pining for someplace else, and now he was going back there, and I hated him for it.
Mom finally broke, and ran after him when he was half way to the gate, and I watched her hug and kiss him goodbye with murder in my heart; already I was writing him out of my life the way he'd written me out of his; from then on, I resolved to have nothing more to do with him, ever; no mention of him in my presence, no sign he'd ever been my brother; he'd made me an only child, so that's what I'd be, and I swore to myself that, come hell or high water, I'd never speak to that ungrateful worm-pig ingrate ever again; he didn't deserve my time and attention.
*
Life without Davey was a constant misery and ache in my heart; I hated him for what he'd done to me, I hated the thought of him even being part of me, I wanted nothing to do with him. When he called home (MY home, not his, not ever again...) religiously every Sunday evening, Mom and Daddy would talk with him, then they'd hold the handset out to me and give me that imploring look, and I'd just clench my teeth and look away; what I wanted to say to him I wasn't supposed to know, and I certainly wasn't going to scream it out in front of Mom and Daddy, so I bottled it all up and held my tongue.
After a while, Mom stopped asking me if I'd at least say hello to him; why should I? He left us behind, he had a life that was nothing to do with us, so I wanted nothing to do with him.
It still hurt so much, though...
*
Lori Alone
This is how life was for the next few years; every week or so a letter would arrive from England; sometimes it would be a school report card, but mostly it was a real letter from that...that turncoat traitor, and sometimes a handful of photographs (which I never once even looked at; I didn't want to see that heartless jackal frolicking around with all his new friends, people he'd rather have been with than be here at home with us, with me...)
Mom insisted on telling me all about how well he was doing at school, how popular he was, how he was on-track to study medicine, like I cared; he'd deserted us, he'd abandoned us, he'd abandoned ME like I meant nothing to him; he was my big brother, and I adored him, bad habits and weird smells and all, and he'd left me without a backward glance; hate was too mild a word for what I felt for him...
My friends went through something very similar with me; it gradually percolated through my wall of anger that they had lost him too; they'd known him all their lives, and they were missing him as bad as I was, if in a slightly different way; they didn't have any brothers, Davey was the closest thing they'd had to a big brother, and they felt like he'd abandoned them too.
It didn't help that every wall in the house was plastered with photographs of that shitty, treacherous little turncoat; when they thought I wasn't looking, I'd sometimes see either Sara or Josie gently touching one of the myriad pictures of him, their eyes glittering, and their lip quivering, and my heart would ache for them.
That, of course, was yet another reason to hate him; it wasn't enough he had to hurt me so, but to do it to my closest friends too? That was unforgivable.
So that was how it was as I moved up into middle-school, trying to make believe I didn't care that my big brother had deserted me, that he no longer mattered to me, because I was a teenager now, thirteen years old, not yet an adult, but no longer a child, and childish things like that no longer mattered to me. And then that damned photograph showed-up, and everything changed.
*
One evening, Daddy asked me to get him something from his study, so I went in there, and while I was rummaging around inside the bureau, a pile of photographs spilled out. I picked them up without thinking and glanced at the top picture, and my heart slammed inside my chest at what I saw.
It was Davey, still in school, but how he'd changed; obviously it was a rowing team picture; he was surrounded by a whole bunch of strapping young men in number singlets smiling at the camera and leaning on oars, but all I could see was him; he was beautiful, I had no other word to describe him. The date was just a few weeks earlier, so he was almost eighteen, and gosh, how he'd changed; the boy I remembered was gone, but the young man he'd become was just so gorgeous it stopped me in my tracks, holding my breath as I took him in.
I don't know how long I stared at that picture; I couldn't stop looking at him, every single feature was the same, yet at the same time so totally different, and I remember wondering at the time why my heart was beating so hard and fast; this was my brother, this was David, who left me without a backward glance to go and have another life far away from me, and here I was, transfixed, breathing so shallow I could hear my heart drumming in my ears.
The next thing I knew, I was bolting out of there, running to my room to cry because my heart was breaking, and now I hated him all over again for making me feel this way, but even as I cried, I was seeing him in that photograph, his golden hair, his eyes like sparkling emeralds, and most of all that smile, his happy smile; I hadn't seen it in such a long time, he'd taken it away from me, and now, seeing it again, it cut through my heart.
Mom came and knocked on my door but I yelled at her to go away, so she did, because I didn't know why I was so angry, so sad, and a whole lot of other things as well, things I couldn't describe, even to myself. What it all boiled-down to, though, was just as I thought I'd finally gotten over Davey and his callous abandonment of me, he'd waltzed back into my heart and broken it all over again.
As the days passed, I couldn't get that image of him out of my head; I told myself I was being weird, mooning over some stupid photograph, of my brother, of all people, but that didn't stop me sneaking into Daddy's study most every night after that to take that photo out of the bureau so I could stare at it.
I thought I was being all sneaky and discreet about it, but Mom knew something was up; sometimes I'd catch her giving me a peculiar look, which tipped me off that she was using her special Mom-powers to look into my head, because she seemed to know exactly what I was thinking and feeling, and what I was doing night after night, but she never once said anything.
I eventually stole that picture from Daddy's study so I could look at it whenever I needed to; if Mom noticed it was gone she didn't say anything, but if she'd asked me why I took it I had no answer; I didn't know myself, it was like a compulsion. In the course of my day, suddenly, completely out of the blue, for no reason I could think of other than I just needed to, I'd stop what I was doing and go look at it again, study his face, memorize his smile, the way his eyes seemed to be looking directly at me, every last wave and curl of his hair and it was a complete mystery to me why I had to go look.
If I couldn't go there for any reason, then next time I took it out I'd actually find myself apologizing to him in my head, which was pretty bizarre, and freaked me just a little when I realized what I was doing, but I still kept that photograph; nothing could have made me give it up, and I really, truly didn't know why...
It wasn't until I was almost sixteen that I let myself admit what I was doing, and why, and it was Josie, of all people, who pointed it out to me when she commented that, for someone who hated David so much, I was sure giving him an awful lot of air-time...
She was kind of sly about it, or at least her tone was, but there was a definite smirk there when she said it, and when I demanded to know just what the hell she was talking about, she rattled off some nonsense about how love and hate were as close as two sides of a mirror, which she probably thought was profound, but I just thought was profoundly stupid, because it sounded like she was saying I was in love with David, and that just wasn't possible; it was gross, he was my brother for Chrissake, eeww, yuck!
That night, I lay awake half the night going over and over what Josie had said; it was impossible, it was wrong, it was weird that someone could even make a statement like that, because things like that just don't happen; sisters love their brothers, of course they do, but they don't fall in love with them, that was...icky, and wrong, and just...wrong...so wrong...
I fell asleep with my head still full of all this weirdness, and when I woke up, obviously my brain had been shuffling all sorts of things around and into place while I slept, because the first thing I knew when I opened my eyes was that Josie was right: I was in love with David, and it appalled and disgusted me; how could I be, he was my brother, he wasn't even here, I hadn't seen him in almost five years, I'd certainly never spoken to him in all that time, and I still didn't want to, because all that anger and loss was still simmering nicely inside me, so how could I be in love with someone who was a: my brother, and b: a vermin-weasel who'd abandoned me, and his life with us, for a new life on the other side of the world?



And yet a piece of me knew she was right, I could deny it with all my might, but that wouldn't stop it being true, and I didn't know what to do; everything I was feeling was wrong, it had to be wrong, it could never happen, because it was so wrong, but deep down I didn't believe my denials anymore. Deep down, I'd accepted I was in love with him, not just crushing on him, and I was screwed, because what I was feeling could never be allowed out into the open; no-one was ready to deal with stuff like that, especially not me.
One thing I knew for certain; Mom could never find out about this, she'd have me committed on the spot, loving parent or not; this wasn't the kind of mother-daughter dialog anyone would relish having.
So I did what I always did; I battened it down, bottled it up, and tried to act normally around Mom; Mom was a lot like Davey; if she thought there was something she should know, she'd doggedly go after it, and I really didn't want to be interrogated until I cracked and blurted all this stuff out.
Luckily, or perhaps not, my body was changing more and more with each passing day, my moods and emotions were all over the place, and while Mom tried to be the understanding mother of a post-pubescent teenage girl, there were times when she'd just leave me to my own devices because my smart mouth and see-sawing emotional state must have made me pretty much impossible to live with, tolerate, or be understanding about; I was the archetypal teenage nightmare, and Mom treated me as such, so I have all that to be grateful for in helping to mask what was really going on inside me.
Just as all this turmoil was going on inside me, we got the worst possible news: during a routine medical, they'd discovered several tumors on Mom's liver, and a biopsy confirmed one was malign. That was the most frightening thing I'd ever heard; to me, 'cancer' meant 'death-sentence', and all I could focus on was that Mom had cancer, and she was going to die. Of course, she began a mixed course of chemo and radiotherapy almost immediately. It seemed to go on forever, and poor Mom got weaker and weaker; her beautiful, jet-black hair fell out in big clumps and handfuls, which distressed her most of all; she aged right in front of us until her skin looked like dry, grainy old leather, and she was so tired and sick all the time from the chemo.
I was all for calling Davey and yanking him home immediately. He should be here now, Mom needed him here, but Mom wouldn't hear of it; he was at a critical juncture in his medical studies; if he gave it up now, he'd lose everything. She wouldn't risk making him give it all up after he'd worked so long and hard to catch-up with his peers and get where he was now. Right now, he couldn't afford to be distracted with worrying about her; of course she knew he'd come haring home if he knew what was happening, and that was precisely why I wasn't to tell him; he needed a clear head and a sharp focus, and she'd never forgive herself if he gave it all up for her.
So I backed down, and did as she asked; I kept the truth from him...
I know, I blamed Davey for the longest time for not coming home sooner, but I have to be honest with myself too; we didn't tell him Mom was sick, we let him believe everything was fine at home, so yes, I helped lie to him too, because Mom and Daddy knew he was so like his Daddy; he had to be who he was supposed to be, I see that now; hindsight has 20-20 vision, but right then I despised him for leaving us to suffer while he followed his dreams at the other end of the Earth.
The treatment worked, and the surgery to remove the growths was also successful; eight months after beginning chemo, Mom was pronounced free of the cancer; she was in remission, but the hospital wouldn't commit themselves when we asked if she was fully cured, only that survival rates for Stage One cancer survivors were hopeful, and that they were cautiously optimistic.
So we crossed our fingers and tried to get as much of our life back as we could. Apart from the weakness and weight-loss, Mom was still Mom, still amused by Daddy's silly jokes and God-awful puns, and still a better cook than Daddy, only now she seemed to be a lot more concerned about me than I felt comfortable with. All that stuff about Davey was still stirring around inside me, ambushing me at odd moments and refusing to be quiet or go away, and I think Mom had a pretty good idea what was up.
I tried dodging and sidestepping the issue whenever I felt it looming on the horizon, but now Mom was determined to dig-out just what it was that she could somehow sense.
One afternoon, I was alone at home with her. Daddy was flying a dogleg series of routes zig-zagging across the country, and would be gone for a couple days, so Mom obviously decided it was time for a heart-to-heart with me. I was moping in my room, obsessing about guess-who, when Mom knocked on my door, then came in without waiting for my answer, something she never did. She smoothed down my quilt and sat on the end of the bed, her hand on my ankle, looking closely at me. When she started to speak, there was no preamble; she'd obviously sussed there was something I was hiding, and she was ready to have it out with me.
"Lori, what's going on with you? Tell me, baby; you sit in here muttering to yourself, you don't go out with anyone anymore, you drift around with that worried, preoccupied face all day long... is it a boy? You can tell me, baby, I'm supposed to help you sort these things out, let me help you, please, sweetheart."
Much as I loved my Mom, there was no way on God's Earth I was going to share what was happening to me with anyone, least of all her; I could still barely believe it myself; even thinking about it still made me feel weird and strange inside. But she was waiting for an answer.
"Mom, look, it's something I have to try and work out, I can't share this with anyone, it's...it's just not something I want to talk about, please..."
Mom didn't look any too pleased at that; I could see that line between her eyebrows she got when she was worried, and as she looked away, scanning my room, I saw the photo of Davey on my dresser; I'd forgotten to put it back in its hiding place, between the pages of 'Little Women', and she couldn't have failed to see it.
When she looked back at me, I could see the question in her eyes, but she didn't ask it; instead, she just nodded slightly, like she'd just made a connection.
"So, tell me, baby; it's about a boy, isn't it?"
The way she said it left me no doubt as to exactly which 'boy' she was talking about; I nodded miserably, so she carried on.
"I take it this boy doesn't know what he's doing to you?"
My senses stood up and trembled at that question; did she know, or did she suspect? And if she did, was she getting ready to go postal on me? Answer her, answer her...
"He's, um, not here, no, and no, he doesn't know about me..."
Mom slid up the bed to lie next to me, and wrapped her arm, still painfully, shockingly thin from the after-effects of the chemo, but warm and gentle for all that, around me, drawing me into her.
"Baby, all I want is for you to be happy; whatever's going on here, I can see it's making you desperately unhappy. Please, let me in, let me help you; maybe we can sort this out together...?"
But I couldn't let her in; not then, not ever, and it will always weigh on my heart that I never gave her that; she knew I was unhappy, she knew how much I needed to get this thing inside me out and gone, and still I wouldn't let her help me, because I was so ashamed of what I was feeling inside...
*
My eighteenth birthday came and went with no real drama; I wasn't the kind of girl to go and party and throw being an adult around, so apart from a pizza with Josie, Sara, and a few of our classmates, I did nothing special on what was supposed to be my special day. Mom wanted a big party, but Daddy knew me well enough to know that wasn't what I wanted at all; they were both kind of disappointed, but I think probably relieved as well; once I hit fifteen, I began to look less and less like a scrawny ragamuffin, and more and more 'adult'; boys were starting to notice the changes in me, especially 'the girls', those two things up front and all the way out there, and Daddy was getting jumpy about where I was going, who I was with, were there going to be boys there, how well did I know them, did he know their parents, yada-yada-yada.
I will admit to a certain amount of enjoyment in the looks I was starting to get around town; I have very pale skin, blue-violet eyes, and lustrous black hair, just like Mom, and with the 'girls', my naturally slim but curvy shape, and my height, just enough to make me stand out, without seeming freakishly tall, I was getting to be quite the package, as Sara and Josie were quick to point out, and it did a lot to make me feel secure in my own skin.
Josie, Sara and I had also discovered that the internet was a lot more interesting than the locked-down version we had at school had led us to believe; one fateful night, while her parents were out on their weekly date, Josie and I decided to do a little exploring on her dad's computer, and it was a mind-boggling experience...
I was never prudish about sex; I just didn't know anyone I was interested in experimenting with (no, strike that; there was one, and the idea was both arousing and deeply repellent...), but to see the kind of things people were capable of dreaming-up in the name of arousal was a truly next-level revelation.
I don't know how long we sat there, eyes glued to the screen, barely breathing, as a barrage of erotic, pornographic imagery battered our senses and jump-started our curiosity, until Josie's father calling out to her shocked us back to awareness of what we were doing, and how bad it would be if we were caught like that.
That night, back home in my own bed, in the gutter of the night, the scenes and situations I'd watched played endlessly in my head; I'd masturbated before, of course I had, I was a teenage girl, not a novice nun, but what I'd done before was nothing compared to what happened that night; I lay in a fever of arousal as image after image battered my senses and took over my imagination, and now it wasn't anonymous, spray-tanned, gym-bunny actors in California, now it was David and me.
Now I knew what was possible, my imagination conjured up and re-wrote those scenes endlessly, with Davey and me in the lead-roles, while I sweated in my bed, over-stimulated beyond belief, masturbating furiously as scenario after scenario presented itself. When I finally fell asleep, it was the sleep of the truly exhausted, with one thought uppermost in my mind; I was going to do all those things one day, and it was Davey I was doing them with, no-one else, ever; at last I knew, with rock-solid certainty, who and what I wanted.
I did get a lot of interest from the boys around town, but none of them piqued my interest at all; for starters, none of them were blond enough, had eyes green enough, or smiled in just the right way; also, in some strange way, I felt that dating any of them would be betraying Davey; he was the one, none of them were him, ergo I wasn't interested, period...
Mom was worried that I wasn't dating anyone; I think she was more concerned that I wasn't all girly-girly than anything else, and my disinterest in the local boys worried her; maybe she thought I was limbering-up to bat for the other team; anyway, my Senior Prom showed me why I was right to avoid the local boys...
One of the brainless jocks who played football in some capacity or other seemed to have a thing about me; as I wasn't interested in low-brow, neckless, shambling idiots, I brushed him off every time he tried to use his 'wit' and 'charm' on me (and when I say wit, I was only half right, coupled with the fact he had all the charm of a turd sandwich) I either looked him up and down, giggled, and walked away, or gave him the patented Lori Keene 'Ice-Pick In The Brain' Stare of Painful Death.
Chummy, however, was too boneheaded to get it; in common with the rest of the ham-headed yacks who made up the team, he believed he was irresistible, possibly because the school looked the other way when he and his buddies regularly beat kids up, committed what would be considered serious sexual harassment (and the rumoured occasional assault) if it happened anyplace outside the school gates, and generally behaved like a herd of entitled trolls because they won games regularly. Rah-Rah-Rah...
So, come the Senior Prom, I was flying solo because I'd turned down everyone who'd asked me, for the reasons given above, but Mom made me go, because 'a girl's not supposed to miss her Senior Prom'. Whatever. This idiot was there with some girl who looked terrified, probably because she knew what 'Prom-Night Magic' was in store for her later. I noticed him giving me the up and down, ignored him, as I usually did, and went to get a drink from the drinking fountain, because the punch was probably spiked by one of those imbeciles; it was the kind of thing they'd do, because they were imbeciles.
Once I had my drink, I began the countdown to when I could leave; I didn't want to be there, but Josie and Sara had dates, so I felt obliged to hang around and keep an eye on them, just in case their dates decided they were due a little 'Prom-Night Magic' all of their own, regardless of Josie and Sara's opinions on the matter.
While I was hanging back, basically keeping out of sight, I overheard the moron who'd been eyeing me tell his equally moronic buddies he had plans for me; he had a little something he was going to slip in my drink so I'd be easy to get to one of the hourly-rate motels up on the turnpike, where he'd show me what a man was made of.
I'll admit, I saw red; my first instinct was to go to the craft shop, find a needle file, and needle the fucker through his right eye, but then I thought: "Why wait?", so I marched up to him, smiled, put my hand on his shoulder, and when he smirked in triumph that I'd finally come through, kneed him in the balls so hard his eyes actually bugged out, then, for good measure, I did it again. Daddy and Davey had taught me well, I worked out a lot at home, and all of that went into turning that joker's balls into jelly.
His buddies watched in shock as he folded, clutching where his balls used to be, alternating between whining and puking, but they got the message; touch me, and I show you the quick way to a life singing soprano...
Round about that time, Josie came storming up, dragging Sara with her; it turns out their dates HAD been expecting a serious amount of gratitude from them for asking them to the prom, so they'd disposed of those two creeps in like fashion, and with that, we stalked out of there, drove home, and spent the night hating boys.
(Sidebar: I heard a couple days later moron-boy's prom-date had called her older brothers and told them what that idiot was planning to do to her, and where, and while details are hazy, apparently an unknown and unknowable someone or someones were waiting for him when Prom ended, took him somewhere scenic, miles from anywhere, and kicked living shit out of him, broke both his arms at the elbow, busted his knee and ankle with a baseball bat, and fractured his pelvis with same; I have no idea who it was, it's just another one of those small-town mysteries that will probably never be solved...
I hear he details cars for a living now, no college sports scholarships for him, not with a pronounced limp, a trick knee, and restricted hand-eye coordination...)
All the same, once I finally and irrevocably admitted to myself that Davey was what I wanted, it just made everything worse, because now I was trapped, wanting him so badly it was a physical pain in my chest, but knowing he was the one boy in the entire world I couldn't have, no matter how much I pined for him, lusted for him, wanted him.
When my friends were out having as much fun as it's possible to have in Des Moines when you're under 21, I was at home, like as not crying in my room, then having to face Mom with my eyes puffed and red from crying over that damned picture, and lie barefaced and bold to her and Daddy about why I always looked so dragged-out and miserable these days.
Mom kept trying to find a chink in the wall I put up around me, but I still couldn't let her in; whatever I was feeling about Davey, it was still surrounded by a pall of shame and guilt, and I couldn't take the chance of telling her in case she felt that loathing and disgust I'd once felt; I knew if she found out, I'd have lost her as well.
All the while this was going on with me, I never really noticed how tired and wan Mom had become until I happened to glance at my graduation picture and stopped dead in shock; she looked like an old woman, her arms and legs thin and frail, her smile vague, her forehead lined and old, and her eyes distant and so, so tired.
With that, I recognized what I'd been seeing for a long time now, but never really registering, how she seemed to be forever stopping what she was doing to just sit and catch her breath, and she'd developed a small, rasping little cough that I barely noticed, and I didn't take note of, but it never really went away; I began to hear her coughing at night after I'd gone to bed, and it was getting worse.
I asked Mom if she'd seen the doctor recently, but she brushed it all aside, telling me I was a bigger worrier than Daddy; she was just tired, that's all; it's what happens when people get old, which alarmed me; Mom wasn't yet 50, that's not old, that's barely middle-aged, but sure enough, every day she got older right before my eyes.
Daddy eventually overrode her objections and pretty much forced her into the Saturn to go see her Oncologist, something she was supposed to do immediately if she got ill or any odd or unexpected symptoms showed up.
They were gone the whole day, and when they came home, they were silent, Daddy was sombre, and he looked like he'd been crying. Mom just looked tired, but then she always did, but there was something else, and I knew what it was; the looks on their faces was enough to tell me. I had to ask her though; I needed to hear it said just once.
"Mom, what happened? What did they say? Why are you so tired all the time? Please Mom, tell me..."
So she did; Daddy tried to speak, but his voice kept breaking, and seeing him so distressed only made me more scared.
"Sweetheart, the doctors gave me a whole lot of tests, they did a PET scan, and an MRI scan, and some other things, and now we know; baby, you're an adult now, so I'm not going to sugar-coat this; you deserve to know it all. Lori, the cancer is back; it's spreading, and they can't do anything about it; there's really no drugs that can stop it now, because the cancer in my liver has what they called metastasized, which means it's causing other, different cancers to show up in my kidneys, in my lungs, and in my pancreas..."
She stopped to hold my face between her thin, little hands, seemingly so brittle, but still warm, soft, and motherly, while two big tears spilled from my eyes.
"Don't...don't do that baby, please, we always knew this might happen, I've been on borrowed time ever since the last time. It's OK, really, I know it seems like the end of the world right now, but it will be OK, I promise; you and Daddy still have each other, and I'll be here for you as long as I can; one way or another, I'll always be with you, Lori, remember that; you're my baby-girl, and I will always be there when you need me, I promise..."
She was already saying 'goodbye', but all I could do was cry in her shoulder; I tried to tell her what I know she wanted to hear, that I'd be OK, that me and Daddy would look after each other, but all I could do was cry and repeat "mamma, mamma..." endlessly, hoping that somewhere, someone or something was listening and would relent and somehow make this all not be happening, admit that it was all a big mistake, and not take my Mommy away from me...



Daddy came and sat next to me so he could hug Mom and me together; I could feel his chest shaking with silent sobs, and his hand on my arm was like a vise, like he could hold us all together forever, frozen like that.
As I cried, Mom stroked my hair and kissed my forehead, reassuring me, but I could already feel her slipping away. The thought of a life without Mom there to share it scared me more than I knew how to express, but even with that, suddenly Davey's face, his eyes, his smile flashed up before me. Mom must have felt me stiffen, like an electric shock had jolted through me, because she pulled back slightly, her eyebrow raised in that querying look I knew so well.
"What, what is it, baby?" she murmured.
"Davey...I have to tell him...he should be here, we need him...he should come home now..." I gabbled. Mom pulled me close again, dabbing my eyes dry.
"Sweetheart, listen to me; Daddy and I, we already talked about this. Your brother is at the most important part of his life now; right now he's preparing to take his finals; depending on how well he does determines whether or not he becomes a doctor, and you know how important that is to him, to me, and to your father. Please, promise me you won't tell him, he needs to be focused and stay on track; I don't want him to fail, and I know you don't either. By the end of summer he'll have graduated, then we can call him back home; we have time, baby, but right now, he should stay where he is; I don't want the last eight years of his life to have been for nothing; as long as he doesn't know, he'll do what he always wanted, and be just like his father; that means too much to him, to Daddy and me, for me to take it away from him. I can wait, sweetheart..."
And so the decision to leave Davey once again in the dark was made; much as I loved him, and wanted him, another, darker part of me altogether hated him for not being here, for not sharing and easing my grief, for leaving us alone to wait for my Mom to die while he sauntered through medical school without a care in the world.
That probably sounds as lop-sided and unfair as it really was, but that's how I felt; reason had nothing to do with it, only emotion and impending loss, and a burden I wasn't strong enough to bear myself.
Daddy decided to take indefinite Leave of Absence from his job so he could be home with us; we all knew why, so there was no need to discuss it, but it terrified me all the same; he was home because we were sitting the death-watch, and I couldn't get that out of my head; Mom was going to die, so we were circling the wagons around her...
Mom, of course, didn't see it that way; whatever was happening with her, her first thought was about what I was going to do with my life after...after.She hinted several times that I should perhaps start thinking about school again, but I wasn't interested; the thought of spending the next four years studying wasn't appealing right then; I had more important things to do and think about than racking-up credits at community college or applying to some out-of-state college with my indifferent 3.0 GPA.
Daddy busied himself doing all the things he'd always promised us he was going to get around to; he began dry-walling the cellar to turn it into a rec room, he dug up the buried tree-stump in the middle of the driveway that always made the car rock and the suspension go 'clonk-thunk', he ferried Mom around from clinic to doctor to home almost every day, he ran errands, did the grocery shopping, tried to help Mom in the kitchen, never a pretty sight to see, and generally busied himself.
At day's end, he'd take Mom out to the porch and sit on the old lounger with her on his lap, rocking her gently with his arm around her and her head on his chest, just he and Mom in their own private world, loving each other while they still had some left time together.
He loved her so much, and he was going to lose her; he never let Mom see his anguish, but I could see it plainly. It hurt me to see him hurting so badly, but he never let on to Mom; he was the upbeat, jolly one, keeping Mom's spirits up with his silly jokes and terrible puns, but after he'd helped Mom into bed, and tucked her in, checked all her meds, and sat with her until she fell asleep, he'd come back downstairs, smile that smile of his as he tweaked my ear, and go sit alone in his study, usually with a pile of photo albums, smiling and chuckling to himself as he looked back through our lives.
That was how I found him one night, relaxed and composed, deep in his big armchair; his face was so calm, so serene, with a small smile fixed on his lips. It was late, and I thought he'd dozed off, but when I tried to wake him, that's when I realized he'd gone. I was devastated; Mom was so sick, and now I'd lost my Daddy too, how was I supposed to deal with this?
I tiptoed into Mom's room and sat in the easy chair next to her bed, where Daddy sat holding her hand every night until she fell asleep, and wondered, through a haze of grief and loss, how the hell I was supposed to tell her, in the midst of all she was going through, that the man she loved more than anything in the world was gone, that he'd slipped away alone and unregarded while I watched some mindless TV show...
She woke, and looked at me, and she knew; somehow, she knew what had happened, and she held me as my world fell away in shreds and tatters. When the worst of my tears had passed, I helped Mom out of bed, and held her as she slowly made her way downstairs, and into Daddy's study. Her face was a mask of grief as she smoothed his hair back, then slowly lowered herself onto his lap, to hug him one last time and whisper something in his ear, then rest her head on his chest, just like they had out on the porch only a few hours earlier.
Mom reached out to me and took my hand, sharing her strength with me, giving me what she had such a boundless supply of.
"Call Davey..." she murmured, "I think it's time he came home."
*
Homecoming
When I went to pick up Davey from Des Moines International I wasn't prepared to actually see him again. I was jittering because I was going to see him again after eight years, and I was trying to stay angry with him, but mostly I just wanted him to be near me. I was standing there, my mind free-wheeling, thinking disjointedly about how Daddy used to take us to Racoon River Park, just a few minutes away from where I was standing, and we'd spend the day kayaking and swimming, and end the day with a twilight barbecue cooked by Mom, because Daddy was hopeless, and Davey was clueless, when Davey came walking through the gate.
My heart leaped and slammed against my ribcage. He was gorgeous, there's no other word to describe how he looked; all the other women, girls, teens, even, were gazing at the tall, handsome young man with the eye-catching emerald eyes and hair like spun gold.
He looked at me, and stopped-dead, his eyes wide and surprised, slowly turning apprehensive, because suddenly I was mad at him again, beautiful or not, and it must have showed; as far as I was concerned, he had a lot of explaining to do, and a lot of ground to make up. He just stood, staring at me, with his mouth hanging open, and all I could do was toss a patented Lori Keene smartass comment at him.
His eyes clouded over even as he hugged me, and I was in two minds over whether to hug him back or pull away and slap him the way he deserved. He must have got it, because his arms dropped away before I had a chance to properly feel his arms around me (the one thing I'd wanted, if truth be told). Also, I'd called him 'David', a name we only ever used in the family when we were mad at him.
In the car we talked about Daddy, about how he'd been taken in his sleep by a massive coronary; the ME said he probably didn't feel a thing, so there was that, at least, a blessing of sorts. We talked about Davey's boyhood, sharing memories of my dad, but it was hard; my loss was still raw and painful, an open wound I didn't want to go anywhere near and I think he sensed that, because he tried to steer the conversation away and prompt me into talking about what else had been happening.
I couldn't keep it up; too much was happening, and too much had happened already for me to make small-talk; my conscience was clamoring to tell him about Mom, he needed to know, because I couldn't just let him walk unawares into the house and see what had happened to Mom while he'd been gone.
So I told him; about the initial diagnosis, the chemo and the surgery, remission, and then the relapse, and where we were today; his face was a mask of shock and guilt that he'd been so disconnected from us while all this was going on; I told him Mom had forbidden me from telling him, and I think that's what hurt him most.
"I was only eight hours away..." he murmured, "if you'd called me I would have been here that night...", and, angry as I was, my heart broke for him; he'd left us behind, but we'd left him out. I don't know who was right and who was wrong, but it was done, as impossible to recall or make right as words spoken in anger, and now he'd come home to grief and recrimination.
It was then, at that point, that I decided that it was time to let all that stuff go; no matter how I beat him up over this, it was nowhere near what he was going to do to himself; he needed me now, and I needed him to be my rock, because there was no-one else left.
*
Davey's reunion with Mom was as heartbreaking as it was tragic; the guilt and regret were almost palpable, his horror at how Mom had deteriorated was plain to see, no matter how well he tried to hide it; when he left, she was a fit and pretty 40 year-old housewife, and now in just a few short years she'd turned into a brittle, fragile, aged husk of her former self; when she called him 'Darling Boy', her one pet name for him, I could see the muscles of his neck and arms corded and straining, and his knuckles showing white as he tried desperately not to break down.
When he hugged her closely, carefully, the face he turned to me over her shoulder was that of a frightened boy, not the man he'd become, knowledge of her impending departure writ plainly there; of course, he was a doctor now, he must have seen this dozens of times, but that had obviously not hardened him; he was still our Davey, and now, at ninth and last, he was back with us again.
A family friend drove him to the funeral home so he could say his last words to Daddy; of course, Daddy was Davey's Daddy before he was mine, and Davey had as deep a connection with him as I had, something I'd forgotten in all my anger and confusion, but I still couldn't go with him, not to see Daddy like that, cold and waxen, all trace of warmth and vitality gone and just the shell left for us to mourn over.
When he came back he was silent, drawn; he looked weary, beat-down, and older than his years, but even after travelling all the way from England, he still he carried Mom up to her room, gently tucked her in and made her comfortable, checked her meds, and sat next to her holding her hand, just like Daddy used to. When I looked in on them a little later, they were both fast asleep, still holding hands, so I tip-toed away.
I'd had this long speech ready about why it had to take him eight years to come home, didn't he know it was too late now, blah-blah-blah, but Mom kind of defused that; while he was saying his goodbye, she gave me the rundown on what it was like for him as a medical student in Britain.
The last eight years hadn't been any stroll through the park for him, and if I'd ever once relented and actually spoken to him, I'd have learned for myself just how tough it was on him; he was a junior doctor, which meant they worked him like a dray-horse, day in and day out; it was a test of commitment and character, and he endured five years of that, not counting his first year as a lowly medical student; that was why Mom had refused to tell him what was happening at home; he'd worked too hard, and given too much, to lose it all. He was in the middle of his second year training to be a cardiologist when we got the news about Mom, and then lost Daddy a year later.
When I understood that, I got where those lines at the corners of his eyes had come from; he lived perpetually on the cusp of exhaustion, no real vacation time, no time-off to get into trouble and do the things students did, nothing but work, study, and more work again. Davey was studying at a prestigious teaching hospital in London, not a college, so he was learning medicine and surgical technique right up there at the sharp end, and constantly burning the candle at both ends to try and keep up with such a punishing regimen.
When Mom explained all this to me, how committed and single-minded he'd had to be to get through it, most of my anger evaporated; he'd set out to prove he could make a difference, he'd stuck it out, and followed in his Daddy's footsteps, and Mom was proud of him for being the man he was. And so was I; now all I had to do was somehow get through what was coming next.
*
The funeral was as bad as I thought it would be; Davey had organized as much as he could, and the funeral home had helped him when he drew a blank, because it was pointless asking Mom or me, we just couldn't get our heads around what we were doing, here and now, in this place; it was unreal and scary, so we leaned on Davey and hoped he'd make it come out right.
We put Daddy to rest the way he'd always said he wanted to go, his ashes scattered over the hills and forests by a buddy of his with an old biplane, and that was how it was done, end of chapter.
Mom was my strength through the whole thing; frail as she was, she still gave me what I needed to get through it, me and Davey; he wandered through the whole thing with a vague look of disbelief on his face, like he never thought he'd be doing this. Intuition told me what it was; he'd lost two dads now, and soon he was losing Mom; I'd been missing from his life for so long, and had given him such a sharp and cold welcome home he obviously didn't feel like I was part of him anymore. I could feel him withdrawing, preparing himself to be alone again, and I didn't know how to get past that...
Mom and Daddy had always talked about retiring to Maine; we'd vacationed there when we were kids. Mom said it reminded her of England in the Summer, some place she called 'The West Country', so Davey went ahead and bought a house for us in Bar Harbor, Mom's favorite, picture-postcard place.
I don't know how he did it; he just made a call and a couple days later we had a new house, but it was already too late; Mom passed away in her sleep two nights after Daddy's funeral. Davey found her, and came and told me, and held me while I fell apart all over again; first Daddy, now Mom. What had I done to be dealt one paralyzing blow after another like this?
Davey was my lifeline, he kept me from going out of my mind, and maybe I helped him too; he's never said, but it was a hammer-blow to him, too; I saw how he was almost crushed under the weight of Mom's loss, but he kept it together somehow, and he kept me together, don't ask me how, while he went through the whole thing again, another funeral hard on the heels of Daddy's, and yet another truck-load of grief, guilt, and loss to burden him.
Once Mom's funeral was over and it was just the two of us, the question of leaving Des Moines came up again. There was no way I was going to live alone in that house, not with Mom and Daddy there in every single piece of furniture, every ornament, book, and knick-knack; their personalities were stamped so deeply and indelibly into that house I'd be bumping up against them forever, and I wouldn't let myself he haunted like that.
Davey agreed that a clean break was what I needed, and while he asked me to come back to England with him, I didn't think I'd fit in, not half-way around the world, so we moved half-way across the country instead, to Maine, and began trying to get to know each other again.
*
Living with Davey, actually sharing a house with the man he'd become, one so different from the boy who'd gone away, had its own unique set of problems. For one, while all the upheaval and loss we'd endured had matured both of us, all the things I'd been feeling for Davey hadn't gone away; I'd just pushed them down and sat on the lid while we tried to deal with our loss, and now they were emerging again, only this time he was right here. Half of me wanted to throw myself on him and desperately declare my love for him, in the hope that tweeting birds and little cherubs would orbit around us as he swept me off my feet.
The other half thought that would be a very bad idea indeed; he'd shown no signs of anything other than a completely proper brotherly concern and affection, and a little voice inside told me that taking any kind of aggressive lead with him would probably freak him out and drive him back to London forever.
So I left him alone, and spent most of my time in my room, either crying over Mom and Daddy, or crying over him. When I did slip downstairs for a drink, he'd be sitting in the sitting room with the TV muted, Mom's photo albums on his lap, his eyes bright with unshed tears. I knew he was hurting. I could see it when he couldn't see me. But I didn't know how to make that initial overture, how to let him know it was alright to be as sad as he was, because he was obviously being the strong one for both of us and holding it all in.
I spent so much time moping around uselessly, unable to say what I wanted, unable to detect any signs of interest from him, and incapable of wanting anyone else, not that I had much choice. The locals were all retirees or weekend New Englanders from Manhattan and the nightlife consisted of oyster bars, crab-shacks, and lobster-stands, and a few bars or taverns I couldn't go into anyway; so my default entertainment was Davey, and he was too busy being my big brother to notice me.
This went on for weeks; sometimes I'd slip into my skin-tight jeans and a plaid shirt a couple sizes too small and sashay around in front of him, but to no avail; his 'Big Brother' radar was running at full gain, and his 'Willya look at that ass!' instincts were just not functional when it came to me. It's not even like he'd take the occasional sneaky peek at my ass if he thought I wasn't looking; he just never even noticed. I was desperate to find some way to pique his libido, because I know my brother, and I was pretty damned sure he was neither a monk nor keeping himself pure for Jesus; God made him gorgeous for a reason, and I was it; now all I had to do was work out what was going to reel him in...
He never went out socializing or bar-hopping of a weekend, so I couldn't take him dancing and maybe rub against him provocatively; his hospital would email him all kinds of paperwork and junk, so he'd spend the week doing chores, grocery shopping, other stuff around the place, living mostly by himself while I moped and cried in my room, and his weekends writing reports and reviewing surgical notes.
I did try and take an interest, reading over his shoulder, sometimes even jumping ahead and asking him a question once in a while, which seemed to please him, but some of the digital photo's his department mailed him were stomach churning, to say the least, so I stopped doing that.
At last, though, I reached the tipping point; I knew that he was considering returning to Britain very soon, and if he took me there then bang would go any chance of getting him to myself; he had a life, friends, maybe even girls there; it was a small place, and once he told people I was his kid sister any possibility of having him the way I wanted would be dead in the water.
Desperate times call for desperate measures. I'd been scanning the porn landscape on a regular basis, trying to figure out just what it was men of his type found most appealing, and I reasoned that he was a man of the world in every sense, what he'd most likely want was a woman who fit into that adventurous, uninhibited mold, one who'd take her fun and not be an albatross around his neck. So that's who I became: Lori Adventure-Slut, Playgirl of The Western World. If that didn't stop him in his tracks nothing would...



My plan, such as it was, was to dazzle him, mesmerize him with my breathtaking womanly wiles, seduce him, hopefully catch his baby, and when he left, which I knew beyond a shadow of a doubt he'd do, at least I'd always have a part of him; if he went back to England, met and married some girl, had children with her, it wouldn't hurt so much, because I would have his child, and no-one would ever take that part of him away from me.
Getting my plan to work was almost childishly simple. I guess Davey had been taking notice after all, he'd just hidden it 'strordinarily well. It started innocently enough; I'd been trying to lead up to it all day and chickening out, until evening came and we were watching TV, reminiscing about Mom and Dad, when I declared that I'd had enough; I wanted to go out and do something, anything.
Davey agreed, so I dashed upstairs to change, and when I came back downstairs his eyes bugged-out. I was wearing a skin-tight mini-dress, killer heels, and the girls were pointing at him and beckoning.
"You like?" I grinned, giving him the full 360, while he went red, then pale, and he seemed to have a problem speaking, while the front of his jeans swelled up and bulged; I couldn't resist a small smile of triumph. I did that, at last; it was about fucking time!
He finally got his voice working and croaked out something like "You look naked under that thing...", so I slipped my hem up and showed him I was indeed bare-ass naked while he spluttered and stuttered (although that bulge in his pants didn't look any too offended...) and tried weakly to protest at what I was showing him, although he never once took his eyes off my ass as I wriggled and jiggled it at him.
He tried manfully to fight back, but he'd already lost, and he knew it. When I turned and showed him my pussy, freshly waxed earlier that evening, his eyes said it all, so I decided to go for it and cook him completely by whipping my dress off and giving him the full frontal, cheesy pose and all.
With that, Davey, sweet Davey, my hot blond fantasy-boy, closed in for the kill, which should have given me a hint that perhaps he hadn't been so immune to my advances after all...
I was still a virgin, but there was no way I was telling him that; if he thought I'd been around the block he was going to be easier in his mind when he fucked me, and he WAS going to fuck me, that was the whole point of this charade. To get his motor running on high, I kind of let slip I'd heard (and seen) Mom and Dad going at it like gangbusters; Dad liked doing Mom in the ass. I'd watched them do it, and she was obviously into it, so that was what I wanted to do with Davey; from what I'd seen on my forays into internet porn, guys went wild for that; maybe he would too.
So I baited the hook, coming off like I was such an experienced, carefree, slutty chick, and he swallowed it whole (or so I thought...) When he held me and kissed me while he felt me up, I melted inside; whatever he wanted to do, I'd do it, because after wanting him so long I finally had him, and his hands all over me were doing things to me I literally could not describe; rockets going off inside my head doesn't even come close.
His fingers inside my ass, probing, touching filling me, opening me up and getting me ready for what I knew was coming next, were doing things to me that I had no words for, but I did know one thing; that big cock of his I could feel pressing against me was going to feel so wonderful...
He pulled me astride him, sucking and biting my nipples as he slowly, agonisingly, but so wonderfully, pushed his cock deep into my ass, filling and stretching me in a way I'd never thought possible. The pain was incredible; I never realized how much that tight hole has to expand to take something as big as his cock, but I kept going, working him slowly deeper and deeper into me, because he'd finally showed he wanted me, and God, did I want him; if a little pain was what it took to snare him, then lead on MacDuff!
Even as he slowly slid into me, I kissed him gently, and he returned my kiss by gently biting and nibbling my bottom lip, while his hands lifted and separated my ass cheeks, making me feel what we were doing even more acutely; his cock felt wonderful lodged deep inside my ass, the pain forgotten as I exulted in the fact I had him at last; he was my first, the one thing I'd always wanted, and the way we'd done it, so intimately, in such a taboo way, made it all the more special to me; Davey was my first, and all was finally right in my world.
I began riding him, doing it the way I'd seen it done, thrilling to the feel of every bone-hard inch of him rubbing and caressing every nerve-ending inside my ass. Davey in turn pushed back against me, thrusting his cock deeper into me, fucking me in my asshole the way I wanted him to, taking me, making me his, making me belong to him, the one thing I wanted in this life; if this night was all we ever had, then it was enough, because feeling him loving me this way was the most wonderful thing I could think of.
Everything we did was doing things to me, things I'd never imagined, and I could feel the mother of all orgasms gathering as we fucked so deliciously. When he bit my nipple gently and scraped his teeth along the swollen teat, a bomb went off in my head as everything exploded inside me. Dimly, and far away, I heard Davey gasp out something as his cock jammed inside my bottom, filling me completely, pulsed and throbbed like a live thing as he filled me with spunk, spurt after spurt of the stuff shooting deep inside my ass.
The feel of my brother shooting his spunk deep inside me, the hot, nasty, dirty, sexy thrill of it kept me echoing and shimmering in an orgasmic heaven, all thought, all sensation except the feel of him jammed so solidly in me blown away on the winds of pleasure raging through me; all I remember thinking was 'if this is as good as it gets, then keep it comin', hotshot, I'm a-ready, and if it gets better than this, then I'm a dead woman!'
Davey finally relaxed, his tense body collapsing in a boneless heap under me even as orgasm echoed and ricocheted around inside me; I can truthfully say I had never come like that when I'd pleasured myself, David was definitely what had been missing, and if he could do that to me back there, when he fucked me properly, well, I couldn't imagine how good that would be. I wasn't going to waste a second in finding out, either...
I tried to disengage from him, but his cock was still hard, and still buried deep inside me, and my efforts were hampered anyway by him kissing me and touching me, fondling and squeezing me, and generally making me hot all over again; when he did slide from me, I clenched my teeth and whined as renewed orgasm once more throbbed and chased through me, followed by an instant of hot regret that we were no longer joined in such a naughty, taboo, wonderfully sexy way, but his next words were everything I wanted to hear:
"Let's go find a bedroom. I want to play with you tonight, you dirty-minded little temptress!" which kind of gave me a clue where he was with all this; the fact I was his half-sister seemed to have no bearing on what he wanted, but I had to make something clear to him, and maybe let him know just what he really meant to me; I would have settled for one night, but if he wanted more, and more of me, I wasn't going to say no...
"You are OK with this whole situation aren't you, Davey, you know, us fucking together and all? Because this is not a one-night thing for me, Davey ; I've wanted you since I don't know when, and now I've got you I want this to go somewhere real, not just become a casual fuck-buddy thing..."
His reply was everything I wanted to hear, and told me we really were singing from the same hymn-sheet, as he pulled me close and looked deeply into my eyes, those fabulous emerald eyes open, honest, and sincere.
"Lori, I want only you, now and for always. I want to spend my life with you, I want to wake up next to you for the rest of my life, and I want to be the only man for you, forever. A man like me can only dream of a peach like you, and I never want to let you go, do you hear me?"
I honestly wasn't ready for that much; much as I wanted him to be the one saying it to me, it still hit me right in the heart, but there was no doubting his sincerity; there was no sign of the lie in his eyes, just an open frankness that jumbled my thoughts and feelings and tangled my tongue even as my heart sang in jubilation. To cover my confusion I retreated into a typical piece of Lori Keene smartass repartee, but I couldn't stop the big happy tears that spilled down my face.
"You smooth-talking English bastards are all the same, anything to get in a girl's pants! You had me the first time you kissed me, you silly ass, but it's nice to hear you say it! Now, take me upstairs, I need to freshen-up for round two!"
*
What we did that night, and how many times, has been told elsewhere, so I'll skip over it; suffice it to say I know now that was the night David, my Davey and I conceived our baby. I won't go into all that again, but there is one conversation we had that I think bears repeating, because it really was, as far as I'm concerned, the pivotal moment in our lives, the thing that changed both of us, Davey and me, forever.
It was the morning after our first night together; Davey and I had just put the final stamp on what and who we were, but he felt there was something he had to make clear.
"Lori," he said, "I know we're family, but that's immaterial. What's happened has happened, and I can't unmake it happen, nor would I ever want that, not in a million years. I realised last night that you're more, so much more than just my half-sister. I've fallen in love with you, and I love the feeling. I lay awake half the night thinking about how I feel about you, about what you mean to me, and I know there's no-one else for me. When I came home, I was coming home for the worst reason in the world, not to fall in love. You changed all that, in just one night. Now I know I can never walk away from you. I mean to have you and keep you with me for the rest of my life, as my lover...and my wife, if you'll have me."
That one statement changed everything for me; up 'til then, while I'd been more than commonly attracted to him, my plan had been to have him knock me up before he left forever, nothing more; it never once crossed my mind that he'd introduce a game-changer like that, and I'd certainly never imagined for one second he could be feeling anything like what I'd felt for him for so long. I had to know more.
"David Denham," I said carefully, "I want to be everything to you, surely you must know that, but how can we do that, I'm your sister!"
His serious face brightened, his eyes actually glowing with enthusiasm as he laid out his reasons and arguments.
"No, half-sister, and yes, we're related, but we have different fathers, that might make a big difference. I thought long and hard about this very issue last night, while you were snoring, and I don't really see that there is an issue. We have different surnames, we have different parents (well, mostly!), and we're from different countries, so there's really nothing to connect us. I'm already a qualified doctor, trained at one of the world's most prestigious teaching hospitals, so getting licensed to practice in the state of Maine should be a doddle. This house is in your name, so you'll always have a home and security here, if that's what you want. I love you, and I intend to be with you forever, wherever. I want you to believe that, because I know I'm in love with you, and I want you to be perfectly happy every day of your life."
I said nothing, just watched him carefully, giving him what Mom used to call my drill-bit look, the one that goes though you and out the back of your head...
"Why did you buy this house in my name?" I asked him, so he reminded me that when he'd asked me to come to England with him, I'd refused, because Mom and Daddy, all my memories, were here. With Mom and Dad gone, he was the only family I had, and he'd felt it was his duty to make sure I was well taken care of. I continued to listen as he laid out what he'd done, and why.
"I couldn't think of a way to persuade you to come with me, as you had made it clear you wanted to stay here, so yesterday I decided to stay here, and practice in Maine, rather than be separated half a world away from you. The original deeds for the house are with my solicitor's in London, to be certain no-one could ever take it from you. As a fallback for you, there's also $500,000 in your name in an account in a bank in Boston, it's been there since I was 18 and gained control of my trust-fund, because you're the most important person in my world, and you always have been; even when you were an annoying, scraggy brat!"
I made him pay for that, but not before I told him a few things I think he needed to hear, how I felt and what I wanted if we were to have a chance.
"David, I want to be your wife, I want to live with you and grow old together, and most of all I want to make babies with you; I want to go wherever you will be happiest, because if you're happy, then I'll be happy. I know I said before that I didn't want to go to England, but that was before everything changed so much, and I definitely don't want you to quit your training, not after you've come so far! I want you to become the surgeon you want to be, and I only want to be wherever you are, holding you up when you need it, and holding your hand when it gets tough. We'll be fine, trust me, but I can't accept your money; your father intended that to be used to ease your life."
"Nonsense" he retorted, "it was intended to better my life and I can't think of a better way of living my life than with you in it," which was exactly what I needed to hear.
"Thank you, Davey" I replied, "and Oh, and one more thing; 'Scraggy Brat', eh?" as I nipped his scrotum between my nails, nearly making him jump out of his skin, then kissed him, and whispered in his ear, "Will you marry me, Doctor Man?"
"Oh yes," he replied "and now I want to seal the deal before you change your mind!"
"Why Doctor Denham, whatever do you mean?" I lisped, giving his rapidly erecting cock a squeeze and rubbing my thumb over the swelling end, which was all it needed to jump up to full stretch.
I began nibbling his lips, his tongue, his ears, while simultaneously sliding my hand up and down his tumescent cock. His hands were busy exploring me, pinching my nipples, lightly squeezing and molding my boobs, feeling-up my ass and tight, puckered little rosebud, and lightly stroking my rapidly swelling pussy. I could only take so much of this, and I knew what I wanted, so I pulled away from him to lie on my back, inviting him, and he accepted, leaning over to kiss me full on my lips, a lingering, lover's kiss while he groped and stroked my pussy.
"Come here, husband-to-be, and show me how you make babies!" I stage-whispered, and once again, he hovered over me while I manoeuvred his cock into position.
Once I let him know I was ready, he slowly, slowly slid his thick cock into my pussy in one long, slow glide, watching me watching him as we coupled. His cock felt wonderful inside me, even more engorged than ever before, perhaps because he was so turned-on, and we began the old, old rhythm, with me meeting him thrust for thrust, lifting my pelvis off the bed to hump back as him as he pumped into me.
I was loving the whole thing, the look on his face as he fucked me, a pure and delicious mixture of lust, desire, and deep and overpowering love, but I wanted more, something else, something naughty, nasty, taboo, but so hot, and so wonderful too. I clamped down on him, and I have powerful constrictor muscles; I stopped him dead in his tracks, much as I loved the feel of him ramming himself into me like that. The look of hurt surprise morphed into his sweet grin when I grinned at him and tweaked his nose the way he used to do it to me.
"Whoa, there, Tex, this ain't no rodeo, slow down, I have a surprise for you" I said, giving him what I hoped was a mysterious smile at his querying look, that adorable little line between his eyebrows evident. He slipped out of me, and I raised my hips off the bed, my hands supporting my pelvis as I pointed my pussy (and other things!) at him.
I took hold of his cock, and, with my midsection raised off the bed, guided his cock to bump against my butt-hole, showing him what I wanted.
"Now, Davey" I whispered, and his eyes lit in comprehension as he got what I wanted him to do to me. He jammed that big-boy in there in one long, slow, unbelievably hot push, burying himself deep in my stretched and throbbing ass; I'm sure glad we lived alone in that house, because the way I screamed out in overheated passion-overdrive would have woken the fucking dead, let alone the neighbours!
New as I was to this whole 'sex' thing, I knew that this man, doing me like this, was the way I needed it to be for the rest of my life; I knew I loved Davey; I even knew I was deeply in lust with him as well, but now, as he sodomized me so wonderfully, I understood deep in the bone that he and I were both two halves of the same thing; we were destined to be together, and if we never made love ever again, for the rest of our lives, this night here would be enough. I remembered what he'd said, that he wanted me forever, but this night, what we were doing here, this was where we really became one.
Davey could sense that something inside me had changed. One look into my eyes told him that, and it galvanized him; his lovemaking became almost frenzied, sawing his cock into me like he was prepared to do it endlessly, and when he started to bite and lick my nipples, sending even more thrills and electric arcs zipping through me, I came with shattering force, my eyes and ears shutting down with the intensity of my climax. Davey began pounding me even more forcefully, riding my orgasm as I shook and quivered under him, until it was too much even for him, especially when I gently squeezed and massaged his scrotum, milking his seed from him.
With a coughing groan, David shuddered, his body and all his muscles tense as piano wire, while his cock swelled and throbbed inside me, each pulse sending me spinning into yet another burst of pleasure; a small part of me could tell he was flooding my insides with his spunk, and with that I groaned with pleasure as a huge sunburst detonated inside me, taking David with me as we surfed through that tide threatening to swamp us.
The climax passed, leaving only the memory of how he had made me feel, my awestruck mind clanging with something I'd read once, never believed, but now knew to be true; climax that intense could really only be compared to 'the little death' of le Petit Mort, and my Davey had taken me there, shown me how it could be, and I wanted more, forever.
Even as I pondered these deep ideas, something so alien to my usual self, I could feel me coming back and coming into focus again, hear and feel my heartbeat, and tremble to the little trills and shudders racing up and down my spine and making my limbs twitch and my tummy flutter. I turned to look at Davey, seeing the slightly stunned expression on his face even as I stroked his chest, feeling the clamor of his racing heart. He smiled at me, that sweet, boyish, mischievous grin I remembered so well from when we were children, and couldn't resist cracking a joke, just to see him smile again.
"Now I don't know how those country girls do it in England, but THAT is a good old-fashioned Iowa Ass-Fuck!" I giggled, while he gathered me in and held me close, his grin even bigger.
"Lori Keene, you are a very bad girl...but I like it. Now, may I please have some breakfast?"



Trust David to always have his priorities in the right order...
End of Part 1
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____________________________________________________________________________
Jean-Bastiènne Deaucette, known around town as John Bastine, but to those who knew him best, as just Big John B, stretched out happily, a long, satisfying, jaw-cracking yawn making his eyes water even as his joints crackled pleasantly.
Another night like that, he thought, and he'd seriously consider just chucking it all in and going back to Bayou Petit Gaillou and hunting bullfrogs, sucking up maw-maw Eulalie's red-hot Jambalaya, poling through the swamps in noncle Papite's pirogue, cooking corn mash likker, and never, ever opening a newspaper or owning a TV ever again; there were nights when, as far as he was concerned, New York was rank as a six-day dead hog, and the previous night had been one of them.
Even living in a rent-free loft in West Village sometimes just wasn't enough return for some of the surreal, extreme, or just plain fucked-up shit his clients pulled.
He was deeply asleep, dreaming of hooking 'gators with Édard and Jean-Noel when they were boys, and it took a while for the tapping at his door to break into his dream and rouse him. He looked groggily at the clock slowly orbiting the computer screen; damn, he'd only been asleep three hours. Who the hell was waking him at nine in the morning?
The tapping intensified, further fuelling his wake-up grouch.
"OK, I'm comin', don't break down the goddamn door!" he yelled, stumbling to his feet and tripping over his boots where he'd kicked them off before collapsing on the bed.
"Ow! Goddamned fucken things...!" he grumbled, hopping and kicking them across the partitioned sleeping area of the wide loft as he hobbled to the door. Whoever was there never let up for one second, tapping constantly, irritating him even further.
"Yeah, yeah, I'm comin', hold it down, Goddammit...!" he yelled, yanking the door open ready to give whoever was knocking a faceful of attitude, but it died in his throat as he saw who was there.
"Hey Country-Boy, you look terrible!" grinned Justine Pellini, his pretty, elfin little half-sister. She looked a lot like her father; she had his black hair and brown eyes and his fine, straight nose and small, neat ears, but not his creamy, Neapolitan skin tone; rather, she had inherited their mother's 'English Rose' complexion, her fine, arched eyebrows, and her full, smiling lips. She even had the same slender, petite, shapely figure, and looked more like a college freshman than an old married lady of twenty-three years.
In John's eyes, she was just about the loveliest thing he'd ever seen, and, just like every time he saw her, his heart did a quick one-two before settling down again; every time he saw her, for that first few perilous seconds, his memories and suppressed feelings threatened to rise up and choke him off, turning him into a shambling, tongue-tied idiot as he gaped at the girl he knew, with a hopeless, terrible certainty, he loved and was in love with, and had been since what seemed like forever, but could never, ever have.
John writhed in guilty despair in the privacy and deepest recesses of his mind at the knowledge that he wanted something so wrong, so unattainable, but he never let a hint escape to trouble Justine, the only person in the world that he loved selflessly, hopelessly.
Hard as it was, still he managed to keep that one thing from her, hiding that pain down deep where it could never be found or suspected. Justine was his baby sister, only twenty-three but already five years married, she had a husband, and John respected that union, even if he privately considered Giancarlo Pellini to be a pointless, pudgy waste of skin; the law and her own vows put her forever out of reach, no matter how he longed or yearned for her.
So John kept his peace, and kept his distance from her; nothing good could ever come of the kind of relationship he wouldn't let himself even fantasize about having with her, no matter how much he longed for it. Somehow, when she was around him, near him, close enough to touch her, smell her perfume, and hear with agonizing clarity every breath she drew, he still managed to keep temptation at bay and firmly at arm's length.
But he was still intrigued as to what she could want at that time of the morning, knowing as she did the kind of hours he worked.
"Well hello to you too, Minou (Kitty-Cat), what y'all want this time of day, or did y'all just come here to make fun a' me?" he smiled, playing up his down-bayou accent, knowing it would make her smile, even as he pushed his surging feelings back down, letting no hint of his inner turmoil show in his eyes or his smile. Justine had a beautiful smile, it lit up the room, and when she used it on him, John melted like butter under a blowtorch.
Justine stared up at her big brother, noting the tiredness in his eyes and his generally rumpled state.
"Oh gosh, did I get you out of bed, Johnny? I'm sorry, baby, I didn't think...look, we can talk later, just get some sleep, honey, you look like crap!"
John smiled and gestured her into the hall.
"Why thank you, Princess, you-all don't look so bad neither! Day I'm too tired to talk to my baby sister's the day they put me to bed with a shovel. Come on in, baby-girl, and tell me what's on your mind."
Justine took his arm and piloted him over to the couch, then pushed him in the chest to make him sit.
"Sit there while I get some you coffee, you look like you need it. Don't you-all move, boy!"she smiled, mimicking his accent.
John grinned to himself as he listened to Justine clanging and clinking in the galley kitchen along the north side of his loft, then smiled in return as she came back to the couch.
"Coffee'll be ready in five. When are you gonna furnish this place, Country-Boy?" she grinned, poking his arm. John responded by gently shoving her on the upper arm, getting a playful slap on his bicep in return.
"I got everything I need, baby-girl; I got bed, I got couch, I got ice-box, TV, computer, 'phone, an' a stereo; what else I need?"
Justine looked around critically.
"This place is the size of a parking lot and you live in the center of it; the rest is just a great big echoing space. It's just beggin' you to fill it with, I don't know, things, maybe?"
John finger combed a stray wisp of ebony hair away from her heart-shaped face.
"Always the home-maker, baby, even when it ain't yo' home! Don't you-all worry 'bout me none, honey-chile, I likes it fine jest way it is," he drawled, his exaggerated 'good ole boy' accent putting a mischievous smile on her face.
"Hah! If it wasn't for me you'd be sleeping under a pile of leaves like a bear or an old skunk. You're in the big city now, swamp-boy; embrace it!" she grinned as she punctuated each word with a poke on his upper arm, making him grin anew.
"Ow, ow, ow, OK, y'all made yo' point li'l girl, now where this coffee you been promisin' me?"
Justine smiled and went to get the coffees. While she clinked and clattered in the galley, John leaned back, a small smile playing on his lips as memory once more took him back to when she'd been born.
*
Johnny been almost three when his daddy, Jean-Martin Deaucette, was killed on a crosswalk in downtown Houma; a truck had come out of nowhere, jumped the lights, and mowed him down; the driver, Marty Labouchediere, was slumped behind the wheel almost too drunk to see, let alone drive. He'd been arrested, charged with vehicular homicide, but Judge De La Boulé, his mom's uncle, still let him out on a $100,000 bond, and Marty promptly disappeared.
A few weeks later they found his body hanging from a huge White Oak by Bayou Boeuf at Forty Acre bayou; he'd been sliced open and strung-up just as neat as a line of speckled trout, with a nine-inch 'gator hook wedged up under his sternum. Sheriff Broussard still had the file open, but there'd been nothing found in all this time, and probably never would be; the Labouchediere boys made enemies throughout The Isle the way other people breathed, with no effort whatsoever, and there was no shortage of people they'd pissed-off, cheated, robbed, or just plain antagonized.
The young John barely remembered his daddy, or the accident; his memories were mostly confined to the pictures in the albums and the stories constantly told him by his mama, Jane, a pretty English girl, one of the secretaries at Greenham Common Airbase in England who'd caught Jean-Martin's eye when he was stationed there.
After two years of scrimping and getting by, refusing to take the charity Jean-Martin's family freely offered while she waited for the insurance company to get past their endless barricades of paperwork, Jane Deaucette decided that time was running out, there was no future for her in Houma anyway, and that maybe New York was where she should be looking if she ever hoped to make a life for her and Johnny.
She was reluctant to take John with her. New York was no place for a single mother with a small child and no family to lean on, and John wasn't happy at all about moving all the way to New York anyway; maw-maw Eulalie and all his cousins, aunts, uncles, and other kin of his kin, his extended family, were scattered through the Atchafalaya, in Bayou Petit Gaillou, and Houma and Dulac; the Parish, the bayou country, and the swamps were his home, and he wasn't prepared to trade them for the sidewalks, subways, and shopping malls of New York.
Jane knew how stubborn John was; even at almost six years old that steely, ice-cold gray stare that was such a Deaucette trademark was already his, along with that stubborn unwillingness to budge he got in full from his daddy; Jean-Martin got the same way when anyone tried to push him, so she reluctantly left him with his grandmother Eulalie while she went to try and earn enough to relocate and reunite her family.
Jane got lucky, landing a job almost immediately as a personal assistant to a successful businessman, Antonio Labianco, and she soon caught his eye; the fresh-faced girl with the arresting English accent captivated him, and before she knew it, they were dating.
Jane took it slow and hesitantly; the memory of Jean-Martin, the only man she'd ever really loved, remained strong, and with that was the hurt and sorrow that he'd been taken from her and Johnny so soon; besides, above all else she had her son to think about; finding him a new daddy wasn't the reason she came to New York. Antonio understood her reluctance, but his care and solicitousness won her over, and a year after they first started dating, when he asked her to marry him, she said yes.
John grinned at the memory of how mad he'd been when mama-Jane'd trailed that slick-looking city boy down to home and told him she was getting married; his mama was supposed to come home one day, not take up with some slick with manicured hands and a gold watch that likely cost more'n Jean-Piquet's new pick-up, but maw-maw soon put him straight. She took him outside and cuffed him good, and told him to hush his mouth and listen; his mama had to make a life, his daddy was gone, she was young, and she couldn't spend her life loving the dead and living on her memories; life went on. This new man seemed like a good man; his mama had good instincts; if she thought he was OK, then he was OK. Now was he goin' back in and show some manners to his guest, and respect to his mama, or was she gonna stripe his ass with paw-paw's old hickory cane for runnin' off at the mouth?
John had returned, and, under his maw-maw's steely gaze, had welcomed Antonio to the family, and gave him his permission to marry his mama. Antonio had asked John to come live with them, but John had felt deep down that the man had secretly been relieved when he'd refused, and he was right; the solemn little boy with the steady, unflinching gaze and the air of wisdom and savvy beyond his years unnerved him.
John felt no real regret at not going to live with Mama-Jane and her new husband; Louisiana, with the damp, searing, hammer-blow heat of summer, and the humid, sticky warmth of winter was his home, not New York and its brutal winters. Jane had looked sad, but John was adamant; his home was here in the parish, not being in the way while his mama made a new life for herself; one day he'd decide whether or not New York was the place for him, but not now.
Justine was born the year Jane and Antonio married; Jane had asked him again, the way she did every time she called, to come and be part of the family, but the seven year-old still refused; to his way of thinking, now they had a baby, their family was complete; they didn't need him being in the way, and he was happy to be in the Atchafalaya with maw-maw, cousins Édard, Jean-Noel, and Jean-Bastiènne, his namesake, and all his other cousins; he had his traps, weekend 'gator fishing with noncle Adhémar, and fais do do every month or so, with tante Thérèse determined to teach him and his two left feet to dance the Zydeco, while his huge family gathered in one place to eat, dance, sing, and reconnect.
He didn't want to give up his Sundays after church, splashing around in the swamps teaching his tomboy twin-cousins Mélette and Odélie how to stick bullfrogs and fish for catfish, scaring them by swearing blind he'd seen a rou-garou watching them way back in the canebreaks, and frying up a mess of bullfrog legs with the two of them to say sorry for making them cry.
Even getting a whupping from Tante Amice for ruining her grandbabies' appetites by stuffing them with fried legs and blue crab didn't hurt too much, not while noncle Zack grinned and winked at him, no-doubt recalling doing the exact same thing with his baby sisters back in the day.
His life worked. He was part of these people. He was kin to just about everyone in the parish, and most of the adjoining parishes, and he didn't really consider himself an American; he was a Cajun, this was his country, these were his folk and their ways, this was his language and his heritage, and he had no intention of giving any of them up.
When he turned eighteen, maw-maw cornered him and asked him what he was going to do next.
"Jean-Bastiènne, what you goin' do with yo' life? You eighteen, spending life catchin' bullfrogs and catfish in the swamp not a good life. It OK for petits bougs, little boys, but you man now, you got to act like man, think like one; you do well in school, got some good grades, if you want, you go to college, study, be somethin' big; mama-Jane leave you all your défan Papa insurance money, it still there in bank in Thibodaux, a-waitin' for you to go to college, do somethin', anythin', not just be lazy and go coo-yon in swamp country; that not like your daddy, and it not like you."
She paused, looking him in the eye as she tried to discern whether her words were having any effect.
"You want to make me happy, be happy you happy? You do somethin' with your life, you only get one, so make it count, be worth somethin'. Everyone thinkin' you just like your daddy, they all expectin' you make somethin' o' yourself too; you a big, fine, man now, not little boy no more. Maybe you not want to go to college? Maybe you go work for tante Clôdile, she got po' boy store down the bayou, out by Dulac, you want go work fo' her? She vielle fille, old maid, no-one to leave it to, maybe one day you take over? It's a good livin'; people gotta eat. What you want, Jean, you grand homme, grownup, now, not petit boug? Tu es mon petit-fils, et je t'inquiétez (you're my grandson and I worry about you)."
John had grinned at her expression, but he already knew what he wanted.
"Maw-maw, I already know what I gonna do; not work with ma tante Clôdile, je l'aime beaucoup, I love her ver' much, she like my maw-maw too, but I cain't spend my life makin' po' boys an' muffuletta's, an Roadhouse Beignets. I already sent off my application, school helped me fill it out, an' Principal Délage give me a recommendation. Maw-maw, I'm gonna be deputy sheriff up in Orleans Parish!"
His grandmother grinned at him, her eyes twinkling, thinking how much like his father he was; Jean-Martin had always kept his lip buttoned about his business, too, never saying anything until he had something to say. Maw-maw Eulalie wasn't a sentimental woman, the back-bayou country's no place for sentiment, but her eyes moistened as she thought how much like her son Jean-Bastiènne was, and not just in looks and heft.
"That an honest job, Jean-Bastiènne; you an honest man, you be do well, I know!" She sighed theatrically, and grinned devilishly at his inquiring look.
"Now you better go somewhere up the bayou an' be scarce fo' few days, go see tante Émilie; yawl don't be here when I tell noncle Papite he gettin' a lawman in the family an' now he got to move his still!"
*
Justine sitting down next to him with two mugs of coffee broke his reverie. John took his gratefully, sipped, and smiled wistfully.
"Mama always said you made the best coffee around; she wa'n't lyin', baby sister. Now, 'spose you tell me why you here makin' me coffee and rearrangin' my home at nine in the mornin'?"
Justine grinned quickly at his overdone Bayou accent, put her coffee down, and suddenly her hands were nervously twining together. The bright, smiling girl was gone, and now she looked sombre, serious, and uncomfortable.
"John, it's...it's Carlo, he..."
She got no further before John interrupted her.
"What'd he do? Tell me, Justy, what did he do? Did he hurt you? Goddammit, if he's hurt you..."
Justine recoiled; all trace of banter had gone from his voice, his face; now it was set, expressionless, his slitted eyes glittering chips of gray ice. His voice had changed too; now it was clipped, terse, soft, flat, and menacing, no trace of accent in it, and for one split second she was genuinely afraid of him.



"No, Johnny, no, it's nothing like that, please, I'm alright, I swear!"
John relaxed; he'd seen no lie in her eyes, she really was OK. His eyes warmed, and once again his voice, his accent, and his smile were as light and bantering as before.
"OK, li'l sister, then whyn't y'all tell me what's goin' on."
Justine took a calming sip of her coffee and looked off into the distance, her eyes unfocussed.
"Ever since he lost his father's business it's been getting worse at home. He's so stubborn, he wouldn't take any offers of help, he won't let me help him, he just tells me it's none of my business and to shut-up, he knows what he's doing, and he doesn't need me poking my nose where it doesn't belong; daddy's friends, his old associates, they all tried to guide him, tell him things, show him what he was doing wrong, but he insisted that he was his father's son, that any business his father could run, he could run just as well. But he couldn't, Johnny, he's not his father's son, he made so many bad decisions..." her voice trailed off, and John noted with concern her eyes were bright with unshed tears. He took her hand and squeezed it comfortingly, and she tried to smile at him, but it was a poor effort at best.
"I tried to help him, but he wouldn't listen," she continued. "Johnny, he lost the stores, all of them; just one bad decision after another, and now everything his father and grandfather worked so hard for, everything they put away, all the investments they made, it's all gone. He owes everyone, and now he just takes any old job that comes along, but he can't even keep those; he starts off on this thing about how he ran his own multi-million dollar business, he tries to make them do things his way, he shoots his mouth off one time too many, and they terminate him."
As she recited this, John saw her lip quivering, and he realized she was holding back the tears only with an effort of will. He slipped his arm around her shoulder and held her comfortingly.
"Whyn't you tell me somethin', Justy? Mebbe I could have helped you out, mebbe talked some sense into that...into Carlo. Do you need me to talk to him, baby?" he asked her softly, "Or maybe see if there's anywhere I can slot him in, someone I can ask a favor if he needs a job?"
Justine shook her head.
"That won't work; you can't give him advice, and he'll just throw any offers back in your face; he's got too much fucking pride and not enough smarts to know when he's in a hole. He knows how to run the world, everyone else is wrong, and he's right, and I can't get through to him. Because of his goddamn pig-headed pride and stupidity we're stumbling along day to day, and he's not cutting it. So I need some advice, and you're the smartest person I know; I need you to help me, Johnny; I need you to tell me what to do, 'cause I'm out of ideas!"
"Anything, baby, you know that! Do you need money? I can..." But Justine cut him short.
"No, no thank you, baby, I appreciate the offer, but I can't take your money, you know that; thank you for offering, though, honey, and I love you for it. No, I need to know how I can legally, or at least safely, make enough money to keep us afloat; all mama's insurance is gone, everything she left me is gone too. He lost it all, and now we're broke; all I have left are a few dollars in checking and mama's engagement ring. I need to do something, Johnny, God knows, someone has to, but I don't know what, so this is where you come in, Johnny B. I need ideas. Have you got any?"
John squeezed her shoulder reassuringly.
"First things first; what can you do?"
Justine shook her head sadly.
"I have no marketable skills; you know I passed on college to marry Carlo; it seemed like such a good idea at the time..." she trailed off bitterly, her eyes glittering, then heaved a sigh.
"Thank you for not saying 'I told you so'; you tried to stop me, and I didn't listen, and now here I am. All I know how to do is cook and clean. I'm basically trained to be a wife, a wife whose husband won't touch her because he's too busy drinking in that goddamn bar he spends all his time in..."
John grinned at her, while his mind circled her admission that all was not well in the bedroom stakes. He briefly considered telling her that she didn't have to worry about money, that all her father's money was safe, in a series of trust funds set up by their mother against such an eventuality, with some very trustworthy people indeed looking after her best interests.
He knew now that keeping quiet had been a good, if instinctive, move; if Carlo knew she had all that money, he'd have pillaged it if he could, or made her hand it over to him, something John had suspected from Day One. Bruno Pellini had made no bones about how he saw his son, and his warnings about what kind of man Carlo was were being borne out by Justine's predicament.
Johnny smiled grimly to himself; there was no two ways about it, the day she got shot of that spoiled, worthless turd was the day she became a very wealthy young woman, her trustees would see to that; Johnny trusted them to finagle a way to cut Carlo right out of the loop, and, knowing just who was on the job, and what kind of skills they had, he had no doubt that they would make it come out right for Justine. In the meantime, he'd keep on keeping quiet about it, because if he told her, Carlo would get it out of her somehow, and it would all go to shit.
But right now, she had to do something of her own; she needed to prove to herself she didn't need that pointless husband of hers anymore.
"You say you can clean, and I know what a good cook you are, so here's a suggestion right off the top of my head: why don't you start your own cleaning or domestic care business? I'll front whatever startup capital you need. I know a shitload of very well-paid single guys who need someone to organize their lives and clean up after them; their momma's ain't around to do it for them, and they're incapable of doing it themselves. I think they'd pay to have a clean home and a proper, home-cooked meal once in a while. I know I would. Some of these guys pay a heap of money to some big franchised corporation just to have someone come in an' do their laundry, wipe down the counters, run a vacuum over the place, and leave; I'm sure you could do it for less, and do a better job, an' get paid cash in hand; I don't think we need to trouble the IRS with somethin' like this, they got more important stuff to worry about, an' it'll get you money to keep you afloat for now. What say you give it a whirl? If it works, you're set, if it don't, you're no worse off..."
Justine looked at him in stunned, hopeful silence, but then her face fell.
"Johnny, I need to earn money now. I don't have time to build up a business clientele; I need to be able to hit the ground running, and make money now, not down the road somewhere. Thank you for trying, babe, but..."
She stopped as John tapped her lip gently with his fingertip.
"Hold on there, baby-girl, I wasn't finished; I said I knew a whole heap of guys. You just sit, I got some numbers to check, and we'll take it from there. Sit!"
John padded over to his computer desk and pulled the massive, old-fashioned Rolodex flip-card index file close. Justine watched as he flipped through it, pulling out cards until he had a sizeable stack in his hand, and grinned over at his sister.
"OK, baby girl, this is what we gonna do; I'll call each name here tonight; they all work same kinda hours as me, so I won't go callin' them now, but I don't need to be at work until mebbe after midnight, so I got a couple hours to make some calls, and sell you as the perfect Domestic Goddess. These guys all know me, they'll listen, and we'll take it from there. Take my cards and my keys, go buy cleaning supplies, janitor buckets, mops, that kinda thing, whatever you think you'll need, and dump it all here. Now, you got to go, I really need to get some sleep, just go get what you need, order it if you need to, and have it sent here. Let yourself in when you're done, and we'll talk again tomorrow morning. Anything I miss out?"
Justine looked wide-eyed at him; he was serious, he was actually getting off his ass and doing something; she mentally compared him to her husband, how organized, decisive, and level-headed he was, as opposed to what a fucked-up, chaotic mess Carlo had made of their lives and their finances, with his pettiness, his stubbornness, and his self-centered, hard-nosed, wilful arrogance and refusal to listen, and the thought flashed across her mind, instantly suppressed:
"God, I wish Johnny was my husband; if he was, I'd never be in this mess, not now, not ever...
*
Justine was a hit almost from the get-go; John was right when he predicted they'd be breaking down her door, and pretty soon she was working flat out, for more money than she'd ever had, doing what she'd always done; his friends and colleagues were well-paid, well-connected, and almost completely useless in the domestic arena, and pretty soon Justine was indispensible.
Whether they brought women home, or just came home after a bad night doing what they did, it was to a sparkling clean home, with an eggplant parmigiana or lasagna piping hot and smelling delicious in the oven, and a couple bottles of wine chilling in the fridge, all ready for them to swing into action. She was in her element, she was doing something she knew how to do well, only this time she was calling the shots, and for the first time in a long time, she was happy.
Carlo didn't really notice her extended absences from the home; his time was taken up in Santini's down in Hell's Kitchen, and when he came home he was usually too trashed to eat, so he spent most nights sprawled on the couch, sleeping off the boilermakers while Justine scraped the meal she'd cooked him into the trash, washed-up, and went to bed alone.
Gradually, her days evolved into a particular routine; as word of mouth got around, her client base expanded, and she found herself having to perform more and more complex juggling acts to fit them all in, or at least work out who needed her least often; the people she worked for were so happy to have her they gladly paid whatever she asked, even when she gave preposterous prices to try and deter someone from engaging her services, because she was snowed under. The money began to pile up, even as more and more of John's associates found out about her and requested her services, and she was working herself into a frazzle.
Eventually John came to her rescue with a suggestion that made a lot of sense; most of her clients slept through the day and worked all night, so why not copy them, and clean their places at night? They'd be at work, she stood little chance of disturbing them, and she could charge even more; they'd pay, believe it.
Justine was doubtful, and a little leery at the prospect; not a few of her clients were the kind of men who could make life very difficult for a young girl working alone late at night, but John had spread the word: mess with Justine, or disrespect her in any way, and he'd come calling. Those who knew him knew what a potent and very real threat that was, and passed the word to those who didn't, and pretty soon some of the most dangerous men in the specialized world John moved in were bowing and scraping to 'Miss Justine' as though their very lives depended on it, which in many ways they did.
John also availed himself of her services; he needed his place cleaned too, he loved his baby sister's cooking, and he liked the idea of giving her money the only way she'd take it; if she was earning it. He liked the thought of his kid sister using his place as a bolt-hole too after a night spent cleaning other people's homes; often he'd come from work to find Justine still there, waiting for him with a coffee, a hot meal, and a willing ear, and he began to look forward to their loving, but innocent, trysts as they gradually reconnected as big brother and his baby sister; for him, it was the only way to finish the day.
It got to the stage where, if he came home as dawn was breaking and she wasn't there, he felt cheated, and the rest of his day was colored by a feeling of loss and emptiness, as if something important was missing.
It was typical of him that he refused to examine these feelings too deeply; Justine was married, she was his sister, and, beautiful and desirable as she was, that put her forever outside the pale. He'd tell himself that every time the thoughts arose in his lonely moments, he pushed those thoughts down where he didn't have to confront them, but the fact remained; little by little, and fighting it all the way, John was falling in love with his little sister, and it was something he couldn't allow to happen.
It was getting more and more difficult, though, to ignore his feelings for Justine; increasingly, with every morning chat over coffee, Justine would reveal, sometimes unwittingly, just how her life with Giancarlo was spiraling downwards, the arc of its self-destruction plainly visible even if she was reluctant to admit it; he hardly came home, and when he did he was half drunk, surly, aggressive, and unreasonable.
His attitude didn't turn physical though; drunk as a skunk or stone-cold sober, Giancarlo Pellini knew full well that laying a hand on Justine would be tantamount to signing his own death warrant; John Bastine took no prisoners, and gave no second chances when it came to his little sister.
As John and his sister moved closer together, helped in no small amount by her husband's reckless neglect and unwillingness to engage with her, so John began to wonder if perhaps his feelings for her could be so wrong after all; with mama dead, and her daddy passed away, without him she had no-one. None of his friends knew that 'Miss Justine' and John were half-siblings; half of them thought she was his girl anyway, the other half paid it no mind and stepped carefully around her; Big John was watching out for her, 'nuff said.
The more John thought about it, and the more careless and distant Carlo became, the more it began to seem possible that he and his beautiful, neglected half-sister could make something together.
Fantasies of them together occupied a goodly portion of his pre-sleeping hours. His mind constantly conjured beguiling images of how she'd look naked, the feel of her pale, satin skin against his, the heat of her body as it pressed against his, the scent of her excitement as they moved against each other, the softness and excitement of her lips against his, all these pictures, and more, came to increasingly occupy his mind and distract his attention. To him, Justine Pellini was the sum total of perfect womanhood, and he knew he wanted her.
He was adamant in his mind about one thing, though; Justine was a married woman, she'd made vows before God and in her mind, and he wasn't going to be the one to make her break them. If she came to him of her own accord, that was something else entirely, but he wouldn't do anything to make it happen; she had to come to him.
Pretty much the same kind of turmoil was seething inside Justine; Carlo had locked her out of his world, he barely acknowledged her existence, never remarked on her work hours or what she did; the only interest he showed in her was when he'd ask, seemingly casually and almost in passing, how much she made from her new job. Justine always managed to dodge or deflect the questions; she assumed that, because the bills were paid, and there were no more final demands to trouble him, Carlo had stopped caring what she did or where she went. Carlo gave the impression that, as long as the bills were paid and she stayed out of his face, everything was OK again, and he'd stopped caring, or so she'd come to believe.
The only person who showed any interest in her and compassion for her predicament was her Johnny, and she found herself powerless to resist being drawn to him; when she lay alone in her bed after working all night, and barely being acknowledged by her husband as they passed in the hallway, she recalled and replayed that day's conversation with Johnny, the play of light on his light brown hair, his soft Southern accent that he'd exaggerate just to see her smile when he did it, the way his steel gray eyes softened when he smiled at her as he talked, the air of calm competence that radiated from him.
"Why couldn't I have married Johnny?" she sighed to herself, before pausing in shock that she could even think such a thing, and not for the first time; no matter how many times she thought it, though, it was still unthinkable; he was her brother...
And that was when her eyes would fill and she'd lie alone in her bed and try and not cry at the hollow, empty, mockery of a marriage she had, shackled by vows she dare not break to a man she'd stopped loving, who'd stopped loving her, while the man she was coming to love in ways that shocked her to the core was forever denied to her by an accident of birth.
*
Justine wasn't stupid enough to tell Carlo how well her little business venture was going; in the little over a year and a half since she and John had put this together, she'd earned almost a hundred thousand dollars, their debts were being steadily reduced, they were keeping afloat, and she finally felt they were getting somewhere.
It wasn't easy, either; she worked twelve-hour nights, six, sometimes seven nights a week, and her clients, John's friends and colleagues, had shown their appreciation by paying her top dollar, cash, for the order she'd brought into their sometimes chaotic lives. They knew when they came in their laundry would be done, pressed, folded, and put away, their apartments would be sparkling clean, and, if they'd requested it, a hot meal would be waiting in the oven, and a dessert chilling in the fridge or cooling on the counter. They were willing to pay whatever it took to keep that kind of order in their lives, and the more she worked, the more the money rolled in.
The fact Justine was obviously someone special to Big John made her customers even more anxious to show their appreciation for the work she did; John Bastine was a name to conjure with, he was widely respected in the world they all moved in, and to be thought of as a friend and ally of John Bastine was desirable and highly sought after, because the alternative was something no-one wanted to even consider.
*
Her business prospered, and finally, and for the first time in her life, Justine felt like a winner. She was earning a lot of money, cash money, more than she'd dreamed this kind of work could ever net her, and more than enough to give them the kind of life they'd once believed they were going to have.
But Carlo wasn't interested, or so it seemed; the more successful she was, the more sullen and withdrawn he became, and the further away he pushed her; the last thing she was going to do, for all kinds of reasons, was let Carlo know they had that kind of money.
There was no way to hide that much money, not easily or legally. Justine was wary of getting a safety deposit box, and she couldn't very well put it in a bank; that would lead to awkward questions, beginning with where a young woman like her was getting so much cash from, so John had obtained a safe through one of his mysterious contacts in the security world, and installed it in his loft, which made life easier for Justine, and made sure she didn't have to try and hide that much money at home from her wastrel husband.
This arrangement worked fine for all; it meant Justine could stash her cash before she ever had to go home, in the safest place she knew of, and with it safely in Johnny's care, she could be absolutely sure Carlo had no way of getting to it. He'd tried to find where she was stashing her earnings, but all the obvious hiding places in the apartment were empty, and her checking and savings accounts usually held only a few hundred dollars, just enough to pay bills and buy groceries. Unknown to her, Carlo had tried on many occasions to find the huge amount of money he was convinced she was hiding from him, going through her closets and dressers time and again, even going so far as lifting the floorboards, looking for secret hiding places, but he came up empty every time. Wherever she was keeping her money, it was out of his reach.



Carlo was sure Justine's brother knew exactly where she was hiding her money, but the thought of tackling Big John made him reach for the bourbon; Carlo knew any hostile moves he made against either of them would deliver painful and lasting consequences to him, so he bided his time; the little bitch would slip-up one day, and when she did, he'd be there to reap the rewards...
*
John was beginning to wonder if there was something wrong with him; his constantly dwelling on his sister seemed wrong, but also right, and he was finding it hard to separate-out his feelings, torn as he was between his urge to protect his baby sister and his growing need for Justine that had nothing to do with her as his sister, and everything to do with the fact she was young, beautiful, and desirable, just a wonderful woman, coupled with the growing, hopeful suspicion that she was equally into him.
It all came to a head for him one afternoon, his own moment of complete clarity, after being shocked out of his sleep by a particularly arousing, disturbing dream of her.
He'd come back in expecting, or at least hoping to find her there, but there was no sign of her. Disappointment flooded through him, and a quick scout of the kitchen showed she'd cooked him nothing either. Feeling cheated, he called Frattani's for a Louisiana Hots pizza with the extra-hot Scotch-Bonnet and cachuca pepper topping, and wandered into his bedroom area, pulling off his leather jacket and t-shirt, his standard work attire. As he walked in the door, the scent of Yardley's English Rose, mama's and now Justine's favourite perfume, assailed his nostrils, and he jumped in shock at what he saw.
She was lying on the bed, posing for him, one hand supporting her head as she rested on her elbow. Her shapely, slender legs were stretched out and crossed at the ankles, and her heart-shaped face was made-up, but so subtly she looked completely natural, except for her blood-red, rosebud lips, with the diamond earrings John had given her for her sixteenth birthday twinkling at her ears. The earrings, make-up, and a warm, sultry smile, were all she was wearing, and John's heart drummed in his chest like it was fit to burst.
"Justy...what...you can't...baby-girl..." he stammered, knowing he should look away, but unable to tear his gaze away from the beautiful girl lying so invitingly on his bed. Instead, he stared in frank and unashamed appreciation at her long, picture-perfect legs, her smooth, trim flanks, at the shadowed secret between her thighs, and her smooth, flat, toned stomach and enticing little navel. His gaze travelled upwards, marvelling at her perfection, taking in every single inch of her pale, unblemished skin, touched to gold in the light of the bedside lamp, to come to rest on her small, firm, perfect little breasts tipped with the most delicious pair of brown, quarter-sized areola and mouth-watering, rigidly-erect nipples, stiff and swollen, just begging to be touched, squeezed, nibbled, and sucked.
John watched helplessly as the beautiful girl rose onto her knees and beckoned him closer, smiling seductively, until her quick delicate hands found his belt buckle. John watched, his head whirling, as she unlaced his belt, and one by one, popped the copper fly-buttons of his classic Levis, then slid her hand inside, taking hold of him and squeezing him meaningfully.
"Why Johnny Bastine, what have you got here?" she cooed, "Is this somethin' naughty for li'l ole me? Seems like I'm gonna have to reward you, boy, what you think I should do?"
With that, she slowly, teasingly smiled, her scarlet lips burning their shape and color into his brain. John tried to still the hammering of his heart as she pulled him free from his undershorts, harder, stiffer, and thicker than he'd ever been. With a lascivious kiss and slow, teasing lick of the slick head of his cock, Justine parted her scarlet, bee-stung lips and slid him into the lush, hot succulence of her sweet, demanding mouth. John's heart slammed in his chest as the wet, insistent heat of her mouth engulfed him, and while a large part of him was disgusted beyond measure at what he did with his sister, an even larger part of him quelled those thoughts and made him reach for her, to twine his fingers in the lush silkiness of her hair as he thrust slowly, deliberately into her mouth.
He knew now with complete certainty that he was going to Hell for doing this; he was going to Hell, but first...first he was going to fuck her; this was just the prelude to what he knew would come; Justine had come to him, made her intentions clear, and now he knew what she wanted, deep inside he recognized it was the same thing he'd wanted for so long; now the die had been cast, let it roll where it would, this was going to happen.
Justine pulled back slightly, popping him from her mouth and smiling up at him as she again licked her lips slowly, lasciviously.
"You better hold on tight, baby, it's gonna get...interesting!" she purred, before once more sliding her tongue the length of his cock and slipping her velvet lips once more over the bulbous tip. Now her tempo changed; from slow, sensual kissing, licking, and sucking, she moved into high gear, the suction created by her mouth playing havoc with his senses, while her squeezing and fondling of his balls gained a new urgency.
Johnny gasped at the sensation; he knew this couldn't last, he couldn't hold out against what she was doing to him, until:
"Justy, no, stop baby I can't...ooohhh God, no Justy, I'm...!"
Justine looked up at him as she sucked him, her eyes wide, innocent, and oh so wanton, and increased her pace, while her tongue lashed him frenziedly. Johnny lost all control as his sister fellated him so wonderfully, his cock throbbing even as his baby sister pulled him to her by his buttocks, jamming his cock down her throat as he came in long, red-hot blasts of spunk, jet after jet shooting into her hot, wet mouth. Her lips clamped tightly over the pulsating rod jammed in her mouth as she sucked every last drop of sperm from him, filling her belly with his boiling tribute.
He slammed awake, his heart churning in his chest, the image of his sister, naked and inviting, refusing to flee like most dreams did. His aching, pulsating erection did nothing to calm him, nor did the evidence of his arousal, coating his belly and chest as it did. Shamefacedly he cleaned up the copious ejaculate from his naked body, and tried to put the beguiling images of such a vivid, lifelike wet-dream from his mind, but with little success.
After tossing and turning for several hours, he decided sleep wasn't going to happen, that he was too keyed-up and overwrought by what the dream said to him about what he really wanted. In an attempt to drive those images from his mind, and maybe quiet his scattered emotions, he decided to go for a long, rambling, aimless walk through the West Village, in the hope that would do the trick. As he walked, head down and navigating on auto-pilot, he cast his mind back to the day New York first called him.
*
He'd been off-duty, or as off-duty as a sheriff's deputy ever managed in the Big Easy, and had stepped into Papa Louie's for a plate of Miz Effie's rice and gravy, the best in town, with a side of Maque Choux, a sweet-baked pork chop or three in her own special hot sauce, and a bowl of shrimp etoufée to go with his root beer.
While he was eating, his cop-sense started tingling; something about the pretty, vaguely familiar young girl looking up and down the street outside the café didn't seem right; even Miz Effie sensed it; she looked up at John with an expressive eyebrow raised, and he took the hint. As he stood up and wiped his mouth, Effie took his plate away.
"Keep this warm fo' yuh, John-boy, you-all come back when you done, I din't cook no pork chops special for to throw 'em away, you hear me?" she grinned, and John grinned back, kissing the top of her head affectionately before he slipped out the door. The girl was gone, but Then-And-Now Alley was right there, and she could only have gone there, so he carefully peeked around the corner of the building, hoping to get a sense of what he was poking his nose into. Sure enough, there she was, with Arno Lacourt and his three ugliest runners surrounding her.
John was initially inclined to let it go; he was off duty, he'd earned a rest, and if an idiot tourist tweaker wanted to waste her money on the powdered pigeon-shit and rock-salt Arno passed-off as meth then she was in for a heap of 'serve you right', but something about the way the four men were leering at her didn't set right with him; they looked mean, and hungry, and she looked scared, and suddenly very familiar.
As John watched, one of the men, Jubbo, who was standing way, way back in the line when the good Lord was handing out smarts, reached out and squeezed her breast. The girl flushed angrily and slapped him as hard as she could. It didn't faze Jubbo one little bit; in his life he'd been hit with chairs, pool-cues, tables, and, on one occasion, a forty-pound catfish, and he didn't even blink; instead, he reached up and tore open the girl's blouse. His three companions' leers widened, then they all whirled as a voice at the other end of the alley shouted "Hey, you punks get the hell away from her!"
John looked at the newcomer with interest; large, fit-looking, of indeterminate early middle-age; his accent was definitely not local, and with his impeccably-tailored Armani suit, silk shirt and tie, and subdued, stylish Guccci shoes, he looked like a banker, or businessman, or maybe even a successful lawyer, but certainly not the type to give orders to a bunch of horny jackasses like Arno and his retards and expect them to be carried out. Jubbo pushed the girl back against the wall and sauntered up to the interloper, his bristly chin and vast belly thrust out aggressively, and prodded him in the chest.
"Whyn't you-all butt-out, slick? Me and my friends just transacting a little business with the lady; when we done, she yours, jest you tell us where to send her, I promise she be with you-all jest soon as we done!" he grinned, dazzled by his own wit.
The newcomer just stared at him, an expression on his face of incredulous disgust. Jubbo scowled and reached out to prod him again, and the man lashed out so quickly John nearly missed seeing his fist connecting squarely with Jubbo's jaw. The hulking thug dropped to the ground and lay still, and from his vantage point John winced; he'd seen and heard Jubbo's jaw go from all the way back at the other end of the alley; he'd heard of that happening, but never actually seen it. The newcomer may have looked like a banker, but he packed a wallop like an old-school bare-knuckle prizefighter. He held out his hand as the other three stared at Jubbo lying silent and unmoving on the ground.
"Kelly, come with me, please; just step away, I'm sure these gentlemen have other things to do..." said the newcomer, managing to make the word 'gentlemen' sound like 'pieces of shit'.
The girl started to walk to him, and one of the three, Mookie reached out to try and stop her. That's when he discovered John was behind him, as the instep of John's boot intercepted his crotch with crushing force. Mookie screamed, and dropped to the ground, choking and retching and cradling his battered testicles. Arno and his remaining goon whirled, right into John's hands, which clamped around their throats. Arno made the mistake of trying to pull the long, slim-bladed boning knife in his sleeve, so John slammed his head into his friend's with a hollow 'Bok!' noise, and let them drop unconscious to the ground, blood gushing from their flattened noses.
The well-dressed man looked warily at the tall young man standing in front of him, possibly expecting him to take up where Arno and his boys had left off, only relaxing when John fished out his badge and showed it, his jacket swinging open to reveal the Glock 22 pistol in its SERPA belt holster.
"I'm Deputy Jean-Bastiènne Deaucette sir, Orleans Parish Sheriff's Department. Anyone feel like tellin' me just what was goin' on here?"
The girl was trying to keep her face away from his direct gaze, but it didn't stop the sudden flash of recognition; of course she had looked familiar, her face had stared out from enough movie posters and magazine covers in the last couple years, and yet, somehow, she'd ended-up down here trying to score adulterated rock-salt from Arno and his crew of feeble-minded ass-heads and yard-apes.
John put his badge away, hitched his belt, and leaned against the alley wall.
"I'm still waitin' folks, and I don't get answers I like you-all can come downtown and explain yo'selves to the Chief; I'm sure you don't want that, and I know fo' a fact he don't, so Miss Kelly, and yeah, I know who you are, you best get to tellin' it..."
The man tried to interject, but John held up a warning finger.
"No, not you; I see you come in after she already here, so you know 'smuch as I do; I want to hear her tell it. I'm waitin', miss..."
The girl stared at him, big-eyed, then looked pleadingly at the older man. John snapped his fingers impatiently.
"Hey, I'm over here, an' I asked you a question; now you speak up, or we finish this downtown. I already know why you here, whyn't you tell me, jest so's I hear it from your mouth. And don't you go looking for no hints and tips, miss; my lunch is gettin' cold and I don't get to finish too many these days, so I was really lookin' forward to it, and my patience is wearin' real thin 'round about now. Spit it out, or I'm arrestin' you both for attempting to purchase illegal narcotic substances an' lyin' to a duly-appointed officer of the law, an' you think I cain't do that, you jes' watch me. I'm waiting, and you gonna start talking, or I'm callin' fo' a cruiser come get you!"
The girl stared at him, her mouth hanging open, mesmerized by him, only giving a small start when he clicked his teeth impatiently.
"The...the concierge at the hotel...I asked him where I could...some ...some crystal...I really needed...he gave me a bar, I went there, this girl told me to come here, her boyfriend could...could ice me, good price, good shit, I came here..." she trailed off, unable to continue under John's steady gaze. Finally he sighed, and looked away into the distance.
"He was gonna 'ice you', that right? Where you learn that from? Miss, I ain't gonna bust you, even though I really feel I should, jest to teach you a lesson; you didn't actually buy meth, what you were tryin' to buy from that frogs-dick Arno was rock salt, soda crystals, an' powdered pigeon-shit; ain't no law agin buyin' that aroun' here, and whatever that did to you, it warn't gonna get you high, prolly jest make you puke. I don't know why I'm tellin' you this, me bein' deputy an'all, but there's other places to tweak, more public places to buy uptown, if'n your concierge knew he would have told you so; there's dozens of dealin' bars uptown, any junkie on the streets would have tole you where. Why you come all the way down here, miss; don't you know what this place is?"
John frowned at her, making her tremble.
"Strange as it sounds, you lucky you met Arno and his boys; they hyenas, but they the stupid kind; there's more n' bigger hyenas down here and they ain't stupid 't'all; they get their han's on you and you done; they gon' know who you are an' what you worth, an' that make you prize trophy, a Class-A scalp fo' their belts. See, this place like the jungle I read 'bout when I was boy; if'n you don' fit in, yawl stand out. I saw you right away, an' you can bet a heap o' other folks nuthin' like me saw you too. You not from here, you standin' out, and 'roun' here, that's a bad thing; that make you easy prey for what we got swimmin' roun' down here."
He paused to look carefully up and down the apparently deserted street.
"This ain't Rodeo Drive, Miss, or Sunset Boulevard, or Malibu, or Beverley Hills, and it sure ain't Broadway or Fifth Avenue; hell, it ain't even Bourbon Street, or even the Iberville Projects; this is where people like you disappear, and no-one ain't gonna do nuthin' to stop it; you come down here bein' all ignorant an' you pay the price..."
He fixed her with his gaze, watching closely as his words sank in.
"See here, miss, this here is the seamy underbelly o' the Big Easy, this the part they don' tell you about in all them glossy brochures an' fancy hotels, an' once you in, you ain't never gettin' out. Down here, away from the French Quarter, and the food and the fun and all the parties an' parades, you got to remember one thing, you paste it into your hat, an' you read it every chance you get: you ain't in Kansas no more, Dorothy, an' you on your own. Ain't no movie action hero gon' step in an' save yo' ass neither; the folks down here don' like folks like you, they hate that you got what they don't. They get the chance they grab you, use you, an' when they done with you, they cut yo' throat an' dump you in a backwater somewhere an' let the 'gators an' catfish an' blue crabs do the rest.
He paused, gauging the effect his words were having on her, seeing the horror rising in her eyes.
"You go home, Miss Kelly, you go keep on bein' a star, make movies, make money, let people see you in the magazines, just don't think none o' that protects you down here; it don'; you come back, they ain't gon' ask no questions, likely not even 'please', they just take you, use you, sell you aroun' fo' while, 'cause you a prize trophy for sure an' they all gonna want a go with you, and when they done with you, they lose you in a slough somewhere an' go 'bout their day like nuthin' happened."
Kelly stared at him in terrified shock as his words sank in. John felt he'd gotten through to her, so he piloted the girl and the older man out of the alleyway, and whistled for a cab.
The older man grinned at John over Kelly's head, and rolled his eyes at the thoroughly cowed, trembling girl.
"Would you believe, this is the first time a lecture from a LEO has made any kind of impression on her?" he murmured, and John returned his grin.
"I warn't kiddin', this place is a shit-hole, and them four idjits back there is just the flies that circle any bowl o' turds; there's other, nastier things swimmin' around in there; she lucky I got to her afore Arno got 'round to sellin' her to one o' them."
The older man stuck his hand out.
"Jerome Barker, Baxter-Harkoff, and Kelly's one of my clients. We owe you a great deal, Deputy Deaucette, whatever I can do to repay you, all you have to do is ask."
John shook his head.
"Ain't no call for that, sir, I'm just doing what the parish pays me to do; I just never thought I'd ever meet me a real-live movie star, no sir! So you her lawyer, then, or her bodyguard? 'Cause I gotta say, you weren't doin' too well at it..."
He jerked his thumb at the four prone men in the alley.
Jerome shook his head.
"I'm her handler. My agency in New York handles a lot of very well-known figures in the sports and entertainment industries; they all have their problems of one sort or another, like Kelly, so we try and keep a lid on them, but sometimes they slip the leash. That's what happened today, and I was looking for her when all this happened. I have to say, you handled it magnificently. Have you ever considered a change in career? I could use a man of your talents...?"
John shook his head, smiling. John slipped Jerome's card into his wallet, and leaned into the driver-side window of the cab.
"Hey there, Sissany, you all take this gennelman an' young lady back to their hotel, an' then you forget where you took them, an' jest so's you know, I mo be callin' him in thirty minutes, in his suite; if both of them ain't there to answer, then I guess you an' me be havin' a private conversation far away from pryin' eyes an' twitchin' ears, you un'stand me, ole frien'?"



"Surely do, Big John!" quavered the skinny, rat-like cabbie, his throat bobbing and clicking as he swallowed noisily, nervously, and John nodded in satisfaction at Jerome and Kelly.
"Yawl go straight back to yo' hotel, ain't no one gonna trouble you. And Miss?"
Kelly snapped her head around to stare fearfully at him.
"You mind me now, you hear me?" he murmured, and smiled, his smile broadening as a small smile appeared on her pretty face.
"Yes oficer, I will, I promise!" she whispered back, smiled shyly, and climbed into the cab. Jerome once more shook his hand, looking at him pleadingly, but John grinned and shook his head, so he climbed into the cab too. John leaned down and once more beckoned Sissany closer.
"Y'all remember, I don't hear from them, then you gon' be hearin' from me, you got that?"
Sissany swallowed noisily once more and nodded, then pulled away from the curb. John watched the cab disappear into the traffic, then, shaking his head at the frailty of his fellow man, retraced his steps to Papa Louie's to finish his interrupted lunch.
*
Two months later, John received the news; Antonio, his stepfather, was dead; he'd collapsed and died at work ; there had been no signs, no warning, he'd been at a meeting, delivering his forecast for the following year, when he'd suddenly slumped back in his chair, killed instantly when the undetected aneurysm in his brain ruptured.
John knew he had to go; much as he loved his job, Mama-Jane and Justine needed him; Justine was only thirteen, she needed a mature male presence and influence in her life, and now that had to be him, young as he was, only twenty-one and only half-way through his Criminology Degree at Loyola; he was her big brother, and like it or not, he was the man of the family now.
His boss understood; he knew John's family came first, always, and so he reluctantly processed him out, fast-tracking his resignation and cashing-out his benefits so he could go take care of his family. For John, the only bright spark was he still had Barker's number; he'd be calling him as soon as he could, and taking him up on that offer, if it was still open.
*
As John walked the streets aimlessly, trying to rid his mind of the images that refused to go, of his beautiful sister taking him into her mouth, of her nakedness, and thoughts of what his thoughts were doing to him, he passed an adult bookstore, and, a devil of perversity prompting him, he stepped inside, pushing through the beaded curtain and looked around in confusion.
Shelf after shelf of the rankest, most graphically explicit pornography blared at him, women with gigantic breasts and large round asses thrusting lewdly everywhere he looked. He could feel his face burning, and then a single shelf caught his eye; 'Sister Parade' was the title that leaped out at him, and when he looked closer, magazine after magazine of sister-slanted incest pornography revealed itself.
John was stunned, but also, to his shame, deeply aroused; something about those magazines called to him, and as he slowly sorted through them, his erection bulged and ached in the confines of his pants. Almost before he knew what he was doing, he'd plumped down a handful of the magazines, all the while writhing in embarrassment at what he'd just done, paid the indifferent clerk anonymously in cash, and slipped the brown-bagged magazines inside his jacket.
Back at his loft, he wasted no time in leafing through the magazines, reading the stories, absorbing them and the reader's letters, taken by the hot rush of arousal as the forbidden subject worked on him; he couldn't decide if they were real or fake, because who confesses to that kind of stuff in a magazine just anyone could buy? But while he doubted their veracity, something else, deep inside him, wanted them to be true; the stories jibed so closely with his own thoughts and feelings that he actually began to identify, then sympathize, with the people relating their stories, real or not.
The fact is, whatever else he felt, and in spite of the guilt at contemplating such a wrong thing, he found them intensely arousing and the photographs of the girls fucking their supposed brothers took on a new meaning for him when he began imagining they were Justine, and the guy they were so nakedly entwined with was him.
As the weeks passed, the magazines began to pall; he needed something else, something more, to feed the growing urges and needs he was feeling. The first time he bought an incest video and watched it, he masturbated like a teenager, to enormous climax, as the images and fantasies took on a new life for him; it was no coincidence that the DVD's he bought featured girls who looked like Justine; slim, small-breasted, with long, dark, curly hair, clear, pale skin, rosebud lips, and delicate, heart-shaped faces.
But it couldn't last; it was his deepest secret, but he wasn't very good at hiding the evidence, and it was only a matter of time before the one other person with access to his home and his life found his stash.
*
It was a purely accidental chain of events that finally revealed John's inner self to his sister. He was working, and Justine had a light night, so even though he wasn't expecting her early that morning, she thought she'd give him a nice surprise, clean up a little, and maybe make him a hot breakfast. So she picked up, straightened up, dusted and polished, and, last of all, began on his partitioned-off sleeping area.
On the floor beside his bed she found a handful of magazines; she could see they were porn mags, so gingerly picked them up, blushing furiously as she did so. Her first instinct was to throw them down in disgust; sweet Johnny B read this kind of stuff?
As she pondered his ownership of such things she realized he'd never once mentioned a girl, any girl; his life was about work, and her. Maybe her Johnny B was lonely, so he read these things? She was no-one to judge, so she put them in a tidy pile and left to prepare a hot meal for him.
As she cooked, a germ of curiosity gnawed at here; what did Johnny find so attractive in porn? Was it the pictures of the girls, with their exaggerated chests and hairless vulvas, or the sight of two people having sex? What exactly was it about those things that turned him on?
At last, unable to contain her curiosity any longer, she switched off the stove and made her way back into Johnny's bedroom, sat on his bed, and picked up the first magazine in the pile; when she realized what the subject was, she nearly threw it down again in disgusted horror; her sweet Johnny B was reading...this? What was wrong with him, the very idea was unnatural, and wrong, and just...wrong.
Justine put her face in her hands. How could the man she loved and depended on be so enamored of...filth like that? Brothers and sisters doing...that, it was just wrong. But a worm of guilt burrowed inside her even as her horrified rejection of what was in front of her washed over her; she'd had thoughts along those lines, momentary, fleeting, and never once admitted to before now, but she knew she was capable of thinking like that too; maybe she and Johnny B were more alike than she cared to admit, even to herself?
She made to put the magazine back on the pile, but then curiosity got the better of her, and so she flicked through it properly, looking at the photo-stories, and finally reading the letters and 'true-life' experiences.
As she read, Justine began to react to what she was seeing, what she was reading. Almost against her will, her mind rewrote those stories, re-cast the pictures, and now it was her story being told, and it was her and John in those pictures, doing those things to each other, feeling the heat of each other's bodies, the texture of their skin against skin, the sounds and sensations as they made love.
Involuntarily, her hand slipped down her belly, sliding along the smooth skin and into the waistband of her leggings, to slide inside her panties, caressing the smooth skin of her labia, and the slick, desperate flesh pulsing between her thighs. Justine gasped as she slipped a finger inside herself, gently flicking the little bud that pulsed there, tense and taut, waiting to release her from the tension building inside her.
As she lay back on the bed, her earlier horror and revulsion forgotten, she felt something under the covers, and reached under, to find an empty DVD case, an incest video, with a girl on the front cover who could be her! Justine stared for long seconds, conflicting emotions warring in her as the need to see this, to know what John wanted, fought against the urge to leave, to forget this had happened, to wipe those wrong, dirty, hotly beguiling images from her mind, to stop seeing her sweet, handsome, lonely brother as anything except her big brother.
Need and arousal won; she was too turned on to leave, her arousal fed by the certainty that Johnny B, her darling, sweet, caring Country-Boy, had watched this while thinking of her, seeing her, wanting it to be her. Almost without thinking, her hand sought-out the remote control, clicking the DVD player on and lying back with a sigh as the movie began.
Justine had seen a few porn movies in her time, mostly because Carl wanted to watch something 'to get him in the mood', as he put it (which had invariably pissed her off; why wasn't she enough, why did he need those hard-faced, plastic sluts moaning in fake arousal on screen to turn him on; was that what he really wanted?) and at first she was puzzled by how slowly the movie was paced, lots of dialog and scene-setting, but then she realized it was much more than just a porno; it was a romance, too, slowly drawing her in, unfolding a story of forbidden love, smouldering passion, and hot, illicit, taboo sex.
Justine was enthralled. The story, such as it was, was simple: loving big brother comes home from college, dumped and deserted younger sister clings to him as he comforts and cares for her, love for his sister turns to real love between them, leading to mutual seduction and hot, explicit sex, with every act the human mind is capable of devising; it was played so well it felt real to her, and while the male star only vaguely resembled Johnny, the female lead was her in almost every detail.
As the story slowly built to its crescendo, Justine, completely caught-up in the burning eroticism, feeling it take her and make her its own, pushed her leggings and panties down so she could touch and stroke her stiff, pulsing clitoris and hot, swollen, labia more completely. At the same time, her free hand found its way inside her blouse, to rub and squeeze and pull nipples that suddenly seemed huge, and almost too sensitive to touch. That didn't stop her though; every brush of her nipples sent a bright spark of pure pleasure deep into the core of her, making her gasp and moan with the sheer delight of it.
As the movie played out, Justine's fingers strummed and petted her smoothly waxed pudenda, her fingers slipping easily through the dewy flesh of her swollen labia, imagining she was the girl in the movie, that it was her Country-Boy making her feel so good, giving her pleasure she hadn't felt in all the five years of her marriage.
Her fingers pistoned into herself, drawing out the pleasure, pulling her to that peak of pleasure she could feel herself approaching, and when the girl on-screen dissolved in gasping orgasm, Justine came too, her teeth clenching as she fought not to scream in release, fought and lost, as a fine spray of her secret essences bathed and coated her frenzied, restless hands and fingers.
"Oh God yesss, oh Johnny, oh yes baby, love me, oh Johnny, yesss...!" she chanted as her climax echoed and reverberated through her, the face of her wonderful, caring brother before her as he took her to that peak again and again.
Justine slumped back gasping, her heart beating a frenzied tattoo in her chest and small lights sparkled in her peripheral vision as the aftermath of her colossal orgasm surged, ebbed and eventually calmed. Justine wondered at how it had been Johnny she'd seen as she gave herself such pleasure, how the thought of him had spurred her on and on, but for now, now she would lie back and remember the hot rush of love and arousal she'd felt when she thought of her Country-Boy without examining it too deeply, not while the memory of such pleasure still lingered.
*
John let himself in wearily, his night cut short by having to deal with the latest shit-storm stroke calamity stroke PR disaster his current assignment had managed to engineer. As it was, he'd had to hustle his charge back to her hotel suite and shove her fully-dressed into an icy shower until the combination of high-tension booze and whatever it was she'd popped had worn off a little, before calling the doctor the agency retained to come and check her over and assure him she wasn't going to die on him anytime soon.
Her entourage, allegedly close friends all, had stood by and cheered her on while she tried her damnedest to self-destruct in public, so he'd had no compunction about throwing the whole bunch of them none too gently into the limo and collecting their smartphones. He deleted their pictures and selfies, and warned each and every one of them what would happen to them if any word of this latest debacle leaked out to the press-vultures, or if any pictures appeared on social media, or even one word hit the streets.
He'd been coldly enraged at their callous disregard for their supposed friend and terrifyingly graphic in his threats to their lives and limbs if anything, anything at all, ever leaked out; somehow, none of them believed for one second he was bluffing. Johnny was pretty sure he'd finally gotten through to that gang of numbskulls and airheads, and that the night's events would be going no further, ever.
Cleanup and damage-control had taken half the night, and now that his charge was in a discreet private clinic a long way from anywhere, registered under a false name, and all of her so-called friends had once again had the facts of life, and how short and full of painful incident it could be, explained to them in short, simple words, John had decided that, early as it was, the night was over, and he was going home.
As he came in the door, his head still full of the steps he'd taken to keep the gutter press and paparazzi away, he noticed the place had been picked-up, and he was smiling at Justy taking the time out of her night's workload to stop by and dust him off a mite when he heard her call his name.
Her voice had come from his sleeping alcove, so he ambled over, moving silently, as was his wont, to stop dead and stare in stunned, slack-jawed amazement at the sight of his beautiful baby sister writhing on his bed, her sweats pushed down on her smooth, round thighs, her eyes tight-closed even as her hand blurred with the speed she was rubbing herself, with her other hand shoved up the front of her blouse, while his favorite incest porn DVD played on the big-screen TV.
Almost against his will, his eyes were riveted to the juncture of her thighs, to the smooth skin innocent of any hair, and the sight of her fingers rubbing the pink, exposed flesh as she pleasured herself.
Justine slumped back, her face red and beaded with perspiration, her black hair pasted to her forehead, and a serene, almost exalted expression on her face. Even as she caught her breath, something made her turn her head, to lock eyes with him, his gray eyes wide with shock...and something else, something she recognized even in her shock and confusion.
Justine squealed in mortified shock, yanking the comforter over her partial nudity, and hiding her face in her hands.
"No, Justy, no...I didn't mean...I didn't know...Justy, please I wasn't..." he stammered, while Justine hurriedly yanked her leggings back up and slid out from under the covers, to run past him. To try to run past him; John fielded her, circling her in his arms even as she struggled to escape, to run and hide, anything to hide her shame and ringing embarrassment at being caught so squarely 'in flagrante'.
John hugged her close, smothering her attempts to escape, to wriggle free, murmuring soothingly to her the whole time in the exaggerated accent she loved him to use.
"Shush, Shush now, it's okay, you okay, Justy, s'only me, this your home too baby-girl, yawl do what you want here, honey-chile, you ain't done nuthin' be 'shamed for, 'twas me, baby, and I'm sorry, I di'n't mean to walk-in on yawl, baby, honest..."
Justine sagged in his arms; she was caught, there was no way out of this, no explanation she could think of giving, and her face burned with shame at being seen...that way, doing that, especially by her sweet Johnny B; what must he think of her?
John felt the girl slump, and tightened his grip on her, before hoisting her into his arms and carrying her back to the bed, to sit with her still cradled in his arms. Justine's fingers were digging into his arms, while she kept her face resolutely hidden, firmly pressed into his shoulder, her body stiff and unyielding. John began swaying, rocking her as you would a small child, and almost without thinking, began softly crooning the 'Mardi Gras' song to her, the first Cajun song he'd learned to sing and play properly on the fine old Bon-Tee accordion Jean-Noèl gave him when he was twelve:
"Les Mardi Gras s'en vient de tout partout, Tout alentour le tour du moyeu, Ça passe une fois par an, demandé la charité, Quand-même ça c'est une patate, une patate ou des gratons
Les Mardi Gras sont dessus un grand voyage, Tout alentour le tour du moyeu..."
As he sang he slowly beat time on her flank with the arm across her waist, exactly as one would when lulling a baby, holding her to him as he soothed her, singing the way she'd loved him to sing to her when she was still just a young teen and he was newly arrived in New York. As he sang and rocked, he thought back to those first days in New York, dealing with his mother's grief and the thirteen year-old Justine's shock and loss.
*
Mama and Justine had met him at La Guardia; his mom had been stony-faced, obviously masking her emotions, but not Justy; nope, she'd taken one look at him coming through the arrivals gate and she'd flung herself on him, babbling about how big he was, how much he'd changed, how glad she was he was home at last. Mama-Jane had reached out to stroke his cheek, and then suddenly she was hugging him like to break his ribs, crying and talking and stroking his hair.
John somehow managed to get his luggage stowed in the cab and sat with the women in his life gathered to him the whole journey back to Mineola, to their large apartment on Roselle Street. Jane had cooked a large and sumptuous meal, which John ate with a will; it had been a long time, and it was entirely his fault, since he'd eaten with his mama, and he regretted not coming here sooner, maybe being a part of this family too, the way mama-Jane had always wanted. Now he was here because of her loss, and he felt sad and guilty that he'd waited this long; Tony had been a good man, a devoted husband and father, and he found himself wishing he'd taken the time to get to know him better.
They'd sat up late into the night, talking about him, them, how much Justy'd grown since her last picture, how tall he was, life in the Orleans Parish Sheriff's Department, and how things were going to work going forward. He had a plan for how he was going to live now that he had his family to care for; underneath it all was the one thing that was troubling him; he never spoke of it at all, but inside he was scared stiff at the prospect of somehow getting mama-Jane and Justine through the imminent funeral and the days after.
But first things first; in the morning he had a call to make.



*
"Hello Missah Barker? This here Jean Deaucette, I reckon you-all remember me? Yessir, I'm in New York, and I wuz wonderin' if I could come see you; yessir, it seems like I need to be here in New York fo' while, and that bein' so, I'd like to take you up on your kind offer sir, if it still open?"
*
Jerome Barker put down the handset and grinned happily.
"Good news?" smiled the tiny, pixy-ish girl sitting opposite him, and the pretty, dark haired girl sitting next to her cocked her head curiously at the expression on his face.
"Oh yes, Moon, very good news, very good news indeed! Kelly, an old friend's coming to see you, all the way from New Orleans! Yes, my dear, Jean Deaucette's going to be your new best friend, sweetheart, he'll make sure you don't get into any more little scrapes! I'm sure you two are going to be the best of friends, oh indeed yes!"
Moon glanced curiously at the half apprehensive, half worshipful expression on Kelly's face, and cocked an eyebrow at Jerome.
"I take it this is a good thing?" she ventured, and Jerome Barker beamed at her.
"Oh yes, darling girl; you have Cloud and Tommy, now Kelly's got Big Jean Deaucette, it's all working out so well! I'd ask Cloud to make some coffee to celebrate, but I'm still recovering from the last time. Please...?"
He gazed at her imploringly and Moonbeam O'Shaughnessy, the world's most sought-after teen-fashion model, grinned at her husband and brother Cloud's injured expression as she began collecting and washing the used cups from the cluttered breakfast table.
*
Life in New York had, really speaking, been almost the way it was back in the Big Easy; same vermin, different accent, and the same temptations, vices, and squalid, furtive little dens to indulge same. The way John saw it, if he was to be any use as a trouble-shooter, it was down to him to learn the names, faces and hangouts where the stuff he was supposed to keep his charges away from was happening.
It soon became apparent to the specialists who preyed on his employers' clients that there was a new gun in town, and it didn't do to come to his attention; a couple of the more aggressive or reckless ones learned the hard way that while big John B might smile mildly and speak like a backwoods hick, he knew ways of dissuading them that made them wish real quick they'd kept down and stayed quiet.
His colleagues and fellow travellers, both within Baxter-Harkoff and the other specialist operators who did what he did, quickly learned that John Bastine might be a newbie, but he knew his stuff, and his instincts were more than a match for any of theirs when it came to reading the streets and sniffing out trouble before it began.
Within a very short while, word on the streets and around the clubs, hot bars, and VIP lounges had one thing to say about the newbie: John Bastine was bad news, and it paid to keep off his radar; his charges were in town to play, party, spend big, and go home safe, and he knew a thousand and one real painful ways of making sure things stayed that way.
At home, though, John was a different man entirely; mama-Jane needed her family to be united now, but most of all, she needed him to be his baby sister's big brother, the older male presence and support she so badly needed, and so John quickly became what his family needed most. Jane knew what he did for a living, she didn't like what he did, that world frightened her, and it dismayed her that he had to do such work, but she knew John needed to work, and she needed him to be at peace with his life if he was ever going to be part of his family again.
Watching him gently teasing his sister, or sitting with his arm around her, swaying as he sang softly in that beguiling, musical French dialect he'd grown-up speaking, or watching her face redden and her eyes water as she gamely ate her way through the red-hot shrimp étouffée she'd insisted on sharing with him, or frowning over her books as they tried to unravel an equation for her math homework, she felt happy and at peace, confident that her children were there for each other.
So she kept her peace and watched him flourish and grow, amazed at how easily the boy from the bayou managed to fit so completely into New York, and the speed with which he'd taken to the city, wearing it almost like a second skin.
Justine was enthralled by his life and the stories he'd tell her, after an afternoon of pestering, about which pop idol, fashion model, or movie star he'd spent the night watching and shadowing, begging him for autographs and mementoes, and Johnny, much as he disliked the idea, would oblige; Justine had asked him for something, he would get it for her; it was that simple. His charges, usually grateful for his pulling them out of their latest scrape, bout of unwelcome attention, or brush with the law, were only too happy to cooperate, and Justine, like any young teenage girl would, hero-worshipped the man who spent his life so close to the stars.
*
Jane's death when it happened was as shocking as it was random; a simple accident, a misstep on a slippery, rain-slick sidewalk on her way back from the store on the corner, and a truck that had no time to avoid her as she fell into its path, and John and Justine were alone, fate taking their mother away just when Justine needed her most. It was only a week before Spring Break, and John, to treat his mother and kid sister, had bought a week at a resort on Nantucket Island, a quiet beach getaway for Jane and Justine to recharge and be alone together.
Instead, he'd had the nightmarish task of calling her out of her class, breaking the news to her, then taking the grief-stricken, hysterical girl home to calm her and try and help her past the huge, unbearable loss they had to endure.
Justine was just sixteen when Jane died and it fell to John now to be her parent, guardian, guide, and everything else Jane had been. The prospect frightened him; coming to New York to be the man of the family had been enough of a wrench. It had frightened him, but, in a manner so typical of him, he'd pushed the fear down inside and stepped-up. Now the fear was back, even bigger than before; how the hell was he supposed to be a parent when he'd only just learned how to be a big brother?
They stumbled along together, making mistakes, making them right, growing together, and growing apart as well as the inevitable changes happened. John wasn't at all happy about her dating, and made no secret of the fact, while Justine in turn went out of her way to show him she was an adult, and just as cool and capable as he. Their battles were epic, and usually one-sided; when push came to shove, Johnny fought her all the way, but eventually conceded, because he loved his baby sister and only wanted her to be happy.
One boy in particular made John's radar stand up and twitch: Giancarlo Pellini. All her other boyfriends had been three-date wonders, but this guy was different; he kept coming back, and something about his smug, entitled behaviour rubbed raw edges on every one of John's instincts. The son of her father's business associate and boyhood friend, he was a bad one through and through, spoiled, wilful, and arrogant, and he was no good for her, so when she came to John and told him that when she graduated high school she was marrying Giancarlo, he reacted predictably enough.
Justine gave him time and room to get used to the idea, but he didn't, he just couldn't. The situation wasn't helped when he took Carlo aside while Justine was having her dress fitting with her girlfriends and Carlo's mother, and told him that the day he hurt Justine was the day they were going to find him head-down inside a Louisiana bull 'gator, and if he thought he was just blowing smoke, he was welcome to try him.
Justine found out about the conversation and tore into him, while Carlo stood by and smirked, until John grinned at him over Justine's head, casually scratched the side of his left eye, and winked at him; Carlo stopped smirking and went ashen-pale; he knew full well Big John B had just told him that next time he tried to set Justine against him, it was going to cost him an eye. Any further attempts by Carlo Pellini to make John look bad in front of his sister died unborn; Carlo knew Johnny Deaucette didn't make idle threats.
Time passed, Justine forgave him, things calmed down, but John never managed to lose or allay his misgivings when it came to Carlo Pellini; he just didn't like or trust him, and lived on tenterhooks, waiting for the call telling him the marriage was set to crash and burn, and the inevitable fallout from Justine.
*
As Johnny sang, he felt Justine slowly loosening up, easing her death-grip on his arm, her hand instead lightly tapping his arm in time with his. John smiled gently, a faraway look on his face as he remembered Justine as a young teen crouching behind him on the couch, swaying and beating time on his back and shoulders as he sang this same song to their mother.
When he got to the end of the song, he looked down, to see her looking back up at him instead of burying her head against his chest and turning her face away from him. John smiled and started another song, a softer, simpler tune he'd learned as a lullaby to put his little cousin Renée to sleep, one he used to sing to Justine too, and he saw the corners of her lips quirk in a fleeting smile before she clouded-up again. John stopped singing and shook his head, before smoothing her hair away from her eyes and tapping her lip gently with his forefinger.
"Justy, baby-girl, it's OK, it's me, you don't ever have to hide nuthin' from me, ever; you my boo'sha', I love you most of all, and I ain't never gonna think bad o' you, so whyn't you gimme that smile again?"
Justine grinned weakly at his put-on accent, and relaxed even further; now she was curled into his arm, not huddled into a tense, tight ball, and John could hug her properly at last. They sat like that for a few minutes, Justine relaxed but unmoving, and showing no sign of wanting to get off him, and John waited, her slight weight troubling him not at all, knowing that when she was ready, she'd start telling him what was going on with her.
The silence built, until it was almost tangible, a huge, soft weight pressing down on both of them. Johnny had just about decided she was going to lie there like that all morning, when the slightest noise, the soft sound of her indrawn breath, focused him on her again.
"Do you hate me, Johnny B? Do I make you sick? I must be sick, doing what I was doing, do you think I'm sick, or wrong in the head?" she murmured, her tone fearful and guilty.
John looked down into her eyes, wide and fearful, and smiled gently, even as he reached out to tap the end of her nose.
"Baby girl, ain't nothing yawl were doin' I ain't done a million times. Look where you are, baby, look what's here; this is all my stuff, I been buyin' this stuff, so if you sick, then so am I, and I know I ain't sick! I was shocked seeing you doin'...private stuff, you know, like that, but 'taint shameful or nuthin, it's natural, but now we're here, and there ain't no room left for lyin' or denyin', then I got to tell you that whatever you feelin', I'm feelin' it too. You seen what I got here, them gals all look like you, you must ha' figured-out by now 'tain't no coincidence..."
Justine stared at him in silence, her expression shocked, but also calculating, her eyes tracking up and down his face, reading him, looking for any signs of guile or untruth; there were none. Justine knew her brother, she could read him like a book, and now that she knew what to look for, she could see what he'd been trying to hide from her for so long. With a sudden surge she twisted around and slid astride him, slipping her hands under his arms and leaning against him as she hugged him, before gazing once again into his eyes.
"Johnny, I know what I've been thinking for the longest time, and...and I think I know what you've been thinking about too, but now, maybe you should tell me; all cards on the table, Country-Boy; you tell me, and I'll tell you, deal?"
John stared at her set, pale features, at that slight narrowing of her eyes that told him she was serious, that now it was time for the truth, and suddenly, it seemed so much less complicated; she knew his secret shame, and she was still here anyway; somehow, he knew that whatever he had to say, sweet little Justy would stop, listen, and never judge him.
"Baby-girl, I reckon you know what's goin' on with me; I never asked for it, I never tried to push you into nuthin' and convince you, I respected your marriage and your vows, you made them afore God, and it warn't my place to tell you to set them aside, but damn, girl, it's been real hard! Justy, you know now, just as well as I do, how I feel about you, and it don't matter that you're my baby sister; there's no-one in the world 'cept maybe Carlo knows who I am to you, you all I got, and I know it's all wrong, but you all I want; if you-all want to just leave now then I won't stop you, but I got to tell you just once, afore my own heart bursts..."
He paused, gathering his thoughts, and when he spoke, the musical, French-tinged accent of his Cajun boyhood was back, not the exaggerated 'good ole boy' drawl he put-on to amuse her, and that alone told her he was speaking from way deep down inside himself, the real Jean-Bastiènne laying his heart open to her gaze.
"Justy, Baby-girl, yawl need to know I love you from here to the bottom o' the ocean, and long as it takes to get from here to there and back around the long way; ain't no way I ever gon' hurt you, y'always been my special girl, right from when you was small an' you was ma petite Minou-minou (kitten). You my boo'sha', li'l girl, and y'always will be, yawl jest remember that. I love you, Minou, I think I always have. I don't care none if'n you ma petite soeur, my li'l sister, Je t'aime si fort, Minou (I love you so much, little kitty-cat)."
John waited in anticipation, his hopes gradually dying down as Justine sat motionless astride him, her eyes searching his, looking for the lie, but just as he would turn away from her, convinced he'd read her wrong, that she didn't feel what he was feeling, her small hands cupped his face, turning his head to face her again. His heart skipped a beat when he saw she was smiling, her small teeth nibbling her bottom lip in that way he'd always found so charming.
"Johnny, since I was a young girl you've been the most important thing in my life; my big, sweet, handsome brother who lived so far away, but always told me he loved me; when you came to us, I was the happiest girl alive, because I had you with me at last. I made mistakes, Johnny, there were times I knew I should have listened to you, but you never jumped all over me, you never put me down, or took anything away from me, and you never said 'I told you so' or made me feel like I was anything less than what I was."
She wiped her eyes with the heels of her hands before continuing.
"I always admired you Johnny B; you've always been my rock, and the one thing in my life I loved more than anything, except for Mom and Daddy. What you just said, that's just the sweetest, truest thing anyone ever said to me; now I think back on it, I don't remember Carlo ever once telling me he loved me, but you, you had no hesitation, and that's how I know I love you too, Johnny B; God help me, but I'm in love with my brother!"
John stared at her in shock, his heart thudding in his chest, and soaring away when she looked back up at him; her gaze was clear and direct, her heart in her eyes, and he saw the truth of her words.
"So what we do now, baby-girl?" he managed to croak.
"This!" grinned Justine, surging forward to lock her arms around his neck as her lips met his in a searing, crushing, heartfelt kiss that blew all his switches open, leaving him dazed and astounded, his head ringing and his heart thundering all over again with the power of her kiss. As she kissed him, she undulated on his lap, feeling him pulse and stiffen under her as she rubbed herself against him.
"Why mercy-me, Jean-Bastiènne Deaucette, I do believe you're feelin' somethin' round about now!" she breathed when she finally broke their kiss, her eyes dancing with suppressed glee as she mimicked him once again, this time with another wriggle against him, just to let him know she could feel what was happening to him. John held her away for a second so he could say something.
"Justy, I know I said what I said, and I know what I want from you, more'n anythin' in the world, but still one thing standing 'tween us; you a married woman, you got a husband, you made vows, what about..."
Justine silenced him with a finger on his lip.
"Shush Johnny; I know what I vowed, and I remember what Carlo vowed too. Johnny, he hasn't touched me in maybe three years, not after he realized I wasn't going to do any of those nasty, dirty things he demanded I do for him, like I was some cheap, slutty sex-toy he owned. He doesn't really love me, he never did, and he doesn't want me anyway; our vows mean nothing; they never did. I was a transaction, a way to get his hands on Daddy's business, Mom's insurance money, everything I had; I see that now. When my money ran out, he was done with me; he's got someone else, anyway; he talks about someone called 'Gina' when he's drunk, and all the nasty things he does with her when they're together. He's done with me, he's already replaced me, I don't owe him shit, so now I'm done with him too."
She paused to cup his face in her small hands.
"You were right Johnny, about everything, but thank you; when you had every reason to say something, you kept shut, and you let me make my mistakes, and work it out for myself. You've always respected my right to be wrong, and you've always been there for me the way Carlo should have been, and never has, and so Carlo and me, we're over, finished, finito, done. I don't love him; I love you."
Johnny looked at her closely, at her eyes and her expression, for any signs or hints of holding back, but there were none; she was telling the truth when she declared her love for him, and his heart did handstands and cartwheels at the realization she was his, and his alone.
"So what next, baby-girl?" he whispered, and grinned as he felt her small hands tugging his white tee-shirt out of his chinos.
"Big John, you and me, we've got some things we need to get straight between us," she grinned, before silencing him with a kiss. She grabbed a handful of his tee shirt.
"First off, though, I wanna see the rest of what I'm getting!"
John colored when he realized what she meant, even as he held up his arms for her to tug the thin material over his head and off his arms, to throw it across the room. Justine grinned naughtily when she looked at the expression on his face.
"Why Big John B,"she exclaimed in a shocked voice, "I do believe you're embarrassed at bein' bare-assed nekkid in front of li'l ole me! Don't blush, baby, I won't bite you...not yet, anyway!" she couldn't help adding, watching the color rise in his cheeks until even his ears were pink. Her big, hunky, bayou man-babe of a brother could be so innocent and unworldly sometimes, so more teasing was definitely in order...
"Stop staring and start doing, Johnny..." her soft voice broke him out of his trance-like stare, but her lips were curved in her warm smile, and her eyes were wide and amused.
Johnny slowly unbuttoned her shirt, watching himself doing what he'd fantasized so long, not really believing he was doing this, and waiting for the alarm to start beeping and wake him from this dream. And then her blouse was unbuttoned and she was shrugging it off her slim shoulders, her small, firm breasts in her thin white bra bobbing enticingly with the movement.



"Your turn, honey..." she prompted, and John's gaze flashed guiltily from her pert little breasts to her face, to see the amused smile on her perfect lips.
"It's OK John-boy, really; look as much as you like; it's all for you now, baby; I'm all yours, I promise..."
Johnny swallowed nervously, and reached tentatively for her, gently cupping her face and brushing her hair back as he gazed into her eyes.
"Johnny, I meant what I said..." she murmured as she traced his features and the line of his jaw with a single finger, finally slipping her finger gently between his lips. Johnny caught her fingertip lightly between his teeth, watching her smile as he suckled her fingertip with the lightest possible pressure.
"It's a start, baby, but now there's more; you ready, baby?" murmured Justine, before smiling as Johnny ran his hands gently over her smooth shoulders and down her upper arms, holding her gently but firmly astride him.
"No regrets, John-boy; we're here now, and this is how it's gonna be from now on, understand?" she murmured, and Johnny slowly nodded as he realized that yes, she was his baby sister, but now that didn't matter; she wanted him, and he wanted her, their world had changed, and all bets were off.
Justine saw the understanding dawn in his eyes, and smiled as she slid off his lap, to stand and hook her thumbs in the waistband of her leggings.
"Well, you want me to do all the work, or are you gonna help me get these things off, baby?" she challenged, and Johnny's heart fluttered in his chest as he understood that this was it; he was going to strip and see naked the most beautiful girl he knew, and after that...
Justine flirted her hips at him in a sexy little wriggle, conveying impatience and her own need and Johnny took the hint, hesitantly cradling her hips with his big hands, feeling the curve of her pelvic girdle with his thumbs before sliding them around to cup and gently squeeze her firm little behind. Justine giggled softly and preened as he explored the two soft globes of her taut little apple bottom, then cleared her throat meaningfully as he showed no sign of taking things any further.
Johnny was in a world of his own; holding the forbidden fruit in the palms of his hands was playing havoc with his mind and senses, not to mention certain other parts of him, but her reminder of where he was brought him back to reality with a bump.
"Help me get this thing off, baby; plenty of time for sittin' and gazin' later, big boy!" murmured Justine, and John bit his lip as he caught the waistband of her leggings and slowly tugged them down, savoring every last second of the experience. As her leggings slid down, he registered for the first time she wasn't wearing regular panties; instead, she was wearing the smallest of thongs, barely a few square inches of soft satiny material and some shoelaces; whatever it was, it was the sexiest thing he'd ever seen, and his body was responding to it in the usual way; suddenly, his pants felt too tight, and the ache in his groin intensified as his cock struggled to come to full mast.
Justine kicked off her leggings and now she was almost naked, her small, lacy bra and thong panties all that stood between her and the world. John drank her in as she posed for him in her underwear, his eyes taking in every inch of her her pale, flawless skin, her long black hair tumbled around her shoulders and down her back, her huge eyes, and her sweet, rose-petal lips. She looked like one of the girls in a 70's soft-core men's magazine; pretty, innocent, cute, and sexy as hell, and his heart hammered as he reached out to her.
Justine took his hand between hers and stepped closer, astride his knee where he sat on the bed, and placed his hand on her breast.
"Hold me, Johnny, feel what I'm feeling..." she murmured, then gasped softly as his hand closed around her small breast in the cup of her bra, brushing her stiff nipple where it made a peak in the soft material.
"That's what you do to me, baby," she smiled, and then she was kissing him, and Johnny was kissing her back, his hands holding her as he pulled her closer, to slip down and hold and squeeze her taut little bottom even as their tongues swirled and tasted each other.
Justine's breathing quickened as she sank into the kiss, at the same time squirming where she sat astride Johnny's thigh, posting herself against him, feelings and sensations she'd almost forgotten coursing through her as she made out with a man for the first time in what seemed like forever.
Justine broke their kiss to smile as she nudged his hands further up her back.
"Take it off, please..." she murmured, and smiled wider as he fumbled, his big fingers unable to grasp the intricacies of a simple bra hook.
"Like this, baby..." she smiled, popping the garment open and smiling at his expression.
"You do know what to do, don't you, Country-Boy?" she mocked him gently, and Johnny smiled back as he slowly pulled the straps down her arms, savoring the moment her breasts would peek out of the loosened bra-cups. Justine shook her arms and her bra slipped off, to leave Johnny staring in frank, disbelieving wonder at his first sight of those pink-tipped delights he'd fantasized and dreamed of for so long.
How long he sat motionless, staring at her he didn't know, until Justine shimmied her shoulders, making her nipples dance in front of his eyes, before moving closer until her stiff nipples were a hairsbreadth from his parted lips.
"Bite them, Johnny B, you know you want to!" husked Justine. "Suck them, they're yours now, Johnny, make me feel good!" she purred, then gasped as his tongue-tip brushed a nipple. John's gaze flicked up to her eyes, checking once again that she was OK with this, but her eyes were closed as she slowly rubbed her nipple against his tongue-tip again and again. John responded by clamping down gently, trapping her nipple between his lips, his heart pounding at the soft "Ooohhh...ooohh..." she breathed with every flick of his tongue against the stiff, turgid little pillar of flesh he suckled so gently.
Without conscious thought, his hands slipped once more around her hips, to clutch and squeeze her taut little buttocks, holding her against him as he sucked and teased her nipple, before hooking his fingertips in the thong panties and sliding them down. Now she was naked for him, something he'd never believed could actually ever happen.
Justine stepped back out of his embrace and looked down at him, her expression stern, but a twinkle in her eyes.
"So mister, now you done got me all nekkid an' steamy, what you got for me, Country-Boy? Show me!"
John grinned at her expression, seeing right through it and thinking it was just the cutest thing he'd ever seen, before standing and popping the button on his cargo pants.
"Uh-uh, mine!" grinned Justine, batting his hands out of the way as she unbuttoned him, giving him a quick squeeze and grinning at his soft groan, before yanking his pants down and narrowing her eyes at the bulge in his shorts.
"Well, looks like someone's getting ideas!" she grinned, then squeaked in surprise as John yanked her close by her buttocks and crushed his lips to hers, while Justine rubbed her damp slit against the urgent hardness pressing against her. They kissed like this for long seconds, then Justine pulled away, her chest heaving and her eyes sparkling as she rubbed and fondled John's swollen, aching erection.
Quite without knowing how it happened, John was suddenly on his back on the bed, with Justine reared over him, her eyes darkly brilliant in the dim light of the loft's sleeping area. Her fingers hooked in his shorts, sliding them down, letting his thick cock spring upright, the head dark and shiny and angry-looking, drawing a gasp of wonder tinged with pure lust from her. John stared in her eyes, then gasped once again as she slowly squeezed and fisted the thick column of flesh, then slipped astride him.
"I waited so long for this, Country-Boy..." she whispered, "are you ready? Because I am..."
John pulled her closer, locking his arms across the small of her back as they kissed, her small hand gripping his upper arms as she kissed him voraciously, then her drawn-out, hissing intake of breath as she slid him into her hot inner depths.
"Oh God, so long...been so long, oh my God, yess...yess...Johnny, my Johnny...God..." she murmured, an endless, whispered litany as they moved together, all the love and longed-for connection coming to fruition as they finally did that one thing they'd been wanting, and dancing around for so long, long-anticipated pleasure and long-held emotions released at last.
The two of them moved together in complete unison, as though they had been doing it all their lives, pleasure and love mingling in an endless chord playing through and through them.
Their pace quickened as their inevitable mutual orgasms built, bigger and more intense with every passing second, until:
"Oh God, Johnny, yess, yess, oh yess, oooHHH GOOODDD YESSS!" screamed Justine, shuddering as the intensity of her release swept over her, her pussy tightening around John, and tipping him over the edge too; the sensation of Justine's hot inner-walls pulsating and milking him was more than human flesh could stand, and he roared like a bull as his aching cock gave a powerful, muscular throb, spraying spunk deep into his sister, long, endless streams of hot sperm filling her over and over again. John had never come so hard, or so copiously. It felt as if he was melting inside as he filled her, but it was such a joyous sensation he never wanted it to stop.
Justine slumped down on him as he slid from her, her heart hammering and chest heaving with her exertion, while John held her close, comforting and calming her as the aftershocks of her titanic orgasm rippled and surged through her before dying away, to leave her almost too exhausted for words. For long, still moments they lay in their sweat, their breath labored and their muscles stretched almost to breaking point. John was the first to recover, smiling as he brushed Justine's shoulder with his hand and heard her soft, mewing murmur, protesting at disturbing her as sleep threatened to overcome her.
"Baby-girl, don't y'all fall asleep jest yet, we got to talk some..." he whispered into her hair, and smiled once again as she wriggled against him with a small, discontented murmur; even with her face turned away from him, John could see in his mind's eye her pouting expression, one he'd seen so many times in the past when he'd tried to put his foot down with her.
They lay in silence, John revelling in the feel of her silky skin as she moved against him, the scent of her hair, her skin, and the thrill of her body heat baking through him; all those sensations were everything he'd imagined and hoped they'd be, so he let her lie in silence on him, her breathing slow and measured as she dozed after her exertions.
When he judged she'd rested enough, his hands slid down her smooth back to cup and squeeze her taut little buttocks, jiggling them ever so slightly, waking her as gently as he could.
"Wakey-wakey, li'l snoring-gal..." he murmured into her hair, and was rewarded with a gently playful punch on his upper arm.
"I do not snore, you liar!" she yawned, before scooching up him to plant her lips square on his.
"This is the way to wake-up, baby!" she murmured, grinning as she felt him beginning to stir and harden against her, and smiled to herself at the realization that she could excite him with just a kiss; how 'bout that; she really was all he needed...
John folded his arms across the small of her back, holding her gently but firmly against him as he kissed her back as lovingly as she kissed him.
"Justy, we got to talk about...this, here, what we just done..." he began, shaking his head slightly as she would speak.
"Baby, you still a married woman, I know you and that...Carlo, you say you done, an' I believe you, but we still cheatin' on him, never mind if he already checked-out, so we got to do this the right way; Carlo deserves that, at least. You tell him, then you can leave an' it'll be over an' you'll be free."
Justine stared into his eyes, rebellion flaring, then dying down as she reluctantly nodded her head.
"You're right, baby, I should have seen that. Okay, tell you what, let me go and tell him I'm leaving him, get some of my things together, and I'll be back in a snap and a whistle."
She climbed off the bed and retrieved her clothes, grinning at John as he watched her every movement, drinking her in with his eyes.
"I'll be quick, baby. I don't have anything much left; all mama's jewellery is gone, courtesy of Carlo," she murmured, her voice tinged with bitterness. "I just want a couple things Daddy gave me when I was a kid, so you wait here for me, I'll be back quick as I can."
*
Even as Johnny and Justine finally consummated what had been growing between them for so long, another pair of ears listened outside the loft door Johnny had left ajar in his surprise then shock at seeing Justine.
Carlo had followed Justine back to the loft, hoping to discover where exactly the stack of money he knew she had was hidden. All he wanted was the cash he was certain she'd stashed somewhere in John's loft. His original plan had been to grab her, force her to hand it over, then fade away before that redneck turd showed up. If he had to hurt her, then tough, them's the breaks; she shouldn't have been keeping secrets from him.
Once he had the money he and Gina could start a new life a long, long way from New York, Justine, John Bastine, his debts and the kind of people he owed money to, and every other reminder of his old life.
But now he'd heard every single second of his wife and her brother making love. Now he knew, and even though there was nothing between Justine and him, had never in fact been anything, still he burned with jealous fury; no-one touched his possessions, not even his worthless wife. That it was her brother made it all the more galling. Carlo hated John, but more than that, he feared him. Very well, Justine and her brother were obviously planning on living high with all the money she was earning, so he was going to take it from them, leave them as broke as he was, and laugh while he spent his wife's money with a real woman by his side, not a simpering, spoiled brat like that worthless, adulterous, incestuous wife of his.
*
John watched his sister dressing, admiring how effortlessly elegant and poised she was even when doing something as mundane as dressing, her every movement as unconsciously graceful as a trained dancer. When she was done dressing, John pulled on his pants and tee and walked her down to the elevator, pressing the keys to his beat-up old Blazer into her hands and smiling through the grille as the big old converted service elevator clanged shut. He caught the kiss she blew him, before padding in his bare feet back to his loft, a happy, faraway smile on his face, unaware that his secret was out, and trouble was on the way.
Justine exited the building and climbed into the Blazer, blissfully unaware that Carlo was watching her from the shaded doorway of Tonino's deli. Already his plan was taking shape, and Gina, with her ready willingness to do the things Carlo only dreamed of, her beguiling lips and smile that never reached her eyes, something he'd never noticed, so enthralled was he with her paying so much attention to him, Gina with her inventive mind and quick intellect, she was going to help him; together they'd make that faithless slut and her shitkicker brother pay for what they'd done. Oh yes, he was going to make those two fuckers pay, and if they had to bleed a little, wha'fuck, this was New York, bad shit happens all the time...
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Justine was finding it increasingly difficult to divest herself of her soon-to-be ex-husband Carlo and the travesty of a marriage she'd endured all those years.
Six months had passed since she'd walked out on Carlo, and found a new life with her Johnny-Bear, her older brother, and now her lover; as far as she was concerned, she and Johnny were together, and Carlo was out of the picture for good.
She'd told him enough times that they were done, that she wanted a clean break, but Carlo just didn't seem to be getting the message. For reasons of his own, and despite her repeated statements to him that she wanted a divorce, now, he persisted in showing up unannounced at the loft, claiming he wanted to reconcile with her.
Justine remained adamant; the marriage was over, and he was wasting his time; she was staying with her brother, with the cover story for Carlo's benefit that she was looking for a place of her own and her brother was letting her crash at his place until then, but she was crystal-clear on one point; she wanted out, she didn't want alimony, she didn't want any kind of settlement at all; she just wanted Carlo to sign the papers and leave her alone, just accept they were done, get on with his life, and let her get on with hers.
Carlo, however, seemed to be going out of his way to drag the whole thing out, instead of just accepting it was over and moving on, and for the life of her she couldn't understand why.
Instead, he'd show up and try to wheedle his way into the loft, haranguing her at the door and deliberately making a commotion just to annoy Johnny; he knew he worked nights, just as he was aware Justine too worked all night, and he enjoyed the mean, spiteful little thrill he got out of knowing he was depriving the pair of them of their rest by deliberately being as loud and obnoxious as he could.
Carlo never tried to force his way into the loft. Much as he wanted to snoop around inside, or at least try and get a clue as to where Justine was hiding her money, he wasn't foolish enough to force the issue. The thought of any kind of physical confrontation with Johnny made his stomach lurch and shudder, so he played his mean little game, always waiting until he was sure those two incestuous sickos were nicely tucked-up in bed and fast asleep after their night's work and their sick little morning fuck before once again disturbing their rest.
It had gotten to the point where Justine found it easier to just pass on getting any kind of rest the morning after a night's work; Carlo and his mid-morning visit would just break-up her sleep anyway, and Johnny's offer to take him somewhere and properly educate him in the art of getting lost was no solution; she wanted her divorce cut and dried and out of the way, and having Carlo in the Emergency Room and Johnny in the county lock-up would just make things more difficult.
So she let him play his game, convinced he'd eventually get tired of it, sign the papers, and leave her alone once and for all.
But Carlo had no intention of leaving her alone, not until he knew exactly where the money was, and so he kept it up, with no pattern Justine could predict; some weeks he'd be there every morning on some pretext or another, then the following week he'd show up Monday, then Thursday, then nothing until the following Tuesday, but he knew she'd be sitting up, waiting for his knock, whether or not he showed-up, and it pleased his petty mind that she was forced to do that; it was just the beginning of what he had in mind to punish her for keeping his money from him, which was how he thought of her earnings; his wife, ergo his money, period.
Finally his persistence paid off; one morning several weeks after his low-key harassment first began, Justine answered the door to Carlo's knock after a particularly long and tiring night; her tiredness was exacerbated by the cumulative effect of too little sleep caused by Carlo's little game, so when he handed her some papers to sign, something to do with cancelling her co-sign on the lease, but so petty he could easily have mailed it to her, her guard slipped, and while she was distracted by scanning carefully through the documents to see what was so damned important about them, he edged into the loft, where he finally spotted what he'd been looking for all along.
Through the open door of the loft bedroom partition he glimpsed the safe he'd hoped would be somewhere in that enormous space. Now he knew for certain where the money was, time to start things moving.
The plan Gina had worked out was foolproof, all they had to do was watch the two of them until Justine was alone, then they could pounce, take the money, and be long gone before that lumbering hillbilly fucktard brother of hers ever knew what had happened.
*
When Carlo had gone Justine pondered for a while on this latest visit. Usually Carlo went out of his way to make a commotion, doing all he could to disturb Johnny's rest.
At Justine's insistence, John normally waited in earshot but out of sight for Carlo to leave after he'd had his fill of annoying her, confident he wouldn't try anything physical with her, because he knew what Johnny was capable of doing to him if he tried any rough stuff. This time, though, was different; he'd seemed almost jubilant, like something had hit his happy switch; maybe her signing the papers was the reason; perhaps he'd finally seen that it was time for him to move on too...
Thinking thoughts like this, she put the coffee on, losing herself in the simple domesticity of it. The pot had just brewed when two arms snaked around her waist and a pair of lips pressed against her neck, making her jump; damn, Johnny B could move silently sometimes; he'd almost scared her out of a year's growth!
"Dammit Johnny, don't do that, you scared the shit out of me!" she scolded; tried to scold, that is, because she was spun around, and kissed by what felt like a friendly cyclone, a storm of kisses cutting off her words in mid-scold. Justine gave in to the inevitable and kissed him back just as eagerly, feeling him harden against her even as his hands crept around her waist to clasp and squeeze her tight little buttocks.
Eventually they had to surface for air, and Justine pulled away slightly so she could thump him on the chest playfully.
"What have I told you about sneakin' up on me?" she growled, and dodged him when he tried to kiss her again.
"No, no you don't, not 'til I've had my say, Johnny-Bear! You really startled me..." she grumbled, then gaped as he handed her a candy bar.
"Here, have a Snickers; you're not you when you're hungry!" he straight-faced, and Justine collapsed in peals of laughter.
"Everyone says you're mad as a sack-full of cats; they're so right!" she giggled, then swiped his tousled hair flat as she blew him a kiss. "But you're kind of cute too, in a special, ugly kind of way, so I forgive you, Country Boy, just don't do it again! Wanna coffee? I just finished making some when you snuck up on me and nearly made me have an accident..."
John smiled down at his little sister, at her black hair held back from her face with a printed silk headband, her sweetly pretty face, and her naturally coral-pink lips, and once more marveled that she was in his arms and his bed. At the thought, his arms swept around her, while his hands once more cupped her firm little bottom and pulled her tightly against the urgent need she could feel as she rubbed against him.
"Didn't mean to startle you, baby girl," he rumbled, squeezing and jiggling her tight buns as she ground herself against him.
"You wanna be startin' something, Country Boy?" she murmured. "I thought you were tired, way you just keeled over and started snoring when you came in this morning..."
Johnny grinned down at her, seeing the devil of mischief dancing in her eyes.
"I was tired, then," he grinned as he gave her bottom another jiggle and squeeze. "But I ain't now..."
Justine smiled back and locked her hands around his neck, dragging him down for another lingering kiss. Johnny continued to knead and gently squeeze her buttocks, before breaking the kiss to whisper: "Whose cute little ass is this, baby-girl?"
"It's mine, Country Boy," she whispered back, kissing him on the tip of his nose. "But I like you, so I'll let you borrow it just this once..."
Johnny grinned as he swept her up in his arms, all thoughts of coffee forgotten in the surge of another, more primal need. Justine draped her arms around his neck and rested her head against his chest, smiling happily at the feel of his arms around her.
"I'm only small, don't you break me, now, Country Boy..." she murmured, and groaned softly when he squeezed her bottom.
"I'd never do nuthin' that all-out foolish, baby girl!" he drawled at her, making her smile the way she always did when he let the bayou back into his voice.
Johnny laid her down gently on the rumpled bed and slid up next to her, his lips tracing the arc of her neck and shoulder even as his hand slipped down inside her work sweats to cup her warm, soft buttock and squeeze gently.
"Said it afore, li'l gal, an' I gotta say it again: you-all got a real nice ass!" he breathed in her ear, before shoving his tongue in, making her shriek with laughter, and then they were rolling around on the bed, all thoughts of Carlo forgotten as they tickled and groped and squeezed each other.
Somehow, in all their horseplay and laughing, Justine ended up on top of John, her small hands pinning his upper arms to the bed and her thighs wrapped around his.
"Say 'Uncle' or I'll spit up your nose!"she threatened, and worked her lips and tongue like she was getting one ready when he sneered at her.
"That's gross, where you learn stuff like that?" he grinned, so Justine leaned even harder on his biceps.
"I learned it from you, and I mean it, Swamp Thing; say it or it's gonna get real gross around here, and it'll all be your fault! Here it comes, loogie-time...!" she threatened.
Johnny smiled slyly.
"Uncle, baby-girl, damned if'n you-all ain't jest gone an' won again! Looks like I gotta pay you now; what you want, li'l girl?"
Justine grinned happily as she sat up on his midriff, gyrating her hips slowly, meaningfully, grinding against him, and feeling the response from his body.
"Ohhh, that..." murmured Johnny, "You one dirty-minded li'l girl, cherie! You lucky I like that kinda stuff too..."
Even as he spoke, his hands were sliding up the front of her sweatshirt, his thumbs brushing her nipples and drawing a soft murmuring groan from her as the sensitive little nubs perked-up at his touch.
"More, baby, please..." sighed Justine, and Johnny obliged, once more rubbing the pads of his thumbs over her nipples, and enjoying the long, shuddering breath she drew as he slowly worked her up.
Justine writhed gently as his big, gentle hands once more worked their magic, until finally she could take no more, tugging her top over her head and tossing it on the floor.
"Baby..." she murmured, and, taking his cue from her, Johnny sat upright, holding her as she arched her back to thrust out her stiff nipples invitingly.
Now Johnny was in his element: Justine's nipples fascinated him, so pink and stiff, appealing and inviting, and he took his time just gazing at them, once more mesmerised by their perfection, until a soft but meaningful throat-clearing from her broke him out of his entranced reverie.
"Just starin' at them does nothing for me, Johnny B..." she hinted, then gasped softly as he dragged his tongue lightly but firmly over one of the stiff, fleshy little pillars.
More sighs and gasps ensued as he kept it up, driving her further and higher. When he finally clamped his lips over one deliciously stiff and chewable little teat and sucked, her eyes snapped open as the colour rose in her face, and her hands cupped his face, holding him against her as his tongue lashed and teased her nipple.
"Oh God yes, more, keep going!" she gasped, wriggling sensuously on his lap, tormenting his burgeoning erection as she ground against him.
"Johnny, now, oh God, yes, now..." she murmured, raising up as Johnny hooked his fingers in the waistband of her sweats and pulled them down around her thighs so she could kick them off. With them went her panties, and now she was naked, her damp and dewy labia burning his pulsing erection with their moist heat.
"Fair's fair, Johnny..." she murmured, and Johnny grinned as he arched his back, allowing her to yank his shorts off.
"Oh yes..." breathed Justine as his stiff cock swung upright, and when she took him in her small hand and squeezed as she fisted him, Johnny groaned out loud.
"You like that, Country Boy?" she teased, "How 'bout this, then?" as she slid her lips over the purpled dome of his thick penis, fisting him even as she sucked him.
Johnny shuddered in ecstasy, suppressing only by an effort of will the urge to ram himself into the hot succulence enveloping him, fighting to remain passive as she sucked and teased him with her talented mouth and nimble tongue.
Johnny knew he couldn't take much of what she was doing to him, and suddenly pulled himself from her, instead rolling her onto her back even as she squeaked in surprise, a smile suddenly breaking out as she realised what he was about to do.
"My turn, li'l girl..." he grinned, clamping his lips around her erect nipple, and drawing a shuddering sigh from her.
"So good...so good..." she whispered, combing her fingers through his hair as he began kissing between her breasts, and on down her midriff. He smiled at her soft giggle when he poked his tongue into her navel, before continuing to lick and gently kiss her until he reached his target, the damp and fragrant folds of her juicy little pussy. He paused, grinning, to look into her eyes, at her raised eyebrow, then slowly licked her with the flat of his tongue, lapping her from the tight little knot of her anus to the solid little nub of her clitoris in its fleshy hood.
"Oooohhh..." murmured Justine, then again as he did it again, pressing his tongue firmly against her as he dragged it the length of her vulva, jangling her nerve-endings with the pressure of his tongue on her most sensitive parts. Justine shuddered with every soft stroke of his tongue, holding his face against her as the beginnings of orgasm uncoiled and trailed through her, lighting-up her nerve endings with delight at what he was doing to her.
Just when she thought she couldn't take any more, his tongue flicked and lashed across her clitoris, and she screamed as a gigantic wave of pleasure blasted through her, shutting off all sensation except the feel of her Johnny-Bear taking her higher and higher.
Johnny changed his approach, and as her muscles tensed with the first hot glow of orgasm, he pushed his tongue into her as hard as he could, and simultaneously slid one finger into her tight anus.
Justine whined through clenched teeth as a fresh thunderclap burst inside her at the doubled attack, her moans muffled for him by her thighs clamped around his head, and when he wriggled and hooked his finger inside her, that thunderclap burst inside her again, her fragrant juices slicking his lips and chin as she came like she never had before, filling his world with her own special, delicate fragrance.
Justine slumped back, her heart thudding fit to burst, aftershocks running through and through, until finally she became aware of Johnny kneeling between her splayed-open legs, his hands resting on his thighs as he smiled down at her. His thick, tense erection bobbed slightly with every beat of his heart, primed and ready for her.
"Somethin' I can help you with, Country-Boy?" she husked as Johnny reared over her, her restless hands finding and fondling him, wondering, as she always did, at the steely hardness overlaid with warm, velvety smooth skin.
"Oh, I heard about this stuff! I think I know where this goes baby; you ready to find out?" she teased, then as always, the breath rushed from her as he slid into her, feeling, like it had every time they did this, like it was the first time as she stretched to accommodate his girth.
As Johnny slipped in and out of her, settling into his rhythm, Justine gasped and moaned as she moved against him; the feel of him inside her, the scent of his nearness, the warmth of his skin against hers, the smooth, masculine, muscular feel of him, all these took her higher and higher, reaching once more for that plateau. Stronger and faster became their frenzied coupling as they gorged themselves on each other, while Justine bathed in his adoring gaze, in his beautiful grey eyes boring into hers as he fucked her the way she wanted him to.
Johnny couldn't hold out for long, not when it was his Justy he was making love to; she excited and aroused him in ways no other woman ever had, and as his excitement built, so he could feel her chiming along with him, in perfect sync with him, until, when it seemed he was overloading himself, Justine groaned as once again orgasm swept over and through her. As she tightened around him, Johnny lost it, his body tensing as the white fire swept through him, with his whole being centred on his release as he pumped what felt like gallons of spunk deep inside his woman.
Thick spurts of hot spunk pulsed from him, filling her with his seed as her own orgasm raged and fluttered through her, each thrust of his cock inside her awakening another wave of pleasure, until they were finally both sated and spent. Johnny slumped down over her, his cock rigid still, unwilling to leave the warmth of her body, while Justine clung to him, her racing heart in perfect counterpoint to his own.
Johnny finally recovered enough to realise where he was, and rolled to one side so as not to crush Justine, then onto his back, taking her with him, still joined as they were. They lay in warm, comfortable silence for a while, no words necessary between them, as Johnny slipped from her, while Justine sighed softly, more asleep than awake. If he had his way, she'd sleep there the rest of the day; she weighed virtually nothing, and he enjoyed immensely the feel of his woman lying on him, with his arms around her, holding her close and keeping her safe, and feeling her heart flutter against him.
Justine stirred and sleepily kissed him on the chest, before patting his chest lightly.
"Let me go, Johnny-Bear, got to go the bathroom, what'd you do inside me, you dirty, dirty man?" she teased, wriggling sensuously atop him even as his big hand clamped hold of her bottom.
"Why I let you go, boo'sha', I likes this jest fine?" he drawled, jiggling her bottom and making her giggle.
"Lemme go clean up, five minutes, then you got me all day, Country Boy..." she promised, kissed him once more, and slid off the bed, to pad across the loft to the bathroom. Johnny watched her tight little ass-cheeks twinkle as she walked away from him, grinning when she looked back over her shoulder at him and flirted her bottom at him.
"What are you lookin' at, Mister Big-Eyes?" she smiled, slapping her bottom and laughing as she skipped into the bathroom. When she'd finished her quick shower she headed back to bed, to find Johnny fast asleep, the long night and the morning's exertions finally catching up with him. Justine smiled as she slipped into bed next to him; Johnny immediately rolled over and put his arm around her, spooning her in his sleep with a murmured "...Justy..." as his arm drew her closer.



Justine pulled the covers up over the pair of them, and, with his sleep-warmth baking into her, fell asleep in her Johnny-Bear's arms.
*
Life gradually settled down into a normal pattern for Johnny and Justine over the next few weeks; Carlo's nuisance visits had stopped, and Justine was finally able to unwind and enjoy the life she was sharing with Johnny. The fact they both kept the same unsociable schedule meant they were never out of sync, even if they lived their lives shifted 12 hours away from most of their neighbors; it no longer seemed weird to be having dinner at ten in the morning, or that they hardly ever saw their neighbors at all except sometimes when they were coming in just as the neighbors were leaving to start their work-day. That they'd be making dinner while their neighbors were having breakfast and going to their nine-to-five lives never really seemed odd to the two of them; they had each other, and that was all they wanted.
As time wore on and Carlo and his pettiness gradually slipped from their minds, Johnny and Justy began to relax; as far as they were concerned, Carlo was over, and they could move on. At least, Justine believed it was so; Johnny wasn't so certain; in his estimation, Carlo wasn't the kind of man to accept things were so just because someone had told him so, but, as time wore on and nothing came along to cause even a small ripple in their happiness, he too began to let his guard down.
That was exactly what Carlo was waiting for; he'd kept a close watch on them, becoming very familiar with their routines, what time either came in from work, who was in the loft at any given time, and, most importantly, the times when Justine was alone, and for how long; he'd bided his time, and now it was time to take what was his.
Finally, early one Monday morning, his chance came. After a night of relatively uneventful chaperoning of his latest celebrity client, Johnny had swung by Justine's location to surprise her with an early pickup, to find her looking tired and drawn; obviously she'd not had as easy a night as him. As he hugged her, he saw how tired she was; she needed sleep, she was so exhausted he'd had to carry her back up to the loft, not that she was any great burden, and left her dozing on the couch while he ran back down to the lobby and across the street to Tonino's to pick up a couple of hot pastrami on rye and one of Tonino's special mocha vanilla lattés, Justine's favorite morning treat, and a java for him.
Johnny was just about to order at the counter when his cell bleated. He looked at the caller ID and saw it was Jerome calling. When he answered, Jerome asked him if he could swing by, he needed to give him some additional details on that night's assignment, he was sorry for the short notice, but he had to leave that afternoon for Philadelphia, so Johnny needed to come by now.
Johnny climbed into his unremarkable, apparently beat-up old Blazer and headed uptown to the offices of Baxter-Harkoff, sure in the knowledge that Justine wouldn't even notice he was gone; she'd fallen asleep almost the second he'd laid her down on the couch.
*
When Johnny's Blazer had disappeared into the morning traffic, Carlo stepped out of the shadows from where he'd been watching him leave; the traffic had teeth that Monday morning, so Carlo could be reasonably sure the big hick would be gone most of the morning. A second figure stepped out of the shadows, grinning in anticipation at Carlo; if he'd been a little less dazzled with his own brilliance he'd have seen and understood the way his accomplice, Gina, smiled; as meaningless and deadly as a shark, no trace of humor touching her cold, calculating eyes.
But Carlo wasn't perceptive enough to see Gina for what she was; in his mind, he and Gina were together, the perfect fit, she adored him, of that he was sure, and now they were going to take what was his, and start a new life together far from all this, from that worthless wife of his, and, more importantly, from the people he owed so much money to. In his eyes, Gina was everything Justine wasn't; she was the woman he deserved, and this was the way to keep her.
With thoughts like these ringing in his head, he smiled triumphantly at Gina, and nodded to her; now was the time he took his payback. Watching the traffic carefully, just in case Johnny's old Blazer suddenly reappeared for some reason, he and Gina slipped into the deserted lobby of the loft complex, confident that they were in the clear, and would be long-gone before anyone even knew they'd been here.
But other eyes were watching, too; already the jungle drums were spreading the word; Fat Carlo was up to something, and it smelled like money...
*
Justine woke slowly, disoriented for a moment, before realizing she was still on the couch. Why had Johnny left her there...? More to the point, where was he? The loft fairly throbbed with emptiness. Justine glanced at her watch; she'd been asleep only a few minutes, what had woken her? As if in answer, there came a knock at the door.
In her half-dazed, still partially asleep state, Justine swung her legs wearily off the couch and padded across the floor in her sock feet, caution deserting her in her tiredness, and opened the loft door. She caught a glimpse of a redheaded woman with a sharp, malicious face grinning at her before a bony fist smacked into her eye; Justine saw stars, and as she staggered backwards, her head ringing from the blow, another punch caught her square on the point of her jaw, she tasted brass as more stars burst in her head in a sudden blaze of pain, and blackness swamped her.
Carlo saw the fine gold chain around Justine's neck, probably a gift from that swamp-hopper brother of hers, and so he yanked it off her, snapping it, but not before he'd seen the key fly off it. Gina also saw it, and pounced on Justine's inert body, tearing her shirt open to find the key again. It was the key to the safe, of that Carlo was sure, else why keep it so close? Gina handed it to him, and grinned, a wolfish glimmer of greed in her eyes.
"Let's go get our money and get out of here, baby," she wheedled seductively, and Carlo grinned back at her, mentally rubbing his hands in glee at the thought of all that money within his reach at last, not hearing the thinly-veiled contempt in her voice in his elation at finally getting his payoff.
*
Three hours later, his business with Jerome taken care of, Johnny ambled along the hall with two coffees and two of Tonino's superb hot pastrami on rye sandwiches, his mind occupied with thoughts of waking Justine with her favorite snack before having a long, lazy day in bed with her, when he saw the door to the loft ajar. Immediately his cop-senses stood up and shrieked; Justine was alone, and as far as he knew, still asleep; she never left the door ajar and unattended, Carlo had a habit of showing-up out of the blue, so she always kept the security-chain on and the door double-locked if she was alone.
Johnny silently placed the drinks carrier and brown bag on the floor and cat-footed along the corridor, carefully avoiding the one squeaky plank in the polished hardwood floor, and cautiously peered around the doorjamb; his heart leaped into his mouth at the sight of Justine crumpled a few feet inside the loft.
Johnny listened carefully to ensure whoever had done this wasn't still inside the loft, then ghosted through the door and carefully scooped the unconscious girl off the floor. He laid her down on the couch and checked her breathing, before feeling at her neck for her pulse, while his heart raged at the swollen black eye and vivid purple bruise on the side of her jaw; whoever had done this was long-gone, if the advanced state of her bruising was anything to go by, but when he hit her he knew exactly what he was doing to put her out-cold for as long as possible. While he was making her comfortable he glanced into the sleeping area and saw the safe door open, the bundles of hundreds gone, almost $200,000 in all, and papers scattered and trampled on the floor.
Johnny knew instantly who'd done this, who'd want to do something like this; it didn't take a genius to connect the dots here and spell out 'Carlo', and for this day's work, Johnny promised himself, he was going to bait Carlo on a hook and drag him behind a pirogue along every bayou he knew and let him take his chances with the gators; maybe he'd cut him a little first, just to give the gators a blood-trail to follow...
Johnny went to the freezer and collected a handful of ice-cubes in a clean towel, which he placed gently on Justine's eye. The cold shocked her awake and her hands came up in an instinctive warding-off gesture.
"Hey, hey, it me, Minou, shh, y'all take it easy, I got to get this here swellin' down..." he murmured, and Justine grinned, despite her pain, at his overdone bayou accent.
"Who done this baby-girl, who hurt you?" His big, gentle hand held the improvised ice pack on her face, alternately dabbing at her eye and the nasty purple bruise on the left side of her chin.
"Was it that...was it Carlo?" he probed gently , and gazed at her in surprise when she shook her head.
"It was a woman, I didn't really see her face properly; someone was at the door, I opened it, and she smacked me in the eye, and hit me again, and that's all I know. Redheaded, she was a redhead, thin, but that's all I remember."
"Was Carlo with her?" probed Johnny, and Justine shook her head.
"There was someone behind her I think, but I dunno; it all happened so fast, I can't really..."
Johnny nodded, carefully schooling his features; he was in no doubt who was behind this, and why. As he dabbed the makeshift ice-pack on Justine's bruised face, he made a vow to return the favour, with interest, just as soon as he caught up with that pudgy little prick. So intent was he on easing his sister's pain that he forgot the loft door was still open, and was caught completely off guard when a strange voice spoke.
"Well now, ain't this a lovely sight, eh boys? So nice of you, you must be a real gentleman, looking after that little girl so nicely and all... don't make any sudden moves, big guy, I don't want to hurt anyone, 'specially not that pretty little thing there..."
Johnny turned slowly, to see four large, thick-necked thugs, the kind found in any of the more questionable saloons on the Lower East-Side, flanking a slim, elegant figure with a dark blue Burberry trench coat draped over his shoulders like a cape. He was wearing sharp, sharkskin suit, a candy-stripe pastel pink and blue shirt with a contrasting white collar as rigid and perfect as porcelain, set-off with a pale blue, impeccably knotted watered-silk necktie. The newcomer was medium height, with short, dark hair gelled into spikes, and a soul-patch under his lip. He looked like a movie hood, and Johnny wondered abstractly for one second if he'd been watching too many wise-guy movies, because he was certainly trying to look like one.
"Who the fuck are you, and what the fuck are you doin' in my home?" drawled Johnny, watching the five intruders carefully.
The suit snapped his fingers and one of his gorillas took the trench coat from his shoulders while he took a Partaga from his inside pocket and waited while another hulking thug clipped and lit it for him. He blew a thin plume of smoke out, tainting the air with the smell of Cuban tobacco, smiling with enjoyment before locking gazes with Johnny.
"A...mutual acquaintance of ours owes my family a large sum of money; we heard he had access to funds to repay us. He is overdue repaying us, the loan and the vig, and, I'm sorry to say, it is a sizable sum. We also heard his wife had enough money to repay what he borrowed and did not repay on time, and so I have come here, on behalf of my family, to collect our money. But what do I find? Our bird has flown, he has taken our money, and so you, Senhora, you must find a way to repay us; your husband's debt is your debt, and my brothers have grown tired of waiting. Now where is our money?"
The air of dapper elegance was gone; now he was menacing, and Justine quailed at the expression on his face. Johnny stepped in front of her.
"Look you, whatever Carlo owed you's between him and you; t'ain't nuthin' to do with us, so whyn't you-all haul ass outta here afore I get mad?"
The hood's eyes narrowed with anger.
"If I leave, she comes with me; one way or another, that fat fuck's going to repay what he owes; he took our money, so his wife's going to work it off for us."
He flicked a lickerish glance over Justine as she cowered on the couch, and leered at Johnny, a triumphant smirk on his face as he licked his lips.
"She's a pretty one; she's gonna be really popular, I think I might even try her out myself first, just to see- "
Before he'd even finished speaking, Johnny went off like a hand-grenade, enraged beyond reason at what that little dog's dick planned for his Justine. Moving with the blurred speed of a striking rattlesnake, his hand speared into the man's throat, stiff fingers crushing his larynx. The dapper hood dropped to his knees, strangling, his eyes wide with the knowledge of his own death, while his cohorts stood frozen, unnerved by Johnny's reaction and blinding speed.
They didn't stay frozen for long; the first one to reach into his jacket staggered back, his nose broken by the downward hammer-blow of Johnny's fist. Johnny followed up with the heel of his hand in a vicious uppercut, with all his strength, straight to the bridge of the man's nose, driving the splintered bone into his brain. He dropped without a sound, dead before he hit the floor.
Two of the lumbering gorillas tried to rush him; one got a back-elbow under his chin that slammed his teeth together and scrambled his brains, and as he staggered back, Johnny spun around, grabbed the other man by the back of his head, and slammed their heads together. Blood spouted with the force of the impact, and both thugs sagged to the floor, their lights switched off and their skulls most likely fractured with the crushing force of the impact.
The fourth thug, slower on the uptake than his three friends, finally lumbered into action, but it was already too late; he tried to grab Johnny around the neck in a clumsy wrestling hold, but Johnny had been rough-house wrestling down home all his life, and refining his skills in the course of his work, and he easily ducked out of the hold, spun the goon around and yanked him closer even as he head-butted him between the eyes; as the man staggered, dazed, Johnny kicked him in the crotch as hard as he could; the thug screamed and clutched himself as he sank to his knees. A crashing kick to his jaw, like a soccer player taking a penalty, sent him to join his sleeping buddies.
Justine stared in shock at the carnage; she'd always known Johnny could look after himself, but five men? No wonder no-one would cross him...
Johnny stood, breathing heavily, letting the rage and killing fury drain away; he looked up to see Justine's wide, frightened eyes and cursed himself; he'd never wanted her to see that, what the hell must she think of him? He started to speak, but Justine bounced off the couch, skirting the bodies on the floor to hug him tightly around the waist.
"Justy, I..." he began, but she grabbed his lips and held them together, her favorite trick when she wanted him to shut up.
"It's OK, Johnny B, you were protecting me, it's OK, really; they came here to take everything from us, they were going to take me, and they would have hurt you. I know why, it's all because of what Carlo did; I know he must have been behind what happened to me, I can see all the money in the safe's gone, he took it, and now those people say I have to pay them back what he owes them. What are we going to do, Johnny? Please tell me we're going to be OK; I don't want them to come back, but they will, won't they? What are we going to do?"
Johnny gently disengaged her arms from around her waist.
"Baby-girl, the money in the safe don't matter; it gone now, an' we never gonna get it back, but it don' matter, you got lots more comin'. Right now, just siddown, lean back, don' jar your head none, I need to make a couple calls, we get this cleaned-up, then we go see some people, OK? Now husha, I gotta talk to a man 'bout some carpets..."
Johnny made a call that made no sense to Justine, only hearing his side of the conversation; something about two carpets and three rugs, full cleaning service, standard rate, ten each for two carpets and five each for three rugs, with an extra ten for cleanup. Justine listened in bewilderment; there were dead and seriously injured men scattered around the loft, and Johnny was more concerned about making deals with some carpet cleaning company?
He finished his calls and smiled at her.
"Get your stuff packed, baby, stuff y'all really need; we got to get out o' here real soon; some people comin' by gonna take care this mess, then we gotta disappear for a while; them boys' friends are gonna be lookin' for evens, so shake your tail, Minou. Move it, I ain't jokin'!"
Justine was packing a pair of large flight-bags when there came a knock on the door. Johnny answered cautiously, and a bunch of men with hard, forgettable faces, dressed in 'ACME Carpet & Rug Cleaning Services' coveralls carried in a pile of rolled-up carpets and rugs. Justine watched in horror as they began tightly wrapping the two bodies in Saran Wrap and rolling them up inside the carpets, while the three unconscious men were gagged, zip-cuffed and duct-taped, and wrapped in the rugs; then, all the rolled-up carpets and rugs were strapped tight with steel banding. Now she suddenly understood Johnny's cryptic conversation as the 'workmen' carried their burdens into the service elevator.
Justine looked out to the street, where a large 'ACME Carpet & Rug' panel van was waiting, and she watched the men casually dump the rolled up carpets, whistling as they did, kicking and rolling them into the very front of the van, while a couple of the men rolled-up and Saran-wrapped the bloodstained rug then swabbed and mopped down the loft floor and outside corridor, before putting down an old, but clean rug where the old one had been. Justine smelled bleach and looked inquiringly at Johnny.
"Just in case, baby; any forensic people got reason to come up here, the bleach gonna confuse things if they use Luminol or UV lights to look for blood," he grinned wryly; "Sometimes, bein' Lawman come in useful..."
Justine chewed her lip, something she did when she was worried or confused as they rode the elevator down to the lobby.
"Johnny, who are those men, where are they taking those...rugs and stuff, and how do you know them? Tell me the truth, Johnny B, I'm not a little kid; how the hell do you know people like that?"
Johnny grinned as he tossed their cases into the back of his innocent-looking Blazer.
"Baby, I work in a...special kinda world, and you get to know people, sometimes they ask you for favors, an' sometimes you ask for one in return; 'quid pro quo' they call it; I needed a 'cleaner', someone who owes me knows a man who knows a man, they sent them, they'll pay them, I'll pay it back through someone else, that's all I need to know; favor repaid, an' no paper trail; that's how my world works. No-one talks, an' no-one knows nuthin'; it's safer that way. Now, you ready to go? I ain't runnin' back up to the loft an' leaving you out here alone, so you forgot it, it's gone, you got that?"
Justine nodded.
"Let's just get the hell out of here before more of those pigs come back; the way that little dick was looking at me..."
*
Two hours later, in a small, anonymous office building behind a ramshackle gas station in Rochdale, Jerome Barker steepled his fingers on the table as he looked searchingly at Johnny.



"This is bad, Johnny; I'm not going to lie. I know you had your reasons, and in your place I would have done the same thing, but the fact is you've now got major-league trouble on your tail; word gets around on the street real quick in these parts, and most people are saying the same thing; the two men you...disposed of? One was just a moose, just muscle, but the other one was Lucé Ribeiro; he and his two brothers Joao and Felipe are what was left after the Gulf cartel decided the Mob was in their way around here; back then they were just runners, originally from one of the favela gangs in Rio, low-level nobodies; after the dust cleared, they made a deal, now they dance to the cartel's tune; they're an important pipeline along the East Coast, and their people run Hell's Kitchen and points West; they've got muscle, and serious connections; the word is half the precincts are either in their pay or riddled with snitches, so the law hasn't been able to touch them in years."
Barker sighed and ran his fingers through his hair.
"These people are savages, John, and they rule through fear; Felipe likes to cut fingers, ears, or noses off as a reminder to repay debts, and he doesn't care who he mutilates. Luiz is a rapist; he thinks he's a ladies' man, and it doesn't matter whose wife or daughter she is; if he wants her, he'll take her, and once he's done with her, they'll find her in a river somewhere a long way from here with her hands and feet gone and her face chewed off; he keeps a clutch of pit-bulls and he likes to give them fresh meat..."
He sighed, and straightened up.
"John, right now they don't know who you are, or even that it was you, but they're going to start putting the pieces together very quickly; if you stay here, this is their back-yard, they'll find you, and you can't keep all of them off you. Get out of New York, go somewhere they'll never find you, and our people here will try and see what we can do; I have a couple of geniuses of my own to call on, you know who they are, and you know they'll be more than willing to run interference for you, but go, and do it now; those animals have eyes and ears everywhere, and you owe them blood; I guarantee you they'll come looking for payback."
John looked at Justine, and saw the determination in her eyes. He grinned at her, at her answering nod, and looked back at Jerome.
"Mr Jerome, I know where we can go be safe from them and their friends; you say this their back-yard, so fine, I'm gonna take 'em on a little look-see through my back-yard; let's see how a little Louisiana Hayride sets with any o' them fellers who want to come a-lookin' fo' us; who know, maybe they dance the Zydeco 'fore we finished with them! Yessir, time me an' my folks finished takin' them down to the Twist an' Shout, they gonna be real unhappy they come a-visitin'!"
Even Jerome grinned at the overdone, good ole boy accent, but then he grew serious again, holding up his hand to still Johnny for a moment.
"Johnny, I know you think it's probably none of my business, but I wanted you to know one thing; I know about you and Justine, I have done for years, how you felt anyway; now, it's pretty much out in the open, and I'm glad you two have managed to make it work, but I also think it's important that both of you know that none of us care; certain people, you know who they are, have been in your position, they guessed and put it all together years ago, so when you meet up with them again, you'll know that they know, and that they feel just like I do; Justine's a sweet girl, and she deserves someone like you in her life. That's all I have to say on the matter, and we'll go on from there."
John stared at him in open-mouthed wonder, while Justine looked at him as though she was expecting him to start shouting at her for doing what she was doing, but Barker smiled back at her.
"Don't worry, Justine, no-one's judging; you and John are happy, that's all I care about."
He switched his gaze back to Johnny.
"One more thing, John, that other matter we discussed? Meet me in Lafayette in six days, at the townhouse on Englewood; those other, umm, people we discussed, they'll need to meet with you and Justine before this all gets out of hand. Sunday, One PM, OK?"
Johnny looked blank for a second, then memory cut back in, and he nodded.
"Yessir, Mister Jerome, Lafayette, Sunday at one, we'll see you there; it's about time this all happened, anyway."
*
Back in the car, Justine seemed quiet, her brow creased in thought as she sat silently. Johnny drove in silence for as long as he could, but the prolonged silence from her was beginning to concern him. Finally, he could take it no longer, so he pulled into the parking-lot of a convenience store and killed the engine.
"OK, Minou, you want to tell me what's eatin' you?" he asked, watching her expression; it was one he knew well, the one that said 'I'm not mad yet, but I'm getting there', so he waited a little apprehensively.
"Johnny-Bear, what was Mister Jerome talking about? Who are those 'people' he mentioned, and why the hell are we going to Lafayette? I may not be too smart at geography, but I do know that's a hell of a long detour if we're going to Houma; what's going on, and don't you lie to me, I can read you like a book!"
Johnny met her gaze resignedly; he'd always known this conversation would happen one day, in fact it was long overdue, but that didn't make it any easier to tell.
"Minou, it's about what you got comin' to you. What do you remember about your daddy's business?"
Justine looked blank at the sudden side-shift; her daddy's business? It was gone, Mom had told her he owed so much to the tax-people they took just about everything, all she had left was the apartment, a small annuity, and not much else.
"What about daddy's business, Johnny? Mom told me the IRS took everything..."
Johnny shook his head slowly.
"No, Minou; mama tole you that so's you wouldn't act like no entitled rich kid and get gold-diggers an' fortune hunters chasin' after you; your daddy's partner, you remember, Carlo's daddy? Mister Bruno? He, an' mama, and Mister Jerome, an' me too, we made sure everything your daddy earned, everything he owned, everything he invested in, it all went someplace safe; Mister Bruno even bought-out your daddy's share in his companies, at a price mama thought was fair, so's he didn't have nuthin' that rightfully was yours; he was your daddy's boyhood friend, and he wanted to make sure what was yours came to you; he knew one day Carlo gonna take over everythin', an' he din't want Carlo gettin' his hands on what wasn't his to have."
John watched the look of almost anger transmute to wonder, but that edge of real anger was still there, so he decided to tell her everything.
"Justy, mama an' me an' the others, we put everythin' into a bunch of trusts for you, with me, mama, Mister Bruno, Mister Jerome, and a couple other real good people to be your trustees an' make sure that money stayed safe for when you claim it all; we goin' to Lafayette to meet those people, you need to meet them an' tell them what you want to do next; they been keepin' things quiet so Carlo an' any shysters he team up with don't get wind o' just what you got, an' how much it worth..."
Justine chewed her lip, never breaking eye contact with Johnny, disbelief plain on her face; it sounded like some kind of fantastical, movie-plot, wish-fulfilment fairy story, but Johnny had never lied to her in his life, and he wasn't doing it now, she was sure of that.
"So tell me, Johnny-Bear, if I had all this money, and I still don't believe a word of it, but we'll let that slide for now, why'd you start me working and earning money? Why didn't you just tell me I was OK? Do you know how hard I worked? How tired I was most nights? How much I worried? You knew all along, and you didn't tell me; why?"
Johnny grimaced, but his gaze never wavered.
"Think, Minou; what happened to everything you had, all mama's insurance, your apartment, her jewelry? That's right; they all gone, Carlo took it all, an' he lost it all, an' if he knew you got all your daddy's money, he gonna try and take that too. Mama made the trust airtight; only you can benefit from it, but if your husband find out about it, there are prolly ways he can legally take a big chunk of it; I'm sure your daddy, and I know Mister Bruno, wouldn't have wanted that; that money, all them investments, they were meant for you, not for Carlo an' his lawyers to help theyselves to."
He stopped to unravel his thoughts, before taking up the story again.
"Baby-girl, while you been growing-up, your trustees been investing and earning for you, and they kept everythin' safe for you against the day Carlo and you broke-up; we all saw it comin', warn't nuthin' we could do to stop it, it was like just a matter of time, but now you legally separated we all think it's time you were told, and given control; it's your money, after all."
He smiled ruefully.
"An' I didn't 'start you working', Minou; I wanted you to know that you were good at something, that you could make it on your own, that Carlo wasn't where your life was 'sposed to be goin'. I'm sorry I din't tell you 'bout your daddy's money sooner, but I really din't want that fat piece of crap findin' out and taking it all away somehow, I dunno how, maybe some fly-by-night legal shenanigans, or maybe not legal at all, the way he stole the money you earned."
He grinned at her, hoping she'd grin back, and disperse the storm he could see gathering.
"As it is, Minou, you got some smart, powerful people lookin' out for you, an' we goin' down to Lafayette so you can see what all they been doin' for you."
Justine stared silently at him for long, dragging seconds, then, her small fist smacked into the fleshy part of his arm. Johnny jumped in surprise, then leaned back as a flurry of punches landed on his arm, his chest, and even a couple in his solar plexus; Justine stopped smacking him when she realized she was having no real effect, but now the initial surge of anger was gone, replaced by a sort of aggravated annoyance.
"You should have told me anyway, Johnny; this has been going-on since daddy died, and you're telling me now? I thought you trusted me..." she trailed off, and Johnny was alarmed to see a tear quivering in each eye. He reached over and pulled her close, Justine at first stiff and unyielding, but eventually she relaxed.
"You done now, kitten? OK, lemme say just one thing, then you can whale away on me long as you like: truce?"
Justine nodded warily, although she wasn't going to hit him again; that was kind of pointless.
"OK Minou, first things first; I do trust you, I always have; you my boo'sha', but you a nice person, and you can't think like Carlo; I know you'll feel sorry for him one day an' let slip what you got, an' he ain't gonna hesitate to strip you bare and lose it all again; 'long as he din't know, you safe; Carlo don't care for no-one save hisself, and if you in the way, then you in the way, and he fix that. I kept shut because I rather have you mad at me than try an' find your body. Look what he did to get what you had in the loft; you think he gonna stop there if he find out what you really got? There, now I said my piece, so you go ahead an' take a shot if you-all think that's what you wanna do."
Justine frowned at him as she chewed over his words, but when she grinned at him he relaxed.
"So, just how much money are we talking about here, Johnny?"
John stared sightlessly over her shoulder as he mentally tallied what he knew about, and what he remembered from back when Justine was still just a young teenager.
"I don' rightly know the full in and out, but I remember there was somethin' like fifteen million dollars cash, an' a bunch of investments, stocks and bonds, that kinda stuff; it's prolly grown some since then, people we got investing' and watchin' it for you know how to do the best they can to make sure you ain't shorted ..."
Justine slumped back in her seat. She had how much? That was preposterous, that couldn't be right; why, they lived in just an ordinary apartment in an ordinary apartment building, with ordinary neighbors, people who kept cats, and grew petunias in window-boxes; people with the kind of money Johnny said she had stashed away lived in swanky Central Park West apartment complexes, not Mineola. She caught Johnny's expression and straightened-up.
"Johnny, there must be some kind of mistake; Mom told me everything was gone, that all daddy's business stuff was taken away by the IRS, that there was nothing left..."
Johnny nodded.
"I know, Minou, she had to do that to protect you; fewer people knew about what was waitin' for you, safer you'll be. Mama was keepin' you safe, baby-girl, an' me an' all the others we did everythin' we could to make sure it stayed that way. When we get to Lafayette, you gonna find out the rest, ain't no more I know."
*
Johnny had stripped off the vinyl wrap designed to make his classic Blazer look nondescript, old and beat-up, and it now gleamed in its original dark glossy blue paintwork, so anyone looking out for the two of them in the dull, muddy, rust-speckled white over sky blue Blazer Johnny had driven away in wouldn't connect the young couple in the pristine car it now was. Johnny had looked far and wide to find someone who could make an authentic 'Road-Rat' look wrap, and they had done a good job.
Now, with the wrap off, Justine in a long red wig, with concealer hiding the worst of her bruised face and black eye, and Johnny's dusty-blond crop now a dark, spiky mop, there was nothing to connect them to the pair the Ribeiro brothers were undoubtedly looking for.
The 1,400 mile drive to Lafayette took almost four days; Johnny kept to I- 81 and I-59 Southbound, with periodic long, circuitous detours to circle around and pick up the interstates much further along, just in case anyone was following them. It was the longest drive Justine had ever been on. The long days on the road and short, restless nights in grimy back-road motels were getting on her nerves, so it was with a long sigh of relief that she finally started seeing the signs for Lafayette.
Johnny, however, showed no sign of stopping, and Justine, by now sick of the road, the car, and the constant traffic, finally asked him where in the Sam Hill they were going, the damned turnoff was right there, and she wanted a shower, a proper shower, in a real bathroom, one where the floor didn't come alive every time she switched on the damned light!
Johnny grinned at her.
"Baby-girl, we can't stay in no slick city hotel or motel; if Mister Jerome was right, those people got someone in the police precincts watchin' out for signs of us; they see us use credit cards anywhere, or even ATM's, they'll know where we are, and they gonna be on us like flies on shit. They prolly know by now I come-up from New Orleans, so they gonna figure we headin' back there jest as fast as we can, which is why we come this way."
He patted her knee reassuringly even as he threaded through the building traffic.
"Minou, I know someplace real safe, don't you worry, ain't no-one comin' out there less'n they itchin' to get their heads blown clean off. You just set a while longer, we be there soon, an' you can have as many showers you think you need; don't see why though; you look an' smell jest fine from where I'm sittin'!"
Justine couldn't help but grin back at his lecherous grin, and reached over to punch him in the upper arm.
"Ow, what that for?" he exclaimed.
"That's for dragging me off on this wild goose chase," she pouted, then smiled and reached over again to squeeze his crotch, making him buck, and the Blazer swerve, before he recovered. "And that's for later, Country-Boy, long as I get my shower first!"
Johnny circled around Lafayette proper so they were approaching from the West, through farmland and smallholdings until he swung off the main Ridge Road and followed a dusty blacktop to the end and onto an unmarked winding country road, to finally swing into the dooryard of a small, frame house. The house looked neat, clean, and deserted, but Justine could feel eyes on her, and when she made as if to step out of the vehicle, Johnny stopped her.
"Nuh-uh, you-all just set a moment, real quiet-like. I'll just get out- "
"Heh! Qu'est que tu veux?" (Hey! What do you want!!?) shouted a voice from nowhere Justine could tell, and Johnny froze, his hands above his head as he slid out of the car.
"Tante Amice? C'est moi, Jean-Bastiènne, ou est tu?" (Aunt Amice? It's me, Jean-Bastiènne, where are you?) called Johnny grinning even as he turned around slowly to face the house. A muffled curse came to Justine's ears and the screen door banged open to reveal a small, wiry old woman training a twelve-bore on them.
"Jean-Bastiènne? What the hell you done to your hair, boy?" grinned the old lady, "I like to have shot your fool head off you didn't call out, and who that in the car? She with you? You married yet? Both of you better come on up, don't stand aroun' like idjits!"
Johnny grinned as he handed Justine down from the car and herded her inside the small house. Once inside, Johnny made the introductions.
"Justine Pellini, meet ma tante Amice, she my maw-maw half-sister. Tante Amice, meet my girl, Justine; we headin' home, but we got to be in Lafayette in two days, 's why I'm here. We on'y need to stay couple days, we take care of our business in Lafayette, then we headin' down the bayou; we got trouble on our tail, an' I was figgerin' to let them boys chasin' us get a taste o' real Southern hospitality, you get my drift?"
Amice grinned as she reached up to tweak Johnny's ear.
"I do indeed, yes I do! Kind of makes me wish I was forty years younger so's I could help make them fellers real welcome! You a bad boy, an' you a lawman, Jean-Bastiènne, but you still my petit boug, and your maw-maw skin me she find out I don't help you along your way. What you want fust?"
Johnny grinned impishly, looking once again like the boy she used to punish with clockwork regularity, but could never stay mad at.
"Justine a city-girl, she think she need a shower, and I could sure use some of yo' hush-puppies an' maque-choux right now, an' if you got any rice an' gravy...?"
*
Justine luxuriated in the hot shower; Amice's single bathroom was small, but very clean, and she had no hesitation in stepping into the shower cubicle and washing off three days of road-dust and the memory of those grime-pit motels they'd been sleeping in on their way here. She was in a world of her own, reveling in the steamy heat of the small cubicle, but still felt no surprise when a pair of large, warm hands slid around her waist and cupped her breasts.
"John, no! Your aunt's in the next room!" she half hissed, half giggled, then groaned softly as his stiff cock parted her buttocks as it slid into the cleft between them.
"Stop it, Johnny-Bear..." she moaned, even as she pushed back against him, wriggling and rubbing her soft, springy buttocks against his hardness.
"Why should I, when I already got these..." Johnny murmured in her ear, rubbing his palms over her taut nipples, the sensation sending a bolt of pleasure through her. Justine gasped again when Johnny's thick erection slid between her thighs and rubbed along her swelling labia, and she instinctively thrust her rump out as she spread her legs. Johnny grazed and nibbled his sister's neck as he slowly slid into her, grinning into her neck as she softly chanted "omigod, omigod, yess, yess, omigod..."
Johnny was just getting into his stroke when Justine abruptly pulled away from him, shocking him into stillness.
"Hey, what I do?" he asked, then grinned as she turned and smiled up at him.



"Like this, Johnny-Bear, I wanna do it like this..." she whispered, before kissing him as she wrapped her arms around his neck.
Johnny took the hint, and lifted her by her thighs, slowly sliding once more back into her. Justine gasped at the renewed invasion, and clamped her lips over his even as she wrapped her legs around his waist, holding herself onto him as he leaned her against the wall.
Time and the real world seemed to disappear as John and his beautiful sister fucked so energetically, humping against the wall of the shower while the hot water cascaded over them both. Justine was the first to break; orgasm boiled and flared inside her, tensing her arms and legs into an unbreakable lock around her Johnny, her small teeth biting into his shoulder almost deep enough to draw blood in the extremity of her pleasure as she whined and shuddered in one gigantic wave of pleasure after another.
As Justine came, her pussy tightened around Johnny's swollen cock, stilling him inside her even as he gave a deep, sighing groan, unable to hold it back as her pussy milked him of his spunk, long, thrilling spurts of spunk boiling out of him and powering deep into her.
How long Johnny held her immobile against the wall neither of them knew; both of them were too wrapped in each other as they thrilled in the aftermath of their stupendous climaxes to even sense the passage of time, until Justine eventually broke their long, soulful kiss to squeeze Johnny's sensitive cock with her pussy, jarring him back to reality.
"Oh my God, what was that?" she breathed. "Because I want more, soon! Johnny-Bear, I always loved you, now I know why! That was just the most unbelievable...the rest of my life, Johnny-Bear, that's how much I want us to be like that, the rest of my life, you hear me?!"
Johnny squeezed her soft buttock even as he kissed her tenderly on her cheek, her eyelids, the tip of her nose, and finally her lips.
"That's all I ever want it to be too, Minou; I cain't promise it always will be, but I swear on mama's heart I'll always try to make everything as perfect for you as it is right now, Baby-Girl; I love you, Minou-minou, an' I always will."
Justine's eyes glowed at the love and commitment she heard in his voice, saw in his eyes, felt in his arms around her, even as tears gathered in the corners of her eyes. To hide her momentary confusion, she slapped his bare backside and smiled up at him.
"And now look at the mess you made of me! I need to shower all over again, Johnny B, so either make yourself useful and do my back, or make yourself scarce; land sakes, what must your aunt be thinking right now?"
Johnny pulled her closer for one last kiss;
"Tante Amice gone for a little walk; she know you an' me got things to say an' do, she givin' us a little privacy, but she back soon, so I guess I better go. Hurry out, Minou, I get antsy I don't have you a-hangin' on my arm an' bein' all pushy, an' nosy an' inquisitive like..."
Justine hit him in the face with a soapy washcloth for that, and Johnny had to contend with her peals of laughter as he washed the suds out of his eyes.
*
Dinner with Amice was a slightly unsettling experience for Justine; when Amice saw her for the first time without the red wig, she did a classic double-take, before taking her by her chin and gently turning her face to one side to study her profile, clucking at her bruises, and raising an enquiring eyebrow at Johnny.
"You look kinda familiar, child; I know your folks?" she asked.
Justine looked at Johnny for a cue, but he just nodded resignedly, so Justine had no choice but to tell her.
"You must mean my...my mother; she lived down in, in...Houma before I was born; she..."
But Amice touched her finger to her lip, silencing her with a smile.
"I reckon I do know your mama after all; I remember she was a pretty gal, you favor her more'n a touch. You an' Jean-Bastiènne happy?"
Justine nodded, flushing, her hand creeping across the table to join with Johnny's. Amice smiled at that, reaching out to flick Justine's hair back from her face.
"I can see why he with you. Long as he happy, an' you happy with him, nothin' else matter; too many people worry 'bout too many little things an' forget the things 'sposed to matter the most; long as you an' Jean-Bastiènne happy, and you sure you OK with what you doing, t'ain't my place to go castin' no aspersions on what you doin'. My petit-boug, my Jean-Bastiènne a naughty li'l fiend when he small, he try my patience 'most daily, but he still a sweet boy, an' he happy, so I'm happy, and ain't no-one gonna say nothin' different in my hearin'; jest you make sure his maw-maw know the why's an' wherefore's first."
Amice patted Johnny's hand where it lay over Justine's.
"Some folks down home may not take too kindly to what you doin', always 'sposin' you get careless an' they find out, so yawl gonna need her on your side if things get rough with the family. At least you got one thing in your favour; most everyone in the family got a sof' spot somewhere for Jean-Bastiènne, an' all the gals gonna be real protective 'bout him; he either their big brother or they're his big sisters, so I don't see no real problems that way."
Johnny sat up talking with his Great-Aunt after Justine, pleading tiredness, had retired for the night, mostly catching-up with the family, hearing the latest gossip, and the usual tale of births, marriages, and deaths ("hatches, matches, an' despatches" in Amice's words), until conversation wound down and there was only one thing left to discuss.
"So why you runnin', Jean-Bastiènne? " asked Amice, "it ain't your way; I remember what you like as a boy, what kind o' young man you was, an' what you like as sheriff's deputy, an' I never know you run from nuthin'; how big this trouble you-all got follerin' you, an' I shore hope t'warn't you put them bruises on that li'l girl's face, 'cause if it was...?"
Johnny related the whole story, Carlo, what he'd done and who he owed money to, how they'd come looking for their money and found Johnny, the threats, and what he'd done to neutralize their threats, and how deadly the fallout from that encounter could be.
Amice was grinning broadly by the time he'd finished.
"They sound like they not in a forgiving mood; mebbe you an' tante Maigrette's boys lead 'em on a little fool's errand through the Atchafalaya; we got more kin than freckles on a ugly kid through there, lotta swamps, sloughs, an' wild country to git through, they could just be gone and no-one ever hear from them ever again...?" she said, sounding hopeful, but Johnny shook his head regretfully.
"Won't work, tante Amice; they disappear, more gon' come lookin' for evens; no, we gotta throw a scare in them that keep them far away for good, we got to make them so mad they big bosses come down here to do what their hired hands couldn't, an' that when we really show them what bayou folk are like when they pissed-off enough to push back."
"Sounds like you been giving this some thought, petit-boug, you-all mebbe want to share a little?" mused Amice. Johnny grinned up at the rafters as he gathered his thoughts.
"Two days time we got to be in Lafayette; Justine's inherited a powerful amount o' cash from her daddy, and she got trustees she didn't know about, so she got to meet them an' tell them what she wants doin' with all that money, while I got to get them to find me a way to cut her loose from that no-account husband of hers so's he don't grab any o' what she got; then we got to run down the bayou 'fore them fellers trailin' us know where we gone for certain. I figure to take them down to Ghost Lake, long way from the families, but somewhere the boys know real well; once we got them there, I reckon we'll show them what it mean to come bargin' in where they ain't invited..."
Amice smiled grimly.
"You go rest now, boy; I think I'll have a talk with tout tes oncles, 'specially Lubin an' Audhemar, mebbe see what your cousins Louis-Marc and Jean-Noèl doin', too. Looks like you plannin' big fais-do-do; I jes' wonder if them city-boys gonna 'preciate all the effort you-all puttin' in!"
Justine was fast asleep when Johnny came into the small bedroom, but she woke as soon as he tried slipping into bed next to her. Her warm little bottom slid into him as he spooned her, and she took his arm and silently draped it around herself.
"You're aunt's real nice, Johnny; she knew right away, but she didn't say anything..."
Johnny breathed in the scent of her hair as he held her just a little closer, smiling at his memories of his aunt.
"Tante Amice my maw-maw's baby sister, but she just like Maw-maw; sweet as pie, gentle as they come, an' hands like two by fours when she need to hand out a lickin'! She whupped me good all the time when I was little boy, mostly for gettin' Odélie an' Mélette, her gran'daughters, mussed up in the swamp catfishin' or stickin' bullfrogs, or buyin' them hot cinnamon candy an' getting' it everywhere, seemed like, an' bringin' 'em home all stained an' sticky; they 'bout same age as me, so we allus out an' about together, but she look after me real good, too; she little but she brave, she face down rival 'shiners all the time when she an' noncle Zack working the still an' they wanna come in an' bust it up. She got four sons an three daughters up an' down the Atchafalaya, and she real good with that ole twelve-gauge. Her real name 'Armentine', but don't you go callin' her that, she still holdin' it agin her daddy for doin' that to her..."
Justine grinned to herself as she listened to Johnny's accent thicken and become tinged with the musical French-Creole accent the closer he got to home; now he wasn't doing it to entertain her; now he was back in his country, and his old life was coming back to him, and she liked that.
Johnny in New York had always seemed like a restless bear prowling its cage in a zoo; he was too big for the small world he'd accepted for her sake; out here, where he could see, hear, and smell his old life catching up with him, he was once again becoming who he really was, and she was excited to see that. Johnny-B, her Johnny, was only part of the whole man; now, perhaps, she'd get to see him become Jean-Bastiènne Deaucette once again, and the thought of that filled her with clean excitement and a thrill of anticipation. The cut-down version of himself he'd become in order to care for her was wonderful enough, so she could scarcely imagine what the whole package was like.
Thinking thoughts like this, with the sound of crickets chirruping in the still heat of the night, she fell asleep, feeling safe and comforted at the thought of Johnny and his mysterious kin stepping-up to save her.
*
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Two days after arriving back in Louisiana, rested and relaxed after their short stay with Tante Amice, Johnny's aunt, they were pulling-up outside an anonymous townhouse shaded by a large cottonwood on Englewood Drive in Lafayette; it was a nice house, but nothing stand-out compared to the other, more luxurious homes of the neighborhood. Justine was agog with curiosity, and not a little apprehension at the thought of meeting these shadowy 'trustees' who'd apparently been an intimate part of her life since she was a young girl.
Johnny looked around carefully, then herded Justine up to the front door, keeping himself between her and the street as much as possible as he hustled her inside and quickly closed the door behind him, clicking-on the deadbolt and flipping down the door-stop.
Justine was still trying to take everything in as he led her into a large family room, with a long polished table in the middle of the room, and several people already seated around it. Justine recognized Jerome Baxter, but then her jaw dropped as she suddenly took in who the other female occupant of the room was. Jerome grinned at her expression as she sat down in a daze.
"Johnny, Justine, glad to see you made it here in one piece! Justine, I'd like you to meet..." but Justine blurted out her name before he could say further.
"Moonbeam O'Shaughnessy, Oh my God...!" she breathed, awestruck and almost paralyzed with hero-worship at being in the same room as the world's most instantly recognizable teen supermodel, or, as she referred to herself, the oldest fourteen year-old in the world.
"Relax, Justine, you're among friends, and besides, I'm just like you, really!" smiled Moonbeam, "And call me 'Moon', please; everyone else does."
Awestruck at even being addressed by such a celebrity, Justine hardly noticed the other people drifting into the room and smiling at her as they seated themselves around the table, but a few things began to trickle through the haze, and a bell began ringing 'dead-slow' in her head as certain clues started to add-up; when she turned her head to take her first real look at the room's other occupants, her stomach flip-flopped as the faces in front of her suddenly snapped into focus.
Johnny grinned as he took her hand, squeezing it reassuringly.
"Minou, these here people are your friends, and they been lookin' out for you since your défan papa passed away; Mama and Mister Jerome and these good people made sure everything you got stayed safe an' protected while you growin' up. Now it time to meet them, OK? Jes' be calm, Minou, ain't no-one here gonna bite you."
With that, he looked at the beautiful, dark-haired girl sitting across the table from them, one of the biggest movie stars in the world. Justine's mouth sagged open as almost total shock set in.
"Justy, this here Miss Kelly Delano, I guess you-all likely know of her; she been one o' your trustees since mama passed away. That man sittin' over there, his name Robin, Robin Matthews, an' the blonde lady nex' to him, she your lawyer, an' his wife; her name-..."
But Justine cut in, her eyes wide and shocked.
"Cassie Matthews, I saw her in the movies...oh my God..." When another blonde woman walked in from the kitchen carrying a tray of cups and a coffee-pot, Justine slumped back in almost total shock.
"Johnny, Johnny, look, oh my fucking God, that's, that's... it's, it's, oh God, Johnny, it's Angel Graves-..." she stammered, but Johnny hadn't finished.
"An' finally, las' but not least, this here gentleman's Tommy, Miz Angel's husband, an' your chief financial wizard; he an' Miz Cassie the main reasons you still got everythin' your daddy left you, and then some."
Justine said nothing, her expression one of dazed shock as her eyes flicked from one face to the next, each one more famous than the one before, until finally coming to rest on Johnny's calm, smiling face.
"Johnny...why...how...what's going on, baby? Why are Angel Graves and Kelly Delano, and Moonbeam O'Shaughnessy here? What have you done...?"
Johnny could see the shock and confusion in her eyes, so decided to give it to her straight.
"Baby, I already tole you some o' this; when your daddy pass away, mama and Carlo's daddy, Mister Bruno, converted all his assets to cash, sold all the businesses, an' put the money in banks aroun' the world; Bahamas, Cayman Islands, St. Lucia, Luxembourg, any place they could find to keep it safe. Mama made me your trustee, an' because Mister Jerome advised mama Jane an' used his contacts to help mama Jane hide what was yours an' keep it safe, mama made him 'nother trustee, 'long with Mister Bruno; he love your daddy, they was boyhood frien's, closer than brothers, an' he wanted to make good an' damn sure no gold-diggin' fortune-hunter come along and take it away from you; even his own son..."
Johnny paused, his eyes far away.
"When mama...taken from us, me, an' Mister Bruno, and Mister Jerome, too, we started lookin' for people we could trust to help keep what was yours safe for you, an' that was when Mister Jerome asked Tommy to lend a han'; o'course, where Tommy goes, Miz Angel go too, an' her bestest frien' is Miz Cassie; she a lawyer, so now she's your lawyer. I trust them, Minou, an' so should you; they and Miss Kelly've been doin' a right good job of keepin' a close eye on what's due you."
Johnny paused to take a breath, obviously gathering his thoughts, while Justine watched, hardly daring to breathe, still mind-blown that her Johnny-Bear knew these people at all, let alone that he had become so close to them; that she was even sitting in the same room as these people still seemed like some kind of surreal fantasy...
Johnny glanced at her shocked expression, a ghost of a smile flitting across his lips as he continued speaking.
"Carlo's daddy once tole me, just 'fore he passed away, not to trust Carlo, ever; imagine, his own daddy tole me that, but then, I 'spose he know his son better'n anyone else. Miz Cassie, she your lawyer since mama passed away, she make sure everythin' we done all legal an' above board, 'cept the parts that ain't, but I'll let Tommy explain that, he's good at doin' stuff no-one understand 'til it bite them in the ass..."
Justine followed with rapt attention as the tale of how and why Johnny knew such people, what they had to do with her, and what they were doing here right now, unfolded. It was a story of deceit, deception, legal jiggery-pokery, and downright chicanery, all designed to do one thing; protect her inheritance from Carlo and others like him.
Justine tried to take it all in, but her head was spinning as Johnny, with help from the others, laid out how they'd played the pea and shell game with her finances. She listened as long as humanly possible, but the questions bubbling inside her finally wouldn't be stilled any longer.
No matter how fascinating the deft sleight of hand and smoke and mirror shenanigans Tommy, Cassie, Johnny, and even Jerome had been indulging in, apparently for years, there were still huge blanks, gaps that needed filling.
"Johnny, why is Kelly Delano here? No offense, but she's like, Hollywood, she's...she's...how the hell is she part of this? And Moonbeam O'Shaugnessy? Really? And OK, I know why you say Cassie Matthews is here, but, really? Cassie Matthews, THE Cassie Matthews is my real, actual, no shitting me, lawyer? Again; really? And how about explaining to me again, real slow, just what in the Hell Angel Graves has got to do with me? What's really going on?"
Johnny took her small hand in his big paw and patted it, idly lacing his fingers between hers.
"Minou, Miss Kelly my oldes' frien' in New York, I know her from when I was still jes' deputy back to home, we kind of fixed some trouble down in New Orleans, an' we been keepin' in touch ever since; she one of Baxter-Harkoff's clients too, jes' like Miss Moonbeam, and' when she in New York, I take care of her too; no-one got any sense gonna try anything with her while I'm around!"
He grinned at Kelly, who smiled back, before continuing.
"She my friend, Minou, an' she one o' your trustees because I trust her. Miss Moonbeam too, she been one of my clients since Day One, she know me, I know her real well, she a frien' now, not jus' someone I work with, an' I trust her because I know how trustworthy an' honest she is; she's mom, she got kids too, she carin' and concerned for their future, jus' like she care about yo' future. They both care 'bout you, an' I trust them both to do right by you, jus' like I trust ever' other person in this room."
Kelly reached over and took Justine's other hand.
"Justine, don't you believe him; Johnny saved my life in New Orleans; he taught me there's a world out there I knew nothing about, and how to survive in it. He's a good man, the best I know, and he loves you deeply; you're so lucky to have someone like him in your life, he'll make sure you have the best life there is, he'll keep you safe, and he'll never let you down; when Johnny B's got my back I feel safer than I would with a platoon of marines, and you should too; he's the best of the best, believe it..."
As she said it, Justine saw the look Kelly gave Johnny, one quick glance, but it was enough to feel the sudden gust of longing and sorrow that she could never be in his life, no matter how hard she wanted it to be. Suddenly, Justine felt very close to Kelly Delano, and a pang of sorrow for her tragedy, Hollywood superstar though she was; with the pick of the Hollywood elite ready to fall at her feet, and the most eligible men in the world poised to do her bidding, still she'd managed to fall in love with a man who'd never feel the same way about her, who'd never even know.
"Johnny, you haven't told me why I still need trustees; surely I'm old enough now..." said Justine, hoping to cover her confusion amid the welter of emotions Kelly's words, spoken and unspoken, had stirred inside her.
Johnny grinned at her, and Justine shifted in her seat at that grin; she'd seen it before, usually just before he shoved a wet dishrag or a handful of ice cubes down the back of her panties, so she braced for impact.
"Baby-girl, I already tole you how Mama, Mister Bruno, an' Mister Jerome, with help from Miz Cassie an' a few other people, sold-off all your daddy's companies, stock options, shares, negotiable bonds, everythin' he owned or had a share of, an' deposited it all, for when you ready an' all growed up, in offshore tax-havens aroun' the world; right now, you worth maybe fifteen million dollars an' change, mebbe even more, I ain't been following too closely what Miz Cassie been doin'. You cain't trust one man or one bank with all that; things happen, banks fail, people get greedy, so we set up a board of trustees an' put your money all over the place, a little here, a little there, so you don't lose it all if somethin' happen; for now, the chairman of your trustees is Miss Cassie, an' she set up the whole thing so no trustee can financially benefit from the trust, jus' you, jus' like mama Jane wanted."
Justine sat stock-still, the words 'Fifteen million dollars' once more circling around and around in her head. Johnny squeezed her hand, bringing her back down to reality with a bump, clearing her head enough for her to ask some questions that might help her make sense of this whole crazy situation.
"Johnny, you didn't answer me before; is this why Angel Graves is here too? Is she one of these 'trustees' you say I have?"
Before Johnny could answer, Angel spoke up, a big grin on her face.
"Most people call me Angie, Justine. Like Johnny said, where Tommy goes, I go, but I'm no trustee. I could never deal with the paperwork. I'm just here to make coffee when Moon's tired of being asked, though it's not as good as hers, of course, and to provide the comic relief, and Birdie, sorry, 'Robin' is here because it never hurts to have a big guy hanging around in back! Besides, he likes to watch Cassie and Tommy play the kind of brain-games that would make Einstein faint with envy; believe me, they have ways of tying things up that a kitten and a ball of string couldn't manage in a million years. You have some strong allies sitting around this table, so relax, dear, they'll do right by you."
Justine shook her head dazedly; she knew she was supposed to be rich; hadn't Johnny told her that way back when they first ran from New York? But that was one thing; now, these people, superstars and darlings of the world's media, somehow they were part of all this too; had been for years. How could she have been so unaware?
Of course, the answer was staring at her; they'd deliberately kept her ignorant, and for one tiny second she felt a tiny spark of resentment, just as quickly quenched at the realization that if she'd known, Carlo would have found out, and he'd have taken it all, or at least tried to.
With this bunch on her side she couldn't think that he'd have got very far with it. It was a moment almost of epiphany; Johnny had been perfectly right to distrust Carlo, he'd been right all along; even his own father had warned Johnny about him. The sound of Jerome clearing his throat caught her attention, as it did Johnny's.
"Johnny, the main reason I asked for this meeting was to introduce Justine to her trustees, but also to clarify a few things. Now that Justine and Carlo are getting divorced for sure, we had to take steps to make sure Giancarlo Pellini never sees a penny of her inheritance; under New York law, he could conceivably be able to lay claim to a sizeable chunk, if not half, of everything Justine stood to inherit, or at least tie it up for years while lawyers scrabbled and squabbled over it, just so she couldn't get to it; Bruno never wanted that to happen, and I certainly didn't, either, so we have a way to cut him and his scheming out of the picture for good."
He paused, to let what he was saying have time to sink in, and get them ready for what was coming next.
"John, the best way around this is to remove you as a trustee; we already have paperwork in-hand to show you relinquished that duty on Justine's eighteenth birthday, and then we can transfer all her funds to you, with yet more paperwork in-hand to prove incontrovertibly that the transfer to you was made after her legal majority, but before she married Carlo. This will have the effect of retrospectively removing the possibility of Carlo being able to make any kind of claim in the future if and when the marriage fails."
He paused again, seeing the rebellion rising in Johnny's eyes, so he plowed on, hoping to get to the point before Johnny boiled over.
"It will also prove beyond doubt that we ceased being her trustees the instant that transfer was made; no paperwork, no minutes of meetings, no records of any kind will exist beyond the date Justine passed her trust over to you five years ago. The only records that will remain will prove incontrovertibly that you became the sole owner and possessor of all Justine's funds the day after her eighteenth birthday. You take ownership, we fade away into the background, and Carlo Pellini and his shysters will be left scratching their heads. "
Johnny was stunned; no, this wasn't going to happen, it belonged to Justy, not him, he wasn't going to help himself to everything so many people had worked so long to keep safe for her, it wasn't right...
Tommy shifted in his seat, causing Johnny to look in his direction.
"Johnny, please, listen a minute before you fly off the handle. Any trust can be broken if you put enough time and effort into it. Mind, it'd take a lot to bust this one up, but Cassie says it could be done. So we looked for something that wasn't just 'might be okay'.We looked for something ironclad 'will work whatever happens', and you're it. The only person in the world we'd trust with this is you; you and Justine are a couple, inseparable, and we all know you'll only ever do what's best for her. By giving you ownership of all her funds back in the past, before she ever married Carlo, he and the slickest lawyers he can hire aren't going to be able to pry a thin dime out of her. We all know you wouldn't act less than honorably when it comes to protecting her interests, and while we all here know who and what you both really are to each other, at the end of the day, legally, if push came to shove, you'll still be her brother, not her spouse, and they won't be able to touch a single cent of 'your' money. Think of it. Carlo tried to marry money, but she gave it all away before she married. Oh I want to see his face when he finds out!"
Tommy started to laugh, and even Johnny grinned as he thought of that glorious sight, relaxing as the sense of what Tommy said trickled through. Only one thing troubled him, though.
"OK folks, I understand what you done, and why, but Miz Cassie, you can explain why am I not a trustee no more?"
Cassie leaned forward and patted Johnny's hand.
"Think, Johnny; if you were still a trustee, you wouldn't have been able to benefit financially from the trust, in fact, we wouldn't have been able to do what we needed to do to protect Justine's inheritance; we couldn't have assigned it all to you. By retrospectively removing you from the Board of Trustees, we could legally sign-over all of Justine's investments and trust funds to you, at her request, of course, properly documented, and drop out of sight. Let me explain something."
Cassie leaned on the table, her eyes on Justine and Johnny.
"John, your mother wanted to make the trust as watertight as possible, so she included a couple of strange, but perfectly legal conditions; the terms of the trust are interesting, with self-perpetuating trustees, zero remuneration, and complete freedom to invest, with no 'cautious investor' rule, but she also included the direction to the trustees to make payments of principal and interest to Justine or as directed by her whenever she deems fit but not as directed by anyone else, even a court, unless she delegates the right to receive the proceeds of the trust to you, John. If that happens, since you're of full age the trust ends, we disappear, and everything is yours, free and clear of any possible claim from Carlo."



Cassie paused to smile reassuringly at the pair of them.
"This is what Justine's hopefully going to do in a few minutes, John, because it makes the trust legally yours; in fact, once she signs the assignment, legally, it always was, at least since she came of age, it never became hers within the timeframe of her marriage, and Carlo can have no possible claim on it. The settlor of the trust, your mother, anticipated what could eventually come about, in fact she was counting on this happening, what we're doing here and now, should the need arise; Jane confided in Jerome that Justine's father knew what your mother and baby sister meant to you, and he always believed that, should anything happen to him, you would be there for them, and especially for Justine. This is why we had no hesitation in doing things this way, because we knew you'd see the right of it and go along with it for Justine's sake."
Cassie smiled reassuringly at Justine.
"Justine, there is one more thing; that terrible day your poor father passed away, Bruno made a clandestine visit to Antonio's private office and removed a series of document wallets from his safe, which he gave to your mother; your father set great store by them, and Bruno didn't want them falling into anyone else's hands. Jane in turn gave them to Jerome to keep safe, and I've had them locked away ever since in a very safe place indeed. The contents were mostly shares bought many years ago in what Justine's father considered interesting, potentially money-spinning small start-up ventures with strange names that tickled his fancy. Justine, you have several thousand shares each of 'Google', 'Apple', 'Yahoo', and 'Skype'; I estimate the total value of your shares to be somewhere close to fifteen million dollars; along with the fifteen million dollars already realized and accrued from the sale of your father's businesses and assets, your trust fund is worth today approximately thirty million dollars."
Justine's jaw dropped in shock, but Johnny still looked puzzled, and not at all convinced.
"I still don' like this; how can I just scoop-up all her money without she gettin' no say in it? 'tain't right..."
Tommy grinned at Cassie and slipped his arm around Angie's waist as she sat on his lap.
"Johnny, Cassie and Jerome saw what Carlo was, just like you did; they saw you were having enough problems accepting Justine's marriage without burdening you with their suspicions, so they took steps to make sure she was protected. And we haven't given anything to you yet; Justine still has to sign it all over to you, which is what this meeting is mostly about. One thing, though. You can't give it all back to her, not until a year after the divorce is finalized, or Carlo will make some kind of claim on it. It may not be a good claim. Cassie knows that, but there'll be enough smoke and mirrors to tie everything up again, and not in a good way."
He grinned at Justine and squeezed Angel's waist, making her giggle, before continuing.
"Johnny, you know by now that Cassie's got a mind like a seven-sided Rubik's cube; no matter how much you think you're seeing, there's always going to be something you can't see, and won't ever see; thinking like that lets her plan for contingencies I never would have thought of, and so she and Jerome just went off and got a little creative before Justine got married, just in case. As you know, the board of trustees needs a quorum of four to make executive decisions, so Kelly, Cassie, Jerome, and yours truly got together and made some plans, drew-up some paperwork we didn't tell you about, signed it all off, and sat back to wait and see what happened, because we could all see Justine walking out on that feckless idiot. It was given to us to protect her from sharks and gold-diggers. We did it our way."
Tommy leaned back in his chair, and settled Angie more comfortably on his lap.
"As soon as we heard that Justine had left Carlo, but before she filed for a divorce, we the trustees filed the paperwork that we'd all signed-off on, backdated to before Justine even got married; a very amenable judge in upstate New York with a deep dislike of the kind of money-grubbing bottom-feeder Carlo is had no issue with filing the paperwork and backdating it to one day after Justine's eighteenth birthday once we clued him in, just so the paper-trail stops with you before Carlo ever got his mitts on her."
Tommy glanced over at Cassie, who reached out and patted Johnny's hand again, before taking up the story.
"John, everything now shows you'd always been the beneficiary of the trust, never a trustee, it has been yours since the day Justine signed it over to you; all we need is her signature on this piece of paper, and I guarantee one thing; no matter how hard he plots, plans, or schemes, Carlo will never see a penny of her money. Knowing the kind of idiot he is, he'll never even suspect just what she has, but just in case he does some digging, he's going to hit a wall we put up five years ago, a wall he'll never get through."
Cassie slid the paper across the table to Justine, who took it and looked helplessly at Johnny.
"Baby, if I sign this, then Carlo's gone forever?"
Johnny nodded, and squeezed her hand reassuringly.
"Soon as we can get it fixed, Minou; this your decision, Baby-Girl, you want time to think some?"
Justine shook her head as she picked up the pen, a momentary sadness passing through her as she signed; no matter that no court had made any decision yet, this was really the final act in the end of her marriage. She felt guilty at the thought of leaving Carlo out so completely, but then the image of a bony fist crashing into her face once more reared up inside her, and she pushed the sadness and regret back down inside; Carlo had brought this on himself; now Johnny-Bear was who she had to worry about, not the lost and dead past, and he was more than enough.
Justine passed the document to Johnny, who quickly scanned through it, a standard assignment authorization, before handing it to Jerome, who grinned as he put it in his briefcase.
"John, now that we have that final assignment, if or when Carlo's lawyer decides to do some investigating he's going to find that, prior to her marriage, but still legally an adult, Justine signed-over all her father's accrued assets to you, and came into the marriage some months later with just the money from your mom's insurance, the apartment in Mineola, and nothing more. Checking to find out just what 'assets' she possessed on the day of the marriage, he's going to find the deeds for the Mineola apartment, alas, now long sold and disposed of by Carlo, a few checking accounts with a couple of hundred dollars in each one, and a savings account with $2,000 in it, and nothing else. Carlo and his lawyers are in for a thin time of it if they decide to play hardball, because he's already had every last penny of Justine's money; I almost feel sorry for him...almost." From Tommy's grin, it was clear that he didn't feel any sorrow for Carlo at all.
Justine's head was spinning as she tried to follow what these people, world-famous people, were doing to help Johnny help her; all she could understand was that suddenly she was rich, but then she wasn't, but Johnny was, because she'd apparently just given all this mythical money to him (although the paperwork said she'd done it years earlier), which she didn't understand, but had no problem with; he was her Johnny-Bear, she'd have given it all to him ten times over if he'd asked for it.
Justine got the sense that somehow, Johnny's friends had made good and damn sure Carlo would get nothing more from her, and if he tried, he'd spend the rest of his life in a tail-chasing exercise these brilliant, devious, people had devised solely for his benefit.
"So Johnny, what do we do now? Those people in New York..." she began, but stopped when Robin cleared his throat.
"Justine, we couldn't do much about those scum, so Jerome's advice is still the best; take them down to the backwoods with you and let Johnny's kin deal with them. I already took the liberty of talking with Johnny's grandma, Miz Eulalie; she knows what's going on, and she and some of Johnny's family are preparing a little welcoming committee if or when those scum show up. Tommy and me, we'll do what we can here, and Cassie's got some friends with real weight in the Commission investigating organized crime in New York City, but for now you'll be safe as you can be on Johnny's home turf, so go there, keep ahead of those assholes, and let Johnny and his family take care of them."
The meeting more or less broke up then in a sudden flurry of activity as everyone prepared to slip away as unobtrusively as possible; Justine had to grin when Kelly Delano, probably Hollywood's most beautiful, most bankable property, showed up with no makeup, with dark rings under her eyes, cheap and clunky horn-rimmed glasses with lenses like bottle-bottoms, lank, straggly hair scraped back and held down with a cheap Alice band, ripped, faded jeans and stained old sneakers, and a patched and bobbled sweater; Justine would have walked straight past her on any sidewalk in New York without a second glance.
Angie and Cassie's transformation was even more jaw-dropping; gone was the pair of svelte blondes, and in their place were two thick-waisted, shabbily-dressed middle-aged matrons, their immaculate blonde hair scraped back in untidy buns, and she could swear there was something different about their teeth; they looked like the kind of household drudges who spent their lives gossiping in Laundromats, not two of the most famously glamorous women in America.
Moon was dressed in the usual assortment of knock-off designer label clothing any typical fourteen year-old fashion victim would be expected to be seen in, complete with a Von Dutch ball-cap (examined closely, the logo would read 'Von Butch'...), little white ear-bud headphones with white leads trailing to a battered cell with a cracked screen clutched in her hand, ragged fingernails bitten down to the quick, a nose ring, and replica 'Police' sunshades. She looked so typically teen and nondescript that one would be hard-put to describe her to another person, nor even remember her clearly, five minutes after seeing her. Jerome was also getting into the spirit of things, bundling himself into a stained trench-coat, with his briefcase stuffed in a ratty old backpack, and his immaculate hair mussed and lank where it could be seen under the sweat-stained fedora he wore.
There was no disguising Tommy and Robin, not with their size, so they just pulled on ball-caps and faded sweatshirts. Justine was puzzled by all the theatrics, something Tommy noticed, and grinned at her puzzlement.
"We don't know who's watching the house, Justine, and anyone who sees Angel Graves and Kelly Delano walking out of here with you in-tow is gonna start thinking things; if your friends have caught up with you, that'd tip them off who else is in this thing, hence the fancy dress."
He grinned wolfishly.
"Just in case anyone who's not supposed to be here did show up, well, we've got a little girl with a big old sniper rifle holed up somewhere round here with a bead drawn on this place; anyone we don't know tries to make their way in, they're gonna be wandering around looking for the rest of their head, 'cos she shoots like Annie Oakley; the way she sees it, anyone stupid or suicidal enough to mess with her mom or her aunt Angie deserves what they get..."
Tommy spoke briefly into a small radio transceiver, and presumably got the all-clear from the concealed sniper-girl, because he quickly herded Johnny and Justine out to the Blazer. Tommy rapped on the driver-side window just as Johnny started the motor, and when he rolled it down, passed him a fat roll of twenties.
"I figured you'd probably be short of cash by now; if Jerome's right, they're watching out for a money-trail for you, so those bank cards of yours are useless to you now; hand 'em over, I've got some tight friends in Seattle who feel like going on a spending-spree, so we'll let those New York assholes go chasing around up in the rain for a while, that should cool them off. Cellphones too, they can be tracked, so we'll play some games with them, too. Take these, you'll need them."
With that, he handed Johnny a card wallet with a selection of credit, ATM, and store cards, and a pair of bulky cell phones.
"PIN numbers are all there, and they've all got high limits on them, so you shouldn't be maxxing them out anytime soon; they're all corporate cards from a shell corporation we created in case we ever needed it, so there's no back-trail for those dummies to follow. The phones are satellite phones, with them you can reach out to anyone on the planet, you don't need a cell-tower for them, so, as far as the cops tracing your signal goes, you'll be completely off-grid; I have a feeling where you're headed there's going to be precious little cell coverage. Just make sure you're facing sort of North-East when you use them, that's where the maritime satellite grid is, but the handset will beep at you when it acquires a signal, just in case; they won't work underground, so don't go spelunking, and try and not drop them in a bayou!"
Tommy grinned and banged twice on the door.
"Go on, get going now, have fun, watch your backs, and we'll be in touch as soon as we have something; Miz Eulalie knows how to reach me, Robin, and Jerome if things get hairy, and we'll see if we can't figure out a way to discourage them! Take care, and be seein' ya!"
As they pulled away from the curb, Justine began to smile as the whole surreal impact of what had just happened hit her; she was rich, but then she wasn't, and some of the most famous people in the world had popped-up and revealed they'd been part of her life for over a decade without her ever being aware of it, and now they weren't, or maybe they still were in another way, because she couldn't see people who'd been so much a part of their lives for so long just backing away and leaving them in the wind. She glanced over at Johnny as he drove, and thought about how she'd always known he was tight-lipped at the best of times, but this was just fucking ridiculous...
Johnny glanced at her and smiled back.
"What you-all grinnin' at, Minou?" he asked.
"...nothing, Johnny-Bear..." she murmured, then leaned over and kissed his cheek.
"Thank you, Country-Boy," she whispered, "Thank you for everything."
Johnny patted her leg.
"T'ain't nothin', Minou; I promised mama-Jane I'd look out for you, that's what I been doin' all along; you my boo'sha, don't you ever go forgettin' that."
Justine sat in silence for a few more minutes, then reached over and trailed her fingers over his crotch, making him start.
"Baby, all those credit cards Tommy gave you? Does that mean we can stay in a real hotel now?" she asked.
Johnny nodded absently, watching the traffic as he changed lanes, while a smile played on his lips, not fooled at all by her innocent-seeming question.
"Good," said Justine, "find us one; you must be awfully tired, Johnny-Bear, wouldn't you like to have a little lie-down, maybe a nap?" she asked, her eyes wide and innocent.
Johnny grinned to himself, playing along with her.
"Sure thing, Minou; now you mention it, I do feel kinda peaky; tell you what, first one we stop at, we get a room, a bite to eat, an' you can sing me a old Cajun lullaby; how that sound?"
Justine struggled to keep a straight face as she answered him.
"Why of course, if you're tired, you should rest; these big ole roads can be so dangerous when you're tired, baby; you need a little rest, and tell you what; why don't I make sure you sleep well?"
Johnny grinned happily to himself at the sight of Justine's innocent expression, with her eyes huge and guileless, as he began scanning for an off-ramp.
*
The motel in New Iberia was clean, had a good diner right next door, and was right up against Bayou Teche, although the view and the food was the last thing on Justine's mind; she had other ideas about what she was going to do...
Some prickle of caution made Johnny park the Blazer mostly out of sight behind the little four-room chalet block they were in, rather in the main parking lot, and he brought their bags in while Justine made a beeline for the shower. When she finally came out, she found Johnny sitting on the edge of the bed, patiently waiting for her, watching daytime TV and actually, genuinely twiddling his thumbs.
"Thought you never finish, li'l gal!" he grinned, his eyes dancing happily when Justine dropped her towel and posed naked for him. He reached for her, but she danced back out of reach.
"Uh-uh, first things first, Swamp-Thing! Get naked, boy, I wanna do things, and you're over-dressed!" she giggled, giving him a full 360.
Johnny licked his lips even as that delicious tightness in his groin began, quickly stripping off his leather bomber jacket, t-shirt, jeans, boots and socks. Justine pursed her lips appreciatively at the bulging outline of his cock in his tight trunks, swaying closer until she could kiss him, while at the same time fondling and gently squeezing his burgeoning erection.
Johnny made a grab for her, but she swerved back out of reach again, grinning minxily.
"Uh-huh, naughty, naughty, Big-Bear; you wanna play grab-ass, you do something for me first!" she grinned, batting his hands away as he reached for her. Johnny grinned wryly and folded his arms, one eyebrow raised in query.
"OK, you wanna play, I'll play along. What you want, cherie?"
Justine rummaged through her travel pack and pulled out a DVD case, showing it to Johnny with a 'tah-da' gesture. Johnny looked at the case in puzzlement, and then recognized the first 'Brother-Sister' sex video he'd bought; he wondered why on earth she'd brought that thing along with her. Justine grinned knowingly at his puzzlement.
"Remember this, Country-Boy? This is where we got going. I want to watch this with you, who knows, maybe you'll get some ideas, kinda, sorta, maybe try some things out with me? You wanna play, this is how I wanna play. You ready?"
Johnny grinned, although a small part of him was still embarrassed at the thought of watching porn with his sister, never mind that they'd been indulging in full-blown sex for over six months now; he tried telling himself this, but that small voice deep down and far away kept up that 'yeah, I know, but still...' Johnny thought of it as his 'because' voice; whenever he wanted to do something he knew he shouldn't, he'd end up asking himself 'well why not?', and that little voice would say 'because; ain't no other reason, just...because...' and then he'd either back down, or go ahead and feel guilty afterwards...
"Looks like we doin' things your way, Minou; what you wanna do first?"
Justine looked at him mysteriously as she slotted the disk into the DVD player.
"First, we watch; then, when it seems like a good time, we'll move on. You got that, Johnny-Bear?"
Johnny nodded, so Justine picked up the remote and swayed back into arm's reach, so he reached for her.
"Ah-ah-ah!" she scolded, batting his hands away again, "No touchie-feelie yet, got it?"
Johnny nodded resignedly, then gasped as she yanked his shorts down and gently squeezed him as he sprang free, sending a thrill coursing through him.
"I thought you said 'no touchie-feelie!" he groaned, but had to smile when she gave him her winsome, 'who, me?' look.
"I never said me, Johnny, only you! Now shut up and get on that bed, I want to watch this movie, with you, and no running commentary, please; just go with the flow..."
Johnny slumped back on the bed, squirming his way up to lie against the headboard. Justine crawled up and joined him, deliberately not touching him, tantalizing him with her nearness, the scent of shower-gel, the fresh berry perfume of her hair.



As she lay close to him, his body reacted to her being in such close proximity, the warmth radiating from her body seeming to scorch him in his heightened state, her own delicate, clean fragrance sending little trills and tremors through him. Having her so close, yet still untouchable, was a special kind of torture for him; he longed for the feel of her nakedness against his skin, to hold her to himself and melt into her, but she'd told him not to touch her, so he wouldn't, not yet; touching would come later, when she was ready.
Justine grinned at him and clicked 'Play' on the remote, then leaned back, watching him as he watched the TV. Every time his eyes strayed to her, she'd elbow him and point at the screen.
"Eyes front, Swamp Thing; look and learn!" she'd grin, obviously enjoying herself tremendously.
The movie played, and as the action heated-up, Johnny shifted uncomfortably; bad enough Justine was inches away but out of reach, but when the on-screen brother and sister began to interact more and more intimately, his body responded of its own accord.
Justine watched him avidly, enjoying seeing him slowly stewing as he watched the movie heat-up. Johnny knew his hot, inventive little sister had something in mind, so wound-up as he was, he kept his peace and waited for her to make her move; knowing Justine, it wouldn't be too long in coming, either.
Justine was having more and greater difficulty keeping her cool while watching her hot brother slowly come to the boil; the feel of him so close, his breathing as he watched the story unfold on screen, and the twitching of his engorged penis as it lay flat, or mostly flat, along his belly in response to what was happening on screen meant she was finding it increasingly difficult to hold herself back much longer.
Johnny started, then grinned as her small fingers walked down his belly and encircled his hardness.
"Minou, what...?" he began, and fell silent at the warning scrape of her thumbnail against him.
"Just keep watching the movie, don't you worry about me...stud!" she breathed, so Johnny relaxed (as much as he could with her warm hand wrapped around his tense and very aroused penis...) and waited for whatever she was going to do next.
It wasn't long in coming; with agonizing slowness she began to fist him, just enough to keep his attention riveted on her, no matter that his eyes were fixed on the TV screen; whatever was happening there had descended into meaningless drivel as his mind focused entirely on the slow movement of her hand. From the corner of his eye he could see her apparent rapt gaze at the TV, but he knew it was an act; she knew exactly what she was doing to him, and enjoying every second of it.
Johnny watched the movie more intently as the part he remembered most vividly began; the actress was an almost perfect double of Justine, and watching her kiss and fondle her brother was doing things to him; it was almost a relief when he felt Justine move closer to him, her lips burning him as she slowly kissed his chest, her tongue tangling and swirling the silky mat of hair shrouding his chest, and her lips tugging gently at those same hairs as she nibbled him with her lips.
Down and down his chest she kissed, then his abdomen, until finally she reached the swollen crown of his cock, purpled and engorged. Johnny gasped as her lips grazed the slick, sensitive head, then groaned as her mouth took him in, surrounding him in hot, wet succulence. The delightful friction of her sucking him as she bobbed her head, allowing his member to slide in and out of her mouth while her tongue-tip simultaneously lashed and teased him was slowly but surely driving him mad with need for her, and she knew it.
Johnny's hand strayed to her ripe little peach-buttock, held and squeezed gently, enjoying the taut firmness of her trim little ass. As though it was a signal, Justine swivelled around without releasing him from the wet heat of her mouth, throwing her leg over his midriff to straddle him, and point her neat, sexy little bottom at him. Now that she was straddling him in the classic '69' pose, her slim legs were splayed-open enough to show him her damp, dewy, sweetly fragrant labia as they swelled in arousal, and the pink, star-shaped crease of her taut little anus, a sexy, tempting little target just begging to be explored.
Johnny gazed raptly at the treasures his darling Justy displayed to him, lost in wonder at the picture she made; sexy and wanton, innocent yet womanly, she was all of these things, and Johnny drank in the sight of her, gazing in frank admiration at the beautiful sight she made. A quick, discontented wiggle, and a warning scrape of teeth over his sensitive crown brought him back to the here and now, and he grabbed her thighs and slid her closer to his eager mouth. Justine shuddered as he blew gently on her damp pussy, then parted his sister's taut buttocks and buried his face between them, his tongue lapping at the treasures she offered him so freely.
Justine groaned around the cock in her mouth as Johnny licked her from clitoris to the tight little rosette of her anus in one sweeping stroke, pausing to gently tease the hard bud of her clitoris, and swirl his tongue-tip against the sensitive little plateau of her perineum. Justine gasped and hitched as the sensation zipped through her like an electric charge, making her suck even more avidly, drawing yet another groan from her man. Encouraged by her soft sighs and moans, Johnny bored in, his tongue darting between her labia, flicking her clitoris, and probing so delicately inside the lip of her tight anus, teasing, pleasing, gently torturing, until her head was swimming with delight as he ate her so masterfully.
Justine was close, he could tell; her pussy was twitching and trembling against his lips, her hips dancing and shimmying with every probe of his restless tongue. Her thighs were taut and tense, the tendons like bow-strings, and her buttocks flexed and fluttered as her climax approached. Without warning, Johnny pulled her hips toward him, burying his face between her buttocks as he jammed his tongue deep inside her tight little anus, tipping her over the edge. Justine froze, whining through clenched teeth at the force of her release, her body trembling and shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure blared and blasted through her, killing her senses and overloading her mind in the white-hot, heart-stopping intensity of orgasm.
Justine collapsed bonelessly on him, her body heaving as she fought to bring her breathing back under control; Johnny could feel the drumbeat roll of her heart as he settled back, his hands gently caressing her thighs, her hips and buttocks, calming and soothing her as aftershocks buzzed and thrilled through her. Justine mewed softly in pleasure as his warm hands stroked, and fondled her, reminding her that he was still there, and that he still had a treat coming.
With that thought, her fingers once more encircled his rigid cock, drawing him into her mouth, the flick of her tongue-tip across the sensitive tip of the glans enough to jar him back to wakefulness and away from his rapt study of the beautiful, feminine landscape spread before his eyes.
Johnny groaned as Justine sucked and suckled more meaningfully, her hand squeezing and pumping him even as ropes of saliva ran from between her lips and wetted his erect penis thoroughly; she needed him to be slick and well-lubricated for what she had in mind.
Johnny, on the other hand, much as he was enjoying the feel of her lips and tongue caressing the most sensitive parts of him, was again entranced and totally engrossed with the beauty and sheer sexually-magnetic draw of the sight spread before his gaze.
His tongue ached to explore her even more, her sweet, alluring scent teased and excited him, and the pink lusciousness of her sexy, swollen labia and tightly knotted little hole called to something deep inside him. He was bewitched by her in a way he'd never felt before, and his heart trembled at the idea that so much beauty and feminine allure was his and his alone; no-one deserved that much magic in their lives, and yet she was his, and he was hers; surely magic was real, otherwise how could this ever have come about?
Whatever it was, though, what Justine was doing to him was piercing his consciousness, arousing him to almost fever-pitch, telling him that she was up to something, something she wanted from him, or to give him, or to share with him. Justine realized he'd rejoined her as his cock, already solidly erect, fairly thrummed with arousal, the soft, velvety skin overlaying a steely hardness that would not be denied.
She looked up at the TV screen, and smiled happily; her timing had been perfect, time to show her Johnny B what she wanted from him, and what she wanted to give him. Johnny held his breath as Justine squirmed her way down his torso until she was sitting poised over his achingly hard cock. She looked back over her shoulder, locking her gaze with his, while a small, wicked grin played on her lips. Johnny thought she'd never looked so deliciously alluring, so sexy, and so wanton.
"You want this, Swamp-Thing?" she purred, smoothing her hand down her flanks, to slap her bottom and jiggle her taut cheeks.
"Tell me what you want, Johnny Bear!" she taunted, leaning forward to dodge his reaching hands.
"Uh-uh-uh, no touchie!" she admonished him. "You-all better say what you want, or I'm leavin', hot-shot! Maybe you want me to kinda hint what you can have, is that what you want? Watch and learn, baby!"
Johnny continued to stare in rapt fascination as Justine slowly ground her crotch against his aching cock, the damp heat drawing a groan from him.
"Good huh?" she grinned, then did it again, just to hear him groan again.
"Better? It's a start, baby, but that ain't the main show; watch closely, big boy..."
Justine slid her right index finger between her lips and sucked it, then withdrew it from her mouth slick with her saliva.
"This is the part you're gonna love, baby!" she murmured, as she slowly slid her finger into her tight anus. Johnny held his breath, watching in silent awe and agonized arousal, the sight of his sexy little sister sliding her finger in and out of that taboo place making his cock impossibly, painfully hard; now he knew what she wanted, and God, did he want it too!
Justine's eyes were fixed on the screen, gingerly frigging her anus with her finger, each thrust of her finger sliding deeper inside her, until the palm of her hand was spread flat across the cleft of her buttocks, and her finger buried past the knuckle inside her.
All the while, her eyes remained glued to the screen, where the movie-sister, almost her exact double, was doing the exact same thing. Johnny watched in breathless anticipation as she slowly worked a second finger inside herself, her anus stretching and shiny-slick with her saliva as she slowly pumped her index and ring fingers inside herself, mimicking almost action for action the girl on screen, loosening herself for what she wanted next.
Johnny watched with disbelieving eyes and bated breath as she mimicked exactly what her on-screen double was doing, until she rose up and hovered over his rigid cock. His body trembled almost with shock as she took hold of him and nestled the shiny, slick crown of his engorged cock between her buttocks, pressing and rubbing the wet, slick head against that last, taboo place. Slowly, inexorably, she pushed down against him, slowly but surely engulfing him in herself. Johnny's heart beat fit to burst, his breath hitching in time with her gasping as she slowly slid down on him, to stop only when he was fully buried in her.
Justine sat astride him, absolutely still, her hands resting on his thighs, while fireworks fizzed and sparkled in his mind; was he really doing this right now? With Justy? This must be a dream, she would never, ever have...
His train of thought derailed as she sat up straight, her back arched, and slowly began to ride him, slipping up and down on him, her eyes tight closed while she pinched her nipples with one hand, and rubbed and teased herself with the other.
Johnny was transfixed by the sight of her taut, perfect little buttocks squeezing and flexing as she rode him like this was something she'd done a million times before, while trying desperately not to shoot his load at the hot, depraved, sexy, wanton sight of his little sister riding him with his cock shoved to the hilt in her ass.
Justine began to speed up, still keeping time with the on-screen sister as she fucked her brother; her busy fingers and thrusting buttocks were taking her to that place she wanted to be, and the feel of her Johnny-Bear's thick, sinewy cock rubbing against every single nerve ending inside her were doing things to her she couldn't describe, bringing out something in her she'd never suspected; the whole time, watching herself mirrored in the girl on screen, it was like she was watching herself being sodomized so perfectly, as if she had become the movie, and this was her starring moment.
At the thought, the orgasm coiled inside her began to uncurl, to surge and beat against her like a rising tide, she could feel it, an unstoppable tsunami poised to crash into her, and so she thrust and pumped harder, while she rubbed her clitoris even harder and faster, no longer watching the screen, now she was the screen; pumping and hunching harder and faster until, with almost no warning, what felt like a bomb went off in her head as the biggest, most intense orgasm of her life crashed through her, blinding and deafening her.
White light seemed to stream through her, while sexual energy shuddered through her, crackling and flaring like the world's most extravagant fireworks display, burning through her until her very fingertips felt like electric flame was pouring through them.
When Johnny felt her stiffen and shudder, and tighten around him, squeezing him in ways he'd never felt before, his own self-control gave way, and what felt like a lifetime's worth of hot spunk bulleted through him, pumping endlessly deep inside her, his head ringing with the depth of his climax and the force of his ejaculation as he exploded deep inside her.
Justine gasped and groaned in echo of him as the feel of him pulsing and surging inside her set her off all over again, her body drawn tight as a bow-string as she and her Johnny-Bear strained and shuddered in mutual consummation, the ragged fires of orgasm burning and flaring through their joined bodies again and again.
The supernova flare of climax burned lower and slower, and sense and sensation slowly returned to the coupled pair. Justine slumped and would have fallen had Johnny not caught her against him, bearing her down, still impaled on him, to lie on him, her eyes squeezed tight-shut and tears wetting her cheeks, mute testimony to the force and depth of her orgasm. Johnny could clearly see the flutter of her heart against the heaving of her breasts as she calmed and surfed back through the raging torrent that had engulfed them both.
They lay like that for a few minutes, or an hour, neither knew, as they basked silently in the timeless aftermath of climax, but eventually Johnny stirred, rolling Justine carefully off him and sliding out of her, making her gasp sharply at the sensation. Her eyes opened and she looked at him, her eyes blurred and unfocused, and smiled happily.
"Bet you didn't know I could do that, Johnny-Bear!"she murmured, before closing her eyes and cuddling against him, her breathing deep and even as she dropped into the sleep of the truly exhausted.
Johnny wasn't exhausted, but he was relaxed, the most he'd been in days, so he lay in a kind of watchful twilight, not asleep, but not really awake either, while he pondered what they'd just done, what they were doing there in the first place, and what had led up to this moment.
*
Johnny smiled to himself at the thought of how surprised his two baby-girls were going to be when they saw him, the first time home in almost two years from his studies and job in New Orleans. He drove up to South Terrebonne High just in time to see Odélie's gleaming, beautifully restored '59 Apache Stepside zoom away down Route 24.
Curious as to why the girls would be going that way, Johnny decided to follow at a discreet distance and keep an eye on them; if they were up to something, Tante Amice would sure as shootin' find a way for it to be his fault, and he was too big for a whuppin', but the reproachful stares and dark muttering were just as bad, and if it was innocent, he wanted to see their faces when he stepped up and stuck his head in the cab, so he trailed along behind them.
He could just see three heads in the rear windshield, so maybe they were giving someone a ride home, and he nodded to himself when they took a left at Bourg into Bienville Boulevard; he was half minded to carry on his way, his uncle Audhémar had a load of timber needed shifting, and double back and surprise the girls later at home, but on a whim he decided to wait for them, and follow them home. He parked next to the Shell gas station to wait, because Bienville Boulevard petered out into a dead-end, so they had to come back out the way they went in.
After waiting twenty minutes, he began to get worried; Tante Amice knew what time they were supposed to be home, they had chores to do after doing their homework, and they were already late.
Johnny decided to cruise Bienville, see if he could spot their car and jump them. Bourg isn't a large place, and it didn't take him long to scan the driveways and side-roads off Bienville, but saw no sign of that custom Flame Orange paintjob. Johnny reached the end of Bienville, tossed a coin, and turned right into Force Drive, and bingo, there was the Apache, parked on the grass verge with the driver door open, and no sign of either Odélie or Mélette.
His senses pricking, Johnny coasted to a stop behind the vehicle, slid out from behind the wheel, and glanced in the Apache's cab. Two backpacks were tossed carelessly in the footwell, pages from loose-leaf binders were strewn over the seats, and the key was still in the ignition.
Now Johnny was seriously worried for the girls; they'd never leave their stuff lying around like that; something must have happened, something real immediate, if they'd taken off in such a rush they'd left Odélie's keys with her precious solid-gold 'Betty Boop' charm he'd given her for her sixteenth birthday still in the ignition.
Johnny stood staring at the evidence that something had happened to two girls who were like his baby sisters, and his best friends. As he stood silently, he became aware of voices, faint and far off, but he knew whose they were; Odélie and Mélette were nearby, close enough he could hear them, and what sounded like two, maybe three young male voices.
Johnny followed the faint sound of conversation; if those two were up to something with a bunch of boys, he was gonna march them back to their truck, take their keys, and then go back and smear those boys all over the pavement; if he didn't, tante Amice would smear him, and he was more scared of his maw-maw's sister than he was of pissing off his two young girl cousins...
As he drew nearer to the cane thicket set back from the road that his ears told him was where the voices were coming from, he began to sense something was wrong; Odélie was the fearless, smart-mouthed one, but she sounded scared, if that was possible. He'd taken her 'gator hooking with him before, and she'd shown no fear when it came to wrangling the beasts up-close and personal; now, he could hear fear in her voice; she was scared, and trying to cover it, but Johnny knew her too well; something had made her real scared.



"You morons better back away," he heard her say. "An' you better git yo' casket ready, 'cause when Johnny B hear what you tryna do, he gonna tear off yo' heads an' piss down yo' neck-holes, so you jus' keep yo' damn han's to yo'self an' back away, or you be sorry!" she blustered.
Johnny's teeth clenched in rage at the sound of the raw fear in her voice; no-one was gonna make his baby-girls scared like that; he was supposed to look after them, and keep this kind of stuff from happening. Just then, a male voice, late teens by the sound of it, chimed in.
"Yeah, whatever; I heard 'bout this cousin o' yawn, I hear tell he ain't all that, and what I seen, I know fo' fact he ain't all that neither, he jest a big ole slow-learner, big 'n' stupid. Now, you gonna come quiet like, have some fun, an' be good li'l gals, or do we got to bust you up some first? Don't make no difference to me you 'wake or 'sleep, it still gonna be good fo' us!"
That did it for Johnny; those creeps were planning on taking his baby sisters whether they wanted to or not, and in his book, that meant just one thing: dead; they were gonna be dead, but they were gonna hurt bad first...
Looking through a gap in the cane he saw three strapping youths, dressed like typical farm hands, in plaid shirts with rolled sleeves, dusty jeans, and clumsy work boots standing in a half circle around the girls, cutting them off from any escape. The two girls, one dark and pale-skinned, the other a rich honey-blond, polar opposites, both of them pretty as a summer's morning, were holding each other tightly, a look of fear on their sweet faces he'd never seen before, and he saw red. In two quick strides he was through the cane, and as the largest of the boys, a hulking individual with a mop of greasy hair sensed him and half turned, Johnny punched him on the back of the head, sending him flying.
The other two turned in surprise, just in time for the one nearest him to catch a kick in the crotch that pulped his testicles. He dropped with a whistling scream, vomiting even as he clutched his genitals, but Johnny wasn't watching him, he'd already grabbed the third boy by his bunched shirt-front and flattened his face with a flurry of vicious jabs. The boy's face exploded in a welter of blood, his head snapping back from the force of the punches as Johnny's killing rage vented itself on him.
The feel of Odélie's hands tugging on his arm, and her voice, shouting, pleading with him, brought him back to his senses, his face flushed and his chest heaving as he fought to shove his rage back down inside.
"Johnny, Stop! Fuck, you gon' kill him, boy! Back it off, Johnny, he done. JOHNNY! Stop it, we OK, stop it, don' kill him, he ain't wuth it!"
The look of stunned shock on blonde Mélette's sweet little face as he glanced in her direction finally snapped him out of it, the rage flowing out of him as quickly as it had come, leaving him weak and breathless. He sank to his knees, overcome with shame at what he'd just done, at what he'd just shown his baby girls he was capable of, and both girls flung themselves on him, thinking he was hurt.
"Johnny, are you Ok? What you doin' here, how you get here, where you hurt, whut happen you, tu de'pouille, es-tu blessé? (are you OK, are you hurt?) Look at your han's, they covered in blood!" gabbled Mélette, but Odélie grabbed his face and pulled him around to look in his eyes.
"You OK now, Johnny? Husha, Mel, he OK, 's'not his blood, they ain't never laid a hand on him! Boy, Lil John, I was never so glad to see your sweet face, an' that God's truth; when you come bustin' outta nowhere and beat their punk asses, I near-on did what Maw-maw give me croton-oil for! Now I know what Jean-Noél say 'bout you the gospel's own truth; you a badass, Jean-Bastiènne, I jus' glad you our badass! How'n hell you get here jus' when we need you most?"
Johnny started to tell the girls about how he'd had a six-day leave saved-up so he'd come home to see his maw-maw when a piteous groaning dragged his attention away from his story, to where the boy he'd kicked in the crotch was still curled up in his own world of pain. The largest of the trio was out cold, and the one Johnny had battered was likewise out of action, blood bubbling from his flattened nose and between his split lips as he breathed. Johnny gently untangled the girls' arms from around his neck and leaned down to cuff him ungently, making sure he got his full attention.
"OK, you li'l frog's dick, who-all's idea was all this? You better answer up real quick, or I mo hurt you some more, an' your two li'l boyfrien's fast asleep, so that mean you got my undivided attention, you followin' me, asshole?"
Any bravado the boy might have felt died away when he saw his buddies lying battered, bleeding, and unconscious a few feet from him. He told Johnny everything, about how they'd seen the girls, two pretty teenage girls on a deserted street, and flagged them down on a pretext, jumped into the cab, and forced them to drive to this isolated part of Force Drive; his defense, that they weren't going to hurt them, just play a little, made Johnny's blood pressure and temperature start to rise, something the girls saw right away, so they pulled him away and made him call the sheriff instead. Johnny gave precise instructions to the dispatcher, and ten minutes later a deputy's cruiser rolled up.
The deputy called in assistance, and the three boys were cuffed and bundled into the backs of the cruisers while a deputy took the girls' and Johnny's statements and contact details. When they left, Johnny walked the girls back to their car, waited for them to turn, and then followed them home.
Mélette was quiet on the ride home; normally she was a chatterbox, but she was quiet all the way home, and took the tongue-lashing from Maw-maw for getting in such a pickle in silence. When their maw-maw had finished with the post-mortem, she hugged them both fiercely and told them they could stay home the next day, they'd had a real fright and needed time to recover. She never said a word of reproach to Johnny, and when he dropped by on his way back from helping his uncle, he found a fresh Bundt cake, his favorite, waiting for him.
*
Lying in their room that night, the two girls discussed the day's events. Odélie in particular couldn't seem to get the picture of Johnny erupting out of nowhere and saving the day out of her mind. Mélette, her twin sister, knew exactly what she was thinking; the same thing had been playing through her mind all evening.
"Mel? You 'sleep?" whispered Odélie.
"Are you kiddin'? I dunno if I can ever sleep again, not after today! Only good thing was li'l Jean-Bastiènne showin' up in the nick o' time an' kickin' those assholes through next week!"
There was a long, pregnant pause, then:
"Mel, you think Johnny got someone special, like? I mean, he always seem like he alone, I don' know anyone he dated, I don' think he ever dated anyone; you think he lonely?"
Mélette looked closely at the pretty brunette, pretty sure she knew what she was really asking her.
"Honey, whether he lonely or not, ain't nothing we can do 'bout it; Johnny a man grown, an' make his own choices; he leave to go make somethin' of himself, an' one day he choose the person he think right for him, mebbe he bring her back here, an' there ain't nothin' we can do 'bout it...no matter what we want for him...or what we want for our own self..."
Odélie's head snapped around to stare at her sister.
"Did you just say...?" and Mélette nodded unhappily.
"I know what you want, baby, I always did; I want it too, it's been all I wanted since I was li'l girl, same as you, but fact is, we too young, an' we ain't never gonna be what he wants, neither one of us; Johnny meet a girl one day, mebbe in the city, he marry her, an' that be that, an' we might as well 'cept it."
Odélie climbed out of her bed, and slid into bed with her sister, snuggling down against her like they had when they were young.
"When I was just six years ole I wanted to marry Johnny," she murmured. "He so big, an' nice to us, he allus look out for us, 'specially after mama an' papi gone; he jes' treat us like we somethin' precious to him, like he knowed we needed big brother to get us through, an' he jes' step-up an' step-in; remember how he allus take us frog-stickin' an' catfishin' when he din't have to, he so much older'n us but he real nice from the get-go, he buy us candy, an' he tell us scary stories; you remember? That one time when we was eight or nine he take us fishin' with him down the bayou an' we stayed in Big Jean-Bastiènne's fishin' shack at Ghost Lake, you remember that? He tell us 'bout parlangua, an' rougarou, an' to look away when we see the fifolet, an' how Marie Laveau come an' use gré-gré on us we don' behave..."
Mélette hugged her twin sister closer, her own memories of how Johnny had always been there for them crowding into her.
"Odie, you 'member how he allus take blame any time we mess-up, and he take a whuppin' from maw-maw for it? He never once let on whut we did, he jus' took it, an' he never take it out on us; maw-maw she beat him somethin' fierce but he take it so we din't have to; I used to think he so brave, doin' that for us, an' he never once held it over us, he never once say 'this what I do for you, now you owe me', he jes' keep on bein' Johnny and watchin' out for us."
She rolled onto her back and stared at the ceiling in silence for a moment, taking Odélie's hand when she stroked her hair.
"I 'member goin' to Ghost Lake, Odie," she murmured, "I 'member real clear, we so scared o' rougarou so he put thirteen beans 'cross the door so rougarou cain't come in, an' he promise on his mama's heart he keep rougarou an' all the other monsters 'way from us no matter what, you 'member that, Odie? An' now today..."
Odélie wrapped her arm around Mélette's waist and huddled against her sister, burying her face in Mélette's shoulder before speaking, her voice soft but still clear in the silence.
"Remember he tellin' us 'bout Père Malfait just a bidin' out in the swamp, waitin' fo' li'l gals who get lost in the swamps, so we got to stay close by him, how scared we was 'case Père Malfait come an' get us anyway? He say sorry for scarin' us so nice I wanted him to scare me some more, jus' so he can say sorry so nice all over again. Ever' time we need him, he there, he always there, ever' single time; why it so wrong to want someone that good for you? Tell me baby, 'cause it really hurtin' me inside..."
Mélette held her sister closer, tears brimming in her eyes as Odélie cried into her shoulder; for the first time the girls finally shared what they'd done privately so many times in the past, crying themselves to sleep over the one man in the world they were not allowed to want, who would never want them, and for what could never be.
*
Jean-Bastiènne Doucette stirred, momentarily disoriented before memory clicked back into place; he was back home, in Louisiana, in a motel room, he was Johnny B now, and his beautiful, hot little sister Justine was fast asleep next to him, warm and sweet and naked, her arm wrapped possessively around him and his arm asleep where her head rested on it. Even as he looked down at her, as if it was some kind of signal, her eyes fluttered open and she smiled sleepily up at him.
"Hello, Johneee Bear!" she murmured, "What you did to me, you bad, dirty bear! Now you've just gotta marry me, Mister Doucette, or I'll tell my big brother what you did to me, and you don't want him coming after you, he's real ugly and scary, and did I say ugly?"
Johnny grinned back at her.
"Ugly? Really? Guess I gotta punish you some for that, baby-girl...!" he smiled.
With that, his fingers poked into her sides, catching her unawares as he tickled her. Justine shrieked with laughter, writhing against him as she tried to get away.
"Stop it Johnny, no fair, you jumped me...!" she gurgled, trying to catch her breath amid all the torture and laughing.
"Take it back, Minou, or it's gonna get a whole heap worse!" he threatened, keeping tight hold of the giggling, squirming girl as he poked and prodded all her most ticklish places.
"Okay, okay, okay, I take it back, you're not scary...!" she laughed.
"An' ugly?" he prompted, grinning as she dimpled at him.
"Oh yeah, you're still ugly," she grinned, then kissed his chest, "but you're my special kind of ugly, 's why I'm keeping you, Big Bear!"
Johnny kissed the tip of her nose and rolled onto his back, taking her with him so she was lying on his chest, with his hands cupping her tight little butt-cheeks.
"I dunno 'bout you, Minou, but I need a shower, food, an' then we gotta hit the road; we already been here longer than we should, an' we runnin' out o' time if'n we wanna get to Houma ahead o' them New York dirtbags..."
Justine laid her head flat on his chest, listening to his heartbeat. She was silent so long Johnny thought she'd dropped off to sleep again, but when he patted her bottom she nodded.
"I know, Johnny-Bear, we've got to go; I was just enjoying the first real peaceful, quiet moment I've had in days. Let's go, shower's big enough for two, just keep your sneaky, wandering hands to yourself, I've got a boyfriend, and he's the jealous type..."
*
Johnny cracked the door open and slipped out of the room to have a quick look around while Justine dried her hair, a real task with the mop of long hair she had. Natural caution kept him in the shadows, with their room in clear sight, while he scoped-out the parking lot, looking for he didn't really know what, just anything that shouldn't be there.
As he slipped along to the end of the shady veranda shared by the four rooms making up the block, a black, late-model Dodge Nitro in the parking lot caught his eye; it wasn't the over-dark privacy glass that made his senses quiver, rather it was the rental tags and New York number-plate. Alarm bells began jangling, and he stepped back even further into the shadow cast by a large Honeysuckle growing against the side of the block of rooms, while keeping their room and the Nitro, the office, and the parking lot in full and unobstructed view.
Sure enough, after just a few minutes, three men in brand new fishing vests and Boonie-hats, obvious city boys, walked out of the office; they didn't look the type to go sport-fishing down this way, and the glittering watches and rings, expensive Ray-Ban Aviator mirror shades, designer loafers, and ostentatious gold bracelet chains they wore were completely out of keeping with the 'just good ole boys on a fishing trip' image they were obviously hoping to project.
When one of them turned slightly, Johnny's trained eye caught the bulge under his left armpit. As far as he was concerned, no-one on a legit sporting holiday should be toting around a concealed weapon in a shoulder-holster. The inference was clear; the Ribeiro gang had caught-up with them, and were a lot closer than he felt comfortable with; if he'd been alone, about now those three killers would be floating face down in Bayou Teche, a bonanza for any passing 'gator, but that would have to wait; he had to keep Justine safe, that was his first and only priority, so now was the time do a fast fade; taking care of business would have to wait...
Johnny ghosted along the veranda, keeping his eye on the three men as he did so, ready to duck down behind the railing if any one of them looked his way. Justine was just finishing packing her bag when Johnny slipped in and eased the door almost closed, leaving a narrow gap so he could watch the parking lot. His exaggerated caution screamed out to her that trouble was close, but she didn't panic; instead she swept the rest of their possession willy-nilly into the remaining travel bag and raised an enquiring eyebrow.
"They here baby-girl, three of 'em, standin' out like a whore in church; looks like they gettin' ready to move out; the truck's out back, so be ready; I give the word, we head around the back an' take to the back-country roads; looks like getting' to Houma might be a touch difficult, so instead we headin' over to noncle Lubin down along Bayou Petit Gaillou; they try comin' down there they find out real quick why ever'one down that way give Lubin a wide berth! You'll like him, he raise me, mostly, him an' Tante Maigrette, an' Tante Amice, an' maw-maw too, o' course; I'm named for his eldest son."
He peered through the gap while Justine hurriedly picked up the room, watching while one of the men pulled a radio handset from the Nitro and spoke briefly into it, before tossing it back through the open window.
Johnny chewed his lip thoughtfully; that was not good, not good at all; the handset was a short-range unit, so there was at least one other team in the vicinity looking for them. Johnny briefly thanked whatever it was that had prompted him to stash the Blazer out of sight; at least they wouldn't have to walk across that open, exposed parking lot; if they did it right, they could probably sneak away with no-one being any the wiser.
The room was paid for one night only. Caution again had prompted Johnny to pay cash, and Justine had scrunched down inside the Blazer so the clerk had probably never even seen her; for all he knew, Johnny was a lone businessman breaking a long trip with an overnight stay, so with any luck he'd have been completely unaware that the people those three had asked about were in his motel.
As he watched, the three men climbed into the Nitro and wheeled out of the parking lot, heading, as far as he could tell, in the direction of Highway 90; there was a Motel 6 and a Ramada Hotel out that way; maybe they were going to check them out. Wherever they were going, they were gone, and it was time he and Justy were out of there as well.
"You done, Minou?" He asked, and glanced back to see her patting and tugging her red wig in place.
Justine winked, grinned, and slid on a large, insectile pair of sunglasses, the wrap-around lenses effectively hiding most of her face.
"Ready when you are, Johnny-Bear; let's go!"
Johnny cautiously cracked the door open a little further, saw no sign of anyone taking any interest in their chalet-block, and, with his body shielding Justine from any casual observers in the diner, they quickly edged along the veranda, hopped over the low rail, and scooted to the Blazer. Johnny waited for Justine to climb in, urged her to huddle as low in her seat as she could while he slung their bags in the back, then slipped the car into 'Drive' and slowly pulled away in among the trees and shrubbery, heading South-East to pick up US 90 East before anyone realized where they were going.
Johnny was banking on their tail doubling back and staking-out Houma, not realizing their quarry was already heading almost due east on 90, away from Houma entirely. His intention was to leave US 90 on the Bayou Blue South turnoff and take the back- country roads through to Bourg and Bayou Petite Gaillou. It was a confusing enough route for folks who knew where they were going and knew the lay of the land; if all went well, any tail they picked up would almost certainly lose themselves hopelessly, hopefully permanently, in the maze of swamps, bogs, and bayous criss-crossing his intended route; if they didn't, well, there was still the family waiting for them...
As he drove, he dialled his grandmother's number from memory, and when she answered, he launched into a stream of Creole French too fast for Justine to follow, grinned at her, and snapped the phone closed.
"OK, Justy, maw-maw know we detourin' over by Bourg, an' why; hopefully we meet up with Lubin or one o' the boys afore long, meantime you-all rest, it's gon' be while yet."
Justine sat curled in her seat, the muted growl of the engine lulling her as she tried to organize and rationalize her feelings; apprehension about how Johnny's family were going to deal with who she was and what she and Johnny were doing warred with a generalized background fear of the people who were after them, along with a very specific fear for Johnny's safety now they were mixed up in some twisted blood-feud.



Overlaying all of it was a baffled excitement that they were living some kind of fugitive lifestyle now, at war with international criminals, and intimately involved with some of the most famous people in the world, some sort of secret cabal who'd set themselves up as her guardian angels; somehow it all made a weird kind of sense, but she was damned if she knew why.
"Who knew my life would turn into a bad fucking movie...?" she murmured to herself.
"Hmm, what say?" asked Johnny, watching the road.
"Nothing, Big-Bear. Can you put the radio on? Maybe I should start listening to some country music now I'm Deep-South and likely gonna be here a while?"
Johnny grinned but didn't take his eyes off the road or their back-trail.
"T'ain't compulsory, y'know, Minou; you wanna listen country station go 'head, but we do got pop stations down here too; ain't no-one I know goes barefoot an' smokes corncob pipe no more neither, we gave all that up when we heard 'bout these here auto-mobeely things...!"
Justine looked mortified.
"Oh my God, Johnny, no, I'm so sorry! I didn't mean to imply...!" but Johnny turned his head to wink at her as he squeezed her thigh.
"I know you didn't, Minou, I know you-all don't think like that, but other folks don' know you well as I do, so jest be a little careful what you say afore you say it; things a mite different round about here from what you used to, an' other folks might not be so understandin'..."
Justine yanked off her shades to look into his eyes, her lip quivering at the thought she might have offended him.
"Johnny, I never once thought like that, it was a joke, baby, honest; I don't think I'm better than anyone, and especially not you, I wasn't mocking you, I love you, and I love everyone who loves you, please don't think I'm like that, it was just a stupid joke...!"
Johnny nodded, smiling as he kneaded her thigh gently.
"An' don' you worry none, Minou; I know you'd never have that kind o' meanness in you; jest nex' time, bite yo' lip 'til you sure what you say ain't gonna give no-one aroun' you offense, that's all; that what maw-maw, Tante Amice, noncle Lubin, a whole slew o' folks had to beat into me, so congratulations, Minou, you got it for free, an' no-one beat you, neither, though I might maybe take a bite or two...!"
Justine grinned and playfully slapped him on the bicep before settling back in her seat, but the word 'bite' had reminded her of something; it had been almost a whole day, they hadn't stopped anywhere to eat, and she was starving. Almost as if he was reading her mind, Johnny pulled into the parking lot of a small snack stand.
"I know this place, Justy, they do the best Po' Boys round here; you ready for some real Louisiana cookin'?"
*
Several miles south and east of their location, two girls in a flame-orange classic Apache hidden off-road among the trees and shrubbery near the junction of Old Ferry and Company Canal Road, on the outskirts of Bourg, took turns watching Bayou Blue Road through field-glasses.
"How long you reckon 'fore Johnny make it back down this way, Mel?" enquired the beautiful, curvy little pale-skinned brunette.
"Dunno, couple hours, mebbe more..." replied the equally beautiful blonde girl, "Jean-Noèl say he comin' down along here, but he likely dodgin' around' a little; Johnny tell him them fellas chasin' him almos' caught him in New Iberia." She hesitated, then plowed on.
"Jean-Noèl also say...he say he got girl with him, his girl, she part of the trouble he in; you gon' be OK with that Odie? I mean, Johnny an' all...well, you know how...you know..." but her sister interrupted her.
"Mel, it's OK, we allus knew this day come, and I'm real happy for him; Johnny lonely, he deserve someone special, he found someone, maybe she the special someone, an' if that the case, she gonna be kin one day, so we gon' welcome her; Johnny special to you an' me both, you know that, but he not for me, an' he not for you neither, but he allus been our Johnny, an' he allus be our Johnny no matter what; he need us now, so now we got to help him bes' we can, 's the least we can do. Keep your eyes on the road, honey, we don't wanna miss nuthin'."
*
Justine licked her lips and her fingers, her mind full of the delicious foot-long Poor Boy sandwich she'd just eaten; the spiced shrimp, the clams, the crawfish tails, and the pulled spiced pork, seasoned with the best, most flavoursome spices and hot sauce Louisiana had to offer, were just the most delicious combination she'd ever eaten; she felt stuffed, but would have gladly taken a run at another one just to be entranced by those flavors all over again.
"Tole you they was good..." murmured Johnny, "Way you was eatin' I was kinda afraid to interrup' you, Minou; you scared me!"
Justine suppressed a guilty burp, and grinned happily.
"Johnny, promise me one thing; when this is done, no matter what, please, please bring me back here; I want more. That was just the best thing I ever ate; no wonder you miss this place so much!"
Johnny smiled, his eyes dancing happily at Justine's obvious enjoyment.
"You jes' got the best this fine state got to offer; forget them fancy Creole restaurants up to NOLA, that there po' boy the best in the state, exceptin' none. See, I knew you'd like it down here among the real people once you-all give us a chance!"
Justine's face clouded up.
"Big Bear, I said I was sorry, it was just a stupid joke, honest! I just thought I was being clever, I didn't mean to offend you, baby I'd cut my own arm off before I did that! How can I make you believe me?"
Johnny looked speculatively at her, a look she recognized only too well, and she grinned as she thought of a way back into his good graces.
"Umm...Johnny-Bear? Do you think you can find somewhere a little private, like? I think we need to talk, and maybe you need to...possibly...chastise me a little for being so naughty..."
Johnny's grin widened until he thought the top of his head would come off and float away.
"Well, Minou, I think that's a real smart idea; I think you been a bad girl, an' you right, mebbe you do need a little...chastisement!"
*
Johnny kept his eyes peeled until he saw what he was looking for: a turn-off onto a dirt road lined with cane thickets and tangled Honeysuckle bushes. He grinned at Justine and swung the Blazer off onto the rutted farm track until a bend in the road screened them from any casual passers-by. Justine was out of her seat and onto Johnny's lap almost before he'd clicked the transmission into 'Park' and booted the parking brake. Johnny pulled off her wig and grinned as she shook her beautiful black hair out.
"Whew, that's better!" she murmured, then smiled as his hands clamped around her butt, drawing her against him.
"You got my attention, Minou, what'd you-all wanna say, baby-girl?" he straight-faced even as his finger kneaded the firm, pliable flesh of her tight little buns.
"Just that I'm really sorry for acting like a stupid bigot, honey-bear; I didn't mean it the way it sounded, and I didn't want to hurt you either, Johnny; I guess you taught me my manners real quick! I promise, from now on, I won't even open my mouth until I'm sure it's not gonna sound like I'm sneering at your people and your ways; I promise I'll remember I'm the visitor here, and I should mind my manners."
Johnny smoothed an errant wisp of jet black hair away from her pretty, heart-shaped face.
"That sure was a pretty apology, Miss Justine; don' think I ever got 'pologized to half as sweet ever before, no ma'am!" he grinned, once again doing his 'good ole boy' accent, and was rewarded with her beautiful smile.
"Thing is, now I got to think o' somethin' to pay you back with; maw-maw allus tole me the punishment has to fit the crime, so what I do to punish you, Minou-minou?"
Justine licked her lips, and, her eyes never leaving his for one second as she ground against him, like a slow-motion Texas bull-rider.
"What you doin' baby-girl?" asked Johnny hoarsely, his heart rate jumping up a notch when she smiled at him, a long, slow, lascivious smile, full of promise and hinted delights.
"Why you askin', big boy; 'm I givin' you ideas? You wanna punish me for this, too?" she slurred, the combination of wide-eyed artlessness, swollen red lips, baby-girl voice and purposeful grinding against his rapidly stiffening cock making it hard for him to follow the conversation. "I thought you were gonna punish me, cutie-pie; if you're really gonna punish me, maybe you should think about this, too...?" and with that she slid her hands up inside her T-shirt, cupping and squeezing her breasts, her nipples standing out like bullets through the thin material as she ground and writhed against him.
Johnny was in an agony of indecision now; much as he wanted to watch his girl tempt him some more, what he wanted even more was to yank her panties off and ram his dick into her to the hilt, teach her a lesson for being so damned sexy...
"Whatcha thinkin', Big John?" murmured Justine, grinding herself into him just a little more, before grabbing the hem of her shirt and yanking it off over her head in one quick move. Johnny caught his breath as she began riding him harder, teasing him with her stiff nipples as they danced before him.
"Thought you was gonna punish me...stud..." she breathed, which was the final straw. She gasped as he yanked her close, holding her against him with his hands clamped around her bottom even as his mouth fastened on her nipple, drawing another gasp from her when he gently scraped the stiff flesh with his teeth.
Justine's head whirled as her Johnny loved her breasts so perfectly, his lips, tongue, teeth, all working together to push her higher and higher, while her pussy felt soft and tender from her rubbing herself against him like a cat in heat, ready for him to take her. She'd hoped to keep him simmering until they got where they were going, but now, now she didn't care where they were; all she wanted to do was hump her man like a maniac, here, now, fuck being out in the open!
"Back...back seat...Baby...now..." she panted, but Johnny had other ideas; now they'd come this far, he wasn't going to do his girl like some prom-date, scrunched up and getting off in the back of a car; she deserved a little better than that.
"Baby...get offa me jes' one secon', let's do this right..." he murmured, kissing and gently biting her nipples, the softly mounded flesh of her breasts, and kissing the sexy valley between her small, firm breasts, while his restless hands continued to knead and squeeze her taught, butt-cheeks, soft and plush as campfire marshmallows, yet firm and juicy as Christmas apples, and just the right size to fit exactly into his big, gentle hands.
Justine nodded and slid off him, taking his hand as she climbed down out of the Blazer. Johnny in turn slid out of his seat, reaching behind him as he did to grab a rug from the back seat, intending to lay it out for them, but Justine had other ideas, instead yanking him to her as she leaned against the body of the truck, her lips clamped to his while her hands fumbled with his belt-buckle.
Johnny reached around behind her and tugged her panties down, lifting her by her butt and pressing her hard against the cool metal. Justine wrapped her long legs around his waist and pulled him even closer into her.
"Do me like this, Johnny, do me dirty, I'm nearly there, do it!" she gritted, and so he obliged, no less hot for her, spearing into her with one slow thrust, filling her entirely.
Justine's eyes screwed shut, a tear leaking from the corners, and her mouth dropping open in a soundless scream as orgasm blasted through her, wave after wave of hot pleasure smashing into her. She sobbed for breath as the cataclysmic release raged through her, convulsing her again and again, only dimly aware of Johnny hammering into her, filling her and leaving her again and again, for what seemed like forever, drawing her orgasm out into one long, rolling firestorm deep inside her.
Johnny tensed, his body rigid as stone, a deep, heartfelt groan escaping him as he came like a volcano, the combination of foreplay, raw sexual energy, and the hot desire he always felt for his beautiful sister staggering him, almost blinding him with its force as he pumped long ropes of spunk again and again deep into the heart of her, filling her to the brim with his essence.
Johnny rested his burning forehead against the truck body, the metal feeling icy-cold after the heat of his exertions. He felt drained and ready to drop with exhaustion. He was only vaguely aware of Justine pressed against him, her body shuddering and quaking in the aftermath of her own gigantic climax, until her head slumped in the hollow of his shoulder, and he felt her draw a long, shuddering breath.
"Bit you again, big boy..." she murmured, and Johnny grinned at the teeth-marks standing out clearly against his white T-shirt.
"Bite me 's many times you like, Minou, don't hurt 't all, not when it you doin' it!" he smiled.
Justine smiled back tiredly, and kissed his shoulder.
"There, kissed your boo-boo better, now we're even. You can put me down now, Bear, I gotta clean-up a little, so do you, then we better get moving; we're not out of the woods yet, Johnny B, and we don't know how close behind us those guys really are..."
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Justine fanned herself languidly, ineffectively, as the temperature in the cab of the old blue Blazer rose steadily, even with the windows down. Their pace through the maze of tracks and dirt roads was of necessity slow, due in part to the large amount of log debris left over from Katrina, added to by Sandy, Harvey, and subsequent, less destructive, but still bothersome flooding.
Most of it was heaped by the roadside in bleached mounds, but the occasional trunk still buried in the muddy, little-used tracks by the storms' fury was enough to make Johnny mindful of his Blazer's suspension. That, and the narrow roads and sharp, unexpected turns and turn-offs that could fool even the best driver, and Johnny was still the best, at least here where he knew every twist and turn.
"How much further, Johnny-Bear?" she asked, "I'm just about melting here. What's the temperature out there, baby?"
Johnny looked at the almost-reliable binnacle-mounted air temperature gauge and grinned.
"This thing says 80 degrees, but I'd say it got to be closer 95 degrees out there; we in the swamp country now, Minou, it get real hot an' humid out here this time o' year, sometimes up high as hundred degrees in the shade. Jes' think cool thoughts, Minou, we be at Lubin's place afore long, he got real icy aircon there, even got backup generator jes' fo' th' aircon fo' when they get browned-out."
Justine slumped back in her seat, wriggling her shoulders uncomfortably at the feel of her sweat-damp T-shirt clammy and sticky against her back, but still managing to grin at her Johnny-Bear's exaggerated, bayou-boy accent.
"Just make it soon, please, otherwise you're gonna have to scrape me off this seat with a squeegee!"
Johnny laughed out loud even as he patted her thigh (her long, smooth, firm, round thigh, noted another part of his brain entirely...)
"Don' you worry Minou, we make bayou-folks outta you real soon; jes' remember, it get down to 'bout forty degrees hereabouts come winter; you be rememberin' this heat real nostalgic-like roun' 'bout then!"
Justine grinned and fanned herself some more, resigning herself to more of this wretched heat and humidity. Johnny never seemed to think in term of hours and minutes, especially when she tried to get a guesstimate of their arrival time out of him; his standard response always seemed to be 'time be time, li'l gal; we come there when we come there, don'cha-all fret now!"
The drive through endless canebrakes and barely visible tracks, lined with huge, tangled honeysuckle bushes, their sweet, heady fragrance heavy in the hot, still air lulled her somewhat, but when they passed through a large stand of Live Oaks, she thought she could hear another engine, one with a different, harsher note than the Blazer's, echoing behind them through the long, winding ranks of hardwoods. She looked inquiringly at Johnny, but he seemed oblivious, his brow wrinkled in concentration as the Blazer bucked and bounced along the uneven surface.
"Johnny, there's someone behind us!" she hissed, memories of the three armed men in New Iberia crowding in on her, but Johnny merely nodded.
"Likely so, Minou; this ain't no private road or nuthin'; prolly local folks, an' nuthin' to do with us, mos' likely 'shiners; pay no mind to them an' they do likewise; lotsa folks down thisaway got trucks an' this a useful way to 'void the ATF."
Justine fretted nervously anyway; after almost running into the people looking for them she was understandably jumpy, so kept an eye behind them, hoping to catch a glimpse of whoever was back there. The more she listened, the more certain she was that there was another truck coming up behind them, and not making any attempt at concealment, either; whoever it was, they were gunning the motor, almost like they were trying to catch up.
As she strained to see anything in the light flickering between the trees, suddenly there it was: a flash of dark orange, no more than a glimpse, but it was out of place against the lush greenery and vivid pink slashes of the bunched honeysuckle blossoms. The flash was enough to confirm that there really was someone behind them, and trying hard to catch up. She looked worriedly at Johnny, but he still seemed completely unconcerned.
"Johnny..." she murmured worriedly, but he just shook his head.
"Don' worry none, Minou; we almost there, jes' take it easy; I swear, ain't no reason to worry; you see me frettin'? Relax, Angel-May, t'ain't nuthin' to worry 'bout!"
The track eventually widened out into a dusty rural road, then met a single lane blacktop. Justine gasped at the view: endless marshy flats, as far as the eye could see, the myriad pools and sloughs shimmering in the sun as light breezes ruffled their surfaces, reflecting imperfectly the cloudless blue above them, like abstract mirrors in the endless flat greenery of the marshes.
Johnny pulled over to the side and rested his crossed arms on the wheel. His eyes were distant, far away, his whole posture one of almost complete relaxation. Justine leaned over to check him out, and he smiled at her, a small, almost wistful smile, like he was recalling something from long ago and far away.
"Johnny..." she murmured once again, twisting around to scan their back-trail, searching for another glimpse of the vehicle following them, one that she could hear clearly now, but he didn't move, just gazed at the miles of low-lying, swampy marshland and glinting pools, his eyes soft and unfocused.
"This where I grew up, Minou..." he murmured, ignoring her worried tone, "this my back yard; me, an' Big Jean, Jean-Nöel, Jean-Martin, Randy Broussard, Ofie LeGay, Mack 'n' Hoagie Doubilliér, couple others, we all come out here catfishin', sticking bullfrogs an' dippin' blue crabs, mebbe a couple mute ducks if we real sneaky-like, an' have us camp-outs, fry up a mess o' legs an' tell ghost stories. Over that way, that where ole Papa Joubert store use to be; Maw-maw Lucianne, his wife, she make the best hot cinnamon candy in Terrebonne; li'l Mel an' Odie allus come on out here with me an' eat fried legs an' candy 'til they sick, then I got to explain to Tante Amice why they so sick an' sticky an' stained-up; boy, she whup me good, but they was still good days..."
Justine watched his face as his memory unreeled, seeing the years drop away and the naughty, adorable boy Amice had told her about emerging again; her expression softened at the sight of Johnny so lost in his memories, a side of him she'd only ever seen fleeting glimpses of before.
But still that truck coming up behind them worried her; it worried her that they were out here in the middle of nowhere, alone and in the open, that they were only one jump ahead of whoever was looking for them, and that Johnny wasn't in the least bit concerned. Even as she pondered how to snap him out of it, there came the sound she'd been dreading, loud and clear: the other truck had caught up with them, and then an old but immaculate stepside painted a dusky orange, the exact same shade as a ripe persimmon, bucketed around the corner concealing them and purred to a halt right behind them.
"Johnny, JOHNNY!!" hissed Justine, punching his arm to wake him out of his reverie as the driver and passenger doors swung open. Johnny roused, looked around and behind him, and grinned.
"Stan' down, Justy; Welcome Wagon jes' 'rived!" he grinned. Justine jumped when a pretty brunette girl poked her head into the cab of the Blazer and grinned at her. An equally pretty blonde girl did the same on the driver's side, and Johnny smiled and winked at both of them.
"Hi baby-girls, you-all took your time gettin' here; I saw you back up along Bayou Blue, what you do, stop fo' li'l catfishin'?"
The blonde girl climbed up on the running-board, grabbed his head, and planted a big kiss on his cheek, then grinned happily.
"Well hello to you too, Li'l Jean! We been watchin' your back-trail last thirty mile or so, saw couple sneaky-lookin' trucks with blacked-out glass an' Noo Yawk plates gettin' theyselves lost in the cane; we stayed back a ways an' made sure they good an' lost, jus' in case, then double-back and play tag with you last twenty miles. Hi, my name Mélette," she beamed at Justine. "Jean-Bastiènne here my cousin, that my twin sister Odélie over there, this here Terrebonne Parish an' we the Welcome Wagon! You mus' be Johnny's gal we been hearin' 'bout; all the boys dyin' to meet you, watch them, some o' them kinda wild an' woodsy, they ain't been round anyplace much but they mean well. Tell you the truth, there ain't much to do here in the parish but we makes our own fun!"
Justine felt breathless just from listening to the girl rattle away nineteen to the dozen, but she smiled back when the cute little blonde grinned happily at her.
"So get yo' ass outta there, John-Boy, where your manners, ain't you-all gonna say 'hello' prop'ly?"
Johnny smiled back at her as he unclipped his seat-belt. Justine couldn't help but notice how his whole attitude had changed; now, instead of pensive and careful, he seemed almost boyish, young and happy again. The blonde girl stepped back as he swung the door open, and as he climbed out of the cab, she jumped on him, wrapping her legs around his waist as she hugged him in a neck-breaker.
"Whoa, easy there, li'l gal, you ain't no baby no more!" he grinned, staggering back under her weight.
As he staggered, Mélette turned her head and winked at Justine, who grinned at Johnny spluttering as he tried to fend off the barrage of kisses she planted on his face and neck.
"Get offa me, what wrong with you, baby-girl, I ain't been gone that long, cut it out!" he blustered, mindful of Justine sitting just five feet away, watching a very pretty girl kissing him frenziedly.
Mélette smiled at Justine and slid off him, to be replaced by Odélie, who went through the whole performance again, wrapping her legs around him and kissing him just as frenziedly.
Johnny managed to untangle himself from the little brunette and kissed both girls on top of their heads as he circled them in his arms.
"Damn, it good to see you pair 'gain!" he grinned. "Tante Amice tole me you livin' part-time down near Bayou Boeuf, got yo' own fishin' guide business, coupla pirogues an' a huntin' lodge; I might need to be borrowin' some o' that 'fore long, less'n you-all objectin'?"
Odélie hugged him and looked up into his eyes.
"Anythin' you need, jest ask; Maw-maw say you got bad trouble trailin' you, I'm guessin' it more than just them idjits we saw gittin' lost in the cane, so we dealin' ourselves in too; you know I can shoot the spots off of a zirondelle at fifty yards with papi's ole Remington, and Mel nasty good wi' that bow an' quiver o' hers; you got us along, I reckon we can make unwelcome comp'ny feel real unwelcome!"
Johnny nodded thoughtfully; what Odélie said had merit; she had a true sharpshooter's eye, and Mélette was lethally expert with her compound bow, her favorite hunting weapon; they would indeed be useful to have around. Too bad he wasn't going to allow it; bad enough he and Justine had those people after them, but to drag his baby-girls into it as well? No way, no how, not in a million years.
"Lemme introduce you proper, like, to Justine," he hedged. "She my girl, I think you like her. Wait here..."
With that, he stepped around the Blazer and popped the passenger door, steadying Justine with his hands around her slim waist as she climbed down from the cab. When the two girls saw her close up for the first time, they smiled broadly.
"Li'l Jean-Bastiènne pick a real pretty one, no mistakin'!" smiled Odélie, making Justine blush prettily.
Mélette looked closely at her, then reached out and smudged away the concealer under her eye before Justine could avoid her hand, revealing the purpled bruise underneath. Her lips tightened as she did the same on the left side of Justine's jaw, the bruising under the concealer vivid and ugly, clearly outlining the mark of a clenched fist. She spun around to look at Johnny, her eyes flashing with anger.
"What the hell this mean, boy? You do this? You gonna tell me she walk into a door, or she 'fell down', an' it was all a accident, cause if you do...!"
Justine stepped in front of Johnny, wrapping her arms around his waist even as she recoiled at the hot anger blazing in the blonde girl's eyes.
"NO! It wasn't Johnny, my Johnny's never laid a hand on me! It was my husband, ex-husband, I mean, he did this; he did it so he could steal my money, and those people after us, he owed them money, and now they say I owe it to them, and I have to...have to work it off; Johnny was defending me, he got rid of the men threatening me, and now they're after him because he tried to help me! Johnny's the most gentle man I've ever known, and he's never laid a hand on me in anger, I swear!"
Mélette looked at her for a long moment, then relaxed; she could see no lie in her eyes, she was telling the truth. Odélie gently took Justine's arm and turned her so she could look at her injuries.
"I'm thinkin' John-boy show the men who wanna harm you the error o' their ways, 'm I right?" she murmured, and smiled at the look Justine darted at Johnny.
"It OK, I know what Li'l John capable of when he get mad, I seen it once, long time ago..." she shuddered at the memory.
"I can guess what he did, but way I see it, he was defendin' his boo'sha; anythin' he did was the right thing to do, so I wouldn't go losin' no sleep over it. We get you back to Noncle Lubin's place, I reckon Tante Maigrette know how to make them bruises go down some."
Johnny looked curiously at Mélette, at her flushed face and neck.
"Why you so mad, li'l gal? Someone hurt you too?" he asked softly, his eyes hardening when she avoided his gaze. Odélie too looked away rather than meet his gaze.
"What happen? You tell me now or we ain't movin' from this spot; who did it?" he asked once more, a hard, clipped edge to his voice even as he watched both girls closely.
His voice took on a softer, menacing edge.
"I ain't gonna ast no more. Don't be no tête dur, c'est moi, ton grande frère qui demande, alor' dis-moi maint'nent; je ne t'entends pas! (don't be hard-headed, this is me, your big brother, asking, so tell me now; I can't hear you!) You gonna tell me who was it, an' whut he do to you, et co faire (and why)? Tell me!"
Justine's eyes flicked from the girls to Johnny and back, not understanding the rippling, rapid-fire Creole French, but getting what he was saying from his tone. Mélette flushed bright scarlet under her golden tan.
"It OK, Li'l John, it been taken care of, we OK, nuthin' much happen, an' it a while back anyways, let's jes' get outta here," she mumbled, then started when Johnny took her arm, gently but firmly pulling her around to look up at him.
"Whut happen, baby-girl?" he murmured.
Mélette looked up at him, her gaze level and unflinching.
"Beginnin' las' summer, me an' Odie decide we gonna go do some dancin', mebbe have a beer or two, so we ask Rafe Guillory an' Hecky Lafontaine to go with us to new place up the bayou at Belle Fourche, place called Harpoon Louie's; it was 'sposed to be a good place, clean, no road-house goin's-on, good music, but we din't wanna go there alone, like, so we asked them two along; we even took Apache, 'cos you don' go to a place like Harpoon Louie's in no farm truck. We got there, we dance with the boys, couple other boys ask us to dance, we havin' fun, and Rafe don't like it too much; he get all in there, telling me I'm his girl an' what I doin' actin' all loose and ready for whatever, so I tell him to blow it out his butt, ain't no universe I knows of where I ever be his girl; walkin' into a bar with him don' give him no rights over me, he jus' my frien' an' escort an' nuthin' else, so back off, go get a beer, ask some girl fo' dance, there plenty to choose from, an' we be cool."
She paused, her eyes far away and dark with remembered fear.
"He drug me outside, Hecky try stop him, he punch him out an' come after me, gimme couple good licks, made me see stars for sure. When I see straight again, I see Rafe down on his back, his face all blood; Odie must a' had Papi's Remmy in back o' the truck the whole time, 'cause she standin' over him with that rifle stuck in his eye; she hit him with the butt while he whalin' on me, an' she had her finger on the trigger an' all; I really thought she gonna blow his brains out, I know how light that trigger is, an' I jes' knew I was gonna see murder done."
She looked fearfully at Johnny, at his set expression and icy gray eyes, and continued.
"Bartender must have called the police. Nex' thing I know Randy Broussard show up, I remember he yo' frien' when you young; he one a' his daddy's deputies now, he listen to us, Hecky bear me out, so Randy take Rafe away, an' Hecky take me to ER at Thibodaux Regional, then take us home. When I get home an' maw-maw see them bruises, she go crazy, roundin' on Hecky, even though he all busted-up too, blamin' him, start callin' ever'one an' tellin' them whut Rafe done, an' how they got to help her drag him off somewhere so's she can make gator-bait outta him; Odie got to take her twelve-gauge and hide it in the truck otherwise she gonna end up in jail too. When I saw Justine's face all bruised-up like that, it just brung it all back."
Johnny stared at her, his lips compressed in a thin line, but his face otherwise expressionless. Mélette looked sideways at him, and her eyes widened.
"NO! You leave it be, John-Boy, it done and settled, don' go makin' things worse! I know that look, don' be stupid, Johnny, you got enough, an' bigger trouble on yo' ass!"
She dimpled, her eyes dancing, "'sides, Mack Doubilliér an' Jean-Martin go an' remonstrate with him, an' his leg kinda got broke by accident..."
Johnny raised a quizzical eyebrow at her.
"How well you know Macky D?"
Mélette dimpled again.
"For shame, Johnny, you-all know ladies don' talk 'bout such things! Le's jes' say we been...close, an' leave it at that; he cute, he clean, an' he know how to behave hisself around ladies; 'sides, he know he get rough he gotta 'splain hisself to you, an' he never gonna be ready for that kinda trouble!"
Johnny suddenly realized the girl had expertly deflected him from forbidding her, both of them, from tagging along, something he remembered she was always good at. The little blonde stared at him challengingly, and with a sinking heart he realized they had both dealt themselves in, and there was nothing he could do about it. Odélie grinned and slipped her arm through his, and pulled him down so she could plant a kiss on his cheek.
"Now that all settled, time we got headed outta here; them idjits following still ain't too far behind, so we best get movin', it still a fair way to Bayou Petit Gaillou."
*
Justine's first sight of Johnny's uncle Lubin was a shock; apart from the obvious age-difference, she could have been looking at his exact double, they looked that much alike. Lubin was gray, with a craggy brow, the only real sign of age, otherwise he seemed as hale and fit as Johnny; when he smiled, he had that same infectious, boyish grin, his voice was as soft and unobtrusive as Johnny's, and the same clear gray eyes that seemed to look right through her.



She remembered Johnny telling her that Lubin was his daddy's oldest brother, father of the three Jean's; Jean-Nöel, Jean-Martin, and Johnny's namesake, Jean-Bastiènne, and she'd laughed out loud when he'd told her his uncle had given them all the same name so he could be sure at least one would come running if he ever needed a hand and yelled out "Hey Jean, git over here, boy!"
When she'd stepped out of the Blazer, Lubin had looked hard at her, his grin slowly freezing as his eyes flicked from her to Johnny and back again. He started to say something, but seemed to think better of it, instead shaking hands with both of them, while giving Johnny a meaningful look and a quick nod toward the barn. Justine caught the by-play and wondered if he'd caught-on to who she was, because he certainly seemed to recognize her.
However, Lubin's wife, Johnny's Aunt Maigrette, a sweet, motherly woman had shown no surprise or distaste, she'd just clucked sympathetically while gentle fingers explored her bruises. She led Justine into the house to make up some poultices and dressings from herbs and roots she guaranteed would take down the swelling and reduce the bruising; Justine fell in love with her almost at first sight, helped along by the obvious love and affection she had for Johnny. With the ladies out of the way, Lubin turned to Johnny.
"Li'l Jean, mebbe my eyes are getting' kinda old an' rheumy, but I gotta say, that there li'l gal sure look familiar; somethin' you-all wanna tell me, boy?"
Johnny met his gaze squarely.
"Her name Justine, sir, she my girl, an' she in trouble, that's all I gotta say; you already know who she is, sir, otherwise why you askin'?"
Lubin grinned.
"Ever' time you do that I see your daddy standin' there; you only say what you need to say, when you need to say it, jes' like him. Okay, yeah, I know who she is, so I gotta ask: why? There gotta be million girls in New York, why her? I mean, I got nothing agin her, I remember her mama a sweet gal, your daddy did well to find a gal like her, an' she seems like she got the same nature as her mama, she certainly got her looks, but you gotta know there's other, safer gals to take up with. Why her, Li'l Jean?"
Johnny grinned, looking the spitting image of his daddy, that same twist of his lips as his daddy, something Lubin couldn't fail to see.
"Well sir, I don' rightly know, an' that's the truth; one day it struck me; she an' I, we got so much together, we fit together like we was supposed to be that way; we ain't never had no angry words between us, I don' know how to get mad at her, 'cos everything she do seems like it's the right thing to do, an' she know I ain't never gonna hurt her, mistreat her, or leave her regrettin' a single minute with me; we 'sposed to be together, I feel it deep down inside, an' she feel the same. Now, you can call it what you like, but it don' change the facts none; we together, an' we stayin' that way."
Lubin nodded, a faint smile playing on his lips.
"Well said, boy. I kinda knew you was gonna say somethin' like that, but I jes' wanted to hear you say it. If you come out with somethin' about how she no-one special, she hot so you goin' for it, an' she jus' there until the real one come along, you'd be over that rail an' I'd have whupped you with a plow-line! I dunno what you wanna call what you doin', and I dunno where it goin', but you seem certain in your mind, an' set in your way, so I guess you got to do this your way. I'll talk with Audhémar, he prolly see things the same way, so we talk with his boys an' mine, an' mebbe we work out somethin'...appropriate to entertain them fellers follerin' you; Audhémar got a real inventive mean-streak, lessee if'n we can tempt him an' his boys to get creative!"
*
Once dinner was out of the way, Justine and Maigrette chatted and did the washing up while Johnny and Lubin talked about what they were going to do next. Johnny was hopeful his contacts in the Orleans Parish Sheriff's Department could help him, but Lubin wasn't so sure.
"Li'l Jean, I got call this mornin' from Jacques Broussard over to Houma, telling me he got a slew o' so-called tourists drivin' rental cars with New York plates wanderin' aroun' town askin' questions 'bout the bayou country, and particular 'bout you; coupla real obvious gunnies tried to put the arm on your tante Félice at the Stop 'n' Shop, tellin' her they was ole friends an' they wanna see you, asking 'bout where you are, where you live, who your frien's an' family is, and gettin' real insistent about it; she hit the button, time he got there they gone, but there's more, and seems like more arrivin' every day."
He paused to pour himself a glass of clear spirit, grinning when Johnny declined a glass; he knew what was in that glass alright, and he wanted to keep a clear head. Lubin threw back his drink, and continued.
"Jacques an' me had a think about where these New York boys gittin' their information, an' how they find out so quick that you from the Atchafalaya, an' mebbe you headin' back this way, 'cos accordin' to you it only been a few days, a week, give or take, since you blew outta New York, and yet they already here in the parish. How they get onto you so quick? Jacques think they got someone, maybe more'n one, in the Orleans Parish sheriff's department. That bein' so, I reckon contactin' anyone up there, even yo' oldes' frien', might be a real bad idea."
Johnny chewed his lip, thinking about what they were going to do next.
"Noncle Lubin, way I see it, it's time to take the fight to them; this my home, everyone hereabouts my kin, Justine my girl, an' I'm damned if I gonna let bunch a hired guns an' no-good druggie button-men come down here an' take any o' that away. They wanna dance, let's give them a prom-night they ain't never gonna forget!"
Lubin grinned wolfishly.
"Damn, boy, I jes' knew you was my kin! You took the words right out of my mouth! How you wanna do this?"
Johnny looked thoughtful for a moment, then grinned.
"My original plan was to take them down to Ghost Lake, no-one lives permanent-like down there, so they be easy to spot an' trail, an' kinda pick them off as they stick their heads up; it be like playin' 'Whack-A-Mole' at the fair, only this time we whack 'em, they go down permanently; all them swamps and sloughs 'round there, places no-one ever been before, a body could get lost real permanent, real quick. Ain't no-one gonna come lookin' for 'em, not in that country, so with any luck we gonna sack 'em an' rack 'em, an' the 'gators an' catfish gonna think Thanksgivin' come early!"
Lubin's eyes gleamed happily.
"That just the kind a thing your daddy woulda said; he warn't one to take stuff like this lyin' down neither. I'm takin' Maigrette over to Audhémar's place with me tonight, things bein' what they are, I'd feel a lot better if she was with me tonight, but them two young hellions is out there someplace close-by, they spends mos' their lives livin' wild in the boonies, so they be jes' fine campin' out, it a fine night, an' mebbe you and your gal c'n sleep easy tonight knowin' they keepin' a eye on your back-trail."
*
Justine stretched luxuriously, grinning happily all the while.
"You weren't lying about the air-con, baby; it's wonderful!" she smiled. "I'd just about forgotten what 'cool' meant, but this is so great!"
She let the bathrobe slip from her shoulders and fall in a soft heap around her feet, posing artfully in all her nakedness for him.
"'Course, now I'm feeling a little chilled; can you think of a way to warm me up again, Big Bear?"
Johnny licked his lips; no-matter how many times he saw her naked, each time was like the first; her clear, creamy-pale skin seemed to glow with an inner light, making her jet-black hair seem almost blue-black against her white shoulders and her small, perfect breasts tipped with pert, stiff brown nipples danced enticingly, giving him a delicious tightness in his groin. Justine winked at him and pirouetted, turning through a complete 360, showing him the rest of her tight body.
Johnny's mouth watered at the quiver of her taut, globular little bottom, each cheek calling out to him to cup and squeeze them as his drank her ruby lips and feasted on her beautiful little breasts. Justine had habitually kept herself waxed, but now her pubes were beginning to grow-out again, a sexy delta of soft, silky little hairs, dark like the hair on her head, pointing to her secret place, and Johnny wondered what it would be like, how it would feel to part those fine silken threads and probe her hidden lusciousness with his tongue.
"You getting any ideas yet, Johnny-Bear?" she murmured, smiling happily as he reached for her and gently pulled her closer by clamping his hands around her bottom. Justine gasped softly as he carefully nipped her tense nipple with his lips even as he squeezed, lifted, and separated her buttocks, momentarily stretching her little balloon-knot open.
"That's fine and all, but you can do better, Big Bear; show me!" she whispered, brushing her nipples against his face, enjoying the feel of the taut little nubs dragging across his faint stubble. As she teased him, her hands fumbled with the waistband of his shorts, but finally she hooked her thumbs in the sides and slid them down. His erect cock swung upright, smacking in the palm of her hand. Justine smiled and licked her lips as she slowly began to fist him.
"This looks interesting, Johnny-Bear; can you think of anything I could do with it?" she drawled, grinning at his agonized expression. With that teasing expression still on her face, Justine dropped to her knees, to gently kiss the side of his tumescent shaft.
Johnny's breath hissed between clenched teeth as she darted swift little kisses all over his erect cock as she gently fisted him. Justine looked up, her eyes big and innocent, something she knew he had no defences against, and slowly, deliberately slid her plump, naturally red lips over the purple head of his straining cock.
Johnny shuddered as an almost electric thrill pulsed through him; his face reflected his agonized arousal as the soft, wet heat of her mouth slipped up and down on his shaft as she bobbed her head. His instinct was to meet her suckling with thrusts of his own and it took all his willpower to remain motionless, although his thighs and buttocks ached with the strain of not moving, not forcing himself further into that hot, wet succulence engulfing his manhood.
Justine could feel him tensing, she could tell his climax was near, so she backed off; a quick nip with her fingernails to the base of his straining cock backed him off as well, taking him down a couple of notches; much as she loved and craved the taste of his spunk, that wasn't what she wanted this night; it had been too long since she and her man had played in complete safety, and knowing they were, for now, anyway, safe and protected had made her horny; she wanted her Johnny-Bear to take her to see the elephant...
Johnny picked up almost subliminally on her need; her little glances, half smiles, teasing little looks, a million things too small or subtle to describe, these all added together to one thing; his Justy wanted to make love like before, the way they hadn't been able to since this madcap, helter-skelter flight from danger had begun.
With Johnny, to think was to do, and so he took her hand and raised her from her kneeling position, his hand gently squeezing her buttock as he pulled her close for a kiss. His hands roamed over her as they kissed, caressing, exciting, enticing, and suddenly she knew what she wanted, more than anything.
"Taste me, Big-Bear!" she breathed, "It's been so long, eat me, make me howl, you bad, bad man!"
Johnny needed no further encouragement, and when Justine drew him to the bed, he held her behind her knees as she lay back, spreading her thighs so he could gaze once more at the pink little jewel nestled in a bed of downy, silky black hairs, dewy and delicious. Justine closed her eyes as his big, warm hands held her legs wide open, her hips gently wriggling as she sensed rather than saw her man leaning over her, the knowledge he was staring at her pink jewel feeding her arousal.
Johnny paused, letting her scent fill his nostrils and percolate through his brain. Knowing she was so aroused raised his own level of arousal; she wanted him to taste and eat her, but what he most wanted to do was to savagely plow into her, hold her down and ram himself into her again and again and fill her with his seed as she writhed and shuddered beneath him; only his basic nature, the things that made him her 'Johnny-Bear', kept him from treating her so, even as her scent drove him almost mad with need for her. Later, later, his mind told him; first things first, and her sweet, spicy, delicious aroma told him what she wanted.
Justine gasped softly, shuddering with delight as his tongue gently lapped at her; Johnny ran the flat of his tongue from the tight little crease of her anus to the stiff little nub just beginning to poke out from its pink cloak. Justine cried out softly, a mewing little cat-cry of agonized delight as his tongue brushed her clitoris, a sharp jag of pleasure shooting through her to buzz in her stiff, throbbing nipples.
"Again...oh yes, again, Johnny!" she gasped, and Johnny was only too happy to oblige, while Justine writhed in ecstasy as his lips and tongue sent bursts of pleasure bulleting through her. Johnny kept licking and nibbling her, because she tasted so good, so sweet, and tangy, and fresh, and a million other soft, subtle tastes, but also because the feel of the soft growth of silky hairs teased and tickled his tongue.
Justine held his face against her, grinding her wet, succulence against his probing tongue and torturing lips, feeling the first stirrings of orgasm uncoil inside her. Johnny, so completely in-tune with her feeling and emotions, felt it too, and so he feasted on her, driving her onwards and upwards, never letting-up in his quest to pleasure his woman the way she wanted. Justine was gasping like a long-distance runner, she was close, so he rasped his tongue one last time over the stiff, juicy nub of her clitoris.
Justine stiffened as her climax blazed through her, pleasure so extreme she couldn't even give voice to it, or so she thought; her hearing, eyesight, every sense she possessed shorted-out as all her circuits blew wide-open. Her body shuddered and trembled as wave after wave of pleasure verging almost on pain crashed and surfed through her, to break against the walls of her mind and blow in once again, battering her with pleasure only her Johnny had ever given her, and then everything went dark as she floated in a warm and peaceful somewhere, feeling like everything in her world was better than fine, it was perfect.
Justine heard Johnny calling her, from what seemed a long way away, his voice faint and barely heard above the roaring in her head, but eventually his words began to make sense through the fog dulling her senses.
"What...? Johnny Bear, what happened? I was feeling so wonderful, then it all kind of went...I dunno, I mean, did I fall asleep, or something? How long...?" she murmured a little muzzily.
Johnny's face swam into focus above her, his worried frown giving way to a relieved smile.
"You OK now, Minou, I got you now. Girl, you scared me! One minute you humpin' like it's goin' out of fashion, nex' thing I knows you-all let out a scream like a bobcat in a snare an' pass out! I tho't I done sumthin' real bad, you laying there like dead thing, barely breathin', eyes all turned-up an' white, an' all I could think was whut in Hell I'm gonna tell tante Maigrette when she find you lookin' like you moonstruck!"
Justine smiled as she held out her arms to him.
"Special kind of bayou-magic you've got there, Johnny Bear! Now how about I show you some of mine?"
Johnny grinned as she fondled his aching erection.
"I thought you never ask, li'l gal!"
*
About 200 yards upwind of the house, in their secluded campsite concealed in the angle of two huge Cottonwoods and hidden from the road, the twins smiled at each other.
"She kinda noisy..." observed Mélette, her softly jealous tone making her sister grin.
"You a fine one to talk, Miss Mélette Ysabeau Gaudet de Cormier, spinster o' the parish," smiled Odélie, "considerin' the noises you an' Macky D. useta make; I swear, near on ever'one in the parish knew what you two was doin'!"
Mélette rose up on her elbow to throw her backpack at the grinning girl but then she paused, sniffing the air. Odélie too froze, snuffing the air delicately, her nostrils flaring as she caught what her sister was scenting. The breeze had shifted, blowing now from the direction of the road, and the usual night scents had a new component, one that shouldn't be there.
"You gettin' this too, hun?" breathed Mélette, and Odélie nodded.
"Uh-huh, two, mebbe three, up high somewhere, prolly up on the knoll along White Oak trail, it the only place hereabouts high 'nuff see along the road on both directions; only city-boys gonna go huntin' smokin' cigars an' wearing cologne smellin' like a whore's boudoir; what they do, shower in the stuff? You reckon we should slide over there an' give them somethin' to sleep on, permanent, like?"
The blonde girl shook her head.
"Nope; they ain't goin' nowhere tonight, not while it dark; they can't show lights, not up on the knoll, they know people gonna see them from miles away, so they gonna sit tight an' wait for first light; they prolly settin' up as spotters for the rest of them fellers we followed through the canebrakes, so they ain't goin' nowhere 'til them other fellers show up. Leave 'em be, we move in when they on the move, but they surely ain't goin' nowhere for now, so you get some sleep, hun; if nuthin' happen I'll wake you in four hours."
*
Johnny woke, as always going instantly from fast asleep to fully awake, no drowsy transition or warm half-awake state, to a world still gray in the pre-dawn light. He grinned as he looked around the familiar room, one he'd slept in so many times during his boyhood days; everything was the same; the same pile of dog-eared old Zane Grey and 'Sudden' paperbacks, Jean-Nöel's stacks of baseball magazines, Sports Illustrated's, and National Geographic magazines, the same pile of batting helmets, mitts, and stack of bats in one corner, and the same small shelf with a row of sporting trophies.
The only difference between those happy days and now was his truly epic erection, and the svelte, creamy-skinned naked girl spooned fast asleep against him, hugging her pillow with her pert, beautiful little rump thrust up so provocatively. The image of innocent, yet smolderingly sexy young womanhood was almost more than he could bear; he had to almost pinch himself to remind himself that he was awake, not dreaming, and that this beautiful, sexy girl was his.
Hard on the heels of that thought came another, and, smiling at what he was doing, he slowly slid down the bed, to softly kiss the sexy, outthrust pair of buttocks. Justine stirred, the faintest "Mmmm..." escaping her lips as she smiled in her sleep. Johnny froze; waking her just yet wasn't part of his plan.
When he was sure she was fast asleep again, he began gently kissing the soft, plush globes again, slowly urging her onto her stomach, kissing and licking more insistently in the cleft between her taut ass cheeks. Still fast asleep, Justine began pushing back against him, obviously feeling something as he kissed, then rimmed her gently, squirming in her sleep as his tongue-tip brushed and teased her taut, creased little pucker.
Justine stirred, her thighs drifting apart, and Johnny smiled to himself; his plan had worked! Slowly, gently, with almost feather-like delicacy, his tongue tip probed the soft flesh exposed between her open legs. Justine squirmed, smiling her sleep-smile as whatever she was dreaming about jibed with the feel of Johnny's tongue and lips gently probing her most intimate parts.



Johnny lapped at her, enjoying the taste of her, dizzy with the scent of her arousal and horny beyond belief; his instincts were to yank her legs apart and jam himself into her, but he was in complete control of his instincts. They'd played this game before, and he wanted to pleasure his girl, to play with her, to tease and gently torment her, because when they did finally make love, it would be, like every time they did this, a truly next-level experience.
Licking, kissing, probing deeper and longer with his tongue, he slowly worked-up the sleeping girl, her increasingly outthrust buttocks making it easier for him to probe and tease, while her hands clenched and unclenched as what he was doing to her worked its way through her and into her dreams.
When he heard her gasp, he grinned happily as he bored in even more firmly, holding her smooth thighs apart while her pelvis writhed and danced. Her hands found her breasts, fast asleep though she was, tugging and squeezing her stiff nipples as dream-state merged with reality, her body telling her that dream sex was becoming real. Johnny saw this, how close she was, and slid two fingers into her damp and fragrant pussy.
Justine's eyes snapped open as the shock of orgasm powered through her, a wail of purest ecstasy escaping her lips as she rode the crest, eyes squeezed tight-shut and tears like tiny crystals glimmering on her eyelashes as she tugged and squeezed her nipples even more frenziedly, rolling her climax on and on, while Johnny, all pretense of subtlety dropped, jammed his mouth against her damp and dewy pussy as hard as he could, rasping his tongue against her clitoris and jolting her into yet another wave of almost unbearable pleasure. Another wail, louder, harsher than the first burst from her lips as she shuddered and trembled, caught in the huge bow-wave of pleasure that crashed through her, swamping her senses with pulse after pulse of hot delight.
As the tremors and aftershocks of release trembled and swirled inside her, Justine became aware of Johnny still poised above her, his lips kissing her back, between her shoulder-blades, the curve of her neck where it joined her shoulder, soft, delicate nibbles that woke a storm of gooseflesh all over her skin, still sensitive as it was after such a massive climax.
More obvious even, was the feel of his thick cock pulsing in the cleft between her buttocks, the flesh hard and hot, ready for release of its own. Without thinking, Justine reached behind her to encircle his shaft with her fingers, squeezing and gently fisting him, rubbing the seeping, glossy tip of the shaft around her velvety anus, her movements becoming more insistent with every stroke of his cock.
"You-all sure you want to go there, Minou...?" Johnny whispered, "You don' have to baby girl, I'm jus' happy you wan' me 'tall! We c'n do this 'nother time, baby, ain't no rush!" he breathed. Justine grinned at the concern in his voice.
"I know I don't have to Johnny-Bear, but I want to; every part of me owns every part of you, and everything I have is always only for you; I want this, baby, I want you to have me like this, I want you to always want me like this, and any other way you want; we're us now, Johnny-Bear, not just me and you!"
As she spoke, Justine stuck her bottom out even as she pulled her buttocks apart, showing him her tightest hole, slicked and lubricated with his pre-cum as it winked at him.
Johnny pushed forward, easing himself into her millimetre by millimetre, ready to pull back at the first sign he was hurting her, but if he was, Justine showed no sign of it, only her lip caught sexily between her teeth as his thick cock slid slowly, unstoppably into her most secret place, until he could go no further, buried to the hilt in her tight, hot anus.
"That wasn't so bad!" she grinned, flexing her internal muscles and squeezing him for a second. Johnny's eyes almost popped out of his head at the sensation; his cock was already squeezed into her glove-tight behind, the velvet grip holding him more firmly than anything ever had before, and the added pressure almost made him shoot his load there and then.
"Don' do that, Minou...jes' please, don't..." he murmured, lost in contemplation of the sight of his fat cock buried inside the taut, firm little bottom, her anal ring stretched obscenely tight and glistening around him; that sight alone was almost enough to make him lose it, and he didn't want that; if they were going to do this, like this, he wanted to savor the experience.
"Well, Bayou-Boy; you gonna fuck me or stare?" taunted Justine, just loud enough to jar him out of his mesmerized gaze at the sight before him, followed by a gasp as he slid himself almost out of her, then pushed back in, watching her globular buttocks quiver as he reamed her tight ass. His hands slid up her waist, to cup and squeeze her small, perfect breasts, pulling her against him as he increased his pace, jamming himself into her harder and harder with each thrust while Justine moaned and squealed and gasped with each stroke of his cock inside her.
How long they strained and hammered together in such a primitive, primal, taboo way neither knew nor cared; the sex was all, two lovers coupling frenziedly as though their lives depended on it.
At some point they had risen up, and now Justine was sitting astride her kneeling man, his hands clamped firmly around her breasts as she rode him as hard as she could, her hands locked behind his neck to give herself greater leverage as she slammed herself up and down on his straining cock, slipping him almost out and then back into her as she rode him, both of them lost in their own world of sexual bliss.
Justine could feel him shortening his stroke; her Johnny was almost there, just a little more, so she began muttering, demanding, telling him what she wanted.
"That's it, baby, give it to me, fill my ass, fill it up, make a baby in me, Johnny give me an ass-baby, breed me, Johnny-Bear, breed your little sister's ass, cum in me and fill me, do it, do it DO IT!!"
Johnny lost his last shreds of control at his sister's words, his body going rigid as every single muscle froze, locking him in place with his cock swelling to jam inside that impossibly tight place as spurt after spurt of sperm gushed and blasted out of him and deep into Justine's tight little ass, doing what she'd asked for, pumping his seed deep inside her ass, breeding her the way she'd demanded.
At the feel of his cock jamming and pulsing deep inside her, Justine too froze, orgasm once more blazing through her, blinding and deafening with its intensity, what felt like every muscle and tendon vibrating like harp-strings, each one tuned to a subtly different note, blending into one great, swelling chord, an upwelling of unbearable pleasure from deep in the bedrock of her.
Justine slumped forward and would have collapsed bonelessly if Johnny hadn't had his arms around her, holding her to him as every last drop of his seed pulsed, and finally slowed to a trickle inside her. All he could do was hold her up, too dazed and mind-shattered by what had just happened to fully connect yet with the real world, only held upright by instinct.
As his head cleared he finally released his grip on her, allowing her to relax as he followed her down, his cock still tightly clasped in her anus. When he started to withdraw, Justine gasped and whined, her limbs twitching and shuddering in time to the mini-orgasms whirling through her again, curling and uncurling in a dance of pleasure and pain, bringing back to her some of the mind-searing intensity of what had just occurred.
They lay in silence for long minutes, hearts slowing and lungs working more and more normally as sense and cognition slowly returned, until Justine mustered enough energy to smile happily at him.
"Whooo, Johnny, what did you do to me?" she quavered, still too mind-blown for anything smarter or sassier, and Johnny, his mind equally scattered, could only gather her closer and kiss her neck, her shoulders, the base of her throat, and the shallow valley between her small, firm breasts, his kisses calming her, and him, collecting his thoughts and feelings after such a cataclysmic orgasm.
Johnny smiled happily, struggling to remain awake after such a huge expenditure of energy, his arm cuddling Justine to him even as the tiredness ebbed, and strength flowed back into him. He grinned at her, once more fast asleep, tired-out after such an energetic session, checked the time, and slid carefully out of bed; while Justine slept he wanted to think about their next move and a cool shower would help him gather his thoughts. Just as he stepped into the shower, Justine slipped in next to him.
"Hi Hot-shot, what's the plan for today?" she grinned, pinching his ass and grinning at him.
Johnny yanked her under the spray-head, grinning as she gasped at the torrent of cold water.
"Listen-up, li'l gal," he began. "We cain't stay here too long; this place way too close to main road; one way or 'nother they gonna come down this way, an' I shore don't wanna wait 'round fo' when they do show up; I was gonna slide over Houma way, see Maw-maw, but they idjits been there 'ready, they think we gone there they gonna show up in force, so me an' Lubin and some o' the boys gonna let them trail us down to Ghost lake, an' jump them there; I reckon what we do there gonna make them goons think twice 'bout messin' with me an' my family!"
Johnny towelled off and pulled on his shorts; right now he needed some thinking-alone time, a habit of his Justine respected, so while she set about getting them some breakfast, Johnny wandered out onto the veranda to watch the sluggish bayou while he thought. He was deep in thought, thinking about what had happened this last week, where they'd been and what they'd learned, where they were going, when Justine, dressed in nothing but boy-shorts and a light robe, snapped him out of his reverie by handing him a coffee. He smiled to see her so innocent, yet so sexy, and took a sip of the bitter brew, completely unaware that even as they stood on the veranda in the morning sunshine and sipped their coffee, a professional killer with a high-powered sniper-rifle was lining-up a head shot on him.
*
Mélette and Odélie broke camp silently, brushed down the area and hid all sign they'd been there, then flitted through the woods, heading for the wooded knoll on the White Oak Trail. A hundred yards from where the trail diverged from the main road, Odélie froze, one foot in the air, her hand up to silence Mélette. Both girls listened intently, then Odélie made a circling gesture with her raised hand, pointing first left then right,
Mélette understood immediately; the men on the knoll were on the move, moving in closer to the house, so she would circle around to the left in front of them and Odélie would do likewise to the right, and jump them before they reached the house. Both girls set off, Odélie with her Remington cocked and the safety off, and Mélette with an arrow nocked ready.
Odélie made contact first; about two hundred yards from the house she spotted a city thug sneaking through the woods, the reek of tobacco and overpowering cologne confirming it was one of the men from the knoll, so she circled ahead of him, clambered up into a huge old Live Oak on the trail he'd have to use, and waited for him to come blundering by.
When he showed up, she could see he was alert for trouble, constantly scanning the terrain around him. He should have looked up. As he walked under the big branch she was crouched on, Odélie dropped square on him, her knee between his shoulder-blades sending him flying, while his own rifle flew off somewhere into the underbrush. Odélie clubbed him on the back of the head with her rifle-butt as he went down, and shoved her rifle muzzle up under his chin when he rolled over on his back to see who had jumped him.
"Don't you-all move less'n y'all want a big hole in yo' favorite head, boy!" she grinned. "This my daddy's old Remington and she got a real sensitive trigger, so you be smart, or you be dead, you hear me, boy?"
So saying, she gave the distinctive triple 'Kee-weet, Kee-weet, Kee-weet' call of the yellow-bellied flycatcher, repeating it twice.
Meanwhile, Mélette had caught up with his partner, a young man no older than herself, with what looked like an expensive, high-end, high-tech sniper rifle. She watched him cast around for a place to rest the rifle bipod for a clear shot, but finding nowhere suitable, instead took a length of rope from his pack and tied it around a tree at about shoulder-height. Mélette frowned, unable to work out just what the hell he was doing, but when he pushed the muzzle of the rifle through a loop twisted in the rope, she suddenly understood what he was up to; he was giving himself a stable rest to take his shot.
As far as Mélette was concerned, it had already gone too far; this creep was setting up a kill-shot. She realized she could clearly see Johnny and Justine on the porch, about four hundred yards away, so that meant that paid killer could as well; it was time to act.
As the man started to line up his shot, she put a razor sharp, broad-head hunting arrow through his trigger-hand, pinning it to the tree he was leaning against. The killer screamed, and as he tried to yank the deeply embedded arrow out of the tree, she shot him again, this time in the buttock. The man gave another howl as he dropped to his knees, and squealed once more as the arrow through his hand kept him hanging against the tree.
Mélette grinned and stood up; scratch one killer. The sniper's eyes bugged when he saw it was a pretty little blonde girl who'd shot him and tried to grab his rifle with his uninjured free hand. Before he could reach it, Mélette was standing in front of him. He froze when she pushed the razor-sharp tip of an arrow into his nostril just far enough for him to feel how sharp it was.
"I wouldn't boy; now just you lemme see what we got here..."
Without taking her eyes off him, Mélette unhooked his rifle and looked it up and down, and worked the bolt to eject the round in the breech.
"This look real expensive; that right, boy?" she murmured, and when he nodded, she smiled brightly at him.
"Bet it shoots real accurate too; looks like you c'n hit purty much what you wants from a ways out, 'm I right or am I right?"
The thug nodded fearfully, wondering where she was going with all this.
"That's just too bad, hun; I 'spose I could give this to one of the boys, but it ain't no use to them. See, they hunters, they kill to put food on the table, an' when they kill, they thank th' Lord for his bounty in providin' for their family; they don' murder from concealment. This thing here made for murderin' folks, an' that's all it was made for; there ain't no other reason for it to be; none the boys gonna want nuthin' to do with it; it's dirty, an' it's evil, an' we don' need stuff like this down here, sooo... "
With that, and before he could blink, she'd swung the rifle by the barrel and smashed it against the tree with all her might. ABS shattered and splintered as she repeatedly slammed the sinister-looking rifle against the tree until it was just a mass of plastic shards and bent metal components.
"There, now it's clean..." she murmured, tossing the wreckage far out into the bayou. "Nex' thing is, I gotta deal with you, so..."
She pulled out her huge, custom-made Randall Bowie knife, the 'Confederate' model, with its eleven-inch, razor-sharp clip-pointed blade and brass knuckle-bow, one of a pair that Johnny had given the girls for their 18th birthday, intending to cut the arrow-shaft out of his hand, but he took one look at the huge blade and fainted dead away.
"What in Sam Hill...?" she muttered, but then shrugged; if he was out cold he wasn't going to be all squirming and crying and telling her how much it hurt, so she set to. When he came around, he found she'd zip-cuffed him securely, with his hands behind his back, taken the rope he was going to use as a stable base for his shot and tied it around his neck, then around the tree, immobilizing him, strapped his ankles together with his own belt, dressed the arrow-wounds in his hand and backside, and thrown his pants, boots and socks away.
As he focused on her, they both heard a repeated squittering bird call, and, after a pause, the sound of a rifle-shot, and Mélette smiled.
"Who are you?" he asked, terrified. "I saw 'Southern Comfort', I know what you people are like, please don't let your clan have me, I'll do anything you want..."
Mélette frowned and prodded him with the alloy shaft of the arrow she'd taken out of his hand.
"You lucky I'm the shy, retirin' type, or I might take offense at that! That there birdsong an' shot mean yo' friend face down in the swamp, or he wish he wus. Now you tell me sumthin'; jes' whut kinda stupid city-boy idjit are you anyway? You an' yo' fancy guns come slitherin' around here bein' all sly an' thinkin' you all that, but these here swamplands is dangerous enough for you an' yore kind without you-all lookin' to go fussin' with my folks. You lucky I got you first, ain't no tellin' what else is a-trailin' you, or even sittin' right next to you this deep in, jes' waitin' for you to do somethin' all-fired stupid; look here..."
She whirled and raised her bow, with an arrow already nocked, and in one quick release shot another of her razor-sharp, broad-head arrows right through the huge mottled snake lying coiled up in the mound of leaf litter a few feet away from him. The arrow pinned the huge snake to the tree it was lying under, entering its neck just behind the head, a perfect shot. He shrieked as the snake thrashed around violently, unable to wrench itself free from the deeply embedded hunting arrow.
Mélette grinned at her shot, winked at the helpless killer, then, carefully approaching the coiling, thrashing monster, calmly drew her huge Bowie knife and, with a two handed grip, rammed the fearsome clip-point right through the snake's skull, killing the huge creature instantly.
"What the fuck was that!?" he shrieked, and she grinned at him.
"That there's a Ree-tic-ulated python; them idjits up New Orleans way keep them as pets; why they do that only the good Lord knows, 'tain't like we don' got enough dangerous shit roamin' aroun' out here already, where they 'spose to be, but no, they got to bring in even more, an' worse than that, too. Then Katrina come along, these damned things get loose, now they breedin' faster'n hogs in a canebrake; ain't nothing to stop 'em, even daddy 'gators shy away from them, so they grow real big. This'n ain't but a young'un, only ten, mebbe twelve feet; I seen ones near-on twice as long an' thicker'n Fat Arno's leg. I hear tell they's even spotted some Nile crocodiles North and East o' here, too, more escapees after Katrina; I dunno 'bout that, but you lucky you never meet one o' them, they huge, an' they don't hide none, they just rear right up 'n' bite you clean in half; I read somewhere that a Nile croc bites with the same force as a truck fallin' off of a cliff; be grateful there ain't none of them down this way...not yet, anyway."
She nudged the still thrashing and shuddering dead snake with her trail boot and grinned at him, making him quail even further.
"You still lucky I got you afore that snake did, yes sir. See, he ain't gon' eat you, but mebbe he don' like you comin' too close, so he snap out an' bite you real deep; you get bit by one o' them, you be real sick afore long."
She hunkered down and tapped the twitching dead snake with the flat of her huge knife.
"Thing is, they ain't poisonous, not like cottonmouths , but they got real dirty mouths, and there ain't no-one out here for to clean you up, no ant-i-biotics, so you get bit, you gon' get sick, then real sick, mebbe lose your mind a little, go wanderin' 'round, an' this a real bad place to go wandering if you ain't in your right mind; you go fallin' in the swamp, then a big ole daddy 'gator gon' come along an' take you fo' a li'l swim, stick you under some log deep-down only he know 'bout, an' wait for you to go all sof' an' sweet an' ready to eat."



She paused, gauging the effect her words were having on the hired killer.
"Now, you ready to answer up good, or you wanna wait until nightfall an' mebbe have a rougarou, or some big ole 'gator come find you? 'cause that real likely right now; see them drag marks over to the bank? That where a real big mama 'gator, looks like mebbe a ten-footer, come up out the bayou regular like ever' night, prolly because she got a nest somewhere 'round hyah, mebbe that big ole mound o' leaves an' such over there, an' if that the case, then she ain't too far 'way t'all right now, watchin' an' waitin' for you to leave so she can check her nest. I reckon that there snake was lookin' for that nest, too; them things smell real good, so it prolly know there a nest hereabouts, jes' packed full a' eggs an' young, an' if the nest here, then mama-gator not too far away, neither. If you look over there a ways, see that log? See how it floatin' agin the current? That's 'cause it ain't no log; that's mos' likely mama-gator, watchin' her babies an' waitin' an' bidin' her time."
The killer began to sneer at her for trying to scare him with such a childish ruse when the floating 'log' swivelled an eyeball and looked straight at him; anything he might have said died in his throat. Mélette sat down Indian-fashion on a pile of leaves and began collecting her stuff together.
"Daddy-gators get up to sixteen feet hereabouts, mebbe more; one o' them come looking for a easy meal an' you toast boy. Then, o' course, there's that there mama-gator out there, she find you still here tonight, near her nest, where her eggs 'n young 'uns is, she ain't gonna question why, you just gon' be easy meat fo' her, so you wanna wait fo' her, or you wanna talk to me...?"
She watched his expression of horror widen, while she grinned to herself, and prodded him again with the alloy shaft.
"Answer up, boy, an' don' you go an' try lyin' to me. What you doin' slinkin' around out here like a animal, aimin' guns all sneaky-like at innocent folks? Jes' remember; I don' know you, an' I already don' partic'larly like you; if'n I leave you out here for the 'gators, ain't no-one gon' know 'cept me, and I ain't losin' no sleep over you, so you better start, an' if you ain't real convincin' real quick, weeelll..." she started nonchalantly tossing twigs and pebbles at the enormous drag-marks on the bank of the bayou.
"I reckon now's about time to start doin' your Christian duty an' confessin' all for the good o' your 'mortal soul...or, you could jes' keep your mouth shut, and, come nightfall, you-all can try and talk momma 'gator out o' tearin' you in half like a syrupy biscuit; good luck with that."
She stood, and brushed leaf litter off her jeans.
"Now you can talk to me, or I'm leavin', I got things to do..."
The thug's mouth clamped shut, obviously terrified of his masters, in spite of the fact he was tied half-naked to a tree in alligator-country, something Mélette saw, so she changed her tack.
"Look at it this way, boy; whatever your bosses gonna do, it gonna be sometime in the future; me, I'm here an' now, and I'm real immediate when I do somethin'; way I see it, you can tell me ever'thin' an' save yo' skin, then run where no-one ever gon' find you, let them people you works for think you-all dead, or you c'n be loyal an' stay shut an' momma 'gator gonna be all fat 'n satisfied tonight after a real good meal; I be long-gone, and there ain't no-one for miles aroun' to hear you screamin'. Think 'bout it."
Mélette grinned widely and chomped her teeth several times, the thug twitching in time to the clicking of her teeth, and when she had his full attention, she looked up at the sun.
"You got the rest o' the day to do some thinkin', boy; I mo leave now, I for real got things to do an', an' when I gone, I ain't a-coming' back this way, so I reckon it's time to make a choice; me or mommy-gator, 'cos come dark, you jus' a stain an' a coupla drag-marks."
She'd slung her pack and picked up her bow when the man decided to speak.
"Please...don't leave me out here; I'll tell you anything you want to know, I swear!"
Mélette listened in growing disquiet as the hired killer told her everything she needed to know, and more.
"There's four teams working this area," he told her, "me and Rico were supposed to take our shot if we could, otherwise we were supposed to link-up with at least one of the other teams and hit wherever Bastine and the girl are hiding-out, take him out, grab the girl, and take Bastine's head. "
He looked up in alarm when Odélie appeared from behind a tree, her rifle pointed right at him and her finger quivering on the trigger, but he carried on at Mélette's nod.
"There's a bounty on the big guy, a million dollars; he musta really burned the Ribeiro's, they're a pair of crazy fucks and right now they're foamin' at the mouth; they're madder'n shit, and they got a real hard-on for John Bastine; they want him dead, now, and they want his head as proof of death; both brothers were real definite about that; John Bastine's gotta die. We have to bring the girl back alive, though; the brothers were just as definite about that, too; alive and unharmed; she's some kind of looker, and Joao Ribeiro's got plans for her; he likes 'em young."
Mélette scowled angrily, jumping to her feet and unsheathing her huge Bowie knife.
"I was kinda feelin' almos' sorry for you, boy, I thought mebbe I could let you go and you jes' run, you ain't actually done nuthin' yet, but now I know for sure you a murdering scum-bag sonuvawhore, so now you bosses gonna get theyselves a head; I mo' carve you like a Halloween pumpkin, boy, an' them gators out there gettin' a free feed! You fucken' dead, boy, you-all just made my mind up for me...!"
The man cowered back from the sheer venomous fury distorting the little blonde's face, but the brunette girl stepped in front of her, blocking her way, without once taking her bead off the hired killer's forehead.
"Back off Mel, this piece o' shit got more talkin' to do! An' you!" she barked at the trembling man, "the rest of it, start talkin' or I mo' put a .22 Accu-Tip slug through yo' face, jes' like I done with yo' frien'. You talk, or you die, now!"
The thug's face paled at the fury glowing in the little brunette's eyes.
"Where...what...Rico..." he stammered, making a spirited attempt to dig his way into the tree with his shoulder-blades when Odélie pushed the rifle's muzzle up against his forehead.
"Yo' frien' tried goin' fo' his shoulder-holster, which was kinda stupid, what with me pointin' this big ole thing at him an' all, mebbe you Noo Yawk killers all stupid as that, so I guess I gave him what he knew was comin'. You wanna make a stab at doin' sumthin' stupid, boy?"
The thug gulped.
"What did you do to him...?" and Odélie grinned bleakly at him.
"He face down in the bayou with a hole in back of his head you can shove your foot in; he takin' a slow trip to the Gulf, 'less the 'gators get to him first, an' you gonna join him if'n you-all don' start talking real fast an' detailed."
The man knew when to give up; these two girls might look like pretty little things, but they'd just proved how merciless they could be, and so he talked, because he wasn't stupid, and he wanted to live.
*
Johnny crouched behind the Cottonwood at the side of the house, Justine flat on the ground behind him as he scanned the area carefully; they'd both heard the sharp crack of a small calibre rifle several hundred yards away to the North and West, and his first thought was that Odélie had fired that shot. If that was the case, trouble was up; she never wasted ammo, so she would have had a definite target in sight.
Nothing further had transpired, but caution had seemed in called-for, so now Justine and he were concealed away from the house, ready for whatever showed up.
A movement away up in the underbrush caught his eye, followed by a glint of light reflected off a binocular lens, and a piercing whistle. Johnny grinned and straightened up, patting Justine on the shoulder as he did so.
"Let's go, Minou; looks like them two li'l gals got themselves a new friend! Let's go be neighborly, what you think?"
Justine smiled back bravely, but Johnny saw the white knuckles, the lines etching themselves at the corners of her mouth, the hunted look in her eyes, and realized just how frightened she was. His elation died away, and he cursed himself for bringing all this down on her, for dragging his baby sister halfway across the country because his rage and lack of self-control had broken through yet again.
"Baby," he drawled softly, "I'm sorry for this, I'm sorry for ever'thin', for draggin' you 'round like all this your fault, mebbe I should jest get you to Dallas an' on a flight outta here, somewhere safe they can't find you, an' me an' my folks take care o' business here once't an' for all; this ain't your fault, honey, an' it ain't yo fight, I jes' drag you into it, and I'm purely sorry I did, but I can make it right, Minou, I can make you safe, and keep them scum a long way an' a painful road away from you. I 'pologize most sincerely for endangerin' you, if I send you somewhere I know you safe, I can clean this up for good, then I'll come get you, I swear on mama's heart."
Justine smiled at his solemn expression, and reached out to prod him gently on the tip of his nose.
"Johnny-Bear, being with you, all of this, has been the best time of my life; I've never felt more alive; when any moment could be our last, that's when my life with you makes the most sense, and seems the most perfect of all. This IS my fight, because you're mine, and I'm not going anywhere without you; do you think I could live for a single minute not knowing if you were dead or alive? Do you really think I could scuttle away with my tail between my legs, and leave you to face this alone? We're a team, Johnny-Bear, you're my other half, and I won't live without you; I swear to God, I will fight alongside you, I will be there with you when the last man is standing, and I will go down fighting for you, because you'd do that for me. I love you, Jean-Bastiènne Doucette, and I'll never leave you."
Johnny stared at her, taking her in, her sincerity, the set of her jaw, and swept her into his arms, his lips crushing hers even as her fingers twined in his hair, pulling him into her, kissing him as eagerly, as fervently as he kissed her. How long they stood like that they never knew, only breaking their kiss when a discreet throat-clearing jarred them back to reality.
Johnny spun around, his face reddening at the sly smile on Mélette's pretty face.
"You folks need some time alone? I c'n come back some other time..." she grinned, taking in their general state of undress, and her smile widened as Johnny slowly blushed a deep beetroot. Justine grinned back at her, totally unabashed.
"No, now's good, Johnny just needed to hear a couple things, so we're good now!" she giggled, and Mélette's arch expression sent Johnny into a fresh fit of blushing.
"When you kids done playin' 'kissy-feelie', Odie 'n' me got someone stashed up by the ole hollow coon-stump you might wanna have a little heart-to-heart with; we bin eddicating him properly on whut happens to idjits come bargin' in where they ain't wanted an' try an' kill folks, we softened him up some, but you might wanna work some o' that ole Swamp-Thing magic on him, he 'bout ready to pee his pants at the thought o' meetin' my 'clan', so look scary John-boy, batter-up!"
Johnny looked closely at her.
"Only one? What was that shot we heard while back?"
"Odie jumped th'other one, he got cute, now he swimmin' down to Lake Barre, 'course he doin' it kinda slow, on account o' havin' a big ole hole where the back o' his head useta be; serve him right thinking a hideaway gun a match for a loaded Remmy when Odie pointin' it at him. Way the current's runnin', he should be about down to Leeville by tomorrow, 'less the 'gators an' catfish get to him first..."
Johnny grinned at her innocent expression.
"Noncle Lubin sure was right 'bout both o' you; you a pair a hellions for sure! Get on the horn an' get a hold o' Randy Broussard; it's 'bout time the law get involved."
*
Eulalie Deaucette, Johnny's grandmother, Maw-maw to rest of the family, frowned at the large, blacked-out SUV creeping down along Route 56, the Little Caillou Road. Somehow she knew they were heading for her home, and it didn't look like they were paying a neighbourly call either. A quick glance back at the porch to check her 12-guage was still stashed just inside the door, and she wiped her hands on her apron. Looked like that trouble
Jacques Broussard had told her about was here.
Well, if they wanted trouble, she knew where a heap of it was laying around just waiting for people like them, so she stood on her porch and watched the large vehicle slow to a stop. The doors swung open and two men in brand new, tailored khakis, with fishing vests and new boonie-hats, with large, automatic pistols stuck in their waistbands, sauntered up to the porch.
"Hello the house!" called out one of them, smirking at the sight of the little old woman glaring at them. "Would you be Mrs. Deaucette, by any chance?"
"Who wants to know?" replied Maw-maw, her frown intensifying when one of the men grinned insolently at her.
"You are Mrs. Deaucette, old woman, don't bother denying it, we already know who you are, but hey, bein' polite don't cost nothing, right? We know who you are, we got no beef with you, we just wanna know where that big ugly fucking idiot John Bastine's hiding; you tell us, there'll be no unpleasantness, we'll just be on our way, no fussing, an' we won't trouble you again. 'Course, if you're gonna be difficult about things, well, we've got ways of dealing with that too. Answer up, old woman; where is he?"
He made as if to draw the pistol in his pant's waistband, but froze when a male voice rang out.
"Drop the weapons and put your hands on your heads!"
The second thug whirled, tugging the handgun from his waistband as he spun; there was a sharp *pop!*, the sound of a suppressed rifle-shot, and he dropped to the ground clutching his arm, blood seeping between his fingers and pooling around him.
"Next one's a head-shot! Move those hands and it's yours, now DROP YOUR WEAPON!"
The thug carefully laid the handgun on the ground, straightened up, and stared at the heavily armed soldier in full OCP battledress and IOTV body armor, complete with pushed-up night-vision goggles mounted on his helmet, who'd appeared seemingly out of nowhere, pointing an M4 carbine with an underslung grenade-launcher right at his face.
"On your knees; NOW!" commanded the soldier, a sergeant, and when the thug complied, another soldier appeared out of the roadside foliage, planted his boot in the middle of the thug's back and pushed him flat on his face, yanked his arms up behind him, and zip-cuffed him several times. Another soldier did the same to the wounded man, and retrieved his dropped handgun before he got any ideas.
"Move a muscle and you're dead, you pair of fucks! Be good and you'll get to live, and if you think I'm joking, make a move..." he muttered. The prone men gabbled their surrender, and the soldiers covering them hauled them to their feet.
"See, that was easy, wasn't it!"
The sergeant tipped back his helmet, pulled off his Oakley sunglasses and grinned at Maw-maw, while his men ransacked the SUV and piled all the weapons they found in the yard.
"Sergeant Everett Jones, ma'am, USASOC out of Fort Benning; we're on manoeuvres with the Louisiana Army National Guard, ma'am; my colonel thought we needed to sharpen-up our training, and a couple of your Johnny's friends asked us to come make sure these animals left you in peace, so we linked-up with the local National Guard unit and came on down. If you need any further assistance, ma'am, we're in the vicinity, and we'll keep watch for any more of these dirtbags."
Maw-maw stared at him.
"Jean-Bastiènne got friends in th'army? Who-all sent you?"
Sergeant Jones grinned.
"Ma'am, it was Miss Angel Graves and Miss Cassandra Matthews; I think you already know Miss Cassie's husband, Robin, he said he'd spoken with you. They're friends of the regiment, and what they ask, we do; it was our pleasure, ma'am, and Miss Angel said we were to stay close by 'til this is all over and done, she was quite definite about that! I'll take these two hyenas into town and drop them off with Sheriff Broussard; the one I shot isn't as bad hurt as he thinks, he'll live long enough to face a judge, and a few of the boys will kinda lay-up here and there and see you safe. Any more of these dirtbags show up, we'll clean them out for you, I have my orders direct from Miss Angel, an' I intend to carry them out! Now, if you'll excuse me..."
With that, a group of soldiers appeared out of the underbrush where Maw-maw would have sworn no-one was hiding, and a Humvee likewise appeared out of nowhere. The soldiers lifted the two prisoners into the vehicle, collected the pile of guns and magazines, and dumped them in the back of the vehicle.
"First bayou we come to, we'll drop this lot in there, somewhere nice and deep, ma'am!" grinned Sergeant Jones, and with a last wave, climbed in the Humvee and drove away, while the remaining soldiers drifted back into the underbrush and disappeared.
Maw-maw scratched her head in wonder. Did all that just happen? It must have done; one look at the bloodstain in the yard confirmed it. Maw-maw shook her head, grinning.
"Whut kinda frien's you-all got these days, John-Boy...?" she mused as she went back inside to get a bucket and some lye to wash down the yard.
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Chapter 7 Part 1:
Meet the family, maybe baby, and some skeletons come out to dance.
That morning after our night of lovemaking, Davey first told me he had something he needed to do, and something he wanted to give me; I was a little puzzled when he took me to Kane's Jewellery after lunch. When we went into the store, the owner came bustling up, obviously expecting us, and with no more than a nod and a quick word from Davey, brought out a tray of the most exquisite diamond rings I could ever expect to see; the store lit up as millions of points of light flashed and sparkled on the ceiling, the walls, and on Mrs. Kane's smiling face.
I was completely caught off guard when Davey smiled and said "Darling, please pick out the ring you want, the sky's the limit, so don't be bashful."
I really didn't think I needed a ring, especially not one of those pieces; Davey had asked me to marry him, I'd said yes, we were already sealed together, I didn't need a diamond to prove it, I already knew he loved me, and to be honest, I was a little daunted by the king's ransom sparkling and glittering in front of me.
"Davey," I whispered, "why am I looking at these rings?"
"Because I can hardly marry you without getting formally engaged first, you silly arse," he smiled, "I'm old-fashioned that way..."
I picked the simplest, most unassuming ring I could find in that wealth of empires spread before me, but it was still a stunner, the kind of ring movies stars would have had orgasms over; two-and-a-half carats of solid light, a Princess-cut Solitaire diamond in a simple, elegant, platinum setting, refined and understated, but so, so beautiful.
To be truthful, I was kind of hesitant about accepting a ring like that; after all, I didn't really need one, Davey was the prize, not a rock, no matter how desirable, but when he got down on one knee and pledged his undying love, I knew the ring per se meant nothing to him either; it was just a symbol, another way he wanted to me to know what I meant to him.
Besides, walking around with a rock the size of Delaware on her finger does wonders for a girl's ego...
The rest of the day and most of the night is a bit of a blur; what I do remember is Davey ramming his cock into every hole far into the night; when he fucked me like I'd seen Daddy doing Mom, with that wonderfully rigid cock of his jammed all the way up inside my ass, I came like never before, like hot ice and cold fire were burning their way through me, imprinting him on my very soul. My world dissolved as he fired what felt like an endless stream of his spunk deep inside me, sealing him ever closer to me, making us what time and distance had spent a lifetime forging, and love and need had finally brought about.
In the morning, my first thought was that I was now, officially, really, truly Davey's intended; he'd proposed on bended knee, right there and then in Kane's, not because it was expected of him, but because he wanted to; he'd put that wonderful ring on my finger as his promise to me that we were bound together now, and he'd spent the night with me in what had become our marriage bed, no matter that there was no piece of paper to say it was so. Now all that was needed was for us to go to Boston, get my paperwork sorted out, and Davey and I would be away to live our new life, as husband and wife, in England or wherever our life took us.
*
Travelling to Boston with Davey was an exciting, benchmark moment for me. When he'd first told me he loved me, asked me to marry him, even put that fabulous, elegant ring on my finger, it had all seemed like a play, a story we were acting out: handsome prince woos and wins simple country girl with spontaneous declarations of undying love and romantic proposals in the heat of the moment and all that. Travelling to Boston to make it happen made it perfectly real, in a way I hadn't felt yet; it underlined what was happening in my life, and told me everything I needed to know about his sincerity and intentions, not that I'd doubted him for one teeny little second, but now, now it was becoming real in a much more tangible way.
For the first time, what we were doing, all we were planning, seemed real, and imminent; it wasn't just talk and excitement and dreams and fairytale wishes, it had become a real thing, the next step in our life as a married couple. We'd decided to get married in Maine, in Bar Harbor, because Davey thought that would remove most of the problems of me going back to England with him if I arrived as his legally married wife, so a quickie courthouse wedding in Maine, then a more formal family wedding in England once the dust had settled. It made sense to me, so that's how we played it.
For some reason the one-hour flight from Ellsworth to Logan made Davey very nervous; he spent the entire flight cooped-up in that creaking, rickety relic of the Lindbergh days mumbling to himself with his eyes tight shut; it was only when I literally had to prise his hands off his seat buckle once we were down again that I realized how panicked he was; still, at least we were on the ground, and in one piece, not that I'd had any doubts about the outcome, even if the 'plane was a little long in the tooth.
Helping Davey out of his fetal crouch and dusting him off while pretending not to notice what a wuss he'd been was a good time to ponder what Daddy had always said about planes; any landing you walked away from was a good one. Somehow, I didn't think it would help if I shared that with him, he was spooked enough and almost catatonic as it was.
It was his own fault anyway; it's a four-hour drive from Bar Harbor to Boston and we could have done it quite easily that way, but no, moneybags was all fired-up to get the paperwork and visa sorted ASAP, so 'suffer, buddy, on thine own head be it' was my considered reaction; as for me, I loved the flight.
The hotel room Davey had arranged was the biggest room I'd ever seen; I think the school auditorium might have had it beat, but not by much, and that room was supposed to accommodate several hundred people at once; this place was max occupancy two people. I was tempted to ask for a radio, a team of runners, or, failing that, at least a megaphone, or maybe a set of semaphore flags; the Wilderness Girls taught me how to use them, but I didn't know where I'd get some around here, so maybe I could improvise with a couple pairs of panties, but that would just give Captain Horny ideas, not that I'm complaining...
Davey seemed perfectly at ease, so I followed his lead and made-out like I was used to hotel rooms the size of ballrooms and beds bigger than the Great Outdoors; from the look in Davey's eye I had no doubt we'd be testing the mattress pretty much immediately the Bell-Hop did a flit, and I was right...sort of; Davey, defaulting to his usual state, which is 'Horndog with a Hard-on' tried to make a grab for me but I wanted to eat; we had as long as we wanted to make dents in that huge bed, but first I wanted to make a dent in my appetite, because I was starving. Davey finally gave in (although I had a bit of a struggle myself; he's awful cute).
After dinner, Davey pretty much dragged me back to our room with unseemly haste, and I'll admit to only token resistance from me; a whole afternoon and evening without his brand of merrymaking was starting to tell on me, and I wanted get him naked and maybe see the elephant. Davey wasted no time peeling me out of my clothes, while I tugged and unzipped and unbuttoned him.
I'm glad to report I did indeed see the elephant, in many different and varied ways, the way only Davey can show me; he kept me mindful most of the night of the most obvious reason I was in love with him, not that I didn't have many, many other reasons why I loved him. I slept the sleep of the truly well-fucked that night, to be shocked awake when something icy-cold slid into my ass; I'd been dreaming about Davey (of course!) and I swimming in a tropical lagoon, and suddenly an icy-cold, slimy eel swam into my ass!
I came awake with a shriek and there was that English clown standing there, ice-cube in hand, grinning like a fucking baboon; my first instinct was to punch him in the throat for scaring me like that, but he'd ordered breakfast, so I let him live until I'd fortified the inner woman and calmed down a little; at least one thing about him had remained true to the boy who'd left: his rude, vulgar, low-brow, low-class sense of humor; he'd be trying the stinky-finger or the 'pull my finger' stunt next...
I ate and plotted, pondering the fact that maybe I didn't love him so much after all, not after that nasty-ass prank. But there was this lovely ring, and he was very pretty, so maybe I'd let him live a little longer. Maybe he was too busy congratulating himself to remember that I could do ice-cubes too; revenge, after all, is a dish either served red-hot and personal, or ice-cold and enjoyable...
While we ate, Davey went over the itinerary for that morning, and boy, was I impressed; he'd got us done and ready to move on before lunch, which was pretty slick, and a bit of an eye-opener; my mind went back to the boy who used to hang his clothes on the floor and spend panicked nights trying to find his baseball jersey for batting practice, then moaning to Mom because it was filthy, to which Mom always replied that she had neither the nerve nor the inclination to go delving around in that Hell-pit he called his room, mining for his filthy sportswear and crispy socks; if it looked like a floor-cloth he had no-one to blame but himself, he knew where the laundry basket was.
This new David was a refreshing change; however, the way he woke me needed repaying, but what I wanted most was to feel that fat cock of his making music inside me, so I 'enticed' him to get naked; actually, the way he was always so horny, a meaningful glance would probably have got him just as naked, and I won't lie, I did need him right then.
He kissed me and melted me inside, the way he always does, his rock-solid erection pressing urgently into my tummy while his hands roamed over me, gently caressing my pussy even as I squeezed and fisted him; he felt so good, all I wanted was him inside me, and when he urged me onto the bed I shivered with anticipation; just his touch and kiss had heated me up to almost a fever pitch, and I didn't care where we were, what our plans were, I just wanted my boy to fuck the living shit out of me!
Davey obliged, his mind-reading skills obviously keyed up to genius level, because he did exactly what I wanted; he held my ass, kneading and squeezing the cheeks with his talented hands, massaging and playing with them while he worked me into a frenzy with just his kiss. His cock pressed against me felt like a warm iron bar, thick and urgent. My legs drifted apart, telling him what I wanted, and the feel of him sliding into me, stretching and filling me once again, set me off in a series of small, intense orgasms that fired-off like a string of firecrackers sparkling through me, and exploding behind my eyes. Davey responded in his own special way, increasing his thrusts into me, filling me, touching me inside in ways that made me spin and gasp with the pleasure of it, and his lips were like fire, making my head swim.
I don't know how long he hammered his cock into me. all I cared about was the swelling orgasm I could feel building inside me, charging closer with every second, his beautiful face above me, his eyes narrowed to a green glitter as he tried to hold back, waiting for me to climax, which only made me hotter and more desperate than ever to climb to that place with him once more, to feel him filling me with himself again.
When the dam burst I think I screamed in ultimate ecstasy. My climax was earth-shattering in its intensity, blinding and deafening me to everything except the sight and sound of Davey poised above me, gasping in the intensity of his own orgasm. His every muscle was tense as a drawn bowstring while his cock pulsed and throbbed deep inside me, pumping his seed into me. My overwrought pussy convulsed around him as waves of pleasure rippled through me and centred in my pussy, sucking and milking every last drop of his fertile spunk deep into me, maybe even making the baby I wanted so much to have with him, assuming I wasn't already knocked-up, something I hadn't exactly cleared with him just yet...
When he eventually eased back and leaned down to kiss me, a kiss I returned with all my heart and soul, the look of pure love and contentment in his eyes was all I could have hoped for; that look alone told me that he was sure, beyond any doubt or misgiving, that I was the one for him, I was all he wanted, that our future was set, and nothing would ever come between us. He really was deeply in love with me, not just a passing infatuation, and that understanding warmed me through and made my world complete.
We lay quietly for a short while, basking in the warm afterglow of our lovemaking, nibble-kissing and caressing lightly, not trying to arouse the other now, just maintaining connection, feeling the joy in each other's presence that comes when deep and abiding love is also present. I knew Davey loved me, but I was just realizing he loved me in all the ways I wanted and needed to be loved, returning in equal measure, and more, the love I'd held for him for so many years. All was finally right in my world.
Meet The Family:
Meeting Davey's uncle Richard at the British Consulate was one of the better experiences in my life. For starters, he looked amazingly like the photographs of Davey's daddy we'd had all over the walls back home: older, of course, but with his graying hair still shot through with streaks of that distinctive Denham gold, looking for all the world like a veteran Hollywood movie star playing a British gent; looking at him was like looking at a snapshot of Davey in 40 years time, and it gave me a secret little glow inside to think Davey would one day look as distinguished and handsome as Richard did right then.
Davey had already filled him in on what was needed, and he had all the paperwork ready for me to sign. His wit, his twinkly charm, so much like Davey's, now I come to think about it, and unconscious elegance, so British and 'olde-worlde', warmed me toward him immediately; even on so short an acquaintance I could feel myself falling under his spell, as was Davey; when 'Uncle' Richard began reminiscing about his escapades with Davey's daddy at Cambridge when they were young, I had to swallow the lump in my throat at the sad, longing expression on Davey's face, and the glitter in his eyes as Richard revived and awakened memories of his daddy.
Richard felt warm and fatherly, as if I'd known him all my life, and the affection in his voice and his eyes when he looked at Davey, obviously seeing and hearing his boyhood friend all over again, worked even more in his favour. I already trusted him as much as I did Davey. Perhaps that was what prompted me to ask him, as literally the only person I knew in this world, aside from Davey, if he'd give me away. The look on his face, a mixture of wonder, gratitude at being included, and sheer pleasure at being asked at all, and the warmly gracious way he accepted completely won me over; now I had two men in my life to love and be loved by.
Davey took me back to the hotel, via various diversions, which for me consisted of disappearing with his credit cards into the Natick while he sat around and tried to look decorative, although, to be honest, he looked like every man in a mall: slightly uncomfortable, hugely out of place, and weighed down with the knowledge he's going to pay for and carry everything; serve him right for trusting me with his credit card, foolish simpleton that he is.
*
All through this beginning, I'd been troubled by the fact there were things I wasn't telling Davey, things I should have told him from Day One, things that were, in my mind at least, deal-breakers, and so I 'fessed-up. Meeting Richard, seeing what kind of family Davey was part of, made me realize I couldn't hold it back; if I was going to be part of this, I couldn't begin with a lie. Davey had been never been anything but totally honest and up-front with me, I owed him the same courtesy. When I told him I needed to tell him something, I think my tone gave away how serious I was being, so he held me and coaxed me, and right there was when I broke down and blurted out what I'd done.
I told him everything: how I'd stopped my birth control before he'd even arrived, because I'd planned to seduce him and catch his baby; how I didn't want to trap him in anything, and if I caught, I'd never intended to tell him, because he was going to leave me, or so I thought. If I had his baby, I could let him go, he'd never even have known, and he could go back to England and have the life he was supposed to have, and be everything to someone, but I'd be content, because I had his baby, and that would be a part of him that I would always have.
Davey looked at me in silence while I told him everything, that emerald stare of his searching and probing, but his look was warm, his eyes deep green wells of compassion and love, but with a trace of puzzlement, and still that silence remained, and it scared me; this was where I thought he'd call me out for lying to him, this was where he lost it with me for deceiving him, this was where it all fell apart, and where all my fantasies and hopes for a life with him went out the window, and I packed my bags and slunk away, because he was done with me for lying to him, sucking him into my scheming and planning to hurt him so.
Tears ran from my eyes, and there was no artifice, just fear; his silence told me everything; I'd hurt him, lied to him, taken from him what wasn't mine by right, much as I'd felt it was, and justified it to myself until even I believed it, and so the fear galloped around inside me, huge and unmanageable. But then he spoke, and my heart leaped, literally; I felt it pound and throb in my chest as he looked into my eyes, his eyes like bright, summer glades, warm, and green, dancing with dappled sunlight, and then he said the thing that finally, irrevocably welded us together into one seamless whole:
"Lori Keene, if you had kept my baby from me, then that would have been the worst hurt you could do me. And I'm not angry, how could I be? I love you, and I want to make babies with you, not next year, or the year after, but now, OK? The first time we made love, I fantasised about making you pregnant with my baby, and the thought of making babies with you makes me very hot! Now that we've made love again, there's only one thing I want to say to you."
He pulled me close to me, holding me full against him, his hands soft and warm as he caressed me, washing away the fear and the last vestiges of impending loss.



"Happy baby-day, Mrs. Denham!" he whispered, his fingers gently tightening their grip on me, holding me like he never meant to let me go as he kissed me deeply, soulfully, a sharing, caring kiss, the kind of kiss only a husband and wife truly, deeply in love with each other can share.
*
Dinner that night was an eye-opener, for me if not for Davey. Richard met us at the door and gave me his arm as we walked through the house, a large and pleasant brownstone in a discreet gated community, to the lovely, well-tended garden at the rear, where David's Aunt Sophie awaited us.
When I saw her my heart nearly stopped; in almost every detail, down to the way she held her head and the way her lips quirked when she smiled, she was Mom! Davey was as stunned as I, but he had enough aplomb to hide it and smile, kiss his aunt, and exchange pleasantries. I was having a difficult time saying anything at all. Memories of Mom raced and tumbled through my head, her smile, her blue eyes, her glossy, jet-black hair a mass of soft curls, her quick, gentle repartee, all of it was here again, she was here again, and I was alternating between freaked-out, flabbergasted and heart-wrenched that someone so like Mom was here, being so, so like her in almost every detail.
Richard was talking to me, but I wasn't really hearing him; all I could focus on was this vision of my mom, as beautiful as I remembered from when I was a little girl, and it took a gentle nudge from Davey to bring me back down to Earth with a bump. Richard must have noticed my rapt attention to his wife and offered me his arm, possibly intuiting some of what was racing through me; whatever it was, it gave me a chance to get away gracefully, regain my composure, and try and recover from the 'transfixed idiot' impression I must have given Sophie.
While Davey talked with his aunt, Richard walked me around his garden, proudly showing me his rose bushes, telling me about his struggles to keep them tended with his busy work schedule, his love for this simple, quintessentially English passion apparent in every word he said. As he talked, I calmed down, entranced by his sweet, urbane charm, aware on some level that it wasn't an act put on to put me at my ease; he really was the best kind of 'olde-worlde' English gentleman, and his gentle charm, his mellow calm, and sweet, understated humor gave me much to hope for and look forward to with Davey. If Richard was representative of the older Denham men, then Davey was lucky indeed to have him, and I was blessed indeed to be joining a family that had people like Richard in it.
As we walked and talked, I could feel myself growing more and more attached to Richard; he exuded that calm confidence and charming worldliness that I'd only ever seen in Daddy and now here was Davey's uncle bringing that out in me again. It was with almost a sense of shock that I realized I was falling in love with him, but not like the way I felt about Davey; I was growing to love him like the father I'd lost and missed so very much; it came almost as a shock, but a sad, sweet, wistful one when I realized Uncle Richard would be a fine and fitting man to fill that need inside me.
I think he sensed how my thoughts were leaning; now his hand on mine as I held his arm was more paternal than just the polite steadying of a host for his guest; in some indefinable way, Davey's Uncle Richard knew, or could feel, what was happening inside me, and was already assuming the role my daddy would have taken if he'd been here, and it felt so right it was unquestionable.
Richard piloted me back to where Davey and his aunt chatted; I think he sensed I was calm enough to not make a fool of myself, although I also sensed that he'd never let that happen, and so, with everyone now past their moment of unsettlement, we could at last get to know each other; we were family, after all, but when uncle Richard commented on how utterly pleased and honoured he was that I'd asked him to give me away, I lost it again.
Sophie immediately gathered me in, chiding Richard for making me cry, but it was happy crying. She took me to the Drawing Room and, with almost no fuss or flurry, repaired my ravaged make-up, patted and flicked my hair back into place, and had the two of us making faces in the mirror until I was lost in helpless laughter.
"Please don't be too overawed by Richard," she'd said. "He's always wanted a daughter, but it never happened; instead, we have two strapping sons who show absolutely no signs of ever getting married, no matter how hard I tried to persuade them that it was time they settled down and gave me some grandchildren! The poor dear had just about resigned himself to one day being just a bit-player in some awful, snobbish, society wedding somewhere, and then you and darling David popped-up and voila, he has his chance! Now, at least, he gets to call some of the shots, look all 'father of the bride', give the required 'look after my daughter or I'll bury you under the garden shed, young man' speech, and generally be involved, so please, do accept my thanks for asking him; he's actually brimming with delight, so thank you so very, very much, you darling girl!"
I almost lost it again to hear her call me 'Darling Girl', something Mom used to call me; to hear it once more, from someone who was almost Mom's identical double was unsettling, to say the least. If Sophie noticed, she didn't say anything; instead she once again patted and smoothed me, pinched my cheeks lightly to put some color back in them, and slipped my arm through hers.
"There you go, absolutely devastating once more; David's a very lucky boy!"
*
Dinner wasn't at all the formal affair I had been dreading; it felt more like a family get-together, with Davey and Richard so obviously at ease in each other's company that it felt like they'd known each other for years; Davey seemed to be responding to Richard on an almost 'father-son' level, hardly surprising, really, seeing as he'd been effectively alone for over eight years while he slogged through medical school, while I couldn't help but fall back into the ease and comfort I'd known during family gatherings when Daddy and Mom were still alive. Sophie made it seem so, and when she announced that she would be sitting on the Bride's Side, and organizing the wedding for me, it felt natural; she was so much like Mom it felt completely right that she take Mom's role and do that for me.
Davey and Richard exchanged a quick glance and nod when she said that, almost as if they'd known all along that would happen, and Richard grinned broadly when Davey toasted Sophie 'and all "Ladies Who Organize!", making Sophie smile through her blushes.
Back at the hotel, I watched Davey watching Boston while I slipped out of my dress, leaving just my panties on. That preoccupied, far-away look he gets when he's perfectly happy was on his face, telling me that right there and then, he didn't have a care in the world. He looked so young, sweet, and happy I had to hug him, while making sure his fat cock was awake and ready for action, and he in turn nuzzled me as we stood watching the lights of Boston on that warm summer evening. I could have stayed like that forever, but I had something I wanted to share with him, and he picked-up on that almost immediately
"What is it, kitten?" he asked .
"Do you remember what I said earlier, about babies?" I asked, feeling my way along carefully.
"I do, sweetheart, what about it?" he smiled, so I pulled him around so I could look into his eyes, so he could see I was serious about what I was going to say.
"David, I meant it, I love you so much, I want to make a baby with you, I want to do that so badly..."
"Is that all?" he grinned. "Kitten, all I want to do is make babies with you. I told you; I want to get you pregnant, and watch your tummy grow, and listen to our baby grow inside you, and I wanted to do that from the moment we first made love. I love you."
This was going better than I'd hoped, but I had to be sure he was sure.
"So if I stay off the pill, it's OK with you, Davey? Really?"
Once again I got that lovely, sincere smile of his; with his startlingly blond hair spilling down over his forehead in a tousled cow-lick, and that big, sweet grin of his, he looked like a handsome schoolboy, young and carefree, not a man grown, and a doctor in his mid-twenties. There was, however, nothing young or carefree about the rock-hard cock I was groping and squeezing the whole time; if he was going to stand there and look so damned appealing, what else did he expect...?
"When we get home, I'll throw them down the toilet myself. And now, Miss Keene, we have a baby to make!"
Talking about babies had given him 'that' look, the one that told me it was time to get nekkid, and sure enough, his hands slid into my panties to cup and squeeze my butt as he pulled me against him. It was the work of a few seconds for him to slide my panties off, and I gasped at the hot little 'zing!' as he stroked my puckered little hole before slipping his finger into me, grinning as he told me without words what we were going to be doing very shortly!
We kissed like two hot teenagers, teeth clashing in our haste to get our lips sealed together as tightly as possible, while he lifted and separated my ass-cheeks so he could slide his fingers into my ass, working me open for his lovely, thick cock, if that was what he wanted to do! At this point I should mention that it was definitely what I wanted him to do, which is why I let him back me toward the bed, keeping in step with him so his squirming, sexy finger in my ass stayed where it was and kept doing what he was doing to me! We collapsed on the bed, with him on top of me, so I sort of drifted my legs open in a pretty broad hint to what I wanted to do first. Just in case hints weren't getting through, I grabbed his face to hold him so he could see me clearly.
"Fuck me, Davey, fill me up!" I whispered, and smart boy that he was, he got the hint right away, rose up on his forearms, and thrust forward, meeting and entering me in one long, hot, thrilling invasion that made me see stars. The feel of him in me, stretching my pussy once again, hammering his rigid thickness deep into the heart of me was almost enough to drive me over the edge. Davey slid a pillow under my hips to bring me even closer as I hunched and humped against him, but when he slid his finger into my ass as he rammed that thing of his deep into my pussy, I came like lightning, like molten iron and hot ice, thrilling surges crashing through and through me, blinding in their intensity, soul-wrenching with their power and ultimate pleasure. I think I screamed with the sheer, roaring pleasure of it all, orgasm like I'd never known before ripping through me.
When my climax hit, I was only vaguely aware that Davey had hit his moment too; I heard him groan, and felt his cock swell and jab even further into my depths, wringing more pleasure than should be possible and I knew he was filling me with his hot, rich sperm, hopefully making sure we were making the baby I wanted so much, his baby; at the thought of him putting his baby into me I came again, even more intensely than before; I actually whined and shuddered as once again waves of deeply heartfelt pleasure pulsed and bloomed through me, again and again, only slowly dying away as I came down from that place only my Davey could have taken me.
He was still hard when he withdrew from me, which suited me fine; there was one other thing I wanted, unfinished business, as it were, and he knew what it was.
"Thank you, Darling Boy!" I whispered, before rolling onto my tummy; Davey wanted this, I was hot for it, as far as I was concerned we weren't done until we'd both gone there, because this was our thing, it was how we'd connected in the first place, and I loved doing it with him. He took the hint, and gently rubbed some of the sperm that had trickled out of me to lubricate my tightest hole; from the size of that thing, he was going to need it, because shoving that thing in my ass dry just wasn't going to happen, no matter how much I liked the act itself!
I grinned over my shoulder at him, and pulled my cheeks apart, showing him just what I wanted, just in case the hints hadn't worked; from the way his cock stood up and throbbed, I guess he knew where I was going with this...
"Come on Davey, what are you waiting for? Do it, shove that thing in my ass! Fuck my ass Davey, that's an order!" I smiled at him, pretty much just to see the eager expression and his eyes light up at the thought of more of his favorite naughty treat.
As he slid on top of me, there came that moment of stillness, that pause before he started; his hands slid under my tummy, to cup and tenderly embrace my tits, his fingers caressing my hot nipples, each brush against them sending hot little jags of pleasure deep into the center of me, and then that stretching, slightly painful sensation as he slowly, slowly filled my anus with his thick cock. Even before he began pounding into me, frissons of orgasm began uncurling and flitting through me; I think I was gasping the whole time, and it had nothing to do with that thick cock jammed to the hilt in my ass, and everything to do with who was doing it to me. As I realized this, great crashing chords of pleasure screamed through me; I came like gangbusters, my whole body fluttering and shuddering as wave after wave of pleasure once again stormed through me, until:
"Ohhh fuck!, ohh fuck, Oh Jeezus fuck, ahhh!" I screamed, almost unbearable pleasure lancing through me. Davey stiffened at that, with his cock jammed inside my ass as it pulsed, blasting another hot load of his sperm deep inside me, filling my ass with his creamy tribute; the thought that I could do that to him set me off again, and so we came, me humping and pushing back against him while he shoved his fat cock as deep into my tight little asshole as he could get it, flooding my insides with himself.
We lay together afterwards, semen oozing from my butt-hole and pussy in a double creampie, sated beyond our ability to describe, and too fucked to care; all I needed right then was the feel of Davey's lips on mine, on my nipples, my neck, and between my shoulder blades, and his quick, soft, gentle hands stroking and caressing me, calming and soothing me, until at last we dropped off, warm, and sated, at one with the world.
*
Maybe Baby
The next morning was a special day for me: I was getting my visa, and I'd be going to start my new life in England. One odd incident kind of played on my mind before we ever got around to leaving our suite; Davey had asked me why I kept stealing his shirts, could I please not, he only had a couple left that weren't threadbare, they were his favorites, and he need them back.
When I told him I was keeping them because they smelled like him he looked sceptical, insisting that all he smelled of were surgical soap, Lifebuoy, and horrible cologne, but when I insisted it was none of those, he looked strangely at me, then thoughtful; when I asked him what was up, he just vaguely brushed it off as not being important. By the time we'd left the hotel, I'd forgotten the whole episode, because I had bigger things on my mind.
I was jittering all the way to the British Consulate, even though Davey tried to convince me that it was going to be OK; I believed him, but a small part of me was still worried sick that there would be some kind of stumbling-block, something would go wrong, maybe someone would turn-up the fact Davey and I were half-brother and sister; these were the things that went round and round in my mind. By the time we got to Richard's office, I was a bag of nerves.
When the Consular Assistant ushered us into the office, I was immensely relieved to see Sophie also waiting for us, her face wreathed in smiles; that was when I finally let go of all the worry; if it had been bad news, she would never have been so happy and cheerful. I wanted to rush to her and hug her to bits, my instincts shouting to the high Heavens that she was my mom, even if my head knew she wasn't, but I followed Davey's lead and hung back decorously, my mouth dry, just in case there were more hoops to jump through.
All my fears were unfounded; dear Richard gave me a formal, set-piece speech about the rules and what was expected of me once I got to England, welcomed me on behalf of the Queen (who was no doubt absolutely thrilled at the prospect of having li'l ole me as a new subject...) and finally welcomed me to the family, gave me a big hug and a kiss, and turned me over to Sophie, who promptly herded me out of the office and introduced me to the shopping experience that is Boston.
When Davey and I finally met-up again and returned to the hotel, things happened that I won't go into here since they've been told elsewhere; suffice it to say that much nakedness ensued, and much taking of the Lord's name in vain by yours truly; my Davey knows how to make a girl shout, that's for sure! Once we'd come down from that place and calmed down a little, he got this serious expression and said the one thing a girl doesn't want to hear at the start of what she thinks is her life with 'the one':
"Darling Girl," he began, "there's something I want to tell you, and I don't quite know how to start..."
As soon as he said that, I knew; he had someone else in England, he was involved, he'd realized we'd gone too far here, and he was going to break it all off, that it was all a fantasy I'd created, and now...
"Stop that, now!" he almost barked. "This is nothing bad; it's about us, and what it means to us! I'm not going anywhere, not without you, you minxy little sexpot, we're in this for the long-haul now!"
My heart climbed back down my throat and I stared breathing again; maybe he wasn't leaving, maybe it really it wasn't all just a summer fling, maybe it was real, all of it! My heart sang at the thought.
"Baby-Girl," he smiled, "you remember you said you can smell me on my freshly washed and pressed shirts, when all I can smell is laundry detergent and sickly fabric conditioner?"
I nodded; of course I remembered; I could smell him now: the bed, the bedding, the pillows, every breath I took filled my head with the scent of him, and it was driving me crazy.
He was smiling like a big ole Halloween pumpkin-head.
"Well, baby, I remember reading an article in a medical journal that there is considerable anecdotal evidence that some women can develop extreme olfactory hypersensitivity, for a variety of medical reasons, but one of the most common and well-recorded causes...is pregnancy."
Shit, here it comes, I thought, this is where it ends; this wasn't what he wanted, no matter what he'd just said. Now he was going to get mad, tell me I'd trapped him, and storm out of my life. I couldn't have that, that wasn't what I'd done at all; I'd already told him I'd never wanted to trap him, to hold him down or take him away from the life he'd probably planned for; all I'd ever wanted was his baby, something of him that was part of me, and he wasn't even supposed to know about it, it would be my piece of him when he went back to the other side of the world; that was his out, if he'd wanted to take it, but he hadn't. He'd made all the running after that; even after I'd confessed all, he'd gone helter-skelter into making us a couple. Wasn't this why we were here in Boston? I had to remind him of that, I had to try and head him off before he said the thing that ended it all.
"Oh Davey, I know what I said and did before, but I don't want to trap you into anything, I promise you, I just..." I paused, near to tears, because he wasn't blowing his top, no; he was grinning like an idiot, and then he saved the day completely, because he pulled me close and kissed me, kissing away my fears, my incipient tears, kissing my eyelids, the tip of my nose, and finally, a long, heartfelt, soul-kiss. I was thrilling inside, because I know Davey; he couldn't kiss me like that and not mean every nuance of it!



I still had to ask him, though; I had to hear it from his own lips.
"Does this change things, Davey? Between us, I mean."
"In what way, Angel-May?" he retorted, looking adorably puzzled. "We want babies, lots of babies, maybe we caught one already, what could possibly be wrong in that?"
I grinned happily at that; he'd said it, the thing that made it all real, that made it all OK between us. He was grinning like an idiot, obviously and wholeheartedly taken with the idea that he might have already knocked me up, and to be honest, so was I. I thought that little statement from him needed a reward, he looked like he was expecting one, so yeah, let's do this said my libido, already chiming with newly-pregnant girl hormonal horniness!
"You say the nicest things, Darling Boy!" I whispered, noting with interest his renewed interest, so I let him show me how sorry he was for scaring me like that; very little puts my Davey off his stride when Horny-Head comes visiting, and boy did he show me some moves!
*
Davey took me to dinner that evening, with a special guest I'd asked along: Aunt Sophie. It troubled me that I was probably already pregnant, that we'd gone and put the cart before the horse, and I was unsure how someone as obviously well-bred, formal, and seriously intimidating as I guessed Sophie could be was going to take the news that I was already preggers; would she start thinking I'd done it to trap Davey? His family is old, wealthy, well and widely connected and influential. Supposing they'd had plans for him, and I'd come along and thrown a spanner in the works? I was filled with conflicting emotions about Sophie, looking as she did, but what I needed most from her was approval; right then my apprehension was running at 'high', in exactly the same way I would have been apprehensive about telling Mom I had a bun in the oven.
My head was in a spin over how to deal with Sophie; I knew how close she and Richard had been to Davey's poor daddy, and now that remembered closeness was focusing on Davey, I could see it happening right before my eyes, plus her uncanny resemblance to Mom in so many ways put me at a serious disadvantage as well; talking to her felt just like talking to Mom, and I knew how icy Mom could be when she got mad; supposing Sophie froze me like that as well? Telling her was seriously scary, I don't mind admitting that at all.
As it happened, Sophie was a model of motherly concern, and I was right to trust her; as I felt this, a strange thought struck me, one I couldn't shake; mom had said to me before she passed away that she'd always be with me, one way or another, and it was almost a shock to realize that perhaps this was exactly what she'd meant; perhaps meeting Sophie, and finding so much of Mom in her was no coincidence at all; perhaps unknown forces were at work and all this was meant to be.
I was a shaky mess, my makeup smudged and mussed, so Sophie took me off to the restaurant rest-room so we could repair my make-up, and to have a little private chat. When we got there, a woman was leisurely primping her hair and makeup in the huge mirror, but one look at Sophie's pointed expression and raised eyebrow (weirdly, just like Davey's when he's annoyed but holding it in/puzzled/dumbfounded/lost for words) and she beat it out of there at warp speed. Sophie sat me down, and began dabbing and wiping away my smeared mascara.
"Listen to me, darling girl," she began. "First of all: you're marrying David, not me, so my opinion doesn't matter; in the great maelstrom of scandal this family's managed to whip-up for itself over the centuries, your being preggers without benefit of clergy is not even a ripple. For what it's worth, I think he made exactly the right choice. Second, in this day and age, walking down the aisle pregnant, or even not walking down the aisle at all, are nothing new, and nothing to be ashamed of, and you certainly don't need me to tell you that. Whether or not you and David ever get married, that baby in there will always be my niece or nephew, David will always be my nephew, you will always be our Darling Girl, and the family will have nothing to say about it; if they try, they'll have me to contend with, and they really don't want that! Then, of course, there's Richard; he's already decided that since he's going to be giving you away, he's the de-facto father of the bride, and anyone saying anything about you he doesn't like is going to be walking around with a pronounced limp and their face hanging off the side of their head."
She turned me to the light so she could do my eye-liner neatly.
"Remember this, darling: David adores you, he'd crawl through fire and across broken glass for you, and so will Richard; whatever you do, and whatever transpires, we're all here in your corner. You don't need other people to tell you what's right for you, and if you're a little bit preggers when you walk down the aisle, who cares? It's not my business, it's not even a thing anymore. I'm not going to make a federal case out of it, and neither is Richard, so buck-up, smile, and let's go and have dinner; David had that famished look when we left, just like his father used to get, and I think he's been alone far too long already. Shall we?"
*
The following morning, Davey announced that we were going to see his friend at Brigham & Women's Hospital right here in Boston. He'd arranged for us to pay him a visit so he could examine me and confirm whether or not I actually was pregnant. We made our way there, did all the tests, and three hours later I knew for certain: I was officially 'in the club', as Davey so delicately put it, and this is where it got real. Davey was like a pup with two tails; the idea of me being pregnant seemed to have lit a fire in him; luckily, I knew exactly how to fan it higher...
A morning of teasing and torturing him in the bright Boston sunlight seemed in order. He'd insisted on taking an extended stroll around Old Town, so I was going to make him pay, because I'd been in the mood for a little contact sport and he'd taken my edge off. I have to admit, though, trailing him around town, sitting and casually throwing my hair around, crossing and uncrossing my legs as we chatted and sipped coffee, all were having a visible effect on him, and serve him right, too.
Eventually, I relented; teasing him was revving my motor, too, and I had an outfit in my box of tricks guaranteed to pop his thermometer, so we hustled back to the hotel. Poor Davey was in agony; he's a horny beast at the best of times, but that thing was reaching new heights; even the receptionist raised an eyebrow as we hurried past the desk, though Davey had tried to disguise it with a hurriedly purchased newspaper...
When we got to our suite, I made poor Davey sweat in the ante-room while I hurried into my latest weapon in the seduction game we were playing. Sophie had laughed delightedly when she saw it, her only comment being that if they'd had things like that thirty years earlier life would have been completely different for poor Uncle Richard!
When I called Davey in, his eyes popped out of his head; I had on an opaque, one-piece wet-look body-stocking, with built-in teetering stiletto heels; getting into the skin-tight, stretchy thing had been easy enough, the material molding to me like a second skin, while all the seams sealed permanently with my body heat; if Davey wanted to get me out of that thing, he'd have to tear it off of me, which was kind of the idea...
And yes, he did tear it off me, in-between bouts of torturing my pussy with his talented mouth, eating my ass until I was in a screaming frenzy, and fucking me like a man possessed, reaming out my pussy and jamming his fat cock deep into my ass just the way I liked it; Davey fucking my ass was more than just playtime, though; in my mind, this was the thing that connected us most closely together, it was our special thing, and making love without going there left me feeling curiously flat, like a banana-boat sundae with no cherry on the top; nice, delicious, a sweet treat, and a feast for the senses, but no ultimate payoff, that last taste missing. So I took him there, a treat for him, and the seal on the deal for me; I'm guessing he liked it...
*
The Skeleton Waltz
Lunch the following day included Sophie, of course; Davey and I had decided to make tracks back to Bar Harbor and get the house picked-up, packed-up, and listed with a realtor; he'd already arranged with his friend Georgie to borrow his place in somewhere called 'Epsom' in the English county of Surrey while we house-hunted; I'd been intrigued as to whether we could possibly camp-out at the family home I'd heard so much about, but he'd flatly refused to even consider it; even the mere mention of it had made him go pale, but he perked-up when Sophie announced she was coming back to Bar Harbor with us to witness our quickie wedding, and help me sort through Mom and Daddy's things. I know I'd asked Uncle Richard to give me away, but that was coming later; he knew this was just the first step as far as our getting married went, the legal bit, as it were, that allowed me to travel to England as Davey's wife, and that the real family wedding that would mean so much to Davey and everyone else was still to come.
We beat it post-haste back to Maine, where Davey married me in court, with Sophie witnessing for us. It was just a quickie wedding, I know that, something we'd agreed would be the easiest way to formalize my immigration status, but still, that moment when Davey gazed into my eyes, when he said the words I'd waited so long to hear, when he slipped that simple, beautiful gold band on my finger, and when he kissed me with all the love I felt in his heart for me, that will be the wedding I'll always remember.
Whatever came after, no matter how fancy, this was the moment my heart would cherish forevermore, the moment it all finally, irrevocably, stopped being a dream and became the reality we'd both wanted so much. Whatever we did with the rest of the family, in my heart I was finally, truly my Davey's wife; if we never went through with the wedding we'd planned for in England, it wouldn't matter, because here, right now, this was my wedding day.
That glow lasted all the way through to the next day, and then the shit hit the fan...
Davey had gone into what passed for downtown to arrange for the realtor to come and do whatever it is they do when they list a property, and Sophie and I set to work packing the things I couldn't bear to leave behind, even temporarily; mostly mementoes of Mom and Daddy, framed photographs, trinkets and such, but things I couldn't do without. I'd gone to make us a coffee while Sophie rummaged and sorted through various bits and pieces, but when I came back with the coffee, my heart leaped into my mouth, then dropped into my boots at what I saw. Sophie had a photo album open on her knees, her expression unreadable as she stared at the pictures. Before she even said anything, I already knew exactly which pictures she'd found. She looked up at me, her face completely blank and expressionless.
"Loretta, would you please explain something to me?" she asked, her voice carefully neutral. I gulped and nodded, unable to speak for the knot in my throat.
"Would you kindly explain to me who these people are? I recognize David, even as a boy he was so distinctive, and a woman who is obviously his mother, David's father's tastes obviously remained with him, she looks enough like me to be my sister, and a man I can only assume is his stepfather, but why are you in this photograph, at such an early age, too, and why do you look so much like David's mother? I want the truth, please, now."
I couldn't look at her, looking so much like Mom as she did, and hedge, fib, or prevaricate; now was the time to tell it all, and I spilled my guts like a prison-yard stool-pigeon. I told her everything, even my original plan to seduce Davey and catch his baby at the very least, so that when he left, I'd at least have something of him in my life. Her expression changed as I spilled it all, going from frosty and neutral to wondering, and, finally, compassionate and concerned.
I finally wound-down, and braced for the blast of anger, outrage, or worse, contempt, for trapping David in something he'd had no intention of ever pursuing when he'd come back from England, and for giving him no honorable choice except to continue with this for the sake of the child, a child he'd never intended to have with me in the first place.
Sophie sipped her coffee, never taking her eyes off me for a second.
"Thank you for telling me the truth, Loretta. This puts a slightly different complexion on things, but have no fear, all is not lost. I shall have to consider what we need to do next. Obviously, the fact you and David are half-siblings is an issue; how big an issue it is, and how best we can counter it remains to be seen. For the moment, I suggest we remain positive; I've seen the way David looks at you, and the way he's gone about this whole thing speaks to me of how committed he is to making this work, which is a very good sign indeed. In all the ways that count, he truly is his father's son, but then, I would have expected no less from him. He should be back soon. Depending on how he chooses to answer a couple of questions I have, I think I see a possible way for all of this to go away. We shall see how truthful David chooses to be, so fingers crossed!"
When Davey came breezing in, obviously elated that we were almost ready to leave, the frigid atmosphere in the room must have hit him, because he stopped short mid-sentence, caught by Sophie's icy expression. When she began speaking, he actually paled as all the blood drained from his face.
"David, is there something you want to tell me? About you and Loretta, I mean?"
Poor Davey looked like a deer caught in the headlights; he looked at me in mute appeal, but I'd already felt just the mild edge of Sophie's tongue, I wasn't going risk going back for more...
Sophie cocked that scary eyebrow at him, and whatever he was stuttering and mumbling about died unsaid.
"David, I found, quite by accident, I assure you, a photograph album, pictures of you and your parents. I browsed through it, quite innocently, looking at pictures of you, your poor dear father, and your mother at Denham Hall, all perfectly ordinary. Upon browsing further, and much to my surprise, I find a picture of your mother, with, I assume, her new husband, you, and a little girl; a little girl who looks exactly like Loretta, exactly like your mother. My question to you is: How exactly did you meet Loretta, and what is her actual relationship to you?"
Davey gulped, going a paler shade of green, then his jaw muscles bunched, something he does when he's going to tell the truth no matter how much trouble he gets into over it, and squared his shoulders, his head up as he looked her directly in the eye.
"Aunt Sophie, Lori is my half-sister. I know what we're doing is wrong, but I love her; she and I are meant to be together..."
Sophie nodded slowly, looking at him, then me, then back at him, her eyes sweeping him like twin laser-beams.
"Yes, I daresay. When were you planning on telling me of this...aspect of your relationship, pray tell?"
Davey paled at her tone; right then you could have used her voice to saw granite, every syllable diamond-edged and cold enough to freeze ice; if it had been me on the receiving end of that voice I'd have headed for the tall timber, but Davey took a deep breath, and told her what I hoped he would; the complete, unvarnished truth, his hands clenched so tight his knuckles showed white, but his voice clear and honest, with no trace of the tension he must have been feeling at admitting all this stuff to his aunt.
"Aunt Sophie, I was hoping it would never come up. Lori and I have different fathers, we're only related through Mother, and we're from different countries..." he trailed off as Sophie gazed unwaveringly at him for another few seconds, before relaxing, that stern expression and unwavering gaze relaxing slightly.
"If you had given me any other answer, David, I would have given you a ringing slap for lying to me. Never do that again, dear; I could always tell when your father was trying to slip one past me, and I can do it with you as well!"
She suddenly relaxed, her sternness gone, replaced by a motherly concern.
"David, you should have told me instead of trying to deceive me. How do you know I wouldn't have just kept my mouth shut forever? You must learn to trust in your family a little, Richard and I, I mean, and the boys, not that bunch of dried-up, miserable old harpies Richard spends so much time and effort avoiding!"
I let out a huge sigh of relief; of all the ways this could have gone, she'd taken the best route, and that stiff apprehension I'd been feeling drained away. Sophie crossed over to stroke my cheek, smiling reassuringly, dissipating the worry that she'd decide she wanted nothing to do with the pair of us for what we'd done; losing her just when I'd found her was my biggest fear right then.
Sophie smiled gently at me, her hand soft and warm against my cheek, cupping my chin, and smoothing my hair.
"This makes no difference to me, dear; in the grand scheme of things it's barely a hiccup, but I just wish you'd told me sooner. If I were you, I would find somewhere safe, really safe, somewhere the rest of the family have absolutely no access to, and keep all these photographs away, safe and sound. Richard won't be told, unless you choose to tell him, but, to be honest, I doubt he'd care; he's absolutely bewitched by you and wouldn't hear a word said against you; I really do think he's starting to believe he's your father, he's certainly acting like it!"
"Besides," she smiled, "it's not like this hasn't happened before, you know. If we're going to let skeletons out of the closet, they may as well all dance together! I'm going to tell you another deep, dark family secret; it might just illuminate your situation a little better. David, dear, Loretta once told me how you were amazed at Richard's resemblance to your grandfather; that is no coincidence. Your grandfather had a younger sister, Louisa, Richard's mother, and she was an absolute corker when she was young, petite, green-eyed and golden-haired, a famously beautiful young woman. When she married Richard's father, she was two months pregnant."
Davey looked puzzled at this apparent non-sequitur, then his eyes widened as something became clear.
"Are you telling me...?" he began, and Sophie nodded.
"Louisa was in love with your grandfather, her older brother, and he was in love with her. Tragic, I know. Anyway, she became pregnant. He couldn't marry her, of course, and so he arranged her marriage to Richard's supposed father, to prevent her name being dragged through the mud. I understand quite a lot of money changed hands, most of which got drunk by that dreadful man. The upshot is, Richard is truly your uncle, your father's half-brother, not his cousin, although I think they both somehow knew or suspected; they were so alike in so many ways, more so than cousins should be, more like brothers would be."
"That's why your grandfather paid for Richard's education, and made sure David remained so close to him, close to his older brother. It must have been terrible for him, terrible and heartbreaking, to see his oldest son so often, to look at his face and see his own face there, and never be able to acknowledge him. But he gave Richard a good start in life, for which I am profoundly grateful. So you see, I do understand. I'm not such a judgemental old dragon, now, am I?"
Davey was grinning like a Cheshire cat as all this unfolded.



"Aunt Sophie, how do you know this stuff?" he asked.
Sophie smiled back.
"David dear, women do talk you know. Louisa and I were close, and she needed someone to know, so she told me. When your grandfather died, she was devastated, so much so that she died a few weeks later. The doctors said it was a heart attack, but I know better: she died of a broken heart, and that's the truth of it, no matter what the medical men say. She was a wonderful lady and terribly, hopelessly fond of your father; she always felt she should have been his mother, if fate had been more kind, or society more forgiving. She felt her whole life that she'd been robbed of her true happiness, and spent her life pining for the man she loved but could never have. Of course, that horrible Grant man knew and he never missed an opportunity to throw it back in her face; I suppose that's why he consoled himself with an endless succession of actresses and housemaids, in between drinking like a bloody fish!"
I was in tears as the tragic story unfolded, but Sophie took my hand, gently patting my tears dry.
"That was in the past, dearest girl; you two will never have to go through anything like that, but I hope it points-up to you that you are not the first, nor I daresay the last, young people to do this in defiance of prejudice and law. What I will say is this: my lips are sealed, I will not reveal this to anyone, and you will not try and deceive me again. Is that clear?"
*
Three days later, we boarded the flight to London, to begin our life proper as a married couple. It was a wrench leaving the land of my birth, but the thought of a new life in a new world filled me with excitement. Mom and Daddy would always be with me, not simply in my mind and heart, but in all their things I was having shipped, warm, loving memories of them wrapped around each and every item. Mom and daddy's ashes had been scattered so there was no gravesite to visit, no headstone or memorial to draw me back, but I would have their continued presence with me for the remainder of my life. Davey had very thoughtfully had a pair of bronze plaques made, and our plan was to have them installed in his family plot so I would have somewhere to lay flowers on remembrance days. There was nothing holding me here in America any longer. My new life beckoned, with a husband I adored, and who adored me, and the baby we had made, and I was happy.
*
Chapter 7 Part 2:
England, Celebrity, and the Great Escape
London was a bang-up time, as Davey likes to say; for a girl from the Midwest, it was almost overwhelming in its sheer Wow! factor; everywhere I looked history and tradition dinned itself into me, from the stately, elegant buildings to the sense of refinement and the constant, background feeling, unstated but almost tangible, that manners mattered more than money, to the politeness of people in general; no jostling and pushing here; the first time someone stood aside to usher me into an elevator, with a soft "after you, please", I looked around to see who he was talking to. All in all, my first impression of the place was "I like, I wanna stay, why are we leaving?"
We originally based ourselves in a beautiful Edwardian hotel at the top of Park Lane, the long elegant drive that leads past Hyde Park to Buckingham Palace, past Apsley House, the home of the Duke of Wellington (the address is No.1, London; how's that for a hyper-exclusive address...?), but our stay was marred by some unpleasantness outside a restaurant, where Davey and our driver had to pulverize an annoying, arrogant little snot who insisted on trying to pick me up, with my husband standing right next to me, no less! I wanted to smash him, but Davey got there first, although he didn't need to; I may look like a girly-girl, but I would have snapped him like a Thanksgiving wishbone.
Anyway, the upshot was, he was a minor TV celeb, so the papers and news-crews got wind of it; they even had a picture of me, labelled 'unknown American Beauty' (which is always good for a few giggles), looking rather hot, I must admit, while our puke-stained new friend sat in the gutter with his balls hanging out of his ears after our huge driver had given him a punch in the nuggets they must have felt in Paris.
The driver who'd helped Davey deconstruct that annoying little turd turned out to be a former Marine named Jimmy; he and Davey got on like a house on fire, and before I knew it, I had a bodyguard; fancy, li'l ole me, with my own entourage; I must start doing things to make one necessary...
Jimmy showed up at the hotel just as Davey was breaking the news that my face was plastered all over the tabloids; HE thought it was funny; HE thought it was an absolute hoot, HE wasn't in the least worried about it, but what the frick about me? How long was this going to last, and what the hell was Sophie going to say about me sharing column inches with this week's celebs and their booze and drug issues? It took me a while to see the funny side, and start a little side plotting of my own; laugh at me, would he?
However it had come about, though, the fact was, the press vultures had somehow tracked us down; the front of the hotel was a mass of paparazzi, news-crews, TV vans, reporters, all jostling and arguing with each other. It was patently obvious we couldn't stay there, not with that mob waiting to pounce on me, so we had no choice but to scram out of there, to Davey's 'ancestral home' deep in rural Oxfordshire. It was an ugly, rambling, spooky place called Denham Hall, built by one of his more rabidly psychotic ancestors, but it was our only real option; any family he could remember off the top of his head made him shudder, so we wouldn't be rocking-up at any of their doors unannounced anytime soon.
Davey hates Denham Hall with a passion, and I could understand that; I'd only seen pictures of the place, and I hated it already, but it was hide there or risk being spotted and hounded in London, so we bugged-out; Davey, Jimmy, and I did a flit through the rear loading bay and ran for Denham Hall and a little anonymity until the press furore died down some.
Denham Hall is a spectacularly ugly place, even by the standards of the only marginally-sane ancestor of Davey's who built it; it's not even ugly in a distinguished, or mellow, or even an endearing way, like a favorite, tattered old sweater or overstuffed armchair; it's just plain, out and out butt-ugly; Davey says looking at the place is like walking through someone else's headache, and I know what he means; even Jimmy, huge, muscular, ex Royal Marine, trained-killer Jimmy, gulped when he first set eyes on that eyesore.
While Davey and I were strolling through the Reception rooms, eyeing the portraits of his less than imposing, outright villainous ancestors hanging everywhere, we were surprised by Davey's cousin, Rosie, who'd guessed he'd run here after seeing him in the papers, so had come up from the nearby village to wait for us; her name was Rosamund, Rosie for short.
Davey had never mentioned her to me before, I think he'd almost forgotten her, as he must have been only about five or six last time he saw her, but the one who was transfixed by her was Jimmy; the two of them locked gazes, and no kidding, I was half-expecting laser beams to shoot from each of their eyes into the other's and ignite the air between them, while they both started gently steaming; I never believed in love at first sight - lust at first sight, yeah, we all do that, but the two of them standing, gazing star-struck at each other like that, it kind of made me revise my opinions a little; if this wasn't love at first sight, it was something really, really close to it.
Jimmy retired in a kind of flustered haze when he caught us staring at him, while poor Rosie, who'd gone scarlet in embarrassment, tried nonchalantly and not at all obviously (ha, yeah, right...) to pump us for information on Jimmy, so of course Davey being Davey, he couldn't resist teasing her, until someone's sharp elbow reminded him to mind his manners and leave the poor girl alone.
One thing though: in among all the bantering I asked Rosie how she'd recognized Davey if she hadn't seen him since they were small children, and so she took me by the hand and led me to Davey's daddy's old study. Hanging over the fireplace was an almost life-size portrait of David Sr., looking incredibly like Davey, with that same thatch of shimmering golden hair, those same green eyes, that same sweet, charming smile, and seated in front of him, with her hand on his hand where it lay on her shoulder, was Mom, young, and fresh, and lovely again, her jet-black hair and blue eyes so like mine, that warm, loving smile I remembered so vividly and dreamed about almost nightly. My eyes were pricking with tears to see her again the way Davey remembered her; a quick glance at him, at his shining eyes and trembling lip told me all I needed to know.
Rosie dashed me back to reality when she stared at me in wonder as she told me I was 'Aunt Jane's' (my mom's) exact double. I could see her hovering right on the edge of putting it all together, the panic in Davey's eyes said it all, so I jumped in with a comment about how the Denham men definitely knew their preferred type, and that I was also the double of Sophie. I don't know if that allayed any suspicions she may have been cooking, but if she was, she kept them to herself, although I could swear she still gave me some odd, almost knowing looks every now and then.
*
Davey showed me around the house a little, none of which made me change my mind in the least; I'd be dipped in shit before I ever lived at Denham Hall, nor would I ever, under any circumstances, let any child of mine within a mile of that gloomy pit; I'd rather live in a Saigon jail cell than call the place home, and certain events that night bore me out; what happened has already been told, so I'll say nothing more on the subject, except that it was the most frightening experience of my entire life. Just believe me when I say the return of Elvis, teaching a dog to tap-dance and sing 'Embraceable You', and me living there are three things that are just not ever gonna happen.
Davey did take time the morning we arrived to show me his father's car collection, which included some of the most beautiful cars I'd ever seen, all in perfect condition; the car his granddaddy gave Mom on her wedding day, a classic 1950's Jaguar C-Type sports car, was there, dark green and sleek, curvaceous, and breathtakingly sexy, a few quirky machines that David Senior had cherished, a pop-eyed little red car that had been Daddy and David Senior's favorite plaything (and it had come as bit of a shock when Davey had first told me that Daddy knew Davey's daddy well, they'd been best friends, closer than brothers, even, from before Davey was born), and, best of all, Daddy's beautiful, gleaming Harley Davidson motorcycle, untouched and un-ridden since the day Davey's poor daddy had passed away.
As soon as I laid my hands on those swooping, up-swept handlebars I felt his hands in mine, I saw him bowling down a country lane on that red, ivory-white, and sparkling chrome work of art, the motor making that distinctive, throbbing 'potato, potato' Harley-sound, with that huge, happy grin of his, his hair whipping in the breeze as he rode, and the look of perfect happiness he'd get whenever he looked at Mom. It was just a moment, but I felt all those things, I felt him all around me again, and suddenly I felt completely at home; Daddy was here, this was a part of him, I had my hands in his hands again, and now I knew, deep down and all the way through me, that he hadn't gone at all; he'd been here waiting for me all along. Some tears came, but they were sweet and wistful, a remembrance of what he'd been to both of us, and Davey had smiled as he wiped them away, giving me a look that told me he knew exactly what had passed through my mind. Once again that thought crossed my mind, the realization that my daddy was also his daddy; he'd been Davey's daddy before he was ever my daddy, and I knew that Davey had felt those self-same things every time he'd laid hands on this thing he'd kept so pristine in memory of both his daddies.
Davey showing me those cars, silent, waiting, perfect as the day they were made, things his daddy and mine had loved, cherished, lavished their time and attention on, and left, perfect, for us to remember them by, but most of all, giving me something that had been so much a part of my daddy, had cemented in no other way that I was, indeed, home, that this truly was my home now, and that the people I held most dear were really not that far away after all.
*
Davey's family
We had a quick jaunt into the village to visit with Davey's Aunt Sybil, Rosie's mom, then, after lunch when we went back to Denham Hall, where another of Davey's aunts, Rosie's grandmother Bella, was waiting for us; I could tell that when Davey compared her to Sybil, he considered her a horse of a different color, a very dark black indeed. They had words, and I saw a side of Davey I never knew existed; he was borderline rude, abrupt, stern even, and that kind of put my back up; obnoxious as he obviously considered the woman, she was still an old lady, a member of his family, and courtesy counts in these situations; hadn't Daddy drilled into him, from as far back as I could remember, to always be the bigger man, that manners maketh the man?
OK, once he explained what had happened, I forgave him, but I made sure he knew I never wanted to see a display like that again. He had the grace to look sheepish, which told me he knew how rude, almost boorish, he'd been. Rosie, on the other hand, was almost cheering him on; obviously there was no love lost between her and her grandmother...
*
After the night of horror detailed elsewhere, Davey, Rosie, Jimmy and I made a dash for the village and the safety of Sybil's house. While the others chatted, Sybil insisted I get some sleep, because I looked exhausted; I didn't argue; I really wanted to be near Davey, but to sleep somewhere warm and safe? No contest, so I let myself be persuaded. Sybil showed me to our room and helped me settle in, chatting comfortably, but one or two penetrating glances came my way too; clearly, she knew something was up; she was obviously a smart, razor-sharp intellect, and I think Davey's hurried glossing-over of how we'd met had set bells ringing. Eventually she asked me the question.
"Loretta, dear, if I ask you a straight question, will you give me an honest answer?"
Of course I nodded. What else could I do, say "no, I'd rather lie through my teeth and hope you buy it, if it's all the same to you..."?
Sybil sat on the bed and took my hand.
"Loretta, I've known David all his life; he was almost like Jerry and my little boy, the way he was so close to Rosie, and I know his moods, his tempers...and when he's being untruthful. When I asked him how you two had met, I saw all the shutters go up, so I knew he had something to hide. Consider this also: Jane, his mother, was my good friend. I spent a lot of time in her company, and I probably knew her best of all out of the entire family. So there's something I need to ask you. Why do you look and act so much like her? I know David's story about how you met is a complete farrago. I saw how you both jumped when I asked the question. So am I right in thinking you and he are more than just husband and wife?"
We were cold-busted, caught-out, and out in the open, and she knew it, so I had no option but to tell her the whole story, my planning and scheming, and how Davey had fallen for it, had fallen for me, and dismissed all my plotting and deviousness. I fully expected her to explode in outraged anger at what we'd done, what we'd allowed to happen, and especially my part in it, but she'd held me, rocking me gently like Mom had done when I was a little girl, while the guilt and the shame ebbed away until there was only me left.
"What do we do now?" I asked her, and she smiled gently at me.
"We do nothing, that's what we're going to do. David is his father's son, and, like his father, when he decides he's going to do something, that's what he does, and damn the consequences. You, however, you are my closest friend's daughter. I loved Jane dearly, and you and David are all I have left of her; do you really think I'd do anything to jeopardize either of you?"
She smiled wistfully, her eyes distant.
"Let me tell you a little about David Senior and Jane, and how they were with each other. When David lost out on Sophie to Richard he was heartbroken; he'd set his heart and mind on marrying her, but she only had eyes for Richard, and poor David was so despondent that she hadn't chosen him, even though he was also pleased and happy for his best friend. He threw himself into his work, and tried to pretend he was doing well, but he was so down, so unhappy, so not himself for so long, that we, all of us, really began to fear for his health."
She paused, gathering her thoughts, smiling at something I couldn't see.
"Then he met Jane. We'd gone down to Paignton, in Devon, to a weekend shooting party at a friend's home, Jerry, David, and I; we'd just arrived when another party arrived, and, among all the meeting and greeting, in walked Jane, the living image of Sophie, of you too, dear. David was thunderstruck; here was the girl of his dreams, this time unattached, and fair game, if he could hook her!"
She grinned at the memory.
"Of course, he made a beeline for her; she was unaccompanied and David pretty much monopolized her the entire weekend; he wasn't going to let any of our single friends anywhere near her, not now that he'd found her, and I couldn't blame him, nor fault his taste! Dear David, it was so wonderful to see him happy again, and Jane, she was obviously just as struck by him as well, because she pretty much followed him with her eyes and stayed by his side the entire weekend. "
Sybil pulled the bedclothes up around me and patted and plumped my pillows.
"David, your David, is the image of his father at the same age; they're both more handsome and charming than any man has a right to be; there were whole bevies of eligible society girls looking for a way to snag him, but David's father only wanted one girl, and it was mutual. They were married a year later. The point I'm trying to make is that the Denham men have strong likes and dislikes, and they seem to find only one particular type and personality attractive; both David Senior and Richard with Sophie, then David with Jane, and now young David and you; that you are who you are is hardly your fault, and I suppose him falling for you was inevitable; it's a family trait."
Now she was motherly and concerned, tucking me in even as she smoothed my hair and stroked my cheek.
"Don't worry dear, I won't say a thing; this is your secret to keep or tell. Just a word of advice. Be careful who you share it with, this is not something Bella or Maude should know, under any circumstances, or get wind of. Keep it safe."
She was so warm, so kindly, so forgiving, I couldn't help the tear that trickled down my cheek; there was one thing I hadn't told her, and I couldn't bring myself to keep it back, not after she'd been so understanding. Sybil caught-on right away that there was more, and cocked her head enquiringly.
"There's one thing I didn't tell you..." I whispered, unsure how she was going to take this one, not now that she knew who I really was, but she smiled encouragingly, so I plowed on regardless.
"Aunt Sybil, I'm pregnant...a month, maybe more, I only just found out..." I stopped, my throat too dry to continue, but she was smiling, not frowning, not lecturing me about how foolhardy I was being, how young I was, didn't I know how risky it could be, blah, blah blah.



"Does David know?" she asked gently, and when I nodded, her smile broadened.
"Then you have nothing to worry about. I saw the way he looks at you; he doesn't look like a man regretting his decisions; he looks like a man in love. I think you'll both be fine."
A thought seemed to strike her, and she paused.
"He knew you were expecting and yet he still took you to that Frankenstein Funhouse? The bloody nerve of him! You sleep, dear; I think David and I are going to have a little chat!"
*
I slept, too tired, too wrung out to stay awake any longer; the last thing I remember was Sybil pulling up the covers and tiptoeing out, then nothing until Davey kissed me awake, little feather kisses I felt even in my deep slumber. When I opened my eyes, he smiled that boyish smile of his, and waved a letter in front of me.
"Good news, baby-girl, great news! Sophie's coming, look at this!"
Of course I snatched it from him, trying not to cry as I read it; even now, all these years later, my reaction when he showed me the letter seems to me bizarre and kind of extreme; I'd only known her a few days, but already there was a hollow ache inside me that she wasn't there; so much of her was so much like Mom that it really did hurt to be parted from her, to be so far from her, and I think Davey got that; perhaps Sophie had been right; she and Uncle Richard had become my parents; it certainly felt like that to me, and I missed them desperately.
But now it was all going to be OK! Sophie's letter said she'd be with us in a few weeks, just as soon as Uncle Richard had officially stepped-down from his role, hardly any time at all, and when she got here, we could start getting the formal wedding on the road. Davey and I discussed what we'd do, how it felt inside when she was near me, and, sweet boy that he is, he got it completely. He kissed me back to sleep, that wonderful letter under my pillow, and went to rejoin the others.
I awoke to hub-bub, the sound of several people talking at once, Davey and some other male voices. The edge was off my need to sleep, and I wasn't going to recapture it with all those people talking, so I got dressed and wandered downstairs to see what all the fuss was about. When I opened the kitchen door, I was confronted by the sight of Davey with two men, both a couple years older than him, but almost identical to him! I was astonished; they all looked enough alike to be brothers, and I guess my open-mouthed amazement was contagious, because they both stared at me like they were seeing a ghost.
Davey introduced me, and the older of the two newcomers, Richard, grinned, looking even more like Davey, and stuck his hand out.
"Lori, hello, I'm Richard. Mother said you were...striking, she didn't say you were her double! I mean, look at you, bloody hell! Are you sure you're not our long-lost sister or something?"
I had to giggle at his forthrightness, and the compliments he and his brother, Hugo, were showering me with, but I couldn't help but notice how easy my baby was in their company; it felt like he'd known them for years; of course, the fact they were Sophie's boys was working in their favour too; as far as I was concerned, they were the best part of David's family, my family now, and he seemed to be feeling the same way too; his ease in their company spoke volumes about how he regarded them, even on such short acquaintance. I couldn't help but feel that we were going to be just fine, with fine people like Aunt Sybil, Sophie, Uncle Richard, and their sons in our corner going forward.
*
Wedding Plans:
If I've given the impression that life had turned into some kind of family social whirl, I want to correct that right now; Davey is a horny little bastard at the best of times, when it comes to me he seems to have a permanent erection and an endlessly fertile imagination, and knowing he was ready at the drop of a hat did nothing to calm me down; having his brand of loving more or less on-tap did wonders for the inner me, so that first night back at Sybil's house, with the aid of some not very convincing subterfuge, we managed to get away early; our bedroom was at the far end of the house, the bed was huge and very comfortable, and I wanted to make Davey sweat a little.
Also, he had to be back at work the following morning, bright and early and eager to continue his training; fun-time was over, so I wanted to give him a treat to sleep on. Davey knew what my motive was, he's neither stupid, naive, nor ignorant, and he had me naked in the blink of an eye. His cock was thick, solid, ready for me, but he wanted to play, so he kissed his way down my body until his lips and tongue played over my pussy. All my senses stood up and shrieked when he did that; he has a very talented tongue, and he went to work on me, nibbling and lashing my clitoris, pushing the tip of his tongue inside me, and licking me from my clit to the crease of my asshole.
My mind was spinning with pleasure; Davey knows how to push all my buttons, and he kept ringing the bell, driving me higher and higher as he ate me so completely, until finally everything melted into a hot haze of pleasure as I came like a thunderbolt, flooding his face and mouth with my juices while my cervix throbbed and pulsed deep inside me. I knew I wanted him inside me; making love with my Davey is the apex of my connection with him, it's how we connect, and I wanted every part of him.
I groaned with pleasure as he slid into me, once more stretching me open, filling me with himself, but I wanted more; there was one thing that was ours, that one thing that told me how completely we were connected, and so I pushed him away from me, grinning at his look of hurt surprise, which quickly transmuted into Davey's Horny Look of Complete Happiness when I draped my knees over his shoulders and pulled my ass cheeks open.
"Take your pick, baby; dealer's choice!" I offered him, displaying myself wantonly for his pleasure. Of course he picked the right one, and slid his engorged cock deep into my ass, fucking me the way I always associated with how I'd made him mine; whenever I thought that, it made me come like an express train, on and on, deep pleasure rolling through me in waves, cresting and roaring in again, my asshole rippling and milking him as I came endlessly, while his thick cock pounded steadily into me, drawing-out my orgasm until I felt like there was nothing else in the world but Davey and me, and the pleasure we gave each other.
Feeling me having such a gargantuan orgasm did it for Davey, too; I could feel his cock pulsing deep inside my ass as he swelled-up and blasted spunk deep into my insides, filling me with his hot creamy essence again and again before slumping down bonelessly next to me, as satisfied as I was; this was what made us who we were, this was how we connected, and every time we did this, it connected us even more firmly; that was my overriding thought, even as sleep claimed us both.
Davey was my husband, yes, but he was my lover, too, and this, what we did, this was what lovers did when they were in love. Thinking thoughts like that, I drifted off to sleep, lulled by Davey's deep, slow breathing as he too finally succumbed to sleep.
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Have fun,
BB1958
______________________________________________________________________
Secrets Revealed:
House-hunting took up most of my time for the next several weeks. Poor Davey was well and truly back in the swing at his hospital. He came home to Sybil's house every night wrung out and ready to drop, but that inner steel of his kept him going back for more, keeping his head above water and his mind in the game through all that punishing schedule.
In turn, I was overwhelmingly, unbelievably proud of him. Mom had told me once how he'd fought to get where he was today, willpower and sheer determination to succeed in his calling and be like his daddy keeping him afloat where so many other men would have given up and sunk without trace, and it was beginning to pay off.
So while he studied, worked, trained, and learned, I did what I could to find the place we could call home; Sybil's house, for all its warmth and welcome, was her home, not ours, and I couldn't help but feel twinges of discomfort at the thought of how much we were imposing on her. She never said a word, bless her, and her warm presence was a boon and a blessing, but nevertheless I would have felt more comfortable in a place of our own, and she understood that; Sybil's was a place of refuge, and gladly given, but we had to strike out on own, and soon.
And then Sophie finally came home. By the time the days rolled around to the day she was due to arrive, I was a frazzled wreck; I'd spent the night before they were due back pacing and worrying and fretting and snapping at Davey, Rosie, Jimmy, everyone, really, and driving poor Davey insane.
By the time we set out to meet her at Heathrow, I'd swung the other way, and now I was a terrified bag of nerves, all sorts of weird fears and bizarre feelings roiling around inside of me; at one point I was actually convinced she'd forgotten me, which probably gives a great, big, neon-lit clue as to my mental state right there and then.
Davey was comforting and Jimmy kept his mouth shut and stared stolidly ahead after I bit his head off for no good reason, but I could see the looks he and Davey were exchanging, those special 'shutupshutupshutup, she nuts, don't set her off, for fuck's sake!' glances that would have pissed me off if I wasn't so busy freaking-out.
Actually arriving at Heathrow Airport and getting to the Arrivals Area was a blur, and still is; I don't rightly know how we got there, because all I remember was circling round and round in the parking garage, then next thing I know we're in the Terminal 5 Arrivals Area. After several lifetimes of alternately fretting, feeling scared, losing it with Davey and poor Jimmy, and slowly losing my mind, suddenly she was here, my mom was home, she was here, and I could finally hold her again.
I don't think I need to go into what I was feeling; all I could do was squeak 'Mom, Mom', endlessly, and she was too busy squeezing the life out me to correct me, and Uncle Richard's arms around both of sealed us together; Sophie may have been Davey's aunt, but now she was truly my mom, I could feel it in waves running through and through me, and Uncle Richard was everything Daddy had been, he felt so like my daddy it was impossible not to think of him as anything else, and he was there, warm, loving, making me his daughter, drawing me in and making us a family.
I glanced at Davey, and his expression was unreadable; he looked transfigured, as if he'd finally worked out what was going on inside me, like he'd finally got it for real, not just what I'd told him before, and I loved him even more for that. From where I stood, I could see the knowledge dawning in his eyes that Sophie was my mom now, and if she was my mom, then in a very real sense she was his mom too. She was just who he needed in his life, and everything about her that had shouted 'MOM!' at me was doing it to him, too. We were truly family now.
*
Sophie is a master of organization, and with her around, the pace stepped up a notch, whether house-hunting with me or interviewing dressmakers, caterers, venues, florists, and jewellers, then project-managing the whole thing into one complete event. I was awestruck; I thought I was capable, and reasonably organized, but what I knew amounted to tidying a toy-box compared to Sophie, with her memory like an elephant, her ability to relate one fact to another, and her razor-sharp attention to detail.
The day after she arrived home, we went shopping, picking out the watered silk for my wedding dress, then we went off to interview, bully, coerce, and intimidate various seamstresses she knew of until she found one she liked. She was adamant and unshakeable on several key points: no peach, apricot, or champagne - Royals and Eurotrash did that and it was vulgar, and no satin, taffeta, or organdie; brides in this family married in white watered silk and Honiton Lace, with subtle seed pearls, no sequins, ruffles, bows, mutton-chop sleeves or shepherdess petticoats, idiotic Bo-Peep bonnets, or angel wings, and definitely no silly Marie Antoinette extravagance. As far as she was concerned (and that meant as far as everyone was concerned), my dress was going to be modest, ladylike, subtle, and devastatingly gorgeous, with long sleeves and a sweetheart neckline - no plunging necklines, especially with a set like mine, no push-up bras or willpower dresses, no bare shoulders, and especially no garters to take off in public; Davey wouldn't like that, and most definitely neither would Richard. 'Nuff said.
Whether we liked it or not, this was going to be a society wedding, and I had to make sure that no matter who turned up to try and upstage me, whether out of spite, malice, or just sheer bloody-mindedness, I was going to outshine them or die trying; it was my day, and no ex, also-ran, never-was, or wannabe was going to take first prize away from me. Sophie wanted the competition (if any) to show up, stare, gnash their teeth, and go home and cry.
What did I tell you about Ladies Who Organize?
In the midst of all this, I found the house I wanted, in the same village as Sophie and Uncle Richard (was there ever any doubt...?), a beautiful, mellow, red-brick and sandstone vicarage dating from the middle of the eighteenth century, with dozens of unexpected little rooms and hidden, snug little corners, tiny, private, walnut-panelled sitting rooms with their own fireplaces, just big and cosy enough for two people to sit and enjoy the fire with a cup of tea, a slice of cake, and some private conversation, large, imposing reception rooms and bedroom suites with tall, classically Georgian windows and polished wood floors, and two wide, sweeping, almost terminally elegant staircases; Davey told me that was because one was for going up, and the other was for coming down, and I almost bought it, until I saw that grin he was trying to hide, so I paid him back with an elbow in the ribs and accidentally-on-purpose stepping on his toes in my peg-heeled cowboy boots.
The house stood in several acres of gardens, ancient apple and pear orchards, with a large duck-pond, and best of all, a paddock with two sweet, silky-muzzled little grey donkeys and a gigantic English Shire Horse with a head like a beer-barrel and feet like gunpowder kegs. The animals came with the house, their care was one of the conditions of sale, and without them there was no sale, but I was in love at first sight with those three beauties, so I signed without hesitation; I wanted that house, it ticked all my boxes, and the three special additions were the sweetener on the deal as far as I was concerned.
Sophie had decided that Davey and I, like his daddy, and his grandfather before him, should be married in the chapel of Kings College, Cambridge, their Alma Mater; when Sophie took me to meet the dean of King's College chapel, I was bowled over by the place; I was expecting a small, modest, chapel-type chapel, with room for a few dozen people, kind of like the one I always avoided back home, not the huge, magnificent Gothic masterpiece it actually was, bigger, older, and more imposing than the cathedrals in some cities. Davey's daddy had married our mom here, so Sophie felt it was appropriate we formally tie the knot here too; it was something of a family tradition. As soon as I walked into the chapel I knew I wanted to be married to my Davey in this place, it was in our blood, and, if and when our children married, it should be here too; this place was part of us, of Davey and me, and it should be part of them too.
Bridesmaids: Rosie was going to be my Maid of Honor, no question about that, but Sophie and I felt I should have someone who knew me, preferably my oldest friends, pretty much family, to be my bridesmaids, and I should decide soon; the dressmaker wanted to start on the dresses, and she needed to know who she was making them for. Of course, Sara Mason and Josie Gregor were my choice; we'd been inseparable since kindergarten; there was no way I was leaving them out of the most important day of my life.
Inviting Sara and Josie was a lot easier than explaining who I was marrying; they were in college in California and Texas respectively, and were unaware I'd left Des Moines, let alone that I'd met someone and we were getting married, and especially who I was marrying; dancing around the truth like a cat on springs was the only way I could avoid flat-out lying to the pair of them, but it gave me a few uncomfortable moments, I can assure you!
Calling Sara and telling her I was getting married, in England, and I wanted her to be my bridesmaid with Josie was hard enough; telling Josie was almost impossible. She'd always known, or suspected, that there was something I wasn't telling her, and when I told her my husband's name was 'David Denham, I could hear her mind going "OHOO, Really!!!???" all the way down that phone line, even though she didn't know the 'Denham' name; she'd always known Davey as 'Davey Keene'; as far as she knew that's who he was, but mercifully she didn't quiz me any further. When I told the girls to get their passports sorted out, their tickets were waiting at the Air Canada desk at La Guardia, open flights, so get moving, we had dresses to fit, they promised to be here inside a week. Tick one more item off the list of several thousand...
*
The Cat's Out Of The Bag:
While all my kerfuffle was going on, Jimmy and Rosie were happily falling harder for each other. As a favour to Davey and I, Sybil had given Jimmy his own room in the house, and while I don't think he abused his guest privileges by sneaking into Rosie's private apartment after dark, he respected Sybil far too much, but the fact remains, something hot, hard, and heavy was going on there; Rosie went around with that secret little smile, Jimmy looked permanently dazed and sandbagged, and I had enough spare room in my head to wonder when they were going to tell us all what we already knew.
I was all for having a little private chat with Rosie, but Davey absolutely balked at that; his exact words were "mind your own business, and let her mind hers; when Rosie wants you to know something, she'll tell you, so just drop it, please?"
Of course I did, but I had eyes, and I could see there was something up, so I sort-of-worked-out something with Davey that meant we'd all get what we wanted. When I told Aunt Sybil that it was time for us to go, she understood; much as I loved living with her, in her home, I needed my own home even more. Davey says it's the nesting instinct; maybe so, but I still felt we should leave before we outstayed our welcome. David and my gift to Rosie and Jimmy (which had nothing to do with the fact she was my Maid of Honor, and everything to do with the fact she was the closest thing he had to a sister, and yes, I know...) was our way of giving them what we had; I could see Jimmy casting around, looking for a way to ask Rosie to marry him, and having a good job and a home they could forever call their own would seal that deal that for him, and keep them near us, the thing I wanted most in the world.
When Rosie hugged us, I clearly heard Davey murmur "Love you, Maid Marian, be happy!"
Rosie whispered back "I'm not your Maid Marian any more, David; lucky you, you're marrying your real Maid Marian! But look, I have a Little John all of my own now!"
*
Moving into my new home was a strange, emotional experience; Sophie had hired movers to collect all the things we'd shipped over from Bar Harbor from the storage unit in Banbury and she and I had spent a couple days arranging the furniture; everything, every little piece of furniture or trinket reminded me sharply of mom and daddy, even in their new setting, but I'd resisted the urge to arrange the furniture as it had been in Mom's house: new house new layout, no old ghosts.
Of course, I could have just dumped most of that stuff, but there was too much of Mom and Daddy in those worn, comfortable pieces; Davey and I both had vivid memories of sitting on Mom's lap in her big old green La-Z-Boy recliner and watching TV, Davey watching endless afternoon reruns of 'Champion, The Wonder Horse' and 'Casey Jones', and Mom singing along with me to 'Sesame Street' and 'The Elephant Show', and 'Mr. Rogers', and listening to Mom while she read Curious George, Paddington, Pooh, Alice, Snow White to us; tossing that chair out would have ripped a hole in my memories that nothing would ever heal, so it stayed. One day, I was going to read to my babies in that chair, that was what it was for.
*
David & Lori: an 'Interlude'
The first night Davey and I slept in our new home, I wanted him to be inspired to try as many things as possible; as he put it when we first took possession of the house:
"You know something, Angel? There's an old custom, it might even be a legal obligation, that the new homeowner christen every room in the house; we have to put our mark on this place, just so we know down inside that we're home, and so the house knows who we are. So, when we've moved in properly, you game for some games?"
Silly question, really; Davey's kind of 'christening' always makes my eyes bug-out, so yeah, I was game, and I made sure our first night in our new home was everything his dirty little mind could dream about!
That first night, the house was still kind of sparsely furnished, but I'd had the movers drag Mom's big old couch into what would be the family room, and then I dressed it with sheets, pillows, throws, and comforters, closed the shutters to block the evening sun, and turned off the main lights, so the only illumination was the golden light from a couple of table lamps, giving that enormous room a soft, intimate glow, and I waited, a little impatiently, in my bathrobe, with my hair pinned-up, and Yardley 'English Rose' spritzed strategically on me, just to add that alluring (I hoped!) touch.
When he'd come in, Davey had given me that quizzical, adorable, 'half-squint-half-raised-eyebrow' thing he does when he's puzzled, but his eyes lit up when I shook out my hair, undid the belt on my heavy bathrobe, and it slide to the floor, leaving me stark naked for his delectation.
"Darling Girl, every time I see you I fancy you more!" he breathed and I knew he wasn't lying, not if that bulge in his pants was any indicator! I think he got that I wanted to play a little. We'd been too dead serious for too, too long, and the bedrock of our relationship has always been the fun and clowning around we do with each other. I wanted to regain some of that; everything had just been too real lately; Des Moines, Bar Harbor, Boston, they all seemed a long, impossible way away, and a whole geological age ago, and it was time for David and Lori to play again, to recapture some of that. Fuck reality; we had plenty of time for that later!
Davey started stripping off, but I stopped him; I was his wife, I wanted to play, this was MY game, so I was gonna unwrap him. He grinned when I batted his hands out of the way and loosened his tie, unbuttoned his shirt (well, started to unbutton his shirt; after three buttons I gave up and just yanked it over his head, stupid fucking men's shirt buttons, why are they so small and fiddly, AND on the wrong fucking side...?), and pulled him closer by the waistband of his pants so I could tease him with little nibble-kisses, just pecking at his lips, and ducking back when he tried to take them further, while I unlaced his belt and undid his pants.
Of course, Davey being Davey, his hands were busy too; just as I slid his zipper down, his hands clamped around my butt and pulled me right up against him, jamming his tented cock hard against my pussy while his fingertip stroked my little hole, making me gasp.
"So you want to play hard to get, do you, you minxy little sexpot?" he grinned, squeezing my butt-cheeks and pulling them apart as he rubbed his boner against my slit. That was about the time lights, bells, and whistles went off in my head, but I manfully (womanfully?) pushed him away and tugged his hands off my butt (a little regretfully, to be sure, but just who was supposed to be seducing who here, anyway?)
Davey toed his shoes off while I tugged his pants down, made him step out of them, and threw them dramatically across the room, and when he finally pulled his socks off (because there's nothing sillier and less alluring than a naked man with a thundering erection standing in his sock feet...) I had him just where I wanted him; naked, torqued-up, hot and bothered, and ready to play!
I think Davey was feeling some of what I'd had fizzing inside me all day, because before I knew it, our lips were locked together, and our hands and fingers fondling, squeezing, touching, and stroking.
"What does Milady desire?" he breathed when I finally managed to wrench my lips off his and draw a shuddering breath; Davey kissing me has all kinds of deep-down side effects on me, and I wanted a clear head, because what was coming next was going to put my mind in orbit. In answer to his question, I slid to my knees, watching his eyes light up and his dirty little mind go into overdrive.
As I kissed and gently licked his velvety-soft erection, with that steely core just under the smooth skin, once more my head was filled with the scent of him, even stronger and more potent now, the scent complexes he was giving off firing-up my brain and causing all kinds of things, wild fantasies and deep-down desires to surface; Davey once told me I smelled like Christmas to him, but I had no words to describe how he smelled to me; shower soap and cologne, but under all that, the fresh, clean-skin smell of healthy young male, and the salty, ozone tang of the clear liquid seeping from the end of his cock.
As I sucked and rolled my tongue around the end of his pulsating cock, he hissed softly, obviously enjoying the feeling, so I sucked some more; Davey is a very tactile person, he likes touching and being touched, and the tensing of his muscles and tendons told me how much he was liking what I was doing to him.
We kept on in this vein for a few more minutes, but he obviously had other things on his mind, because at some point he pulled away from me and took my hand, raising me to my feet.
"Your turn, Angel-May!" he grinned, walking me backwards toward the couch and that big soft pile of cushions and comforters. I lay down on my back so he could continue kissing me, his lips playing over my body in an endless rain of kisses, first my neck, then my shoulders, a quick, soft flick of my nipples with his tongue-tip, sending electric shivers through me, then down to my belly, finally swirling his tongue in my navel, something he loves doing. I grinned as he kissed and lapped even further, heading south to his ultimate target.



"Love you, Baby-Girl!" he murmured, finally lapping gently at my swollen slit, sending a thousand icy-hot chills and shivers running through me as he lapped and teased my little button. I groaned with lust and need as he woke and teased my pussy, my clitoris buzzing and throbbing as he so, so gently bumped and grazed it with his tongue-tip, teasing, torturing me, making me ache with lust and unfulfilled longing.
"Davey, please..." I moaned, pushing my mound against his mouth as he ate me, urging him to make me thresh and howl, the way he always did. When he moved his lips and probing, teasing, tormenting tongue from my labia to my perineum I almost groaned in disappointment, but when the pad of his thumb began gently rubbing and massaging my stiff little button, I thought I'd die. My excitement mounted steadily as he rubbed me so wonderfully, while his tongue licked and probed my perineum, and darted in and out of my tight little asshole.
This only made me hotter; I could feel the gathering storm about to break, he'd pushed me almost beyond my limits, and as that gigantic orgasm I knew was coming began to uncurl inside me, obviously something he could feel too, he jammed his tongue deep into my asshole.
I shrieked in ecstasy as I came, orgasm crashing through me like a monstrous, breaking wave again and again as he touched and licked and urged me on and on.
When I thought it couldn't get any better, he slid up alongside me, turning me so I was spooned against him, and holding my thighs open.
"Are you ready, Darling Girl?" he murmured, and at my signal he slid his thick cock deep into my ass, his fluids and the liberal coating of saliva from his extended plating of me lubricating him as he rammed himself slowly, unstoppably, deep into the heart of me.
I came all over again at the sensation of him doing that to me again, our thing, the culmination and pinnacle of our lovemaking always, my anus tightening around him as orgasm once more burst in me, lighting me up like a Christmas tree as he pumped into me. The delicious friction s he thrust into me sent hot and cold tails chasing through me as I orgasmed almost continuously, bolt after bolt of pleasure thrilling through me, intensifying as he speeded up, frenziedly fucking me as his own climax approached.
Davey gave a coughing sort of groan, swelling inside me so tightly I could feel him wedging inside my ass, coupled with the muscular throbbing of that lovely fat cock of his as he pumped jet after jet of spunk deep into me, holding me tight as he blew his load inside me, and then the pulsating of his cock lessening as he came down from that place, until, at last, all I could feel was him slowly shrinking away inside me, and the drum-roll of his heartbeat slowly lessening.
We lay in our sweat and sweet afterglow, once more connected after a whole day apart, trying not to fall asleep, enjoying instead the gentle tristesse, the sweet, sorrowful melancholy and warm glow of renewed love that followed such intense lovemaking. Davey finally roused me from my woolgathering, his gentle nibble of my earlobe reminding me of his presence.
"I think we've well and truly christened this room, Darling Girl..." he murmured in my ear, "Just think, all those other rooms to follow; I'll be a shadow of my former self if they're all as good as this!"
I smiled happily as I pulled his arm around me and snuggled back down against him; in a little while we'd have to get up, clean-up, straighten-up this place, and have a light supper, but for now, my whole universe was Davey, and he was warm, and soft, and he was there, and that was all I needed. Thinking thoughts like that, warmed by my Davey, I fell asleep, secure in my world, and safe in my husband's arms.
*
Rosie puts two and two together:
While we were setting up our home, we also helped Rosie and Jimmy with theirs, which gave Rosie a chance to set something straight with me, in a roundabout sort of way, and it happened in the strangest possible way.
One morning, a few days after Davey and I had officially 'taken up residence' as they say in England, Sophie was out bullying caterers and generally having fun, with Jimmy bringing up the rear as muscle, pack-horse, and token person to complain at, and Davey was working, so it was just Rosie and me wrestling with what to put where. No matter how we rearranged things, the rooms still looked empty and unlived-in, so Rosie suggested we trek up to Denham Hall and pick out some more of the more attractive pieces of furniture, something to fill space and make the rooms more homey. I agreed, because I wanted her to pick and choose as well for her own nest with Jimmy.
There was enough stashed away in that huge, gloomy mausoleum for ten houses the size of ours, so we made our way up to the hall. Luckily it was a bright, sunny day; if it had been dull and overcast, I think we'd probably have gone another day, when Jimmy could come with us and keep the scaries at bay, because Rosie was as freaked by that place as I was.
We toured through the hall, sticking labels on pieces we liked, either for our place, or for Stone Cottage, Rosie's house, so the movers who collected them would know what went where, and we eventually ended up back in the study. Just like the first time I'd ever been there, that huge portrait of Mom and Davey's daddy over the fireplace captivated me; they looked so much like us today it was weird; it could have been Davey and me in that portrait. Standing there, with Mom watching over me, I actually felt safe for the first time in that scary place; touching that picture was almost like touching her again, and having her there with me was the best feeling in the world; while she was there with me, nothing could hurt me.
With my uneasiness allayed, I sat at the huge desk to make two lists of the stuff we'd picked, one for Rosie and one for me, and where I thought they'd go, only looking up when Rosie came clattering in with a pair of beautiful Regency candelabra, chatting about how nice they'd look in my dining room on the mantelpiece. As I glanced up, the painting caught my eye, and I froze, my heart leaping into my throat at what I saw. Mom seated, Davey's daddy standing behind her and to one side, his hand on her shoulder, her hand on his, but now, standing next to Mom, was Daddy, young, handsome, sleek and dashing in his air-force blues, his hand on her other shoulder, smiling at me just the way I remembered. I don't know how long I sat, transfixed, tears gathering in my eyes to see my mom and daddy together again, but Rosie obviously twigged something had happened.
"Lori...Lori...Lori, what is it, Lori, what's wrong?" I heard from a long way away, but I nearly jumped out of my skin when Rosie touched my arm.
"Lori, what happened? What is it? What did you see?"
I turned to her, and the tears spilled down my cheeks more and faster as I cried, grief and loss rising up out of nowhere and overwhelming me, while Rosie held me and rocked me, obviously at a loss as to what had just happened, just being there for me while I cried it all out.
"Lori, what happened? You went as white as a sheet. I thought you were having a seizure; you kept staring at that painting. What is it, what did you see? Was it seeing your mother again?"
My head snapped around. What did she just say? My God, she knew, she knew!
"What...I...it was..." I fumbled and stumbled, but Rosie kept hugging me.
"Lori, look, it's alright, I don't care, I understand, truly. I worked it out almost the first second I saw you; you're the exact, and I mean exact, double of Aunt Jane; anyone who looked so like her had to have been really closely related to her, so it wasn't that hard to make the connection! I'm sure Mummy knows, but don't worry, no-one's going to say anything, I promise you; this is about you and Davey, and Mummy would cut off her own arm before she let any harm come to either of you. Now, tell me what brought this on; what happened?"
In a soft voice, my throat still scratchy from crying so hard, I told her what I'd seen, how I'd seen Daddy in the painting, looking like he must have done when Davey's daddy had first known him, both he and David senior, best friends in life, flanking their wife, my mom. I told her how Davey leaving me behind to come to England when I was just eleven had broken my heart, how I'd been so very angry with him for so long, how I'd tried to cut him out of my life, and how a photograph, a simple photograph, had revealed to me how much I loved him. I told her everything, how I'd planned to seduce him, get pregnant, and let him go to go have his life, while I'd have a piece of him to be forever mine, how he'd got the truth out of me, and made love to me, showing me how much he loved me.
Rosie nodded though all this, as though I was confirming what she already knew, and when I eventually ran down, she held me and rocked me like a child, and in a soft voice started telling me stories about she and Davey when they were young, simple stories about two small children a long time ago.
She told me about building forts and hideouts in the woods with Davey, and how her daddy would make the two of them bows and arrows out of twigs and string and willow-wands, and fashion cocked hats out of folded newspaper for them so they could be Robin Hood and Maid Marian. She made me smile when she told me how her daddy would be the Sheriff of Nottingham or evil King John so Davey could fight him and rescue her. She told me how the two of them would go dipping with shrimp-nets in the streams on the estate for crayfish and minnows on summer afternoons, or catch frogs and salamanders in the duck-pond, and, when Fall came, how they'd gorge themselves on damsons in the estate orchards, and take baskets of the fruit home so Aunt Sybil could make damson jam. She told me of idyllic, golden autumn afternoons when she and Davey would forage for and gorge themselves on wild blackberries, and pick Rose Hips for her aunt Jane, and Blackthorn Sloe berries for her father to make the Sloe Gin that he and her uncle David liked so much at Christmas.
I smiled when she told me how Davey would protect her when their older cousins Lavinia and Jennifer would try to bully her; it was so like him. They really were closer than brother and sister ever could be. I was amazed she'd remembered so much of him, but then Davey has a way of sticking in your mind, and she'd never forgotten him.
I felt very close to Rosie by then; she'd been Davey's sister and best friend long before I'd ever known him, she had a past with him that I could never rival, and it was obvious to me that she loved him deeply and unconditionally, but at the same time, I knew her love for him in no way challenged what Davey and I had, nor would she ever come between us because of it; she was his oldest and truest friend, in truth she was his sister in every way that counted, and now, now that she'd shared my deepest secrets, she was mine too.
*
The plans for the wedding grew and matured; Sophie was tireless, checking each detail again and again, putting the fear of Sophie in the whole army of people she'd convinced, persuaded, bullied, cajoled, and blackmailed to make the day as perfect as it could be, according to her lights, and where Sophie led, I followed. As she kept telling me, "This is your wedding, Darling Girl; don't let me make it MY wedding; it has to be what you want, how you want it, so what next?"
While she busied herself following-through the details we'd hammered-out, she left me to get my home in order, just checking-in with me every day to go over what had happened, what had changed, and what I wanted to do about it. While I was doing that, Rosie, Jimmy and I also labored to make our homes as homey and comfortable as possible. I knew Jimmy was delaying formally asking Rosie to marry him until after Davey and my wedding, but that seemed unfair to me; Rosie needed to have some of what Davey and I had, and Sophie agreed, so a little plotting seemed in order.
I knew Jimmy was saving to buy Rosie the best, most expensive ring he could find, but Sophie had other ideas; Rosie was a Denham, her favorite niece, and there were any number of Denham family heirloom rings, brooches, bracelets, necklaces, tiara's and assorted sparkly odds and ends various members of the family had left behind over the years stashed in the vault at Denham Hall. Davey wasn't interested in any of it, his mind doesn't work that way; he still relied on and treasured the battered old Timex Mickey Mouse watch daddy had given him when he was a boy, that was what he valued, not those glittering baubles; if it had all been stuffed in a sock and chucked in a closet somewhere it would have made no difference to him, nor to me; I had my own mom's jewellery, and I certainly didn't want some long-dead woman's creepy old ancestral pieces cluttering up my jewel box either.
It didn't seem beyond the realms of possibility there was an antique stunner somewhere in that pile of expensive junk suitable for what I had in mind. It seemed only fair, after all; most of that stuff had been owned by women who were both Rosie and Davey's ancestors, and I couldn't see why she shouldn't have the pick of them. Sophie agreed with me, so we rummaged around until the perfect ring showed up, a beautiful Art Nouveau-influenced 2-carat Marquise-cut Solitaire diamond ring in a platinum setting.
Jimmy, of course, objected; he wanted to buy his girl her ring, which is generally the way it should be, this is true, but this was different; because Rosie was a Denham, Sophie convinced him that a Denham family piece, something that had once belonged to her great-great grandmother (who was also Davey's great-great grandmother...) would mean more to her, and the thing about Sophie is, when she tells you how things are, then that's how things are, period.
Jimmy still looked doubtful, but then Sophie battered him with the eyebrow, and he wilted, agreeing to go along with our plan until the time came to ask her; when he asked when that should be, Sophie would only say "Trust me, James, you'll know..."
So now all was set for the wedding. Davey took it all in his stride. After all, we were already legally married; this second wedding was mostly for the family, although the thought of walking down the aisle on Richard's arm appealed enormously, especially after that quickie wedding in Bar Harbor, and I have to be honest; how many Iowa girls would ever get the chance to marry in that huge, stunning, Gothic-fantasy of a chapel in a place like Cambridge University? Not many, I guarantee it!
As far as Davey was concerned, wedding planning was my thing; his thing was getting me naked as often as possible, pinning me down, and shoving that lovely thick cock of his in any place he could fit it. I used to wonder how he could be on his feet all day in the hospital, come home, jump into the shower, then drag me off to his den of iniquity for an extended, hard fucking session; the boy was tireless, not that I objected; feeling him filling my pussy and stretching my ass with his big cock was definitely the pinnacle of my day!
What made him even hornier was when I'd remind him I was his sister, as in "Come here and fuck your sister, you dirty fucker!", which just tuned him up to new heights, which is going some; I swear, he had an almost permanent erection, and no compunction about using it on me, for which I can only thank all the gods there are who manage these things...
*
I suppose I'd better tell you about my own personal ass-kicking party with Bella; in hindsight, it's almost funny, but at the time I just wanted to kick her ass all the way up the back of her neck. Now at last I understand fully why sweet, tolerant, mild-mannered Davey was so abruptly rude to her last time round. Anyway, back to my muttons.
Just a few days before Josie and Sara were due to arrive, Rosie and I were in the village grocery store, buying the boys some treats for dinner that night, when who should come stumping up the road but Bella, flames pouring out of her ears, with a face like a bulldog with its balls in a vise, obviously determined to have her say with me, although what kind of a beef she thought she still had with me was a mystery to me.
Rosie bridled at the sight of her grandmother, especially as the woman hanging back behind her, who could only have been Maude, judging by Davey's surprisingly accurate description of her, was giving me poisonous stares, as were the two girls with her, who would have been passably pretty but for the unbridled malice written all over their spoiled-looking faces. Bella set the tone for the conversation that ensued, and it went downhill at Warp Factor 9; obviously Bella and Maude had decided it was time for a showdown. Davey was unassailable, so they must have assumed I was an easy target, alone as I was. Bad, bad idea. Doing that to me is guaranteed to send you home walking funny, with your teeth in your back-pocket; you do NOT fuck with me and mine...
"You! Yes, you! Who do you think you are, threatening me like that? How dare you, you nasty, cheap, common little American gold-digger!"
Rosie was almost incandescent with anger, but I held her back, because I wanted to hear what that poisonous old maggot had to say before I knocked her on her ass. Bella wasn't slow to press ahead; obviously she was choking on whatever it was she hadn't been able to spew out the last time Davey and I had let the air out of her fraud-balloon, so I stood back, one arm ready to grab Rosie if she lunged for the decrepit old harridan ranting in the public street, and let her get on with it; to be honest, I was waiting to see if her head really would explode, something Davey had almost goaded her into last time round, and occasionally still fantasized about...
"Just what makes you think you have any right to anything this family has worked so hard for? You're just some common little colonial nobody, and now you think you can marry my family's money? As far as I'm concerned, you are nothing, not part of this family, you never will be and you have no right to exclude me from my rightful share of the Denham legacy, and I'll see you in court before I let this travesty of a marriage take place. What do you have to say to that, you ill-bred American guttersnipe?"
Okay, that was fun to listen to, if a little repetitive, but I had to put this bigoted old loony in her place and give her some facts to chew on, and, in the interests of balance, maybe hang one on her as well, old woman or not...
"First off, old woman, no-one excluded you from anything; you managed that all by yourself. Second, David and I are already legally married, we have been for several months now, this wedding is for the family to share with us, and I should note you won't be receiving an invitation, so you can yank that Atomic Wedgie out of your butt right now. Third, and last, the magistrate you deceived into signing your so-called court order has decided that you've committed perjury, which I understand is a very serious matter here in England, and he's really, really pissed-off that you used him to try and legitimize your attempted fraud, and once again, and I love this phrase, 'attempted to use a false instrument to gain a monetary advantage'. That's fraud where I come from."
Bella was starting to look scared now, so I thought I'd twist her titties just a little more.
"The law is on to you, Bella dearest; all the other frauds and forgeries you've tried to pull? They're being examined by the police, who will also be looking at any possible accomplices; David's mother felt sorry for you, so she let you off the hook; David only feels disgust and contempt, and no burning urge to protect you in any way, and now that you've verbally assaulted me on a public thoroughfare, which I understand is also a felony in England, I promise that will just stiffen his resolve to see you and your accomplices jugged for a long, long time. Face it, Bella; you're fucked..."



Maude, standing only a few yards away, paled with fright and looked ready to change her underwear when I mentioned 'accomplices'; obviously she knew exactly who I was talking about.
"I will be pressing charges, Bella," I stated. "With those charges, and all the others the police will be bringing, you can look forward to a nice long spell in the lockup; who knows, while you're there, maybe you can write autobiographies of daddy the shit-shoveller, and your beloved uncle, you know the one I mean, the pimp and profiteer?"
The old woman had gone from purple fury to the color of old yogurt as I unreeled the list of things she'd done to piss the family off.
"One last thing, Bella: this is not your family, you have no place among civilized people, you've proved that again and again, and if you ever come within five hundred meters of my family, my home, me, David, or anyone else I choose to put in the restraining order, I think they call it a 'court order' here, or attempt to contact, intimidate, harass, or interfere in any way with anyone connected with me and mine, I will make it my business to make sure you go to jail, go directly to jail, do not pass go, and do not collect $200; do I make myself clear? Rosie...?"
Rosie had been champing at the bit the whole time, obviously raring to go Ground-Zero on the miserable old bat, and Bella actually shrank back as Rosie let rip on her.
"How dare you set yourself up as though you have any say in this family, Bella? David was perfectly prepared to make your life comfortable for you, not because he had to, but because he wanted to, because he's civilized and compassionate, but you, you're such a venomous, greedy old rat-bag you tried to grab it all, when you're entitled to nothing from the Denham estates, nothing at all. Uncle David inherited everything, and he passed it on to his son; that David chose to share with you should tell you what kind of man he is. Now you get nothing, and you get to explain to the police the string of frauds you've perpetrated to squeeze money from funds and an inheritance that don't have your name on them, from a family you're not even a member of! Fine example of a grandmother you are! I hope they chuck you in gaol, you're a bloody disgrace!"
She paused for breath, glimpsed Maude cowering a ways back, and the battle-light in her eyes flared up again.
"And you, Maude, don't think you're getting away with anything! Aunt Jane left a detailed record of all the snide little tricks you and this disgusting, grasping old snob tried to use; David's trustees have all the lying letters and forged documents the pair of you concocted, and they make really interesting reading; when they pass those to the police, and trust me, they will, they're on tenterhooks just waiting for the word that will get you tossed in gaol, you're going to be sitting in the cell right next to Bella's! The two of you are a pair of disgusting, greedy, work-shy, lying, thieving criminals, and I hope they throw the book at the pair of you. Let's go, Lori, it stinks around here!"
'Nuff said.
*
A blast from the past and the cat's out of the bag (again)...
Josie and Sara's arrival finally cleared all the unpleasantness of the confrontation out of my head; my two best friends in the world were here, and soon I'd be marrying David in a beautiful, historic church. Life didn't get much better for me. They were both suitably impressed when I arrived in Jimmy's limo, and Jimmy stowed their luggage and bowed them into the car in the grand chauffeur style (winking slyly at me as he did so, while I struggled to keep a straight face).
The girls were agog to meet David, the mystery man I was marrying, but all I would tell them was that he was still at work and wouldn't be home until that evening; I'd managed to keep it from them that my David was also their David, but I think they were starting to put two and two together, or at least Josie was, and Sara was giving me some very odd looks. They'd already asked several times where Davey was (note how I was careful to keep 'David' and 'Davey' separate), and my slightly panicky, evasive, non-committal answers were beginning to make their antennae twitch.
I got the girls settled in, called Sophie to let her know they were here so Operation Bridesmaid could swing into action, and gnawed my fingernails down to the elbows waiting for Davey to call and tell me he was on the way; to be honest, I was unsure how to spring it on them that Davey was David; they'd known him since they were out of diapers, he was their almost-big-brother, and I had no idea which way they were going to jump when they found out. Just as my worrying reached fever-pitch, Jimmy called to say they were about 30 minutes out, and that's when full-scale panic-mode really set in; it actually took me a while to realize the clacking sound I could hear were my teeth chattering...
As soon as Davey walked in the door he was almost bowled over by the girls flinging themselves on him, hugging him, kissing him frenziedly, and chattering, laughing and crying all at the same time. Poor Davey looked a little startled by it all; I don't think he ever really believed that Josie and Sara had missed him so much, despite what I'd told him, so he was caught a little off-balance when they'd leaped on him like that, but it made me smile a little; obviously, their feelings for him hadn't dimmed with the passage of time and maybe, just maybe, it would make it easier to tell them what they needed to know.
Sara was the first to quit mauling Davey and stop for a breather, although that didn't mean she let go of him. Josie ditto, so the two of them were hugged onto him, his arms around them, big smiles all round, and then Sara asked the $64,000 question:
"So Lori, where's the mystery man? When's this 'David Denham' going to show up? Talk, Keene; where's the groom-to-be, shouldn't he be here too?"
This was it: showtime...
Davey gently unhooked the girls' arms from round his waist and came to stand next to me, knowing how difficult this was for me, and giving me his support. Sara had 'that look' on her face again, so I just plunged in.
"Sara, Jose, David Denham, the man I'm going to marry, is...right here; Davey IS David Denham, not Davey Keene; his real name is David Denham, it always has been..."
Sara's eyes widened, then narrowed, while Josie slowly nodded; obviously, something had just become clear to her. Sara, though, was a little more direct...
"Are you fucking kidding me right now?" she yelled, "He's your fucking brother! What kind of fucked-up retards are you, the pair of you? You can't marry your brother, Lori, it's fucking illegal!"
I tried to step in, calm her down, something, anything, but she backed away, her eyes blazing.
"How in the name of all fuckery did you two manage to get to this? What were you thinking? Chrissake, Lori, he's your brother! Are you insane? Are both of you fucking crazy?"
Davey moved. Maybe he thought he could reason with her, but all he did was draw her attention.
"YOU!" she bawled, and in two quick steps was right in front of him. Before I could move, she'd slapped him across the face, the slap echoing like a gunshot in the sudden silence. Davey rocked back; she'd really put her shoulder into it, and it must have hurt him, but he made no move to push her away or retaliate.
"She's your little sister, you moron, you're supposed to protect her, not...be...with her like that, that's just sick! What the fuck were you thinking? You're both supposed to be grown-ups, what the fuck is wrong with the pair of you...?"
I tried to speak, to reason with her, but Josie held her hand up to silence me.
"Sara, calm down, there's more to this, Sara, listen to me!"
Sara paused in mid-tirade as Josie grabbed her arm.
"What, whaddya mean, what's going on, more what?"
Josie stepped between Sara and me, and motioned me back behind her back.
"Listen Sara, just shut up! Lori's been in love with Davey since she was a little girl; so have you, and so have I. Don't you remember how hurt she was, how angry, when Davey left? Only someone in love can be that hurt. Davey's only her half-brother, I worked that out a long time ago, maybe that counts for something, but right now Lori's alone, she needs you and me, we're all she has, so are you going to shut the hell up for five minutes and just listen?"
Sara glared balefully at Davey, then stabbed her finger forcefully at me.
"Five minutes, that's all, then I'm gonna knock your fuckin' heads together! Of all the stupid, hillbilly, shit-for-brains, fucked-up...!"
"Sara, enough!" barked Josie, grabbing her hand. "And you," she pointed at me, "start talking!"
Davey took my hand and squeezed it reassuringly. Sara's eyes narrowed dangerously at that, but she didn't say anything, so I started to explain, even rationalize, what really was so weird, but so wonderful, too.
"I guess the place to start is the day Davey left; you both remember how mad I was, how I felt; didn't we talk enough about it? All I wanted was Davey home, but the way I saw it, he didn't think my home was his home. He thought his home was here, and he wanted to come back here. So I decided to hate him, and I kept-on hating him; I kept that up for years; you remember that, both of you do, you were there with me, missing him as much as I did; I saw what you both did, how you were when you didn't know I was watching...."
Josie was nodding, obviously remembering how it had been with me, and her own silent pain that Davey had gone from our lives; Sara, however was flinty-eyed, her expression neither understanding nor compassionate. I plowed on regardless; I'd come this far, now I had to tell it to the end, and see what happened next.
"Then I found something, something that changed everything. I was thirteen and one evening daddy asked me to go get something from the bureau in the study, and a picture just fell out and landed in front of me. It was a picture of Davey, in school, almost eighteen, the first one I'd seen in over two years, but all I could see was his smile, that smile I hadn't seen in so long; he looked so beautiful, so different, yet still the same, still my Davey, and it twisted me up inside; I wanted to hate him, but I couldn't; I couldn't, he was there, and he was smiling at me, and it had been so long, too long..."
Davey hugged me close while I cried; even the memory of that long-ago feeling was still so poignantly painful I couldn't hold back the tears, and so he held me while those memories rattled inside me, undimmed by time, still vivid, still gut-wrenchingly intense. Davey gently blotted my tears, then smiled at me.
"Are you OK, Angel-May?" he murmured, and I nodded, determined to get this over and out of the way; his arm around me gave me the strength and courage to go on.
"I was a mess, all churned-up inside. I didn't know what to do, what to say, I didn't understand what I was feeling, and I didn't know if anyone could even help me; finally, it was you, Jose, you pointed out what was happening inside me, you showed me the truth, and it scared and sickened me, but I couldn't get away from it; once you told me, it all fell into place, and it scared me even more. I think Mom guessed. She tried to help me, but I wouldn't let her in, I couldn't, not this..."
I trailed off, because the tears came again, thick and hot, and hard as bullets, my guilt that I'd pushed Mom away rising up again, brittle and hard as slate, sharp as knives, feelings of loss, of regret, that only my mom could make right, and it was too late, it was all too late...
Davey held me close, his hand brushing my hair even as he wiped my tears away.
"Shhh, don't do this Kitten, please, calm down, it's not good for the baby..." he murmured, but Josie heard, if the sudden sharp glance she gave me was any indication.
I shook my head; we'd come this far, it all had to come out, and let the cards fall where they will; no more hiding, no more half-truths and white lies. He tipped my chin up and looked into my eyes, and he must have seen my resolve, because he nodded in agreement, so once more I plunged on.
"None of this was Davey's idea. It was me, all me. When daddy died, Mom asked me to call Davey home. She was so sick by then, and we needed him back with us. He came running, but it was almost over for her. I guess the strain of Daddy's funeral was too much for her, because we lost Mom two days later, so now Davey and me, we were alone in that house. Davey had bought Mom a house in Maine, in Bar Harbor; she wanted to go back there before she...died, but she never made it. So we decided to move there; I couldn't live in Des Moines anymore. There was nothing left there for me, and we thought a new start in a new place was what I needed."
Davey took my hand in his, lacing his fingers between mine, encouraging me to go on, to get this all out in the open once and for all.
"You can probably guess the rest. As long as Davey was here in England, all my mooning around over him was just that; it affected me, but it didn't rule my life, it was all just a treasured teen-dream, an impossible thing to mope about in my alone-times. But then he came home, and all that stuff just came back and hit me right where I lived. You have to understand, to me, there's no-one like Davey, there never was; you two, of all people, should know that; he was the best big brother, my close friend, my go-to when Mom or Daddy couldn't be there, and I loved him; when he left, that's when I realized how much I loved him, and how badly it hurt me that he left, and it scared me that I could feel so bad over something like that."
Josie was staring at me, obviously deeply wrapped-up in what I was saying, and even Sara had lost that hard, stony stare, and was looking interested, so once more I took a deep breath and went on.
"This is the part you probably won't understand, but please, just hear me out, then maybe you will. When I knew Davey was coming home, all those feelings I had for him rose up and bit me on the ass; he wasn't safely far away, thousands of miles away, just a figure in a daydream. No, he was coming home, he was going to be home with mom and me, and I just let myself go. I knew, flat-out knew, that he didn't want me like I wanted him; why should he, he hadn't seen me in years, and I knew that once the funeral was done he was going back home, what he called 'home', and I was going to be alone again, so I figured if I couldn't have him, maybe I could have a piece of him, some part of him that would always be mine, and that would be enough, I could let him go, and call it quits."
Josie stirred; I think she guessed what was coming next, but she held her tongue; Sara, on the other hand, seemed almost enthralled, her face expressionless, but at least that cold hostility was gone, and all she radiated was keen interest.
"There's no other way to say this, so I'm just gonna say it; I set out to seduce him. I knew he was going to leave me, I could feel him drawing away from me, getting ready to be alone again, and if he left, he was leaving without me and never coming back; it was my last chance to have something that was part of him and all mine, so I led him on, I snared him, and I seduced him."
I stopped and caught my breath. Both girls looked ready for more, so I squared my shoulders, and carried on.
"Now go ahead and say your piece, both of you. Tell me how wrong I was, how conniving and underhanded I've been. I have no excuses for what I did. All I can say in my defense is that I did what I did because I wanted to have some part of him so that when he was gone I could still have him with me, and that night that's what happened; Davey and I, we...he made love to me. I wanted him to, more than anything in the world, and then we talked about what I'd done, how I'd tried to trick him, and I told him how, if I had caught his baby, I wasn't going to tell him, because I wanted him to go back to England and be who he was supposed to be, and live the life he was supposed to live, far away from me and my hang-ups and fantasies. I told him that as long as I had his baby he'd always be with me, it was enough, and he could leave me and it wouldn't be so bad. As it turned out, Davey didn't care what I'd done, he brushed off what a bitch I'd been for plotting and planning to deceive him; he told me he loved me and wanted to make babies with me. Plural. He loves me, and I love him, and now we're having a baby..."
Josie had that triumphant little half-smile she always got when she knew she was right about something, and Sara, she just looked thunderstruck.
"Lori...you're pregnant...?" she breathed, and I nodded.
"Almost four months, give or take a couple weeks."
"And his family knows...?" she prodded, "They know you and he are...you know, half-brother and sister, whatever? And they're OK with this?"
I opened my mouth to speak, but Davey got there first.
"Yes, Sara, everyone in my family who matters knows the truth; they all know, or they suspect, and they're all still in love with Lori, just like I am. Sophie, my aunt, she knew almost from the beginning, and she's the lady organising this whole wedding thing; Sophie and Lori are so close now that none of this matters to her; as far as she's concerned, Lori's her 'Darling Girl' and no-one's going to gainsay her; it would be an act of ground-breaking idiocy to try and say anything negative about Lori in Sophie's hearing. Sophie's husband, my uncle Richard, is giving Lori away, and as far as he's concerned, Lori's his girl, he's the father of the bride, and he's prouder of her than a cat with two gold-plated tails. Everyone who meets her loves her, but none more than me; she and I are supposed to be together, we're all we need, we're all we'll ever need."
I watched Sara's face as Davey spoke, seeing her expression change from thunderstruck to incredulous, to perplexed, and, finally, to the mischievous smile I knew and remembered so well.
"You guys are serious, aren't you?" she grinned, and Davey and I both nodded.
"Serious as a heart attack, Sara; Davey and I are in love, we're pregnant, we're getting married and having this baby in the spring, and we need you to be there for us, for me. Now you know it all. So are we good now?"
"You're insane, Lori, both of you, you're both fucking nuts; how the hell are you guys going to pull this off? You're his sister, for criminy sakes!" grinned Sara, and that's where Davey played his ace:
"Actually, Lori and I are already married, all legal and above board! Mostly, anyway. We've been married almost four months now, since before we ever left Maine. This wedding is for Lori, and for the family; we got married kind of quickly, so now we're doing it right, the way we should have, with everyone we love around us. My family is already here, and as far as I know you girls are the closest thing Lori has to family, which is why you have to be here too; we need you to be here."
Suddenly both girls were all over me, hugging me hard enough to squeeze me to death, Davey off to one side, forgotten for the moment as I tried to answer a million questions from both of them, but I did catch what Sara muttered when she hugged Davey in a neck-breaker:
"When you left, it broke my heart, Josie's too; you were our big brother, too, even if you never realized it; losing you was the biggest hurt our hearts had ever felt, and we never really got over it. Lori did well to catch you, even if you are her brother, but paste this into your hat: you hurt her and I'll fix you, David Keene, or Denham, or whoever the hell you really are. Never forget this one thing, Davey; I love you like a brother, you ARE my big brother, but Lori's my girl; I'm watching you!"
*
That Denham Magic Does Its Thing, Again:



The days whirled by madly, hardly enough hours in the day to suit Sophie. She dealt with everything, from fittings, to planning and tying everyone down for the rehearsal, getting the chapel decorations just right, planning the music, the cake, the reception, place-cards, working out who could sit where, who was feuding with who, and where the girls most likely to cause trouble or try and upstage me, but for various reasons couldn't be excluded, could be shunted to keep them out of the way and out of trouble. (As a sidebar to all this, the girls were astonished at how much Sophie looked like Mom; they couldn't get over how she looked, spoke, even laughed, like Mom; Josie was intrigued to the point she went so far as to speculate that Mom and Sophie had to have had some kind of familial connection; no two random strangers could be so similar, there had to be more to it. As it happens, she was right, but more of that later).
In the midst of all this, Richard and Hugo were called away to crisis meetings in Hong Kong, so Jimmy and Sophie's gardener were drafted in to stand in for them during the endless practice runs, and fittings, fittings, fittings, as Sophie redesigned the bridal party's dresses pretty much every day.
At the peak of all this chaos, the boys returned, their business in Hong Kong concluded, and Sophie breathed a sigh of relief. We were in the sitting room in my home, Josie, Sara, Rosie, and I all standing on footstools, chatting and giggling as Sophie and the dressmaker remodelled our dresses yet again, our backs to the door and not seeing Richard and Hugo, until a soft "I'm sorry, we didn't mean to interrupt anything...' caused both girls to whirl around and freeze, transfixed, staring at the boys while they stared right back, all four of them suddenly playing statues.
I started to introduce everyone, but I kind of trailed off when I realized no-one was listening, and Rosie was nudging me to silence as Richard and Sara, and Hugo and Josie gazed at each other. Sophie's eyebrows went up, then up some more when she realized what was going on, but she kept silent, not wanting to break the spell.
I could tell immediately that this was different; Richard and Hugo went through girls like it was some kind of contest, dating three or four different girls every week, but I'd never seen them struck dumb before. If I'm honest, the super-hot fashion models/media darlings they usually dated made Sara and Josie look kind of ordinary, but I'd never seen the boys stunned into silence and gaze at any girl the way they were captivated by my two friends, and a little bell started ringing way down inside me. This was different. Were Richard and Hugo, playboys extraordinaire, finally caught? From the way Rosie looked at me and nodded, I think I knew the answer, and Sophie, looking silently from her sons to my girls and back again, like a slow-motion tennis match, looked like she knew too.
Sophie finally broke the silence, her throat-clearing enough to startle everyone, and then the blushes began; frankly, I was amazed; I've seen both Sara and Josie go into furious, blistering four-letter tirades at some of the brain-dead jackasses infesting the high school without a second of shame or pause for breath, yet now they were blushing the way they used to when we were ten years old and Davey would smile at them.
"Lori, who is THAT?" whispered Sara out the side of her mouth, her gaze fixed on Richard. "My God, he looks just like Davey, they both do, oh Jeez, are they his brothers? Has he got any brothers? Say something!"
Josie just gazed unblinkingly at Hugo. As for Richard and Hugo, their usual poise and aplomb seemed to have completely deserted them as they stood there silently, with their mouths hanging open, gazing raptly at my girlfriends. It was Sophie who eventually spoke, cutting across the waves of attraction tinged with longing emanating from all four of them.
"Josephine, Sara, I'd like to introduce my sons, Richard and Hugo; boys, I'd like you to meet Josephine Gregor and Sara Mason, Loretta's friends from America."
Both men stumbled and fumbled through some sort of response, all the while not taking their eyes off my friends' faces, and probably would have stood there dumbstruck for the rest of the afternoon if Rosie hadn't frowned at them and jerked her head at the two girls. Then they moved, possibly at warp-speed, because suddenly they were beside them, offering a hand each to the girls as they stepped down, and then the Denham charm clicked-on, while the seamstress watched wide-eyed, her mouth full of pins, as the girls were led away in a kind of trance, their dresses tacked-up and trailing bits of lace and ribbon, leaving Rosie and I stranded on our perches, completely forgotten.
I caught Sophie's eye, and grinned happily, and I could see the words 'Yesss! At last, Hallelujah!!!' rolling around in her eyes like the reels on a fruit machine, and she, Rosie and I grinned at each other like cats while an awful lot of smoldering looks and intense gazing, green eyes into green eyes, happened on the other side of the room. I couldn't help thinking that from such small beginnings are dynasties born, and I smiled at the thought that those two playboys might finally have found what they'd been looking for all along, and maybe, just maybe, all being well, there'd be a new generation of green-eyed Denham children along one day soon.
The concluding part is completed and awaiting editing and final polishing, so it will be along shortly.
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Insights & End-Game:
And so the day of the wedding loomed ever closer; all the invitations had gone out, all the RSVP's were back in, dozens of polite variations on 'yes of course I'm coming', with the unseen subtext 'he's marrying an American? Wasn't an English girl good enough? This I gotta see!', and all Sophie's preparations were finally, irrevocably in place.
Davey's Best Man was an old school buddy of his, Jack Cameron, a tall, handsome, quietly witty man, who brought his pregnant Japanese wife, Teruko. I was awestruck at her flawless beauty; she looked like every man's Asian Movie-Girl fantasy, taller and shapelier than most Japanese girls I'd seen, with huge dark eyes, clear, fair, skin and a little snub nose, with fine, classic features. She had long, smoky blonde hair so fine and silky that it stirred and fluttered in the slightest breeze, and the most charming, sweet voice I'd ever heard.
According to Davey, Jack had been seriously injured before Davey had ever come home, and Teruko had been with him through it, willing him well and whole again, but that had been several years earlier, and Jack was now fully completely recovered, and back in the pink again.
All of Davey's school friends, people I'd often heard him mention, but faces I'd only ever seen in photo-albums, were there. Harry Waterfield was possibly the most handsome young man I'd ever seen (barring my Davey). He looked like the hero of every romance I'd ever read in secret, my one guilty pleasure, along with his unfeasibly beautiful Eurasian wife, Sai Fong, also pregnant, and obviously completely familiar with Davey, if the greeting she gave him was anything to go by; oddly enough, she had the same gray-hazel eyes as Harry, and hair the exact same shade of warm, chocolate-brown as his, which I thought was an odd coincidence, but on her they looked spectacular, and just made her even more exotically beautiful.
Davey's fellow medical student, Andy Edgeworth, and his lovely wife, Linda were also there. Of all Davey's old friends, Andy was the one I was most familiar with; even though he was studying medicine all the way up in Edinburgh, and I'd never actually met him, I felt like I knew him best of all Davey's friends; he was Davey's go-to when he needed his confidence boosting, or when he'd had a rough time from one of his mentors, or if one or the other had muffed an exam or test, and they often had long, incomprehensible conversations about medical stuff that made me feel nauseous if I happened to eavesdrop on them.
Andy looked nothing like how I thought an English doctor would look; he was something like Davey, but different, less gorgeous, of course, and from his overheard accent and manner of speech, I had expected tweedy and hearty in a 'country gentleman, field-sports and gun-dog-owning' sort of way, possibly driving around in a classic Morgan or MG A; instead, he looked like all the arctic explorers and mountaineers I'd ever pictured reading adventure stories when I was a girl; tall, craggy, rugged, and burly, with big, gentle hands, and a sense of immense physical strength barely held in check.
No-one would have seemed to me less likely to be a surgeon; he looked more like he should have been mushing a dog-team across the Great White Waste, or playing defensive tackle for the Chiefs (hey, I'm from Iowa, who else am I gonna shout for...?), but Davey told me he was consistently winning praise from his mentors for his technique and the delicacy of his touch; one day he was going to be a world-renowned surgeon, Davey was convinced of it.
Linda, on the other hand, looked exactly like how I'd always supposed a proper English rose would look; she was tall, slender, graceful, and beautiful without being obvious, not a cutesy beauty queen, rather the kind of beauty that would stay with her for life; you could tell just by looking at her that when she was a little old lady, she'd still be luminously beautiful, because some kinds of beauty remain and resist time when cute and pretty fades.
To go with her air of refinement she had a bell of shining walnut-brown hair that fell almost to her waist, clear, fair skin, and large, expressive, cornflower-blue doll-eyes (just like Andy's, now I come to think about it...) framed by long, sooty lashes, and a refined, 'received pronunciation' English accent even more 'Home-Counties Boarding-School' than Sophie's.
She was yet another girl who was well-known to Davey; she'd obviously known him since she was very young, judging by her easy, almost sisterly familiarity in his company, and her deep fondness for him was plain to see. Her lips were naturally coral, framing a sweet, generous mouth, and she had a clear, fresh complexion and softly delicate, rose-pink cheeks, with just a hint of a spray of freckles across her classic cheekbones and the bridge of her pert nose. Her eyebrows were perfect, perfectly symmetrical arches, and she had a long, elegant neck. If you look up 'English Rose' in any dictionary, you'll find a picture of Linda Edgeworth there, I can almost guarantee it.
These then were Davey's oldest, closest friends; he'd known them since school days, and they were as tight a bunch as I'd ever seen; one would have thought they'd last seen each other that weekend, the way they fell into their banter and ease in each other's company, not years earlier, and the fact they'd made time and come from all over Britain to be there for him on this day spoke volumes about the regard they held him in. I was proud my Davey had such special and enduring friends.
Sophie greeted all Davey's friends warmly, but most especially Harry and Andy; apparently she and Uncle Richard had known Harry's father when they were posted to Hong Kong; he had been police commissioner before Hong Kong was handed back to China, a senior member of the Governor's staff, and Andy's family and connections were well known to Sophie's family, being as they were all from Devonshire or Somerset, in the West Country of England.
I remarked in private to Davey how connected and adoring his friends seemed when it came to their wives, and Davey gave me that patented raised eyebrow and quizzical look he keeps in store for when he's going to point-out the obvious to me.
"Darling Girl, I'm going to share a few things with you, regarding my friends; it's kind of personal, and I really don't want them to know I shared this with you, but I won't keep secrets from you. Swear you'll keep shtum? On Mummy-Bum?"
I had to grin at him invoking my childhood swear, but I nodded and hooked pinkies with him, knowing he knew I was psychologically incapable of breaking a Mummy-Bum swear...
"OK, I swear on Mummy-Bum; there, good enough?"
Davey grinned, and I had to grin back, he looked so boyish and sweet.
"So what's the scoop, Blondie? What's this deep, dark secret you made me swear Mummy-Bum on? Are you all some kind of secret society of assassins? Star-Lizard people from the Horsehead Nebula? Illuminati? The Jedi Council is for real, and they're it? Talk, Denham, I'm bursting here!"
Davey pulled me closer and nibbled my lips, something I'm pretty much unable to resist, so I nibbled back, but I still wanted to know what was going on, so I stared soulfully into his eyes then pinched his ass, making him jump.
"Tell me!" I demanded, so he did.
"Darling Girl, you and me, us, we're...we're not alone; what I mean is, you and I, what we are, what we really are, well, Harry and Sai, Andy and Linda, and Jack and Teruko, they're like us too; they're in exactly the same boat as us. Most of our friends know. Jack's been in love with Teruko since forever, and everyone's always known how Sai Fong felt about Harry; I mean, look at him; is it any wonder?"
He paused and looked vaguely at me, that pensive look he gets when he's working out what to say next.
"Sweetheart, I always thought, if I even thought about it at all, that nothing like that was ever going to happen for me; you have to admit, how it was between us, there was fat chance of that ever happening with us. But it did, and now I know how Harry feels, and Jack, and Andy; all I can say is that if they're even one tenth as happy as I am right now, then they must be truly happy indeed and fully committed to the girls they love, just as I am to the girl I love. Just looking at how happy they are makes me realise just how happy I am, and how happy I'm going to be; we made the right choice, baby, just like them, and I have no regrets at all."
He grinned again, and tapped the tip of my nose with his forefinger.
"So now you know; we're not as unique as maybe you thought, but then, we're not alone, either. I think Sai Fong's already caught-on; don't ask me how, but she's got a mind like a diamond-drill, and we've probably been leaving clues for those to read who can, like Sai, but know this: I trust her completely; I've known her it seems like forever, at least since she was ten years old anyway, likewise Linda, although I don't think she's worked it out yet. Jack gave me a very strange look when I told him who I was marrying. I think he remembers I had a snotty little brat sister thousands of miles away called 'Lori', so he's probably put it together now, and I'd be surprised if Andy doesn't already know if Jack knows; he and Jack have always been very close, and they share, but he won't say anything, for obvious reasons."
My mind was reeling with this sudden influx of information; no wonder Davey had accepted that he and I could make this work; he'd already seen it happen before, and it had worked out perfectly for his best and closest friends! When it happened to him, he was already subconsciously primed to accept it. His reaction to me and my scheming made sense now. His willingness to be with me was so headlong and wholehearted because he knew from his friends' experiences how it could be, even if he didn't register it at the top of his mind at the time.
I don't believe he'd ever sat down and consciously thought out or planned anything that had happened between us; he didn't need to, he already knew, because he was already in a receptive state when I made a play for him. In truth, I believe he was truly unaware at the time that he was ready for me if we should somehow embark on something, but that didn't stop him responding so positively, because I don't honestly think he could have done anything different.
"'Snotty little brat sister', eh? You'll pay for that, Doctor-Man!" was all I said though, and it was kind of half-hearted; I was too busy having insights, not something I do on a regular basis; I kind of live on my skin, but everything Davey had said, and the train of thought it had set off in me made true and perfect sense in a way not much else did most of the time. Davey had jumped at me because he was ready to accept me, even if he didn't consciously know why, but now I did. He and I have a lot to thank his friends and their choices for.
*
The wedding was flawless, thanks to Sophie's meticulous planning, her inspired contingency-planning in case someone like Bella or Maude showed-up and tried to disrupt the proceedings, and her foresight in planning the seating so no jealous ex or wannabe started a commotion; those girls who might be part of a clique with trouble on their minds were salted around in the seating plan a long way from each other in case they decided on a little concerted troublemaking.
All of Davey's close family and friends were given prominent seating to drive home that this was going to happen, it was a done-deal, get used to it, to anyone who may have been harbouring any last-minute resentments.
Not that it would have made the slightest difference, of course. Davey and I were already legally married, and this whole elaborate show was for form's sake and the benefit of family and friends, but I still didn't want someone who thought they had an ax to grind suddenly kicking-off and ruining my big day.
Walking down the Nave of the chapel (and Davey pointed that out to me; the aisles in a church are on the sides of the congregation, or behind the choir; the central approach to the altar is the Nave) on Richard's arm to where the Dean of the chapel waited for us at the Lectern under the spectacular domed ceiling, at the entrance to the Choir, was the most unbelievable experience of my life; the swelling music of the Wedding March, David and Jack, Richard and Hugo, and Jimmy all waiting for me, dressed in matching dove-gray morning suits with tailcoats, vests, and impeccably knotted gray silk ties, with folded gray silk handkerchiefs in their breast pockets. I'm sure they all looked wonderful in their formal attire, but I only had eyes for my Davey.
Uncle Richard had chosen to wear a black morning coat and blue silk tie, as befitted the father of the bride. He kept his hand on mine as I held his arm, steadying me and being what I needed most just then. True to her word, there was Sophie, sitting on the Bride's Side, dabbing at her eyes as she cried for me, just as she'd promised she would, just as Aunt Sybil was doing, while Rosie, my Maid of Honor, and Josie and Sara, my demurely beautiful Bridesmaids held my veil as they followed me.
Sybil had surprised me that morning with a long, ornately embroidered veil of sparkling white handmade Nottingham lace, dotted with seed pearls, tiny little satin roses, and the blue glint of tiny blue gems, referencing my blue eyes; I nearly lost it when Sybil told me it had been my mother's veil, she'd entrusted it to her best friend, Sybil, to keep safe for her when she'd moved to Iowa, and Sybil in turn had been delighted to give it to me as a wedding gift from Mom; poor Sybil had to do a lot of hurried repair to my make-up to get me past that, believe me!
My one break with tradition was my bouquet, a beautiful spray of blue English wildflowers; Cornflowers, Borage, exquisite little Forget-Me-Not's, Harebells, and Wild Basil, accented with subtle little peach and gold-blushed roses.
To top it all off, I wore Sophie's platinum and diamond tiara that she'd worn on her wedding day, along with the antique blue diamond pendant Davey had bought me in Boston, and a finely-worked silver and gold filigree bracelet Uncle Richard had given me, so I would have the requisite 'something old, something new, something borrowed, and something blue' to bring good luck.
*
The reception was held back at the house, in a marquee Jimmy had set-up for us as his gift to us, complete with a dance-floor. Of course, Davey had the first dance, but the special dance for me was the daddy-daughter dance I had with Uncle Richard.
I was struggling to hold back the tears as I danced with him; it felt so much like how I'd always imagined my daddy-daughter dance would be like when Daddy danced with me on my wedding day. Richard obviously sensed how I was feeling, what the dance meant to me, and so as he whirled me around the dance-floor, he guided me while I lost myself in memories of my daddy. When I smiled at him to thank him, for one split second his features seemed to smoke and change, and I saw daddy smiling at me, and then I knew; somehow, my daddy had been there and had that special dance with me on my special day.
When the traditional time for me to throw my bouquet came, I held back; Sophie and I had a plan, and everyone had to be there, so I waited until she'd chivvied everyone into the marquee, then, when everyone counted down 'three...two...one!', instead of turning my back and tossing it over my shoulder, I walked out to where everyone waited, and handed my bouquet to Rosie. She stared at me in shocked, wide-eyed silence, then her mouth fell open as I stepped aside to reveal Jimmy right behind me. Rosie froze, then, when Jimmy dropped to one knee and opened the ring box Sophie had handed him, two large tears ran down her cheeks as her eyes brimmed over.
"Rosie, my own true love, I've loved you from the moment I first set eyes on you. Will you wear my ring, marry me, and be my wife?"
Rosie smiled as she bent down to kiss him, then straightened up and took his hand.
"Jimmy, dearest, it would be an honor to wear your ring. Yes, of course I'll marry you, and yes, I want more than anything to be your wife!"
I was applauding with the best of them, and glowing with happiness for both of them, until I caught Davey's expression, that 'what did I tell you about meddling?' look pasted on his phiz, but then Sophie was glowing too, and Aunt Sybil, so he just had to bite his tongue and shut his face; I love it when a plan goes right! Still, I had a couple of qualms when we were finally alone together, but by then his usual sunny self was back in evidence, and whatever he thought about my plotting and planning he very wisely kept to himself.
Richard's speech as Father of the Bride, was short, sweet, and very loving; his obvious affection for Davey showed in every sentence, and there was very little of the 'behave yourself or I'll bury your headless carcass under the shed' that Sophie had promised, but there was much love and affection for both of us; I was struggling to hold back the tears as he gave the speech Daddy would have given, his words honoring my daddy with the fatherly care and obvious love for both of us he showed in every sentence. Every bride should have a speech as wonderful, as loving, as Richard's on her wedding day.
Jack made us laugh in his description of some of Davey's escapades, and the small emerald pendants he gave Josie and Sara, and the gold locket he gave Rosie, as the gifts the best man is traditionally required to give the bridesmaids, showed care and attention to detail.
Richard and Hugo watched the girls like hawks all through the speeches, no doubt plotting their next moves, and sure enough, after the toasts and speeches and cutting of the cake, I couldn't help but notice a certain lack; Josie and Sara had disappeared, as had Richard and Hugo. I had an inkling where they were, actually less of an inkling and more of a dead certainty I knew, if not exactly where they were, definitely what they were doing, but whenever Davey looked like he was going to ask where his cousins were, I immediately shoved him into a gang of well-wishers and let him talk to all of them at once.
In this way I kept him occupied until Richard and Hugo reappeared, with Sara on Richard's arm, and Josie on Hugo's, all four of them looking bright-eyed and slightly mussed-up; at one point Davey even caught me signalling to Josie that her lipstick was smeared, and there was definitely some of it on Hugo's neck, which I immediately passed-off as a waved 'hello!' to someone or the other.
As before, I got that slightly quizzical, slightly puzzled eyebrow he got in full from Mom, but then he saw the slightly dishevelled state of the Bridal party and grinned as two and two finally dropped into place.
One moment of awkwardness slipped in when Davey's friends were congratulating us; Andy was shaking Davey's hand, and pecking me on the cheek, when I noticed Linda trying hard to be happy for us, but the tears were obviously not far away, and I suddenly knew what it was; she knew I was Davey's sister, and now I was having something she could never have; I was marrying the man I loved, something she could never do.



My heart broke for her, for this beautiful girl who would never be able to have what I had, because of what fate had done to her; she'd never wear that ring and be Andy's wife, no matter how much they both wanted it. At that moment I understood just how deeply I was being gifted, that Davey and I could do this, and that poor, beautiful girl could never have what I had. It took a while to get over that. I suspect Davey guessed my heart suddenly wasn't in it, if his puzzled looks were anything to go by, but eventually I pulled myself together and threw myself back into my special day.
It took a long time, though, before the sadness I felt for Linda and her tragedy mellowed enough that I could think about her, and wonder how I could help her, or what, if anything, we could do to make it right for her. (As it happened, she found a way; Davey and I were never more happy than the day we attended her wedding, to her beloved Andy; sometimes Fortune smiles on us when we least expect it, and now Linda, Andy, and their little girl are the happiest family in the world.)
The food was excellent. Aunt Sophie had excelled herself in the choice of caterer, the cake was everything I'd wanted it to be, made and decorated by a mind-reading queen among cake-makers, with four tiers draped in swathes of perfectly realistic sugar pastillage roses and cornflowers, and gilt-edged swags and realistic drapes of folded sugar-work, beautiful, elegant, formal, and dramatic. The music was all I could have wanted, too, played by a string quartet for the formal dancing, and a local band who gave us dance music to pass away the evening.
I danced with Davey like I'd never danced before, whether a romantic Viennese waltz, my Bridal Dance with Davey, or the stately Minuet Mom had tirelessly drummed into all four of us, Josie, Sara, Davey, and I, when we were young, on the grounds that we might as well learn something elegant, one never knew when it might come in handy, and sure enough, with the boys in their tail-coats and us girls in our elegant, lacy gowns, I thought we looked very olde-worlde and elegant indeed dancing those baroque, beautiful measures the way Mom had taught us.
Of course we also boogied to the latest pop sounds; this was a party, after all. Even Richard, my new daddy, claimed me for a couple of the less energetic dances, while first Sybil, then Sophie steered Davey around the dance floor, talking in his ear all the time, obviously giving him so much of the advice she had available for free. Davey was listening raptly, nodding occasionally at something she said, occasionally darting me a glance and a smile.
The wedding reception was everything I'd ever wanted or dreamed of, but I still had more to come. I know that traditionally the wedding night is when the couple consummate their marriage and make a baby, but we'd already gone there, I already had my baby boy (Charlie, I told myself, his name is Charlie...) growing inside me, but I still had Wedding Night plans for Davey, and, if the looks he was giving me were anything to go by, he had plans for me.
At last, the festivities came to an end. We gave our guests farewell, with a parting gift of a slice of wedding cake wrapped in a commemorative parcel, and little sterling silver tokens of good luck, wishbones and hearts, that kind of thing, and thanked everyone at the door as they left; we weren't going on honeymoon, at least not yet; Davey was running as fast as he could to catch-up at the hospital, so it wouldn't have been a good idea to go traipsing off on vacation just then, instead, we'd save that for when Charlie was old enough to travel, then take a family vacation together.
After the last guest had left, and Jack and Teruko, Harry and Sai-Fong, and Andrew and Linda had given their 'goodnight's' and retired to their rooms, it was just the Bridal party left, and Sophie and Richard. Davey was all for having a small family party, but I kind of nudged him until he realized Richard and Hugo were actually steaming gently in their anxiety to get Sara and Josie alone again and not hiding it too well, so we waved them off too, with promises we'd see them late morning. Davey and Uncle Richard sent the catering people and serving staff home with instructions to return the following day and clear-up, and a 'thank you' envelope with some cash for each of them, ditto the band and string quartet, and then finally it was just Sophie, Uncle Richard, Davey, and me left amid the debris and clutter of what had been a perfect celebration, as far as I was concerned.
"Well, Darling Girl, I think that went OK, what do you think?" smiled Sophie, slipping her arm through mine. I hugged her arm back.
"Thank you, Aunt Sophie, I'd never have been able to get through all this without you; Davey was right; 'Ladies Who Organize' are a definitely a very valuable asset!"
Richard was standing next to me, and if felt like the most natural thing in the world to slip my other arm through his and kiss him on the cheek, then Sophie.
"Thank you Mom, thank you Daddy!" I whispered, laying my head on his shoulder. Richard patted my arm and kissed the top of my head.
"It's strange, Darling Girl; now that I've given you away, I find I want you back! Do all fathers of the bride feel like this, I wonder? You, young man, you take care of her or I shall be having some pointed words with you; remember, it's getting a bit crowded under the shed, but I'm sure we can make room for you..."
Davey grinned as he slipped his arm through his uncle's.
"Believe me, Sir, I shall endeavour to provide nothing but the very best for my darling wife; I have to; I married her twice, my fate is sealed now!"
*
Davey tells me that back in olden days of yore, after the wedding feast, the bride would have been sung to her bedchamber and her new husband by her bridesmaids and the men of the bridal party, with an intricate Lover's Knot over the bed-head to ensure a baby. Well, we'd already done that, and I didn't get sung to my bedchamber, and I hoped to God Davey wasn't planning on serenading me once I got there; he can do many, many things superbly, but singing is not one of them (Daddy used to say he had a tin-ear and a God-given talent for singing in the key of 'off'; Mom always said he sounded like a donkey being unnaturally assaulted...) so instead, I was kissed soundly by my new mom and dad, handed to my husband, and after a whispered "see you in the morning, but not TOO early, Darling Girl!" and a naughty wink from Sophie, we were finally alone in our new home, officially married in the eyes of the family, wined, dined, and treated like royalty.
Once we were alone, Davey took my hand and stared at me long enough to make me blush; what was he looking at, was a booger hanging out of my nose, or did I have something stuck in my teeth? I was about to karate-chop him if he didn't tell me what he was staring at, but then he grinned, that sweet, happy, 'little-boy' grin I remembered so well from when we were kids. I couldn't help grinning back, because there was suddenly that familiar light in his eyes.
"What...?" I teased, guessing just what was running through his dirty little mind; hopefully, the same thing that was running through mine. Davey reached out and took my hand, raised it to his lips, and kissed my fingertips.
"Will Milady do me the honor of allowing me to escort her to her bedchamber?" he asked formally, but that devilish flicker was still there in his eyes, "I have plans for you, my one, only, and always wife; shall we go?"
Davey being formal is a real stretch for him; I could see he was almost bursting at the seams to get me naked. Hell, so was I, but it pleased him to put up this mask of formality, so I went along with it.
"But of course, good my husband; on this night of all nights, I would ask no other to do so!"
Davey grinned even wider, and suddenly pulled me closer, his hands around my waist as his lips found mine. I kissed him back just as needily, wriggling against him to feel the hardness of his cock pressing into my belly even as his hands slipped lower to catch and knead the cheeks of my ass. I gasped happily as he pulled them apart; I knew what we were going to be doing alright, it was what we did, our thing, and I wanted it as bad as he did.
"Not here...bedroom...get my dress off...!" I gasped between frenzied kisses, wriggling even more as he fumbled with the little pearl buttons down the back of my dress, his fingers tripping over themselves in his haste to strip me; when he did, he was in for a surprise; Sophie and Rosie had dressed me to kill, and I was going to slay him!
Once in the bedroom (and we didn't run there in unseemly haste...well almost...) Davey once more grabbed me and spun me around, kissing me almost roughly as he deliberately unbuttoned my dress and stepped back to allow it to slide to the floor. His eyes lit up when he saw I was wearing a tight, white 'Frederick's of Hollywood' satin basque and tiny little white satin panties, topped-off with white stockings and frilly, sexy little garters.
"Ohhh yess!" he grinned, twirling me around to get the full picture. "I'm going to enjoy unwrapping you, Angel-May, stand by to repel boarders!"
I pulled him closer by the waistband of his pants, and kissed him soundly.
"I'll do no such thing, husband-of-mine! Tonight's our wedding night, I expect big 'yee-har!' Miss Barkis is willing, you sexy man!"
Davey slipped his hands around my waist and slid them down to grab and squeeze my ass, making me gasp and grin when he rolled the cheeks and pulled them apart. His happy grin was getting wider by the second and when I grabbed and squeezed his cock his eyes actually glowed. I smiled and licked my lips, feeling his cock pulse and throb when I did that. So I kissed him lightly, and held him close so I could whisper in his ear.
"This is our wedding night, baby, so put a baby in me, Davey; no, wait, you already did; tell you what, then; why don't you just fuck the living daylights out of me? I want to see the elephant, baby, make it happen!"
Davy slid his hands into my panties and ever so lightly scratched my asshole as he ground his thick cock against my increasingly tender slit.
"As my lady commands; I am yours to do with as you will, oh beauteous one!" he murmured as he slowly, gently slid his finger into me, making me buck and gasp with pleasure.
"Is that all, or are you gonna follow-through...stud?" I whispered, grinding right back at him, watching him gulp and grin.
He slid off his beautiful dove-gray mohair coat and threw it onto the nearest chair, tugged open his tie, and when he went to unbutton his shirt, I batted his hands away so I could unwrap my wedding present. Davey grinned that 'naughty-boy' grin of his and kissed me while his finger in my ass wriggled and teased and made me even hotter for him. I eventually managed to get his shirt unbuttoned, in spite of all the unfair distraction, tugged it out of his pants, and slid it off him, then unlaced his belt and unbuttoned his pants, kicking them away while I squeezed his package through the fitted trunks he always wore in preference to boxers. He went to tug them down, but I stopped him; this was my present to me; my wedding, my rules!
Davey toed off his shoes and pulled off his socks, then grinned when I dropped to my knees and yanked his shorts down. His cock, thick and harder than ever bobbed up at just the right height, so I smiled as sexily as I knew how, squeezed and gently massaged his balls, and licked him from stem to tip, drawing a soft groan from him.
"No Lori, please, you'll make..." but he never got any further, because I slipped my lips over the slick, glossy bulb of his cock and sucked him, all the while staring up at him with wide-eyed innocence radiating off me.
"Oh God, not the eyes, not the eyes..." he murmured, so I gave him some more, squeezing his scrotum as I sucked him. I could feel him trembling, he was almost there, so I ran my tongue over the head of his cock, and rasped the tip into the slit in the end.
Davey uttered a muffled "Guuhhnnngg!" as the head of his cock swelled and pulsed, while his cock gave a muscular throb, and a thick jet of hot, creamy spunk sprayed into my mouth, then another, and another. I was hard put to swallow fast enough as he filled my mouth, the last few days of abstinence paying off as he came like a cannonade, blasting his spunk into my mouth in long, hot jets until the jets thinned to a trickle which I licked up and polished him clean, and licked my lips to remove any traces of his sperm from my mouth.
Davey cupped my face in his hands and raised me to my feet, to smile happily at me.
"Thank you, Baby-Girl, I needed that, but now it's your turn..."
With that, his hands once more clamped around my ass as he kissed me, uncaring what I'd just done. He hoisted me up and I wrapped my legs around his waist, kissing him wildly, madly, hot and ready for him as he held me there, his hands holding my ass, and the tip of his still-hard cock scraping and butting against my tender pussy.
Davey walked me over to the bed and laid me down, his hands all over me, touching, scurrying, stroking and gently pinching. My stiff, sensitive nipples were poking through the satin of my basque and his hands holding and squeezing my breasts made them throb in an agony of need. Davey knows what gets me hot, where to touch, lick, kiss, caress, and right then he used them all, his lips and fingers driving me to almost fever pitch. I made to slide off my panties, but he grinned and stopped me.
"No you don't; mine!" he grinned, kissing me on that patch of bare tummy between the bottom of my basque and the waistband of my panties. I waited with bated breath and yesss! he licked my pussy through my panties, his tongue pressing the satin against me, teasing my throbbing clit through the slick material.
"Davey, noooo...' I groaned, pushing my mons against his teasing mouth, so near, yet so far away, groaning again as he did it again, paying me back for making him come so quickly. Just when I thought he was going to do it again, and I'd started plotting how to pay him back for torturing me, he pulled my panties to one side, and slowly, deliberately ran the flat of his tongue over my crotch, licking me from my tense asshole to my throbbing clitoris. I bucked and whined at the sensation. Davey eating me out is one of my most favorite things in the world, he's considerate and tuned-in to me, he knows exactly what and how I like it done, and every time he does it to me it's like the first time ever, always fresh and new and hot as hell.
His hot, wriggling tongue probing between my labia and lashing my clitoris was doing things to me I can't describe, sensations and pleasure like the best of everything in the world surged and flowed through me, making me even hotter, even more in love with him, taking me higher and higher, until, as he sucked my clit he simultaneously slid his thumb into my ass and I came like a rocket, like an express-train, like the fourth of July, screaming his name as fireworks went off in my head and waves of hot pleasure surged and crashed through me.
Davey held me as I quivered and trembled in aftershock, smaller but no less intense waves of pleasure ebbing and flowing inside me. When my heart-rate and breathing had recovered somewhat, and my brain came back down to earth, and I was able to finally think again, there was Davey, his smile and his eyes and his warm breath and his arms around me, and I knew it wasn't a dream, it was my wedding night, and my husband was with me, calming me after giving me so much pleasure.
"Davey, thank you," I murmured, "That was incredible, but what about you?"
Davey grinned happily.
"About that...' as he slid my panties off, "I still don't think you've seen the elephant yet, so, if you're ready...?"
I couldn't help smiling; Davey is a horny bastard at the best of times, and he was right; we had unfinished business to take care of, I still needed some of that Davey-Magic, and whaddya know, I had a hot Davey right here, all primed and horny, if the state of his cock was anything to go by...
Davey slid his arms around me as he kissed me, and rolled onto his back, taking me with him, so now I was lying on top of him. His hands restlessly groped and fondled my ass as we kissed like teenagers, the hot bar of his erection between us, pressing into me, reminding me what I wanted. We kissed and ground together, dry-humping, feeling the need grow even as we played. Davey makes me very hot very quickly, I love him endlessly, but I also desperately need all of what he's got so much of. Being alone with him is an agonizing exercise in will-power, because my natural inclination is to yank my panties off and jam myself down on his ever-ready cock.
This could be a problem if, for instance, we're in a supermarket or on a bus, so when we have the opportunity, we go at it full-speed ahead, as long as it takes and as dirty as we can manage. As it was, this night, we were supposed to go bananas; this was the one night everyone knew exactly what we were doing; it was expected of us, it was probably a legal requirement for all I knew, and that being the case, why disappoint them...?
As we kissed and ground together, my legs drifted apart, and Davey slid his finger into my ass. As I gasped and giggled, he lifted me up, and I took the hint, grabbing his throbbing cock and slowly, teasingly sliding it into me. Davey's hands remained clamped around my ass, and as I rode him, his finger in my ass kept pace with his thrusts into me, both my holes being filled at once by the man I loved.
I don't know how long I rode him. All I know is that orgasm after orgasm rolled through me. Davey makes me hot and bothered, and it doesn't take much from him to set me off. This night, though, was special; all that had gone into making it so had come to a head, and now here I was, making love on my wedding night to the man I'd loved since we were both young, the boy who'd left me and come back a man, to find me a woman in love with him, the man I'd plotted and schemed for, but never believed I could ever have, and now he'd married me and given me his baby.
At the thought, orgasm sharp and hot raced through me, hot pleasure burning through my body and lighting up my mind like a summer fireworks display. I sobbed and whined as bolt after bolt of sexual electricity buzzed and crackled through me. Davey held my hands as my fingers laced with his, holding me up as I fluttered like a leaf in a gale in the throes of such a gigantic orgasm.
I slumped down on him, my heart thudding like a trip-hammer while my Davey held me close, his arms around me holding me, anchoring me, reminding me that he was here, with me, where we were supposed to be, together forever.
When I opened my eyes, it was to see his beautiful green eyes looking at me, filled with concern and not a little relief.
"Wow, that was...I don't know what happened there!" he grinned. "I thought you'd passed out; you glazed out and I thought you'd passed out! Are you OK, baby?"
I warmed inside at the love and concern in his voice.
"I've never been better, baby, honest! I think I just saw the elephant!"
He grinned at that, and kissed me as he jiggled my bottom, reminding me we still had one thing to do.
"However, Darling Boy, I don't think you did, so let's take care of that! I need some wedding night Davey-Magic, and I think you do too!"
His cock, still buried deep inside me, throbbed; the penny had just dropped for him. We rolled over together so I was now under him, kissing his face, his lips, his chin, his neck, working him up, heating him up, because I wanted to do this one last thing, our thing. I stopped kissing him, and he looked quizzically at me.



"Just like Mom, baby; you know what I want!"
Davey licked his lips and grinned happily, his eyes dancing in the subdued light, making me flutter inside; he looks delicious at the best of times, but when his horny head takes over he's irresistible, and I wanted a large bite!
"Are you sure about this, Darling Girl?" he murmured, and I bit my bottom lip and grinned, two things I know make him extra-super horny, the feel of his rock-hard cock throbbing in my pussy telling me all I needed to know about how worked-up he was.
Davey slipped out of me, even that causing me to gasp and bite my lip, and I put my hands behind my knees, holding my legs open and high. Davey shuffled forwards on his knees, and rubbed the head of his slick cock against my asshole. I was already loose from his fingers playing around me, but he still lubed me with my own juices, and when I nodded, slowly pushed forward.
The sensation of him slowly, inexorably sliding into my ass was all I was waiting for; we'd done this so often that it barely hurt at all, but the pleasure was always there, always new, always different. Davey liked to do it this way so he could kiss me as he sodomized me, and I liked it this way because I could look into his eyes as he fucked my ass and see his pleasure as he pleasured me. My hands slid down from behind my knees to hold my butt-cheeks open, lifting my mid-section until Davey was pile-driving me, jamming his cock into my ass as I humped back at him, feeling the threads of orgasm once more curling and twining inside me.
Davey could obviously feel it too. His expression as he hammered into me said it all, he was obviously trying to hold it back, to make it last, and when he kissed me, hard, that's when it hit me once again, that thunderbolt of orgasm, like lightning spearing through me. I screamed with release, my pussy squirting my juices over his mid-section as I came like never before, wave upon wave of pleasure searing me. My asshole tightened around his pounding cock, and he groaned out load, his cock swelling and jamming in my asshole as once more he blasted his spunk into me, filling me with his essence again and again.
Davey slowly slid out of me, making me whine as a string of mini-orgasms went off me like firecrackers, and he slumped down beside me, almost too tired to move. I was a sweaty mess from all that humping and pumping, and I really needed to get all that lingerie off; it looks good and makes men horny, but sleeping in it? Try it sometime...
Davey helped me unbutton that basque, kissing me every time he popped a button or unhooked an eye, until finally that sexy, but constricting, corset was off and I could breathe again. I slumped back with a sigh of relief, and after a while, noticed Davey, with his head resting on his elbow, grinned happily at me.
"What, what'd I miss?" I grinned, and Davey leaned over and kissed my tummy.
"Hello, Charlie..." he murmured, and then I realized my baby-bump had finally started to show; well, it was about time, I was well into the second trimester. I looked at Davey and smiled, and saw the sparkle of unshed tears in his eyes.
"Looks like our son has decided to make his presence felt..." he whispered, "Now both my babies are here for real. Love you, Angel-May!"
We slept late, as per instructions, and, after an extended bout of kissing, nibbling, licking, and groping, had a long, hot, and very sexy shower, and then Horny Head came a-calling, and Davey fucked me unmercifully in the bed, on the bed, on the floor, and over a chair, and, just to make sure, filled my ass again in the shower. We came down, somewhat shakily, very late indeed, to find Sophie and Uncle Richard had come along early and supervised the clean-up; all the mess and debris was gone, the marquee and catering stuff all taken down and taken away, the rooms put back in order, and the people who'd done it all paid, tipped, and gone; apart from a heap of uneaten food filling both fridges, no evidence remained that a loud and noisy wedding reception had happened just a few hours earlier. I couldn't help but replay in my mind what Davey had once said about Sophie, and 'Ladies Who Organize...'
To thank them, I made them sit and relax while I made coffee, tea, and platters of sandwiches, canapés, pastries, sausages, petite-fours, and dainty little cupcakes, courtesy of all the catered food left over, and we had a family brunch, just the four of us. Sophie had already hosted breakfast for Davey's friends, and so Andy and Linda, Jack and Teruko, and Harry and Sai-Fong had tactfully left us to have a little post-wedding time together. Jimmy and Rosie had taken them to meet Aunt Sybil and have lunch with her before being chauffeured around picturesque Mid-Oxfordshire in Jimmy's limo; they'd had it figured that we'd want a little alone-time with Uncle Richard and Aunt Sophie after all the panic and bustle of the last few days, so had made up a day to keep our guests occupied and interested elsewhere.
Richard and Hugo had kidnapped my girls, but Sophie had a very good idea where they were and what they were doing; with her usual aplomb and savoir-faire, she reminded us that it had been so long since those two had been involved with 'nice' girls she was just overjoyed Josie and Sara had finally made those two hulking articles sit-up and beg; both girls were over eighteen, so whatever they were up to with her boys, it was between them and their parents, but she'd already reserved some Honiton Lace and several bolts of white, watered silk, and put our mind-reader of a dressmaker on-notice; from all appearances, it looked like she was going to be needed...
Davey and I spent a lazy afternoon basically lounging together kissing, nibbling, holding, just being together, planning how our life would be going forward. Davey was still in-training, that part wasn't going to change for a while, so what we mainly talked about was what I was going to do for the next few months, or at least until Charlie chose to make his appearance. I had a pretty definite date, and my scans and checkups were all normal, so no worries there. Davey was fascinated with the news that Hugo and Richard had been captured by Josie and Sara and the thought that we were possibly looking at two more family weddings in the near future, possibly three, depending on when Rosie and Jimmy decided to tie the knot. Davey was also taken with the notion that Josie and Sara, his de-facto baby sisters, would be most likely marrying his first cousins and their babies would be his close family.
"I wonder if Aunt Sophie is ever going to tell Uncle Richard who he really is?" he mused, his eyes sad and distant. "I'd really like to address him as 'Uncle Richard' and know that he knows it's not just a courtesy title; he's my father's older brother, I'd like one day to welcome him as my uncle for real. At the end of the day, he's the only real family I have, present company excepted, of course; I really wish I could acknowledge him as such."
He looked so sad I couldn't help but kiss him gently.
"You know, baby, and I know, and that's enough for me. I love them both, they feel like Mom and Daddy to me, and that's not just hormones talking; everything about them fills me with that 'Mom and Daddy are here' feeling; it happened the first time I ever met them. When he danced with me last night, for a split-second I swear to God I saw Daddy's face when I looked at him, and you know what? I think Daddy's pleased he and Sophie are in my life now. Mom said before she went that she'd always be there for me, one way or another, and I know it sounds crazy, but I can't shake the feeling that Uncle Richard and Sophie are here in our lives because Mom made it happen that way."
Davey grinned that sweet, quizzical smile and kissed my forehead gently.
"It doesn't sound crazy, Angel-May; it sounds like love to me. I can't believe how lucky we are to have family like them. Sophie once told me to trust in my family, and I do; I can't think of better people to be my family and look after my babies when I'm not around."
The sound of Jimmy's car pulling up outside put an end to any more maudlin conversation, and Davey and I were ready to greet our guests as they came clattering in, chattering and laughing over their day excursion and their lunch with Aunt Sybil. As they came in and took their seats, I was once again struck with just how out and out beautiful his friends were; Sai-Fong and Teruko looked like resting movie stars, their perfect features glowing with impending motherhood, and Linda looked so beautiful and definitively 'English' I held my breath in wonder. Davey's friends, handsome men all, had captured such serenely beautiful women I found it hard to believe they were their sisters; they were so beautiful I felt sure they could have had any man on the planet; that they'd chosen their big brothers told me all I needed to know about what kind of men they were.
We spent the afternoon re-hashing the wedding and reception, but I could tell Linda's heart wasn't in it; even I could see that that her not having found a way to marry her beloved Andy weighed heavily on her. I wanted to comfort her, to tell her that she'd find a way, they both would, but Davey's warnings about meddling with Jimmy and Rosie came back to me, so I bit my tongue and did my best to include her.
The day wore on and Linda and Andy insisted on preparing afternoon tea for us, Sai and Teruko needed their rest, and I was the blushing bride, so they jumped to it, and soon we sat down to a marvellous table groaning with all the food they could find in the fridges: sandwiches, canapés, cupcakes, rolls and cold cuts. Davey insisted it all had to be eaten before it all spoiled, so we stuffed and stuffed, making it more of a party than a formal afternoon tea party.
Once we'd polished-off all the food, and drank gallons of tea and coffee, Davey and I excused ourselves, and went and got the gifts we'd sought out for all of them, 'thank-you's from Davey for coming to our wedding, and from me, for being such good and loyal friends of Davey; these were the people he'd lived and studied with, schoolfriends and proxy family, and they and their families had cared for him when he was alone and so far from home, something I will always be grateful for.
For Sai and Harry, Davey had found a pristine antiquarian copy of 'Ivanhoe', Harry's favorite book when he was a boy, and a beautiful antique gilded-silver mirror and bangle from the vault for the baby; Sai wore a beautiful Jade pendant, an exquisite antique Japanese carving of two rats rolling an egg, and we doubted we could get her anything more beautiful than that. For Jack and Teruko's baby, Davey had found a lovely little Victorian ruby and smoky amethyst gold pendant on a fine gold chain, and for Linda, I'd found a tiny little Art Deco Jaeger LeCoultre watch, a classic look for a classic beauty.
When they had to leave, I had a huge lump in my throat; even after such a short acquaintance they felt like family, and letting them go was a real wrench; even Davey was feeling it, if the quiver of his lip and his frequent swallowing was anything to go by; the sad, longing look on his face when they left was heartrending, but the dear man still comforted me.
"Don't be too sad, baby; we'll be seeing them all again soon; the babies are due in a few weeks, we'll have a knees-up then, don't you worry..."
The way he said it told me he was really telling himself, comforting himself, but his arms around me never relaxed, and his lips brushing my ear were still as loving and gentle as ever.
*
Life soon settled back into a normal routine; Davey and his studies/training took up an increasing amount of time, which dismayed me, but, to be honest, he had warned me all those months ago that this was going to happen; he was the most junior surgical trainee, so his professors and mentors loaded him down with as full a calendar as they could manage. This was his 'make or break' time. Either he buckled-down, or he just buckled, period. Davey kept his shoulder to the wheel and kept going; sixteen-hour days became the norm; he'd come home so tired he couldn't even climb the stairs, and I'd just leave him on the couch, still fully-dressed, with a quilt over him and a couple of pillows, so tired, and so deeply asleep I could barely detect life-signs, let alone snoring.
Sophie and Uncle Richard were my mainstays during this time. Poor Davey wanted so much to be part of my pregnancy as more and more milestones were reached and passed, and I did occasionally resent the amount of time he put in at the hospital, but Sophie reminded me when I flagged that he'd told me this was coming, he'd given me fair warning, he'd even offered to give it all up to remain in Maine and go into family medicine, and I'd balked at that, instead I'd promised him I'd support him, and times like this were when he needed me most.
I understood and accepted what she said, because I knew Davey was his father's son. He had to be all he could be, because if he didn't, then in his mind he'd be nothing, and that would be the end of him. I would never let that happen; Davey was my world, I wanted him to be sure in his mind that he was doing the right thing, so I sometimes had to bite my tongue and instead of exploding over the life we were leading, I'd tell him I loved him and to keep reaching for the prize, even if I was shrieking with frustration and loneliness inside.
Those were the days I needed Mom most, and that was when Sophie made the most difference. I had Uncle Richard to be my dad, Jimmy to be the man who did my 'honey-do's', Rosie to be my gal-pal, and Richard and Hugo to be my big brothers, even if they were moping around 90% of the time because Josie and Sara had gone back to Des Moines to clue-in their respective parents and wrap-up their affairs, but Aunt Sophie was my lifeline, my reality-check, and the island of calm sanity I so desperately needed.
To keep me occupied, I started helping Sophie in a new venture; after much nagging from me, and a few gentle nudges from Richard, she'd agreed to put her talent for organization and masses of connections to good use, and had begun organizing Country-House events, engagement parties, christenings, even village fairs and fête's.
To her pleased surprise, she was a success; most social events in the county tended to be haphazard affairs, especially weddings, which were usually organized by the bride, her bestie, or her mom, and, unless the mom was the kind of formidable woman that Sophie could be, they were usually verging on shambolic. Sophie, with her bottomless address book, her vast pool of specialist dressmakers, caterers, florists, and decorators, and the names of the best cake-makers in the kingdom at her fingertips, became, almost overnight, the go-to for a properly organized, genteel, and memorable wedding, christening, 18th birthday, or engagement party. I was her backstop, Watson to her Holmes, with Rosie occasionally drafted in as tail-gunner, and Jimmy reprising his role as pack-horse, silent muscle, and token person to complain at.
All this helped to distract me from the fact Davey was away from my side for so long, so imagine my relief when, three days before my due date he came home at his usual ungodly hour, threw his clothes across the bed, and grabbed me.
"Guess what, sweetness?" he grinned, "A whole three weeks, I've actually got three weeks off, no early mornings, no late nights, cammere!"
I was so relieved, I was afraid I'd be in the delivery room and he'd be locked in the cardiovascular unit while I went through the delivery alone, but now he was here, and a whole freight-train of worries I hadn't realized I was pulling behind me just uncoupled and disappeared.
Being nine months pregnant meant we had to tone-down our sexcapades somewhat; obviously, 'Missionary' was out of the question, so Davey could really only fuck me in the doggy position, and while I had no problems suckling him and letting him fill my mouth, my breasts were so distended and sore he was loath to touch them; where once all he had to do was rub my nipples while ramming into me to set me off like a Roman Candle, the pain in my breasts, and the ache in my back, meant our sex-life had cooled right down; the desire was there, don't get me wrong; the sight of Davey naked always makes me horny and ready to rock 'n' roll, but biology and Mother Nature kept getting in the way.
What made it worse was the thought that once baby Charlie made his appearance, we'd have to wait six weeks after the delivery before we could make whoopee, and it made me almost want to cry in frustration; here I was, ready to pop any day now, and all I could think of was breaking beds with my blonde hot-boy; I was near to going out of my mind with need, and the thought of another six weeks of enforced abstinence meant I was a crabby, tetchy, bitchy mess, and poor Davey usually got the sharp-end of it. I think Uncle Richard had kind of warned him what was coming, because his look of almost saintly forbearance made me want to trip him up and just beat the shit out of him; humor me, would he? Give me half a chance and a clear shot and I'd have wiped that tolerant look off his phiz, you betcha!
I think he was almost relieved when, bang on time, I woke him at almost four in the morning to tell him my waters had broken, so could he kindly get dressed, grab the hospital bag, and get me the fuck to the hospital, because Charlie was on his way. I called Sophie while Davey went into 'well-controlled Blind-Panic' mode, and when he started having hysterics because he couldn't find the car keys, I had to grab his face, squeeze his cheeks, hard, to shut him the fuck up, and point to the car-keys hanging on the front door, where they'd been kept all week, all ready to go when this happened.
I'd always thought of Davey as 'Mr. Cool', but now that 'slightly-raised-eyebrow-in-the-face-of-oncoming death, Joe-Cool' façade of his was in shreds as he gibbered and dithered. I got him in the car by simply twisting his arm up his back and frog-marching him to the car, then shoving him into the driver's seat, hoisting my overnight bag into the back seat, and helping myself into the car, because I think he'd forgotten about me in his panic.
We drove to the hospital mostly on auto-pilot, Davey's knuckles white on the wheel and his face pale and set, but he still remembered to drive carefully through the unlit country roads and lanes. Sophie and Uncle Richard were there at the hospital, and that's when I finally lost it, but Sophie quickly marshalled the midwives and night-staff and got me in a gown, in a chair, and wheeled into the Mother-Baby unit, with Davey gowned-up and pushing me, and Sophie in attendance.
I was in labor for an agonizing nine hours; during that time, I alternated between panicking, wanting Davey to hold me, kiss me, come closer so I could throttle him, stab him, bash his face in for doing this to me, hating his guts and making graphic death-threats, telling him exactly what I thought of him, his family, England, the Queen, mother's chicken soup, everything, really.
Poor Davey took it all with that stoic, tolerant look he'd developed to cope with my third-trimester anger, frustration, and resentment, and I found time to promise myself he was going to pay dearly; he had 32 teeth in his head, he could probably spare a few, because I was going to punch that saintly look off his face...
As you can probably tell, at that point I was past rational and deep in my world of pain; I'd refused an epidural, something about the thought of it worried me, so I was relying on gas and my hatred of Davey to pull me out of this incredible pain.
Once the baby crowned, though, it all went so quickly I was amazed; from agonizing contractions to suddenly almost nothing, it was incredible. I didn't click at first, I was so hot, sweaty, tired, and just worn-down it took me a second to see the tears running down Davey's face, but then my baby cried as they suctioned his airway, and my hair literally stood on end as my nipples gave an almighty throb at the sound of his little voice.



"My baby, where's Charlie...?" I started, and then Davey was swabbing down my forehead with something cool and damp.
"They're just wiping him down, one second...oh my God, he's beautiful, our son is so beautiful..." he murmured, but then the midwife put a tiny little pink...person swaddled in warm blankets in my arms, and all I could do was stare, enthralled, at my beautiful little baby boy, at his tiny little fingers, his soft, downy golden hair, and beautiful, emerald-green eyes, just like his daddy's. Davey cuddled us both, his eyes glistening as he stared down at our son, his gentle, surgeon's fingers stroking our little boy's cheek and tiny, perfect little hands, and a giant surge of love and protectiveness bloomed inside me; I was a mommy now, this was my baby, and his daddy was here with us; we were a true family now, at last.
They wheeled me away to finish the birthing procedure, Davey wanted to help, and the midwife, who'd thanked him for not poking around and getting in the way, consultant surgeon or not, was okay with it, but I knew what was coming next, and I really didn't want him to see that; hell, I didn't want to see it, but it had to be done, and I didn't want my husband seeing that, I mean, yuck, so I gave him his marching orders, with strict instructions not to let my baby out of his sight in case someone stole him, one heard stories about changelings, and swapped babies, and baby-stealing rings, was it legal to hire armed guards, go get some watchdogs, do they sell bear-traps in England, blah blah blah...
I guess the gas and the exhaustion were still playing their part.
As they took me away, the last thing I saw was Sophie cradling my little baby boy, and my eyes welled-up at how much she looked like mom; now I knew how mom would have looked holding my newborn baby.
*
They let me home after three days, and when I stepped back into my home, everyone was there; Uncle Richard and Aunt Sophie, Richard, Hugo, Sara and Josie, Jimmy, Rosie, Aunt Sybil, and Rosie's brother, Adam, who Davey assures me looks exactly like his daddy, Davey's uncle Jerry. Well-wishers from the village came by in a steady stream all day, bringing gifts for the baby and pies, tarts, cakes, and cookies, the whole village welcoming its newest resident.
Not surprisingly, in among all this baby-flurry and kerfuffle, Jimmy and Rosie told us they'd set a date for their wedding; it was just going to be a small family affair, basically everyone who was there was all they were inviting. Sophie was a little put out at first; Rosie was her favorite niece, and she'd been hoping for something a little more grandly romantic, but Rosie only wanted immediate family. Richard then said he had some news he wanted to share.
"Mother, Father, David and Lori, I wanted you all to be the first to know; as you know, Hugo and I have been...seeing Sara and Josie for almost six months now; yes I know, for us that's got to be some kind of record, but there's been a very good reason for it. Last week, we had to go to the Chicago office, and while we were there, we ducked over to Des Moines, because Hugo and I had something to ask Josie's and Sara's parents."
I was grinning happily, and both Sara and Josie were looking happy enough to burst. I guessed what was coming, and I wasn't wrong. Hugo smiled and continued where Richard had left off.
"Mother, Father, everyone, all our family and friends; Richard and I went to Des Moines to speak with Sara's and Josie's parents, because we wanted to formally seek their permission to marry their daughters. I'm so very happy to announce that both their parents' gave their permission, and so this morning Richard and I took the girls to breakfast, where I asked Josie to marry me. I'm so thrilled to be able to tell you that she accepted; Richard?"
Richard smiled, Sara's hand clasped in his.
"Everybody, I am so very, very happy to tell you that, this morning, the lovely Sara also consented to be my wife. I can't think of a better nor more lovely girl to pledge my life to, and Lori, I want to thank you for making it all possible!"
Richard took Sara's left hand, raising it to his lips and kissing the ring on her finger, as did Hugo with Josie, the elegant, restrained, but obviously very expensive diamond rings clearly in view. Rosie and I were grinning like chimps; we'd seen this coming for ages, and were only waiting for the boys to say something, while Davey looked a mixture of pleased, confused, stunned, but happy for his cousins. Sophie was transfixed; she'd been waiting for this moment for years, she'd planned, schemed, ambushed, threatened, and blackmailed her sons and now, finally, the grandchildren she was longing for were finally approaching over the horizon; I think it would be it would be true to say that right there and then was probably the best day of her life.
*
Living with a new-born took some getting used to; little Charlie seemed like he was hungry or wet 24/7, and while I was more than happy to shoulder all the care of our baby, Davey wasn't prepared to do that; he wanted in, he wanted to be 'Daddy-present', not 'Daddy-absent, and so he got stuck in when he could, even though he'd be hollow-eyed with exhaustion by the time he got back from the hospital after a night of walking a crying baby so I could get some sleep, then a long day in the OR, followed by more of the same. That was when I really began to appreciate just how much he loved me; not once did he ever complain, give me that long-suffering look he was perfectly entitled to, or blame me for his chronic exhaustion; he just kept on keeping on.
Having an extended, 6-week 'no-sex' ban was also fraying us both around the edges; seeing my hot husband holding and gazing lovingly at our little miracle made me truly, deeply horny; night after night I lay awake while Davey walked, changed, fed, or just watched baby Charlie, just replaying the wild sex we'd indulged in as a matter of course; it was our thing, our most fun connection (there were other, deeper connections, of course there were, Davey and I were not just a pair of appetite-driven hump-jockeys) and I missed it tremendously, and I know he did.
We'd tried various ways to let some of the pressure out, but none of them had the same deep-in-the-bone intensity of our lovemaking, and I know Davey still wanted me in the worst way; I hadn't really gained any weight during my pregnancy. Davey had assured me that whole 'eating for two' thing was a fallacy and not good for either me or the baby, and, apart from my new, 'Dolly Parton' chest, I was still slim, no wobbly little 'mommy-tummy' belly-fat or huge 'new-mom' butt, and I could see Davey eyeing me with that famished, ready for the wild-thing look that was his usual expression whenever I stripped-off, but he was adamant; forty days, no sooner; I had to have time for my body to settle down and settle back into itself, for my body-rhythms to re-establish.
This just made me want to scream with frustration; I just wanted to hump like a baboon; my body was screaming out for a large rogering, and I know Davey was sorely tempted, if the agonized look on his face and the fact I only had to squeeze him lightly for him to explode all over me was anything to go by, until finally I'd had enough.
I was going out of my mind, I had a hot husband with a desperate cock, something had to give, so, that evening, when he came home from the hospital, it was to find Charlie fed, changed, and fast asleep in his crib in my dressing room, with the door open so I could see him, and me floating around in a gauzy little negligee (it was from 'Victoria's Secret', so it was less nightie and more 'tonightie, Studmuffin...') and it made his eyes light up.
"What are you doing, Angel-May? Charlie..."
"...is fast asleep, husband of mine, and we need to talk, naked, so just do it!" I ordered him.
Davey grinned, slipping off his polo shirt and toeing off his shoes, and then he was down to those lovely, tight trunks he always wore, with that delicious, ever-present bulge that told me everything about what was going on inside him.
"Not yet sweetheart, we can't..." he started, but my fingers wrapping around his cock shut him up, except for a long, soft, shuddering groan.
"Noooo, don't please, we can't, don't..." he murmured, so I didn't hear him and instead gave him a squeeze that made his eyes bulge, and just to drive the point home, shrugged that filmy, lacy non-garment off so he got the full visual of me and all my booby magnificence; I'm glad to report something inside him obviously went 'spuuung!" because his cock twisted and throbbed like a caged python; it's nice to know nothing could put my boy off his stride for long; he definitely hadn't lost any of his edge.
Much as I was enjoying groping and fondling him, I wanted more; I knew we couldn't do...that thing, but there were other things, wonderful things, things we used to go at like gangbusters, and I was in the right mood to get some of them in, as Davey likes to say.
Davey grabbed me and pulled me close, his fat cock rubbing against me while his hands squeezed my ass cheeks and pulled them open, stretching my asshole open and making me hotter and even hornier than I already was; my pussy felt hot and full, and itchy, needing him, and letting him know I was ready for whatever he had in mind. As he kissed me his hands slid around my butt, and his fingers gently stroked and teased my rosebud, so yesss! we were on the same page...
*****
So now that's the tale of Davey's and now my, extended family. Richard and Hugo married their girls, my sisters in every way that counts, in a double ceremony at Denham Hall. Adam, Rosie's younger brother, was Richard's Best man, and not surprisingly, Jimmy stood as Best Man for his best friend, Hugo, and Rosie and I were Sara and Josie's Matrons of Honor. Among all the family who were there, Bella and Maude didn't show up; Maude because she was living in a small village in the far west of Brittany, obviously believing she was out of sight, out of mind; it wasn't until later I found out that Davey had arranged an allowance from those vast trust funds of his for her, so she could at least have a reasonably genteel life; in his heart, Davey is a gentle soul (unlike me, I can be a vindictive bitch, but you already knew that...) and on sober reflection, he'd decided she wasn't really to blame for any of the unpleasantness, she was just weak and gullible enough that Bella had been able to play on her insecurities and coerce her into getting involved; obviously Bella believed blame shared is blame halved, but she soon discovered that wasn't the case.
Anyway, along with the income he'd arranged for Maude, Davey, with the assistance of Richard and Hugo, and a gentle nudge or two from Uncle Richard, had created a fund each for Vinnie and Jenni, Maude's daughters; the two of them had been invited to the weddings, and had very contritely apologized for all the bullying and malice they'd directed at Davey and Rosie when they were small; perhaps they'd finally realized that all they had was the family, so now was the time to try and get in their good books.
Whatever their reasoning, Davey felt sorry for them, so he and the boys cut them a share of the trust funds; he'd always said his father had left him that money as a legacy, something to pass-on and benefit future generations, but he also took it to mean it was for the good of all, not just for him to squander, so the two girls who'd schemed with their mother to get their hands on the funds discovered all they had ever had to do was be part of the family and the family would look after them. When I'd first seen them, I'd been prepared to believe everything Davey and Rosie had told me about them; now, with that look of spoiled malice no longer permanently marring their features, I was surprised to see just how pretty they actually were; perhaps Richard was wrong; perhaps now someone was going to finally take notice of them now that the spoiled brattiness was gone; they were Denham girls, after all.
Bella, however, was a different kettle of fish entirely; Davey and I were inclined to leave her to sweat in whatever hideout she'd carved for herself; revenge was just not something that occurred to us, and we had everything anyway, while she had nothing; us beating-down on her just seemed like the worst kind of bullying, so we were happy to let her be. However, his trustees and the magistrate she'd conned weren't having any of that, so they all, singly and collectively, filed charges on multiple counts of fraud, attempted fraud, and perjury, and Bella was arrested and charged. She's currently on remand, awaiting trial, in a women's prison in the county of Surrey, a comfortably long way away from us. Rosie could care less; as she said at the time, "Bella's family were jail-sweepings, so she should feel right at home!"
*
Epilogue:
Davey and I leaned back in the swing chair in the shade of the Rose Arbor, rocking gently as we watched our family; Richard and Hugo had rashly volunteered to get the barbecue going and make lunch, but Sara and Josie, eight months pregnant each but refusing to let it hamper them, had finally stepped in when it became obvious the boys may have been financial geniuses but they were missing something essential when it came to getting a good bed of coals started; luckily Sara and Josie had more than enough Midwestern barbecue savvy to get it going, and instruct the boys in the right way to smoke a brisket, stir up a good dipping sauce, and grill sausage links and franks to perfection.
Richard and Hugo had therefore decided that their God-daughter, my little toddler Sophie, was much more fun, so they were happily rolling around on the lawn while she giggled and romped, and clambered around on them.
Davey looked fondly at his two adopted sisters, now his cousin's wives, and our family for real now, and at Rosie, engrossed in chopping and shredding salad ingredients.
Charlie was off in the distance with Jimmy, dragging him around to show him and his little daughter, Gemma, his secret little dens and hideouts, and where to watch the best frogs when they came up on the lily-pads I'd put in; a pond with frogs and no lily-pads is an offense against nature, so I'd got some, and now my water lilies were the envy of the village.
Davey pointed with his chin at Jimmy off in the distance.
"Jimmy changing his name to 'Denham' is a huge compliment to us, all of us; as far as I was concerned, and especially Richard and Hugo, he was already family, but adding that 'Denham' tag just so Gemma will grow up a Denham is something we'll never be able to repay him for; it tells me what and how he feels about us, and where he and Rosie, but especially Gemma, fit into this complicated clan we've become. Sophie was thunderstruck when he told her, then of course she broke down in floods of tears, and don't ever tell her I told you, she enjoys being 'Dragon Lady', don't ruin it for her..."
I snuggled closer to Davey; he always smells so nice, hot water and shaving soap, and his own fresh, clean scent under it all, and let my fingers trail across his lap. Davey cocked an eye at me and grinned.
"Something on your mind, Angel-May?" he murmured, like he didn't know!
"I was thinking," I whispered, "remembering a conversation we had back in Bar Harbor, what, four years ago? About how many children we'd have?"
Davey nodded absently, keeping one eye on the kids, although since they were with their uncles, they were perfectly safe.
"What about it, babe?"
I kissed along his jawline and nibbled his ear, then jammed my tongue in his ear, suddenly getting his full attention as he spluttered and bucked. His arm slipped around me and he squeezed my butt, smiling at me while his eyes danced, so I plunged on.
"We agreed that one kid would be lonely, two would fight, three kids meant two would gang-up on one, but if we had four, they'd be evenly matched, remember?"
Davey gave me that 'what are you not saying?' look he keeps around for me, and nodded slowly.
"OK, we've got two kids; are you saying you want some more? Because I'm game; you know I love making babies with you! Are you really sure..."
I stopped him with the hottest kiss I could manage in the confined space we had, but I could feel his interest ramping-up, and his hand on my butt was definitely having fun squeezing and groping my ass. He broke our kiss to grin at me.
"You wanna...?" but I nixed that; we had guests, for goodness sake; still, it was nice to know he was completely on-board!
"Later, Davey, we have all night for that! One thing, though..."
He looked quizzically at me, that adorable puzzled look he does so well.
"So tell me, Angel-May, what do you want; speak, and it shall happen, oh Moon of my delight..."
I tweaked his obvious erection for making fun of me.
"If we make another baby, there's something I want you to promise..."
He nodded, so I plowed on.
"If it's a boy, I want to name him David, and if it's a girl, her name should be Jane; what do you think?"
Davey's eyes brightened as he smiled like the sun coming up, and he pulled me closer to kiss me gently.
"I think Mother and my father would be honoured; thank you for including them, baby-girl."
*
Coda:
Sophie managed to drop a bombshell one day after dinner, but in a good way, to do with family and connections. It started off innocently enough, following on from a remark I'd made over coffee about not having Mom at my wedding, and Sophie grinned happily.
"It's good that you said that, Darling Girl, because I have something to tell you. It's about, well, family and such; I hope you're going to like what I have to tell you."
I looked at her, obviously puzzled at where this was going. Sophie soon made it clear.
"Darling Girl, it's always puzzled me why your dear mother and I look so similar; Sybil, Richard, even the boys have all commented on how similar we are, you, me, and your poor mother; from that painting up at Denham Hall, she could easily be you, or me; such a close resemblance must mean something, it couldn't just be a coincidence, so I've been digging through my family papers for some while now, trying to see if there was somehow a connection between us, and now I know there is, and what it is."
I was agog; from Sophie's expression, I could tell she knew something special about Mom. I didn't have long to wait.
"Ok, so try and follow me, Darling Girl, this gets a little complicated. Back in 1917, my grandfather, George Lascelles, was a young officer, an eighteen year-old 2nd Lieutenant with XIV Corps. He was gassed at a place called Passchendaele, in Belgium, and was brought back to England to convalesce. His family placed him in a sanatorium in Bournemouth, on the South Coast, because they thought the sea air would aid his recovery. He was there for many months, because the damage to his lungs was quite extensive. Anyway, while he was there, he fell in love with one of the nurses, a pretty young Cornish girl named Lucy Trevellyan. When his Victorian dragon of a mother found out he wanted to marry a humble nurse she absolutely wouldn't hear of it and promptly yanked him out of there and back to Oxfordshire, and married him off to my grandmother, an altogether more 'suitable' marriage in her eyes. However, by this time, the poor Trevellyan girl was pregnant."
She paused, her gaze distant and pensive, obviously picking what she was going to say next.
"Anyway, darlings, my great-grandfather was forced to hush it up, my grandfather, that poor girl, everything; it would have been an enormous scandal at the time, but he wouldn't just abandon Lucy and her child, his grandchild, so he had her moved to Barnstaple, in Devon, where she lived under the name of a distant deceased relative of his, and she was passed-off as a war widow to quell any talk of unmarried mothers and all that tosh, with a trust he settled on her for the child, and an allowance which people were led to believe was a family legacy."



She paused, smiling, and I began to see where this was going, but I had to hear the end of it.
"In the meantime, my grandfather was married-off to my grandmother, to satisfy family honour and do away with any 'scandal' and all that bourgeois blah-blah, but from the tone of his letters to various friends, and to his own father, one thing was glaringly obvious; he'd never stopped loving Lucy, nor did he ever stop believing he'd been cheated out of the life he was supposed to have, and forced into a more 'socially acceptable' marriage, all in the name of family honour. But he stuck with it; he never cheated on my grandmother, never 'played away', never once disgraced his marriage vows; he'd taken those vows, and he stuck to them, even though he couldn't see what was so honourable about abandoning the love of his life in favour of an 'acceptable' marriage; family pressure was an irresistible force in those days, and so much pressure was brought to bear on him he had no choice but to do what his family demanded."
She paused and gently brushed my cheek, her eyes soft and distant, before continuing.
"I don't think my great-grandfather ever told him he'd had a child with Lucy; grandfather was an old-school, honest and honourable man; young Harry Waterfield reminds me so much of him, and if he'd found out he'd abandoned his child to save the family's face it would have destroyed him. You and dear Davey are so lucky, times have changed, the world has moved on and almost no-one remembers why it was once thought to be so important to make the 'right' marriage; you married for love, which is the way it should be."
She paused to wipe her eyes, as did I; what a thing to do to a young man, just to save face. Sophie smiled wistfully and carried on.
"My grandfather had a son with my grandmother, my father, while Lucy also had a son, my father's half-brother. She named him George. George Cavenham, and he was your grandfather, Darling Girl. Your poor, dear mother was my first cousin, and I never knew it; if I'd had even an inkling, I would have come looking for you, for all of you."
She paused, chewing her lip, and for some reason glanced at Uncle Richard, who nodded, so she took a deep breath and carried on.
"One thing I need to tell you, darlings; I couldn't have done all this digging and note-taking without involving your uncle, too, so I'm afraid I had to let him in on your little secret; don't be alarmed! He's not angry or anything; sweetheart?"
Uncle Richard cleared his throat and leaned forward to rest his hand on Davey's and squeeze it once, reassuringly.
"Dear Boy, your father was my dearest friend in the world, and before you wonder about what else I know, let me tell you I know it all; I've known for years about my mother, my real father, what happened, and who dear David actually was; heavens, I couldn't not know, considering some of the things I overheard my supposed father saying to my dear, sweet mother, the things he accused her of, and I ached for her, for how she must have suffered, chained to that man while knowing who she really loved, and why she could never have him."
He paused and smiled gently at me, before once more patting Davey on the knee and continuing.
"You children have done what she never could, and you'll be happy in a way she could never be, and I'm happier than I know how to say. You, dear David, are the son of my brother, and you, Loretta, you're Sophie's close family, what I see in you reminds me vividly of why I married her; the apple really didn't fall far from the tree in your case, and I don't give a fig about you being half-siblings; you both care deeply for each other, that's all that's important to me, and I'm so very pleased and happy that you're so happy. I believe I'm fortunate indeed to count you my family. I shall enjoy immensely being your uncle, both of you."
Of course, by now I was more than a little bright-eyed, and Uncle Richard holding me close and shaking-out his handkerchief and blotting my tears felt like the most natural, fatherly thing in the world. Only one other thing puzzled me; I didn't get how Mom could have randomly married into a family that had such a close connection with hers; it seemed like a real stretch, and I said so, but Sophie grinned as she shook her head.
"Your great-grandfather never abandoned his first grandson; George went to the best schools the trust could pay for, he was known to, and involved with, all the families in the area one would have thought of as 'society' in those days, because I suspect they were all only too well aware he was really Henry Lascelles' grandson, but they chose not to make an issue of it, and his daughter, your mother, grew up in that world; don't forget, she met dear David at a shooting party; even in the 1970's, as it was in his father's day, and still is today, one didn't just show up at a country-house shooting party and hope to be included; you were invited because they knew you, because you were thought of as one of them."
She grinned mischievously.
"Back in the 1950's, that dreadful snob-creature, Nancy Mitford, wrote about how people are either 'U' or 'Non-U', meaning 'like Us' or 'not like Us', because she was born with a silver spoon jammed in I don't like to say where, although knowing what that woman was like, they probably had to hammer it in; your mother was very definitely 'U' in their eyes; she went to all the 'right' finishing schools, she knew all the 'right' people, she very definitely had the right pedigree, and she moved in the same circles as dear David; it was almost inevitable they'd meet one day."
Another thought struck me.
"If you're Mom's first cousin, then you're my cousin too, and Davey's; wow!"
Sophie grinned, looking just like mom.
"Yes indeed; no need to wonder anymore why we look so much alike! You, Darling Boy, are the son of my first cousin, and my nephew by marriage; whichever way you look at it, Darling Girl, you're in the middle of family, whether by blood or through marriage; I'm so glad I took a stroll through my grandfather's papers!"
I was dumbfounded; this whole story explained so much, not least that eerie resemblance I had to Sophie, and now, to find out she was my mom's first cousin...once again that thought I'd had so long ago, that Sophie was somehow Mom's way of being with me, came back to me; Mom had said before she passed away that she'd always be with me, one way or another, and now, just when I needed her, Sophie had become, if not Mom, then the closest thing to her it was possible to be; she was Mom's close family, and now she was mine. I'd always felt close to Sophie, she'd taken me under her wing and made me the daughter she'd always wanted, but now I knew we had more, a special closeness; she'd always felt like family, now I knew why. I could see it in Davey's eyes too; she wasn't just his aunt-by-marriage anymore; her close kinship with Mom made her almost Mom, and it was, for him, almost like Mom was back.
Davey was looking midway between pleased as punch, and shell-shocked at all the revelations, but when Sophie pinned him with her eyebrow, and said "nothing to say, Darling Boy?" he grinned his 'naughty-boy' grin and literally twinkled at her, something he'd copied from Uncle Richard and was getting quite good at.
"Bugger-me, Aunt Sophie, this family's more complicated than I thought, and God knows, we've all managed to muddy the waters enough already!"
A thought seemed to strike him, and he gave his trademark sunny grin.
"Uncle Richard, if you plan on telling Richard and Hugo who you really are, can I be there when you do? They are my first cousins after all, the closest family I have..."
Uncle Richard positively beamed at him.
"Well of course you should be; this is a family matter, and it's time we laid those last skeletons to rest. I'll call you when it's time."
Finis
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She rolled against me in the dark, rubbing her plush, springy little bottom against my aching erection. My hands snaked around her, holding her tight to me, before slipping up to catch and gently squeeze her firm little breasts and taut nipples.
"Oh yes, like that!" she groaned, pushing her buttocks even harder against my cock.
"Now Michael, do it now..." she moaned, rolling her hips to torture me even more with her hot nearness, the soft, earthy, sweet scent of heated skin blending with the fresh, fruity scent of her shaggy, jet-black hair.
"Now, please..." she entreated, her hoarse whisper sexy and demanding, so I obliged, rolling her on to her belly, and slowly, slowly, sliding my over-stimulated cock deep into her hot, tight pussy.
"Oh God, yesss, yesss, yesss..." she whisper-chanted as I pumped in and out of her, building-up a rhythm, jamming my desperate cock deep inside her, wanting nothing more than to hear her cry out in ecstasy when I pumped her full of spunk.
"Harder, do me harder, now, baby, now, harder, yess, yesss, YESSS!"
She came with a shout, clasping me tightly in her spasming pussy, milking me, and I lost it, bolt after bolt of hot spunk blasting out of me, filling her even as her orgasm rolled on and on, taking me with her as I literally fucked myself to a standstill, straining to eject even more spunk into this hot girl fucking me so perfectly!
At last I was done. My chest heaved as I gasped for breath after such a gigantic climax, surely the best of my entire life so far, but I still kept enough presence of mind to not just slump-down on the petite, black haired girl under me, making little mewing sounds as aftershocks quivered through her and communicated themselves to me through my still hard cock, still buried deep inside her.
I slipped from her, grinning at her discontented little purr as I did so, and slumped down next to her, clasping her perfect little apple-bottom as I kissed her shoulder, her ear, the back of her neck, and that's when I saw the tattoo; at the nape of her neck, a tiny pentagram, nothing outrageous, but I'd seen that before somewhere, I knew I had. For a second my muzzy, just-fucked senses made no connection, but just as the truth dawned, she turned her head and smiled at me, her warm blue eyes dancing with glee.
"Thank you, Mike, I needed that!" and my stomach dropped in horror: Abigail! Oh God and baby Jesus, my fucking little sister!
*
I slammed awake, chest heaving and heart pounding loud enough in the darkness to drown out everything as the dream churned and roiled inside me, stirring my senses and scattering my mind.
Abigail! I'd dreamed yet again of fucking my darling little sister, sweet, pretty, withdrawn, quiet little Abigail, with her dowdy, baggy, shapeless black clothes, who wouldn't say boo to a goose, who everyone ignored or treated like furniture because she was too frightened of standing out to ever stand-up for herself, whose one act of rebellion in her quiet, blameless life had been to have that tattoo, and even then it was hidden in case Dad saw it and had a go at her for having it. What the fuck was wrong with me? Night after night the same dream; I'd find myself pounding into a hot little slut who took anything I wanted to do and ran with it, who drained my balls and sucked the life and soul out of me, who performed acts with me I'd never dreamed of in my darkest fantasies, and then she'd laugh and flick her hair out of the way, and it would be meek, invisible little Abi, but in my dream she was the most talented, most alluring of courtesans, a bottomless well of dark delights and perverse pleasures, willing, supple, flexible, and insatiable.
Even as my tumult of emotions quietened, I realised my body's response to the dream had been anything but dreamlike; sperm coated my belly, mute evidence of how aroused I'd been, and the thought sickened me, that I could feel and dream things like that about my meek, harmless little baby sister; I felt unclean, defiled, deeply ashamed that my sick brain could repeatedly put together a fantasy like that about my sweet little Abi.
I took a shower and stripped the bed, removing all evidence of my perverted, shameful actions, involuntary though they had been, and tried to clear my head of the dream-memories and go back to sleep, but was a long, long time before I could sleep again.
*
Abi was just six when our mother did a flit; I was nearly ten and I was devastated that she'd just up and left, that our family meant so little to her that she'd just taken her things and disappeared from our lives one terrible afternoon. We didn't even have a chance to say goodbye, to beg her to stay, to hold her, kiss her one last time, nothing. We'd seen her at breakfast that morning, she'd been fine, giving my unruly cowlick one last swipe and tugging Abi's coat closed, humming as she turned to start clearing-up after breakfast, and when I got home from school, collecting Abi on my way, she was gone, no word, no note, no last goodbye, nothing. Poor Dad was destroyed; he'd been my image of strength and my idol to live up to, and now he was lost, a man shrunk in upon himself, with no world left after the one thing in our lives we needed the most had gone without a last word or a backward glance.
It was years before I got the truth out of Dad, of how he'd come home at lunchtime one day because he'd forgotten something, had heard a noise upstairs, coming from his bedroom, and had walked in on my mother, naked in their bed with her legs wrapped around her lover, possibly one of many. Dad had exploded, grabbed this man, whoever he was, and thrown him naked down the stairs, and then dragged him into the street, kicking and punching him in his rage, leaving him naked, battered and bruised, while my mother had stood wrapped in a sheet crying and protesting that it wasn't what it looked like, that it was nothing, that it was a mistake, that she was sorry, all the lies and excuses of the faithless, adulterous wife caught red-handed in her infidelity. That was the day she disappeared, and we never heard of her again, not while Dad was still alive, anyway.
It wasn't until many years later, when Abi was almost seventeen and I was newly-graduated from university, and only after Dad had passed away, that I discovered in his papers the whole sordid story, how she'd taken up almost immediately with someone else, maybe the man Dad had caught her with, had emigrated to Canada with him, posing as his wife, and had had a whole new family. That was when the bitterness and hate began; yes, she and my father had split up, and yes, she'd found someone else, these things happen, but to deny Abi, her little girl, and I even existed, to walk away and so completely dismiss us from her life like we'd never been a part of her, that was cause for hate as far as I was concerned.
Abi had always been a quiet child; silent, non-confrontational, almost invisible, but happy and good-natured. After mum deserted us, she began to withdraw more completely. Never a gregarious girl, what few friends she had gradually dropped away as Abigail withdrew further and ever further into the shell of silence in which she felt most comfortable. She was never withdrawn and disconnected from me; we were all we had, and I never missed an opportunity to include her, to cajole her out of her lonesome world, to be obvious and highly, visibly available to her, but to the rest of the world, Abi gradually faded away into the most distressing (for me, anyway) and insoluble kind of invisibility, just an unremarkable, anonymous, forgettable face in the background, barely seen, and forgotten seconds later.
It scared me that Abi had turned into a ghost, a faceless entity flitting about the place, leaving no impression of her presence, or sense of her absence; I hoped desperately that this whole 'not of this world' thing wasn't the foreshadowing of some kind of dissociative mental illness, because I couldn't lose her; she was my only reason for being, and I was her anchor to reality. We were really all we had, with no other family I knew of, and my care and concern for her was what kept me sane and on the rails.
When she was nearly twenty, Abi stated out of the blue she wanted to find a place of her own; my first thought was 'here it comes; now it begins...', but when I questioned her about her reasons, her answer was disarmingly simple.
"Mike, it's been nearly fourteen years since she left and I still keep bumping into that lying, faithless whore at every turn; she's everywhere, it's like the house soaked itself in her, and I can't get the stench of her out of my nostrils; don't you feel it, too? I open a closet and I can smell her sluttish perfumes, I dig around in the back of a drawer and I pull out her hair-slides and barrettes, and then I have to go and wash my hands. The books in the bookcases had her lying, cheating hands all over them. Even my baby clothes in the back of my closet had her filthy hands on them; she bought them, she dressed me in them, she's all over them, and the thought of going in the back there and pulling them out makes me sick to my stomach, so I have to get away."
I was astonished; this was the longest, most articulate sentence I'd heard from her in years; usually, in answer to my questions or comments I'd get a shy, murmured, 'yes', 'no', 'OK', or 'maybe'; this was a whole new Abi, a confident, determined Abi. Her reasons made sense, sort of. I hadn't really thought of it in quite those terms, but now that she'd said it, I knew exactly what she meant, and a part of me rejoiced that she was, at last, making adult decisions about what she wanted for herself, and taking steps to make it happen.
Abi giggled at my expression, another first; usually she just smiled wanly if she smiled at all, a brief flicker, and then she slipped away, her head down and her small, delicate feet making almost no noise as she daintily padded off.
"Don't look so serious Mike, I'm fine, honest! My goodness, I'm going to find a flat, or maybe a small house, not run off and join a cult, for goodness sake! I just can't stay in this place any longer, not with that bitch hanging around every corner and jumping out at me wherever I look. A new start in a new home, that's my New Year's Resolution, Mike."
"It's July..." I replied weakly, and she reached up and gently poked me on the tip of my nose, another first. Abi never touched me. She always kept her hands hidden inside the baggy, over-long sleeves of the three-sizes-too-big black pullover (one of mine, now that I think of it) she always wore, but now she was poking me gently with the tip of her pink little forefinger.
"I know, silly; it's just a figure of speech! OK, it's my New Year Resolution for next year, I'm just borrowing it now, and I'll pay it back after Christmas, happy now?"
I had to grin at her little smile. Abi bantering with me was yet another first; usually she either listened with downcast eyes, or nodded when I'd finished speaking and left without saying a word.
Over the next few days she and I interacted more and more positively. Now that she'd made me see what was wrong, what had been bugging her all these years, it made sense to ditch this place, sell-up, split the proceeds, and each get a place of our own, somewhere with no ghosts and no memories, no background pall of loss and anger and pent-up hate. We had money; Dad's insurance gave us a hefty sum, and the house had been in Dad's family for several generations. There were no mortgages or loans outstanding on it, so it made sense to sell-up, divvy-up the proceedings, and each get our own place. I tried asking her if she'd prefer to get a new place with me, the two of us together somewhere new, where I could continue watching over her, but as soon as I suggested it, she shot me down.
"Mike, that's so sweet, but really, I can take care of myself; I'm almost twenty, and I'm legally an adult, you know! I think it would be a bad idea; supposing you want to bring girls back, or you meet someone and want to get married; what happens to me? Do I just sell you my half and go somewhere and start all over again? Mike, we both need new lives, a new start, in a new place, and we have to do it singly."
She smiled gently, and tapped my bottom lip with her finger.
"I think I'm ready to go solo now, but cheer-up; it's not like we're just going to stop seeing each other; you'll still be my big brother, and I'll always, always need you. You just have to let me go and do my thing, and trust me when I say it'll all be fine, I promise you."
And so began the next stage of our lives. Single lives, in separate homes, me with my Civil Service job and Abi working as a general dogsbody for a small independent record label, a job she seemed to really enjoy. I worried about her, of course I did, but I also held back from constantly calling her, dropping in on her out of the blue, compulsively texting and re-texting her, checking up on her several times a day. She'd made an adult decision to make a new life for herself and I respected her wishes for me to not be constantly living in her back pocket or over-involved in her life. Truly, I did. Mostly. We still got together fairly frequently, but it would be an arranged thing; Abi would call me at work and ask me to come over for dinner, or I'd do the same, and we'd sit in her new place or mine and talk about everything except Dad, mum, and what had happened.
I also began to pick up on the fact she'd finally made friends, names she'd pepper our conversations with, selfies on her 'phone of her laughing with other girls, a few boys, but I didn't get any sense of involvement with any of the boys in the pictures. She said they were just friends, or her friends' boyfriends, and I believed her, because she had no earthly reason to lie to me; in fact, if she'd mentioned a romantic interest in anyone, I'd have been gung-ho about her going for it; she was a pretty little thing, almost twenty, it was long past time she started dating and finding out what makes boys and girls so different.
She understood that I was serious in one thing, though. When it came to her, I WAS going to vet anyone who started getting too close or seemed like they were pushing her for more than she was comfortable with; anyone who tried any shady hanky-panky with Abi before she was ready was going to find out how just much a size ten work-boot hurt when I shoved it up their backside. She was my innocent, trusting little sister, and there were too many wolves out there for me to just let her go and graze free.
However, whenever I asked her about boyfriends, or playfully implied that one of the boys in the pictures might be interested in her, she'd get an almost panicked look, and hurriedly change the subject. At first I thought it was because boys didn't interest her, which was fine by me; we all need love, and while it may be a cliché, I honestly don't think the gender matters as long as the love, or at least affection, is mutual, but when I discreetly probed, she actually laughed out loud at the idea she might be gay.
"No Mikey, I'm definitely not warming-up for the other team! If you must know, there is one boy, man, really, who I'd like to be with, but he doesn't know, I haven't made it clear to him yet how I feel. He's really nice, and he likes me a lot, though, I can tell, so maybe one day soon..."
My interest was piqued, but she clammed-up after that, and it wasn't my place to go forcing the issue anyway. Abi was Abi; when she was ready, she'd tell me, as always.
*
After that conversation, her attitude to me seemed to have changed. Now she was more open, more ready to banter, argue good-naturedly over film stars, reality TV, the latest space opera in an apparently endless franchise, cheeseburgers versus healthy, or sit and watch car-crash, bear-baiting TV with me so we could make fun of the weirdoes and half-wits parading their insecurities, cuckoldry, and lies on-screen.
We had fun. The only times she'd shut down was when I'd tell her about my latest date, only brightening-up when I revealed what a train-wreck it had been. I really wanted to meet someone 'nice', who'd jibe with my lifestyle and likes and dislikes, but I never seemed to really connect with anyone. I've been told I'm a reasonably good-looking young man, or at least not totally repulsive, just over six feet tall, toned from all the time I spend in the gym or circuit-training, with a good job and a clear career path in the Civil Service, with my own home and car. I just never seemed to be able to parlay a date into a second date and thence a relationship; something always ended it before it even started.
So yeah, I'm lonely; clubbing and drinking with a horde of beer-buddies doesn't appeal to me, and my work with the Ministry of Defence gives me an erratic home-life, because I bounce around from site to site the length and breadth of the UK, almost perpetually on the road. Sometimes, and with very little notice, I get shunted over to overseas sites in places like Cyprus, Germany, Kathmandu, Gibraltar, Doha, Norfolk, Virginia, and South Georgia in the South Atlantic, so asking a girl to put up with my long, incommunicado absences would be a bit much, anyway.
When I first started my job, right after leaving university (and even that had been at uni here in London so I didn't have to leave Abi alone) I'd been worried that she would morph into some kind of reclusive Goth-stroke-Emo hermit, shunning all human contact, but she was always bright and interested in hearing about the places I'd been and the things I'd seen, and always laughed delightedly over the kitschy, jokey souvenirs I'd bring back for her. She also appreciated anything more substantial and meaningful, especially silver jewellery and anything with lapis lazuli or moonstones; she loved and treasured those above all else.
Occasionally Abi would even come out with me. She wasn't at all into the club/wine-bar scene; to be honest, she barely drank at all. I think she just agreed to come out with me to keep me company so I didn't look too obviously single and alone. That didn't worry me at all; it was Abi being thoughtful, not pitying, and I won't lie, it was kind of nice to have a pretty little blonde, Gothic-looking girl with me, and I did think Abi was pretty, not in a leering kind of way, just an honest appreciation of the fact that, quiet and almost mousy though she was, she was still a pretty little thing, with a sweet smile, and a kind, gentle sense of humour that made her very enjoyable company.
Abi only ever dressed all in black, from her loose, shapeless pullovers to her skinny jeans with the ripped knees and black suede Chelsea boots, usually festooned with the Moonstone and silver jewellery she preferred, big clunky rings she'd got from who-knows where, with glossy black fingernails and dark-purple, deep carmine, or black lip-gloss; with her bright blonde hair and contrasting makeup making her chalk-white skin stand out vividly against the otherwise monochrome look, I had to admit, my quiet, meek little sister knew how to make a visual statement. The first time I saw her like that I wondered what had come over her; this wasn't her at all, at least not as far as I knew, but then the selfies I'd seen on her phone had girls (and boys) who also looked like that; perhaps she'd found something to belong to, a way of being not-invisible Abi. Either way, she always looked dramatic, fetching, and very attractive, and I say that as a man, not as a big brother, which puzzled and disquieted me.



It was after the first reveal of her new, subdued, but still very noticeable look that the dreams began. The first time was so blurred and complicated that, like most complex dreams, I had real trouble even recalling the barest detail, I could only remember that it had been about my sister, and that I'd woken feeling deeply disturbed about something. Try as I might, the dream-memories only faded further the harder I tried to recall them, but that Abi was the central player I was in no doubt, and the thought nagged at me that somehow, even if it was only in a dream, I'd done something very bad.
*
And so the dreams continued; not every night, though; in fact, most mornings I didn't recall even one-tenth of my dream ramblings, but still, every once in a while, after a night out with an increasingly changed, somehow more worldly, Abigail, the dream would catch me, leaving me shocked, disgusted, and wondering what the hell was wrong with me. But I'll always remember most vividly the dream I had after spending an evening with her in a wine bar I knew not far from her place in Lavender Hill, South London, and it had been because of how she'd changed.
Let me point out here that the changes in Abigail were really quite momentous, given what she'd been like before we went our separate ways. First, the clothes had changed. Where she once wore shapeless, frumpy, knee-length black cable-knit pullovers and old black jeans or leggings, very dressed-down and dowdy, now when I'd go to collect her while she'd still appear in black from head to toe, there was an incredible difference. Now she wore skin-tight, black yoga pants showing every curve of hip and buttock, her rippling flanks, and sleek, slender, rounded thighs and shapely calves, and tight little black T-shirts that showcased her other assets. Sometimes she wore sprayed-on black skinny jeans with fashionably ripped knees and form-fitting, off-the-shoulder tops studded with chrome stars and studs, contrasting vividly with her milk-white, flawless skin; other times, she'd be in stretched-tight black spandex and glossy black PVC, with sexy little high-heeled patent boots encrusted with silver studs, more catwalk than emo-goth.
The first time I commented on the changes in her, she'd grinned at me over the top of her St. Clements and slipped off her bar-stool to give me the full 360. I have to say, sister or not, she looked damned good, and I said as much; the fact at least half the men in the wine bar also took the time to stare at her also registered in the back of my mind, a sudden, minuscule twinge of unreasonable jealousy suddenly making itself felt at the thought of other men ogling my little sister.
"You like, Mike?" she grinned, her smile widening even further when I nodded.
"Yes I do; it's a whole lot better look than that 'Crypt-Dweller' look you had going on for a while there. Is this new look working on that bloke you told me about, though?"
Abi looked positively mysterious when I asked her that, her smile almost calculating, but she'd nodded.
"Yes, I think it is; he's kind of slow on the uptake, but I think he's getting it. You ready for another little drinkie-poo, Mikey?"
I had to smile at that. Abi doesn't get whimsical very often, but I was glad she was relaxed and at ease enough to do it with me right then.
"What are you, Abigail Weddon, eight years old? 'Drinkie-Poo' indeed!"
*
The dream that night was the most realistic yet, with my black-haired dream-girl dressed as Abi had been, in glossy, satiny black leggings, shiny, high-heeled, studded black fetish boots, and a chrome studded black PVC biker jacket with a low-cut T-shirt under, with alluring slices of her mouth-watering little breasts visibly squeezed together under the tight top she wore. It was the most wantonly explicit dream I'd yet had about her, at least that I recalled and the first time I remembered in explicit detail the things we did, the places we went to, all things I'd never consciously thought of, but there we were, doing them. It was only after I'd fucked her senseless that she'd revealed herself as Abi. It shocked and sickened me to my core that it had been my sweet little sister doing those depraved things with me. I'd jerked awake, my heart clanging and galloping in my heaving chest.
Two days later Abi called me, concerned that I hadn't either called or texted her since the night at the wine bar.
"Mike, are you OK? I haven't heard from you in two days, is everything OK? What's going on, Mikey?"
My usual routine was to text her once a day, just a quick 'hello, you OK, anything you need?' type of contact. How could I tell her I was avoiding contacting her because I was feeling guilty and shaken over a dream I kept having? There was no way on God's earth I was ever going to tell her what my dreams had been about. So I'd avoided her, feeling absurdly guilty, but still unable to see or talk to her.
"No, Abi, I'm fine...pressure of work, you know how these things are sometimes...sorry..."
I could hear the suspicion in her voice when she said:
"Really? Too busy to let me know you're OK? Mikey, this is me; you call or text every day, I could set my watch by you, you're pretty much all I've got, and I worry about you when you drop off the radar! What's really going-on?"
Time for more lying.
"Abi, I'm fine, really, just...feeling a bit under the weather right now, that's all; sorry about not calling you, it won't happen again, I promise."
Abi didn't sound like she was buying it at all, but she had the grace and good sense to let it go.
"OK, if you say so, but I do worry about you Mikey; I missed you calling me, it's what makes my day; it makes me feel connected to you, so just...keep me in the loop, don't just go MIA, OK? And Mikey...just talk to me; you know I'll always listen, no matter what you have to say. Love you, Mikey."
I felt like crap; she was reaching out to me and here I was, dithering around like some half-wit; she deserved better than that.
"Tell you what, Abi; why don't you drop over tonight? I'll make dinner, we can watch trash TV, what do you think? At least let me apologise for worrying you..."
"Thank you, Mike, I'd like that," she said, and I could hear the smile in her voice. Of course, now I was panicking. Abi was quiet and thoughtful, but she was also sharp as a tack. I'd have to go carefully to not let slip I was going carefully; if she thought something was wrong with me she'd dig and dig until she got to it, and I couldn't let her know any of what was going on inside me.
*
Dinner was as normal as it had ever been before all this turmoil inside me cropped-up; somehow I managed to pull it off, or thought I did, because Abi didn't seem to be picking-up on any kind of weird vibe from me. After dinner, we slumped down on the couch, she at one end, me at the other, and watched whatever she wanted, while I tried not to watch her; with her new look, and the dream-feelings still bubbling around inside me, I was seeing her in a completely new light, and I was unsure how to feel about that. She definitely looked hot and it felt strange, and, to be honest, worrying that I could even see her in that way. After watching a couple of the rubbishy TV shows we were both addicted to, she clicked off and grinned at me.
"Mikey, I was thinking of getting my hair done, changing the colour, what do you think? I don't think blonde goes too well with my look. I was thinking maybe Midnight Black. What do you think?"
I was caught flat-footed; the dream-Abi had dense, glossy black hair; now the real Abi was saying she wanted to go there, too. What the Hell...?
Abi was staring at me while stretching up and running her fingers through her golden hair, so I did the only thing I could; I grinned and agreed with her, mumbling something about how the black hair would set off her pale complexion and go really well with her blue eyes. Also, and to my shame, I was almost totally distracted by the sight of her unrestrained breasts under her tight top pulling up as she piled her hair up on top of her head and held it there, grinning at me.
When I dropped her home, I took the long way back to my place. I needed to think. For most of the evening I'd been covertly watching her, ogling her, committing every moment with her to memory, and I really didn't think that was the proper way to behave around my sister, even if it was clandestine. Abigail was becoming an obsession, and I couldn't understand why, or why she'd become so attractive to me; it wasn't natural, Goddamn it, she was my younger sister, I was supposed to keep her safe from attention like that, not watch her boobs when she stretched and moved...
When I finally arrived back at my place, I noticed my polished brass 7.62mm bullet key-ring, made for me by one of the craft-apprentices at Shawbury, was missing, as was the photo of me with Abi on my shoulders, taken when she was maybe five. I didn't think much of it; maybe Abi had taken the picture. If she had she was welcome to it, I had many more of us, and the key-ring was probably down the back of the sofa cushions, I'd look for it in the morning.
The dream that night was as explicit and graphically detailed as the hottest dreams I'd had about her; we humped and pumped, sucked, licked, and probed, coupled frantically and interminably, and I woke covered in sweat, ashamed and disgusted beyond belief with myself, but a hot core, deep down inside me, was beginning to make itself felt, and that core-self wasn't at all disgusted or ashamed, and I knew that was the part of me that constantly watched her and avidly drank-in every sight and glimpse of her; it wanted her, which meant I wanted her, and that was the thing that was so repellent, yet so very attractive...
*
The following day was 'scrub-day' at the office, when all project work ceased while all the project managers got their files and paperwork in jig-order because the people who checked that due-diligence was being observed took no prisoners. So I slaved and sweated over mounds of files, making sure there were no grounds for challenging decisions made, project costings, payments authorised, works completed, performance specifications met, and that compliance and exceptions were recorded, documented, and justified; all the T's crossed and the i's dotted, all the minutiae that make Treasury civil servants such very dull people. I was exhausted and brain-frozen by the time I finished.
I had just decided to pick up a pizza and a couple of beers on my way home, anything else was just too much effort, when my phone rang; it was Abigail.
"Abi, hi, just heading home now; it's been a pig's arse of a day, I'll call you tomo..."
But she cut me short before I could finish;
"I know, Mike, so get over here, I'm making dinner for both of us, my world famous lasagne. It'll be done by the time you get here. Just be a sweetie and pick up a bottle of Chianti, or maybe a nice Nero D'Avola or Valpolicella, something rich and red to go with a frozen tiramisu, would you?"
After the night I'd had, followed by the endless paperwork all day, the last thing I needed was to be near my sister, but I couldn't say no, not after she'd gone to such effort, so I agreed and gave her my ETA.
*
Dinner was...nice; nice, but oddly strained. Abi was a good cook, a lot better than me, even though I'd been doing it longer, but all through the meal, and sitting with a glass of wine afterwards, there was a strange undertow, a growing feeling that something was brewing; all her comments seemed to be innuendo-laden, even though there was nothing I could pin down. It was weird, but I couldn't shake the feeling she knew exactly what I was going through, as if it was somehow her doing, and she was deliberately pressing my buttons and tugging my chain, goading me to see what popped.
At least the wine helped me relax; after such a good meal, the comfortable sofa, the warm, crackling log fire keeping the late October chill away, and her soft, relaxing voice lulling me, all this, coupled with the mentally exhausting, oppressively dull day I'd had, conspired to put me to sleep. I don't remember feeling sleepy, just very relaxed and comfortable, with Abi's soft voice and sweet, soft laughter gently soothing me, and that was all I remember.
I awoke with a start, stretched out on Abi's indecently comfortable couch and covered with a warm throw, the fire just a bed of banked coals, and no sign of my sister. I looked at my watch and got a shock when I saw it was almost 4 A.M.; at least I didn't have work the next day. I'd taken a Privilege Day to get over all the endless paperwork, but I was puzzled why Abi had just left me to sleep. The little townhouse was silent, so quiet I could actually hear the ticking of my watch, and the silence was a little eerie. There was absolutely no sense of my sister's presence. It was like she wasn't there at all, and I found that disquieting, so I thought I'd look for her and at least let her know I was heading home, late as it was.
The house was completely dark, only the sullen glow from the banked fire illuminating the sitting-room, but the hallway was pitch black, and when I clicked the light switch, nothing, it just clicked up and down.
"Great, power-cut, just what we need at this time of night!" I grumbled, and, using my phone as a flashlight, found the door to the small kitchen-diner. There was still no sign of Abigail, but, just as I was about to go upstairs, something on the mantelpiece caught my eye, a coppery metallic gleam. I went to take a closer look and saw what looked like a small, ornately chased copper dish, and inside it was my missing key-ring, the photograph of Abi and I, some locks of what looked like my hair, tied in little bunches with red threads, and some other, smaller items of mine that I'd lost or misplaced: one of my Spitfire cufflinks, a Victorian halfpenny I'd had as a boy, a tiny, sterling silver Minnie Mouse pendant and chain I'd given Abi when she was just a young girl, the gilded silver locket with her photo in one side, and Dad's in the other I'd mourned as lost forever. It seemed an odd assortment of mine for her to keep, especially the hair, but when I reached out to pick up the dish, Abi spoke, right behind me.
"Please Mike, don't touch it; it's not safe!"
I whirled around and there was my sister, wearing a very brief, white cotton robe, with a globe of subdued blue radiance that somehow gave no illumination in her upturned palm. What the Hell? I made as if to touch her, but she reached out and touched me lightly between my eyes with her forefinger, and said, in a language I'd never heard before, but the meaning of which echoed and resonated through my mind, clear and unambiguous:
"Cysgu ac anghofio, Mihangel!" (Sleep and forget, Michael!)
And that's all I remember.
*
I woke in Abigail's bed, completely unaware of how I'd got there; it was still dark, or rather, dark again, as my watch said it was Friday, almost 8 P.M., so I'd slept the night and most of the day away. For a change and a blessing, there were no dream-memories, nothing, in fact, no memory at all of how I'd got into bed, or why I was naked in my sister's bed in the first place.
Just then, Abigail came into the room, but she'd changed; her cascade of silky blonde hair was now a dense, brittle, midnight black, and she looked older, somehow more mature, and, in a strangely indefinable way, no longer my Abi. She was carrying a new-looking red rope and a long, wide red ribbon and she was still wearing that white robe-thing I remembered seeing her in the previous night. She looked at me and grinned when she saw I was awake.
"Hello, Rip Van Winkle, I'm glad you're finally awake. I thought you were going to sleep the weekend away! I'll need to watch that one; I don't know my own strength sometimes..."
And with that cryptic comment, she clambered onto the bed next to me, and, kneeling on the bolster, proceeded to weave the rope into a complex series of knots between the carved acorn finials of the old-fashioned headboard, weaving the ribbon in and out of the knots in an equally intricate pattern of bows that she obviously knew well. All the while, she mumbled something breathy and indistinct, almost like she was singing under her breath, in a strange language that sounded familiar, one I'd heard before, but I couldn't readily place. Also, as an added distraction, her rounded, flawless thighs were right next to my head as she did whatever it was she was doing, and they were seriously worth looking at, possibly even caressing, I realised with almost a shock. That woke me up.
"Abi, what the Hell's going on?" I burst out. "I come for dinner Thursday evening, suddenly it's Friday night, I've lost a day somewhere, and what happened to me in the dining room? You said something, and here I am, hours later, and I don't know how I got here; what's going on?"
Abigail stared at me, her lip caught between her teeth, one of her more adorable traits, and a faint line appeared between her eyebrows. I snorted and made to get out of bed, naked in front of my little sister be hanged, and she touched my arm, whispering "yn dal i fod, fy nghalon!"(be still, my darling) -again the meaning of her words whispering through my mind as she spoke- her voice chiming like a softly-struck bell and I fell back against the pillows, suddenly weak as a kitten. Abi took my hand and stroked my palm, tracing an abstract pattern there before kissing each of my fingertips in turn, and placing my hand on my chest over my heart.
"Be calm, Michael, you'll be fine, nothing's going to hurt you, I promise you; this was necessary. When I explain it all you'll understand; there are some things you need to know, but not yet; just be still for now, darling Michael."
With that, she leaned over and kissed me on the lips, not a sisterly peck, but a lingering, loving kiss, her soft lips working against mine, while she brushed my hair back. She smiled happily before rubbing noses with me and grinning once again.
"Just relax, Mikey, nothing's wrong, and very soon everything's going to be completely right, just enjoy what's going to happen, I know you will! Rest, sweetie, the ienodd ddienveh took a lot out of you, it can have a very powerful effect on some people, and I'm sorry that it hit you like a ton of bricks, I didn't mean it to. I won't use it again, I promise."
Once again I had no idea what she was talking about, but it didn't matter, because she straightened up, smiled that shy, 'lip-caught-between-her-teeth' smile, and slipped her robe off her shoulders and onto the floor, revealing her breathtaking nakedness. One part of me was ashamed beyond all reason at seeing my innocent, beautiful sister in her nakedness like that, but another, altogether darker part of me, that part I'd been desperately pushing down and trying to keep a lid on for so long flared with sudden, almost overwhelming lust for her, revelling in her nearness, her nakedness, the allure of her small, perfect, breasts, the promise of the shadowed apex of her sleek thighs, smooth and innocent of any hairs, the labia just visible, full and womanly, and the sheer, driving sexuality pounding off her in waves and battering at me. I had fought against this, convinced myself how wrong, how disgraceful my thoughts were, but my lies to myself were as hollow as the shame I was telling myself I was feeling; I wasn't ashamed, not anymore; now I just wanted her, and damn the consequences.
Abi leaned over me and looped and curled the ribbon through the skein of knots, her frequent, knowing little sideways glances at me heating me as her nimble fingers danced, until she'd eventually formed both into a large, ornate bow with one last flourish, and one final whispered phrase; at that, my cock stirred and grew almost instantly until it was a thick and pulsating rod lying flat along my stomach, every beat of my heart magnified in my erection as it pulsed hotly, aching for relief from the beautiful, naked young woman so near, and yet so far away from me.



"What I'm going to do now is necessary, Michael; for your protection, and mine; don't be afraid, nothing will harm you, and soon you'll understand, but first..."
And with that she slid the bedclothes off me, revealing my hyper-aroused state as my cock sprang up, harder than I had ever known, aching for release. Abigail smiled gently and licked her lips, before kneeling on the bed and shuffling forward on her knees, to wrap her warm little hand around the base of my straining cock, chanting softly as she did so, her actual words meaningless gibberish, but the true meaning sweeping and echoing in my mind. A part of me buried deep down inside recognised her words for what they were: an incantation.
"Arglwydd Herne, ceidwad yr hud gwyllt, yn gwarchod y lle hwn (Lord Herne, Keeper of the Wild Magic, ward this place)"
"Arianhrod, Duwies tynged, yn amddiffyn y lle hwn (Arianhrod, Goddess of Fate, ward this place)"
"Mae Branwen, Duwies cariad, yn diogelu'r lle hwn (Branwen, Goddess of Love, ward this place)"
"Mae Coventina, Duwies y dyfroedd sanctaidd, a gwarcheidwad Afalon, yn amddiffyn y lle hwn (Coventina, Goddess of The Sacred Waters, and Guardian of Avalon, ward this place)"
"Rhiannon, Duwies y Lleuad a llanw, diogelu'r lle hwn (Rhiannon, Goddess of the moon and tides, ward this place)"
"Arglwydd Weland, gyda'ch tân gwendid cysegredig, gwarchod y lle hwn y noson hon (Lord Weland, with your sacred Wend-Fire, ward this place this night)"
Her eyes flared brilliant blue as she looked into mine, and her smile was calm, comforting, even.
"Michael, my own darling Mikey, there are things you will need to learn about us, about me, about who and what I am. Don't be afraid. The wards I have called down will protect us from anything that might want to prevent this joining, you and me, especially at this time of the year, when so much is at stake. These next days will show you who we are, what I am, and why I can do what I do."
I watched in complete incomprehension and overwhelming lust as she lowered her plump, red lips to me, circled the head of my cock, and sucked me into her mouth. A sharp stab of pleasure, almost an electric shock, seared through me even as a faint, blue, eldritch light, unseen with a straight look, and only glimpsed from the corner of the eye, seemed to flare and suffuse the room. All my misgivings and repulsion dissipated like mist at the touch of her lips on me, because now I knew; the dreams, the delight I'd felt and denied even as I wallowed in guilt when I awoke from those dreams, the feelings of connection, of completeness as the dreams played out in the depths of my mind, that was my heart and soul entwining with hers, preparing me for the delights and revelations to come.
Now the only thing that spread like wildfire through my mind and soul was that I wanted her, I wanted this, and I wanted to keep on doing it with her endlessly; now Abigail wasn't my sister anymore; now I only saw her as the most desirable of women, mine to keep and hold, and I was hers; I wanted her in my bed, in my arms, in my life forever. I wanted her the way I'd wanted her in all those dreams. I wanted to sate myself with her, to take her again and again, endlessly, in any and every way I could think of, to drown in her and know that, even as I sank without trace, she was all I'd ever want
Abigail paused in her suckling of me, smiling as she watched the knowledge dawn in my eyes that this was what I wanted, that she wanted, that we wanted. Suddenly everything made sense; the changes in her, the cryptic comments about the man she was interested in, the fact she'd had no-one in her life, all of it was pointing at me, and now I saw it. I reached out and cupped her face, making her smile again at my look.
"Really, Abi? This has all been for me? How, how did you do this, and..."
But I got no further, because the exquisite sensation as she once more dipped her head and took me in her mouth took my breath away, left me gasping out loud as the pleasure once more 'zinged' through my whole body, something that had never happened to me in all of the (admittedly) few times a girl had gone down on me in the past; a small part of my mind that was still mine and wasn't dazzled by her took time to wonder how she could do that to me, how she could make me feel what no other girl ever had.
The rest of me was in no doubt over how it was feeling; my mind and body were in a fever pitch of arousal; every flick of her tongue threatened to set me off like a Roman candle; the sight of her suddenly irresistibly beautiful face, her arresting, sparkling blue eyes, her alluring ebony hair glistening in that half-seen light that seemed to be everywhere and nowhere, her plump, glossy, blood-red lips contrasting so starkly with her milk-white skin, all combined to torture me as she lapped and sucked me.
She could tell, too, when I was getting there; every time I knew I was going to blow like a volcano, that I was finally one step beyond, she scratched my perineum lightly with her fingernail, backing me off so she could take me to the brink again, and again, and again, teasing and torturing me almost beyond human endurance.
Just when I'd decided my heart was going to burst from being held back again and again, and my balls felt like they were going to explode, Abi lifted her exquisite mouth from my raging cock and smiled at me. A sharp thrill ran down my spine at the promise in that smile.
"Mikey, this is going to be so wonderful, I promise you!" she breathed, and I believed her; she was naked, she was delectable, still the same, but so very different from the Abi I'd watched over and cared for all her life, and now she was all I wanted. Of course this was going to be wonderful. How could it not be?
Abigail threw her leg across me, making me cry out as the tip of my overstretched, over-stimulated cock brushed her damp heat, and then she was astride me, sitting on my cock, pressing it flat against my stomach. She rested her hands on my belly, kneading and caressing me with her fingertips as she slowly wriggled and slid back and forth very slightly, rubbing her hairless pussy against the base of my cock as she leaned forward to look me intently in the eyes. For some reason her eyes, normally a bright, arresting, cornflower blue seemed somehow darker, tinged with violet, and burning with an intensity I'd never seen before, her voice a low, thrilling murmur.
"Shall we finish this, Michael? You know, I think, what comes next, but you still have the power to make this all go away; we can let this go now, you can sleep, and tomorrow you won't remember any of this. I can let that happen, if that's what you want; it's your choice, my beautiful, caring brother; it always has been."
The strange, bluish non-light flared behind her in a coruscating nimbus of pale witch-fire, bathing her in cool, blue radiance, magical and mystifying. She looked unearthly, and more than beautiful; her pert prettiness was transformed into a dark, earthy, magical beauty that a strange insight told me had nothing to do with carefully-applied cosmetics and everything to do with her inner beauty shining through. She was a beautiful woman, a truly breathtaking sight, and all my feelings, all those instincts haunting the unknowable pathways of the dark fastnesses of my mind yearned for her.
"No...I...don't stop..." was all I could murmur in reply; whatever she'd done to me, it had awakened things inside me I'd never suspected existed, feelings and passions that had never made themselves known or felt, but now they were crowding to the surface. If this was magic, then it was old, so old that numbers had no meaning, from deep in the cellular spiral remnants of the dawn-man of the primeval forests and savannahs we all carry around inside us; this was real, it was the old magic, and it was still alive, still wild and powerful, and my beautiful sister had somehow harnessed it.
Abigail continued to look deeply into my eyes, searching for what, I didn't know, but she seemed satisfied by what she saw there, because she nodded and began to writhe on top of me, rubbing my stiff rod between our bellies until I was in an agony of arousal. At some point she decided I was hard enough, or whatever, because she sat up astride me again, and intoned:
"Arianhrod bendithia undeb hwn (Arianhrod bless this union)"
"Arglwydd Herne, tywys eich gwas (Lord Herne, guide your servant)"
Peidiwch â gadael unrhyw drwg yma heno (Let no evil dwell here this night!)"
Ysbrydion tywyllwch, Ysbryd ysgafn Neuadd y noson hon (Spirits of darkness, Spirits of light, hallow this night)"
As before, my ears heard nothing I could understand, but in my mind I heard and grasped every word and nuance of everything she said, I understood every word of her invocation, and who she was calling upon for protection, and a part of my mind wondered that she could do what she did even as I accepted what she did, and why.
At the climax of her prayer, she raised up, and slowly, agonisingly slowly, impaled herself on me, gasping as she slid me into her right up to the hilt.
A white explosion, soundless and heatless, went off in my head at the sensation of my raging hardness being clasped and caressed by her inner heat, and whatever had been holding my arms by my side released its grip. With my hands free, I was able to hold and caress her thighs as she slowly rode me, my hands slipping down to cup and squeeze for real those firm round cheeks I'd squeezed and fondled and parted so many times in my dream ecstasies.
Abi leaned forward to grin happily at me, slowly bucking and grinding against me as she slipped from me then impaled herself again and again, riding me like no other girl had ever done before, squeezing and massaging me with her inner muscles even as she rode me, taking me to the brink again and again, while her eyes closed and a delicate rose flush suffused the fair skin of her throat, shoulders and bobbing breasts. All the while she rode me her lips worked, muttering something, her face flushing darker as her movements became more frenzied, more deliberate.
I lost all sense of my own sanity, what I was doing, who I was doing it with, how it had come about; all I wanted was to jam myself into her and empty myself, over and over again, filling her endlessly, time and time again.
The end came when, with an inarticulate cry, Abi slumped down on me, her convulsing pussy squeezing and pressing on me, milking me, and all restraint left me as I came harder than I had ever come before, spunk boiling from me like bullets, like molten iron, white hot and endlessly potent, feeding the fires inside her even as her body stoked the fires in me, drawing more out of me than I had ever given before.
Abi's lips found mine and we kissed bruisingly, teeth clashing in our eagerness to devour each other's mouth, to taste as we gave each other the ultimate gift. My hands clamped over Abigail's taut buttocks, squeezing and fondling them, pulling her closer and tighter to me even as I pulled them apart, making her gasp in my mouth and kiss me with renewed vigour while the last spurts of semen poured from me into her. Harder and harder I shoved my cock into her, hoping to recover the heat and mind-shattering power of that cataclysmic climax we'd just shared, until I fell back, exhausted almost beyond recovery, to feel Abigail nestle her head into the hollow of my shoulder and kiss the base of my throat.
"Now can you guess who the man I've always been interested in is, Mikey?" she murmured, squeezing my still-hard, tenderly sensitive cock with her pussy and making me jump.
Somehow I wasn't really surprised; after what we'd just done, nothing could surprise me, or so I thought.
"Me Abi? Really? I mean, all this...this...mystery and...freakin' weirdness, why didn't you just TELL me, who knows I might have just gone for it..."
Abi raised up on one elbow and looked sceptically at me.
"Would you? Really? Hand on heart truly, really?"
I went to answer but my knee-jerk answer stuck in my throat and I was left with my mouth just working soundlessly. Abi smiled archly and lay back down again, her taut little nipples a delight against my chest.
"I thought not. This was the way I chose, this was how I made sure that what was in your heart came to the surface; the night-sendings made you waver, they made you question what you are, and you took your own sweet bloody time, I have to say, but the ienodd ddienveh charm tipped you over and opened the part of you deep-down that knew what I was doing to get you to do what you really wanted to do all along. If it sounds complicated, it's because it is, but you're a special person, Mike, and these things are never wrong when it comes to feeling out where a man's heart really lies."
Now she was off with the fairies again: 'Sendings'? Special kind of person? Charms?? What in the actual Hell was she talking about? I almost snorted in derision, before I stopped short, remembering what I'd felt and thought in the moments leading up to where we'd had such wild, animal sex, and while we were on the subject, let's not forget that weird light was still trembling and sparkling and only seen from the corner of my eyes; what was that all about, eh? And how had she immobilised me so easily, and how could she have put me out with just a touch of her finger? Hypnotism? I didn't think so: that sounded hollow and glib even as I thought it. Magic? My heart was sure there had been magic, it was telling me so, but my rationality told me that I was being ridiculous, that there was no such thing, period.
Undoubtedly, something deeply weird and completely irrational was going on here, not least of which was the fact I'd just had bone-crunchingly, mind-shatteringly good sex with my suddenly unfeasibly hot little sister; how the fuck did THAT even come about? And how could I even think of her in that way? And would there be more? That thought pulled me up short.
At the same time, a small, guilty thought reminded me that, what with all the pornographically explicit wet dreams about her running through my nights and echoing through my days for so long now, a large part of me was more than willing to make a grab for her if she'd indicated she was game for it. That alone needed some explaining, if nothing else...
"Abi, what did you do to me...?" I murmured, ready to listen to whatever she had to say, because I suddenly realised while I had absolutely no comprehension of what had just happened, she seemed to be in complete possession of the facts; plus, she could do some very weird things, she'd just done them to me, and I needed to know what was going on.
Abi grinned that lip-biting cute little smile she had and patted my chest before sliding her hand down my stomach, swirling her fingers for a moment in the hairs on my belly, and once more wrapped her warm hand around my now flaccid and shrunken member.
"I'll tell you later, Mikey, I promise, but first things first. I want to show you something, it won't hurt you, and I think you'll like it..."
With that, she once more knelt on the bed next to me, and began unpicking some of the knots in the ribbon-entwined rope, singing or chanting under her breath as she did so. As she did whatever she was doing, I felt myself stirring, blood once more rushing to fill me, my cock pulsing in time to whatever she was singing under her breath as she unpicked the knotted rope and ribbon, and re-tied them in a different kind of bow. When she'd finished, my cock was as erect as earlier, no sign that only a few minutes earlier we'd fucked like a pair of mink, only my state of throbbing, pulsing readiness.
Abigail looked back over her shoulder at me, smiled as she nodded happily, before slipping once more next to me, her little hands on my shoulders as she leaned in and looked intently into my eyes.
"This is the oldest magic of all, Michael; come celebrate it with me," she whispered, before kissing me. The touch of her lips on mine set me ablaze inside; once more I wanted her, I wanted to take her, I wanted to bore into her and never let her leave, I wanted to fuck her so badly it was an ache inside me, a whole-body ache that only she could alleviate.
With a low growl burring in my throat I grabbed her, bearing her down as we kissed once again, her kiss igniting a fire in me that only she could put out; I wanted her so badly I could hardly contain myself, and when I rolled on top of her, her legs drifted apart, all the invitation I needed.
"Ohh yesss!" she breathed as my unaccountably recovered, unfeasibly hard and priapic erection, as aroused as though I'd been abstinent for days, ploughed into her, pushing deep into the heart of her.
"Yes Michael, yes Michael, like that...like that..." she chanted as I rammed into her endlessly, feeling her convulsing as orgasm after orgasm raced through her. I felt like a god; strength I didn't know I had seemed to be pouring into me. I'd never been so aroused, nor so prepared to do something about it, and Abigail was doing everything in her power to make this last, to make this whole episode an indelible fact as she humped back at me, meeting me thrust for thrust, pulling me into her, our mouths glued together even as we pounded away at each other, the pure lust and desire between us all that existed
Something had to give. When she finally came, it was like nothing I'd ever seen or imagined, a great crashing, wailing wave of pure sexual energy that slammed into me, setting off my own climax, my sperm blasting from me in endless, ecstatic jets, filling her with my essence as we strained against each other, each of us trying desperately to wring the very last drop of pleasure from what we did.
I slumped down and rolled away before I crushed her under me, too mazed and muddled to make any real connections, only blurrily wondering how I could hammer her like some kind of stud, instead of passing-out, my usual after what had passed for intense sex before all this happened. My head was spinning; she'd done something to me, something weird, something to do with those damned knotted ropes and bows, I was sure of it; I'd been wiped out, and then suddenly I was randy as hell and raring to go all over again, fully restored and feeling like a sex-god; what in God's name was going on here?
Abi interrupted my musing and scattered thoughts by once more sliding on top of me, her hands on either side of my face as she held me immobile. Her eyes looked strange, a dark, lustrous, luminous violet, not the summery, cornflower blue I knew, and her features were once again changed, but yet still the same. That dark, otherworldly, sensual beauty I'd seen earlier suffused her once more, maturing her in a way I couldn't define, yet her appeal and sexual allure was as strong as ever. What was she doing to me, I wondered; so many changes, so many strange, impossible things, she was showing me a whole new Abigail, and God help me, I wanted her in the worst possible way. Was I in love with her? I asked myself, because I didn't know, and how long had this been building inside me? What I knew was that it was not natural; the things we'd done, the things I'd seen, the things I wanted, none of them could happen, for so many reasons I couldn't list them.
Yet every time her eyes met mine, I knew in my heart of hearts that none of those reasons meant anything; Abi wanted me, and now I wanted her, and a sudden insight, a quick gleam from the inner-me, told me she was showing me how we could be together. Abi grinned her adorable little lip-between-her-teeth grin and nodded.
"It's coming together, you know it is, Mikey, you can feel it. Baby-steps, but it's happening; there are things that need to happen, words that need to be said, so just trust me, and I promise you one thing: you won't regret it. And now..." she smiled, once more sitting up astride me.



I watched as she began re-tying the large bow once again, and once again I felt myself stirring as I watched her undo the intricate knot and re-tie it in a different fashion, her lips moving the entire time. By the time she'd finished I was once more fully erect and hard as a rock, and I couldn't understand how that could be, not after the last two times. Abi caught my puzzled look and bent forward to kiss me lightly.
"Abi, what...how..."I began, and she touched my lips, silencing me immediately.
"It's the charm, Mike; it's not called a Lover's Knot for nothing! Don't be worried, it won't harm you, and I won't hurt you; after all, you're young, strong, and very beautiful! Most men would give their souls to understand how this works, but it won't work for them; it has to be someone like me...and someone like you. This is my gift to you, Michael Weddon, do you accept it?"
All I could do was nod, because I didn't trust my voice just then. My head was spinning with the implications of what she'd just said, but mostly all I wanted was to once more ravage her, to slam my rock-hard, aching cock into her, to stretch and fill her holes, any and all of them, over and over again. My brain was on fire with need and lust, but a small, sane part of me knew somehow that she was doing this to me, and that was impossible, it was insane to even think that, but I also knew that it was true, and that unnerved me, terrified me, even, but it wasn't going to stop me, either.
Overlaying all this, though, was my need for her; God, how I needed her just then!
Abi obviously felt my need, kissing me gently at first, then harder, until we were kissing wildly, her little hand wrapped around my aching erection, squeezing and fisting me, making my need for her an agonising fire in me. I tried to pull her to me, but she dragged her mouth away from mine, to kneel on the bed, her hands holding the bed-head through the twisted vines of knotted rope and ribbon bows she'd woven there.
"Like this Mikey, fuck me like this!" she hissed, thrusting her taut, globular little peach bottom out at me, the firm, juicy, globular buttocks dancing as she jiggled her sexy, tight little buttocks for my greedy eyes.
I shuffled into position behind her, panting with lust, eager to see, hold, touch and fondle that exquisite body, those delightful globes, and desperate to bury my cock between them, to mount her and drive myself deep into her once again; my brain was inflamed with the sight of her, the nearness of her, the smell of her skin and the heat radiating from her, but still I wanted to touch and fondle her first. Abi groaned when I slowly slid my hands from the nape of her neck, savouring the feel of her, the electric tingle of her soft skin beneath my fingers, the curve of her hips, and the smooth, rounded pleasure of her slender thighs. I slipped my hands over and over her, touching, massaging, listening to and taking in her soft sighs and lustful groans, while my erect cock nestled in the warm cleft of her buttocks.
"Now Mikey, please, now..." she begged me, and I was ready to impale her on me, but there was still one thing I wanted to do. Abi groaned in frustration as she felt me moving back away from her, but when I held her round, firm little cheeks apart and licked her perineum and teased her tight little anus with the tip of my tongue she jumped, then moaned happily, pushing her bottom against my face and probing tongue, obviously liking what I was doing. When I poked my tongue-tip a little further into her tight, taut ring, she groaned and shuddered, making me wonder if I was going to fuck her in there; it was just one more thing to think of among the cavalcade of profoundly lewd thoughts and feelings about her running through me as I held her and probed her most secret places, but overlaying all was the thought of just how much I wanted to fuck her and keep on fucking her.
When I pulled her close to me, my intention was to slowly tease and torture her, but when it came to it, I was too jacked-up to wait and just rammed into her as hard as I could, jamming my cock as deep inside her as I could get it. Abi writhed and bucked against me, chanting "Yess, yess, harder, harder, yess, yess...!" in time to my thrusts. Her pussy walls closed in around me, clasping me tightly, increasing the sensation for me as she more or less orgasmed continually as I pounded into her, the sight of her hot, springy little butt-cheeks bouncing and squashing against my belly as I humped into her seriously threatening to tip me over the edge.
When I slid my hands around her slender ribcage and cupped her soft, firm little tits, crowned with nipples like bullets, she went crazy, gasping my name incoherently, bucking back against me, sucking me in and clasping me tight with every thrust, and it was too much.
I came like a cannon-shot, my cock literally aching with the force of my ejaculation as I pumped one load after another deep into her, long, satisfying jets of spunk bursting out of me endlessly. My eyes bulged and my ears popped with the force of my release, and from somewhere far away I heard myself shouting, I don't know what, it may have been her name, but she was there too, calling my name in an endless litany as we pumped and strained against each other, drawing our hyper-charged sexual release out as long as we could.
Once more I slumped back onto the bed, tired beyond my ability to describe, dazed, and thoroughly confused by what had just happened; three times in a row, humping my sister savagely like a bull in heat; where had that come from? I had a blurred memory of her saying something about a charm, but dismissed it as a stress-fantasy while I lay back and listened to my hammering heart try and batter its way out of my rib-cage, memories of what we'd just done both warming and astonishing me. I looked up and watched Abigail slowly untying and folding the red rope, and winding the scarlet ribbon around her wrist. When she saw me looking at what she was doing, she winked sexily.
"Don't worry, Mihangel, the charm has dissipated; I don't think we'll want it again tonight."
She slid off the bed, and even in my shattered state I found time to appreciate just how sexy she was, how lithe and desirable her body was, and how much I'd enjoyed having my hands all over her as I'd licked, sucked, and fucked her. Abi leaned over me, tugging the bedclothes back up over me, patting them smooth, actually, for real, tucking me in, then she kissed me once more, her tongue inserting itself between my lips while she held my head, then she leaned back, smiled, and murmured:
"Cysgu ac yn gorffwys yn dda, Mihangel!" (Sleep and rest well, Michael!)
Her words hummed and resonated in my head even as she stroked her fingertip lightly across my forehead before I could jerk away from her, and, once again, the lights went out.
*
I woke in golden morning sunshine, a glorious autumn morning such as we hardly ever get in late October, and I was completely relaxed; in fact, I'd never felt so rested or at peace in my life, not since I was a small boy, at any rate. I yawned sleepily, trying to remember and make sense of the jumbled dream-memories, once more with Abi naked and delectable, but, strangely, for once there was no feeling of self-loathing, of shame and disgust at the almost routine sex-dream about my sister. Just as full awareness flooded back into me, a warm little hand crept around my waist. A soft murmuring sigh made me jerk around, and Holy God, there was Abi, in bed with me, fast asleep, and naked as a jaybird, her beautiful, shimmering blonde hair now a dense, almost non-reflective black curtain spread across the pillow.
I slid away from her with a strangled cry and her long, sooty lashes fluttered open
"Hellooo Mikey..." she yawned prettily before pulling the bedclothes back around her shoulders and huddling against me.
"Mmmm, you're nice and warm, Mike, warm me up, I'm cold!" she muttered, turning around and spooning into me, draping my arm around herself before sighing happily and burrowing back down against me.
I was so stunned I let her do it, too; I didn't know what to think, and having her nakedness pressed against me like that wasn't exactly helping me think straight, either. My mind was spinning with the thought, the awful possibility that, if she was here, naked, and not kicking-off, could it actually be that whatever I'd dreamed the previous night wasn't a dream at all? 'Holy Fuck, what the hell have we done?' was my knee-jerk reaction, because her, me, in bed, naked, no-one panicking or screaming for the police, could only mean something hugely fucked-up had happened here.
Abi must have felt the stiff outrage in me because she turned to face me, sliding her arm around my midriff and putting her warm little hand in the small of my back.
"Michael, relax, everything's OK, I told you that last night, calm down!"
But I couldn't calm down; dreams were one thing, but to act on them? No, fantasies should stay in the realm of fantasy, we shouldn't go around acting them out, that was...wrong...and dangerous...and...
Abigail pressed her cheek against my chest, hugging me one-handed, but I wasn't really paying attention to her I was too busy wondering if they still locked you up for doing what we'd done. So she sighed as she pushed me away and onto my back, muttering as she did so, and reared up over me, her sky-blue eyes glittering.
"Cofio eich teimladau, Michael, ac yn ymddiried!" (Remember your feelings, Michael, and trust them!) she murmured, her words softly resonant and clear as a bell in my mind, at the same time blowing a single, sweet-scented breath into my mouth and nose, and then memory came flooding back of the night's events, what I'd felt, what I'd seen of her, what the night of making love had meant to both of us, and with the return of memory came a rush of remembered love, tempered with a healthy dose of lust, too. Abi grinned sweetly, her hand still on my chest, but I made no effort to push her away, because a whole mixed bag of feelings and emotions were rushing and tumbling through me at the feel of her warm nakedness pressed against mine.
"Better now?" she asked, her voice soft and melodious, and when I nodded, she laid her head on my chest, her finger idly scrawling and twirling through the hairs on my chest.
"I didn't mean to scare you, Mikey, and I'd never hurt you, but I had to make you see what was right in front of you, my darling, my sweet Mikey. Are you mad at me for doing...what I did?"
I slid my arm under her and rubbed the small of her back, before grabbing and squeezing the pert little buttocks just a few inches lower. Abi grinned again at that, and wriggled a little closer so I could continue groping her firm, plush bottom and revel in the tight springiness of her sexy globes.
"No Abi, I'm not mad at you for what you did; I'm just very confused at just what exactly you did, and how you did it, because I have to tell you; even with the fact of how much I wanted to fuck you last night, and how we went at it, something I never thought I would ever get to do, and have certainly never done that way with anyone before, I still don't believe it. How can I, it's impossible, these things don't happen, they just don't!"
Abi grinned her secret little smile, and drummed her fingers on my belly.
"And yet here we are, and you know for a fact that we did what we did, that we went at it hammer and tongs because you wanted to and I wanted you to want me like that, and to do me like that."
I pulled her closer, enjoying the way the warm, plush cheeks of her bottom fitted exactly into my cupped hands.
"And that's the part that puzzles me, Abs; I mean, why me? There's a whole world of young, single, good-looking guys who want more than a one-night stand out there, you must meet them all the time at work, why not one of them, why your brother, of all people?"
Abi pulled my head closer and kissed me, a hot, sexy, 'let's do things' kind of kiss, but I wasn't going to be side-tracked, enjoyable as the kiss was (and why was there no sense of guilt, of distaste, even, that I was snogging my naked little sister so unashamedly? One more thing I needed to get to the bottom of).
Abi saw that I wasn't to be put off, so she pulled herself into the crook of my arm and settled the bedclothes around us.
"Mikey," she began, "this all started a long time ago, long before I knew what or who it was I wanted. There were dreams, little unexpected insights, times I knew I was right without knowing how I knew, times I knew what people were thinking, or what they were going to say, and as I got older, it got more frequent. I could hear you in my head, Mikey, I could hear you and I thought I was going mad, that something was wrong with me. Normal people can't do that, so maybe there was something wrong with me? I didn't know what to do, so I stayed away from people, because if I started hearing them too, what was I going to do? You were there all the time, Mikey, just under what I was thinking, always, all my thoughts and yours too running round and round in my head."
She blinked tears from her eyes, two silvery tracks glistening on her cheeks she made no effort to wipe away.
"Dad I couldn't hear at all unless he got really worked-up, or was deeply asleep, but you, Mikey, sometimes your thoughts were top of my mind and clear as a bell; that's how I knew what mum had done, even though first dad, then you made such an effort to keep it away from me, and how I knew how much you loved me, and how much you were worried about me."
She swiped her hand across her eyes, but when I looked into her eyes, she just smiled sweetly at me.
"I heard Dad in his sleep one night, dreaming about he and mum, back when he was happy, when you were still just a boy, and that's when I realised he knew; he'd known all along, but kept it to himself and did nothing because he'd loved mum so much."
I looked at her in puzzlement. What did he know, about what?
"What did Dad know, Abs; what are you talking about?"
Abigail peered up at me, her blue, china-doll's eyes large and liquid, glimmering with unshed tears.
"He knew, Mikey, he knew he wasn't my father, he'd always known, but he still..."
As she said it, it all suddenly made sense; I have light brown hair, like Dad's, and green-hazel eyes, like mum; Dad had brown hair and brown eyes, and mum had chestnut hair and green-hazel eyes; where else could Abi's corn-blonde hair and sapphire eyes have come from but from someone outside the family?
Abi stared at me, two big tears running down her cheeks.
"He knew, Mikey, but he only ever thought of me as his little girl; he wasn't my father, but he was my dad, and I loved him, and she broke his heart because he was too good for her. I know she's got another family now, I know where she is, and if I try, I even know what that bitch is thinking! How was that right, Mikey? Why could I do things like that? I can't even remember when I couldn't do that, and it scared me!"
She swallowed noisily, and I offered her a sip of mineral water from the bottle on the night-stand. Abi took a grateful swallow and handed the bottle back to me.
"Mikey, I spent so much time trying to work out how not to be whatever I was, to not have this thing, to make it go away, to just be ordinary me, and then I met a, a person who showed me what I am, and why I am what I am."
She paused, her eyes far away, obviously seeing something I couldn't. I waited, but she seemed lost in her thoughts, giving a little start when I softly cleared my throat.
"You were saying...?"
Abi shook her head, like she was trying to shake something loose, shuddered slightly, and curled back into me.
"I got interested in the whole 'occult' thing when I was still in school, you know, moons and stars and astral bodies and the like, I dunno, maybe I thought it would answer some of the questions I had. Anyway, I used to hang around those Tarot and divination-crystal shops in Bayswater Market and talk with the people running those places, hoping they knew something, but they didn't, they were just the last of the hippies, still trying to bring back the Sixties. Anyway, I was bunking off school and lurking in one of the stalls in Kensington High Street market one afternoon and I met this person, just by chance, or so I thought, we got talking, she introduced me to some of her friends, and before I knew it, they were my friends. We all liked and believed in the same things, so it was easy to fit in."
I was nodding slowly; now the pictures and selfies in her phone made sense; these were the people she was talking about, her friends who all liked the same thing. I had to know one thing though.
"Abs, these people, these friends of yours; can they do what you can do? Are they like you, whatever you mean by that?"
Abi shook her head.
"No, they just like the thought of it, you know, the look, being mysterious, and coming-on like they're all so Wicca and Pagan and privy to ancient knowledge and mysteries blah blah blah. Ginger was something else, entirely; I think she was like me when she was young, but she had a teacher to bring her along; she could hear me, Mikey, she knew about me, she always had, but she was waiting for me to discover for myself what I was, what I was going through, what I was trying to understand, and why I was so different. She knew what was going on inside me, because she'd been there herself. There are others like me, Mikey, I can feel some of them, but I don't know enough yet about what I am, and how far my abilities go, to be what they need; maybe one day, but not yet."
I grinned, and Abi cocked an eye at me, obviously wondering what I thought was so funny about it all.
"Sorry, sorry, I wasn't making fun of you, I just can't get my head around a sorceress named 'Ginger'..." I blustered, earning me a pursed-lips-and-raised-eyebrow look, something Abi only does when she's about to deliver the Five-Point Palm Exploding Heart death punch...
"It's not funny, and 'Ginger' is just her husband's nickname for her, and she's not a 'sorceress', whatever that is; she's a flawlessly beautiful, talented woman, she looks like a 50's Hollywood film star, she's a good, caring person, and she's powerful, so powerful it makes me deeply glad she's on my side; she's trying to show me how to avoid the traps people like me can fall into; I don't think that's in the least bit funny..."
I gestured for her to continue. I was fascinated to hear where she was going with this nonsense, for what else could it be?
"Ginger has been teaching me, almost four years now," she began, that annoyed line between her eyebrows still there. "She's been showing me, guiding me, protecting me, ever since I was in school, teaching me what I can do, what I should be trying to do, and what I mustn't do; there's no such thing as 'black magic' or anything like that, but some of what I've learned can be extremely dangerous to me and others around me if I don't know what I'm doing or how to control it; that's what I've been learning, that's what this whole thing has been about."
All this talk of impossibilities was unthreading my head; despite what had gone before my innate scepticism must have shown through, because Abigail went to touch me between the eyes and I hurriedly ducked away, remembering what had happened last time, and she smiled sweetly at me.
"I thought you didn't believe in all this, Mikey? If it's all just me being gullible little Abi and losing her mind, then answer me one thing."
She cupped her hand, and said a single word I didn't catch, but which rang like a softly-struck bell, and a pale blue flame shot through with minute golden motes and flecks suddenly danced and flickered on her palm.



"Why can I do magic...?"
*
I was seriously freaked; Abi had gone to have a quick shower and make us some breakfast, and I was alone with my thoughts, none of them particularly comfortable. I'd spent the night under some kind of compulsion to just bang the shit out of her, which apparently had been the whole point, but she hadn't drugged or hypnotised me, oh no. If she had, at least it would have been in the normal range of human activities; coercive and wrong, probably, but human-normal, or rather, abnormal, but still just human. According to her, she could do magic, she was some kind of witch, and when, in my simple-minded refusal to see what was right in front of me I'd doubted her, she'd shown me how real it was, just a simple demonstration, and it had scared the shit out of me.
Still thinking uncomfortable thoughts about witches, pentagrams, magic, demons, succubi, broomsticks, pointy hats, the whole Hallowe'en hologram we all carry around in our heads, I sat up when she came back into the bedroom carrying a tray with two steaming mugs of coffee and a pile of brioche toast. She was still naked, just a wispy unbelted little robe around her shoulders, but no less alluring. Despite my current state of inner freak-out, at the sight of her, with her slender waist and pert little breasts and pink areoles, her juicy, globular little buttocks bobbing with every move she made, and long shapely legs with her hairless labia just visible at the juncture of her thighs, I found myself thinking that perhaps all of that spooky stuff didn't matter, because she was still a true hottie, and I found myself still wanting her anyway, in the worst possible way.
Abi put the tray down on the dresser and smiled at me, her expression telling me she knew exactly what was going on in my head.
"Seen enough yet, Pop-eyes?" she teased, dropping her robe and doing a little bump and grind that made everything quiver all at once, and suddenly Hallowe'en horror tropes didn't matter; witch, smitch, who gives a shit, she was lovely, hot, and very sexy. She'd gone out of her way to get me into bed, and had given me an experience I still couldn't believe, and suddenly all that stuff I'd been chewing over didn't matter at all.
I was still trying to assemble a witty, suave, reply when she slid into bed next to me, her skin cool and silky, and huddled against me with her arm around my waist.
"Mmmm, you're so nice and warm, warm me up, Mikey, it's a cold day!" she grinned, wriggling against me, seriously taking my mind off the delicious smells coming from the breakfast tray. My hands found her sexy little bum all by themselves and squeezed and kneaded those firm little treats while I tease-kissed her, pecking her lips and pulling away each time she tried to take it further. Abi thumped me on the chest and pouted.
"Don't do that, I'm trying to kiss you, you idiot!" she complained, so I kissed her properly, and she slid her arms around my neck and kissed me right back. After what seemed like forever, I surfaced to catch my breath and smile at my beautiful, sexy, magical little sister.
"So, are you OK now, Mikey? Now that all this has happened, after what we've done, I can feel you in my mind all the time; you don't feel scared anymore..."
I thought for a second and realised she was right, but maybe I was still a little apprehensive; after all, how many guys get to have a sexy, mind-reading witch naked in bed with them? Abi's expression told she could hear my musings quite clearly, because she kissed me once, gently, to let me know she understood.
"Let's do this, Mikey; I promise I won't listen to anything you don't want me to hear, I can do that quite easily now I've been shown how, and it will always be that way with you; your privacy should be yours, and I don't want you always guarding your thoughts around me, that's not fair to either of us, so how about this; I'll lock you out until you want to let me back in, how about that?"
I nodded; that seemed fair.
"You can really do that?? And Abi grinned that sweet, 'little-girl' grin of hers.
" 'course I can, Michael; I'm a witch, remember?"
*
We ate our snack in bed, because it was cosy and warm, and it was Saturday, so neither of us had anything we had to do or places we had to go. It felt so good to huddle in a warm bed with a warm body next to me, something that hardly ever happened to me, and I mentioned as much to Abi, who suddenly looked just the teeniest bit guilty.
"What, what did miss?" I kidded, and she looked even more uncomfortable.
"Mikey, if I tell you something, will you promise not to be angry?"
I seriously doubted I could ever be angry with her, she'd meant too much to me for far too long for me to get mad at her, and she picked up on that, brightening up immediately.
"What did you do, Abi, was it something...you know...who-oo?" I made a finger-waggling gesture meant to convey something magical, and she bit her lip, looking furtive and guilty.
"Alright, Abs, what did you do?" I sighed, and she flushed.
"OK Mikey, the truth. All those dates you've been on, remember, all those girls who ghosted you, or blew you off, or stood you up? It's possible I might have, maybe, possibly, could have had something to do with that...so...umm...sorry?"
I stared at her in confusion.
"What are you yakking on about now, Abs? Why would you do that to me? I mean..."
Abi hugged my waist, pulling herself even closer to me.
"Remember all those dreams you had? All those...naughty dreams, you know what I mean, Mikey, don't make out you don't know!"
I was open-mouthed; how in the holy fuck could she possibly know that, I wondered, forgetting completely she'd already told me she could literally hear my thoughts.
"It was me Mikey; I told you last night, the 'night-sendings', remember? I can control what I dream, and share my dreams, too, Ginger taught me how, so I shared them with you; all that stuff we did in your dreams was me trying to show you how much I wanted you, and what you could have; I was trying to get you to understand you could have me, not those cheap tarts and brainless scrubbers, if you just paid attention!"
I was astounded; all that stuff, all that...explicit porn-o-rama I'd been seeing night after night, was her? And where did my lack of dating success come into it, I needed to know, so I asked her.
"Mike, I didn't do anything nasty or wicked; Wicca doesn't work that way, it's neither 'good' nor 'evil', it just is, and the intent of the practitioner dictates the outcome; there's no 'spells' or enchantments, no black magic incantations, but I can cast a very effective geas, a sort of subtle prohibition, around you; it's really meant to be used as a psychic protection, a kind of shield to keep you away from things that might harm you, but it works just as well to keep things away from you, like...y'know, people, maybe and all those girls you dated came under its influence, and got a strong 'keep away' vibe; they didn't know why, they just suddenly realised there was nothing between you, so they kind of forgot all about you..."
I was not happy at all about what she'd done, but nonetheless I was fascinated that she could do something like that, and a little intrigued that she thought enough of me to go to those lengths; a psychic 'No Trespassing' sign, what fun! She perked up a little, obviously feeling the tenor of my thoughts, and smiled winsomely at me, her one sure way of backing me down.
"Abigail Weddon, you can't go around compelling people to do what you want; whatever it is you've got, I don't think it's supposed to be used to mash-up people's love-lives; take the higher ground and fight fair, kiddo, then when you win you know it's for real! How could you even do that, anyway?"
Abi looked closely at me, then nodded slightly, like she'd come to a decision.
"I just needed a few things of yours, nothing important, but they had to be close to you, or part of you. It's a bit like the Lover's Knot I gave you last night; just a simple piece of sympathetic magic, but this time using the Law of Contagion; anything that was once part of you will always be part of you, no matter where it is, and will continue to interact with you, and sometimes, depending on how much the object means to you, or how deeply connected to it you are, it can be used to exert a very powerful influence over you; I could always feel you in my mind, but when I had your locket, your key-ring, and some of your hair, things that were all intimately part of you, that was all I needed to guide me straight into your dreams and plant a few ideas, and set the geas around you. Simple, when you know how. And by the way, that's also one of the reasons people in olden days burned their hair and nail-clippings, and only spat in running water, just in case someone like me, but with mischief on their mind, got their hands on a piece of them; 'magic' is impersonal, it's the intent that determines the outcome, and you don't have to be in love with someone to cast a geas over them."
I stared at her in awe; my shy, meek, reclusive little sister really could do magic, and she was so matter-of-fact about it, too, like it was nothing out of the ordinary. Another part of me had an entirely different take altogether on what she could do; this had to stop, I had to make her see that she couldn't just play with people the way she had, it was indefensible.
"Even so Abs, you were wrong, you can't go around doing things like that; things have to happen the way they're supposed to happen, you can't just wiggle your fingers or twitch your nose and get your own way, it's wrong."
Abi pouted stubbornly and stroked my belly with her warm little hand before moving it lower to palm and gently tease my stirring cock.
"I don't care; this one time the end justified the means, Mikey; you're supposed to be with me, and I won't let anyone else have you; you're mine, understand?"
Her nearness, her skin against mine, the scent of her, of fragrant coffee, sweet shampoo and shower soap, and warm, clean skin was playing hob with my system, and she knew it, grinning happily as she fisted my rapidly engorging cock.
"Last night was to show you what and who you are to me, but I won't use any more charms, runes, compulsions, or tricks, Mikey; what has happened has made us one now, and we'll take it from there. If you don't want to go down this road then don't; I can't force you, not with all the tricks and glamours in the world, to go against your own heart if that is really not what you want; all I can do is open you up to what was always there, and that's all I did, but I need you to know one thing; I love you Michael Weddon, I always have, and I always will, you are the reason my world keeps turning, the centre of my being, and the keeper of my heart. There will never be anyone else for me."
As she spoke, I understood deep down inside (and I was sure, just don't ask me how I knew) that she really was what I wanted; we'd been so close for so long, my instincts were all tuned to how Abi was, how she felt, her moods and humours, if she was happy, sad, angry, lonely, and somehow I'd always known just what to do to make her feel right again, without ever stopping to wonder how I knew.
Overlaying all of that, though, was the much more recent understanding of how things had changed, and how they were between us now; the things we'd done, the places she'd taken me to, the inner Abigail she'd revealed to me, all were part of this new kind of love I felt for her. She'd always be my little sister, but now I wanted her in an entirely different way, as a woman, my woman, and, to my surprise, none of my former feelings of self-loathing and disgust reared-up inside me at the thought. Now, when I thought of her, I just saw the beautiful, hot, sexy little pixie who wanted me the way I wanted her.
I turned to her to tell her all this, but then she was in my arms, her skin hot against mine as I crushed her to me, our lips sealed together while our tongues fenced wildly. Abi squirmed on top of me, her arms around my neck even as I clamped hold of her juicy little buttocks, squeezing and pulling them apart, making her gasp and giggle as we kissed.
"Michael..." she whispered, sliding down to take hold of my swollen cock and, with a wicked little smile, slide her lips over the bulbous head, while fireworks went off in my head at the feel of the wet heat of her mouth against my glans.
"Abi...up here..." I managed to gasp, and she understood, leaving her suckling of me to sit up and throw her leg over my waist, with her back to me. I pulled her towards me by her hips until her neat little pussy, waxed smooth and glistening, was right above my mouth, and licked her labia.
Abi stiffened, a low moan coming from her, and then she leaned down and once more took me in her mouth, sucking me like a voracious vacuum-cleaner while I licked and probed her juicy muff with my tongue. Abi ground her pussy against my face, bearing down on my mouth while she sucked my cock and played with my balls, filling my world with the soft, earthy, spicy scent of her arousal, and when I rasped her stiff little bead with the flat of my tongue she froze, gasping around my cock as she came in a flood of sweet, tangy juices glazing my lips with her spicy, salty fragrance.
She continued sucking and fondling me, taking me closer and closer with each passing second; the scent and taste of her, the feel of her taut, quivering, round little bum-cheeks in my hands, holding them apart so I could explore her secrets with my tongue, and her crinkled little anus winking at me as she worked me up, and herself too, were almost more than I could bear; I was desperately trying to hold back, to prolong the whole delicious experience, but when I jammed my tongue deep into her anus she came like a thunderbolt, screaming with the force of her climax.
That did it for me, and I came, too, with a loud groan, long jets of spunk squirting endlessly into her hot, sucking mouth, bathing me in the sweet agony of release, filling her belly and draining me completely.
Abi slumped down across my belly and thighs, her beautiful, scenic pussy and tight little anus not six inches from my face, quivering and twitching adorably in the aftermath of her massive climax, while she licked the last traces of spunk dribbling from my shrinking cock. After a minute or so of waiting for my galloping heart to calm down, I patted her bottom, giving the beautiful cheeks a quick squeeze in passing as well, appreciating the barest ripple of the taut flesh of her muscular little bubble-butt, and she sighed, sitting up on me with an obvious effort. I pulled her down next to me, smiling at her sleepy, sexy little 'just-fucked' smile and drowsy eyes, and a wave of lust and longing swept over me all over again.
Just holding her naked against me was an incitement to riot, an invitation to do things, nasty, dirty, sexy things, and she knew it, too, judging from the look she gave me, so I kissed her, uncaring that she'd just sucked my cock and swallowed a barrage of my spunk, and she kissed me back just as eagerly, grinding her pussy into me, turning a 'thank-you' kiss into something hot and erotic. I was physically unable to do anything about it, not after such a massive climax, but God, I wanted her so badly!
I had to content myself with playing with her spectacular little bottom, my hands roaming over her, jiggling and squeezing those delightfully firm globes and slipping my fingertip into her tight little pucker while she kissed and ground against me, wriggling her hot body against me like a sex-starved eel. I knew she was just playing now, she knew just how beat I was, she was just being mischievous, but I eventually managed to pin her down so I could talk to her, tired as I was.
"Abi..." I began, but she grinned and touched her finger to my forehead before I could jerk away, and that's all I remember, until I woke up, completely refreshed, almost five hours later by my watch.
*
My eyes opened to find Abi sitting up next to me on the bed, her legs crossed, wearing that filmy robe, again open at the front so I could see her lovely little breasts and flat tummy.
"Hello Mister Sleepy, have a nice rest?" she teased, and I had to grin at her whimsical tone. Looking at her I was once more enthralled and completely captivated; her milk-pale, flawless skin, her pink nipples, her startling blue eyes and calmly beautiful, heart-shaped little face, all were eminently worth looking at, and I drank her in, examining her every feature.
Abi squirmed under my scrutiny, her skin gradually flushing as I stared at her in silence, completely enchanted with her allure, her slender, coltish, gamin beauty, and the innocent sexuality radiating from her.
"What, Mikey, what are you staring at?" she finally blurted out, and I pulled her down next to me, kissing her while my hands slid under her robe and roamed over her naked body, reacquainting themselves with the smooth, silky feel of her warm, skin. I'd awakened with a thundering erection and the feel of her against me as we kissed was almost too much to bear; I wanted her there and then, but Abi had other ideas, laughingly breaking away from me and covering herself with her robe in a charming display of instinctive modesty.
"Not yet, Mike. You need to eat something, hun; you haven't had anything to eat since dinner on Thursday, you must be starving!"
As she said it, I realised just how ravenous I was, and Abi nodded.
"Let's get some food inside you. You look like you could eat a horse and chase the rider, so how does an inch-thick steak, medium rare, with button mushrooms fried in butter, German fried potatoes, and a green salad, with a steamed jam sponge with custard to follow sound to you?"
I loved the idea, it felt like the perfect meal for me, and Abi grinned and tapped the end of my nose lightly.
"Get dressed and come downstairs, dinner's ready. Eat well, Mikey, you're going to need your strength, I promise you! I've been busy, you know, while you were snoring like a buzz-saw; I did some shopping, I got some treats for us, and a few bottles of wine, too. Tonight's a special night, it's a very special day for me and others like me, and I'm so happy you're here to celebrate it with me. There is a certain ritual I need you to help me with, but I think you'll enjoy it very much. It's supposed to be performed by celebrants who love each other, and I love you very much."
She cocked her head, like she was waiting for something, and I suddenly twigged what I was supposed to say.
"And I love you too!" I blurted out, earning me a sunny smile, and that sexy little lip-biting grin of hers.
"It's a very...special, very...personal ritual, Mikey, it's to do with you and I, what we are and where we're going; it means a lot, more than I can say, but when we're done, you'll understand completely, I promise. Cheer up, Mikey, it's going to be great fun for you, honest! Now get some clothes on, dinner's ready!"
*
Dinner was everything she promised, and more; I don't think I've ever had a better or more delicious meal; the old saying about hunger being the best sauce was never more true, I think, made doubly delicious by the sight of my sexy little sister in a long shirt (one of my old uni rugby-shirts, actually) and tight little panties watching me eat and heaping more on my plate every time I paused. Hungry as I was, though, I had to pause every so often just so I could ogle her; the two little points of her nipples clearly visible, poking out the front of the sexy shirt (at least, she made it sexy; on me, not so much...), the glimpses of her brief, clingy panties moulding to and graphically outlining the sexy camel-toe of her labia, and her long, rounded, flawless thighs and perfectly turned calves were a major distraction from the fabulous meal she'd made for me.



Finally though, I finished that perfect meal, and laid down my silverware with a regretful sigh; it had been so good I'd virtually licked the plate to get the last little crumbs but at last I was full, satisfied in a way I'd seldom felt before, the fires finally stoked and banked. Abi watched me all the while, her sweet, devastatingly sexy little lip-biting smile making me think about other appetites, other fires that were now burning hotter.
Abi seemed to get where my thoughts were going, because she smiled that pixie smile of hers and offered me her hand, leading me away from the table and sitting me down on the couch in front of the fire, where she immediately climbed into my lap, sitting astride me with her hands on my shoulders. This left my hands free to grope and squeeze her marvellous little bottom all over again, loving the feel of the warm, firm flesh in my clutching hands. As I squeezed and massaged the firm globes of her bottom, she began slowly grinding against me, licking her red lips and teasingly pulling back every time I tried to kiss her.
I loved this game. Abi weighed nothing at all, and her grinding and writhing against me meant I now had a very respectable hard-on, which she could feel, too, judging by the little gasping whisper she made every time the damp crotch of her panties rubbed along it. My hands slid up to hold her slender waist and pull her into me, and finally our lips met, crushing together as we kissed wildly, tongues lashing and fencing as we kissed madly, hotly, like possessed wild things.
My cock was in an agony of need; her wriggling around on me had elevated my arousal up to near fever-pitch, and with my hands firmly clamped around her tight little bum, holding her hard against me as she ground and rubbed herself on me, I was primed and ready to ram home and just ravage the living shit out of her. Abi obviously had other ideas. She slipped off my lap and stood grinning at me before licking her fingertip and slowly rubbing and teasing her lower lip with it, which just about popped my cork, because it was the sexiest thing I'd ever seen.
"Wait, Mikey," she smiled, after a few seconds of teasing me with that suggestive fingertip and pouting lip, "it gets better. I have something for you; don't go away!"
With that, she turned and flitted noiselessly from the room, leaving me in an agony of arousal, but unable to follow her and follow through; she'd said 'wait', so I did, and strangely, it didn't even occur to me to disobey her...
She was only gone for a few dozen seconds, although it felt like forever, but when she returned, she'd changed out of her (my!) shirt, and was now dressed in a brief, gauzy shift, a gossamer thing that looked like frozen moon-beams that didn't conceal very much at all; quite the opposite, in fact; now she looked even more naked than if she'd been fully nude. She was a breathtaking sight and my need for her skyrocketed all over again. She was carrying a small white ceramic pot, and I caught a faint, floral scent from it. Abi leaned down and kissed me on the forehead, then once more climbed astride me, grinning sweetly and kissing me lightly on the lips before rubbing noses with me, an act I found almost unbearably sexy.
"Michael, this is a...potion, if you like. Actually it's an unguent, made of flowers and various herbs, and it has a particular effect; don't worry, it's not going to hurt you, but it will...show you the way, and make things clear; all I ask is that you trust me. Do you trust me?"
Of course I trusted her, so I nodded, but I was still a little apprehensive.
"What's in it, Abs?"
Abi's beautiful lips curved in a mischievous smile.
"You know, Mikey...things, special things..."
"Like what?" I asked, "Eye of newt and toe of frog? C'mon Abs, share!"
Abi got that little line between her eyes she gets when she's annoyed.
"Michael Weddon, are you going to take this seriously, or what?"
I grinned at her, almost baiting her, trying to get a rise out of her.
"What are you going to do if I don't, Abi, my precious little witchling, turn me into a frog?"
Abi smiled, and for a split second her eyes flashed hot and golden.
"Don't be silly, Mikey, I can't do that," she smiled, and I grinned back.
"But, I CAN make you think you're a frog, though; that's so much more fun for me, sweetie..."
She smiled wickedly, her eyes flaring golden, and I gulped, suddenly remembering what I'd seen her do earlier.
Abigail smiled at my expression. She took my hand, kissing my palm and putting it over her heart for a second.
"I would never do that to you, my darling. Just trust me, okay? I would never harm you, my precious heart."
I nodded, and Abi smiled and showed me the pot of ointment, and once again I caught the scent of flowers, honey, and something else, something I couldn't identify. I looked questioningly at her, and she smiled reassuringly.
"This is something to help you see who I really am, Mikey, and who you are, too. It won't hurt you, I would never let anything or anyone hurt you, so just trust me when I say that after tonight you won't have any questions, because you'll know why you're here, and why we've done this. I love you, Mikey."
"And I love you too, Abigail, but I still want to know what that is."
Abi's lips quirked at the corners as she bit her lip, then blew once, gently, into the pot, and it began to glow, a soft pinkish light spilling between her fingers and making shadows dance on her perfect face. She took a small square of cloth, folded it to a point, and dipped it in the substance in the glowing jar, carefully not touching it with her bare skin.
"There's nothing harmful or narcotic here, Mikey, it's just a salve made of Sun-Opener flowers, Salvia, Blue Morning Glory, and Blue Lotus, ground poppy seeds, a little Menuka honey, and now a teensy little bit of me, nothing at all dangerous. Relax, you'll be fine..."
With that, she once more sat astride me, kissing me gently before massaging a small amount of the ointment into the base of my throat with the cloth, and dabbing a tiny amount on the tip of my tongue, which seemed to be absorbed directly into my tongue before I could do more than taste it, before wiping my throat clean with the cloth.
"It will take a few moments to work, Mikey, just lie back and wait, you'll know when it's begun working."
Abigail put the pot of ointment down and hugged herself against me, filling my nose with the sweet, fruity-floral scent of her hair as she rested her head against my chest. At first, I wondered what this whole rigmarole was supposed to accomplish, but then I noticed every light in the room was ringed with a faint halo, and every detail of the room was pin-sharp, like each one had been newly-drawn. Abi's heartbeat against mine echoed through me, and the scent of her, of her hair, her skin, filled my world and dazzled my brain.
I realised I was completely relaxed, no more apprehension, no cares in the world. All that I wanted in this world was here, in my lap, hugging me. Now I understood what Abi had been doing, what she really meant to me, why I wanted her, and how we were going to be from that moment on; my heart seemed to sing and beat in perfect sync with hers, one heart beating in both of us, and I knew beyond all shadow of a doubt that this was how it was always going to be. Somehow the salve she had anointed me with had released my thoughts and feelings, and now I could feel her, the real her, that she had kept only for me.
Abi looked up at me and I was quite amazed at how deep and pellucid her eyes were, calm and love radiating from her and baking through me, filling me with her.
"Good, Mihangel, finally you see, and now you know, so there remains only one more thing to do..." she smiled.
Standing up, she began unbuttoning my shirt, tugging it off me and then unbuckling my belt and undoing my trousers. I stepped out of my trousers and watched in detached arousal as she tugged my shorts down, leaving me standing naked in her parlour. I was in a rush to see her truly naked again, so I took hold of the hem of her shift and tugged it up and over her head. I kissed her as I slid my hands into her panties, lifting, kneading, and squeezing her delectable buttocks. I regretfully let go of her bottom so I could slide her panties off her. Now she was beautifully naked, her small breasts and stiff nipples a clarion-call invitation to me to suck and bite and tease those beautiful nipples and to fondle her breasts and taut little buttocks, and to fuck her as hard as I could, for as long as I could.
Abi smiled at my straining erection, at my look of agonised lust, and spread her arms wide, chanting:
"Ysbrydion tywyllwch, ysbrydion golau, darianwch y blaendal hwn!!"(Spirits of darkness, Spirits of light, ward this place!)
Her words spun and resonated through my mind as she spoke, the meaning of what she said clear and apparent, although the word-sounds meant nothing, but I felt the room change, a sense of enclosure and a feeling of being totally safe and protected suffused me, as once again that eldritch light, that tantalising foxfire seen only with the corner of the eye sprang up around us, not properly seen, yet sensed as a misty, pale brilliance surrounding and arching over us, completely enclosing us in a barely visible dome of gold-tinged blue radiance.
Before I could say anything further, Abi picked up a beaten metal platter I hadn't noticed before, piled with golden ears of corn and flat wheaten cakes that smelled like honey, and handed it to me. At the same time, she picked up a metal goblet, twin to the platter, and passed her hand over it. The contents of the goblet glowed with that same dancing blue radiance that surrounded us and I watched in uncomprehending silence as she walked across the area bounded by the almost unseen wall of light, stopping at the north side, where she bowed, then offered the goblet to the light, and took a sip of its glowing contents. She repeated this on the south side; pause, bow, raise the goblet, and sip, then at the east, and finally at the west, before returning to stand before me. Abigail looked up at me, her eyes moon-silver in the eerie radiance of the warded circle, and slowly poured the last of the contents of the goblet on the ears of corn and flat loaves of honey-bread, which immediately began to pulse and glow a soft, muted, golden-blue .
"A libation for the Mother, whose bounty and blessings we celebrate this special night" she murmured, before turning away from me to stand in the exact centre of the warded circle. She raised her arms to shoulder height, her hands held palm-up and her head thrown back as she turned a complete circle, chanting:
"Gwarchodwyr y Gogledd, y De, y Dwyrain a'r Gorllewin, ein hamddiffyn nawr!" (Guardians of the North, the South, the East, and the West, ward us now!)
The misty dome of barely seen light suddenly flared into bright visibility, almost dazzling in its intensity, enclosing us in a globe of golden-blue brilliance.
Abi looked at me as I gaped in astonishment, chewing her lip in that sexy, adorable way she had, and touched her fingertip playfully to my lip.
"Tonight is a special night, my Mihangel," she intoned, her voice echoing slightly in the enclosed dome of light. "The fulfilment of the rite opens our minds and hearts to each other, and so I've called down the wards to protect us while we are vulnerable; no harm can come to us here, in this special place, no malign influences can affect us now, no dark spirit or evil intent abroad this night of all nights can thwart us; you're safe, we are safe in the arms and mind of The Mother, and so we should complete what this night demands of us."
With that, she set down the plate from my unresisting hands, and once again took hold of me, her warm hand encircling me. Abi looked into my eyes and grinned mischievously.
"Somehow, I don't think we'll need the charm of the knots again, not now, Mikey..." and she dropped to her knees, fondling and squeezing my swollen cock and heavy balls, slowly fisting me, taking me to the peak of arousal before sliding her red, swollen lips over the end, making me gasp with lust and need.
Abi sucked and teased, drawing my pleasure out and backing me off when I got too excited, wetting me thoroughly, tuning me up to an almost impossible pitch, before finally sliding her mouth off me with an audible 'pop'.
"Sit, Mikey. I have something for you, this is the last piece of what we do here, this is the final part of this act of joining, why we've done this on this one special night. Believe me; this will make everything worthwhile. I love you, my Mihangel!"
I sat down again, and once more Abi slid astride me, kissing me madly as she ground and sawed her pussy against my swollen, aching cock. I tried to lift her, to ram myself inside her once more, but she shook her head.
"No, Michael, this time it's different. Be patient with me, and understand why we're doing this."
Abi held me tightly, rubbing the head of my cock against her wet and slippery pussy, coating me with her juices, and then, with a look of intense concentration on her face, sank down slowly on me. I gasped at the sensation: she was so hot and tight, velvety warmth clasping me so tightly, and then I realised where she had put me, what she was doing.
I was stunned that I was doing this, with her, something I had only ever seen fleetingly and never, ever imagined I would ever do myself, not least with her, of all people. The feeling was incredible, so different from anything I had ever done before, and Abi was no less affected, with the tendons in her neck stretched tight as bow-strings and her thighs locked against mine as she slowly, slowly impaled herself on me, biting her lip with the effort of taking my fat cock so deep into her tight little anus.
Abi sank down on me slowly, slowly, muttering "oh...oh...ohhh!" under her breath until she was once more sitting astride me, my entire length shoved deep inside her tightest orifice, her chest heaving and her eyes squeezed tightly shut. I shifted position slightly, and her eyes snapped open.
"Oh God, Mikey, stay still...please...don't...don't move, just a minute, please..." she moaned, so I stayed stock still, which was almost impossible, the way my cock felt, jammed as it was into such a tight, hot embrace. I wanted to bounce her on my cock, to jam myself deep into her tight little anus again and again, to fuck her like she'd never been fucked before, but that wasn't what she wanted, so I waited, while my body pleaded and begged with every tingling nerve-ending to just sate myself in her and fill her in this special, taboo, sexy way.
Abi's breathing gradually slowed and she began to squirm slightly on top of me. I nearly went off like the town fire-siren. It felt incredible, and when she began slowly pumping herself on me, I had to grit my teeth and squeeze my eyes shut, because if I'd let anything intrude in my head I would have shot my wad there and then, and even good ole, non-perceptive Mikey knew that wasn't what she wanted, I could feel it in every fibre of me.
Abi smiled at me, that strained, pained look gone, and now she gave me her sexy little lip-biting grin, one of the few things she knows I can't resist and have no defences against.
"Are you ready, Mikey?" she breathed, and all I could do was nod. Abi leaned forward slightly and rested her hands on my stomach.
"Oooh, been working out, Mr. Muscles?" she grinned, massaging my abs with her thumbs. "You're in such good shape, Mikey; good, you're going to need it!"
She grinned when I squeezed her firm little buns and wriggled, making me gasp, then leaned forward to look into my eyes.
"For us, Mikey, my own sweet boy, for you and me always!"
She began slowly rising and falling on me, pumping herself on my cock buried deep in her tightest hole, her breathing a barely heard litany of "oh...yesss...ohhh...ohhh..." in time to her slipping up and down on me. I was barely holding it together; the feel of her, of the warm, velvety tightness enfolding me, her thighs and sexy little bottom flexing in my eager hands as she slid up and slammed down on my cock endlessly, pumping me into herself with every stroke was almost more than human flesh could withstand.
I looked away, unable to look at her because I was sure I'd lose it if I did, and I will swear to this day I saw four pale, shadowy figures ringing the dome of light, misty and indistinct, yet clearly perceived: the first, a tall, naked, muscular male figure, with the magnificent, branching antlers of a 12-point buck, accompanied by a hint of musk, the echo of stags bugling, the scent of the herd on a frosted morning, the sense of hooves skittering on leaf-mould in the forest, and the clamour of the hunt; then came a gaunt, muscled figure, again drawn in misty shades, almost invisible, yet clearly delineated, bearded, in a leather apron, surrounded by the sense of iron and the smell of the forge, the belling of iron on iron, the clash of swords, and the ringing of hammers, and yet another figure, female, this time, pale and misty, bringing with her the scent of the sea, and the sound of waves, her presence invoking the feel of the moon and the running of the silver tide. The last figure was what looked like a veiled woman, her features in shade whichever way she turned, in one hand a sheaf of corn, and in the other a flint sickle, black and gleaming, and with her came the scent of summer fields and the feel of apple orchards heavy with fruit, the tang of cider, and the rich barm of the new malting, the crackling of the Yule fires, and the heat of the hearth-fire.
Abi looked where I was looking and smiled, obviously seeing what I was seeing, but seeming to accept the images without question even as her breathing got louder, wilder. Her body glistened in the eerie light of the dome covering us, and the scent of her excitement filled my world and drove me mad with lust for her. As she pumped against me, so I rammed into her; faster and harder we pumped each other, until she suddenly stiffened, her breasts quivering, and her head thrown back, as she came hard on me, a flood of her fragrant juices bathing me in warmth.
Abi screamed, then, and raked her hands through her long black hair, and as her fingers combed upwards through her hair and flung it upwards, so the black dye dissipated and vanished in a mist around her, and now she was golden corn-blonde once more, my little golden pixie returned. That was too much for me; the sight of her quivering atop me, the squeezing of her anal tube around my engorged cock like a velvet-lined vice was the final straw, and I came like a gunshot, my cock swelling and jamming inside that constriction as I fired bolt after bolt of spunk deep into the heart of her.
Abigail squealed at the feel of me unloading so copiously inside her, setting her off again, and so we shuddered and quivered together, caught in the throes of our gigantic mutual climax as waves of pleasure crashed through us. I had never come so hard or so much in my entire life. I felt like a large part of me had passed to her, locking us together forever. Abi seemed to feel the same; her kisses were almost wild in their intensity even as she gasped and shuddered with me as orgasm took us both to places we'd never imagined before.
As she slumped down against me, her eyes locked with mine, twin sapphires holding my gaze as she smiled tiredly.
"Now we are joined, my darling Mihangel, now this night is complete!"
*
I awoke with a start, with Abi still slumped on me, and my cock still jammed tightly in her anus. She weighed nothing, and it was a pleasure to hold her petite body against me, to squeeze and mould and tease her firm little buttocks, and savour the warm silky smoothness of her skin. Abi stirred at my touch, and looked up at me, her eyes a bright, liquid violet-tinged blue, luminous and mysterious, and so, so beautiful. I stared at this beautiful, sexy little sprite in my arms, golden as summer cornfields, and beautiful as the day is long, saying nothing, just drinking her in.



Abi giggled at my scrutiny, a clear, sweet laugh, soft and gentle as summer rain, with a quality I'd never heard before, an echo that rang softly in my mind. Abi smiled at me again, and once again that clear, sweet laughter echoed through my head, and it took me a couple of seconds to realise she was smiling but I could hear her laughing.
"Abi, what...?" I began, but her fingertip on my lip quelled me, then her voice rang, softly, but so clearly, in my mind.
"Mikey, my Mihangel, this is what I was doing all along, this was what everything was for this night; yes, you can hear me, and I can hear you, more clearly than ever before; this is our destiny, this is why I can do what I do, and now you'll share it with me. From now on, no matter where you are in the world, or how long you'll be gone, you and I will always be more closely together than two lovers in the same bed; you are part of me, and I'm part of you, now. This is the magic this night gives, this one night of the year, if you know how to harness it."
"How...what...why tonight, what's special about tonight?" I managed, still enthralled by hearing and feeling her inside my mind, the caress of her mind against mine more thrilling and intimate than the most passionate kiss.
Abi giggled again, her laughter tinkling like fairy bells in the recesses of my mind, but when she spoke, her voice was mature, stately, magical.
"This is the night of Hallowmas, Mihangel, the Samhain, the Eve of All Hallows, and the turning of the year, when all protections are at their lowest ebb, and the dark and the light are completely in balance; this is the night when choices are made, where the smallest thing will tip the balance; a wish, an unspoken hope, a careless thought, a cry for vengeance, a prayer for protection, all these and more, are part of this night and have power this night. The choices you made tonight, that we made together, these have set our feet on our path. You are part of me, now, in a way you never were before; all my power, and those of the others like me, will be solely for the protection and preservation of what we have made this night. I love you, my Mihangel, and all I am will be all for you, for all of time."
This was a new Abi entirely, one I liked even more than I'd liked as my little sister, a woman who knew who and what she was, whose skin fitted her the way it should, and whose powers were hers inborn. She'd enchanted me, but only because I'd let her, because deep down I'd wanted her to, and so she'd taken me and shown me who I was, and were we stood. I was still curious about where she'd learned all this, and she smiled her pixie smile and rubbed noses with me.
"Mikey, this goes far and far back, how far back no-one knows, but I do know one thing; this has been passed from teacher to teacher through the ages; Ginger taught me, and one day I know I will teach it to my own pupil, and so the chain will remain unbroken. This time of year, this night, this is when the walls between the worlds are worn thin, where the world is vulnerable and anything could come through from the outer dark to plague the world, the night when the long dead and the never-born will seek to make this world theirs, so this is how the ancestor-people in the far deeps of time, in the time of the great ice and before, marked their year; they joined with their loved ones, and banded together to defend against the darkness, and they made a world where their children, and their children's children, and ultimately the unbroken chain that leads to all of us today, could be safe from the things that live in the outer dark. Maybe in long-ago times speaking mind-to-mind was needful, because people were so few and far apart and travel was so dangerous; now, only a few still have it, people like me, who have what the ancestor-people had, and so I shared it with you, because you are my Mihangel."
She gasped as she moved closer and I slid out of her.
"But there's more that you need to know and understand about this night, the true meaning of this night. Mikey, this is the night when the rough music plays to banish darkness from the fallow fields, when the silent black dance is made at midnight to balance the heedless joy of the white dance at the greening of the fields when the solstice signals the lengthening of the days; this is the time to prepare for the new sun, and ask blessing from the land, that life will grow, that crops will flourish and blood-letting diminish, and hope that we've chosen wisely for the year to come. This is the night when magic is loosed upon the world, old, wild, untamed, but still human, not alien, not something from the outer places, from the dark that has no ending. People like me can share, this one night, what that magic means to us, and why we are the way we are, and so, Mikey, my darling Mihangel, I have shared myself with you, because I love you, I always have, and I always will."
I was fascinated, but also deeply moved by what she'd revealed to me, and awed beyond my ability to understand just how powerful she was, what she knew, what she could do. And yes, I did love her, I loved her to distraction. Abi, obviously still in rapport with me, smiled and pulled my down so she could kiss me.
"Thank you, Mikey, I love you to distraction too! And now, I think I need a shower. C'mon, join me, and later I have some treats and a couple of bottles of better than average wine, I think we need to celebrate!" her voice tinkled in my head.
I jiggled her bottom suggestively.
"I've got a couple of treats here, I'm quite happy where I am, Abs..." I murmured, drawing a smile from her.
"After what we just did, you really need a shower, so do I, up, up!" she grinned, speaking out loud for the first time.
Epilogue:
Abi and I have been living in our version of marital bliss for almost three years now, with never a hiccup to bump the way; living in each other's minds is one way to quell arguments and head misunderstandings off at the pass. I call her every day, because that's my habit, but the real conversations and pillow talk happen in our minds; even if I'm on assignment in Brunei or down in the South Atlantic, Abi is in my ear and in my mind as if she was right next to me, I see through her eyes and she sees through mine, so I'm never actually away from home. Wherever I go, my Abi's with me.
Things have gotten a little...complicated recently, though; I was on-assignment in Cyprus, and Abi and I were talking, as usual, but I could feel what felt like someone else trying to talk, or at least make themselves heard, which I thought was impossible, but then Abi's delighted, tinkling laugh echoed in my head.
"You're not going bonkers, Mikey, there is someone else here; Mihangel, I was going to tell you in person...Mikey, I'm pregnant, almost six weeks now! You're hearing our daughter's mind awakening, trying to make sense of what she's experiencing; Mikey, you're going to be a father!"
I was awestruck; we were going to be parents, but more than that, that little speck of life growing inside Abi was already so powerful it made me wonder what she was going to be capable of. Our little girl was going to be one powerful little witch, just like her mother!
As I thought that, I could clearly see Abi grinning happily and feel her thoughts, I could feel her mind coiled protectively around our baby, and caressing mine as our happiness flowered, and, most rewarding of all, the feeling of warm inclusiveness as our baby's awakening mind reached out and curled around mine, drawing me in and knitting our three conjoined minds into an unbreakable fortress that would hold us together against any misfortune. Abi's smile was a picture of pride in our burgeoning family, fulfilment and contentment, and even as I gazed at her with my mind's eye, all I could think was:
'So this is what happens when you climb in bed with a witch, even if she is your sister!'
The End.
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The battered old truck slowed to a halt, suspension squeaking and bouncing over the uneven trail.
"Why we stopping, Johnny?" yawned Justine, shaken awake by the shuddering as the vehicle traversed the flattened flood debris, old and new, scattered thickly all over the trail, or half-buried in mud by recent storms and localized flooding.
"Gals've come to halt; looks like we on foot from here, Sugar-Pie; you-all feelin' like a li'l hike, Minou? Don' look me like that; y'all knew we not gonna be getting' down to where we goin' on no open roads, why you think I got you all that trail-gear? Come on, Minou, there's city-folk willin' to pay small fortune fo' hikin' trail like this, you ever stop to think that?"
Justine grinned and hefted her backpack from between her feet.
"Alright, alright, I get it, time to hit the woods, I hear you loud and clear, Daniel Boone, let's go break a trail! Just lemme get changed first, huh?"
Johnny wandered over to have a few words with Odélie and Mélette as they unloaded their packs and camp-gear from the bed of the nondescript old farm truck they'd borrowed from Lubin. Odélie flashed him a quick grin as she finished stuffing gear into her pack and shrugged on a military surplus tactical vest with a myriad of oddly-shaped pockets.
"You reckon she gon' be OK trekkin' through to the lake, Li'l Jean? I know she a spunky gal an' all, an' she smart, but it ain't easy coming up from this way, lot o' wild country to git through, she city gal, an' she prolly gon' be stretched, you reckon she up to it?"
Johnny spun his little cousin around and settled her pack square across her shoulders.
"Baby-girl, that li'l gal work hard, twelve hour nights, six, se'bm night a week, when the goin' get tough, damn' if'n she don' jes' keep right on goin'; she do that over a year, I reckon she plenty tough enough where it needed. I just wisht I was tough as her; she gon' surprise us all, I guarantee you that. There, that comfortable now?"
Mélette looked up from her packing and grinned, then gave a wolf-whistle. Johnny spun around, and smiled broadly at Justine dressed in a tight cut-off white T-shirt, with a plaid shirt over it with the sleeves rolled up and the front knotted just under her breasts, and a pair of the shortest, tightest Daisy Dukes he'd ever seen, making her long, creamy legs look even longer. Even with her trail boots and folded tube socks, she looked knock-down, drag out gorgeous, like an old-school Playboy centrefold, or what those California dudes imagined hot country girls looked like. Her long black hair, tied in sexy pigtails just added to the picture of hotly alluring young femininity.
"Will this do, kind sir?" she grinned, posing artlessly for him, making him grin even wider.
"Minou, there ain't nothin' I want to do right now 'cept mebbe sit here an' jes' look at you, but you cain't go trekkin' this country dressed like that; come dusk, maringouin's (mosquitoes) gon' eat you alive 'fore you gone ten feet! Them things the Louisiana state bird, they bigger'n buzzards out here, you-all surely don' want them things on you! I 'preciate the show an' all, but you better go put them Dockers on, you gon' thank me later."
Justine grinned cheekily.
"I know, Johnny-Bear, I just wanted to show you these just once before I have to put on those hot old things!"
Johnny smiled as he nodded.
"If I had the time..! We got a long way to go, honey; we pretty much retracin' our steps, Lubin and Audhémar reckoned we should be decoyin' them fellers on into the Atchafalaya, not South into Ghost Lake; up inta th' Atchafalaya the way they 'spectin' us to run, so we ain't gonna dis'point them none. We gonna pick up boat an' supplies the gals got stashed an' head up 'long the waterways, past Baton Rouge an' west into the Atchafalaya reserve, comin' in from the west, jus' north o' the Basin Bridge;."
Justine looked puzzled, so Johnny explained the change in direction.
"I reckon they gon' be watchin' fo'us up along Whiskey Bay Pilot Channel, that the quickest way river traffic get up the Atchafalaya, so we gon' go round them an' cross the river over to the north bank, that where noncle Lubin, Audhémar, an' Tante Amice's boys, few frien's waitin' for us an' loaded for b'ar; it's a long way, so move it along, sugar-pie, we got places to be!"
Justine looked concerned.
"Johnny, won't they be watching all the main routes into the Atchafalaya? Noncle Lubin said that Sheriff Broussard's going to let the Orleans Sheriff's office know where we're going, that means those people will know right away, what if...?"
Johnny shook his head reassuringly, grinning at how easily she'd slipped into calling Lubin 'noncle'.
"We gon' use the Atchfalaya river, that's true, but the river splits at Bayou Chene, we take the left branch, Bayou Chene itself, goin' west an' north, it's longer, we gon' be goin' agin the current, an' it go through some pretty wild country, you got to be local to know your way 'round there to get anywhere; ain't no city-boy gonna be doin' no trackin' through that, an' if me 'n the gals don't see them comin' out there then we deserve to get caught. The plan is: we make sure they know which way we goin', then we make sure they lose us out here, so if they smart, they go to plan b: get to where they know we goin', an' jump us there."
Johnny grinned and rubbed his hands through his increasingly shaggy hair.
"An' that when they plan B turn into my plan A, an' me an' the family an' friends we got waitin' for them idjits to show their hand gon' have us a Twist 'n' Shout like th' Isle never seen before; I reckon with what we got waitin' fer them, we make them fellers jump an' holler! They think they all that; all I c'n say is, they ain't seen cousin Jean-Noël all het-up yet!"
Justine grinned and spun on her heel, heading back to change into something more suitable, while Johnny stared hungrily at her tight little bubble-butt twinkling enticingly at him under those skin-tight little jeans shorts. She reappeared a few minutes later with a new pair of khaki cotton Dockers tucked into her boot tops, looking like a movie star playing a jungle explorer; even the girls smiled and winked at her as she posed for her man.
"This do, you picky man, you?" she giggled, arms akimbo, her hip thrust out in an overdone catwalk pose. Johnny clutched his chest and pretended to swoon dead away, making her giggle again.
"Y'all look like the reason the war ended early, honey-chile! Just let me get some o' this on your skin 'fore we set out, Minou, 'skeeters, chiggers, an' no-see-um's really hate this stuff, jes' take that shirt off fo' minute.
Johnny sprayed something on and under her arms, in her pits and all the way up to her shoulders, between her shoulder blades, and coated her hands, neck and upper chest, down the neck of her t-shirt, and puddled some in his hands and rubbed it into her face and inside and behind her ears.
"What is it Johnny-Bear, it smells lovely?" she asked and Johnny held up the bottle.
"Repel; lemon an' eucalyptus, 'skeeters really hate this, they gon' keep away; it do smell nice though; you-all smell like one o' Maw-Maw Lucianne's lemon cough drops, but don't try lickin' it, it taste a whole heap different what it smell like!"
Johnny tossed the spray bottle over to Odélie so she could do Mélette, hitched up his pack, and pointed west.
"We goin' that way, not much open water to cross that way, an' then we c'n strike north an' get up to Lake Palourde; the gal's got two pirogues stashed there, we cross the lake an' change over to th' boat gals got docked an' waitin' at the Atchafalaya river inlet north-west side o' the lake."
Justine looked puzzled, so Johnny explained.
"Pirogue flat-bottomed boat, fine for polin' through swamps or across lakes where it don't have much of a main current to fight agin, but ain't no pirogue gonna make it far on the Bayou Chene this time o' year, not with all the rain we bin havin', need a boat with a keel for that, which is why we gonna change over to the gal's charter-boat. Even if we had airboat it couldn't get up there, airboat only good for swamps an' flat water, current on Bayou Chene kinda unpredictable right now with the amount o' water comin' down from higher up the watershed, that why we need something' little more robust. Way we are, I reckon it take us mebbe eight days to get to Lake Palourde, an' mebbe three, four days to get up Bayou Chene 'gainst the current, so mebbe twelve days all told, so when you ready...?"
"Sure thing, Johnny-Bear. What about the trucks, are we just gonna leave them here?"
Johnny shook his head.
"Lubin know which way we goin', Minou, folks 'roun' here know who they b'long to; Lubin mos' likely get someone to come on down to collect 'em and take 'em back tomorrow or next day, don' pay them no mind. Now, let's get movin', we got a lot o' ground to cover an' not much time."
*
Max Zeigler stared at the GPS locator and scratched his face, by now a mass of red and swollen mosquito bites.
"Problem, Ziggy?" asked his partner, Roberto Carvalho, who hadn't seemed to be troubled by the biting insects one little bit.
Zeigler hitched up his belt and adjusted the SUNVP Molle Modular Tactical Holster strapped to his right thigh, running his thumb over the Glock 22 clipped in there as though checking it was still there. He was dressed in a weird array of military surplus camo gear, including an improvised body-armor vest made of a MOLLE tactical vest modified to take a front trauma plate, his insurance against taking a body-shot from one of the local hicks; Carvalho wondered how he managed to stand-up in this heat with all that crap strapped on him, but Zeigler was adamant; stories about how good Bastine was were beginning to circulate among the teams, and he wasn't taking any chances.
Zeigler shook the locator again.
"This fucken thing says we're on-top of Bayou La Boeuf; you see a bayou anywhere 'round here?"
Carvalho scanned their limited horizon, standing as they were in a sort of hollow, with low hills forming a bowl all around them.
"If that thing says it's here, then it's here, so we wait right here; those hicks 'r supposed to be headin' this way, so we stick to the plan, we scoop 'em up, take that big bastard's head like we're 'sposed to, grab the gal, and get the fuck back to civilization and that million-dollar bounty; the sooner we're outta here the better I like it, this shithole gives me the creeps. We start second guessin' 'em and they slip through, well, I for one don't wanna hafta explain that to Felipe, he really ain't in a listenin' mood!"
A sudden trilling birdsong made Carvalho look around uneasily; these woods had been silent as the grave the whole time they'd been trekking here, day after day no sound of birds, small animals, nothing except the occasional 'plunk!' of a bullfrog leaping into the water as they passed, shockingly loud and startling in the eerie silence; he'd become used to the dead silence, and the bird-call came close to spooking him. Without conscious thought he swung the lethal-looking HK33 on its neck sling into the ready position and flicked off the safety.
The call came again, from off to his right this time, and Carvalho spun again; this time he was certain; that had sounded like a signal, and then there came from behind him what he'd been dreading.
"Drop your weapons, turn round, and put your hands behind your heads!"
Carvalho made like he was complying, then suddenly snapped his rifle up and fired from waist height at where he thought the voice had come from. A shot rang out from an entirely different direction and he was flung backwards in a spray of blood, dead before he hit the ground, most of the left side of his face missing.
Max Zeigler carefully put down his rifle, keeping his holstered sidearm on the other side to where he thought the shot had come from, and silently tugged open the Velcro clasp. As he stood, making out as though he was raising his hands, he spun to face his attackers even as his right hand flashed down and clawed at the butt of his handgun. Before he even drew the pistol, two shots rang out. Blood and brains sprayed as the back of his head exploded from the two bullets, one each through the lenses of his flashy Porsche sunglasses.
A head in a NEXUS tactical helmet rose cautiously from behind a dense clump of foliage. The soldier stood up, keeping his M4 carbine trained on the two motionless bodies, and two more helmeted heads appeared.
"Sergeant...?" he called, and one of the other soldiers lowered his carbine.
"Good, clean kill, Uncle Sam's trained you well! Hillier, Sloane, get down there, check and search those two, and secure their weapons. Huber, Slenke, on my six, rest of you keep spread out and keep your eyes peeled, don't bunch up; there might be others on their way in, don't give them easy targets. Mister Deaucette, any word from your people yet?"
A man who, by the look of him was obviously one of Johnny's close kin, stood up and safetied his hunting rifle, and spoke in rapid Creole dialect into a clunky-looking sat-phone, then nodded at the sergeant.
"Tante Amice's boys tell me they jes' kinda made some o' these Noo Yawk boys up on the banks o' th' Atchfalaya lose interest real quick, another four so far; way they keep losing men you think they be smart an' jes' pack-up an' go home, they mus' know by now they ain't making no kind a friends hereabouts! An' by the way, my name Jean-Martin, soldier-man; roun' hyah, you-all call a man 'Mister' once, you jes' bein' polite; call him 'Mister' twice, less'n you six years old, it mean you don't like him too much an' he might take to dislikin' you right back!"
Sergeant Jones unclipped his helmet, pulled it off, and grinned.
"I'll bear that in mind, Mister- I beg your pardon, Jean-Martin, and my name's Everett. What do you want to do with these fellers?"
Jean-Martin grinned wolfishly.
"Why sergeant Everett, I'm s'prised you-all had to ask; din't yo mamma never teach you nuthin' 'bout takin' out the trash? Way I see it, them fellers' mamma's ain't gon' come lookin' fo' them; they got no business hereabouts 'cept to go murderin' my kin, so they got whut they askin' fo, an' this their just reward; the book say live by the sword, die by the sword, so my conscience clear. Them 'gators down bank-side look fair famished to me, why don' we jes give them po' boys sumthin' to chew on, they God's creatures too, I reckon they be real grateful!"
Sergeant Everett Jones grinned just as wolfishly.
"Jean-Martin Deaucette, remind me to never get you pissed at me! You fellers heard, get it done, and remember; this didn't happen, we were never here, and we've never seen these douchebags before, got that?"
A chorus of ' Yes Sar-junt!' met his words, and Sergeant Everett Jones grinned again.
"We'll get them stripped and their weapons and personal effects removed and dumped in the bayou somewhere downstream, anyone comes looking for them, they're gonna have to argue about it with those ugly critters, that OK by you?"
"A-ffirmative!" smiled Jean-Martin, "You already thinkin' like bayou folks, Sergeant Everett Jones; when you done bein' soldier, you-all might wanna come back, I reckon we could have us a time down the bayou; there some fine surf-fishin' and real han'some, friendly gals down Dulac way!"
*
Even as Johnny and the girls prepared to start their trek, a world away, in an expensive penthouse in one of Manhattan's most exclusive apartment complexes, the two remaining Ribeiro brothers were not having a good day. Joao-Luiz Ribeiro, suave and handsome, but with a hint of the depraved savagery he was capable of showing in his eyes and the curl of his lip, was behind his priceless 18th century English Chippendale desk, leaning back in his decadently luxurious executive chair, while Felipe, his hulking, brutal older brother paced back and forth across the jewel-toned, hand-knotted antique Persian Sarouk Farahan carpet that was such a feature of the elegant, tastefully decorated office.
"Six teams, Meu, six teams, more than twenty of our top-guns, your best people, OUR best people, and nothing, no word, no call, nada; it's like they vanished, those swamps just swallowed them whole. What are you going to do about it? We keep losing people like this the Cartel is going to start thinking things, can you give them answers? Because I cannot; they show up now, and I tell them we've got our best people on it, they will want to see what we are doing, and if they think we are doing nothing, then maybe they will think it is because we can do nothing, have you thought of that? What that could do to us? A peasant, an ignorant, inbred camponê, the dirt and filth of those bayous and swamps, is making us look weak and powerless! He has already killed our little brother, mama needs to have payment for her filho bebê (baby boy), her soul will not rest until we have bought our blood back, and we cannot even do that, and you sit there cleaning your nails!"
Joao-Luiz pursed his lips in annoyance at Felipe's bluntness.
"We have many more men, Felipe, more than the cartel knows about, but I'm not wasting them on pointless manhunts; our friends in the Orleans sheriff's department have told us where that swamp-rat and the girl are going, we will have people there waiting for them, as many as we can spare, all of them, if necessary; let's see them slip through our net there!"
Felipe's lip curled in a sneer.
"You think those fools are going to be any more successful? So far, those swamp camponês have made us look like foolish amateurs; what makes you think this plan will be any better? I think it's time we start thinking about taking care of this ourselves; there's only two of them, maybe we should finish them ourselves. There's an old saying, little brother; 'if you want a job doing well, then do it yourself'; perhaps the time has come to show those fools we have trusted to do our work for us how it should be done, and then we will thin them out a little as an example of what it means to fail us..."
*
Johnny and the three girls made good time that first day, finally pitching camp a good ten miles from their starting point, no mean feat, given the rough country they were traversing. Justine had had no problems keeping up with them as they broke a new trail, keeping off the game trails and more obvious paths and tracks, justifying Johnny's confidence in her, and Johnny grinned as he caught the approving looks passing between his two woodsy little cousins. They pitched camp, rudimentary tents consisting of lightweight plastic tarps draped over para-cord stretched between two handy saplings, a groundsheet, and a mosquito net thrown over and tucked under the whole thing, and Johnny and Justine set about sorting through their packs for the camping rations packets while Odélie and Mélette built a small fire and unpacked camp utensils.
The food was filling, that was the best thing to be said for it; dehydrated corned-beef hash, fried Spam, hardtack, and coffee, and a pack of dried peaches each. Johnny grimaced as he wolfed down his portion, and winked at Mélette.
"Tomorrow, you-all un limber that there bow o' yours, honey; many more meals like that an' I gonna be surrenderin' just to get fed right!"



Mélette smiled winsomely, batting her eyelashes at him.
"Why Sugar-Pie, don't you-all like my cookin', honey?" she drawled in a voice sweet as honey and false as a tin nickel. "I slave over hot stove got to be at leas' several minutes to feed yo' ungrateful ass an' this the thanks I get? I should let you surrender! Jes' 'cos you older than me, don' mean you get to go makin' no bahbin (pouting) at me, I still knows how to make you squeal like a hog, jes' you 'member that!"
She glanced over at Justine and winked at her.
"He allus like this this, or he sickenin' for somethin'? I reckon Tante Eulalie spoil him when he petit boug, ain't no other 'splanation; if he allus gonna be like this then you gonna need to keep skillet handy an' dent his big ole flat head once in a while jes' to make him mind his manners!"
Justine grinned widely and leaned over to kiss Johnny on the cheek.
"I wouldn't hit you, baby!" she smiled, then leaned in to stage-whisper in his ear "I've got better ways to make you whimper...Big Boy!"
Johnny choked on the swig of water he was taking, spraying it all over himself while Odélie and Mélette guffawed with laughter. Johnny stared at Justine's impudent raised eyebrow and 'say something, I dare you...' expression, before starting to gather up his stuff, muttering to himself; even in the dim twilight the girls could see the his flushed neck and ears as he avoided their arch looks and amused glances.
"Y'all finished now?" he managed to say, "we got a lot o' travellin' ahead of us, best turn in now; I'll take first watch, Odie, wake you in 'bout three, four hours if nuthin' show up, then you follow, Mel, an' I'll spell you after, OK, honey?"
The girls nodded and started turning in. Justine nudged Johnny instead of climbing into the igloo tent.
"What about me, Johnny-Bear, I want to take my turn too..."
Johnny grinned and quickly kissed her cheek.
"Sure you do, Minou, but you ain't woodcrafty yet; sumthin' come sneakin' up on you ain't no guarantee you gon' see or hear it 'til it too late; yo' turn come soon 'nuff, I promise, jes' soon as you start pickin' up what the gals doin'. Now you-all scoot in that tent an' get cosy, I be in 'fore you know it. Love you, Minou-Minou!"
"Love you too, Big Bear!" grinned Justine, her smile turning into a jaw-cracking yawn.
"Wake me up when you come in, Bear, I wanna talk to you, and maybe work out where I'm gonna lay that skillet if I need to!"
*
Justine had been asleep for what felt like only a few minutes when Johnny sliding into the old-fashioned lightweight cotton bed-roll next to her roused her. She twisted around to wrap her arms around his waist and hug him close, feeling his skin cool against hers, warmed as she was by the cotton bedding. As her hands explored further, she realized he was naked, just as Johnny discovered she was also buck naked.
"This feel real nice!" he whispered, cupping and gently squeezing her warm little buttocks, warming his hands with the sleep-warmth radiating from her.
"Really?" whispered Justine, grinding against him, "how 'bout this?"
It was too much for him; despite their cramped quarters, the male reflex took over, and Justine smiled that sexy, bottom-lip-biting smile of hers as she felt him hardening against her. Johnny stared at her, helpless in the face of that smile, as she continued to grind away, his cock stiffening even further each time she rubbed against him.
"What you doin', Minou, this ain't the time or the place...?" he began, but once again she did that thing with her fingers, clamping his lips shut to shut him up.
"Don't over-think it, Big-Bear, just go with it; trust me..." she murmured, barely on the edge of hearing, before once more grinding her mons against his stiff cock. Johnny responded by rolling onto his back with his arms around her, taking her with him, so now she was on top of him, with his cock sandwiched between them.
"Reckon that what you want, ma petite suce-fleur (my little hummingbird), jes' go quiet, Odie ten feet away, so keep it down!"
Justine grinned minxily and slid her damp pussy up and down his solid erection.
"You want me to keep this down? Why Jean-Bastiènne Deaucette, I only just got it up, for shame!" she teased as he gasped at the feel of her damp heat. Johnny opened his mouth to correct her, but then her lips were on his, and her tongue was fencing with his, and in one smooth motion, she impaled herself on him, his eyes wide as she took him in and clasped him tightly.
"Sacre Dieu..." he managed to gasp, and then he was losing himself in the rhythm as Justine rode him, slipping herself up and down him even as she rhythmically squeezed him, her warm, wet, clasping walls massaging him as she rode him. Johnny kissed her as frantically as she kissed him, their tongues lashing and teeth clashing as they fucked so strenuously, but in almost complete silence, only the occasional gasp or whispered endearment breaking the silence in the little tent as they pumped and heaved.
"Joneeee-e-e-e-e...!" gasped Justine, her orgasm swamping her, and Johnny pulled her head down into the hollow of his shoulder to muffle her gasps as she shuddered and trembled atop him, his own climax so close, so close, finally blazing through him as Justine, in the final throes of her own gigantic climax, once more sank her teeth into his shoulder.
Johnny groaned as his cock lurched, swelled, and convulsed, firing stream after stream of spunk deep into his sister's clasping pussy; the feel of him coming so hard set her off again, another wave of pleasure crashing through her, her entire world shrunk down to the pleasure they were giving each other, to the feel of him clutching her to his chest as his rigid cock pulsed and threshed inside her like a live thing, filling her so completely, his sweat-slicked skin hot and damp as it moved against hers.
Justine finally slumped down, completely spent, her Johnny-Bear the most comfortable bolster and bed she'd ever slept on, and grinned as his big hands once more cupped and squeezed her butt-cheeks, gently massaging them, probably not even aware he was, just enjoying the feel of the two smooth globes as he held his girl tightly. He was still deeply embedded in her, but she could feel him shrinking away, so she gave him a squeeze, just to make him jump.
"Don' do that Minou, you-all know how sens-..." once more he shut up because she was holding his lips shut.
"I know, Big Bear!" she grinned, "I just wanted to be naughty; I know you love me when I'm good, but I like the way you fuck me when I'm bad!"
Johnny grinned as he kissed her and squeezed her bottom, making her gasp when he pulled the two cheeks apart.
"Where you get stuff like that from, heh? Mama was right, she warn me agin an' agin 'bout not havin' no truck with gals like you, I shoulda listened to her!"
Justine pinched his earlobe for that, and grinned at his overdone, 'good ole boy' accent.
"So what kind of girl am I? Do tell, Swamp-Thing," she murmured
Johnny wrapped his arms around her waist, holding her tightly to him.
"The kinda girl I want to marry one day, one day real soon. I been thinking, way we are, it's just what Miss Cassie calls a 'Place-Holder', something we come back to and sort out one day down the line. I don't want to be in no place-holder with you, Minou; when this nonsense done an' we in the clear, you an' me gonna make this official; I wanna marry you, make babies, live a good long life, an' put all this behin' us, so I guess what I'm tryna say is: Miz Justine, will you marry me?"
Justine smiled wistfully, her eyes bright.
"Johnny Bear, you've always been my ideal man; you're my best friend, the best man I know, and the only man I've always loved. Yes, of course I'll marry you, we'll fix this mess we're in, and then we'll have the best damned wedding these parts have ever seen!"
Johnny nibbled her ear, and gently squeezed, then patted both of her butt-cheeks.
"Now that settled, you-all need to get offa me, I got to be up an' on lookout in few hours, an' I'm bushed. Sleepytime, Minou!"
Justine chuckled and slid off him, so Johnny spooned her against him with his arm around her waist.
*
Johnny woke with a start, aware that it was full daylight. He cursed softly and slid out of the bedroll as quietly as possible so as to not disturb the sleeping girl next to him. He pulled on his pants and crawled out of the makeshift tent, to see Mélette brewing coffee in the fire, and the smell of frying bacon made his stomach rumble.
"Mellie, Mel!" he whisper-shouted, "Whyn't you wake me, baby-girl? How long you been on lookout?"
Mélette grinned and flipped the bacon in the skillet.
"John-boy, I had me a good eight hours, while you an' Odie took your turns, time I got woke I was fully rested, an' I thought you, Justine, Odie, you-all looked like you needed a good night's sleep, so I let you be; don' worry 'bout me, I'm good an' rested."
Johnny shook his head.
"You still shoulda called me, fair's fair, baby-girl..."
Mélette grinned as she slid the bacon onto a small aluminum plate and dropped some more in the hot grease.
"Husha Johnny, I'm good. Now you-all want some breakfast? There's coffee, an' hard-tack fried in bacon grease coolin' on that rock, it still hot, so go easy. Eat-up boy, you mus' be hungry, night you had!"
Johnny gaped at her knowing grin.
"Close your mouth, boy, you catchin' flies, or what?"
"How...?" he managed, and Mélette gave him a sly grin.
"Odie tole me, an I heard 'nuff my own self; this a small campsite, boy, word git aroun'!"
*
Their trek took the full eight days Johnny had predicted. The pirogues the girls kept at Lake Palourde for their hunting and fishing business were still there, and they wasted no time in loading up and setting off. Justine sat dreamily watching the lake as Johnny poled them across, sticking to the shoreline shallows as they headed for the mouth of the Atchafalaya River. She'd never been more relaxed, this gentle progress so soporific, almost idyllic, while the motion of the flat-bottomed craft lulled her, and almost without thinking she went to trail her hand in the calm water.
"Justy! No!" barked Johnny, startling her out of her semi-trance state. Justine jerked upright, causing the pirogue to wallow. Johnny kept his balance easily, years of using the craft had made handling them almost instinctual with him.
"Don' put your han's in the water, baby-girl; looka there!"
Justine looked where he indicated, seeing a few ripples, but nothing unusual.
"What am I looking for, Johnny-Bear?" she asked, puzzled at his reaction.
Johnny continued to scan the water.
"That there's a big ole bull-gator, been following us since we set out, an' he ain't th' only one; this waterway full a' them things, they thicker'n ticks on a brush-hog in here, an' trailin' your han' in the water jus' askin' for trouble. Keep your han's inboard, honey, han's, feet, everythin'; don' even let your shirt trail in the water, one a them things grab ahold o' your shirt and take it down, you goin' with it, and it gonna be 'adios muchacho', so be careful!"
Justine stared wide-eyed at him, and Johnny tried to hide his grin at the sight of her trying to make herself as small as possible dead-center in the craft, huddling as far from the gunwales as she could get. Justine caught his expression, and smiled winsomely at him.
"You'd save me, wouldn't you, Big Bear?" she simpered, trying to look like a helpless, wide-eyed girly-girl. Johnny wasn't fooled for one second.
"I'd surely try, Minou, but I ain't Tarzan, an' I sure ain't no Crocodile Dundee, an' I rather keep you safe in the boat than try wrassle one o' them damned things, so you be careful, Honey-Chile!"
Once they reached the far shore of Lake Palourde, and beached the pirogues at the small landing-stage there, they transferred to an altogether more substantial river craft, an Apreamare Smeraldo 9 cruiser. Johnny whistled when he saw the sleek river cruiser.
"Damn, baby-girls, where you get boat like this from?"
Mélette smiled at his reaction.
"We got her as a salvage at damage auction; after 'Sandy' finish with her, she all stove in and stuck prow-first under the jetty. Owner got his insurance on her, an' we pick her up for five thousand dollars, keel was clean an' strong, just the sides stove in, an' noncle Lubin, Jean-Noël, an' Pop Richeleaux fix her up an' get her certified again for us. She a sweet handler, fit us four an' gear no problem, there's even a stateroom so you an' Justy git a little privacy. You-all get seasick Justy? Reason I ask, the Bayou Chene channel get kinda choppy this time a year, no proper pilot channel cleared there, so we liable to get a mite shook about, you handle that?"
Justine shook her head.
"I'll be fine, let's just get our gear aboard and get out of here, I don't like this place, there's something wrong here..."
Odélie cocked her head curiously at Justine, her eyebrow raised in query.
"You feelin' it too, hun? Damn, you gettin' good at this. Li'l Jean, I got a bad feelin' too, an' where Pop Richeleaux? He should be right here, where he at? Somethin' ain't right; watch my back, I mo take a look aroun', an' Mellie, you an' Justine get the gear stowed, I think mebbe we need to get outta here real soon..."
Mélette clambered onto the moored boat and stared; the awning was still furled back, and so the small fly-bridge and prow were covered in sticky sap from an overhanging tree, and littered with leaves and wind-blown debris. The same dripping sap had also stained and streaked the forward cowling and windscreen, and coated the custom sport-rod harness rails, superstructure, and brightwork with a sticky layer of tree sap mixed with trapped bugs.
"Odie, what happen here? Pop Richeleaux usually keep it so clean, why he stop?" murmured Mélette.
"I wuz jes' thinkin' same thing, baby; where he gone, an' why? You stay with Justine, an' stay out of sight; Li'l Jean an' me poke aroun' some, somethin' bad wrong here, we need to find out whut; you keep this handy."
She handed Mélette a Beretta 9 mm, and grinned at the girl's questioning look.
"Got it offa that gunnie I shot down to noncle Lubin's place; reckoned he warn't gonna need it, him bein' dead an' all. I stripped an' cleaned it, she good to go; anyone show up ain't me nor Li'l Jean, you-all take no chances, these people mean business, so do we, got that?"
The little blonde nodded grimly, shoving the handgun in her waistband and urging Justine down into the forward compartment and away from prying eyes, while she scanned the surrounding terrain.
Odélie jumped back onto the landing-stage and ported her rifle, jerking her head at Johnny to tell him they were going to look around. She was afraid she was going to find what she was looking for, and sure enough, before they'd gone more than a few yards into the verdant foliage, her nose was assailed by a sickly, rotten smell, the ripe stench of decay and corruption. Johnny had caught it too, and now they also heard the buzzing of flies, lots of flies, clouds of flies.
Johnny pushed through between two Honeysuckle bushes, and there, tied on the ground, was the small, wiry body of a very old man. He'd been shot in the back of the head, and most of his face was missing, but Johnny couldn't help but see how cruelly the plastic ties had bitten into his frail wrists and ankles, the circular burn marks from either a cigarette or cigar dotting his torso, and the huge, ugly bruises on his thin ribcage, the marks of fists and boot-soles clearly visible. He tried to shield Odélie from the sight, but it was too late. She gasped in horror, and spun around, her fist in her mouth to hold back the howl of anguish at the sight of what had been done to a helpless old man, what his attackers had put him through.
Odélie hugged Johnny's arm like a drowning man holds a lifebelt, clinging to him like she never meant to let go, while angry tears coursed down her cheeks.
"Why they do this, Jean-boy, he jes' a harmless ole man, he help anyone ask for it, he do anythin' for anyone, why they got to do him like this? He ain't never hurt no-one his entire life, he jes' work here, help out, clean an' patch-up boats, sell bait, nuthin' to get killed over; all he do is be here an' be helpful, he don' know nuthin 'bout nuthin' an' they do...this to him? I swear Jean-Bastiènne, God is my witness, I find them, I gon' kill them for this, but first I gon' make them bleed an' scream; they gon' pay for whut they done here; no-one need to die like this, not fer nuthin'!"
*
Interlude:
Even as Odie and Johnny were staring aghast at a scene of torture and cowardly murder, a conversation was taking place on a deserted stretch of dusty blacktop about ten miles west of Elida, New Mexico, almost a thousand miles west of them, that would have far-reaching implications for both Johnny and Justine.
*
Gina Machado aka Gina March (and various other aliases) was sitting in a dusty old LeBaron off the side of the road with a map of New Mexico spread open before her, trying to look like she was checking their route, although she already knew where she was going and what she was going to do; Carlo was oblivious, as usual, preferring instead to whine and complain, and she was trying her hardest to sound like the sweet little woman he believed her to be; it was a difficult acting job; her patience with the fat idiot was stretched to breaking point, and she was sick of biting back what she really wanted to say.
"Why are we out here in the middle of nowhere, Gina?" he snivelled, "we could have flown in to Las Vegas, hit the tables, found a place, and we'd be set; why are we here? It's so hot!"
Gina's lip curled (behind his back, through; no sense tipping the fat loser off just yet...) but she now fully understood why Justine had loathed him so; she'd explained a thousand times why they'd had to take such a roundabout route to get where they were headed, but her voice was calm, placating, none of her anger and contempt coloring her words when she spoke, once more going over what should have been engraved in his brain by now.
"I told you, honey; if they're looking for us, the airports are the first place they'll check; those places have cameras everywhere, supposing Justine and her brother have filed charges, do you really want to get picked up now, when we're so close? Just a little longer, baby, I promise..."
Mollified, Carlo subsided; Gina loved him, she was taking care of him, she was looking after his best interests, and all was well in his world. How could he know Gina had her own reasons, some very sinister reasons indeed, for bringing him on this long, meandering trek through the deserted badlands of the sun-baked south-west?
With Carlo settled and unsuspecting, Gina made an excuse to go around to the trunk of the nondescript old beater, and, with the trunk-lid up, hiding her from Carlo's sight, she poked a bobby-pin into the tire valve on the left rear tire, watching the tire settle as it deflated. When it was down enough, she slammed the trunk, and, in a voice dripping with phony concern, called out:
"Honey? We got a flat; come help me find that foot-pump thing an' get it connected so we can at least get into town and get a new tire."
Grumbling at being disturbed, Carlo climbed out of the car and shambled round to the rear to inspect the flat.
"Where's the pump, baby?" he whined, and Gina, pretending to examine the tire, said "I think it's somewhere in back of the trunk, I'm sure I saw one in there."
With much bad grace, Carlo leaned over the lip of the trunk, shoving stuff around ineffectually as he searched for the foot-pump. His constant muttering and grumbling completely drowned out the soft 'snick' as Gina cocked the slide of the wicked little nickel-plated .25 caliber Baby Browning pocket pistol he knew nothing about.



Gina waited until his attention was fully fixed on rummaging through their stuff piled in the trunk, whining and complaining continually as he searched, before closing in behind him and taking careful aim at the back of his head. Perhaps some sixth-sense, some instinct of self-preservation finally kicked in, but even as he began to turn his head, Gina fired, squeezing off three rounds, one each in the back of his head, at the base of his neck, and between his shoulder-blades. Carlo never felt a thing as his lifeless body pitched heavily forward into the trunk, to lie motionless, half in and half out of the trunk, which suited her fine; if she'd shot him in the car, or even by the roadside she'd never have got his bulk into the trunk unaided; now, all she had to do was swing his legs over the trunk lip, cover the body with the blanket she'd bought for that very purpose, and close the trunk.
Gina smiled happily; that pointless fat fuck was out of the way, his wife and her hick brother didn't know her and couldn't identify her, and she had two hundred grand to spend as she pleased, with no Carlo to claim it and throw it around like he'd been planning on doing. Life was good; she had the money, she was free and clear, and best of all, no more Carlo and his pudgy, sweaty hands pawing at her.
*
Johnny called Sheriff Broussard on the untraceable Sat-Phone to get whoever had jurisdiction up there, and arrange for the body to be collected and any next-of-kin to be notified. That done, he reverentially wrapped the body in a tarp and carefully carried it to the shack the old man had lived in, and laid him gently on his bed, securely fastening the door to prevent scavengers disturbing the remains; leaving the body where it was found was the correct thing to do, but protecting the old man's mortal remains from scavengers was the right thing to do, in Johnny's mind, not leaving it out like random roadkill. A shocked and outraged Mélette was all for trailing and killing whoever had done it, but Odélie reminded her they had a rendezvous to make, and most likely the killers would show up there in due course, and then they could hand them some bayou justice for what they'd done to a helpless old man. Mélette gave in with bad grace, seeing the sense of her words, but promising herself the man who'd done it was going to die the way he'd made that poor old man die; screaming in agony and begging for mercy.
Justine was silent, pale and shocked at the turn of events; so far this odyssey of hers had been a big adventure spiced with a little danger, bad guys getting their just deserts, and a certain amount of fun and games; now it was real; innocent people were being killed over her, and it jarred her in a way nothing and no-one ever had before. Johnny saw her withdrawing, guilt and horror plainly written on her face, already blaming herself for what had happened, and he gathered her in, along with Odélie and Mélette, hugging the three girls, letting them cry out their horror, grief and anger. Justine cried for what she'd caused, for what that poor man had gone through, and the sudden understanding that more was yet to come, and it was all because of her
" Husha, now, y'all be still, we gonna fix this, we gon' fin' them paralanguas done this an' we gon' take somep'n back for what they done here, you got my word; I swear on my mama's heart we gon' make them pay, so y'all hush now, we gotta leave this place now, an' when we catch up wi' them there gon' be a reckonin', I promise you; you-all my baby-girls an' I never oncet lie to y'all, so you better believe it!" crooned Johnny, swaying as he rocked the three girls. His voice was soothing, calm, but Justine could feel the deep rage bubbling inside him; what had happened here, the senseless, cowardly way it had been done, had angered him almost beyond bearing, and his promise to give a reckoning for what had been done was no idle threat, she knew him too well to believe that for a single second.
For a heartbeat Justine found herself pitying the men who'd done this, because when her Johnny-Bear caught up with them they were going to pay with their lives; forget the law, this was a true blood-feud now, and she knew, from what Johnny had told her, the law of the feud was simple; you get back what you dish out, you repay an eye for an eye, a tooth for a tooth, a life for a life, old-school, pure and simple. Johnny had promised it, and she knew vengeance and retribution was going to happen.
*
The trip up the Atchafalaya River Bayou Chene branch was everything Johnny had said it would be. The normally sluggish, slow-moving bayou was deceptively swift and choppy, swollen from recent heavy rains further up the watershed, the tricky, swirling currents and eddies would have swamped a pirogue in seconds; it took all of Johnny's skill and watercraft savvy to keep them making headway against the current that first day, finally mooring-up for the night under a thick canopy of foliage in a deep little inlet out of the main current. Johnny had jumped ashore and tied-up to a sturdy tree bankside of the eroded, crumbling levee, then started to build a fire, while Mélette had taken her bow, quiver, and a reel of high-tensile fishing line and slipped off into the gathering gloom of the forest canopy.
Johnny had a nice blaze going in a depression shielded with flat stones, all but invisible from just a few yards away, when she returned with a pair of fat catfish, and a brace of rabbits, which she and Odélie began skinning and dressing while Johnny gutted, skinned, and filleted the fish. Justine kept watch with Mélette's Remington ready, her ears and habits now attuned to the normal night noises. Johnny grinned to see her looking so competent and vigilant, completely at-ease with the long-gun, and a far cry from the city-girl who'd started out on this trek just days earlier. Justine caught him watching her, and so she smirked naughtily and licked her lips suggestively, making him grin and duck his head to hide his smile from the other two girls.
After their meal of fried fish and roasted rabbit, followed by a dessert of California raisins, dried apricots, and a juice-box, they got ready for bed. Johnny tried to claim first watch, but Odélie overrode him.
"Li'l Jean, you'all spent mos' all day at that wheel, I reckon you need what rest you got comin'; me 'n' Mellie gon' bed down a li'l way out, it too close in that cruiser, an' I wanna be out an' about in case someone decide to come sneakin' up. You look bushed, pair o' you get some sleep in the for'ard stateroom, Mellie an' me be fine out here. Go on now."
Justine didn't object too loudly; most of the stateroom was actually a bed, and after days on the ground she was feeling the need for a mattress. Johnny looked doubtful, but Mélette kissed his cheek and swatted his butt.
"Go on, now, we sleep out six days outta seven, this where we live, you 'n' Justy go get some proper rest, we be fine."
*
And so the pattern for their journey up the Bayou Chene loop of the Atchafalaya River was set; during the day, they made as good time as they could against the current, moored-up at night in a sheltered creek or inlet for the night, and rotated the watch so it didn't fall to just one or two people, Johnny made sure of that.
Justine's first solo watch was a creepy, eerie experience. The silence of their mooring site was at first almost deafening, with just the occasional splash of a fish or 'plop!' of a frog leaping into the shallows to startle her, and the reasonably well preserved levee was still high enough to limit her line of sight and give her the creeps over whatever imaginary swamp-creatures like the ones Johnny had told her of when she was younger were peering at her over it, but then she began to tune into the ambience, to realize what she was hearing. She wondered at the almost subliminal background sibilance of the wildlife, the soft cheeping, burping, and clucking of frogs, the rustling of small animals moving through the undergrowth, the constant, low-level white noise of millions of stridulating crickets away somewhere in the swampy woods, and the buzzing of countless of insects going about their lives. When it all began to make itself felt, she marvelled that she'd actually thought they were moving through a sterile, soundless, lifeless landscape; on the contrary, they were surrounded by busy life living on the very edge of hearing.
Justine was beginning to feel once more that this part of their journey was almost idyllic, that they were in the clear, when it all came to an abrupt halt. Three days after they'd set out from Lake Palourde, and one day out from the Basin Bridge rendezvous, just after dawn, as they were preparing to cast off, Johnny froze, as did Mélette. When Justine would have asked what the problem was, Odélie clamped a hand gently around her mouth.
"Sshh, don' say nothin', an' don' move; someone up ahead!" she whispered almost inaudibly in her ear.
Johnny and Mélette were both casting around, like hounds on the trail, then Mélette grabbed his arm and pointed slightly West of North, holding up two fingers. Johnny nodded, and gently, but firmly, pushed the girl behind him. He looked up at the two girls in the boat and made a patting gesture.
"You pair, get down real silent, like; someone's on the trail ahead of us, least two of 'em, mebbe two hundred yards up that way, I mo take a look," he whispered. "Mel, you-all come with me an' keep me covered, Odie, you an' Justy stay back, stay down, an' cover us both; you still got that handgun, baby?"
Justine nodded, her face pale but set, and Johnny smiled tightly.
"Remember, if you gonna fire, point it away from you, safety off an' cock it, you know how, then put yo' finger on the trigger on'y when you ready to fire; that gun got a real light set-trigger, jes' hold it tight, point yo' han' an' squeeze, don' yank, the trigger."
Justine nodded again, flashing him a quick smile, and Johnny nodded approvingly, before cat-footing along the bank, keeping to the underbrush and out of sight as much as possible. Mélette flitted through the trees behind and to one side of him, covering him with an arrow nocked and ready.
*
Johnny and his shadow threaded through the trees, keeping to cover as much as possible, following the faint scent of cigarette smoke that had alerted them both. Two hundred yards or so along the bank, they both stopped dead, crouching in the cover of a clump of lilac bushes, watching the two men squabbling on the river bank.
"I dunno, they said lay-up by the bridge 'case they tried to cross, you see a bridge around here anywhere?" grumbled one, a tall African-American man in jungle camo fatigues with what looked like a standard, military-issue M4 carbine with a 3-D sight and a Glock 26 compact in a MOLLE tactical holster. The other man, sitting on a stump with what looked like a Ruger Hawkeye Compact hunting rifle with a sniper scope held carelessly across his lap and a cigarette between his lips, grinned at his companion, his mirror shades flashing blankly in the morning sun.
"GPS says this is the Atchafalaya River, Mac, but look here; the map shows it splitting down at some place called 'Bayou Chene' south of here; I think we're on the Bayou Chene branch, not the main river channel, that's where the bridge is. You wanna head north an' lay-up on the main channel, near the bridge itself? Scuttlebutt says they're heading that way anyway, we should wait for them this side of the bridge in case they try to do an end-run around the teams watching the pilot channel; gotta be worth a shot, that's a million-dollar bonus on top of what we're already gettin' paid."
Mac smiled nastily.
"Maybe we should; that girl they say headin' this way supposed to be a real looker; might be able to have a little fun with her once the big bastard's out of the way!"
His companion shook his head sadly.
"You lay a finger on that chick and Joao Ribeiro's gonna cut our dicks off an' hammer them up our asses; he's a crazy, sick fuck, he wants her intact, not you all over her, and I'm gonna make sure that happens, you getting this? That ole geezer said there was prolly two gals travellin' now with Bastine, there was a picture of them in his shack, they look like they'd be worth grabbin', so if they're along, you an' me can have some fun with them, but the gal with Bastine is strictly outta bounds, got that? You touch her, I'll shoot you myself, I ain't about to tangle with the Ribeiro brothers; keep it in your pants, or take it out on them two other gals, whatever, long as you keep your hands off of the one Joao wants. Far as I'm concerned, we get what we came here for, get our money, an' wait for the next job; there's enough pussy in Baton Rouge to drain your balls properly, wait 'til then!"
Mac licked his lips.
"That blonde one looked real sweet an' tasty; the old man was real reluctant to tell us who they were, but he squealed in the end, I made sure of that; damn, that was fun! If those two gals are along, we're gonna have all kinds of fun with them, know what I mean? Yessir, they're some pretty little gals, I hear tell these Cajun gals know tricks make porn-stars look like beginners, it'd be almost a shame to kill 'em after, seems like such a waste!"
Johnny saw the murderous rage at the big man's words rising in his cousin's eyes; those two had tortured and murdered that defenceless old man, and now they were laughing about it, and their deaths were in her eyes. He held her arm and caught her eye, staring levelly into her eyes until the rage died away, and sanity returned. She quickly squeezed his hand to show she was back together again, and nodded when Johnny pointed at Mac, calm and collected, once again the consummate huntress, and carefully lined up her shot on the big man in the camo gear; he was the most obvious target; with the automatic rifle, he was the most dangerous of the two, and he was gloating over what they'd done, and what he was going to do to her when he grabbed her.
As far as she was concerned, he was less than the vermin underfoot, the world didn't need trash like him, and he was going to die like vermin he was, but her anger never translated to her hands, the lethal compound bow remained stock-still in her hands, the heavy, razor-sharp broad-head hunting arrow pointed unerringly at her target. His companion had a bolt-action single-shot carbine, it would take him time to bring it up, aim, and fire, so Johnny was going to take him out while Mélette took out Mac.
Moving stealthily through the undergrowth, silent as though they were stalking deer, they moved up to maybe ten yards from the two men, easily close enough to take them both out. Johnny's original plan was to launch himself at the man with the Ruger, but as he looked down to check his footing he saw on the ground a large round rock about the size of a softball, rounded and smoothed by years of grinding along the channel bed before flooding had tossed in onto the bank, polished into a smooth, hand-fitting shape, with enough heft to make it lethal in the right hands. He glanced at Mélette, nodded at her to indicate what he was doing, seeing her sudden understanding of his intent, and slowly fitted his hand around the rock, turning and turning it in his hand until he was sure of his grip. They waited until both men were looking away, then, on his signal, Mélette stood and released all in one fluid movement beautiful to behold, skilled and deadly as some pagan Goddess of the hunt, all her anger and thirst for revenge concentrated in her lethally accurate aim even as Johnny stood and threw the river-stone as hard as he could.
Mac died without a sound; the heavy arrow slammed into his head with incredible force, through one temple and bursting out through the other, while his companion didn't even have time to gape before the heavy rock crashed into his forehead. Johnny and his cousins had been hunting small game with slingshots and cast stones since they were small boys, and his aim was as deadly as ever; the man with the mirror shades never even knew what hit him, and he dropped without a sound, dead before he hit the ground, his skull staved-in by the crushing impact.
Johnny was the first to move, taking a step towards the two dead men before he realized Mélette hadn't moved, she stood still as a statue, her bow still held outstretched, and her arm and hand still motionless after releasing the bow string. Johnny looked curiously at her, at her set features and almost deathly pallor, with only her deep breathing to show she was even alive.
"Baby-Girl, come help me, we got to strip these jackals an' dump them in the bayou. Mellie! Whut's wrong, Baby-Girl?"
Mélette started at his words, stared blankly at him, and dropped her bow as she unsheathed her massive Bowie knife with a steely slither.
"Whut you-all doing, li'l gal?" murmured Johnny, and froze at the expression on her face, at the fury burning in her eyes.
"Leave me be, Li'l Jean, I got unfinished business here; you-all go on back to th'others, I mo gut me a brace o' shit-hawgs! I said leave me be, now, jes' git outta here!"
Johnny slowly shook his head, barring her way when she would have headed towards the two dead men. Mélette tried to push past him, but his arm around her held her immobile.
"Lemme go, they gotta pay for what they done, you said there gon' be a reckonin', well here I am! They animals, an' I gonna gut them like the animals they are, so git outta my way; NOW!"
Johnny wrapped his arms around her as she tried to escape him, the Bowie knife falling to the ground as she struggled.
"You ain't gonna do that, Li'l gal, I won't let you; how you gonna make them pay, Baby-Girl? They dead, they already paid the price for what they done; the book say 'take an eye for an eye', we took two lives for one, seems like justice been done; desecratin' their bodies do nothin' but make you no better than them. Don' let the Devil have his way, Baby-Girl, you better'n that. Listen to me, baby! We done what was needful, let the bayou have them; I ain't gonna waste no time givin' them no Christian burial, they ain't got the right; the darkness already got them, they in Hell now for what they done, let the water take them an' that be an end to it."
Mélette stared at him for long seconds, before she sagged against him, and two large tears ran down her cheeks. Johnny hugged her as she sobbed, rocking her and making soothing little noises the way he used to when she was a little girl and the blues came on her. When he sensed the storm had passed, he took her face gently between his hands and looked into her eyes, breathing a sigh of relief that all sign of her killing fury had gone, and only remorse remained.
"You-all better now, li'l gal?" he murmured, thumbing dry her wet cheeks the way he used to when she was little, the memory making her smile for an instant, before her face darkened again.
"Li'l Jean, what have I done? Oh God, I killed a man, I stood there an' I murdered a man in cold blood, what am I gonna do, help me, qu'est-ce que je fait? qu'est-ce que je fai' maint'nant, je suis un tueur, Jean-Bastiènne, j'ai tué un homme, oh mon dieu, mon dieu! (What have I done? What do I do now, I'm a killer, Jean-Bastiènne, I killed a man, oh my God, my God!")
Johnny held the girl tightly as she shook uncontrollably, calming her as the enormity of what she'd just done hit home; she'd taken a life, a human life, it was a mortal sin, she'd taken everything from a man, even any chance of atonement, and it terrified and horrified her. Johnny saw what was happening right away; her Catholic upbringing had come out, and along with the horror and self-loathing came an equal burden of guilt; this was real, it wasn't an exciting jaunt upriver, outwitting the people hunting them, it was no game of bluff and deception anymore, people had died, likely more were going to, and she'd been a willing part of it, a killer, she'd killed a man out of anger and thirst for revenge, no matter that it was needful; now she was paying for her anger and vengeance.



Johnny let her cry and get it out of her system; he remembered the first time, when, as a deputy, he'd had to shoot to kill, he remembered and relived the sick horror and self-loathing at what he'd done, and he could empathize completely with what the little blonde was going through. So he held her close and rocked her as she cried, waiting until the sounds of her crying died away and the trembling ceased.
Johnny held her away from him, and brushed a curl of bright blonde hair off her face so he could look her in the eye. Mélette stared apprehensively at him, perhaps waiting for him to condemn her for what she'd done, but he just smiled at her and brushed her hair back again.
"It okay to grieve Baby-Girl; takin' a life's always gonna be a difficult thing to face up to; fust time I had to do it I was sick to my stomach; no matter that I had to do it to save innocent lives, it was still the hardest thing I ever did do in my entire life; Internal Affairs cleared me of any wrongdoing, they said it was justified, but that still din't stop me sittin' in church for hours, for the first time in years, askin' God to forgive me for what I done; takin' a life ain't to be taken lightly, I had to learn that the hard way, now you done learned it too."
"But Odie..." she began, but Johnny silenced her with a finger on her lip.
"Odie different to you, baby-girl, what all she feel about killin' that gunny back to Noncle Lubin's place only she know for sure, but I for sure know one thing 'bout her; she was defendin' her family, an' in her mind she know was in the right, so she ain't lettin' it trouble her. Them two scum we killed din't care 'bout no sanctity of human life, they got less honor an' sense o' fair play than you gon' find in a back-alley dog-fight, an' they give no quarter; they kill for money, you seen what they did to that pore ole' man, an' you heard what they plannin' on doin' to you an' Odie, an' if not you, then some other gal gonna be the one they do that to; they fixin' to go to Hell for bein' what they are, you an' me, well, we jes' show them the way."
He took her hands in his and laced his fingers with hers, the way he would when she was small, just one more reminder of how long he'd been in her life and who he was to her.
"Yeah we killed 'em, an' I dunno for sure how right or wrong we are, but I do know it mean my baby-girls safer for it, an' right now that make it right with me; we made the world a safer place now them two ain't in it, and I'm feelin' it needed to be done; tell yo'self that an' maybe it make it a little better. Now you set here while I strip their weapons an' dump the bodies, turn away you have to, say what you think you need to, I be done in a few minutes, an' we get back to th' others."
Mélette sat huddled on the bank, her back turned to where the two bodies lay, staring resolutely ahead, and squeezing her eyes tight shut when the sound of a double splash told her Johnny had gotten rid of the two bodies. Even as she turned, she saw several V-shaped ripples in the surface of the bayou arrowing towards the bank. Johnny held Max's M4 carbine by the barrel and swung it out in a high arc, tossing it right into the deepest part of the channel. He made as if to do the same with the Ruger, but changed his mind, instead working the bolt to ensure the breech was empty, then disengaging it to peer down the barrel with his thumb in the breech.
"This a good gun, good an' clean, looks new, prolly never even been used; might come in useful we need more firepower; lessee whether Odie want this'n too."
Johnny stuffed Mac's Glock and a Beretta M9 he'd found when he'd searched the other man, both new-looking and, like the Ruger, probably never fired, and a stack of clips and a box of Winchester .308 hulls into his pack, settled his pack across his shoulder and picked up the rifle. Mélette picked up her bow and hunting arrow, now cleaned and dried, and nodded when looked enquiringly at her.
"OK, Baby-Girl, let's git outta here, we got a rendezvous up the bayou, an day's getting' on'; you ready to move on out, honey?"
*
When they arrived back at the boat, Justine jumped off onto the bank and ran to Johnny, hugging him, before drawing back and looking from him to Mélette and back again.
"What, what happened?" she asked apprehensively, taking in the girl's drawn expression and red, swollen eyes. Odélie joined them, cupping her sister's face and looking worriedly into her eyes.
"Whut's wrong, Honey, whut happen 'long there, why you bin cryin'?"
Mélette stared for one long, silent moment, then her face crumpled as she burst into tears, and Odélie hugged her, looking worriedly at Johnny. Johnny put his arm around her, hugging all three girls, and pulling Odélie closer so he could murmur in her ear.
"There was...people waitin' on us up along the bank there, two fellers, they the pair killed ole man Richeleaux, I killed one them assholes, Mellie got th'other 'un, she put a arrow through his haid; it was needful, they was laughin' 'bout what they done, an' plannin' what they gonna do to you girls. She done the right thing, but I guess she ain't seein' it that way right now. You take her below, Odie, she need you right now, me 'n' Justy cast off and set out. Go on now."
The rest of the day was passed in silence; Johnny seemed to be almost in a reverie, basically not there at all, and apparently unaware of Justine's presence. For her part, Justine passed the day with just the thrum of the motors, the thresh of the propellers, and the slap of water against the hull to keep her company; she was bursting to know what had happened, but she knew her Johnny's expressions and moods too well to try and press him; when he wanted to share, he would; until then, he'd hold his mouth and keep his peace, and she'd just have to live with it until he felt like sharing.
As evening started to shade the water and cloak the banks in shadow, Johnny roused from the almost zen-like trance he'd been in all day; even the sandwich Justine had made him for lunch was eaten almost on autopilot, but when he shook himself and grinned at her, he almost appeared to be himself again.
Justine chose not to say anything; tying-up, getting the camp set up, and checking on the two girls occupied her, while Johnny kept watch and scanned the banks ahead and around them, but once housekeeping had been attended to, and everyone had been fed from their dry rations, Justine waited while Odélie and Mélette set-up their bedrolls and retired until their watch. That left Johnny and Justine staring morosely at the fire, each lost in their own thoughts, until finally it was too much for Justine.
Johnny started when he felt Justine's hand on his arm, followed by a fleeting smile before he went back to staring into the fire.
"Big-Bear, what happened out there? I know Mel's upset, but why? What's going on?" she whispered.
Johnny leaned back, pulling Justine closer so he could put his arm around her, sighing deeply as he did so.
"I killed 'nother man today, Minou; he was holdin' a gun, an' talking 'bout what he an' his buddy done, but he still never seen me kill him; we 'sposed to be the good guys here, but you know what? I ain't so sure what is good an' what ain't no more; I said it was needful, but that was mostly for Mel, she in a bad place an' I din't wanna make it worse, but I never gave that man no chance to defend hisself, he never even knew what killed him, and yeah, you can say he deserve to die for what he done, but still ain't my place to go makin' no decision 'bout that. My head say I done the right thing, but if that true, why does my heart say what I done was wrong? You seen how I can get when th' anger take me, don't tell me that the right way to be."
Justine noted that he'd slipped into that 'down-home' accent and word use of his, his carefully maintained, neutrally-accented way of speaking deserting him in his distress.
He sighed, and lapsed into silence. Justine was just about to say something when he started speaking again, his voice low and throbbing with emotion.
"I 'member when I was boy readin' 'bout them ole time vikings an' how they fight, an' they useta have these warriors get so bloodthirsty they go kill-crazy, din't feel no pain, nothing, they jes' kill an' kill in a mad frenzy, mouths all foamin' and screamin' like banshees; even th' other Vikings shun them because they too crazy to be safe aroun'; goin' berserk, that what they called it, an' that what happen to me: I see red, I go berserk, an' someone get killed, you seen me do it, jes' few days ago, an' two men died, now I done it again today, an' mebbe I gonna do it agin, an' ag in, an' I can't be doin' stuff like that, that not how normal people are. Mebbe I need help, I don' wanna do that ever agin, I feel dirty inside jes' thinkin' I could do that to a man; Minou, I never even give him a chance to make his peace with whoever..." his voice trailed off into almost a whisper.
Justine pulled his face around to look into his eyes, her heart wringing at the guilt and misery she saw smouldering there.
"You listen to me, Jean Bastiènne Deaucette, and you listen good! The men we're running from are killers from the ground-up; they kill because they like it, they get paid for doing it, and because they get paid for it, they keep on doing it, and they sure as Hell don't see anything wrong with it! Your only fault is you look after everyone else, but you don't take care of you; if you have to kill a man it's because you have no other choice, and you do it because you're defending me, Mellie, Odie, your family, and the people you love, not for the love of it, or for twelve pieces of silver, but because it's the right thing to do; nothing wrong with that, Li'l jean, not a damned thing!"
She pulled his head up and made him look at her, into her eyes.
"This is how it is, Jean-Bastiènne Deaucette; some people are born to do what most of us can't even imagine; some people are made to be protectors, Big Bear, that's their purpose in this life. They protect their families, other people, the weak and the helpless, everyone who needs it, and what they sometimes have to do is part of that. Because they do what they do, they're special, more special than they ever realize, but the best part of them is that they do what they have to do but they don't revel in it, and they especially don't wallow in it and glorify what they do. That's what you are, Johnny; you, and the special few like you, you keep a handle on your humanity and your compassion, everything that makes you who you are, and that's why all those around you love you so much. You're no superman, and God knows, you're no angel, you're just a man, but you're a good man."
She ruffled his hair and smiled, hoping to see him smile back, but his expression stayed somber, his eyes dark and troubled.
"You were born to keep people safe, and make the world a better, safer place, even if it's only for a short time; you did what you had to, and those you protect and care for know this and love you for it. Don't sell yourself short, Johnny-Bear; you're the best man I ever knew, and I will never let you forget that, ever!"
She looked up, into Mélette's eyes. Johnny twisted around to see what she was looking at behind him, to see Mélette's pale, drawn, features. The little blonde dropped to her knees to hug Johnny around the waist, and press her face against his back.
"She right, li'l Jean," she murmured, "Ever' time I need you, you be there for me, you make me an' Odie you baby-girls, you care for us, keep us safe, teach us whut we need to know, an' we ain't never thought you nothin' but the best big brother in the world; I guess I know how you feeling right now, I feelin' it too, but you know what? Fact you feel like that mean you still Li'l Jean, same big brother who teach me swamp fishin' and 'gator hookin', an' tell me stories, an' sing ole songs from the Isle and La Belle France with his ole Bon-Tee, an' stan' in front o' me when maw-maw mad an' lookin' to hand out a lickin', who take it for me an' never say a word 'bout it or go lookin' for evens after; Justy right about you, Li'l Jean; you born to protect people like me, people who mebbe need more than whut they got. The world a better place wi' people like you in it, so I tell you what; you forgive whut I done, an' I forgive you, an' we both let this go an' move on."
Mélette patted his chest, just over his heart, and hugged him even tighter, and when she spoke again, her whole speech pattern had changed, slow and slurred, almost a patois, as she reached back into her and Johnny's childhoods.
"When I was tryna pass English class so's I could graduate, Miz Boudreau tole me I need learn how writers from other places think, not jes' Hawthorne an' Poe an' Twain an' such, there more to the world than them, so she give books from other writers, people ain't never heard of, tell me read an' learn; coupla French writers, even one o' them English writers, name o' George Orwell, an' one thing he wrote stuck in my mind 'bove all else: 'Good men sleep peaceably in their beds at night only because rough men stand ready to do violence on their behalf.' I forget why he wrote it like that, seem like he makin' a point 'bout allus bein' world out there mos' folks know nuthin' 'bout, but I allus took that to mean people like me be easy an' safe only because there people like you on-guard an' ready to protec' us."
She paused, and patted his chest comfortingly.
"I don' think you rough man, li'l Jean, but I do know you good man, best I know, an' I thank the good Lord you who you are. You born to be a protector, li'l Jean, even if it feel like your heart breakin' sometimes, an' now finally I kinda know how much it hurt you inside when you do what you gotta do. But still you do it allasame, because it needful, 'cause that who you are, an' we grateful for that. To thine own self be true, Li'l Jean, sump'n else I read somewhere, an' it true, 'cause you cain't be nuthin' else. Think on 't."
Johnny sat in silence, his eyes still distant and clouded, but then his quick smile flitted across his face as he patted Mélette's hands still clasped around his chest.
"Thank you, baby-girl..." he whispered. Mélette gently butted him between his shoulder-blades with her forehead.
"Don' need to go thankin' me, Li'l Jean, it all true. An' now I think you an' Justy got some time comin', so I think me 'n' Odie go take us a scout-aroun' an' give you two some privacy; don' you-all worry about takin' a turn tonight, me 'n' Odie got that covered, I know you-all got stuff to say an' do, cher grande frère, bes' get to it, y'all hear me now?"
Mélette stood and brushed-down her trail-pants, smiling at Justine and patting Johnny just once on his shoulder before heading back to the boat to join her sister. Justine looked long at Johnny, silent but not disapproving, not judging him, just waiting for him to say something that clued her into what he was thinking. Johnny's eyes finally lost that dim, distant look as he focused on her, on her worried expression and wide, compassionate eyes.
"You not tellin' me whut I need to hear, right, Minou? You bein' truthful in whut you say, Justy? Don' lie to me to save my feelin's none, that worse thing of all, baby, please don' be doin' that!" he whispered. Justine slid up against him, grinning when his arm slipped around her waist, so she slid astride him and held him close.
"I will never lie to you, Johnny Bear, you're my big, horny, Johnny-Bear, the only thing I have in this life worth having, so believe me when I say this: nothing's changed; you did what was needful, because you can't stand by and see wrongdoing go unpunished. Think of it this way, baby: the law was written by men, it's a made-up thing, and it has to be rigid, and follow rules that sometimes make no sense, and so sometimes the guilty go free, because all men are supposed to be equal before the law; I heard someone once say better nine guilty men go free than one innocent man suffer, and there's times when that's unfair, and unjust, and it sucks, that sometimes someone we all know is guilty as sin gets off scot-free because of a damned technicality, but that's how it has to be; all men have to be treated equally before the law, otherwise it's the lynch-mob, the hemp rope, and the cottonwood tree."
Justine pushed his head up so she was looking directly into his eyes.
"What's right and needful, though, Johnny, that's entirely different. Sometimes men must do what the law says is wrong because they have to do what they know is right. In the court of your heart there's no jury, no 'twelve good men, and true' to make your decision for you and share your blame, only you, and so you do what you do because your heart says it's right, and you accept the consequences. You, and others like you, will always do the right thing, because you can't do anything else, you were made that way, and that's why I love you."
Justine grinned, wriggling on his lap, feeling him stirring under her.
"Now take me back to that big soft bed in that boat and let me take away the bad feelings; you've got to admit, Big Bear, I'm kinda good at that!"
Johnny grinned at her suggestion, his eyes once more bright, clear and gray, no lingering sign of the doubt and self-loathing that had dwelt there all the long day.
"Damn, girl, you ain't wrong 'bout that, that for sure! What you-all wanna do, Minou?"
Justine licked her lips and smiled naughtily.
"We-ell, now that you mention, I do have kind of an itch in several places, why don't you see if you can scratch them all, seeing as you're such a big ole stud, and all that...!"
Johnny beamed back.
"I thought you'd never ask, baby-girl, guess we better take last watch, looks like we gonna be busy fo' while!"
Justine led him back to the cruiser, the roll and quiver of her tight little bubble-butt exciting him as he watched her walk. Clambering onto the craft she disappeared down through the narrow steps leading to the forward 'stateroom', actually, the empty space under the foredeck, just large enough to be fitted with a small bed, with a sealed porthole in the 'ceiling' to give natural light in the small space. Johnny glanced over at Mélette setting up her bedroll for the night near the fire. Odélie was just barely visible, partially concealed in the undergrowth as she was, taking first watch. Mélette looked up and saw him, and Johnny saw her wink, smile, and the shooing gesture she made, so he grinned and followed Justine down the short step-way and into the small cabin.
In just the short time he'd paused on deck she'd already stripped down to just panties and a cut-off white singlet, and was posing artfully on the barely adequate bed.
"This what you mean when you say you got a itch fo' me to scratch, Kitty-cat? I sure hope it do, li'l gal, I reckon I'm in a scratchin' kinda mood!"
Justine grinned at his ridiculous accent and stretched languidly, staring pointedly at the bulge in his pants.
"Come here, Johnny-Bear, take me to see the elephant!"
Johnny smiled slowly, whipping off his T-shirt and unlacing his belt. Justine slid over and grabbed the waistband of his jeans.
"Mine, I think..." she murmured, popping open his waistband and sliding his zipper down. Johnny drew in a sharp breath as her hand brushed his urgent, straining erection.
"Much better," she grinned, her lip caught between her teeth coquettishly, "nice to see you haven't forgotten anything I taught you, Swamp-Thing!"
Johnny went to slide down his shorts, but Justine batted his hands away.
"Uh-uh-uh, no! Mine! Just you stand there, Jean-Bastiènne Deaucette, let me take care of this!"
Johnny's solid erection sprang out as she whipped his shorts down, and she smirked at his groan as she took hold of it.



"That's nice, baby-boy!" she murmured, "This all for me? Why thank you, kind sir!"
Johnny gasped as she slipped her lips over the swollen, slick head of his cock, her sly, wanton expression priming him for who knows what, but he knew she had something on her mind. As she suckled on him, she gently squeezed and milked his balls, keeping him fully charged.
"Oh God, yes..." murmured Johnny, shuddering as Justine rubbed her tongue along the sensitive tip of his cock.
Suddenly, she slipped her spit-sealed lips off his cock with an audible 'pop'.
"You taste nice, Johnny-Boy, but I bet you feel nicer! Wanna come try and see?"
Johnny slipped onto the narrow bunk next to her, kissing her even as his hands explored her firm ass, sliding his fingers inside the her panties to squeeze and fondle her buttocks and glide a probing finger over her tight little anus. Justine wriggled her panties of, assisted by Johnny sliding them down.
"What you want to do, Minou-Minou?" he whispered.
"Just fuck me, Johnny, fill me up, baby, make babies in me, make a baby in me tonight, please!" she begged.
Johnny quit fondling her, instead cupping her face in his hands, a concerned look on his face.
"Justy, I know you worried, I'm worried too, but I swear on Mama's heart, I will always be by your side. What's really goin' on, Minou? Talk to me, ma petite souce-fleur."
Justine looked at him in an agony of impending loss.
"Baby-girl, talk to me..." Johnny murmured, tilting Justine's face up to him.
Justine stared in his eyes, and Johnny, looking deeply into hers, saw the fear she was trying to hide.
"Hey, hey, it's all gonna be OK, you hear me?" he whispered, "whatever gonna happen, tomorrow gonna be the end of it, we got mos' the Atchafalaya jus' a-waitin' on us, they thicker'n fleas on a dawg out there, they got Miss Angel's frien's, mos' everyone I know, Lubin know, an' Audhemar know all jes' waitin' for them idjits to make a move, ain't no-one but them douche-nozzles gonna be feelin' any pain, you hear me, Minou-Minou?"
Justine shook her head, and grabbed Johnny, kissing him hard, urgently, while her hands stroked his face and her fingers combed through his hair.
"Make a baby in me, Johnny-Bear!" she hissed, "Now, right now, give me your baby, then I can let you go and do this thing. I know you have to do this, but first you have to do that one thing for me, then I can let you go. This is how it has to be, Johnny-Bear, so love me now one last time!"
"Ain't no la'last-time' 'bout this, Minou," he whispered, concern creasing his face, "I ain't gonna be no hero, I promise you I'll be back afore mornin's out, and yeah, I'll keep my head down, I got too much to lose; didn' I say I had me some marryin' to do?"
For once, Justine didn't grin at his overdone, 'down-home' accent, but when she looked at him, her eyes were glowing.
"Come here and do this for me, before you have to go do what you need to; make it good, Swamp-Thing!"
Johnny grinned back as he slid up next to her.
"Any time you're ready, li'l gal..." he murmured, smiling as she slid her leg over him.
Justine groaned as once more her man slid deep into her, lighting her nerve-endings with those delightful feelings once again. She tightened around him, making him gasp with pleasure, and then quests and revenge and everything else was forgotten as the old, old rhythm took them, and they moved against each other, pleasuring each other as they built to their final crescendo, a maelstrom of heat, and friction, and slippery, sweaty, velvety wetness, warm and wholly encompassing, a fiery heat that took them into that place where once again all that was existed was their joining, their love burning hot and warming them all the way through.
And then they slept, sure and secure in their promises to each other, knowing that the end was in sight, and they were already on the first steps of their way back home.
*
The following morning, twelve days out from their starting point, Johnny finished checking in with Lubin and his cousins waiting near the Basin Bridge crossing, grinned, and heeled the cruiser over to the right bank and tied up to a stout bank-side Jacaranda.
"OK girls, we less than three mile from the Basin Bridge, time to get ready, we hoofin' it from here on. Gather up your stuff, we got guide waitin' for us up ahead, sure don't wanna be late!"
Justine cocked an eyebrow at Johnny.
"Guide? Who?"
Johnny grinned at her.
"Ole frien' o' yours, Minou, jes' up ahead a ways, she bin waitin' since sunup. Bright, shiny, happy face, Minou, you gon' like this!"
They grabbed their gear and slipped onto the bank, going single file, Johnny leading, then Justine, then Mélette, with Odélie bringing up the rear. They proceeded in this fashion, stepping silently and carefully, keeping under cover, for about two hundred yards, when a soft whistle-hiss stopped them. Johnny grinned and whispered "You-all can come out, 's jes' us!"
Justine gasped as Kelly Delano stepped out onto the trail, her grin stretching almost from ear to ear as she blew Johnny a kiss
"Hey there, Big John!" she smiled, "glad to see you made it this far! Uncle Lubin and some friends are waiting just up ahead, you go join them, I'll take it from here!"
Johnny smiled happily.
"You sure are a welcome sight, miz Kelly, you clear on what we doin' next?"
Kelly nodded. "Lubin and the rest of the boys are laid-up just up ahead there. Me and the girls are going up to your cousin Bouvaise's place, I know the way there, and we'll fort-up and wait for you to come tell us it's all over and done. There are supplies and whatnot stashed there, we can hold out 'til you guys come get us, and yeah, I know, don't worry, we'll keep down and keep out of it, I already had the talk from Jean-Martin, Jean-Noël, Tommy, Lubin, Audhemar, everyone, really, so yeah, we're cool."
"Jes' so's you know, miz Kelly. Really don' want you-all gettin' hurt, not now this almost over an' done! I gotta go now, you gals, you-all listen to miz Kelly, she know whut she doin', this thing about ready to be done one way or 'nother, an' I don' want you-all in the middle of it, so you mind her, you do whut she say, an' I come get you 'fore the day's out, I promise!"
The three girls nodded in agreement, Odélie and Mélette wide-eyed and silent in star-struck astonishment at the fact Kelly Delano, THE Kelly Delano, was a part of this, that she was their Li'l Jean's friend, and she was here, with them, bank side on a minor bayou in the middle of nowhere. Kelly grinned at Mélette and winked.
"There's a couple of real cuties looking for you, honey, Hecky and Macky D, with Lubin's boys; they were like to come to blows over you, Lubin and Jean-Noël had to separate them, now I see you I know why!"
Mélette looked astonished.
"Hecky Lafontaine an' Mack Doubilliér part o' this too? How that happen?"
Kelly flicked an errant curl off Mélette's face and smiled.
"Seems they both reckon you're their girl, and they're along to rescue you! That's just the sweetest thing; I wish I had a pair of beefcake hotties like them fighting over me, I'm so jealous, honey!"
Justine nudged the girls back to reality, grinning at Kelly's almost invisible wink, and grabbed her pack. Johnny checked Odélie's rifle and the Ruger Hawkeye were both fully loaded and the safeties were on, checked Justine's Glock, and pulled her close for a last kiss.
"You-all stay outta this, OK? Ain't no reason you got to do anythin' 'cept stay down an' wait it out an' be ready if anythin' go down out your way. I gotta finish this now, Minou-Minou, but I be back; it's time to end this nonsense, an' we gon' do jes' that. Jes' keep yo' heads down, stay outta things, an' watch yourselves, got that?"
"Hurry back, my Johnny-Bear!" whispered Justine, smiling bravely, but with her heart in her mouth.
"Count on it, you an' me got some marryin' to do!" he grinned. "Now I really gotta go, love you, City-Girl, you an' Odie, too, Mellie-gal, an' Miz Kelly, you-all be careful too, you hear me? Y'all get goin' now, an' I see you on th' other side!"
With that, he slipped back into the dense cover along the bank and was gone. Justine sighed, missing him already, and shrugged her pack more comfortably. Not for one second had she considered telling him don't go, his place was living with her, not dying in some pointless, unwinnable war with organized criminals who never went away, who ultimately always won, no matter was brought to bear against them; telling him that wouldn't work, because she knew he had to do what he thought was the right thing, and right now that was dealing once and for all with the people who threatened their lives and future.
Kelly, intuiting what was going through her mind, took her hand.
"Justine, he'll be back, he promised you he would, and Big John's never broken a promise to anyone; no sleazy little parasite drug-lord is fit to lick his boots, he's like a force of nature, and when they realize what he's capable of, those fucking parasites are gonna shit and die. Just remember this; God forgives, Johnny doesn't, and they're about to find out what happens when you piss him off and threaten his family. I'd ask God to have mercy on their souls, but why bother? Johnny's gonna send them straight to Hell. His whole family are like that; if you're their friend, they'll hold back the tide, or storm the gates of Hell for you, but if you cross them, Hell's the least of your problems. Let's go."
*
The girls moved in single file through the cane brakes, Kelly confidently leading the way, until suddenly they came out of the cane into a sunlit clearing with a still, serene lake reflecting the cloudless sky, and fringed by verdant greenery, flowering Silverbell and Bald Cypress, and riotous masses of fragrantly vivid Honeysuckle mirrored in the glass-smooth water. A sturdy-looking shack built on a jetty reaching into the lake completed the picture of peaceful serenity.
"Wow, this is so beautiful!" exclaimed Justine, "you say this is Johnny's cousin's place? He's so lucky to live here, what a beautiful place!"
Kelly smiled at the black-haired girl and winked at the other two.
"I'd hold off on that for a minute, Justine, watch this!"
With that, she snapped off a dead branch from a hoary old swamp Cottonwood and threw it out into the lake. As it landed in the water, the surface literally boiled as a multitude of snapping heads rolled and tussled for what they hoped was a prey animal. Justine gaped at the sheer ferocity of the animals as the alligators tried to snap the prey from each other.
"Water's teeming with those things'" observed Kelly, "don't get to close to the water's edge, and don't go anywhere alone; come nightfall it's going to be real risky out here, Bouvaise told me they lie up along the banks "thicker than bristles on a hog's back", so let's get inside and get set-up before sundown, we need to be locked-down tight."
As the girls shouldered their packs, three men stepped out from behind the massive Cottonwood trees concealing them.
"Nobody move," said the swarthy, handsome man in the center of the trio, pointing his handgun unwaveringly at Kelly. "Drop your guns minhas pequenas belezas, (my little beauties) please, hands where I can see them, and don't make me use this, because I will. Do it, now!"
Odie and Mélette dropped their rifles as Kelly spread her arms, motioning them back a little. Justine stayed rooted to the spot, suddenly aware of the Glock handgun in the back of her waistband, and the huge saber-handled Bowie knives sheathed behind the two girls' backs. As she froze she noticed that, instead of trail boots like hers and the girls', Kelly wore light mid-calf moccasins, split at the toe like Japanese Tabi socks.
The man with the gun sighed theatrically as he motioned his two companions forward.
"Such beauty in a place like this, it's so fitting. You three young ladies will come with us, I know there are people who will be very pleased to meet you, so pleased they will pay me much money for the pleasure of your company. But only after me!" he smirked. "But not you, Miss Delano, you are too well known, I'm so sorry, but..."
He raised the pistol, and Kelly suddenly spun on her heel in a balletic roundhouse kick, slamming into his hand and sending his handgun flying. Kelly caught her balance, quickly adjusted the distance between them, and bowed backwards in a limber, gymnastic crab, her hands contacting the ground even as her feet flicked up in a perfect one-two scissors kick to the man's face, the balls of her feet crashing one after another into his face and knocking him back on his heels as she sprang upright. Before he could recover his balance, she bounded into the air and landed another flying kick to his solar plexus, but this time his body armor caught the full force of her kick and merely staggered him, not winding him as she'd hoped. Quick as lightning his hand reached out and grabbed her arm, yanking her close even as his fist crashed into her jaw. Kelly folded, knocked out by the savage punch.
As Kelly launched her attack on Joao Ribeiro, his two cronies made a grab for Mélette and Odélie. Both girls whirled out of their grasp like greased eels and, as the men closed with them, both girls' hands flashed behind them, to the huge bowie knives sheathed at their backs. As the goons grabbed for them again, both girls, as though they'd rehearsed it every day of their lives, acting as one, almost reflexively, lunged out in perfectly timed thrusts at the two men, like trained fencers. The man reaching for Odélie gurgled as the giant knife angled upward through his open mouth and into his brain, driven there by every ounce of her strength, while the man reaching for Mélette sank to his knees, a giant gout of blood fountaining from the huge rent slashed in his throat by her razor-sharp knife; she'd chopped out at him so hard his head was nearly severed from his body.
Justine watch all this almost in time-lapse, clicks of static images unreeling; Kelly's attack, dropping as the man punched her, the blinding speed the two girls had reacted with, taking out the threats to their lives almost instinctively. Justine stepped back as Joao Ribeiro to a step towards her, his handsome face twisted with rage, Justine took another step back he advanced another step, and then it happened; she stepped back, missed her footing and landed on her butt, momentarily winded. Joao smirked in triumph, just as Justine remembered the handgun in the back of her pants' waistband. Time slowed to a crawl as she reached behind her, pulled the pistol, lay back, and, just as Johnny had drilled into her, brought it to bear with both hands steadying it, clicked off the safety, and aimed between her raised knees, feet flat on the ground, lining up on Joao, who grinned contemptuously at her.
For a split second she quailed; could she shoot a man down, even a piece of filth like Joao Ribeiro? Could she kill a man, just like that, just squeeze the trigger and put a bullet in him? And then her resolve hardened; this pig was going to rape her, he was going to kill Johnny and rape her repeatedly, and when he'd raped her enough times he was going to sell her so even more men could rape her. No, this stopped, right here, right now.
Joao smirked at the little girlie trying to get the courage to fire a Glock pop-gun at him; she had spirit, good, he was going to enjoy making her beg for death, but he was going to keep her alive for a very long time; she owed him, he was out here in this hillbilly shit-hole because of her, and he wanted payback. One more step, and as he took it, she fired, at almost point blank range, a rolling thunder of shots as she blew five jacketed hollow-point slugs into him; the first four rocked him, and the vest he was wearing absorbed most of the impact, injuring but not stopping him. Justine's aim altered as she panicked, and the last bullet hit him under the chin, on an upward trajectory from her prone position, and the massive damage hollow-points can inflict at close range was ably demonstrated as the top of his head exploded in a spray of bone fragments, blood, and brain matter. Joao dropped almost at her feet, an expression of utter shock marring his dead features.
Justine let loose the breath she didn't know she'd been holding.
"Did that hurt, motherfucker?" she whispered, staring with no pity or remorse at the staring-eyed corpse, before flopping backwards on the ground, to stare unseeing at the sky as the knowledge she'd just killed a man chimed inside her. She thought she was going to fall into the same frame of mind Johnny had the other day down the bayou but she realized she felt nothing except satisfaction that the man who wanted to kill her Johnny was dead, he wasn't going to hurt her, or try and hurt Johnny, or pay someone to hurt Johnny ever again.
A soft curse from Kelly as she clambered shakily to her feet broke Justine out of her reverie. Kelly shook her head to clear it and blinked, staring at the scene of carnage. Blood stained the ground everywhere, and three staring-eyed corpses made liquid murmuring sounds as organs settled and dead lungs vented their dead owners' last breaths. She took in Mélette and Odélie mechanically wiping off their knives, faces blank and eyes unfocused, and Justine flat on her back and her arms flung out, pistol in hand, staring at the sky. She stared for long seconds at Joao Ribeiro's staring-eyed corpse, at the two men Odélie and Mélette had despatched, and sighed as she shuddered at the image of the three bloody corpses.
"Guys, snap out of it, bad place, we've got to get moving, NOW!" she whisper-shouted, reaching down to give Justine a hand up.
"Quick, search these guys, empty their pockets, grab their guns, and let's get out of here, there's blood everywhere, those things out there are gonna be up here any minute now, shake it!"
The four girls quickly went through the dead men's pockets, pulling out any and everything that could identify them, retrieving their handguns and clips, cells, ID's, before Kelly marshalled them.
"Ok, we need to get up into the cabin and locked down, it's going to get real dangerous out here, look..."
She pointed at several 'V's arrowing towards them in the still water of the lake.
"Grab your packs an' those guy's ID's, bug-out time, let's go!"
They quickly stuffed everything into Odélie's backpack and made a beeline for the cabin, Kelly hurrying them along and dancing with urgency as she herded the girls inside before darting in and pulling the door to, a surprisingly heavy door for such an innocent-looking cabin, the steel-banded planks of inch-thick seasoned Southern White Oak proof against a battering ram. Kelly dropped the bar and let out a gasp of relief.
"OK, we're safe now, food, water, bedding, it's all here. We won't be able to go out for a while, so I guess we sit tight and wait for Big John or someone to come get us. Make yourselves comfortable, we could be here a while."
There was a small, pot-belly stove in the corner of the shack, and a pile of stove-wood. Kelly quickly started a fire, and everything they'd taken from the three dead men was thrown inside, destroying all trace of them, and their cells were smashed with a small hatchet Kelly found jammed in the woodpile next to the stove.
Kelly finished by throwing the remains of the men's cell phones in the blazing stove and grinned tightly.
"Now we wait."
*
Johnny made his cautious, silent way through the brush, tracking the bayou but keeping low and out of sight, flitting from cover to cover until he stopped, grinned, and straightened up.
"I know you back there! What, y'all too good to say 'hi' to a ol' frien' now?"



With an answering grin, Tommy Graves stepped out from behind the slender Jacaranda tree he'd been leaning on. Johnny was once again impressed at the big man's ability to just fade into the background with such sparse cover, and move so lightly, silently, through the crisp and crackling leaf litter.
"How the hell do you do that, John?" grinned Tommy, flicking a mock salute at him
"'s real simple, Tommy," chuckled Johnny, " I jes' listen fo' whut's 'sposed to be there; where it ain't, that where you are, make life much easier! So wassup, Tommy, them fellers stakin' out the crossin' like we reckoned?"
Tommy nodded, and drew Johnny closer into the shade of the trees, indicating the wall of cane -stands.
"There's two of 'em back in there a ways looking for you, they walked right by me, talking about catching up with you, big ugly bastard with a machete, and a little skinny rat of a guy with an Ingram; dunno what he's gonna do with it, I hear tell you couldn't hit a guy in a phone-booth with it if you were in there with him; maybe it's true what they say about little men and big ole guns..."
Johnny grinned. "An Ingram ain't that big!" and Tommy grinned right back.
"That's true, but he's a tiny little guy; maybe that's big to him? Anyway, BOLO, isn't that what you cop-types say? Or should I call you 'LEO'?"
Johnny smiled at Tommy's gentle dig at his law-enforcement past.
"You a cruel man, Tommy Gra...back up, someone comin'!"
Tommy slipped back behind the tree and Johnny faded into the brush just as a huge, brutal-looking man carrying a wicked Latin machete with a 2-foot blade stepped out of the dense stand of cane, followed closely by a small, skinny man in jungle camo carrying a suppressed MAC-10 in a neck sling.
*
Felipe Ribeiro glared at his companion.
"So you think they will come this way, do you, Edson? You tell me this is the way they must come, and so I follow you, and there is no-one here; tell me, canalha,(little turd) what is our next move, heh? Where is that camponê Bastine? Tell me, or tell this!"
He waved his razor sharp machete under the sweating, trembling little man's chin.
"Nós vamos encontrá-los, chefe, eles estão perto, eu juro (we will find them boss, I swear, they're close!") gabbled the little man, his prominent Adam's Apple bobbing up and down in his rush to speak.
Felipe sneered at the frightened little man, chucking him under the chin with the point of his fearsome Latina machete.
"Find them, canalha, find them now, or I will leave this place alone, and you, no-one will miss you..."
Stuttering with fear, the smaller man turned to look back into the cane brakes, and his eyes widened.
"Chefe...!" he choked out as Tommy reached out, grabbed him by the gun's neck-sling and yanked him face first into the trunk of the tree. Blood sprayed from his mashed nose and mouth, and he dropped, out cold, as Felipe roared and raised his machete. Johnny tucked and rolled, leaping up inside Felipe's swing, to slam the heel of his hand into the man's face, pulping his nose and staggering him back.
Felipe hissed and spat like a cat, swinging the giant machete in a vicious cut that Johnny hurriedly ducked to avoid. Even as he bobbed up again to close with Felipe, the huge man, moving with blurring speed, reversed his swing, crashing the thick spine of the bolo against Johnny's head with numbing force, dazing him and knocking him to his knees. His eyes blazing with bloodlust, his face contorted with a killing rage, he closed, raising the machete to finish off Johnny, forgetting completely about Tommy in his rage.
As Felipe raised his machete, Tommy cannoned into him, body-checking him and sending him flying onto the low, flood-damaged levee bordering the bayou. Felipe staggered to his feet, teetered, and slid off the crumbling, mounded earth bank into the bayou as the weakened dirt wall sloughed away under his feet and dumped him in the shallows. Roaring like a bull, he floundered through the water, clawing at the levee-side foliage to grab a handhold, and for a second it looked like he'd succeed, but then, with a hoarse scream, he was yanked back into the water, into a churning, confused maelstrom of flailing limbs and glimpses of dead eyes, wide-open jaws, and a huge, scaled tail; Tommy watched in horror as Felipe surfaced, gasping, streaming water and draped with water-weed and his eyes wide in terror, before the huge alligator rolled over him and took him under again, just a quick glimpse of vast jaws opening and massive, razor-edged peg-teeth clamping around the big man's head before the whole thing was over, and Felipe was gone; all that remained was a scummy froth where a man had been standing.
Tommy stared at Johnny in shock.
"Did you...?" he murmured, pointing at the frothed-up water, the only sign something had just happened, and Johnny nodded carefully through the ringing in his head.
"Gotta be fifteen-footer at least; I bin seein' him on an' off couple days now, we prolly in his range; he bin follerin' us fo' while, prolly jes' curious-like; guess he ain't that curious no more..."
Tommy carefully examined the welt on the side of Johnny's head. Felipe had hit him hard enough to daze him, but there was no blood, and he'd never lost consciousness, so, after sitting for a while to let his head clear, the two men set off to the cabin and check on the girls. As they set out, after having taken the time to strip the unconscious henchman of his boots, pants, and machine-pistol, all of which went into the bayou, and wedging him in a fork of the jacaranda tree out of reach of random reptiles, the sound of shots echoed through the brakes, so quickly capped-off they sounded like a drum-roll, five in all. Johnny glanced at Tommy, who nodded back.
"Yeah, I know, those shots came from Bouvaise' place, c'mon, the girls' got trouble..."
*
Back in the cabin, the four women were preparing to settle down for the night. Justine had initially been sceptical about the strength of the cabin door if any of those monsters in the lake decided to come calling, but closer inspection revealed the door was made of seasoned oak planks at least an inch thick, reinforced with steel stripping and hinges, set in a sturdy steel frame; it looked like an ordinary wooden door, but a cannon wouldn't get through those tough White Oak boards. Justine was also intrigued at the way Kelly had reacted to the threat, her obvious fighting skills, and she asked her how she'd done what she'd done. Kelly was happy to explain.
"It was Big Jon's idea," she started. "The first time I met Jonny I was doing something real stupid, some men had hold of me, Jonny rescued me, which is kind of how he ended-up being one of the people who looked after me. He sort of hinted pretty loudly a few times how I needed to be able to look after myself, in case he couldn't be there, so I started karate lessons, which was fine, but then I discovered Taekwondo, and that's when it all came together; I used to be a gymnast and cheerleader in High School, and that helped me pick up the moves and gave me the flexibility; I didn't get the lead in 'Demonslayer' by accident, you know; they needed someone who could at least fake the whole 'martial arts' thing, and I could do it for real. Johnny made sure I kept up my training, I even got my Black Belt 3rd dan."
Justine suddenly made the connection. After making her name playing cute, 'sassy little sister/sassy teen girlfriend/sassy sorority girl' parts in several blockbuster movies, and her breakthrough role as the heroine of a fantasy vampire movie franchise based on a best-selling video game, Kelly had made her television acting debut in a supernatural TV show with a huge cult following, 'Stormbringer', playing 'Morrigan', an old-time Death-Goddess banished to Earth and cursed with immortality, now living in Los Angeles and fighting demons and supernatural horrors sent against her and her friends by her old enemies. Now Justine realized the martial arts and action sequences were not camera tricks and CGI, it actually was Kelly doing those roundhouse kicks and high-kicking, spinning, cart-wheeling, athletic moves in the slinky leather outfits the fans and cosplayers loved so much. Kelly grinned at her.
"If it wasn't for Jonny, I wouldn't be where I am today; he gave me the push to learn what I know and how to use it, and for that alone I love him like the best big brother in the world. He's the real deal, and all his family are just like him. When I used to come down here to the Atchafalaya with him, mostly to get away from Hollywood and Beverley Hills and the gossip and the paparazzi and all that 'fame' crap for a while, his family didn't go all 'she's a movie-star, treat her special' on me, that would have been just as bad. To them, I'm just that little gal Jean-Bastiènne looks after, they treat me just like family, half his cousins and shirt-tail kin think I'm related anyway, so they just treat me like one of them. "
Kelly smiled wistfully at the memories.
"Johnny's uncles and cousins take me hunting and fishing and make me take my turn watching the stills just like everyone else, his aunties have me cooking, cleaning, and looking after the kids, I eat the best food in the world, cooked by the best cooks in the world, and when Lubin or Audhémar's boys take me off in the swamps and out on the lakes for a little gator-hooking, catfishing, or frogging, it's because they think of me like family, too, and they're teaching me stuff they think I should know. His folks are real, he's real, and I'm glad I'm part of his family."
Justine glowed at the description of her Jonny, and once again noted the love and hero-worship in Kelly's voice whenever she mentioned Jonny's name. Not wanting to explore that too deeply, she changed the subject.
"Kelly, where are you from? I can't place your accent, you sound Southern, then you don't, there's no East Coast or New England, and you really don't sound like you do in the movies, so...?
Kelly chewed her lip thoughtfully, before smiling.
"You're right, well spotted. I'm from a town called Springfield kinda near the Kansas-Oklahoma border, North and west of here, it's a nothing place, the town that God forgot. My real name's Kylie Dolan, and my family, what's left of them, all Dolan's, are probably still there, running mostly everything; it's their own little empire. I didn't like that, my dad was the mayor, but he's an asshole, the sheriff's his cousin, a gross, sweaty fat pig who used to look at me like I was his favorite lunch, he's an even bigger asshole, my whole family are assholes, and they pretty much did what they liked, to anyone they liked. I didn't want any of that, so I left, I just bugged out one day and kept running, changed my name, and thought I'd try and live the Hollywood Dream, because I had nothing to lose, and I sure as Hell wasn't gonna end up on the streets or doing what most girls with no skills end up doing. "
Kelly tossed her head, her black curls tumbling, and the faraway look in her eyes receded as she grinned at Justine.
"I got lucky, Justine, real lucky, a one in a million chance, I got spotted by the right people at just the right time, most girls don't, you know the rest. I changed my name, my look, the way I speak, I doubt my own family would even recognize me now. I used to be Kylie Dolan, I used to be a redhead, and y'know something? It's amazing how much veneers, a new hair color, and colored contacts will change how people see you; now Kylie Dolan's gone, I'm Kelly Delano, and I like my life, I have real people in my life, real family who keep me straight and aren't afraid to ask me why I'm being so all-fired foolish at times, I like it, it means I belong, right here; I think I'm done with Hollywood now; it ain't all that, as Johnny likes to say, and life here with my family is good."
Just then the sound Justine had been hoping and praying she'd hear came to their ears from just outside the heavy door.
"Hello the house! Justy, Miz Kelly, petites soeurs (little sisters) y'all OK in there? What y'all bin doin' out here, it's kinda juicy, thought I tole y'all sit tight an' wait!"
*
After a confused, teary, excited reunion, and only after Justine had checked the side of Johnny's head and convinced herself there was no serious damage and he wasn't going to die there and then, they grabbed up their gear and trekked up to the Basin Bridge, with Johnny leading and Tommy bringing up the rear. In this fashion they made good time, and thirty minutes after setting out, the bridge came in sight. At first sight, everything looked normal, quiet, too quiet, inn fact; Justine had expected a hive of activity, from what Johnny had said about his family and friends being all over this place, but it was almost eerily normal, not a soul to be seen.
"'s okay, fellers, we OK, all y'all came come on out, we done here!" grinned Johnny. Justine gasped as figures appeared almost out of nowhere, from cover she wouldn't have thought a rabbit could hide in, tall men, medium-sized men, small, wiry men, all grinning, all heavily armed, and, much to Justine's surprise, a contingent of heavily armed soldiers in full combat gear.
"Soldiers, Johnny? Really? Just who don't you know, baby?" asked Justine, and Johnny smiled at her.
"They not my idea, Justy, but they cleaned up them scum real fast and efficient like; every 'gator from Basin Bridge to Lake Palourde gonna be stuffed fat 'n' happy tonight, them boys sure took care o' that! They here 'cause Miz Angie an' Miz Cassie ask a favor, an' suddenly whole bunch o' these boys find they need 'specialist' combat trainin', so they CO send them here, they been real useful back-stoppin' us an' keeping maw-maw busy, too; she too damned busy feedin' soldier-boys to come up here an' cause trouble, so let's give thanks for small mercies!"
Johnny inclined his head toward the knot of people approaching them.
"Speakin' o' Miz Angie..."
Justine looked closer at the group of people, spotting two radiant blonde heads, Angie and Cassie, of course they were here too, why not, everyone else was, and then she grinned at the small, black-haired girl waving at her.
"Johnny...?" murmured Justine, astonished that all her ex-trustees were there, but he just grinned back at her.
"Ain't no mystery, Minou; noncle Alby, Tante Amice's son's place 'bout 3 mile east o' here, they all been sittin' there a-waitin' for the 'all-clear' to come on down an' make you welcome!"
Odélie and Mélette gaped as three of the most famous women in the world bore down on them, Angie Graves, Cassie Matthews, and Moonbeam O'Shaughnessy, and then they were hugging Justine and Johnny, combing her hair back out of her eyes to look at her, slapping Johnny on the arm, all the actions of a group of friends meeting up after a break, while Odie and Mellie stared in silent, pop-eyed amazement; Kelly Delano had been a big enough shock and now this...
Some of Johnny's cousins came bustling up, grinning and giving Justine speculative looks, and Justine was struck by just how similar they looked to Johnny; Lubin and Audhemar' were Johnny's daddy's big brothers, and their sons could easily have passed for Johnny's brothers too, that same heft, dusty blond hair, and pale eyes. Kelly noticed them giving Justine interested looks, and she grinned as she grabbed one by his ear.
"For shame, Jean- Noël Deaucette, clean you mind out! This Justine, she Johnny's girl, she gonna be Jean-Bastiènne's wife an' you cousin, show some respec' or I teach you some!"
Jean- Noël's face twisted in pain but he deferred to the much smaller girl, promising 'Miz Kylie' loudly that he was jes' being friendly, like, and that he was going to behave around Johnny's gal, of course he was, could she kindly let go please...
Kelly noted with interest how Kelly's speech had taken on that same bayou-intonation Johnny fell into when he was making a point, all trace of Hollywood was gone; she really had 'gone native'.
Kelly gave him one final twist, and a slap on his arm, with a reminder that any of those other ham-heads try anything she was ready to hand out some more; the looks they gave her were an interesting mix of adoration, amused tolerance, and outright fear; yep, Kelly Delano was right at home here...
*
The party that night at Tante Amice's son's place, as Johnny had said, just three miles east of the Basin Bridge crossing, was everything the girls could have wished for; it's an unwritten law that if more than 3 Cajuns get together, fais-do-do happens; when dozens of them are together, the party gets loud, everyone gets to do their party-piece, either cooking or music, and so the music and eating and dancing go on far into the night. Odie and Mellie were more than a little shell-shocked to see Cassie Matthews tending the roasting suckling pig and bantering with Johnny's cousins, and Angel Graves, THE Angel Graves, splitting her time between gossiping with wives and daughters who'd appeared from nowhere, wiping young children's mouths, and filling and handing out po' boys; the fact Johnny and Justine knew and were so easy in the company of such people was still only slowly working through them, but they noted how fond they were of Justine, how familiar they were with Johnny, and how easy they were in the family's company; obviously they were more than just passing strangers down here...
Mellie and Hecky had gone someplace private, obviously they'd had a conversation, because they were holding hands tightly when they came back. Mack Dubillier's face had fallen on seeing that, a sad, wistful expression flitting across his handsome face, then the three of them had gone off and spoken some more. When they came back, Macky had seemed disappointed, but he'd hugged them both and got a promise from them that he'd be the first baby's Godfather, so that triangle had been resolved.
Justine had been just as interested in the fact Odélie and the handsome young sergeant, Everett something, seemed to be hitting it off rather well; there was a lot of 'non-verbal communication' going on there, especially since neither of them had been able to take their eyes off each other since they'd first showed up. The other soldier-boys seemed to have picked up on that too, as none of them even attempted to chat-up the beautiful little brunette, they could see their sergeant had that situation fully under control. Justine smiled to herself; looked like Odie was about to find out there was more to life than hunting, fishing, and poling a pirogue through the swamps...
Her mind went back to a conversation she'd had with Kelly a couple of hours earlier.
Kelly had been bantering with Audhémar, sassing him when he asked her when she was going to give up all this Hollywood foolishness and come take up with him. She'd replied "Thanks, but no thanks; I do that and tante Clodille kill you, then she come kill me! I like my life, I ain't finished with it yet, so ya'll better back down an' go fishin', your time o' life that all the excitement you need!"
The place had erupted with laughter, and Justine grinned at how completely Kelly had immersed herself in the Cajun ways, all traces of Midwest and California gone from her speech. She and Justine were helping with the food service when Kelly revealed that Cassie had told her that she'd been selected to be UN Women's Empowerment Ambassador, and of course she was going to do it, but when her year was up, she was coming back, the Atchafalaya was her home now, this was her family, and this was where she belonged.
Justine had looked up sharply when Kelly asked her how 'Kylie Deaucette' sounded as her new name, a pang of anguish and her heart sinking when she thought of how Kelly regarded Johnny, and how she couldn't compete with Kelly's looks, her poise and limber athleticism, and her fame, but then she realized Kelly wasn't talking about Johnny at all; watching her closely, Justine saw how she couldn't take her eyes off of Audhémar's middle son, Remy, a boyish-looking younger version of Johnny, and almost a dead-ringer for Lubin's boys; she also saw how, every time Kelly looked away, Remy's eyes just seemed to fall naturally on her. Justine smiled and breathed a sigh of relief to herself; she had no competition after all, there definitely was nothing to concern herself with.



Kelly looked sideways at Justine for a second, then she realized what Justine had been thinking, and moved to head that off once and for all.
"No, Justine, it's not like that; do I love Johnny? Course I do, and he loves me too, he's family, he made me family, and he's who I trust most in the world; but he's your man, honey, not mine, and he never will be. Besides, I've got me another Deaucette boy entirely in mind..."
She glanced over at Remy, and Justine, following her glance, smiled too. Kelly smiled secretly.
"Audhémar knows, he told me the boy's kinda slow and shy when it comes to girls, so it's up to me to make him dance on the line and reel him in real slow, but he and tante Clodille approve, they like me, and you know something? That boy can cook, I mean not just grill and plate, he's like a magician in the kitchen, tante Clodille says she doesn't know where he gets it from, but anyone who catches him is in for a well-fed, happy life, hint, hint! I guess now you know, it's no surprise it's gonna be me, he's my kind of guy, he's cuter than all get out, he's just sweet and polite as can be, and he can cook; boy's the perfect package!"
Kelly grinned naughtily at Justine.
"Thing is, I've been dancing around him for a while now, I think I got him interested, what do you think, maybe it's time cutie-pie Rémy found out I'm a natural redhead?"
Justine gasped and blushed, then both their giggles rang out, Kelly blushing and ducking behind Justine when Rémy looked her way, gabbling "he's looking at me, he's looking at me!" like a teenager with her first crush.
*
Epilogue:
Justine was dozing, tired out from finally getting her fractious baby to sleep, and oppressed by the torrid, crunching heat of New Orleans in August that the air-con did little to alleviate. Her baby, Sandrine-Ysabeau slept soundly in the antique crib next to her, lulled by Justine's automatic rocking of the little rocker. It was Saturday, and Johnny should have been sleeping, he was working that night, settled back into his job keeping the rich and careless from paying for their indiscretions, but he'd been restless all day, dozing only fitfully at the best of times, and she could hear him at the very edge of hearing, prowling restlessly around downstairs in the den.
The sound of the landline phone shrilling jarred her fully awake. She let it ring, letting Johnny pick up the extension in the den, and the muted rumble of his voice drifting up through the floor grate began to lull her back to her half-asleep state again. Still only partially awake, she heard him hang up, then nothing; obviously it was work-related, nothing for her to worry about. Justine relaxed and let herself slip back to sleep, her foot still automatically rocking the crib.
It might have been minutes or hours later that she sensed Johnny standing silently in the doorway, staring at her. Her eyes drifted open, and her welcoming smile fled as she saw the expression on his face, and a cold hand gripped her heart; that was his 'bad news' face; something was wrong.
"Baby, what is it...?" she murmured, "What's happened? Tell me, baby, you look like Hell, what's going on?"
Johnny walked carefully into the room in his sock feet, avoiding the squeaky floorboard so as not to wake the baby.
"Justy, that was Las Vegas PD, checkin' up on you, they need to know where you were year ago..." he murmured
Justine stared in puzzlement, before motioning him out of the room so they could talk without disturbing the baby.
"Start again, baby; why would Las Vegas police be checking up on me? I've never been there." she whispered, her puzzlement obvious in her expression.
"Baby, it's about that...it's about Carlo, baby, an'..."
Justine's heart skipped a beat."What about him, Johnny, what's he done?"
Johnny grimaced, not relishing what he was about to tell her.
"Month or so ago, group of desert hikers outside a place called Tecolote, in San Miguel County, New Mexico, come across a shallow grave, pretty much ripped apart by coyotes, whatnot, but no ID, bin there 'bout a year, he'd been shot in back of the head, wrapped in ole blanket, and dumped under a pile o' rocks. County Sheriff's crime scene investigators done what they could, all they found was couple bullets, no proper ID or any kinda prints they could 'dentify, so 's far as they concerned, it jes' one more desert body dump for they cold-case files. Three days ago, police in Las Vegas called to old filling station on th' edge o' town, gangland style killing, woman found bound an' gagged, kneelin' an' shot in back o' the head, also bin dead 'bout a year, forensics say it same gun used to kill the man in Tecolote. The gun, a 25 caliber Baby Browning reported stolen in New York by Georgina Machado was lyin' next to her. Her ID said she was Gina Machado, and she had Carlo's ID in her purse. Thing is, I 'member that woman Carlo livin' with after y'all split up, she called Gina March. It looks like she kill Carlo out in the badlands and carry on to Vegas alone, prolly flashed some cash around, someone musta seen it an' decided they wanted it, an' played for keeps. She wearing your daddy's locket with you name in it, that how they put the pieces together. I'm sorry baby-girl, Carlo and his gal knock you out an' take your money you work so hard for, but they din't deserve to die for it..."
Justine stared at him silently until he wound down, a single tear coursing down her cheek. She didn't love Carlo, he'd betrayed her and driven her away, but she'd loved him once, she'd been married to him for nearly five years, and she didn't grudge him the money he'd stolen from her; it was a small price to pay for having him gone from her life, but she'd never wanted him dead, she'd never wished any ill on him at all; she was ecstatically happy with her Johnny bear and her baby girl, but it was still a shocking jolt to hear he'd died so pointlessly.
"Johnny, can we...?" she began, and Johnny nodded.
"Way ahead of you, Minou, least we can do is give Carlo Christian burial, he warn't wicked, jes' stupid, an' that no reason to die that way. I spoke with the LVPD, they're arranging the remains be sent back to New York, I think Carlo should be buried next to his mom and daddy, I'll get the funeral home to look up if Gina got any family, otherwise we get her a plot of her own, jes' dumpin' her in some pauper's grave don't sit right with me, there's been enough vengeance takin' with this family, so we jes' put her to rest an' forgive her what she done, an' that be an end to it, okay?"
Justine hugged her husband tightly, letting the shock and distress ebb away. With news of Carlo's death, that part of her life was gone forever, now it was time to concentrate on the child sleeping in the other room, and the new life growing inside her, here, surrounded by her new life and new family, a long and strange way from her old life.
The End
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Nicky yawned and stretched luxuriously, groaning pleasurably as his joints popped. Lying here, sprawled in front of the TV, late at night when the house was silent, was a rare privilege these days, one he could only enjoy once all the kids were put to bed; it was fun being 'Uncle Nicky; climbing frame, entertainment centre, and occasional wrestling opponent', but with all his nephews and nieces, and daughters, and little sisters to entertain, more than a little tiring. He looked around thoughtfully at his childhood home, comparing his memories of how it had been to how it was now.
It was still a strange, sometimes unsettling experience to come back to this house where he had grown up, where so many bad memories and old hurts had once dwelt, but the cold, cavernous barn with the frigid atmosphere of hostility and throttled anger he remembered living in, tempered only by the warm, loving presence of his 'mother', his Barbara, was gone forever, courtesy of Bobby, Shari, Rick, and Yaz. Thanks to their efforts it was a home now, a proper family home at last, filled with warmth, love, and laughter, and the sound of children playing and storing-up happy memories of growing up here surrounded by love.
Nicky smiled to himself as memories of his beloved Barbara here, with him, intruded on his reverie; how she would have loved the light and laughter, and the sound of children laughing and playing filling the house now, and the fact her prison had finally become the place of love and treasured memory she had longed for.
With the thought of Barbara and children returned the reason for his treasured solitude; in the morning he'd be ferrying all the children, all seven of them, to the local Golden Arches, and he was already regretting volunteering to take them; now that he thought about it, he was almost certain Bobby, Ricky, Leon, all four girls, and even his stepfather, David, had taken one step back when his mother had asked for someone to do it, leaving him alone in her direct line of sight, so now he was stuck with it.
He'd promised he'd take them in a moment of weakness, but he wasn't sure he had the strength to ram-rod his two raucous, golden-eyed little speed-demons, Barbara and Judy, Ricky's two boys, David aka Richie Jr. and little Leon, Bobby's little girl, Ayesha and her younger brother, Nick, and his own little sister, Rachel. Leon was supposed to be helping him, but only because Judy had 'volunteered' him, and he hadn't exactly been straining at the leash for the privilege of rounding up a gaggle of kids; he'd said at the time he'd rather herd cats, earning him a baleful glare from Judy and a pained look from Ashley, and so it was decided; either help-out or live indefinitely in Judy's painfully inventive dog-house, so he'd taken the path of least resistance.
As he savoured the last of the peace he so rarely got, light footsteps intruded on his solitude, before his wife, Ashley, his younger half-sister, a fact he usually forgot, dropped lightly into his lap. Every time Nicky looked at her he found himself being astonished all over again that he'd captured such a beautiful girl, or that she'd want anything to do with someone like him; tall, slender, with a mane of gold-shot bronze-auburn hair, clear grey-green hazel eyes, sometimes grey, sometimes almost bottle-green, depending on her mood, but always huge, and beautiful, her pale skin and clear complexion highlighted by the most adorable spray of faint freckles adorning her upper cheeks and the bridge of her snub nose.
With Nicky ten years now, and in her late twenties, married for nearly eight years, and the mother of two children, she nevertheless still looked like the nineteen year-old high-school girl who'd captivated him all those years ago.
"Penny for your thoughts, English-Boy," she murmured as she wriggled herself into a more comfortable position on his lap. "You looked like you were having some deep thoughts there, care to share?"
Nicky nuzzled his beautiful wife as he wrapped his arm around her waist.
"Nothing really, sweetheart; I was just contemplating the great trek tomorrow morning; I know I wasn't that enthusiastic about it, but really, they're just a bunch of toddlers and little kids; how bad can it get, I mean, really?"
Ashley twisted around in his lap to look into his eyes. As always, Nicky instantly became lost in her eyes, caught by her frank gaze; it happened every time he looked into those beautiful, expressive wells, truly the windows of her soul; her eyes fascinated, compelled, held him fast, and drew him in.
"They really saw you coming, didn't they, you poor, trusting simpleton? You're taking Ayesha, Barbara, and David out in public, together, in the same place, at the same time, without tranquiliser darts, nets, and a lasso, and you ask 'how bad can it get'? Those three alone are bad enough; add in all the other kids, and they'll all get on like a house on fire. Have you ever seen a house on fire? Explosions, flames leaping, roofs collapsing, broken glass everywhere, people screaming and running for cover; Babs all on her own, with no prompting whatsoever, would hit the big red 'Armageddon' button just to hear the bang, and you know that, so tell just me; who are you, and what have you done with my husband?"
Nicky nodded glumly.
"You're right, who am I kidding, this is going to be a disaster, like World War 3, but with fries and extra ketchup..."
Ashley nestled her head in the hollow of her neck and pulled him closer.
"At least we have now, Nicky-baby; savour the silence, hot-stuff; psycho-loony chimpanzee time is still several hours away! Look on the bright side, though; after this is all over, I promise to visit you in the asylum every other Friday!"
"Yeah, ha-ha- very funny..." grumbled Nicky, but cuddled her closer anyway, "and what are you going to be doing the Friday's you're not visiting me, then?" he grinned.
Ashley smiled impishly.
"That's easy; I'll be spending them with my new husband, the one smart enough to not be so easily conned by mom. She really saw you coming, Hot-Shot!"
Nick grinned and pulled her close for a quick, but satisfying kiss, before settling her more comfortably in his lap. They sat in silence for a while, each content with their own thoughts, Ashley savouring her quiet-time with her husband, until Nicky began picking up that perhaps his wife wanted to talk about something; if it was important, Ashley would have brought it up right away, so it was something she wanted to talk about, but not important enough to disturb him. Of course, when it came to Ashley, Nicky never let anything lie; part of his charm, as far as she was concerned, was that he was always interested in what was going on with her, so, after they'd sat silently for a while, he squeezed her bottom companionably and tipped her face up so he could look into her eyes.
"What's up, Ash? You've got something on your mind, I can tell; come on, former Miss Lowry, spill it."
Ashley grinned at his using her maiden name, something he only ever did in private.
"Actually, it's not so much a problem as something that's been nagging at me for a while now, but in an 'I'm curious' way, not an 'I'm worried' kind of way..."
Nicky cocked an eyebrow at her, a quirk of his she'd always found absurdly attractive.
"Go on, please; you've piqued my curiosity, don't leave me hanging here."
Ashley looked thoughtful for a moment, then smiled.
"So, what it is, I was looking back over the last few years, from pretty much the day you first came to us, going over it all, getting things straight in my mind and I realised there was one side of the story we've never heard..."
Nicky nodded. "Go on..."
"Baby, I knew most of your story, and, from talking with Ricky, I managed to fill in the odd gap here and there, from back then, and of course Bobby's been very forthcoming about where he was with you, the place he was in, and how Shari came into his life, but the one big blank spot is...I don't know anything about Ricky, apart from what you remember when he was young, and how he's so very different now, plus a few bits and pieces Bobby let slip. From the time he left home until the time he showed up back here with Shari and Yaz in tow, there's a two year blank space. What was he doing? Don't get me wrong, I don't think he's got anything to hide, but even Bobby's mentioned it a few times in passing; when Ricky came home he was so radically different that it was like having a whole different person walking around and being Ricky; he was nothing like the Ricky who'd left a couple years earlier."
Nicky kissed her cheek as she paused to collect her thoughts.
"So what are you asking, Ash?"
Ashley looked into his eyes, struck, as always, at how much like their mother's eyes they were, a warm, golden-tawny, something she'd never seen before, except in Nicky, her mother, and of course, their two little girls, who also had those startling golden eyes, and Nicky's dark-golden hair . She smiled distractedly as she picked at the collar of his polo shirt.
"I'm curious, is all; what happened to him, what made such a drastic change in him that even Bobby found it hard to believe it was him when he returned? How and where did he join up with the girls, how did he find them at all, and what led him there? Something must have tipped him off, what was it, and what happened when he found them? Yaz and Shari don't seem at all inclined to talk about it, at least not to me, but perhaps they'll open up to you; you have a special connection with them, they searched for you, they travelled half-way around the world looking for you, so they obviously felt that connection pretty strongly; perhaps they'll tell you things they don't think they can share with me. I'm only their big sister by a long, weird, and winding way, but you're their straight-up big brother; they love and are obviously in love with the boys, there's no doubt in my mind about that, but they absolutely adore you too, that's got to count for something... "
Ashley paused, obviously feeling her way along what she wanted to say.
"I'd like you to talk to Ricky, babe; him, and Shari, and Yaz. Something happened to Ricky while he was gone, something profound, and it's all wrapped-up around Yaz and Shari and their mom. I think there's a story there they all need to tell; Shari's mom was so badly abused by your psycho father, yet she took Ricky in, his son, she took him and loved him like her own son; why? How did that even happen?"
Nicky looked quizzically at his beautiful sister.
"This is really bugging you, isn't it, babe? Before you say anything, I know how much you care about him, he's kinda-sorta your kid brother too, but even that doesn't give you, me, anyone in this family the right to go rooting around inside him and maybe pulling strings best left untouched; don't you think he needs to keep some things between himself and his maker? Every man and woman on the planet has things stirring around inside him he doesn't want to look at too closely, things hidden in dark corners they don't ever want to think about, why can't Ricky have those too? Hmm?"
Ashley nodded soberly.
"He should, I'd be the first to agree with you, but maybe he needs to let some of that stuff out, too, maybe share it with us, the people who love him most in the world? The story of our family will never be complete as long as this piece of the puzzle is missing, and it's one of the most important pieces. When Ricky came home, he brought the girls with him, and now the family's all together, there's all the kids, mom and dad now have, to all intents and purposes, eight kids, we're all interconnected and joined together, then there's that business with the charm bracelet too, so we know Barbara is still with us. We're a clan now, as Judy likes to point out, and she's right, but we're only a clan because Ricky found the girls and came home to Bobby, they looked for us and found us, and that's how this whole family-clan was born. How do we join the dots here? How did that come about?"
She tapped the tip of his nose with a pink fingertip.
"it's important we know, baby, even Mom thinks so. There's pain there that Ricky needs to get off his chest, deep pain, and loss, she sees it in his eyes when he sidesteps any hints about what happened. Mom can feel him hurting, it shows in so many little ways, especially whenever Yaz or Shari mention their mom, and it worries her that he's still holding back and pushing all that pain way back down so he doesn't have to think about it. In every way that counts, Ricky is mom's son too, and she feels his hurt acutely. Talk to him if he'll talk to you, Nick; help him get this out, then we can finally set the record straight. We're only here a few more days; I really, really want to fill in the last blank spaces before we have to go home. Get Leon to help you; Rick trusts him, they're really close, and maybe he'll share if Leon asks him... "
Nicky rubbed his forehead gently against hers.
"OK, you've asked me, I'll see what I can do tomorrow, after the great food fight, but no promises; if Ricky's hurting like you say he is, then it's for a reason, maybe a reason he doesn't feel like sharing, so I'll ask, but if he blanks me, then that's that, got it? When we get back, you and the girls take the kids to the park or something, run them around until they drop, and see if you can get mum to go along too. I know where dad's going to be; there's an exhibition of medieval junk at the museum, he was saying he wanted to go take a look, and I know for certain Bobby will go with him; they're pretty much joined at the hip. I'll see if I can collar Rick and get him to open up, but just think about this."
Nicky stroked her cheek lightly, emphasising his point.
"Shari's mother was also Ricky's mum, the first real mother he ever had. She took him in, and she loved him unconditionally, and he loved her desperately; it shows in all sorts of ways whenever her name comes up, and losing her hit him hard, I'm guessing the way losing Barbara hit me, maybe even harder. He'd only just learned how to love her, how much she loved him, she was all he had, and then it was torn away from him; that must have left some deep scars and even deeper wounds. I know it did for me, and Ricky's a lot like me, even I know that. However it was for him, he's bottling it up and keeping it down inside for reasons of his own, so I'm not going to push it, not even for you, babe. People have the right to keep their private pain private, and no-one has the right to go digging for it, not you, not me, and not even Leon, not that he will, got it? Being his family still doesn't give us any right to know what's buried in his heart, we have no right to go dragging whatever it is he wants to keep private out into the open; that's his to keep or share as he sees fit, you understand?"
Ashley stared at him, her eyes searching his face, then slowly nodded.
"I know, you're right, babe; Ricky's your kid brother, so he's my kid brother too, and I don't want him hurt any more than you do; if he wants to tell, let him, but don't go scraping any raw nerves. It's just that the five of you have such a lot of loss and hurt between you, more than any one family should have to bear, because of what your father did to all of you, and me, too, but I've gotten past that. Maybe it's time you all faced your past, but yeah, you're right; if Ricky pulls back, just leave it be, don't go tearing off any scabs."
Nicky grinned and jiggled her on his lap.
"And with that delightful image, I think we should get some sleep; I have a tough and toilsome morning ahead, and don't think I didn't notice you lot all looking the other way and whistling and sticking your fingers in your ears and going 'la-la-la, I can't hear you...' at the tops of your voices when mum asked for volunteers; remember, revenge is a dish best served cold, and I will have my revenge, in this world or the next, mwahahahah!"
Ashley slid off his lap and held out her hand.
"C'mon, let's go Nicky, I need to rub your back; how's the Betamethasone cream helping? I saw a lot of the redness seems to be fading, does it still hurt much now?"
Nicky shrugged at the sudden twinge of pain as he thought about his injuries, about the mass of scar-tissue that was his back, raw scars inflicted by his psychopath father so many years earlier; his back had never really healed properly, never really stopped hurting, and it never would, but the pain had become so much a part of him now he barely noticed it.
"Back's fine, babe, and yeah, the itching along some of the major scars has died down; that was a good idea dad had, I think I'll stick with the cream, I think it's working."
Hand in hand, Nicky and Ashley, once upon a time brother and sister, now, husband and wife, parents, and part of a strong, solid, and deeply connected family, switched off the lights and TV, checked the windows and doors, and went to their bedroom, pausing only to look in on their two little girls, tuck them in and kiss them goodnight one more time.
*
Leon slumped down on the couch and glared at Nicky, while he tried to block out the sounds of mayhem as seven excited kids shrilled, gabbled, shrieked, and argued at the tops of their voices in the next room. Nicky grinned at him and saluted him semi-mockingly.
"Welcome to the wonderful world of childcare, Leon; how convinced are you about kids now?"
Leon grimaced at the thought, thinking of what Judy had to say, in-depth and at length, on the subject.
"Look, Nick, I know they're technically my nieces and nephews; one of them's even my sister-in-law, and I love them all like crazy, I love being 'Unka Leon', I love being Rachel's big brother too, truly, and I know how crazy Judy is about all of them, but I have to be honest; today they nearly drove me batshit; it was like trying to reason with a busload of lunatics; loud, angry, attention-deficit, sugar-rushed lunatics; if Ashley and Judy are planning to get me into 'Father-Mode', this was not the way to do it...!"
Nicky turned his head to hide his grin; he'd figured out during their excursion with the wild-bunch exactly what Judy was doing, aided and abetted by Ashley, so he decided to help it along a little.
"And yet you're still alive... Be honest, Lee, I don't think we did too badly, no broken bones, we arrived home with the right number of kids, all ours, too, no innocent bystanders killed in the cross-fire, I'd call that a win! Now, if we could manage seven wild things, how hard could it be to manage just one?"
Leon cocked a suspicious eye at him.
"Have you been talking to Judy again?" he demanded, "because I'm not ready for all...this...this...lunacy, not yet; I already put my foot down with Judy...!"



Nicky looked pityingly at him, trying to hide his grin.
"You. Put. Your. Foot. Down. With Judy, and yet you're still here, still alive, with all your bits still attached...you're either the bravest man alive or the biggest fool in Christendom..."
Leon backpedalled hastily.
"OK, what I meant was, I thought about putting my foot down, in fact, I very nearly did, but..."
Nicky grinned.
"Yeah, I thought so. Look, there are going to be times when you're wrong, and Jude's right; what you should have worked out by now is that's approximately one hundred percent of the time. Always remember one thing, and keep it top-of-mind; this is JUDY we're talking about here, your hyper-intelligent, adorable, smart-mouthed, darling wife, who is also my not too scrupulous little sister, a girl not exactly overburdened with old-fashioned ideas about right and wrong and how rewards and punishment work, and our family's very own vengeful Practitioner of The Dark Arts, with a brain like Einstein's evil twin and absolutely no compunction about using pain as an educational tool. Leave us not forget, YOU asked her to marry you, she spends her life surrounded by kids, it's what she wants; once she's finished her clinical internship, and she's nearly there, she can make life-choices about either pursuing a residency or starting family, with you, and only you, you idiot, why is that a problem? Money's not an issue, so what's really the problem? Don't you love her?"
Leon opened his mouth to protest that of course he loved his wife, but just then Ashley poked her head around the door, her eye rolling and quick head gestures reminding Nicky that she wanted him to get Rick alone and talk to him. Leon watched the by-play with an amused grin. Ashley disappeared again, and Leon made as if to leave too.
"I see Ashley's been at you too about Rick," he observed. "Judy gave me the scoop yesterday; it seems she and Ash have been doing a little plotting, so good luck with that..."
Nicky pointed at him, staying him in his seat.
"I know where they're going with this; they both have some sort of need to fill-in some of the blanks, and they think Ricky needs to tell his story. I'm not convinced; if he's shutting down about it, he's probably got good reasons that have nothing to do with me and are none of my business. This is where you come in. I'm Ricky's big brother, true, but you're his oldest and closest friend, and Ashley and Judy obviously feel that counts for something; maybe he'll tell you stuff he can't or won't share with me?"
Leon grimaced, shaking his head.
"You're right, Nick; Ricky is my friend, he's one of the best people I know, and that's exactly why I'm having no part of this. There are some things families share, there are some things friends share, and there are some things that should never be shared; some things should remain private, and this is one of those things. if Ricky hasn't shared this with any of us, it's because he doesn't want to, and I respect that. You're his big brother so you do it. Just leave me out of it."
Nicky grinned and bumped fists with him.
"Bingo, that's exactly what I told Ashley you'd say; now, perhaps, those two will let this whole thing drop. Ricky doesn't need us rummaging around inside his head, he's had enough to deal with."
Something made Leon look up, to see Ricky standing in the doorway, his eyebrow quirked in that exact same way Nicky did. As always, Leon was struck by how much Rick looked like Nicky; aside from the different hair and eye colours, they could almost do duty as doubles for each other, even though there was a more than four-year age gap; they had the same mannerisms, the same way of speaking, even the same taste in clothes and weird English foods. To cap it all, there was even a third, Bobby, who was like another dark-haired, grey-eyed carbon-copy of Nicky.
Nicky spun around, seeing Rick, and his expression.
"Rick, I'm sorry, it was just that..." he began, but Ricky waved him to silence.
"Guys, it's OK, really; I overheard Jude talking with Ashley, and just now... so, what do you want to know? I mean, there's nothing sinister in my past, if that's what you're worried about, no secret life as a contract-killer or Yakuza enforcer or anything like that, just me, so ask away; I know I never told you anything before, and it's funny, Yaz and I were talking just the other day about what we were going to tell the kids when they get a little older, about who we are and how we met, that whole 'Mummy, where did you meet Daddy?' thing, so perhaps now is as good a time as any."
He grinned, looking even more like Nicky.
"You better go get Ash and Judy, I know they're bursting to hear this, might as well let them in from the beginning, it's probably about time we all talked about this."
*
Ricky's Tale
My name is Richard (aka Ritchie or Ricky) Davies, the original teenage loudmouth loser. When I was seventeen, my whole world fell apart; for reasons I couldn't really comprehend at the time, my father was arrested, put on trial, and after two years of legal back-and-forth, extradited, and chucked in an American prison for what amounted to the rest of his life. Not content with doing that, the 'authorities' then decided that everything we owned was bought with the 'proceeds of criminal enterprise', that was the phrase they used, and came and took it all away to be auctioned-off, and the money they obtained from selling all our stuff went to compensate dad's 'victims', hah, and the Ministry of Justice for the time and expense involved in jailing my dad forever. The only reason we even kept the house was because dad had put it in a trust for us the day he'd inherited it from his father or grandfather or uncle or something, so it couldn't be proved to be in that catch-all definition they'd used to take everything else.
If I sound a little bitter, it's because I was; they'd decided my dad was guilty of preposterous 'crimes against the United States' so they got to take him and incarcerate him in a federal prison somewhere thousands of miles from us, so we'd never see him again, and left us, my older brother Robert and I, in a shell of a home, with no money, no benefits, no state-aid, and no prospects, no hope, and no-one to turn to.
I did have an older brother, Nicky; he was getting on for five years older than me, but he doesn't really come into this; he sneaked away one night, where he went no-one knew or cared, and his pointless mother, Barbara, committed suicide in the house the next day; dad was furious, we had the cops traipsing in and out for days, muddying the carpets and asking stupid questions, like we cared. She'd killed herself, so what, why was it our problem? It wasn't like she was MY mother, after all, so why should I give a shit what she did to herself?
That was how I thought back then, that's the kind of person I was, and that's why I think I would have won the 'World's Biggest Asshole' accolade hands down; I really was that loathsome, repulsive, uncaring, and disconnected; I have a lot to be punished for, a punishment I really managed to earn in a solid, heartfelt way, by virtue of who I was, what I was like, and how I thought, behaved, and believed. Bobby wants to have that crown for himself, he really believes he earned it, but all I'll concede on the point is that between us, as later events conspired to show both of us, if there had been an Oscar for 'Most Repulsive Little Shit of the Year', we'd have been fighting on stage over it.
I started with all this to tell you what I think of myself back then, because my life changed in one day, in the most amazing and soul-shattering way, and what came out of it is the life I have today, the people I have around me, and the family we all discovered, Bobby, Nicky, but most of all, me; Richard Brian Davies, former dickhead and spoiled, entitled, arrogant little brat, now and forever part of something so much bigger and better than anything I ever dreamed of.
So where to begin? I suppose Nicky would say "Begin at the beginning" but even now, all these years later, now that I have some perspective on things, I still don't really know where that is, so I'll just tell you how things went, and you make up your mind if I've got it all in.
*
After Nicky left, sneaking away in the middle of the night, as dad had claimed, and Barbara, Nicky's mother, had gone and hanged herself in the old Butler's Pantry, everything rapidly went downhill; a few weeks after Nicky did a runner, the sky fell in; people showed up with warrants and Court Orders and Repossession Orders and removed all kinds of things from the house, everything of value, even the furniture, rugs, and dinnerware; big serious men in serious suits backed-up by square-faced coppers with blank, impassive faces showed up and took dad away for questioning again and again, and all of dad's businesses were confiscated or suspended while he tried to fight the preposterous charges being levelled at him.
Through all of this, he did nothing but blame it on Nicky; I suppose if I had been a little older, or a little more considerate, or even inclined to think at all, I might have wondered how it could possibly be his fault; after all, dad gave Nicky nothing, did nothing for him, pretty much ignored him when he wasn't smacking him around, and treated him like the bastard at a family wedding ninety percent of the time; Nicky had nothing, and he certainly didn't have the kind of power and resources dad had, so how could he have brought all this about?
But I never once thought that; instead, I joined in wholeheartedly with dad and Bobby in hating Nicky for destroying our family, taking away everything we had, and subjecting us to the kind of scrutiny only reserved for criminals. The worst part, and the guilt and sin I will always bear in my heart, was that we rejoiced in Barbara's death. It actually made dad grin every time he told us how he'd found her hanging from the old pulley-hook in the butler's pantry, and we'd grin along with him, my father's two servile, fawning little sidekicks, prepared to believe unquestioningly anything bad about Nicky and his worthless mother, and rejoice in the fact they were out of our lives forever.
I don't know if there's a God, but if there is, one day I will have to stand before him and explain myself, and I can't. Nothing excuses what I did, all I can do is hope desperately that I will have done enough with my life to atone for the hurt and the harm my mean, gleefully spiteful, unthinking malice has caused, and that I've maybe earned the right to at least ask for the mercy I don't know that I'll ever deserve.
I know Bobby feels the same way. Perhaps one day our mother will forgive us for being what we were and take us to herself way she did her beloved Nicky, who wasn't even her son, but who loved her more than life itself.
*
After two long years of endless court hearings, dismissals, re-filings, and court appearance after court appearance, the Court of Appeal finally made the jaw-dropping decision that my dad had committed crimes against The United States of America, and could be handed over to the Federal authorities. We watched in helpless shock as they led my dad out of the court and straight to a prisoner transport to take him directly to Heathrow Airport, so he could be handed over and punished for his so-called crimes by a country notorious for ridiculously heavy-handed sentences. Watching him being led away in handcuffs was the hardest thing I'd ever had to endure, because I knew, I just knew, we were never going to see him again. He seemed to know it, too, because he never even looked-up to see us one last time as they led him away.
And now the hard slog began; Bobby and I had very little money, just two savings accounts dad had set-up for us that were haemorrhaging cash we desperately needed to stay alive. With no income, Bobby and I were sunk; if we wanted to eat, we were going to have to dig-in and start looking for work. We trudged miles following-up ads in local papers, in the Jobcentre, information boards in shop-windows and supermarkets, anything we could think of, but always there was nothing for teenage boys without any kind of qualifications. Dad had had us home-schooled, but had never sent us for any public examinations, because he thought they were for losers; we were going to inherit his businesses and he didn't think we needed a piece of paper to take over from him, he'd decide how qualified we were.
Predictably enough, the job-market for teenage boys with no formal schooling was pretty limited. Bobby got lucky and landed a dogsbody, zero-hours contract job with the local council, meaning he only worked when they called him in, and only paid him minimum wage for the hours he did work, cutting grass verges and road-sweeping, a pointless, grinding, minimum-wage job with no prospects. I wasn't quite nineteen by then, and I couldn't find anything, so Bobby slogged away at his thankless job while I hung around the house wearing most of my clothes to keep warm, saving heat and hot water for when we really needed it, and just killed time until Bobby got home so I could light a fire to warm up a little and have someone to talk to.
Eventually, out of sheer boredom, I started rummaging through the house just to keep myself occupied, and make myself tired enough to sleep (and, in the winter, keep warm; we couldn't afford to keep the heating on, we could barely afford basic utilities like gas and electricity). The house was a huge, echoing barn of a place, built in the days when labour was cheap and everyone who could afford it wanted a mansion to overawe the neighbours with. There were six bedroom suites, each comprising of a large master bedroom, dressing-room/maid's room, and a bathroom, which used to have a high-backed cast-iron enamel bathtub and polished copper pipes everywhere. Those antique bathtubs were taken away, of course when the courts stripped the house for valuables for auction; they would command a high price from the interior designer, retro, and vintage stores.
I worked my way through the rooms, scavenging anything we could use, although there was precious little of that; anything too ramshackle or damaged was left behind, while all the good stuff was carted away. It was during one of these scavenging tours that I decided to go through the piles of boxes and crates of dad's papers in one of the attics, stuff that had been returned as being 'of no evidential value' according to the Crown Prosecution Service labels slapped on them. I had nothing better to do, so eventually, sheer boredom drove me to rifle through them to see if there was anything interesting or valuable in there. At first it was just tedious and dull; store receipts for clothing, supermarket till receipts, Bobby's and my old exercise books, incomplete tax returns, letters and documents from his business associates full of wordy paragraphs about dull things, the kind of stuff that ends up in landfill.
One of those boxes turned up a few surprises, through; I kept coming across mention of an Ayesha Shahida, and increasingly, documents with her name and signature, and, finally, fragments of paperwork from a hospital in East London that hinted at the possibility that this Ayesha person had given birth around the time Bobby was born. That set me back on my heels; was this woman the mysterious 'mother' dad had always refused to discuss with us, or even allowed to be mentioned? Was she in fact Bobby and my mother? Barbara obviously wasn't our mother, she was Nicky's mother, but Nicky was older than us, so why did his mother live with us, while there was no sign of mine? Was it possible this Ayesha person was more than just a name on a few pieces of paper?
The more I dug and waded through those boxes and boxes of paper, the more I became convinced Ayesha Shahida was somehow connected to Bobby and me. All I had was hints, and scraps of paper that individually didn't really say anything much, but put together they began to paint a picture of someone who had a long-standing, possibly even family connection, to dad, and Bobby and me.
I tried to involve Bobby in what I thought I'd found, but he wasn't interested; his life was taken up with being the breadwinner, and he was too busy being sunk in depression and nursing his anger to take any notice of anything I had to say.
Eventually, after wading through piles and piles of meaningless papers, I struck gold; a torn-up envelope addressed to 'Ayesha Shahida', in dad's handwriting, stamped but never used, for an address in Dalston, North-East London, in the London borough of Hackney. Finally, I had something, and once again I tried to involve Bobby; perhaps it would lead to this mysterious mother of ours who was never mentioned, or at least to someone who had a connection of some kind with my dad. Bobby didn't care, he was too sunk in anger and depresion to give a fig, so I made an executive decision, took (let's be honest: I stole) the emergency fund Bobby had stashed under his bed, £200 in all (which I do feel guilty about even today, when so much has happened; it was all he had socked away for a rainy day) and headed out on my quest to find out who we really were.
*
London was a long, long journey from Carlisle, travelling on the cheaper (but still crushingly expensive) stopping services as I was to conserve the meagre funds I had; endless stops at every rural train station, multiple train changes at obscure, out of the way railway stations and halts, a long and wearying journey zig-zagging down the length and breadth of England, but I kept going because I felt sure I was on the verge of something that would change our lives, hopefully for the better, because let's face it; it couldn't get any worse...
Arriving in London was a confusing, scary experience; the place is vast, with a capital 'V'; just looking out through the row of glass doors at Euston Train Terminus to the Euston Road was intimidating; I'd never seen so much traffic, so many people, such huge buses in my entire life, and I sat for what seemed like hours trying to work out how to find this place, 'Dalston'. As luck would have it, I spotted a newsagent, and in the window, a map book titled 'London A-Z'. Bingo, there was my map.
Using my London street-map, I was able to locate the road I was looking for, and, after a few wrong turns, and a little guesswork, I found the address I was looking for, an imposing three-storey Victorian terraced house with a front garden, black iron railings, and high, impressive bow windows. And that's when my nerve failed; supposing this Ayesha Shahida person didn't live here anymore? Supposing she wanted nothing to do with me? Maybe she wasn't our mother, or maybe she was, and wanted nothing to do with either of us? At this point I had no other option; most of the money I'd lifted from poor Bobby was gone, I was alone in London hundreds of miles from anywhere I knew, so I might as well take a shot, and play it by ear from there.
I'll be honest with you; knocking on that door was one of the hardest things I'd ever done; supposing this Ayesha person only vaguely knew of dad, supposing the elaborate scenario I'd concocted in my head was nothing but wish-fulfilment, and she was nothing but one of dad's shadowy business contacts? But I knocked, and waited, then waited some more, but nothing.
Just as I'd decided this was not going to happen, that it was just a red herring, and I'd wasted my time and money, I heard the lock being turned, and the door was opened by a handsome Indian woman with thick, wavy, dark mahogany hair, golden olive skin, and bright, light green-hazel eyes that looked like they were lit from behind.
"Can I help you...?" she began, but her voice trailed off as she stared at me, with something like veiled hostility, although I could have been wrong; reading other people was not one of my strong suits back then.



"What do you want...?" she whispered, making no effort to open the door, ask me to come in, nothing; it looked for all the world like she was keeping the door between us, ready to slam in my face if I made a move, and that unsettled me; she obviously knew me, if the look on her face, a mixture of recognition, dread, anger, and something else, was anything to go by, and something about me had scared her.
"Why are you here, haven't you people done enough already? Go away!" she grated, an edge of real anger in her voice. "Leave, now, or I'm calling the police!"
I was dumbfounded; this was not the reaction I was hoping for, and just what had we done enough of already? I had to find out what she was talking about.
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry, I didn't mean to upset you; please, do you know me? What have I done, who are you, and do you know my father? I found your address in his things, I thought maybe you could help me..."
She glared angrily at me.
"You father is Robert Davies, and don't bother denying it, you're the spitting image of that bastard! What the hell do you mean by coming here now? After what that...that son of a whore did, why, why should I waste my time on you, on any of you? You're all the same, worthless users and takers! Only your brother Nicky meant anything, and that bastard got rid of him, and now one of his bastard brood shows up at my door! I'm glad that bastard's locked away forever; I hope he spends his days in prison being beaten and raped, it's what he deserves. Now go away, or I'm calling the police!"
I was rocked back by the gust of hatred coming from her; what the hell had Dad done to provoke such an extreme reaction? And she knew about Nicky? I had to try once more, she had answers, I knew that now, all I had to do was somehow get some from her.
"Please, I don't know what you're talking about, what did my dad do, what did he do to Nicky, how do you even know about Nicky? Please, just tell me who you are, and why you hate dad so much; are you my... mother? If you'll please just tell me what's going on I'll leave and never trouble you again, but I have to know, please!"
She looked at me strangely, and shook her head slowly.
"No, I'm not your mother! How could I be? Your poor mother's dead, why don't you ask that whoreson father of yours what happened to her?"
My heart sank at that statement, but now there was another mystery; why had she reacted so negatively and how did she know my mother was dead? Did she know who my mother was? And more importantly, just what had we done to her that she could spit bile and anger like that at me? I had to try one more time, there was something bad here, something very bad, I could feel the edges of it, as if this person, this Ayesha's accusations weren't bad enough.
"Please, I don't mean you any harm, I don't want anything from you, I honestly don't know what you're talking about, at least please tell me what you mean. What did my father do, and why?"
Ayesha looked closely, searchingly at me, and her eyes narrowed.
"You really don't know, do you? That bastard never told you anything about me, about us, and what he did to me and my family?"
I shook my head dumbly, completely at sea in the churning maelstrom of rage and hostility I could feel swirling around her.
She stepped to one side and pulled the door open.
"You'd better come in; if you really want to know the truth, then sit down, and keep your trap shut and your hands where I can see them; you try any funny business and I'll bash your skull in, you hear me?"
I saw for the first time that she was leaning on a heavy black walking stick with an iron ferrule and a large, ornate silver finial in the shape of a bird's beak, and something told me she'd have no hesitation in bashing me with it if she thought I was threatening her, so I nodded; I wasn't here for a confrontation of any kind, all I was looking were some answers. Her set expression told me she wasn't joking, either, so I resolved to not antagonise her.
Ayesha looked closely at me for the longest few seconds of my life, then nodded and stepped to one side.
"Go on through and take a seat, I'll be right behind you, and remember: I'm watching you."
The corridor was wide, and well decorated, floored with beautiful Victorian Minton ox-blood, russet, and cream tiles in a pleasing geometric pattern, almost exactly the same as the hallway back home, spotless white skirting-boards, and a pair of white painted doors open wide enough for me to see a sunshine-bright sitting room, with more large, imposing doors in the corridor, opening into yet more rooms, I guessed. I went through the open doors into a fairly large sitting-room, again very tastefully decorated in muted shades, with a comfortable-looking three-seat couch and two matching armchairs, with a soft carpet underfoot.
"Sit, sit..." she muttered, waving vaguely at the couch, "I'm not going to hurt you...unless you try something..."
She sat in one of the armchairs, and studied my features thoughtfully, her elbow on the arm of the chair, and her chin cupped in her hand.
"So much like that father of yours, but...there's something different about you; is your brother like you, or did he take after that bastard? Is there another Robert Davies running around out there and poisoning the world?"
Wow, she really hates us, was my immediate thought, followed by wonder that someone could hate another person so much (and then my own attitude toward Nicky and Barbara, that 'fuck-off and die' knee-jerk hatred dad had given me came back to bite me, hard. I was just like her, I'd spent years spewing hate and anger, now suddenly I knew what it was like to be on the receiving end of such blind, unreasoning, bitter hatred. It was a sobering feeling.)
Ayesha stared thoughtfully at me, sizing me up, I could tell.
"Well, I'm waiting; is your brother another one of that Davies creature's clones, or is he different too?"
I shook my head;
"Bobby's not like me, at least I don't think so; he's angry, and he's always tired, he works hard and doesn't get paid much, and it...kind of comes out now and then, but I don't think he's like dad; he's not as angry as dad, I know that..."
Ayesha nodded slowly, never taking her eyes off me, but she didn't seem inclined to say anything more, just that unnerving, penetrating stare. After a while, the silence got to be really uncomfortable, and I shifted uneasily, wondering what happened next, and if she was actually going to tell me anything at all. Just as I thought we'd gone as far as we were going to, she suddenly spoke.
"Your father, Robert Davies, took everything I had, he took me from my family, he took away all my money, my property, everything I'd worked so hard for, and worst of all, my self-respect, and my right to say 'no'; he robbed me, he abused and brutalised me, he hurt and terrorised my children, and he thought it was funny. I'm glad he's in jail, I'm glad he's going to rot there; as far as I'm concerned, they didn't do enough just jailing him; they should have publicly flogged him, flayed the bastard alive, just like he did to... "
She caught herself, but she'd said enough to make me wonder who he'd flayed alive, and why. She caught my expression, and her expression softened just a little.
"You really don't know what I'm talking about, do you? You've never heard any of this before, or who I am, have you?"
I shook my head, shocked at what she'd been saying, casting around in my mind for a way to disbelieve her, but I could see it in her eyes: she was speaking the God's honest truth, and it made my stomach roil to accept that my dad had done these things to her (although a small voice deep inside insisted I knew just exactly what kind of man he was, I'd just never let myself put it all together. It wasn't happening to me, so it didn't matter, and I know beyond a shadow of a doubt that that was the voice that will damn me one day... )
"You must be Richard, the younger one, is that what they call you?"
The sudden change in direction threw me, and all I do was nod.
"My... oldest brother always called me 'Ritchie', but dad and Bobby call me Ricky; I don't know anyone else..."
She cocked her eyebrow at me and nodded.
"Nicky, your oldest brother; the boy who left..."
I gawped at her. How did she know that? She saw my startled expression and smiled grimly.
"Oh yes, I know all about Nicky, about who he really was, and what your father did to him; it's a wonder the poor boy lived through what Robert did to him. Do you want to know what that man did to that poor, defenceless boy, do you really want to know?"
For a second her eyes glinted with malice, and I felt a chill; something bad was coming, something dad had done, and now my mind circled back to her comment about how dad should have been flayed alive. Suddenly I didn't want to hear this, but she was inexorable, the intensity of her gaze compelling and magnetic, and I couldn't look away.
"Your father beat Nicky so badly he nearly didn't live through it; he used his special belt on him, the one with an edge he honed on the buckle himself, and he whipped that poor boy until he literally took the skin off his back; he left him barely alive, and do you know what that man boasted to me when he did it? He said THAT was a father's true legacy; every time your brother saw his back, he was going to remember who his father was, and what he'd done to him. He was gloating, actually beaming with pride when he told me. There's no place in Hell deep enough for that demon to squat in; to do that to your own child... "
I was shocked and appalled; this couldn't be true; I knew dad had a mean temper on him, but this? No there was no way he'd do that, not even to that sneaky little mummy's boy Nicky, and then I pulled myself up short as I remembered the stuff we'd ignored, the times he'd punched-out Nicky, sometimes in front of us, but usually when there were no witnesses, just the evidence of his black eyes and bruises and his split lips, and the screams and cries and entreaties when he beat Barbara. I remembered the meaty sounds of flesh hitting flesh, her sobbing as she begged him to stop, please, to not hit her anymore, and yes, then I understood; he was that kind of man, and he'd tried to make us in his image.
Ayesha looked long and steadily at me, her expression unreadable, but something told me she was softening towards me.
"Let me show you something, Richard, then maybe you'll believe me."
With that, she stood, a little unsteadily, and rested her cane against the arm of the chair as she unbuttoned her blouse. I suddenly wondered what she was doing, and what the hell she was going to show me, but then she turned and slipped her blouse down to her elbows, exposing her shoulders and bare back. I stared in fascinated horror at the network of criss-crossed red welts and white scars lacing her upper back, shockingly vivid against her honey-gold skin.
"Did my father...?" I began weakly, shocked and disgusted by what had been done to this woman, and Ayesha pulled her blouse back up, and, still with her back to me, buttoned herself up again.
"Your father put those on me, Richard, he did it to me, he did it to Nicky, much worse that what he did to me, and he did it to your mother, and he enjoyed it; that man is a sadistic demon, no Hell is too much for him to suffer!"
I sat in silence while my head spun; I didn't want to believe these things, I tried not to believe them, but I'd seen what I'd seen, and I felt sick that dad had done that. As I sat in stunned silence I heard the front door open, and two girls' voices chattering and giggling. I looked at Ayesha and she pointed an admonishing finger at me as she murmured "my daughters; behave yourself, I mean it!" emphasising with her heavy cane what she would do if I stepped out of line.
The door swung open, and two girls came into the room, the smiles on their faces dying away when they saw me. They were both tall, slim, each with a mass of wavy, bright, mahogany-bronze hair tumbled over their shoulders, and the younger one, who looked to be a little younger than me, had green-hazel eyes like her mother's, while the other, who I thought was maybe the same age as Bobby, had large, expressive grey eyes. They both had delicate, heart-shaped faces and clear, fine, porcelain-doll features, and olive complexions, with just a tinge of their mother's golden skin tone, both of them exotic-looking and, to me, at least, quite the most beautiful girls I'd ever seen.
"Mummy... who's this?" asked the older girl, her eyes narrowing and her tone sharp and suspicious. The younger girl moved closer to her, putting her arm through her sister's as she too stared distrustfully at me.
"Richard, these are my daughters, Yasmin and Shereen... your sisters, God help them... "
The two girls gasped, as did I, at Ayesha's blunt statement.
The older one, Shereen, was the first to recover.
"What are you saying, mummy, do you mean he's that... fucking piece of shit's son? Is that why he looks like him? NO! This piece of filth is NOT my brother, I am NOT his sister, take it back, mummy, say it's not true!"
Ayesha slowly shook her head, tears glinting in her eyes.
"No baby, I can't; he's Robert's son, he came looking for us; he's your younger brother. I'm sorry, I'm so sorry."
Shereen's face twisted in rage, and in a blink of an eye she'd grabbed Ayesha's heavy walking stick and raised it over her head, obviously ready to crack my skull open with the thick metal finial; in my mind's eye I clearly saw that bird-beak splitting open my skull as she hit me with it, and I stayed motionless, not wanting to provoke her further.
"No, don't, stop it Shari!" shouted Ayesha. Shereen looked at her mother and shook her head.
"I thought we were free of that stinking piece of shit, now his dogshit son shows up here, in my clean house, and it's going to start all over again! We'll never be free until that dog-fucker and all his dog-fucker family are dead, and it starts here!"
"No, Shari, don't, please, don't!" begged Ayesha, but Shereen shook her head vehemently, her eyes glittering with hate.
"I don't care. That whole family deserves to die in fucking agony, I don't care if I go to jail just as long as I get to see this piece of shit dead on my floor! Fuck him, he dies, now!"
The other girl, (Yasmin?) stepped in front of me, her hands up, shielding me from Shereen's fury.
"Get out of the way, Yaz, can't you see who that is? That whole family are filth, nothing but pieces of shit, get out of my way, after what they did to us he owes us this, and I swear to fucking God... "
"Shari, no! Enough! He didn't do anything, leave him alone!" she barked, making Shereen blink in shock.
"But... but... look at him! Don't you know who he is? LOOK AT HIM!" she yelled.
Yasmin shook her head.
"Enough, Shari, leave him be! He's just a kid! Just let him say his piece, then, if you still want to, have at it, I won't get in your way; just let him talk first!"
Shari stared at her for a long moment, her chest heaving and her nostrils flaring, while the angry flush in her face slowly faded. She glared at me and pointed at me with the lethal-looking metal head of Ayesha's walking stick.
"Five minutes, that's all, then you better run back to whatever shit-hole you escaped from, because when your time's up I'm coming after you! Start, damn you, say your piece then fuck off out of my home!"
I was appalled at the hatred this beautiful girl had for me, for my family; Ayesha had already intimated how much she hated us. What the Hell had we done, what had dad done to her, to all of them, to create this much poisonous hatred for someone she'd never met before?
"Talk, you fucker, talk, then get out!" screamed Shereen, jarring me out of my astonishment. I hurriedly explained why I was there, I only had five minutes and she still had the lethal-looking walking stick raised, ready to crush my skull.
"My name's Richard, I found your mother's name and address in a box of my dad's papers, so I came here to find out who she is, I didn't know what my father did, I still don't, all I know is I came here looking for my mother, I hoped that I'd found her, all I wanted was some answers, please, that's all I want! I didn't know what we did to your family, all I wanted was some answers, then I can go home and you can forget me. Please don't hate me for what my father did, I didn't know, I never even suspected what he was doing, neither of us did, just tell me what he did and I'll leave and never trouble you again, I promise!"
Shereen stared at me mistrustfully, still tense and angry and ready to hit me, but then the other girl, Yasmin, stepped in front of her, her expression unreadable, but definitely not as hostile as Shereen's.
We stood like that, a silent tableau, all four of us frozen for long, endless seconds as Yasmin's eyes locked with mine, before she turned to Shereen and put her hand on the walking stick, pushing it down.
"I believe him, Shari; look in his eyes, he's telling the truth, he really has no idea what we're talking about, or who we are. He's not here to hurt us, Shari. Let him talk."
Shereen lowered the cane and pointed at me, her expression still mistrustful, but some of that furious hate had gone from her eyes.
"You want to talk? Then talk, now!" was her terse instruction, so I did, telling her all about me, my life, Bobby, dad, Barbara (I choked a little over that, but right now I had nothing to lose, so I told her everything, every mean, nasty little thought, every spiteful, malicious little trick we'd pulled on Nicky, how he'd disappeared, about Barbara, Nicky's mother, and how my father would beat her and Bobby and I would grin heartlessly and ignore the sounds of her mistreatment.
When I finally ground to a halt, Shereen just stared at me contemptuously.
"Your whole family is rotten to the core; you just told me how worthless and disgusting you are; the only one of you who was maybe ever worth anything was driven out to die from his injuries somewhere far away and all alone, and that's down to you, too; you let it happen, you shoved him away and left him to die, so know this; if you died by the roadside tomorrow I'd step over your carcass and keep walking, be sure of that."
She drew a shuddering breath as her eyes flamed with anger and revulsion.
"After what your father did to us, to my mother, I would gladly watch Robert Davies twist on a spit with you two roasting with him; that you and I share a father means nothing. I want him dead, I want to see hm dead, I want to watch rabid dogs feed on his rotting carcass, and if you and that brother of yours were rotting there with him, then well and good; the world doesn't need the likes of you. The harm your family has done mine will never be washed away, with blood, with tears, with all the remorse in the world, do you get that, now, Richard-fucking-Davies?"
I sat open-mouthed at this tirade, shocked at the depth of her hatred for us; just what had dad done to make her hate with such passion? And then I pulled up short; what had Nicky ever done to me that I should hate him just as passionately? I was no better than her in my unreasoning hate, and now I started to realise how Nicky must have felt every day of his life. I had to find out, I had to know what we'd done, and if we had somehow done to her family what we'd done to Nicky and his poor mother? How?
"Shereen, I... " I began, but she shut me up with a raised hand.
"Save it; I don't care. I'm going for a walk, the air in this room is rancid with your family stench, I thought we'd cleaned it out and now it's back. When I get back, you be gone, or else, understand?"
With that she stood, handed the cane to Yasmin with a curt "watch him, and get him out of here!" and left the room, followed a few seconds later by the slamming of the front door.



Yasmin stared at me, fingering the cane absently, before handing it back to her mother.
"If you were going to hurt us you would have by now, so I guess we can trust you..." she murmured, her lips quirking in a fleeting smile. "Sit, Shari can be a bit full-on when she gets wound-up, but no-one's going to hurt you. Have you eaten anything today?"
I shook my head; other than a railway station buffet doughnut at Carlisle station when I first set out, all I could afford, I hadn't eaten anything in two days, and now that she'd reminded me, I realised just how hungry I was. I couldn't stay and eat their food, though; Shereen would be back soon, and she'd told me to be gone before then.
"It's OK, I'll find something to eat on the way home." I told her, although I had no idea how I was going to get there; I just had to hope something would turn up.
"I don't recognise your accent, where are you from?" she asked me, so I told her we lived in Carlisle, up in Cumbria. She nodded. "Yeah, the Borders, I couldn't place you at all. How are you going to get back there?"
I shrugged my shoulders.
"I don't know, I'll probably hitchhike, or just walk back... something will come up... " I mumbled, causing her to flash a glance at her mother and pull out her phone. After tapping it a few times, she looked quizzically at me.
"It's over three hundred miles away; you're going to walk back there? How? That could take weeks. Have you got any money?"
When I shook my head her eyes widened.
"So how are you going to eat? What are you going to live on? You can't just head-off into the wilds and hope food will fall in your lap! Sit there, I want to talk to mummy."
Yasmin and Ayesha huddled together, I couldn't hear everything they were saying, but I caught snippets; "...not his fault...at least some food...he's still my brother, we can't just..." and so on.
Just then the door opened and Shereen came back in, her expression hardening when she saw me still there.
"I thought I told you...!" she began, but Yasmin cut her off.
"That's it, Shar, enough! He didn't do anything, he didn't even know, that's why he came here, he was looking for answers! Now belt-up, mummy wants to talk, just shut your trap and listen for thirty seconds!"
We both stared at her, Shereen with a shocked expression at her sister taking my side, although I wasn't sure why. Shereen stared at me for long, endless seconds in silence, her eyes like bullets, grey and merciless as steel shot and just as hard and deadly, and then she nodded just once.
"OK, sit, stay, listen, and just shut up, no-one here wants to hear your pathetic excuses, you got that?"
I nodded dumbly, but couldn't help but see the fleeting smile flit across Yasmin's face before she schooled her features into an impassive mask. Her bright, green-hazel eyes, however, didn't have that steely hardness that Shereen's had. If I hadn't known better, I would have worn she was trying not to smile, or burst out laughing. Ayesha cocked an eye at her younger daughter, obviously seeing what I'd just seen, and the look she gave me was thoughtful, not hostile, and definitely not angry.
"Richard... Ritchie," she sighed, shaking her head sadly at the mess I'd caused by showing up, "You came here into the middle of all this, you didn't know what had been going on, but if I threw you out for things that were not your fault I'd be no better than your father, so I apologise for the welcome I gave you, I see now that none of this was your fault, you had nothing to do with it, and you're just as much a victim as anyone in this room, so please... sit, I'm sorry. No... " she murmured as Shereen stirred angrily, "let me finish, sweetheart, we all need to calm down a little."
She turned her attention back to me.
"You tried to find your mother, you came here from all the way up North with nothing but the clothes on your back, looking for family, for answers, for someone, anyone, who could tell you who you are, and you were ready to go back there any way you could because of the way we responded to you. You didn't come here to threaten, or beg, or blackmail or force your way in, you just wanted to know who you are. There's nothing wrong with that, and you've done nothing to me or your sisters. Your father has much to answer for, he's done things to this family that beggar belief, this is why Shereen is so angry, but you, you're just a kid, fallout from your father's actions, just another victim, and I would never forgive myself if I turned you away and something happened to you: you haven't done anything wrong at all."
She grinned lopsidedly.
"You and I, we still have things to say, some hard things to hear, but we'll do that later. There are things you don't know, things that still make me sick and very angry to even think about, and there will be anger and hurt, oh yes, and probably hatred, too, but if I get angry just remember, it's not at you. You're a victim too, and you're just a youngster, you shouldn't have to deal with this, but these things need to be said, and then perhaps you'll know and understand why Shereen is so very angry."
She leaned her chin on her hand on the arm of her chair and fixed her gaze on me, keen and sharp for long seconds, before speaking again, her tone softer, more considered than earlier.
"For now, just think about this; you came here looking for answers and found your family, Ritchie, strange as that may sound. Your brother Robert and my two girls are all you have, Yasmin is your little sister, Shereen is your big sister, I don't think they have any excuse to abandon you and blame you for something you couldn't possibly have known about. Shereen, would you ever abandon your little sister?"
Shereen's eyes kindled.
"NEVER! How could you even ask..." she almost shouted, and Ayesha nodded.
"Yet you'd abandon your younger brother, who hasn't done anything to you, who just came here hoping to find some answers?" murmured Ayesha. Shereen looked stricken as Ayesha's logic drilled into her.
"Please, baby girl, what have I always told you about guests, and who they might be? This boy is our guest, and he needs our help; are you really going to turn him away to starve in an alley somewhere for something that's not his fault? He didn't pick his father, and he isn't his father, he's someone who doesn't know who he is, or who we are, or why he's here. Is that a sin, or a crime?"
Shereen's shoulders slumped.
"No..." she murmured, defeated by her mother's relentless logic.
Ayesha smiled gently at her.
"Then let him tell his story, sweetheart."
Shereen looked at me and nodded.
"Go ahead then, tell us, tell us the whole thing."
So I did, starting with Nicky, what Bobby and I had thought of him, about Barbara, how we'd ignored and marginalised her, the beatings we'd heard and closed our ears to, the way our father had treated Nicky, and the stories he'd told us, stories I was now coming to realise were lies, how he'd made sure we were completely isolated from the outside world, how we'd never had friends, or met anyone, or really spoken to anyone our entire lives.
Shereen's face remained expressionless through this whole thing, how I'd found clues, isolated fragments that had led to them, and finally my astonishment at the fact I had two sisters, an older and a younger one, the last thing I'd been expecting.
When I'd finished my story, Shereen stared at me for the longest time, but searchingly, and that bullet-hardness was gone from her eyes. Finally, she sighed.
"OK, so what do we do with you? By your own admission you not the kind of person we should allow into our lives. You're selfish, spoiled, indifferent, arrogant, you didn't have a thought for anyone except yourself, am I right so far?"
I had to nod; she was right on the button on her assessment of my character. I was not what she wanted around her family, and the thought inexplicably saddened me.
"However," she continued, "you spilled your guts completely about who and what you are and what you were like, you didn't try and lie or sugar-coat or justify any of it, you told it like it is. Truth is hard to find, mummy always says that sometimes you have to dig deep to find it all, but you were truthful with me off the bat, even if you didn't like what you were telling me, and I get that. Mummy was right, I may not like the idea, but the truth is, you're my little brother, and you came here to find answers, not lie to us, or steal from us, or hurt us, and because you're my little brother, I'm not going to turn my back on you. You need us, and maybe we'll find out we need you. So what, exactly, are we going to do with you, Richard Davies?"
My spirits surged at that; at least she wasn't threatening my life anymore, that had to be a good sign!
"When's the last time you ate something, Richard?" enquired Ayesha. I mumbled something about "not long ago" which got me a narrow-eyed stare.
"I'm not going to ask you again: when's the last time you ate something?"
When I told her it had probably been two days earlier she stared at me like I was mad.
"How much longer were you planning on waiting before telling me you're hungry, eh?" she gritted, and I quailed at her tone.
"I wasn't going to, I'm not hungry, honest, I just wanted some answers, then I'll get out of your hair and go home." I replied, too scared to stay there any longer than necessary. She grinned at me and pointed at Yasmin.
"You really don't know how to lie properly, do you? Yaz, take your brother and show him where he can wash-up, Shari, go make your brother a sandwich, he hasn't eaten in two days, and get him a glass of milk too, he must be starving..."
*
Yasmin waited for me, watching me closely while I washed my hands and face, and grinned when she handed me a towel.
"So where's the rest of your stuff, Richard?" she smiled, and frowned when I told her I didn't have anything except what I was wearing.
"So let me get this straight," she mused, "you found some sort of clue that told you to come here, so you just jumped on a train, headed off into the wide blue yonder, and hoped for the best?"
"Pretty much," I admitted, and she shook her head sadly.
"And then...?" she prodded, and I looked around, at the bathroom, at her, at myself in the mirror.
"And then whatever happened next, I suppose; find out who we really are, why all this has happened, find a way to get home, go back to my life. What else is there?"
Yasmin smiled playfully.
"So you just up and headed out and trusted to luck? I've got to say, while I question your thinking, I can't fault your sense of adventure! You're bonkers, you do know that, right?"
I didn't answer, she didn't seem to need one; instead, she stood next to me and stared at our reflections side by side in the mirror.
"Nothing, absolutely nothing at all..." she marvelled, "you're my older brother and we look nothing alike, not even a little bit; isn't that just a little bit weird? You'd think..."
I nodded, agreeing with her; we had not a trace of resemblance, nothing to give a clue we were siblings, or at least, half-siblings. I grinned, seeing her grin in reply, and her beautiful bright, light green-hazel eyes lit up like her mother's as she smiled.
"I know, but your mother says you're my sisters, she seems to know what she's talking about, so she's probably right, but still..."
"OK, you done?" she asked, I nodded, and I followed her back to the sitting room, where a ham salad sandwich and a glass of milk awaited me. My stomach tightened painfully at the thought of food.
"Eat, don't just look at it..." grinned Ayesha, so I set to with a will, while Ayesha and the girls watched me like some kind of circus exhibit. It was delicious, like nothing I'd ever eaten before. The urge to just cram it in my mouth was almost overpowering, but I forced myself to go slow, to chew every mouthful, to not make a spectacle of myself; these people already had a pretty low opinion of me, no need to give them even more ammunition...
When I'd finished, even Shereen grinned at me.
"Guess you really were hungry after all!" she murmured. I was stuffed, I'd never eaten anything so delicious, not even when dad was still around. Since he'd been taken away it had gotten pretty dire. Bobby and I had pretty much subsisted on the bare minimum that kept us alive, and that simple sandwich was the richest food I'd eaten in almost two years. Too rich, in fact, especially after so long with no food at all. Shereen saw the sweat burst out on my face, and my eyes roll up, and she grabbed me and hustled me into the cloakroom just in time, as it all came back up again, in what seemed like endless waves of retching, while my stomach clenched and convulsed painfully.
Finally it was over, and I just knelt there, bent over with my head spinning, feeling like I'd been kicked repeatedly in the belly; all I wanted to do was die. I'd never felt such pain, I couldn't even stand up it hurt so bad. It took a while for me to realise both girls were crouched next to me, rubbing my back and holding my face in their cool hands.
"Why didn't you slow down, you stupid arse? It wasn't going anywhere!" grumbled Shereen, her voice low and brisk but her gentle hands saying something else entirely. "C'mon, let's get you out of here, I think you need to lie down."
Both girls helped me to my feet, and I felt the blessed cool as Yasmin wiped my burning face with a damp washcloth. That done, we slowly made our way back to the sitting room, slowly because I hurt all over, but mostly my midsection, and I still couldn't straighten up, it just hurt too much.
"Lie down, boy, just take it easy..." crooned Ayesha, as the girls helped me to the sofa, and I did, it helped, but I had to stay in a foetal crouch, it still hurt to try and straighten up.
"What happened there, Richard?" asked Ayesha, "you just folded, why?"
"The food... sorry... not used to it... it hurts... " I managed to gasp out, because even talking hurt, and Shereen looked horrified.
"It was just a sandwich and a glass of milk... " she murmured, staring in confusion at me, but her mother nodded grimly.
"This boy hasn't had a proper meal in God knows how long. God, how has he been living like this? I think we need to try again, he needs food, something simple, maybe light soup; there's some in the pantry, baby girl, chicken soup, minestrone, something light, and maybe some crusty bread, and get some pillows and a quilt, he needs to rest."
It all got a little confused and slightly surreal after that, but a cool hand on my forehead woke me, and a mug of something that smelled delicious was held in front of me. I tried to hold it, but for some reason my hands wouldn't stop shaking, and the next thing I knew, Yasmin was grinning at me as she spoon-fed me hot clear soup.
"Eat it all up now, nom-nom-nom!" she grinned, and I had to laugh even though my stomach ached, it was funny, and no-one was angry with me, and it felt wonderful. I finished the soup, and she wiped my mouth.
"That's all for now, rest a little and you can have some more, let's just wait and see if this comes up too."
At last it was all gone, there was a warm, comfortable glow in my stomach; for the first time in what felt like the longest time I'd had a hot, satisfying meal, and I was warmed through for the first time in a very long time.
*
I woke with a start, confused and disoriented for a second, unable to place where I was, then the world spun for a second and memory flowed back into place; I was in London, I was in Ayesha Shahida's house, and I had two sisters...
"Hello, sleepyhead!" murmured a soft voice, and I spun around, then spun back as I realised I had no clothes on and the quilt had nearly slipped off me and onto the floor.
Clutching the only covering I had, I peered at the figure only vaguely visible in the gloom, just a shadow in the armchair, but I recognised the voice; it was Yasmin.
"My clothes..." I stammered, and she giggled happily at my blushes.
"Don't worry, mummy undressed you, not me or Shari, and we even turned our backs, so there!"
"Where...?" I asked helplessly, and she laughed again.
"Mummy put your clothes through the washer, you need clean clothes, and when you're ready, you can have a shower, because, I have to be honest, you kind of need one! In the meantime, how are you feeling?"
I was brought up short; how did I feel?
"Tired, weak, confused, embarrassed, hungry, I could go on... "
Yasmin flicked on the lamp and looked me over.
"You should feel hungry; you've been out like a light for, let me see, almost sixteen hours, you must have been exhausted..."
I was stunned; I'd slept sixteen hours? It didn't seem possible, but then the darkness, the ache in my limbs from lying in one position for hours on end, and the hunger, of course.
"It's almost five in the morning, mummy, Shari and I have been taking turns watching you; you had mummy really worried, you know! Oh, and she's sorry for the way she went off at you. She probably won't say anything, but she's really feeling guilty about the whole thing, you weren't to know. Shari too, she kind of feels rough about going berserk at you like that, all those death-threats, she's not really like that at all, so let her apologise when she gets to it, she didn't know either. We all owe you an apology; you didn't deserve any of that, so they'll probably be a bit nicer to you; try and enjoy it! One thing, though, Richard; we all saw how thin you are; don't you ever eat anything?"
I felt my face burning as I flushed; the fact is, Bobby and I never had enough to eat; with only him working, on an ad-hoc contract on minimum wage, there were some weeks where our one meal of the day was a can of soup between us and a couple of slices of bread, it was barely enough to keep body and soul together, but what could we do? I was beginning to understand that Dad had done this to us; he'd left us in this mess, and we had no way out.
Yasmin looked closely at me.
"You don't, do you? You poor guy, no wonder you got so sick, you must be really just scraping by if a sandwich was too much to handle. I'm sorry, Richard, I didn't realise. Would you like some more soup? I can get it in a jiffy, you just wait there, oh yeah, you're bare-arsed naked, aren't you, you've got to!"
She giggled as she left the room, leaving me there naked, wrapped in a quilt, wondering what I was going to do next. Hopefully I'd feel better soon, I'd get my clothes back, and I could comb myself out of these people's hair and find a way to get back home again. Kind as they were being, given what had gone before, which I still didn't properly understand, I didn't belong here, and I realised I couldn't impose on their good graces very much longer. Yasmin said they weren't mad at me any longer, I wondered how long that would last if I continued to hang around...
The door opened and Yasmin came back carrying a tray with a bowl of soup, some bread, a banana, and a bowl of what looked like fruit chunks in syrup. Everything smelled wonderful, the soup, the warm, crusty bread, the sweet smell of the fruit, and Yasmin grinned as she put it on my lap.
"Eat up; don't let it get cold again!"
I set to with a will; the soup was as delicious as before, dipping the bread in it was delectable, and before I knew it I'd polished the bowl clean. Yasmin took the empty bowl away and nudged the bowl of fruit at me.
"Try it, Richard, it's good for you, you'll like it..." and I did; I'd never eaten anything like it; even the banana was something I only had vague memories of eating when I was much younger. When dad was still with us we'd never been given anything like any of these things before; when I thought about it, I realised that even with all his money, dad had drastically cut corners and pinched pennies anyway; I'm sure he could have afforded simple, tasty food and even simpler treats like this, he'd just never done it, because he was a grasping cheapskate; it had taken strangers to show me what I'd been missing all along, simple things that other people probably just took for granted.



I slumped back, stomach full and body fully relaxed for the first time in I don't know how long. Tension I wasn't even aware of, that had been a part of me for so long it had become normal, had finally been sponged away. Yasmin patted my knee and took the tray away.
"Get some rest, Richard, mummy will want to talk to you in the morning, it's late...or really, really early; either way, you're tired, we'll all talk in the morning. Goodnight...big brother!"
"...Ricky... " I murmured, and she stopped and looked back at me. "What say...?" she grinned, and I repeated myself, a little louder.
"Ricky, please, call me Ricky... " and she nodded. "Ricky it is, gotcha; don't go 'way now!"
*
Daylight in my eyes woke me, a moment spent wondering where I was, then memory and realisation put me straight. I stretched luxuriously, feeling marvellously rested and at peace, considering the day was going to get worse, because hadn't Ayesha warned me? So I luxuriated in my one moment of complete peace, letting the apprehension wait until I was ready to deal with it.
"Good morning, how are you feeling?" said a soft voice, and I looked around to see Ayesha smiling at me.
"How old are you, Richard? Because when you're sleeping, you look so young, but you have to be, what, nearly twenty, am I right?"
"Almost nineteen," I replied, "and Bobby's nearly twenty; there's only a year between us. And please, call me Rick, or Ricky, or Ritchie; no-one ever called me Richard."
Ayesha came to her feet, leaning on her cane, and indicated a bathrobe and towels and my clothes folded neatly on the other armchair.
"Go and get a shower, you know where the bathroom is, there are some disposable razors and toothbrushes in the cabinet, then come down and we'll have some breakfast together, just like family... " She grinned when she said it, to defuse any sting I might have felt at her words.
"Yasmin's not here, she had to go to school and finish up a few odds and ends after her finals, and Shari's down at the office, taking care of some things for me, so it's just you and me this morning, so we'll have that talk when you're done. Go on now; I'll be here when you come back down."
*
After the best, hottest, most luxurious shower I'd ever had, properly shaved, brushed, and combed, and dressed in my freshly laundered and pressed, clean-smelling clothes, I made my way back down to the sitting room.
"In here, Ricky," I heard her call, and I followed her voice into the dining room, where something smelled delicious. Ayesha was busy laying the table and she stopped dead, dropping the napkin she was holding as she stared at me.
"My God, you look just like, just like your... just like... " she stammered, while I stared at her in puzzlement; what had I done now, and what the hell was she talking about?
"I'm sorry...?" I began, and she flushed, her face reddening.
"It's nothing, I'm sorry, Rich... sorry, Ricky, for one second there you looked just like... never mind, breakfast is ready, please, sit, eat, don't let it get cold."
Hot food, hot, tasty food, food like I'd never had before was a dazzling experience; from my perspective now, when I look back on how my life turned, it was simple food, the kind of breakfast millions of people probably have every day of their lives, but for me, it was a revelation; grilled bacon, fried eggs, sausage, grilled tomatoes, hot toast with butter running through it, nothing special or gourmet, but to me, compared to how I'd been living, it was a magical feast, the best, most wonderful things I'd ever eaten.
"Eat as much as you want, Ricky, then we'll talk, while Yasmin and Shereen are away; right now, I don't need Shari's interruptions, and I don't want Yasmin hearing what I have to say. Eat up and we'll get this over with, then you can decide what you want to do next, OK?"
I didn't need telling twice, and I pitched in with a will, and no matter how much I ate, there was always more. When I finally pushed my plate away I was stuffed full, happy and satisfied in a way I'd never been before; there's a world of difference between getting-by on mediocre grub you eat just to keep yourself alive, and filling up with simple, tasty food that satisfies like nothing ever did before, and I felt strong, together, fit, and ready to fight lions, which something told me I was about to do.
*
Breakfast over and cleared away, Ayesha told me to go wait for her in the sitting room. When she joined me, her mood had changed; during breakfast she'd been friendly, helpful, polite, chatty, even, and had gone to great pains to put me at my ease. Now she looked stern, grim, almost.
"Ricky," she began, "I want you to understand that none of this reflects on you, do you understand? Your family and mine have a lot of history together, none of it good, and I still feel anger, so much anger, but you must remember, none of this is your fault; if you didn't need to know this I wouldn't tell you, but you need to know the truth, and that... creature, your father, will never be able to tell you, or even admit to any of it. I want you to know that I won't enjoy any of this, do you understand? I hardly know you, but what I've seen makes me hope that things will change, that maybe you will make the difference; remember, that Richard Davies, remember that and hold on to it!"
My throat was dry; suddenly I didn't want to be here, but I knew I had to be; too many secrets and lies had surrounded me for too long, I needed to clear it all away so I could be normal, perhaps with my new family to be there for me. I nodded at her, telling her I was ready to do this.
"Do you remember yesterday, when I showed you my back? That I told you your father did that to me?" I nodded, and she kept going.
"He did that to me because he could; he did it to your brother, he did it to Nicky's mother, and he did it to Barbara, your poor mother. Robert Davis stole everything I had, he took every last thing I owned, he beat me, he raped me countless times, and he destroyed everything I had, my place in my family, my business everything. And why? Because he wanted what I had, that was the only reason he needed. Your father was a sadistic criminal, a true psychopath, why should he work when he could just take, so he took, and he took, and he took!"
Her eyes were hard and bitter, glistening rocks that stared into my soul, and I couldn't look away.
"If all he wanted were just things, well and good; but that wasn't enough; he wanted to own me, for me to know I was his slave, his little chilli-cracker plaything to use and mistreat whenever he pleased, and that's all I was to him. When he found out I was pregnant with Shereen he beat me so badly he nearly killed me; children with me wasn't part of his plan, I was just there to be used while he took my business, stole my money, gambled and lost my property, everything I'd worked and saved for. He bankrupted my parents and made them disown me, he destroyed my name in our community and any chance for marriage and a family of my own. He took all that away."
Something she'd just said struck a chord and I went back, looked at it, and shook my head; that couldn't be right!
"I...I'm sorry, could you back up a second, please? You just called Barbara my mother, you're wrong, she was Nicky's mother, not mine..."
Ayesha shook her head.
"No, Richard, Barbara wasn't Nicky's mother, she was yours, you and Robert; your father abducted Nicky from his mother, his first wife, when he was a toddler; Barbara brought him up, but she was your mother, not his... "
My jaw dropped in shock; now it all made sense, why Nicky's "mother" was still hanging around our family; it was because she was my mother; we'd had our mother with us all along! That fucking bastard! As the thought rang through me, everything else clanged along with it; how we'd ignored and disrespected her, how we'd followed our father's lead and treated her like a servant, the way we'd grin when we heard dad abusing her, our smirks and snide comments listening to her begging dad to stop hurting her, the grossly disrespectful way we'd behaved at her funeral, it all came back home to roost, and then I felt the sick horror that came with knowing I'd been a willing part of all that, that I'd been a part of what he'd done, everything he'd done... to my own mother!
Ayesha looked at me levelly and murmured "You didn't know... " but we did; we knew decent people didn't behave like we did, we knew that was not how you treated people, and we didn't care, because we were better than her, so we did it anyway.
Ayesha handed me a glass of water and I drank mechanically, blankly, horrified almost beyond bearing at what I'd heard, knowing there was yet worse to come...
"Please... finish it... " I murmured, bracing myself to hear the rest. Ayesha stared at me for a few seconds, and nodded.
"Robert Davies was a monster, a racist pig who loved hurting people, me, anyone, it was what he got off on, he... took me, he beat me, he hurt me so many times, and why? Because he could, that's why; whenever he came to London he'd show up here, drag me into his bed, knock me around, and leave me bruised and bloody, and I had no-one to help me, and because I had no-one to help me, he kept coming back. When he was finished with me he'd slap me around, call me names like 'Paki whore' and 'chilli-cracker' and 'wog', he did it in front of his daughters, and tell me he was going to sell them too, because no white man was going to want a chilli-cracker, but he knew plenty of men who wanted to one to play with, and when the girls were old enough, and pretty enough, he was going to sell them, because they were little whores too; he had real children already, white children, what did he need half-breed chilli-crackers for?"
My stomach was heaving with disgust as the story unfolded; I couldn't believe my dad would do things like that, but a small voice inside me kept shouting that yes, of course he could, because I'd always known what he was really like.
"How..." I murmured, and she bit her lip, tears starting in her eyes.
"When I left university, I graduated with a first-class degree in business administration, with an honour in economics; I borrowed money from my father and began a property renovation and leasing business, buying up derelict residential and small industrial premises and remodelling them, renting and leasing them back out again, it was small-scale at first, but this is London, people need places to live, places to work, to do business, and my business grew. Your father and his cronies heard about me, they saw a woman alone turning a small business into a financial success and they wanted it, so they took it from me, they moved in on me, they grabbed everything I'd worked and planned so hard for, and your father was the worst of them; he was the ringleader, it was all his plan, his get-rich-quick scheme; why work a business when you can just hijack one?"
Tears were running down her cheeks, but she bored on relentlessly.
"He took everything, he emptied my bank accounts, he made me take out loans against the business and sign over all my properties to him, everything I'd worked for, and, when I tried to object, to fight back, he'd just hurt someone I loved; his friends beat my father so badly he's never recovered, and my family found out, because he told them, just to make sure they disowned me, to make sure they'd never lift a finger to help me, and when he got his hands on everything I owned he sold it all for whatever he could get for it because he didn't care, he hadn't paid anything for it, whatever he got for it, it was all profit for him. And then it was all gone; I had nothing left, and when I had nothing left, he started using me, because I had nothing else to for him to take, and he said rag-head whores were only good for one thing, so he and his friends used me until he decided I was his personal whore, and that's what I became, over and over again."
She paused to sip from her water glass, her hand trembling slightly as she looked past me at something I couldn't see, before taking a deep breath and putting her glass down and squaring her shoulders as she continued her story.
"When I fell pregnant with Shari he was so angry, he beat me so badly I was in hospital for three weeks, when I came home he told me I could keep the baby, as far as he was concerned it wasn't his, and he did the same thing with Yasmin; he paid nothing for them, not a penny, I had to scrape around finding whatever work I could just to feed my children, because he wouldn't, he had you and Robert; my children were nothing to him, my family wanted nothing to do with me and my half-caste, bastard children; we were alone, and I had no-one to help me, to keep that man away from me, to stop him doing whatever he wanted to me."
I sat in shock; I knew my father had a mean, vicious side, but this? This was monstrous, that a man could do things like that to a defenceless woman? It horrified and sickened me, because this was my father, part of me was part of him, and the thought of that disgusted me beyond all reason; all I could do was sit in silence while this horror rolled over me; my father was a demon, and I was his son...
Ayesha bowed her head, I could see the tears dripping from her chin as she cried silently, and I cursed myself for coming here and stirring all this up again inside her; I wanted to reach out to her but I didn't know how.
"Barbara...you said Barbara was...my mother?" I began, "how was that even possible, she lived with us, why didn't...?"
Ayesha cut me off.
"Because he was an evil, psychotic, rat-shit bastard, that's why!" she screamed, and I cowered down in my seat, suddenly afraid of this woman who'd suffered so much at the hands of my father.
"He took that poor woman away from wherever he found her, he gave her children to keep for himself, he terrorised and abused her, and he killed her, that fucking piece of shit killed her because she tried to help your brother! That fucker sat right where you're sitting, drunk as a skunk and told me all about it, how he killed her because she went through his papers, how he made it look like suicide, and he gloated about it, he was proud of what he did, everything, what he did to her, what he did to your brother, what he did to me, he thought he was the fucking King Shit of the Western World, like he was some kind of superstar...!"
She abruptly cut her tirade short and laid her head in her hands and cried, huge, gasping sobs as she let it all out, and me, I sat there like a moron, too shocked and disgusted to move, too ignorant to know what to say, just numbed and paralysed by the horror of what had happened to this woman and her life because of my father. One fact that kept clanging inside me, however, and would not be quieted; he'd killed Barbara. He'd killed her and boasted about it, she hadn't committed suicide, it was him, he'd killed her. She was my mother, Bobby's and mine, and that hadn't stopped him, it hadn't even slowed him down, he'd still tied that rope around her neck and watched her choke her life out and did nothing. He was a murderer, he murdered my mother...
I found myself stroking her shoulder, her back, trying uselessly to comfort her, unable to do anything else, because I didn't know how. I didn't know how to reach out and comfort a fellow human being. I didn't know how because he'd done that to me, he'd made me less than a human, just a shell with no understanding of how to be a real person, one with proper feelings, and empathy, and compassion. I truly didn't know how to express compassion or sorrow, because he didn't have those, so he'd never taught us.
In a sudden, stinging epiphany I realised I was even less human than the stray dogs I'd seen rooting in the dumpsters and squabbling in the streets. I had none of the gentler emotions, the only inheritance I had from that man was a lack of basic human emotions and connections so profound it passed all understanding. I was a golem, a walking shell, a vacuum, I knew nothing about anything, not even how to try and take someone's pain away, and that realisation stunned and horrified me.
Ayesha's hand squeezing mine woke me from my heartsick woolgathering. Her face was grey, but her features composed, tear tracks staining her cheeks but she was calm again, she'd said what she needed me to hear, and the crisis point had been passed. She took both my hands, looking into my eyes, concern and compassion in her eyes, and I realised she was concerned for me, for what she'd made me see.
"Richard, I'm... I don't know what to say to you, I thought you needed to know this stuff, but I'm sorry you had to hear it, if that makes sense. I know it's not your fault, or your brother's, I showed you my anger and it wasn't your fault, none of it was. Please forgive me, I hated you for what your father did, and I was wrong. It's gone now, it's all over, but now you know, and maybe we can, I don't know, move on together. Will you forgive me?"
I nodded, not knowing what else to say, and she cupped my face gently with her warm hands, a faint smile on her lips.
"So much like him, yet nothing like him at all... " she murmured, "maybe there's hope for you, so now we have to ask, "what are we going to do with you, Richard Davies?" Come, sit with me, we'll talk, and when your sisters come home, we'll talk like a family should, yes?"
I let her lead me back to the sitting room, going slowly because she needed to lean on her walking cane, into the less confrontational and homely atmosphere, but my mind was still churning with all I'd learned, the things I now knew about where I was from, and what I was. I think Ayesha divined some of what I was thinking, because she sat on the sofa next to me and took my hand while she gazed silently at me.
"Yasmin trusts you," she said out of nowhere, startling me out of my thoughts of Barbara, Nicky, what had been done to them. "What..? I blurted out and she smiled that faint, enigmatic smile of hers.
"Yasmin. She likes you. What's more, she trusts you; she thinks you're OK."
I must have looked puzzled, I certainly didn't understand her, but her hand on my arm was gentle, and she didn't seem mad at me anymore.
"Let me tell you something about my girls, Richard, about your sisters," she began. "They're scared; Yasmin is scared all the time, she's jumpy and nervy, and Shereen tries not to show it, but she's just as scared. They've been scared all their lives, but it's a funny thing; since you've been here, and they've been helping look after you, a lot of that has gone; it's like it's clicked down a couple of notches. Not all of it has gone, that's going to take time, but enough that it makes me wonder what they're seeing. Everything that happened, what they saw, what happened to them, Yasmin is finally getting past it all, and I know you don't understand this, neither do I, but I think it has a lot to do with you being here."
She sighed as she leaned back, her eyes looking off into the distance, seeing things I never could.
"Your father left some deep scars in her, and Shereen, well, you saw for yourself; they know he's been locked up forever, but they're both still very frightened. What he said and did left strong and lasting memories. Yesterday and last night, for the first time, I saw Yasmin starting to let that all go. She needs a positive male influence in her life, and I think that could be you, if that's what you want.
She grinned at me.
"I don't want to pressure you, but just you being here has made an incredible difference in her, because now she knows that not all the men in her family are like that man, and she likes you, she even trusts you. This morning, before she even thought of herself, she just had to look in on you and make sure you were alright, that you were still here, that her big brother was still here and hadn't slipped away during the night."



She grinned as she squeezed my hand gently.
"She's happy now, she knows she's got a big brother now, if you'll be that for her, and she's feeling truly safe for the first time ever. If for nothing else, then thank you for that, Richard, you've made a big difference in her, and I'm happy."
She paused to brush my hair back off my forehead with her fingers, a gentle, intimate gesture.
"Even Shereen's coming around, now she's gotten past the memories a little and accepted that you are indeed her little brother, that you're not like that man, and that in your own way you're just as injured and traumatised as she was. Remember one thing; Shereen's always had to be the strong one, the protective big sister, but she needs you too, I can see that, and if you let her, she'll probably care as much for you as she does Yasmin. Both your sisters need you. You may be a complete stranger to her, but there's something about you, and no matter how hard she pushes back against it, Shereen knows you're part of this too, part of her and us.
She shook her head wonderingly.
"She can be so hard-headed at times, and she probably can't even admit it to herself right now, but it's clear to me you being here makes her feel safe too."
She gave me that enigmatic smile again and once more flicked my hair out of my eyes.
"Remember, and keep it top of mind, Richard, she won't let go of the 'big sister' thing easily; she's been the big sister to Yasmin all her life, and now she's going to be your big sister too, and she'll push it. That's just the way she is, so try and not push back too hard; don't let her walk all over you, but give her space to be your big sister, and she'll include you and make sure you know you're part of this family."
This constant harping about the girls always being scared had struck a chord inside me; if my father, the man they'd been afraid of (with good cause, I had to admit, if half what I'd been told was true) was in jail and wasn't ever getting out, what did they have to be scared of? Something she'd said earlier had registered but I couldn't winkle it out, but it gave me a feeling of vague, unformed dread; there was something else here, more evil still waiting to be revealed.
"Why is Yasmin so scared?" I asked, unwilling to ask the question but unable to let it go and Ayesha stared at me, her forehead knitted, before nodding slowly, like she'd had to make a hard decision.
"I told you, Robert Davies, your... her father, threatened to... sell her to his friends, whatever they were, and she doesn't know I know, but once, he nearly... he nearly..."
She paused to clear her throat, her eyes bright and scared.
"She got away, Shereen and her, they got away from him before he could... do anything, but only because he was so drunk... they think I don't know what happened, don't tell them; let them tell you when they're ready.
She drew a deep, ragged breath.
"That's why Yasmin feels so drawn to you, that's why you make her feel safe, because she already trusts you; she sees something in you that makes her believe you won't let anything happen to her. I hope to God she's right... "
The sound of the front door opening put an end to our conversation, along with a warning glare from Ayesha. The sitting room door opened and Yasmin poked her head around the door, her eyes lighting up as she grinned cheekily at me.
"You stayed, good, I hoped you would!" she chirped, "Mummy, is Ricky going to stay for a while?"
Ayesha smiled at me. "I don't know; is Ricky going to stay for a while?"
I stared at her, nonplussed, and Yasmin raised her eyebrow and nodded, so I nodded back.
"Yes, I'd like that very much... if it's not too much trouble...?"
Yasmin stepped fully into the room and I got my very first proper look at her, uncoloured by any state of apprehension or puzzlement, and I have to say I was awestruck; my little sister was gorgeous! Her long, thick hair, flowing in tumbled curls almost to the small of her back was a rich mahogany-red, not Titian, nor auburn, but a lustrous, red-bronze somewhere between the two. Her eyes were like her mother's, a vivid green-hazel, and so bright that, like Ayesha's, they appeared to be lit from behind. Her skin was a pale olive with a faint golden blush, pale and sleek, giving her a lush, exotic look, and she was tall and slender, with a tiny waist and small breasts (and I blushed guiltily as I realised I was thinking about my kid sister's boobs!), her long, slender legs encased in skin-tight jeans that showed off the curve of her hips and long thighs, and her round, firm little bottom.
I realised with a sudden burst of insight just how hot my kid sister was, the thought followed closely by wondering if she had a boyfriend, and a quickly suppressed snap of jealousy at the thought, which made no sense to me; she was my sister, I should protect her, yes, not feel jealous of boys who might be dating her!
"Ricky Davies, you're my big brother, you only just got here, and you look like you need a good feed and a good sleep, so no, it's not too much trouble, we'd be glad to have you here, isn't that right, mum?" she grinned, her grin widening into a big smile when Ayesha grinned back at her.
"You're welcome to stay, Richard, you seem like a nice boy, your sisters and I would be glad of the company. Stay as long as you like."
"Shereen...what does Shereen think, she doesn't like me much..." I mumbled, and Yasmin beamed at me.
"All sorted, Ricky, we discussed this last night while you were out cold, whatever that... that man did, it wasn't you, you're not the enemy here, so she's fine with you staying here, don't worry about her, just let her boss you around a bit and you'll be fine."
"Anything else I should know...?" I asked, and again Yasmin grinned at me.
"Just take it easy around her; she'll let you in, just give her time, OK? You're her kid brother, remember? She's just raring to push you around, just go with the flow."
As if on cue, I heard the front door open, and Shereen call out "Mum, I'm home!"
The sitting room door swung open and Shereen stepped into the room, giving me a quick once over, then, in a classic 'double-take' her eyes locked on my face and her eyes widened.
"Jesus, you look like that... wow, wow, just look at you, it's scary... " she stammered, her face flushing.
Yasmin leaned over and poked my arm, grinning at her sister.
"Ricky Davies, meet your big sister, Shereen Shahida, and Shari, meet your kid brother and my big brother, Ricky Davies; please try not to kill him, I haven't finished with him yet!"
*
Ayesha kept me occupied for the next hour or so talking about Nicky, Bobby, our family life, why I thought dad had made such a big secret out of not letting Barbara tell us she was our mother, but it was gentle, none of the hurt, pain-filled, angry inquisition of earlier. I found her easy to talk to, warm and motherly, and that confused me; heretofore, gentleness and simple human warmth hadn't played a big part in my life, although, on reflection, that was what Barbara had always had for Nicky.
It was a sobering thought that I could have had that too, for want of just a little compassion on my side. The jarring realisation just how easily I'd let what could have been the best thing in my life just slip away hit me hard, and for the first time in my life I cried, mostly tears of guilt, but a with huge sense of loss, too as Ayesha held me close. I did glance up once to see Shereen staring at me, her expression unreadable, but that hard edge was gone, and her eyes were soft and reasonable.
After a time that felt like seconds, but could have been a lifetime, I felt her ruffle my hair gently, and when I looked up, startled, she grinned at me.
"You have nice hair for a little brother, Ricky," she grinned, "later, I'll trim it for you if you like, but it's kind of nice just like this..."
I remembered Yasmin telling me that at some point Shereen was going to make it clear she was my big sister, so I guess that was her way of marking my card. It didn't trouble me, I could get used to having a bossy big sister, especially one as lovely as Shereen!
Yasmin stuck her head around the door and grinned at me, and looked over at Shereen with a quizzical eyebrow raised; Shereen glanced at me and nodded slowly back at her; obviously some kind of conversation about me had been going on, and agreement had been reached, but about what? I soon found out. Yasmin came into the room and tugged my sleeve.
"Come with me, Ricky, I'll show you to your room, we'll get you settled in, then we all need to talk, OK?"
Yasmin ("call me Yaz, Ricky, everyone does...") led me down a flight of stairs into what must have been a basement once, but was now a comfortable-looking lounge area/rec room, with several big, softly upholstered chairs and a large, overstuffed couch, and a big-screen TV and DVD entertainment system, and on one side a small but comfortable guest bedroom with a compact en-suite bathroom.
"We thought you'd be comfortable down here, Shari and I use it to laze around, and mummy had an intercom installed from here to the kitchen so she could call us, so if you need anything just push the big button and whoever's there will answer."
She grinned cheekily and rubbed the material of my shirt between her fingers.
"There are closets in the bedroom, but you don't have any proper clothes, and you can't keep wandering around in these grungy old things, so we're going shopping later, you, me, and Shari; you need some basics and a good haircut, you look like something out of Buttville, the place where style went to die in its sleep, so if you're ready, we'll have some lunch, and then we're heading out to Westfield, let's see about getting you togged-up; you're with us now, strange new brother, gotta look the part!"
I tried to demur, saying I'd work out something but Yaz just looked right through me.
"Shut up Ricky. Shari's decided, and when she decides, it stays decided, so just let her do this; it's part of her saying sorry for going off at you, and she wants to dress you up a little. You're her project now, so just bite your tongue and say 'yes, Shari, no, Shari, three bags full, Shari' like a good little brother. Can you do that and not piss her off?"
I could feel my face flushing, but I nodded.
"I'll try..." and Yaz grinned happily, hugging me closely with her head against my chest. I was kind of puzzled at her sudden affection for me, but it felt really nice, so I shut up and 'went with the flow'.
"Good, now let's get some lunch, we need to talk to Shari and mummy, then we'll head out, and don't look so worried, it'll be fun!"
*
Shopping with my sisters was a next-level experience, in more ways than one; we seemed to run through a dizzying number of stores, names I'd never heard of, crammed with clothes I'd never dreamed of, but wherever we went heads turned and ogled the two beautiful bronze-haired goddesses tugging me from store to store, and I have to admit to more than a twinge of jealousy at the thought of other men looking at my new-found sisters that way; how bizarre is that?
Shari grinned knowingly whenever she glanced at me, like she knew what was going through my head, and even Yaz seemed to be aware, judging from the cheeky grin and tug on my arm whenever I looked at a man looking at her.
"Calm down, hun, it's just guys being guys, nothing wrong with that!" she'd smile, but I noticed she kept her arm through mine. I found that especially endearing, that and the way both girls would suddenly grab my hand and lead me to something they wanted me to look at, or try on, or just hold up against me. This intrigued me. Growing up, I'd hardly ever had fashionable clothes; strictly functional was the most my father would stretch to, and the concept of wearing clothes just to look good was kind of a new idea and hard to get my head around; cheap jeans and plain cotton shirts was all I ever wore, all I everhad, and strictly utilitarian.
However I felt, though, both girls had me trudging in and out of the men's fitting rooms while they eyed me up and down and nodded or shook their heads and sent me to go and try something else, fitting me into a particular image of me they had in mind.
While I was trying on some jeans, I stepped out to see what they had to say, and Yaz was alone, obviously Shari had gone off somewhere, and there was a youth, maybe late teens or early twenties, talking, or trying to talk to her, and she was trying to ignore him. He didn't see me coming up behind him, but the look on Yaz's face told me she didn't want him talking to her, and when he put his hand on her arm is when I stepped in. Yaz looked up at me and grinned.
"Hi babe, you like the jeans?" she chirped, and the guy spun around to look up at me, then up some more, because I was at least a head taller than him. Yaz's expression was unreadable, but I could tell she was unhappy about him touching her, so I improvised.
"So, who's this midget?" I frowned, and the lad gulped, flushing guiltily. Yaz frowned.
"He wouldn't leave me alone, get rid of him, babe!" she scowled so I looked down at him even more unhappily.
"Who said you could talk to my girl? Get lost, pal..." I huffed, and he blanched and stuttered something and literally ran away, while Yaz laughed delightedly.
"See, I knew having a big brother, even a big, skinny one, was a good idea!" she giggled, slipping her arm around my waist while her firm little boobs pressed disconcertingly against me. Shari chose that moment to show up, and laughed along with us when Yaz told her what I'd done. That was the point where I felt I'd finally broken the ice with my sisters.
*
The girls bought me armloads of clothes, mainly jeans and t-shirts, dress shirts, ties, sweaters, and packs of underwear and socks, a nice pair of dress shoes, sneakers, and some warm slippers, and one last thing, in a place called Moss Bros; a slim-cut modern black suit, the first time I'd ever seen a fashionable suit up close, let alone tried one on. When I came out of the fitting room Shari applauded.
"At last, now we know what you look like properly dressed! It looks great, and there's a room for you to fill out a little. You're getting that suit, Ricky, you're going to need it, so don't argue."
When we got back to the house, Yaz spent half the evening hanging, folding, and pressing my new clothes, filling the empty closets and drawers in my new room, and chattering non-stop. When she'd finally arranged everything to her satisfaction, she grinned and hugged me once again, something she'd begun doing on a regular basis, not that I was complaining, you understand!
"There, now you have a wardrobe, please get rid of these horrible old things you're wearing, we didn't get you all this stuff for it to just lie there; it's yours, start wearing it, and that's an order!"
Shari called us for dinner just then, so we headed upstairs. Before we even got to the stairs, though, Yaz stopped me and turned me to face her, taking both my hands.
"Don't ever leave us, Ricky, don't leave me, please? she whispered fiercely, "You're my big brother and belong here with us, with me, and we all need you! Shari needs you, mummy needs you, and... and I need you too. Don't leave me, Ricky, not now you found me; this is your home now, with us, just remember that!"
I followed her upstairs, wondering at what she'd said, about her needing me, what that meant.
*
Ayesha and Shari had cooked an amazing Indian feast, dishes I'd never heard of, but it was hot, spicy, filling, smelled wonderful, and it was delicious. Sitting around the table with her and the girls, eating together, talking and laughing, and passing delicacies around, it struck me that this was how a family was supposed to be. This was how families showed their love and maintained connections, they ate together and spent time together as a family, because this was how families worked, not the dysfunctional parody of a family I'd grown up in, but even with that my mind was still only half on the wonderful meal, and the warm and loving people surrounding me.
I had much to think about, but that conversation with Yasmin echoed and resonated inside me; what was she saying, and how could I have made any kind of difference to her in such a short time? I didn't know; I just didn't understand what was happening here. I knew I still had such a lot to learn, but maybe the fact I knew there was so much I didn't know was a good start, and something told me I had some good teachers right here.
Part 2 Will tell of Ricky's relationship with Yaz, his adoption by Ayesha, and her passing
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Rag Doll Ch. 07: Ricky's Family - Part 2
I know it's a hackneyed cliché, but the shopping trip with my sisters really was the first day of the rest of my life. For the first time in my life, someone had done something for me, with me, and nothing was expected from me; dad had brought us up to expect quid pro quo; I did for you, now you do for me, and that's how it was with Bobby and me, even though now we had nothing; he fed me, so he expected me to one day pay him back, and the payback would be so much more than he'd ever done for me, because that was how it worked. Those were the rules dad taught us, and I'd accepted them, but now I was beginning to see that didn't have to be how it was.
It was kind of an eye-opener; my sister (my sister, wow; I was still trying that on for size!) had given me things and bought me things because she wanted to, not because she had to; my other sister kept me company and stopped the loneliness from seeping back in not because she had to, but because she wanted to. I just had to learn how their world worked; overall they just seemed to have had a much better deal than me, at least when it came to parenting and family life. Perhaps I could learn to be like them, to get more out of life than I thought I was stuck with; maybe they'd even let me share in their world, in their family. It wasn't much to hope for, but it seemed to me to be a whole new, better way to be.
After that first meal together as a new family, Ayesha asked me to stay while the girls cleared up and washed up. I was a little apprehensive, but she didn't look mad anymore, in fact, she almost looked...concerned, if that was the right word.
"Richard...sorry, Ricky, I keep forgetting, I just wanted you to know that the girls, your sisters, and I have had a couple of conversations about, well, you, to be perfectly frank, and we have a couple of things to clear up with you, no, wait, before you say anything, let me finish."
I subsided and waited to hear what she had to say, not certain if it was good news for me.
"Ricky, I won't lie, I had to think hard about this, so please hear me out, OK?"
I nodded and she smiled and continued.
"OK, so, this is kind of a unique situation, but I think I know how we can make it work. Ricky, your sisters like you; they both told me in their own way how they feel about possibly having you stay here, with us, and being part of our family. Now that I've seen and heard how your sisters feel, and from what I can gather from talking and yes, losing it with you, too, for which I apologise, you've never done anything to me or mine, I think I'd like that too."
She smiled at me, an open, friendly smile.
"What I'm saying is: Ricky Davies, my babies feel safer now you're here, it's hard to explain, but they're sure of it, and they're sure about you, and they have very good instincts, so, if you feel comfortable doing it, would you like to stay here, in this house, with your sisters and me, and become a real part of this family? And more to the point, if we let you in, will you let us in, too?"
I was waiting to be told I couldn't stay, that the shopping trip had just been an impulse by the girls and there was no place for me here, so my heart literally leaped into my throat at the thought of being somewhere where I could perhaps be a part of something; the thought of having real, actual family, of being surrounded by people who actually gave a toss about me, filled me with feelings I had no way to describe.
I struggled to speak, and could only nod rapidly like a jackass, afraid I'd blurt out some nonsense in my state of excitement. Soft fingers brushed my hair and I spun around to see Shari standing behind me, a big smile on her beautiful face.
"Yaz thinks you need a haircut..." she murmured, raking her fingers through my hair again, "but I think your hair's just fine, you have very nice hair, a light trim, a little product and you'll be fine..."
With that, Shari knelt down next to me and delicately finger-combed my hair back out of my eyes, something no-one had ever done for me before, so she could look me intently in the eyes.
"You'll be OK, Ricky, you're safe here, you're one of us now, so we'll have to learn how to get along and fit together as we go along, OK? First things first, though; we follow a few simple rules, they're more to do with being family and watching out for others than regimenting our lives, and we expect you to do the same as us, so here they are: number one, don't go out without one of us along; you don't know enough about London and what the streets around here are like, especially at night. Until you get some London street-smarts and learn how to get around, you'll only go out with Yaz or me; this is for your protection, but ours too; having a guy with us means we'll be a lot safer in some of the places we have to go sometimes for work reasons. Can you do that?"
I nodded in agreement, and she smiled her lovely smile as once again as she flicked my hair out back off my face.
"Number two, this is your home now, not a prison, nothing's out of bounds, but we do respect each other's privacy, so please knock and wait before you enter bedrooms and bathrooms, or mummy's office; up to now obviously, this has been a 'girls-only' house, and Yaz, mummy, and I are used to wandering around less than fully dressed; that will stop, but old habits die hard, so just...knock if you want one of us, otherwise stay out of our rooms unless we invite you in, OK? Just look the other way if we're not fully dressed for any reason. We'll respect your privacy too; we'll only come into your room if you invite us in, but please try and not wander around in bath-towels or underwear too, OK?"
I grinned and nodded; simple rules to get along with others, it made sense.
"Rule number three: everybody helps-out; we share the chores, we all clean the house, help with the cooking, Yaz will help you there, she's a great cook, you'll learn good basics from her, and we all tidy-up, take out the rubbish on bin-days, take our turn doing the shopping, and mummy will show you how to use the washer-dryer if you need to do some laundry, and of course we all do what we see needs doing as and when. If the carpet needs vacuuming and you're there, you just do it, don't wait for someone else to come along and do it for you."
She patted my leg reassuringly.
"Final rule: if someone needs help, then help them out, or find someone who can, we're family, not roomies, and there's none of that 'I did it yesterday so I'm not doing it today' stuff and pouting about it; there's no maids and housekeepers here, this is our home and our family, and we keep both in good shape. Pick up after yourself, clear up if you need to, and take your turn making coffee, tea, hot chocolate, cold drinks, and especially hot buttered toast and marmalade; if you make some for yourself, you'd better make some for Yaz too, otherwise all Hell will break loose, got it?"
She dimpled at me too, looking incredibly like Yaz when she smiled.
"Finally, a solemn warning, Richard Davis; if you dare to bring chocolate into this house, you'd better have enough for everyone, because Yaz and I will find out and hurt you if you try and sneak some in and don't share, got that? This is not negotiable; secret chocolate stashes are grounds for nailing you to the floor and trampling on you, so listen and learn. That's all, Ricky; when we find out what you like, we'll do it for you if you ask, but you have to ask, or let us know, no telepaths or clairvoyants here, Brand-New little brother!"
Of course I nodded happily; if she'd made a thousand rules I'd have agreed to them just so I could stay with my...family. I liked the sound of that, it made me feel good in a clean, special kind of way. As I was enjoying the feeling, a second pair of arms wrapped around my neck, and a soft "Boo!" made me grin. Yaz smiled back at me and hugged me closer for a second.
"Welcome to the family, Ricky; you have no idea how nice, and a little bit weird, it feels to have a for-real, actual big brother pop-up out of nowhere! We're going to be a good family, Rick, this is going to be fun, I can tell! When we've emptied the dishwasher, and yes, you're helping, I need to ask you a favour, and you need to say 'yes, Yasmin', got it?"
*****
After putting the dishes away and getting the dining room cleared away, Yaz led me back to the sitting room and pushed me into the sofa, before plumping down next to me.
"OK Ricky, it's like this; I have to go to my school prom in July; that's three months; I don't know why we need to have one, we don't graduate, we just pick up our exam certificates and transcripts and bugger off, school done, hurrah, hurrah, let's get the flock out of here. Now this American-style Prom nonsense has taken off here and we have to dress up in silly expensive dresses we can't afford and will never wear again, to mingle with people we never liked, in a place we definitely don't want to be, that we've been trying to escape from for years, being polite to teachers we really couldn't give a shit about anymore. It's supposed to be couples, but everyone who's leaving is expected to attend, so the school creeps get one last chance for a quick grope."
She grimaced, scrunching up her pretty face that somehow made her look even more adorable, before dimpling at me again.
"I hate those spotty weasels, I didn't like them all the way through school, and I'm not dancing with them now; they're a bunch of creeps, them and those bitch girls who hang around with them, I hate them looking down on me and sneering at me and calling me 'half-caste', 'wog' and 'Paki' behind my back because I'm not white enough to be in their gang. So, your first job as a big brother is as follows: you're coming with me. You're going to wear that hot suit we got you, that designer shirt, and those on-trend shoes, and you're going to be my shit-hot secret boyfriend, and anyone who says anything out of order to me is going to have to deal with you, got it?"
I stared at her, actually lost for words at her plan. Only a couple of things registered, it was too much to try and take in all at once; was this why she lobbied to have me stay? I was a little hurt, to be honest, so I asked her if that was all I meant to her and she looked shocked.
"No! you're our brother, you belong with us! I don't want to use you, if you think that's all I wanted you here for then don't come with me, but I wanted you to be my big brother and have my back and keep the creeps and dickheads at arm's length. I'm sorry I let you think that I was using you, Ricky; I didn't mean it that way at all. Please don't be mad at me, I don't want you to be mad at me, Oh God, Ricky, I'm sorry you thought that's what I was doing, I wasn't, cross my heart!"
When she put it that way, of course I couldn't let her go alone and unprotected; if this was the way to start being a big brother, then so be it.
"Yeah, I get it, Yaz, and sorry, I thought..." I started, but she dimpled at me, she had a really beautiful smile and I couldn't stop myself grinning back.
"Never mind all that, Ricky, just so you know I wasn't using you! Just come along with me, you need to learn how to be a big brother; I want all those tarts and sluts to see my tall, handsome boyfriend, and we can watch them chew their own faces off with envy, and it will be all for nothing. You game, Big Brother?"
I had to grin.
"I'm game, little sister; let's stick it to 'em!"
We bumped fists solemnly, and Yaz bounced up off the sofa and disappeared into the kitchen, then stuck her head back through the door.
"They're going to hate me even more when I show up with you; I dunno if anyone's ever said this to you before, but you, Ricky Davies, are gorgeous!"
One last dimpled grin and she was gone, while I sat there slightly bemused. Gorgeous? What did she even mean by that?
*****
Ayesha came into the room, walking slowly, she was obviously very tired and she leaned heavily on her walking cane.
"Did Yasmin tell you what she wants you to do for her?" she smiled, taking my hand as I helped her sit in her armchair. I grinned and nodded, there didn't seem to be much else to say.
"She's excited you're here, you know, and she's completely taken with the idea of a big brother. Just don't let her push you around too much because of it. Yasmin is not pushy, and it's not her nature to take advantage of people, but she has something about her, people like to do things for her, help her out, fall-in with her plans, and she lets them because she doesn't like to say 'no', so watch out for that; It's too easy to get carried away with her plans, just keep calm and watch her back."
She patted my arm reassuringly.
"She won't turn you into a doormat, that's not her way, but she can easily convince you to do almost anything for her, and you'll just think it's your idea, so just make sure you rein her in a little. You're the big brother now, and that means a lot more to than just being older than her; it's part of your job to damp her down and keep her grounded now, think you can do that?"
I nodded at her words; a lot of what she'd said I'd already seen, but it didn't make me wary of her; quite the opposite, in fact.
"When I first got here, after all the...shouting, and Shari being so...so angry with me, it was Yaz who tried to help me; she didn't yell and shout, and get all angry and threatening; all she wanted to do was help me get home safely, to get me something to eat, to be friendly; she was...worried about me, and the look on her face when she realised I was hungry, I was always hungry, that I'd been hungry for so long it didn't even register anymore...I don't think I'll never forget it. If I'm being honest, after everything she and Shari have done for me, I'd do whatever my...sisters want me to do. I've never had anyone care about me, I've never had anyone try and help me, and then you gave me a chance, but she made me welcome, even Shari helped me when I was so sick when she didn't have to, and I don't know how I can ever repay you, or Yaz, or her."
Ayesha looked long and hard at me, her gaze searching, but not threatening; I think she was genuinely surprised at how quickly I'd fitted in with her daughters, my new sisters, but I wasn't; Shari and Yasmin were genuinely good people, they actually cared about me in a real, family way, not an offhand, helping a casual stranger sort of way, and I could feel their sisterly concern for me radiating off them in waves. I think that was the point I realised I was starting to unconsciously adapt my behaviour and thinking to reflect what I felt was the Ricky they wanted to have around them.
Ayesha's expression softened, and she reached out to gently pat my hand once more.
"Welcome to your family, Ricky Davies, I think you'll do just fine."
*****
Being part of this family came with complications I'd never considered; Yaz was a patient teacher, cluing me in on simple things like proper table manners, something I didn't even knew existed. She kept me straight most of the time, even if I could sometimes see her struggling to hold back the laughter, while Shari went out of her way to not embarrass me, her corrections of my continual faux-pas' tolerant rather than hectoring or condescending. Things like burping out loud, for instance; with no-one to tell me 'no', that was just how I'd grown up, and Shari gently telling me in private that doing that in company wasn't good manners at all made me feel two inches tall, but it stuck; I may have been ignorant and uncouth, I don't think I was stupid, and I realised this was one of the things people learned almost subconsciously as a consequence of being part of a family.
Other things, too, like scratching, or adjusting myself in public; again, a few words in private on etiquette and comportment from Shari and I soon stopped doing those things, and I quickly learned to check her or Yasmin's expressions before doing anything: a slightly raised eyebrow meant 'really?', a fleeting twitch of the lips meant 'yes', and a slight squint and slightly pursed lips meant either 'no', 'don't you dare!', or 'absolutely not!' depending on how pronounced they were. I learned as fast as I could in the next few weeks what normal people absorb gradually as a matter of course from the people around them, manners and behaviours that were 'givens' in a normal family, but my upbringing had been anything but normal, and I'd learned absolutely none of the social niceties.
Like dancing, for instance...
Yaz had decided that, as I was going to be posing as her loving, possessive, scary boyfriend, I had to dance with her to make sure those spotty simpletons (as she referred to them) kept their distance, and therein lay the problem. Dancing? I could barely clap my hands in time, I knew almost nothing of current pop music, and how the hell was I going to dance with her like a boyfriend when I didn't even know how to behave in public? I think Yaz finally twigged the more I thought about this impending charade, the more uncomfortable and just plain scared I became; supposing it backfired and my ignorance made her a laughing-stock instead?
Shari came to my rescue and taught me how, if not to dance, then at least to shuffle around with a girl in my arms and not trip us both up. After several days of patiently leading me around, while her mother and sister watched with barely concealed grins on their faces, she told me we were done, now I could fake it like the rest of the guys had to, so it was time to dance with Yaz and get used to holding her like I was supposed to. I still had some major doubts and lingering misgivings, but I'd promised her, so we went for it.
Actually, it wasn't that bad; Yaz was a good dancer, as far as I could tell, and she made me look a lot better than I was; even Shari applauded, commenting that she was right, Yaz was good for me, and of course, having an armful of very pretty girl wasn't too bad either.
*****
The day of the prom eventually rolled around, and Shari trimmed and styled my hair, helped me coordinate socks, shirt, and suit, and pick out and knot my tie, and had me stand on a footstool so she could walk all the way around me to check on how I looked from all angles. I was a little nonplussed at all the attention, but she just grinned.
"Ricky, you're my kid brother, and I want you to look good with our little sister; you look good, she looks good, that's how it works. Just think of it as upholding the honour of the family, and relax and enjoy it; when Yasmin's had enough of the game she'll let me know, and I'll come and get you, OK?"
I was still dubious about the whole thing, but then I saw Yaz, and all doubts vanished as I just gawped silently at her. She was dressed in a short, sequinned, figure-hugging, backless Teal-green dress that contrasted perfectly with her hair colour and pale, olive-tinged complexion, her long, flawless legs encased in nude stockings, and teetering, sparkly green high heels; with her hair in a bright, auburn-red cascade down her bare back to finish the look, she was absolutely stunning!



"I'll do?" she teased, grinning cheekily, giving us a full 360 and a bonus wiggle.
I was speechless; I'd always known inside that she was beautiful, Hell, they both were, but now, this wasn't my sister; now, I was about to go on a (fake!) date with a gorgeous girl, and I was struck dumb at just how beautiful she really was, and how plain and ordinary I was. How the Hell were we going to pull this pantomime off?
Yaz sashayed over to me, looked me up and down, and winked as she grinned.
"We're going to cause a stir tonight, no doubt about that! Just remember, be aloof, do that raised eyebrow thing you do if any of the girls give you the come-on, and just look them up and down really slowly and look away, then whisper something, anything, in my ear, mutter 'rhubarb, rhubarb, rhubarb' if you can't think of anything to say, just let them see you do it. If anyone asks, just tell them your name and that you work for mummy, and DON'T get into a conversation with anyone, leave that to me; we're going there to scam those morons, not make friends, and I could care less if we offend anyone, it's not like they're lifelong buddies or anything, so screw 'em, got it?"
I smiled, finally relaxed enough to go along with the scam; Yaz wanted to leave them with something to think about, she was my little sister, so I was on her side and ready to back her play. Let the games begin!
*****
Shari drove us to the school, Yaz couldn't drive in those heels, and I couldn't drive, period, so we sat in the back of Shari's Mitsubishi Shogun and looked like we were being chauffeured. When we walked in, people started muttering and nudging each other, guys staring at Yaz with looks that brought out the worst in me; suddenly I was her protective big brother and I wanted to just grab those oafs and bang their empty heads together for ogling my little sister; weird, how it took that place and those stares to bring that out in me, huh?
The school auditorium had been decorated with tinsel and glittery streamers, and balloons and bunches of paper flowers in the school colours, and tables covered with elaborate swags of cloth, glitter-balls sent points of light everywhere, and a DJ played what I assumed were current hits. Yaz piloted me over to the bar, which was serving only soft drinks, even though everyone there was at least eighteen, and got us a couple of cokes; the school wasn't prepared to deal with a bunch of smashed teenagers, so the prom was 'dry', juice and soft drinks only. I don't drink anyway, so it made no difference to me.
As we drank our cokes, Yaz gave me a running commentary on who was who, who'd said what to her or about her, and a who's-who of the teachers/chaperones.
As we were chatting, I noticed the same four or five girls kept walking past us and staring at me; this was more than a little unnerving, so I pointed it out to Yaz, and she smiled, then pulled me down and around so her face was in the hollow of my shoulder, with her hand curled around my face and on the back of my head; from a few feet away it must have looked like we were kissing, but she was actually whispering in my ear.
"I see them; those scruffy tarts are trying to clock you, they keep trying to catch your eye! Remember what I told you? Look them up and down, then whisper something in my ear, and I'll give them a big grin; it'll drive them freakin' crazy!"
So I did. With Yaz nudging me I did the whole 'up and down and look contemptuous' thing, then whispered in her ear, and watched while she looked right at them and nodded, giggling maliciously, watching them with a big grin on her face as they flushed and scurried away.
I stared at her, amazed that it worked, but wondering what came next, so I asked her.
"OK, Yaz, it worked, what next? And by the way, why are they all staring at me?"
Yaz stared at me with a surprised expression on her face.
"Because you're gorgeous, Ricky, can't you tell? Look at them, they're wetting their panties just looking at you!"
Again that word; what was she talking about? At that moment one of the guys who'd been ogling Yaz came strolling up to her and asked her to dance. Yaz just stared at him and nudged me, so I leaned down and looked at him.
"If you want to dance with my girlfriend you ask me, got it?"
He kind of gulped and tried to look confident and scary.
"Look, I just want to dance with her, OK? You got a problem with that?"
Another nudge from Yaz, so I let him have it.
"Yeah, I do. Get lost, dickhead!"
He looked at Yaz and she grinned.
"You heard my boyfriend; get lost, dickhead!"
As he shuffled back to his mates, the sound of Yaz giggling made the back of his neck flush. I looked at Yaz, wondering what to do next, and she took my arm.
"I think it's time my boyfriend danced with me, so let's get out there, Ricky, c'mon, dance with me!"
As we danced, I asked her what we'd just done.
"What was that all about, Yaz? It looked like that guy really wanted to dance with you; I thought they hated you?"
Yaz had to pull me down to her level so I could hear her over the music.
"The guy's a creepoid; he just wanted to try and get in a few gropes, that's what he's like. I told you, they're all like that, that's all Shari and me are to them, something to grope, that's why I hate this place and these people. Now I've got my Fake Ricky-Boyfriend with me, they're going to keep their distance, so let's make them suffer, you up for it?"
I had to grin; she was irrepressible, and Ayesha was right, I couldn't actually say no to her, so I kept going. Another slow number came on, and she hugged herself closer to me, lightly tapping me on the back to keep me in-time with her as she moulded her body against mine, the pressure of her hand on my back conveying with light prods and pushes what she wanted me to do next to keep the charade looking convincing. It was really nice, the first time I'd actually danced with a girl (being trundled around by Shari didn't count, I was too busy trying to not fall over or step on her feet to appreciate it) and something was happening to me; after a few seconds I realised I was getting hard. I was in a welter of shame and embarrassment; this was my little sister, for God's sake!
Yaz slid her hand down to the small of my back and patted me gently as she rested her head against my chest, for all the world like a loving girlfriend.
"It's OK, sweetie, it's natural, don't worry about it..." she murmured, all the while plastered against me, my cock by now rock hard and pressing ever more firmly against her tummy. Yaz gradually edged us away from the centre of the dance floor and closer to the wall as we danced, until we were safely away from scrutiny, then smiled as she patted my cheek. I didn't know what to say, I'd never been so ashamed in my life.
"Yaz, I'm sorry...I...I...not my fault...so sorry...!" I burbled, afraid I'd deeply offended her, pressing myself against her like that, but she just hugged me.
"Sweetie, it's OK, it's not your fault, it happens, Ricky, it's just a guy thing, it's OK, really..." she reassured me, but I was too far gone in my embarrassment, and next thing I knew she'd pulled my head down and kissed me smack on the lips, and not a peck either; no, she plastered her lips against mine. I was wide-eyed in shock, and too stunned to do anything except stand there while she hung on to me, the kiss lasting forever.
When she finally let go and smiled up at me, I stared at her in shock.
"Yaz...why...you...I..." I stammered, and once again I got that trademark cheeky grin of hers.
"It shut you up didn't it?" she murmured, "Are you alright now, or do you need a few minutes?"
After what her kiss had done to me, more than a few minutes was what I needed, sister or not, so she stroked my cheek (which didn't help, either...) and straightened my tie, flicked off my lapels, and generally fussed around me, calming me down, before rolling her eyes at the knot of girls on the other side of the dance floor.
"Look, don't worry about it, Ricky, it's normal, I'm not offended, honest, and at least I know this dress works, sweetie!"
I goggled at her, my mouth dropping open in shock, but she just gave me a big wink, and her best, impish smile.
"Look on the bright side, Rick; at least we gave that herd of bitches something to stare at!" she grinned, and when I glanced where she was looking at least ten girls were staring back at me.
"Ignore them, hun; it'll drive them crazy!" she smirked as she led me back out on the floor and plastered herself against me once more. This time, though, I was able to hold 'that' reaction in check, and actually started to enjoy myself.
And so it went on through the evening; every time someone asked her to dance I'd glance at her, get that microscopic headshake, and tell him to sling his hook, she was with me and staying there, while her body swayed and curled sensuously around me as we danced. The guys watching us just stared hungrily at her lithe figure and sexy dance moves, and the knot of girls who were watching us like hawks just never let up for one second, until, finally unnerved by it all, I had to do something about it.
"Yaz..." I breathed and she just smiled and patted my chest.
"Relax, Ricky, it's under control..."
"Yaz, I mean it, do something..." I quavered, and she gave me a wicked little smile as she slipped her arm through mine and hugged me.
"Ricky, sweet, innocent Ricky, they're wondering how someone like me can hook someone like you, so shall we go over there and lie to them a little?"
Someone like her? Someone like me? What did that even mean? Still pondering just what the hell she meant, I let myself be tugged over to the knot of girls who'd been staring daggers at us all evening. When we were standing in front of them, Yaz cocked her eyebrow and grinned at the bunch of them.
"What? What are you lot staring at? Got something to say?" she challenged, nudging me to silence when I would have asked her why she was being so aggressive.
One of the girls got kind of pushed forward (or maybe everyone else took a step back) and suddenly she was alone in front of us. She looked kind of scared, and I wondered why; it wasn't as though Yaz was going to lash out...was she?
"Hi...hi Yasmin, glad you could come..." she quavered, "we...I...we...we were wondering...who...who your...date...is, just asking...never seen..." and then she dried up as Yaz just continued to give her the eyebrow and the sardonic smile, before smiling so wide I could see her fillings.
"Oh, so you want to know? As if it was any of your fucking business! What, got nothing to say? Right, you want to talk, now, after all these years? Now you want to talk and play nice? Then let's talk. This is Ricky; say hello to Ricky, we live together, and isn't he just gorgeous?"
What?
She grinned wickedly at me and licked her lips suggestively.
"Say "Hello", Ricky, these...people are just dying to meet you!"
"You...live...with...you never said...how long...?" stammered the spokesperson, and once again Yaz arched that eyebrow at her.
"Oh, ages now, since my eighteenth birthday, in fact; you bunch of slags really should try and keep up, you know, but then you never gave a shit about me before, did you?"
She tucked her arm back though mine as the group of girls stood there with their mouths hanging open in astonishment.
"Well, nice to see you and all that or whatever, let's not ever do this again, if you lot think really hard about it I'm sure you'll understand why. Come on Ricky darling; let's go home, I want to do things with you!"
We spun around and walked away as their collective jaws dropped open, and as we walked away Yaz with a triumphant smile pasted on her face, while my back itched between my shoulder blades, no doubt from the intense stares I knew we were getting, while my neck ached from the effort of not looking around to see what kind of havoc we'd wreaked in our wake. I was a little unsettled; she'd seemed to be almost baiting what looked like just a bunch of ordinary girls, and I could sense anger, lots of anger, and that was wrong; Yaz wasn't the angry one, Shari seemed to have a pretty good lock on that. I felt we needed to clear this up before we went home, so I sat her down with her back to those girls, because something was going on here that wasn't right and needed clearing-up. Yaz stared at me while I looked at her, trying to figure out what had made her kick off like that.
Eventually she caved in.
"OK, what, what's bugging you, Ricky?" she asked.
I waved back the way we'd just come.
"What was that just now? All...that...angry, nasty stuff? Why? I didn't come with you to see that, I thought we were just, I dunno, pranking some people, come in here like a lovey-dovey couple, fool them, have a secret laugh at them, leave; not that. Talk to me, Yaz, tell me what's really going on here, you can tell me, I won't judge, I can't, but maybe I can help you sort this out. Please, Yaz; this is not you, that wasn't you back there, you're a nice person, you helped me when I needed it, you don't do things like that. Please, talk to me..."
Yaz stared at me, her face pale and drawn and her nostrils flared; she was furious, even good old, non-perceptive me could see that; I just needed to know why.
"You want to know why, Ricky? Let me share a little history with you, Ricky; all our lives, we've been the butt of their racist jokes, their racist comments, their spreading racist lies about how people like us live in trees back where we're from, sit on the floor and eat with our fingers and don't wash, how badly we smell, shit like that every fucking day. This is East London, home of the British National Party and National Front, people like me, paki's, are not white enough to be part of their group, we're not supposed to live in white people's houses, in white people neighbourhoods, none of that. You try living with morons telling you every day to go back where you came from; where's that? I was born here, so was mum before me! What they mean is, I should get my non-WASP face out of their white country, and I've had that all my life from them. Way I see it, I was due that, payback isn't marked 'white only' in my world, got it?"
Her voice took on a low, harsh note, throbbing with anger and pent-up hurt; she was bloody furious.
"We get this shit every fucking day from fat, sweaty, common little shitbags like them every time we show our faces, they drive home every day how superior they are to me because when they occasionally take a bath their skins are whiter than mine, so tell me, at what point am I supposed to accept that's just how it's supposed to be and just stop caring and be a good little second-class citizen? You want to know why they were so shocked? Because you're white and I'm not supposed to be with someone like you, you're too white for me, you're supposed to be with one of them; I'm supposed to be with who they think I should, and it's not some white boy like you, have you got it now, have I got through to you, can we fucking go now?"
Oh. My. God. I never guessed she could be so angry, and over something that made no sense to me, but had obviously hurt her deeply over and over again. I honestly didn't know what to say, she was saying things I'd never heard of, or thought even made a difference, and I could only look at her in shock that her life here, in this place, had been so marred by all this stuff. All I could do was hug her, and at first she was stiff, unyielding, anger and outrage in every line of her at the remembered insults and exclusion, then she leaned into me, and I felt her trembling as she cried silently while I hugged her close, all this 'phoney boyfriend' stuff forgotten; now it was just me holding my little sister because she was in pain and she needed me.
After she'd calmed down a little, she fumbled out her phone and tried to call Shari, but she started crying again when Shari answered, so I took the phone from her and spoke to Shari.
"Shari, could you come and get us, please, Yaz is...not good, she needs you and your mum, can you hurry, please?"
Shari's voice was full of concern.
"It didn't work, did it? What actually happened?"
"It got...kind of nasty..." I admitted, "Yaz told me some stuff and it seems like she kind of had good reason to kick off like that, but I don't know, there's stuff I don't understand; please hurry, we need to get her home as soon as possible..."
"On my way, wait outside, and Ricky? Thanks for looking out for her. Be there in five."
*
Yaz was silent all the way home. Shari glanced at me when she picked us up, her eyes asking the question, but I shook my head; we needed to be at home for this, now was not the time or place. Yaz sat silently in the back with me the whole time, hugging my arm in a death-grip, with her face buried behind my arm, avoiding looking at Shari, and when we got home she kicked her heels off and ran straight up to her room, slamming the door hard enough to make the whole house shake. Ayesha questioned me with her eyes, watching as Shari followed her, before pulling me into the lounge.
"What happened, Ricky, it didn't work, did it? Whatever she was planning went wrong, didn't it?"
I drew a deep breath, wondering how to explain how I was feeling about this whole thing, still confused at how a simple prank had all gone so completely tits-up, when I heard Shari calling for me. Ayesha nodded, so I tore upstairs, not forgetting to knock and wait.
"Door's open, Ricky, come in." came Shari's voice, so for the first time, I entered my little sister's bedroom. Shari was sitting on a big, soft, frilly bed, all pink ruffles and plush toys, with Yaz huddled against her. She'd changed into a baggy sweatshirt and track-pants, and her eyes were two red blurs in her pale face. As I came up to the bed, Yaz jumped up and hugged me so tightly I swear I felt my ribcage creak.
I looked helplessly at Shari who just shrugged and mimed hugging her back, so I did, nudging her over to the bed so we could both sit down, me with my arm around her, holding her against me, and her with her face buried in my chest.
At first I wondered what she wanted me to do, but then I felt her trembling again, and my shoulder felt hot and damp; she was crying again, and suddenly a rush of insight, of compassion and family connection swept over me; she'd needed to cry, and she'd wanted me to hold her, not Shari, while she cried; I really WAS her big brother, and she wanted me to make it right again. Distressed as I was at her obvious distress, I was also elated at this first, tangible sign that I was one of them now; my days of being an outsider were coming to an end.
Holding my little sister, comforting her, was the single most satisfying, 'blaze of light' moment of my life so far; she needed me, she actually needed me, my strength, my presence, and it was so wholly satisfying I was actually blissed-out on the thought of it. The weeks of learning how to be a real person, how to fit in somewhere had paid off, and it was because of my sisters, two lovely girls who'd taken me into their lives and made me one of them and shown me how something so simple could be so profoundly special.
Shari looked at me quizzically; she could tell something had happened, that some sort of defining moment had occurred with me; maybe the way my arm around her had changed from a support to an embrace, but then she smiled and nodded, touched her finger to her lips and pointed at Yaz, mouthing 'talk to her...' before silently slipping out of the room.
Yaz seemed content to huddle against me in silence, and truthfully, it was OK by me; suddenly realising I really was her big brother, that that was how she saw me, and that's what she needed me for, filled me with a warm glow I didn't want to let go of anytime soon. We sat in companionable silence for a while, Yaz making no move to sit away from me just yet, and the room so silent I could hear Ayesha moving around downstairs, and the soft, regular flutter of her breathing. I'd just about decided she'd dozed-off when she spoke.



"I'm sorry, Ricky," so soft it was no more than a murmur, "that was wrong, what I made you do, that was wrong. I thought I had a right to pay them back, but what I did, it made me no better than them. I'm sorry, sweetie, so sorry, and the look on your face...I never want to see you look at me like that again, please never let me do something so mean ever again, promise me?"
I pulled her closer to me so I could encircle her shoulder more easily.
"No harm done, Yaz, it's OK, you were angry, you said things, mean things, but you're sorry; that's good. Look at me, look at all the mean, angry, stuff I said about...about Nicky, about Bar...my mother, I thought I had a right to say and feel all that stuff, you guys showed me how wrong I was, and now you know what you did tonight was wrong, so we're even, OK?"
Yaz cocked her head up to stare at me, a puzzled look on her face.
"Whoa, Ricky, muy profundo; where did that come from?"
I smiled at her, flicking a curl away from her face.
"From you, Yaz, you, and Shari, and your mum. I was only half awake when you guys took me in; I still don't know half what you know, but I'm learning. Give me time, and give yourself a break, OK?"
Yaz hugged me closer and gave me that lip-biting grin I found so attractive as she nestled down beside me. I plumped-up a couple of pillows and put them behind her, making ready to leave now she was in a good mood again, but she had other ideas, instead clutching my arm so I couldn't move.
"Don't leave me, Ricky, please! Just stay 'til I fall asleep, OK? This feels good, please don't leave..."
So of course I stayed; she seemed to need contact, and I could almost sense her imprinting on me, and feel her trusting me more and more. When she started yawning and her eyes began fluttering I kind of slid her down from her sitting position (without her once letting go of my arm...) and she immediately rolled against me, her head tucked in against my arm, her eyes closed and her breathing becoming slow and even.
The bedroom door inched open and Shari looked in, grinning and making the 'sleepy-pillow hands' gesture, and I nodded, returning her smile. Yaz was now fully asleep, so I carefully unwound her arm from mine and slipped off the bed so Shari could tuck her in, and we tip-toed out of the room, Shari looking her over one last time before switching off the light. Outside in the hallway, Shari took my arm when I would have made my way back down to my room, and she stood on tip-toes and kissed me on the cheek.
"Thank you, Ricky," she whispered, "she knew you'd make a difference, she was always on your side, now I know why. Goodnight, little brother."
*****
From that point on, Yaz and I seemed to have a special understanding; over the next few months it gradually got easier to understand her moods, often mercurial, sometimes melancholy, but never morose, and never angry or snappish, at least, not towards me, anyway. Shari always kept a certain 'big sister' aloofness front and centre, but Yaz was always ready to be my friend, partner in crime, and willing co-conspirator. She obviously liked hugging me, because she did it at the drop of a hat, and more than once I had to sternly remind myself that beautiful, exotic girl though she was, and nice as it felt, she was my sister first and foremost!
The fact that, when we commandeered the couch to watch TV, the way she always managed to find herself snuggled up against me, thereby making it more difficult than ever to separate-out my feelings about her played serious hob with my objectivity when it came to her but still cut no ice with the truth; attractive as she undoubtedly was, I instinctively knew anything other than big-brotherly affection was just not going to fly.
I seemed to have another, more positive effect on both of them, though, and I couldn't figure out why. Yaz and Shari loved each other dearly, but they also had some epic fights, and when they really got into it, it was like hormone bombs were going off left, right, and centre. Strangely enough, though, they never fought with me; if I suggested something, or threw out a compromise, Yaz immediately agreed with it, and Shari gave in to me, sometimes indulgently, possibly because she was humouring her kid brother, but the fact remains, for some reason I never had a fight or more than a very minor disagreement with either of them; it was like my field overlapped and tempered both of theirs enough that they got me and gave in without a struggle.
Even Ayesha noticed how I interacted with my sisters; her smile when she spoke to me was more than just as the lady whose house I lived in. I in turn found her increasingly easier to approach and talk to; any residual guilt and embarrassment on my part over who I was had long since vanished, and she actually seemed interested in me as her daughters' brother, and a member of this family. It took a while to seep into my consciousness, but I slowly began to realise she was gradually coming to mean more to me than just being my sisters' mother, and that pulled me up short. In a strange, and not unpleasant way at all, I began to see her as more than just the lady who'd let me live with them, although I still was confused as to how I was actually perceiving her when it came to her and me.
It all finally worked itself out one night, as I was lying in bed pondering my situation and what came next, when it literally hit me like a bolt from the blue; Ayesha wasn't just being nice to me because I was her daughters' half-brother, or because I had no-one else; she was treating me just like she did Shari and Yaz; she was actually making no distinction between me and her daughters. Instead, she was treating me exactly like a family member; she fed me, housed me, clothed me, she trusted me and she never went out of her way to let me know how much I owed her; she was acting like I was one of her children, and it was then I finally understood that she was for real mothering me, she was as close to being my mother as made no difference, and she felt it just as I did. Just like Yaz had imprinted on me, so I'd imprinted on her mother, and now she really was my mother.
This was too much to try and get straight, and the way my head was in turmoil, I wasn't going to get to sleep anytime soon, so I decided to go make a mug of hot chocolate and a snack while I thought about it. I cat-footed upstairs to the kitchen, no sense in waking the entire household, but the light was on in the lounge, so I popped my head in and saw Ayesha curled up on the couch, watching the late news. She looked up and saw me, so I made the universal 'cup of tea?' gesture, and she smiled and nodded.
"The Oolong, please, Ricky," she smiled, "and there's a packet of Jaffa Cakes in the cupboard, if Yaz hasn't already found them, bring that through as well, will you?"
I made her a tall glass of tea the way she liked it, Oolong leaf with a stick of cinnamon, a sprig of fresh mint, a teaspoon of honey, and a couple of crushed cardamom pods, and brought it back with the chocolate orange snacks and my mug of chocolate.
We drank our hot drinks in silence, but Ayesha never took her eyes off me, she just sipped the aromatic tea and watched me, but it seemed like a compassionate gaze rather than idle curiosity. Eventually, she put her glass down on the tea-table next to her and smiled at me.
"So Ricky, what's troubling you at this time of night? You're sitting there drawn tight, something's up. What's wrong?"
I didn't even know where to start, so I just waffled and rambled, making no real sense, conscious of her keen gaze on me the whole time, until eventually I just dried up.
Ayesha pulled her robe closer around herself and patted the couch next to her.
"Come here, Ricky, sit here with me. I think we need to talk." she smiled, so I did as she asked. When I was seated comfortably, she took my hand.
"Ricky, first of all, let me say how glad I am you came to us. Shari and Yaz, and me too, we want you to know that since you've been here with us, we've realised how much you mean to us; these last few months have been a real eye-opener for all of us; you joined us, and suddenly our family feels complete. Yasmin and Shereen already feel like you've always been part of us, they're your family, and you're ours. You're with family too, now, for real and always, remember that.
Her eyes unfocused for a second, and her lips moved, like she was rehearsing something to say, but then she snapped back to the here and now and interlaced her fingers with mine.
"One thing you should always remember, Richard Davies, Ricky; when it comes to family, it's not about who gave birth to whom, it's about how you care about those closest to you, about what you do to keep your loved ones safe, close, and happy; it's about taking care of those who mean the most to you, it's about including them in, and sharing with them the things that mean the most to you, that's what family is. Family isn't defined by some dots on a DNA chart, not some words on a piece of paper. They say you can choose your friends, but your family's thrust upon you, but really, that's just not true; you DO get to choose your family, you DO get to choose who means the most to you, and you DO get to love and protect the ones you know and believe are your real family."
She patted our conjoined hands and smiled at me again.
"Every time you talk, and laugh with, and help your sisters I see how true that is; you're always the peacemaker, and your sisters know you won't take sides, that's why they trust you. That's why I want to say now, and for you to know, that you Ricky Davies, are with your family now for real. Ever since you came to us we've watched the efforts you've made to fit in with us, and the way you care for your sisters, we've all come to trust and love you very much. I need you to know that we're so proud of you, of the changes you've made in yourself, and of the things you do for this family. There will always be a place at our table for you, Ricky, because you're one of us now, an important part of the family, our family, and we look after our own."
I just sat with my mouth open; of all the things she could have said to me, it was the most unexpected of all; it literally came at me out of nowhere, I was totally gobsmacked, and this sudden revelation of how they felt about me completely threw me for a loop. All I could do was sit there with my mouth hanging open, trying desperately to understand this wonderful thing that was happening to me. I wanted to say so much, so many things, but all that came out was a kind of disjoined stammering.
"It's...umm...I...are you...what...?" was the best I could manage, but then it suddenly didn't matter, because Yaz and Shari were there hugging me and kissing my cheek and babbling fit to bust too, while Ayesha smiled at me as her eyes brimmed.
"Once again, Ricky Davies, welcome to your family!"
*
Life kind of rambled on for me; I seemed to spend a lot of time going shopping with one or the other of the girls, everything from grocery shopping to mall-raiding, and I was starting to notice a pattern. When I went out with Shari, she always wrapped her arm through mine, and piloted me though coffee shops and boutiques, chatting but never being TOO chatty; it was like she was simultaneously teaching me how to shop while showing me how to navigate Mall-space, and at the same time reminding me that she was the older one here, and I was kid sibling. Not that I minded; being seen with a seriously hot, exotic girl like her did wonders for my ego, believe me!
Shopping with Yaz couldn't have been more different; for one thing, she always held my hand, she never just linked arms with me, and she laughed and chattered and tugged me from place to random place on a whim. In supermarkets she played dodgems with the shopping carts and stood on the rail pointing out aisles she wanted to go down, or sat on the front section as I pushed her around the store, chucking groceries and snacks and any treats she thought I'd like into the cart while chattering about everything and nothing, or making me stretch up to get top-shelf items then tickling me when my hands were full and I couldn't fight back.
We be sat on mall seats or the rim of fountains eating ice cream cones and she'd say 'quick, look over there!' and when I did she'd suddenly dab my nose with her ice cream and giggle uncontrollably, or she'd drag us into fast food places and talk endlessly while loading up on French Fries and cheeseburgers, nuggets, anything that took her fancy, then suddenly I'd be in a boutique with her while she paraded around in a succession of crazy outfits, hoping to make me laugh at the sheer absurdity or ugliness of some of them.
If she was tired and there was only limited seating available in the busy malls, she'd push me into the first free seat and plop herself down on my lap with her arm around my neck without a second thought. Add to that the longing, envious looks I'd be getting from other men as they ogled her and the way it made her laugh happily usually made my day. Yaz was definitely the fun one.
In the house, it was just as...odd, but a very nice kind of odd; when we sat in the lounge and watched TV together, all three of us sprawled on the couch while Ayesha sat in her armchair, somehow Yaz would end up tucked against me, and if she thought I was being too serious or intent on a particular programme, she'd poke me in my side right in the ticklish spot just to make me jump, then demand hot chocolate or a cup of tea and snacks, and suddenly we'd be making mugs of hot drinks and carting around piles of toast and jars of jam and peanut butter and packets of chocolate biscuits. I can't count the number of times I dozed off in front of the TV with her leaning against me, snapping awake with a dead arm only when Ayesha ruffled my hair and pointed at Yaz fast asleep against me, with Shari curled up asleep on the other side of the couch.
At breakfast time, a kind of ritual developed between the two of us; Yaz would make a pot of tea, and a cafetiere of coffee, while I made a stack of hot, buttered toast, with a proper three-minute boiled egg for Shari, and scrambled egg on toast for Ayesha. Then, while Shari drank her tea and dipped her toast in her egg, Yaz and I would work our way through a pile of toast and a pot of marmalade, something she loved and I learned to love, and Shari absolutely hated. Toast and marmalade became our thing, our connection.
Downstairs in the rec room it was more of the same; if I was relaxing in my room after doing my chores and getting the place spic and span, the intercom would go off and Yaz would ask if wanted to watch TV. Of course I'd say yes, next thing I knew she'd be bounding down the stairs with a big tin of chocolate biscuits and a six pack of cokes under one arm, and a duvet and pillows under the other, she'd make up the couch as an extravagant nest with the pillows and duvet from my bed too, and then the two of us would watch horror movies or her favourite rubbishy 'Hallmark' romances on the big screen TV down there. When Shari came in she'd join us, and I'd spend the evening with two beautiful girls screaming, hiding their eyes and clutching me, or huddling up against me sighing and weeping happily while I held the box of Kleenex they'd go through. It was a closeness I'd never had with anyone, and I ate it up.
Yaz was definitely handsy with me, though, enough that I was having serious issues with remembering she was my sister, even though nothing inappropriate had happened at all. Yet.
But, there was no getting away from the fact that she was hot; even ignorant, sheltered, isolated me knew that much, and added to that the fact she couldn't seem to keep her hands off me and monopolized my every free moment only deepened my sense that what I was feeling was very wrong. It didn't help that she'd come in from working a half-day at Ayesha's property company and immediately call out for me, and when I came running, asking 'what, what's wrong?' she'd give me that sweet, cheeky grin of hers and tell me 'Nothing, Ricky, I missed you all day and I just wanted to see you!'
This was shaping up to be something bad, I could tell, but I didn't know what, or what to do about it; tell Shari? Somehow I didn't think she'd be sympathetic to my thoughts and feelings, confused as they were, about her kid sister. Tell Ayesha? My skin actually crawled at the thought of what she'd do to me if she thought I was having improper thoughts about my sister, seeing as who my father was. I had to face it; I was in a jam, here...
The climax to all this literally came out of left-field and caught me completely on the hop. Ayesha had finally convinced me that if I was going to be her son, then I should be calling her 'mum'; after all the time I'd spent living with her, and the significant changes in our relationship, it seemed almost disrespectfully formal to keep calling her 'Miss Ayesha', especially since she had told me more than once that it was OK to call her 'mum'. So 'mum' she became, and that's where the changes came in. She asked me to help her clear up after breakfast one morning, and I saw the quick eye-rolls she gave the girls, so I guessed she wanted to talk in private. I was right.
"Ricky, I keep getting the feeling you're feeling at a loose end, that you want to be doing something, not just whiling away the days doing nothing; that's kind of my fault, though; I like having you around to talk to, so I never asked you what you wanted, so am I right? Are you bored?"
She gave me a questioning look, and I nodded; that was indeed how I was feeling, like some kind of eternal houseguest who came for a visit and never left, just kept hanging around sponging off these good people and taking advantage of their kindness. She slipped her arm around my shoulder and pulled me closer so I could lean against her, a close contact I really liked, if I'm being totally honest here.
"Look, I know you think you don't know anything, but I think you could. How would you like to work with the girls? This is a family business, we all have proper jobs and areas we stick to, would you like to learn what we do? We'd love to have you join the family firm. Yaz is a natural negotiator when it comes to dealing with contractors and local authorities, student housing committees, that kind of thing, while Shari has a really good handle on the local property market; perhaps you could spend some time with both girls, maybe take some time to find out where you fit in, and go with it?"
I was stunned; she was offering me a job, and of course I jumped at it; I didn't even ask her if I was going to get paid, it never even occurred to me to ask, because I actually didn't need money at all; all my needs were being taken care of by my family, and I didn't know what I'd spend money on anyway, because the girls and Ayesha kept buying me things. The thought of finally being useful instead of just being some useless, freeloading drone spending my days reading, lounging around, or chatting with mum and waiting for the girls to come home lifted my spirits tremendously; I'd actually gotten to the point where I was getting up at the crack of dawn and working out before cleaning the house top to bottom every day just to keep myself occupied, just as I had back in my old life; anything that got me away from that was a good thing, in my book.
"Go and rest, son, it's your last chance!" she grinned, so I made us both a cup of tea and disappeared down into my room to watch TV. I must have dozed off with the TV on, because next thing I knew, Yaz had landed on top of me, jarring me awake and knocking the wind out of me, but she didn't seem to notice, in her excitement, instead she bounced on me a few more times to shake me fully awake, then slid down next to me and hugged me, hard.



"Mummy just told me, Rick, I'm so pleased, I hope you like working with me, I can't wait to have you around all day, we're going to have such fun, you'll love it, I promise!" she babbled happily.
I smiled at her enthusiasm, but I wasn't prepared for what came next. Yaz rolled on top of me and stared into my eyes, her trademark cheeky grin going full blaze, and then she grabbed my face with both hands and kissed me, really making a production out of it. And, God help me, I kissed her back; all the low-level flirting, and joking around, the constant contact, the long evenings huddled together watching TV, the fun and games out shopping, suddenly it all came to a head. Yaz relaxed and slid her arms around my neck, pulling me closer even as her tongue parted my lips and probed my tongue. It was literally my first ever proper kiss, and it was a doozie!
Anyone who fights back against a kiss from a beauty like Yaz needs to get their head examined, and I knew my head was okay; a part of me inside was saying 'she's your sister...' but most of me was thinking this was the best thing that had ever happened to me, and I really didn't want it to stop. That time she'd kissed me at her Prom, that was just to distract me from my building panic, but this felt so different, so wonderful, her lips were so soft, and tasted so sweet, and she smelled so delicious, like fresh flowers and vanilla, and it excited me in ways I'd never felt before. It felt clean, and hot, and very special, and I knew I was falling hard for this lovely girl.
That wonderful kiss went on and on, a lifetime compressed into a few moments, and when she drew away from me a dart of disappointment stabbed through me. Yaz grinned and slid down next to me, her soft hand pulling my face to hers so she could kiss me again, yet another eternity of her scent and sweet lips. When we broke that second, loving kiss, Yaz sighed happily and burrowed against me, while her gentle fingers played with my hair, stroked my face, and slipped around my neck, to hold me closer.
"It's been so long, Ricky, I've been wanting to do that for the longest time..." she whispered, her eyes sparkling when I trapped her caressing fingers between my lips, nipping her fingertips.
"Why, Yaz?" I mouthed, and she smiled and stroked my hair out of my eyes.
"Because I want to, Ricky; I wanted to the second I saw you, that's all I know. That's why I made mummy and Shari listen; you were so innocent, so harmless, but so sweet, and so brave, you left the only home you knew, you travelled all the way here not knowing anything or anyone, you just had faith that someone, somewhere would finally tell you the truth. You came to us hoping you'd find some answers."
She smiled and gently tapped the tip of my nose.
"You came looking for us and found me; the first time I saw you I knew you were the one, don't ask me how. That's all I know, Ricky, that's all I ever needed to know, and now you have me, and I have you! If only you knew how hard it's been for me to keep my hands off you, and I kind of slipped a few times, didn't I?"
I took her hand and kissed her palm, making her giggle.
"It's OK, I didn't mind," I grinned, "any time you want to slip again, feel free!"
"You've changed so much, Ricky," she murmured, tapping my chin gently with her pink little fingertip, "and it's all good; when you first came here you'd never in a million years have said anything like that. I like the new you!"
She kissed me once more, lightly, but I could tell it was heartfelt, and slid off the couch, and she giggled.
"Oh look, did I do that?" she smiled, staring at the bulge in my cut-off jeans. I made as if to cover myself, but she stopped me.
"It's OK, besides, I'm flattered; it's not like we haven't been here before! At least I know you're into this too! Very soon, we're going to have to do something about that, just you and me, so just keep that on standby for me!"
Sex, she was talking about sex, which excited and scared me; I knew all about masturbation, give me some credit for that, but I was an Incel, a word I had read somewhere and it seemed to describe me perfectly; I was twenty years old and knew of the mechanics of sex, and absolutely none of the realities. Bobby had a stash of magazines that showed all too graphically what sex was, but, until I'd come here to London, Yaz and her sister were the first girls I'd ever spoken to, or even been in the same room as; the thought of doing those things for real with her scared me, but also aroused me in a way I'd never felt before.
Yaz leaned down and stroked my cheek, her eyes soft and appealing.
"I have to go now, mummy needs help with dinner, we'll talk later, and deffo do more of that Ricky kissy-stuff, but we have to be careful, OK? Shari, and especially mummy don't need to know just yet. Tomorrow, I want you to come to work with me, I want to work with you, sweetie, I want you around me all the time. Ooh, I can't wait!"
She headed for the door, and stopped at the foot of the stairs, flashing me her adorable grin.
"You're mine now, Ricky Davies!" she whispered, blowing me a kiss as she flirted and wriggled her succulent little jeans-clad bottom at me, before running up the stairs.
*
My first days at work were an eye-opener. In the office, Yaz was strictly business, crisply professional in dealing with the various contractors mum employed to renovate the properties Shari had identified and purchased. I learned a lot from watching what she did and how she did it, but the most interesting part of the day was visiting various sites where teams of workmen were remodelling the gutted shells of properties. I learned the company worked in two areas, business and commercial properties, and multi-occupancy student housing, and Yaz's talents lay in negotiating renovation costs with contractors, ensuring compliance with occupancy and fire-safety codes, and setting rental rates with the end-users, whether small business users or university housing committees. Shari's great talent was in identifying properties with real potential and negotiating the purchase contracts, with mum running the financial side of the business.
Honestly speaking, even if I wasn't seriously besotted by Yaz I would have preferred to work with her; her side of the business seemed so much more interesting, dealing as she did with some very interesting and knowledgeable people, and had a deeper involvement than what Shari did. Shari would scout-out a property, discuss it with mum, get a survey done, and, if she liked what she saw, make an offer, and when it was accepted, push the paperwork through to the legal people, and move on to the next one; what Yaz did was more in-depth, complex, and wide-ranging, and I really thought I could get involved there, which I told her, and got that naughty, cheeky grin again.
When we were alone in the office, in a commercial building mum owned in Dalston, she'd click the lock on, and next thing I knew, I'd have an armful of sexy girl who apparently liked kissing me, because she did it every chance she got. I have to say, I liked it too, but we made sure work didn't suffer; business, then pleasure was our motto, and at least we could do it in the privacy of the office, because getting away with it at home seemed increasingly risky, plus, Yaz was studying for a qualification in construction design management, so opportunities for alone-time at home were kind of limited.
Working so closely with Yaz, spending our spare moments making out, we both knew something was coming, something we both wanted. I was taking it slow, mainly because I didn't know how to have that kind of conversation. Luckily, that was taken out of my hands when mum called us all together for a family discussion.
"Kids, we've had a good year this year; year-on-year costs have dropped, and rental demand has risen to the point we now have more clients than properties available, profit margins are much better than expected, and the new properties are coming along faster than expected, so we'll be looking at a really good year-end. You've all worked so hard, especially you, Ricky, you had to learn so much in such a short time, so I think you've all earned a holiday. I want all of you to go away somewhere for a week or two, forget about the office, all the paperwork, just go off and have some fun, do something else for a change. I have a mountain of tax forms to go through, I'm going to be tied up with accountants for the next few weeks, so you go, take a break, enjoy yourselves, you're young, and that's an order; all this work can't be good for you, so vamoose, begone, go, have fun!"
For the next few days discussion raged over what we were going to do; Yaz wanted to go to the South coast, Shari wanted to stay home and stay in bed until noon every day, and I wanted whatever Yaz wanted, so it was decided Yaz and I would go to Brighton, while Shari would have a staycation at home and live in pyjamas and squishy slippers, sleep late, watch trash TV, and eat junk-food for a week.
Shari mentioned she used to do the Brighton-South coast thing with her ex-boyfriend, Graeme, it was old hat for her, but we were welcome to go and rage-hard in the clubs in Brighton, so see ya in a week, don't get arrested, and please don't send any postcards home. So it was settled, and Yaz and I were going on holiday together.
*
The hotel was amazing; I was bowled over by how luxurious it was, more luxurious than anything I'd ever seen before. Of course, we'd had to book two rooms, but when we got there, feeling very naughty indeed, Yaz changed the booking to a double room and had all our baggage taken up there. The bed was huge, a King size, the first I'd ever seen. Yaz wasted no time in jumping on it, testing the springs, before giving me a very inviting smile.
"Are you ready for this, Ricky Davies? Because I am!" she grinned as she lithely slid upright, pulling off the silk scarf knotted carelessly but oh, so elegantly around her neck as she stepped away from me and began unbuckling her slim-line quilted Burberry jacket, her quirked eyebrow finally galvanizing me into action. I jumped up, painfully aware of my erection tenting my cut-off shorts, but Yaz just smiled as she slipped off her jacket. I pulled off my sweatshirt, making her pause at the sight of my torso; all that good food and months of early morning exercises I'd been doing out of sheer boredom had obviously paid off; I was no Adonis, but I wasn't a stick-thin starveling anymore.
"Ricky, look at you, what have you been doing, I thought you were slim, but you're gorgeous, your body, God, look at you!" she breathed, grinning minxily, licking her lips and sexy-pouting at me.
By now I was scarlet with embarrassment, but my cock was unaffected; if anything, it was even harder, the sight of her skin-tight Yoga-pants moulded to every line and contour of her long, slim thighs and deliciously sexy bubble-butt raising my internal temperature significantly.
Yaz paused and stepped closer to hug me.
"Ricky, you feel wonderful, so solid, all these muscles, you were so thin first time I saw you; you were so cute and sweet then, now you're just delicious; I might have to bite you later, if you don't mind, just to see if you're real!"
Of course I didn't mind; she could sink her teeth into my neck and hang on for dear life for all I cared, just as long as I got to squeeze that succulent bum of hers in return! Speaking of which...
Her lips found mine, and without thought on my part my hands slipped down to squeeze and knead her taut, round little backside, the cheeks taut and springy, and just the right size to fill my hands, something I loved doing, and the furthest I'd got with her so far, not because she was leading me on, but because anything else was impossible at home, not where just anyone could walk in at any time. I pulled her closer to me, and as we kissed, Yaz slowly, deliberately, deliciously ground her crotch against mine, letting me know that she was as much into this as I was, that this time it was for real, and that she really wanted to go there with me.
Now that I knew for certain that she wanted me as much as I wanted her, I slid my hands into the waistband of her leggings, sliding them off her hips. Yaz broke away from me and took over, peeling her leggings off and throwing them over the arm of the nearest chair with her jacket, leaving her standing in just her top, a vintage 1980's YSL boat-neck striped top we'd found in Pop Vintage at Seven Dials, Covent Garden, and what must be the tiniest, most functionless pair of panties I'd ever seen; they were little more than a pair of lacy ribbons that cupped her neatly shaved and trimmed pussy and disappeared around the curve of her bottom and into the cleft between her buttocks, worn more for effect than for concealment. I stared in frank admiration, so Yaz did a slow twirl to give me the full impact. Unclothed, without anything to hinder the view of her magnificent bum, I was struck speechless by the sight of the most perfectly pert bottom in the world, a sight that was indeed my privilege to behold, far surpassing those plastic phonies in the magazines I'd read; even partially concealed by those masterfully designed skimpy panties, it was a magnificent sight.
"I take it you're a bum man, then!" she grinned, and I could only nod, lost as I was in contemplation of her spectacular derrière. Yaz reached out and lifted my chin.
"Up here, baby, my face is up here, there we go, that's it!"
I grinned shamefacedly, but Yaz winked and pulled off her top, making me gasp again. Her breasts were just perfect, small and pert, yet womanly, firm, and delicious, and just the right size to cup in my hand. Those picture-perfect breasts were topped with long, dark coral nipples, the exact same shade as her lips, and fat and succulent, just waiting for my attention.
"Will I do, then Ricky?" she whispered with a whimsical smile on her face, and I remembered my manners; this was a girl, a person standing here, my beautiful baby half-sister, not just a superbly put-together collection of desirable body-parts.
"Christ, you're beautiful, Yaz!" I blurted out, and was gratified to see her eyes sparkle as she grinned broadly.
"Your turn, sweetie!" she smiled, and as I gripped the waistband of my shorts, the only thing I was wearing now, Yaz stepped forward and took hold of the sides.
"Uh-uh, I get to do this, Ricky my-boy!" she smiled, and slowly slid my shorts down. My cock sprang out as she pushed my shorts down, solid and aching from all the stimulation of her rubbing against me, and now having her stand in front of me naked except for her wispy, almost not-there panties.
"Oh, that's nice, is that all for me?" she gasped in well-simulated surprise as probably seven inches of solid muscle poked out of my groin and pointed straight at her, the head dark purple and shiny with my own secretions, bobbing slightly in time to my heartbeat. I may not be super-endowed, not like the studs I'd seen in porn mags with their improbable, freakishly huge boners, but maybe seven inches at full stretch and proportionally thick, and Yaz certainly seemed to be impressed by it...
"Ricky, that's lovely, I knew you were gorgeous all over!" she grinned, and I could only grin back.
She reached out, tentatively, almost cautiously, and took hold of me, and slowly squeezed me, her bottom lip caught between her teeth in that adorable, sexy grin of hers as she stroked me tentatively, testing my reaction, which made me hurriedly review the last couple of contract bids we'd been going over to take my mind off what she was doing to me. I suddenly realised she was really, truly, 100% into me, she wanted me. So I pulled her close, Yaz knowing what I wanted, and suddenly my lips were crushed to hers as a million juvenile fantasies bloomed into reality; the hottest girl I knew was here, she was naked, and she wanted me; how could it get any better than this?
Suddenly, it did; Yaz eased me backwards until the backs of my knees contacted the bed, at which point I sat down. Yaz swung herself across me, straddling me, her lovely nipples suddenly rubbing against my chest as her lips danced a hairsbreadth away, mine to kiss if I wanted, while the damp heat from her pussy baked through my erect cock as it pressed against her panty-clad pussy.
"Oh Ricky, that feels nice!" she groaned as she slowly slid herself back and forth on the ridged underside of my cock as it pressed up against her.
"I can't tell you how many times I dreamed about doing this, Ricky, how perverted is that? I'm your little sister, but I want you...like this, I have since I first saw you!"
Her gyrations against me were having their effect; my cock was threatening to rip through her panties, it was so hard, something she noticed.
"Take them off, Ricky, now you've got me like this, finish stripping me, you know you want to!" she whispered, kissing my chin, the tip of my nose, my eyelids, as she rubbed and ground the hot, damp ribbons of her panties against me. I slid my eager hands into the back of her panties, squeezing her firm, muscular little buttocks before hooking those scraps of wispy material and pulling them down, while Yaz climbed off me for a second so I could slide them down and off, and now she was naked, her bare, glistening pussy lips close enough for me to catch the sweet, salty, musky scent of her excitement.
Still feeling slightly surreal, I reached out for her, my hands pulling her close by her taut, firm bum cheeks, a detached part of me marvelling at how much smoother and firmer, how warm and silky they felt now that she was completely naked, how they felt just like I'd dreamed and fantasised they'd feel from almost the first day I met her.
Yaz pulled herself in close to me, once again straddling me, but this time the damp heat of her pussy against my cock was almost unbearable. I felt myself stiffen in a way I'd never achieved before, that was the effect she was having on me! As she slowly rubbed herself against me, I could feel her juices coating me, covering me in a slick, sweet-scented glaze. I was torn; part of me wanted to just shove my cock into her and keep shoving it in, to pound her backside through the mattress, the way I'd seen it done in those magazines, and fill her with myself, but another part of me caught me completely by surprise by wanting to taste her, to kiss and lick and suck her, and drink her nectar before making love to her.
I wrapped my arms around her and lay back, pulling her down with me, Yaz squeaking in surprise as I rolled onto my side, taking her with me so we were now lying on our sides facing each other. She grinned at me as I pulled her closer to kiss her again, closing her eyes as I kissed down her neck and into the valley between her firm, pouting little breasts. As I kissed further down her torso, across her flat stomach, and paused before dipping my tongue gently into the dimple of her navel, Yaz let out a soft, tremulous sigh.
"Don't stop now, Ricky, do it, please, if you only knew how much...!"
I had no intention of stopping; after all this time kissing and making out and teasing and leading each other on, I finally had my girl of my dreams naked, willing, and wanting me; there was no way on God's green Earth I was going to stop! As she sighed, and stretched her lovely slender body out, I kissed and licked her with little dabs of my tongue, blazing a trail to the place I wanted to be most in the world. I didn't know why I wanted to do that to her, all I knew was I had to, the scent of her arousal burned in my brain firing up all kinds of instincts, and all I knew was that I wanted to pleasure my girl any way I could, but this way first.
"Oh Ricky...so nice, God, so good, you're so good at this...!" she sighed as I slowly licked, savouring the taste of her skin even as her sweet, soft, appealing scent tickled my nostrils. As her scent began to work on me I slid down the bed so my face was level with my target. Yaz sighed again as I lightly kissed the insides of her thighs, letting my lips linger as I gently, slowly tantalised her, enjoying the tease while she wriggled languorously, sighing softly as I teased and tasted her warm, smooth skin.



"Ricky, please...!" she murmured, her scent gusting stronger now, taking over my brain even further, heating me up as her magic worked itself deep into the heart of me, readying me for what was to come.
At last, even I couldn't stand it any longer; I had to taste her, to probe those swollen, succulent lips, to dip my tongue in her and bathe in her juices, her scent now strong and demanding, sweet, musky and tangy, driving the hunger in me for her, giving me a foretaste of what she would taste like. As I licked the flat of my tongue over her slick, glossy labia, scraping the tip through the valley between them for the merest second, she mewled and bucked, her thighs spreading even wider as she displayed herself to me in all her beauty, her pussy flowering open at the touch of my tongue to hint at the mysterious dark inner recesses, her scent now stronger, and sweet, and utterly irresistible.
I licked her again, from the tight caramel knot of her anus to the firm little pea of her clitoris, once more making her jump and sigh, then bored into her with the tip of my tongue, pushing her swelling lips even further open as I pressed my tongue into her as far as I could, tasting and lapping-up her sweet, tangy savour. Yaz wriggled and gasped, her fingers combing through my hair as she held me against her, giving sweet little "oh, oh, oh" yelps with each rasp of my tongue over her engorged little clitoris.
I buried my face between her legs, lost in a world I never believed I'd ever visit, my lips and tongue working at her, and my hands clasping her tight little bottom, holding her against me as I worshipped at her most secret places. Yaz held me against her, her pussy dancing against me as her body reacted to what I was doing, until finally, when I sucked her clitoris between my lips and flicked my tongue-tip over it, she gave a muted scream, her back arching as her pussy convulsed against my mouth, orgasm sweeping over her, possessing her. A flood of her sweet juices poured into my mouth, soft, sharp, sweet, tangy, salty, earthy, all these things at once, with that something else, that special something that could only come from Yaz, my Yasmin now, now and forever.
I rested my head on her thigh, kissing and lightly licking her silky, sumptuous skin as her orgasm rang and echoed through her, tremors running through her and making her coral-tipped little breasts dance and quiver as aftershocks surged and died away. Eventually her eyes opened and a dazed little smile quirked her lips.
"Hello sweet boy!" she whispered, all the incentive I needed to slide up next to her and pull her close to me, my hands once more firmly wrapped around her delectable little bottom.
"Hello Sexy Girl!" I smiled back at her, kissing her inviting lips as I held her against me.
"Mmm, I taste nice!" she murmured, kissing me back and licking my lips. "I'm so glad I waited for you, Ricky, I only ever wanted you to do that to me! But what about you, my sweet-boy, what do you want to do next?"
In reply, I rolled her onto her back and hovered over her, my cock like an iron bar; now I wanted to make her mine, forever.
"Like this?" she smiled, her hands fondling me, rubbing the tip of my erection over her damp, swollen labia, watching my eyes as I nodded and smiled.
"Be gentle, my darling-boy, I meant it when I said I waited for you!" she murmured, and I backed up a little in shock; surely a girl as exotically beautiful as her wasn't still...?
I was kind of hoping she'd be able to teach me what I needed to know to please her, while paradoxically hating with all my heart the man who'd taken her most precious gift; and now, that was going to be me...
I saw there were tears glimmering in her eyes, even as she smiled at me.
"I waited, baby-boy, somehow, deep down inside I always knew this time would come; no-one ever came for me, and I never looked for him, because way down deep inside, I think I always knew one day you'd find me; now it's here, I want you to do this, this is for both of us, this is how it's always going to be for us, okay?"
My heart was nearly bursting with love, need, desire; all I wanted was her, any way I could have her, and she'd told me repeatedly she felt the same way about me. I nodded once, to acknowledge that what we did here right now meant as much to me as it did to her, and leaned forward, Yaz arching up to kiss me and hold me, both of us gasping as my bone-hard cock slid along her labia.
"Make love to me, Ricky, please; I waited so long for you to come and find me, please baby!" she whispered. As I pressed forward, her small hand guided me until I felt the burning heat of her entrance envelope the head of my over-stimulated cock. I looked once more into her eyes, reassuring her even as she smiled and beckoned me further in.
As I slid slowly, tentatively into her tight pussy, her forehead creased and her lips parted as she gasped, obviously in pain, and I stopped immediately, unwilling to cause any hurt to the girl I knew I loved more than my life. Her eyes flew open and her hands came up to cup my face.
"Please don't stop, baby, this is what I want!" she whispered, and with that her hands laced around my neck as she thrust her hips up at me, driving herself onto me in one fluid surge
Our mutual gasps echoed in the room, hers of pain, and mine at the exquisite sensation of her hot tightness clasping and holding me inside her. She lay unmoving beneath me, her face a knot of pain, and her brow furrowing as I moved slightly, adjusting my position.
"Wait...wait...just a little longer, please baby...okay..." she muttered, her face smoothing and her beautiful eyes opening, to once more smile into mine. I bent down to kiss her, and her lips were soft and welcoming, remaining that way as I slowly withdrew, to slide back in again. Her breath caught in her throat as she lifted her hips to meet me, moving in complete synch with me as I made slow, tender love to my only ever girl, my Yasmin, the most beautiful girl in the world.
All my fantasies, hopes, daydreams and fevered longings collided and melded in this one perfect moment as I made love to the girl who haunted my dreams and held my heart in thrall. The emotional impact was almost overwhelming; I had her, she was mine, and the emotional impact blew all my breakers wide open. She must have seen some of this in my eyes, in my expression because she once again held my face between her two soft hands and looked deep into my eyes.
"I love you baby-boy, I want you to know that, I've loved you from the day I first set eyes on you, and there'll never be anyone else for me. All of me for all of you, for all of time, do we have a deal?"
"Oh, yes we have a deal!" I murmured, "You're who I want, Yaz, no-one else; I love you and I'll never stop loving you. At last, I know what I want more than anything; I want you, Yasmin Shahida,
I leaned down to kiss her, sealing the deal, feeling her lips against mine as she thrust herself against me. I responded by driving even faster into her, pumping my cock into her in rhythm with her thrusts against me. Her movements became jerkier, faster, her breathing shallower as her climax built and uncurled inside her, the ripples in her pussy transmitting her excitement to me, and taking me with her.
When it struck, she dug her fingers into my back, her body arching underneath me as her mouth fell open in a soundless scream. Her pussy clamped tight around me, halting me in my tracks, the sudden constriction so delicious that my barely maintained self-control evaporated, and my cock pulsed as my spunk blasted into her inner recesses, long ropes spraying deep into my beautiful, exotic princess, making her mine in this overwhelming expression of my love for her. The power and the depth of release were something I could never have imagined before this night, and it was because of the girl I was with, the girl I loved more than anything or anyone in the entire universe.
I slumped down next to her, my heart hammering fit to burst as the double hammer-blow hit me; I had just had the best sex in the world, and it was with my sister, my little sister, too!
And yet I didn't care one single, solitary speck or atom; my heart was still singing at the thought that Yaz was truly mine, in every way I could ever want her; she'd given herself to me, and I'd pledged myself to her, I'd been hers from Day One, as far as she was concerned, and now she'd come and taken me and sealed us together, my heart was fit to burst at the thought of what had finally happened between us; it was honestly the best feeling in the world.
Yaz must have been having the same thoughts; I turned to look at her and saw my thoughts reflected in her eyes, felt them in the way she reached for me, heard them in her sigh as she pulled herself even closer to me, her arm across my chest holding us close as our heartbeats finally slowed to normal.
Finally, I felt I had to say something, anything, but as I tried to speak, Yaz touched her fingertip to my lips.
"So, here we are, Ricky. You like it so far?" she murmured, doing that adorable, sexy little lip-biting grin that had me captivated.
"More than I can say, Yaz," I murmured brushing her cheek, her lips, her earlobe with my lips even as my fingers revelled in the satin smoothness of her flawless skin,
"You're more than I deserve, and I really don't know what you see in me, but God, thank you for choosing me!" I told her as I kissed her gently, incessantly, watching her eyes well-up as she brushed my cheek.
"What do I see in you, Ricky? I see my future, that's what I see..." she whispered. "I have never cared about or wanted anyone before like I want you, Ricky. You and me, we're us now, not just Ricky and Yasmin; we promised each other our hearts, and I never break a promise. Wherever we're going, we're going together, you and me together, it's our world, now, and we can make of it what we like, never forget that!"
I looked into her eyes, trying to find the words I'd been looking for, and then suddenly it all made complete sense, and I knew what I wanted to say.
"Yasmin, I don't know how we're going to work this out, and I don't know how hard it's going to be, but I don't care; I want you to know, there's only ever going to be one girl for me, and it's you. We'll make it work, and one day soon we're going to have that future you want, with everything you want. You and me together, we'll get there, I swear. I love you, Yasmin Lakhmé Shahida"
Yaz's fingers danced through my hair as her lip quivered, but she smiled tremulously even as two big tears ran down from her brimming eyes.
"And I love you too, Ricky Davies, you're my big, sweet boy now, and I'll never let you go!"
I grinned and pulled her into me, spooning her with my arm around her, her warm bottom pushed firmly into my lap. I was far too jazzed to sleep, I'd just had the most momentous experience of my life with the girl I loved and it seemed Yaz felt the same way, too, because her fingers interlaced with mine tapped out a slow rhythm as we lay silently together, busy with our thoughts. I was just beginning to start yawning, when she spoke.
"Rick, that...thing you did, that...kissing me, you know...down there...and...and...with your lips...and tongue, you know what I mean!"
I nibbled the back of her neck, which always makes her giggle.
"Yeah, I know what you mean, Yaz. What about it?"
"Umm...why did you do that? Don't get me wrong, it was amazing, you're going to do it again, soon, but if you're a...you know, how did you...?
I slipped my arm tighter around her, holding her warmth closer to me.
"It just seemed...I dunno, somehow right, something I wanted try because I thought you might like it, I've seen pictures, so I thought I'd try it, see if you liked it, and also because you smell delicious, sweet, like mum's cinnamon tea, did you know that? Tasting you was out of this world, I just couldn't resist you."
Yaz squirmed and wriggled her warm, plush little bottom even tighter into my lap.
"Well thank you for trying it, it was lovely, and just so you know, I plan on doing that to you in the morning, OK? We're going to have a little breakfast nookie, go shopping in The Lanes, then lunch, then back here for a noontime nookie session, then dinner, a little late-night clubbing, then back here for a nightcap, and I'm not talking about drinking, either! And the rest of this week, rinse and repeat; this evening was the best time ever, I want some more, and you'd better wants some more too, Ricky-my-darling!"
She seemed to have our holiday all planned out, she knew what her priorities were, so who was I to argue, it all sounded good to me!
*
Waking up in the morning sunshine with Yaz next to me so soft and warm and beautifully composed in her sleep was one of the better experiences of my life. We'd slept the sleep of the truly satisfied, after a lovemaking session that blew my head wide open, and now I was seeing her in an entirely different light; 24-hours earlier she'd been my cute, cheeky, funny, sweet, sexy little half-sister, and the girl I fancied like crazy; now, all that had changed. Now she was my girl for real, my partner, my lover, and I wanted her in an entirely different way now; she was the one, and I wanted her and no-one else, ever.
The reality of what we'd done began to drive home, but, strangely, there was no sense of guilt at what we'd done, my sister and I, but there was guilt nonetheless; guilt at the knowledge I'd taken Ayesha's kindness and acceptance and probably trampled all over it, and a building certainty that I'd frayed my rope beyond repair with my family, but just as firm was the certainty that, even if I'd damaged any relationship with the family beyond repair, I was certain of one thing: I was never going to give up what I had with Yaz; we were two sides of the same coin now, and we were staying that way. I was miles away and lost in my thoughts, trying to work out how to make this come out right, when a soft fingertip gently ran down my cheek.
"Hello sweetie..." she murmured, gently tugging my head around to look into my eyes. "You were miles away, pretty-boy, thinking long and deep; penny for your thoughts?"
I stroked her hair, finger-combing her night-time tangles out of her glorious eyes. She really was stunning, her 'morning-face' was just the loveliest thing I'd ever seen, and I could feel myself being drawn even closer to her.
"Is it about last night, Ricky?" she murmured, "Because I don't regret a thing, I want you to know that, babe, not one second! What happened happened, and it was because it was meant to be, because I wanted it to be that way. You didn't make me do anything, nothing will make it un-happen, and I would never want that. Believe me, Rick; you should have no regrets, ever, because I don't, and I never will; you're mine now, Ricky Davies, remember that."
Yaz hugged me even closer, rubbing her nose against mine as she grinned at me, and the inevitable reaction happened. She licked her lips and ground against me, making me even harder.
"So you're fully awake now, eh? Good, I want to play..." she whispered, her warm little hands exploring me, sending all kinds of thoughts and desires scurrying around in my head as she squeezed me gently, telling me what she wanted to do. Quite without any thought from me, my hands slipped down to cup and squeeze her firm little bottom, making her gasp and giggle as I played with the smooth globes. Yaz kissed me even harder, gluing her lips to mine even as I held her closer, savoring the feel of her soft, warm, silky-smooth skin against mine, when she stopped, pulling back so she could grin at me, her smile both cheeky and enticing, that adorable lip-biting thing she did so well.
"Something I want to do, hun..." she grinned, rolling me onto my back while she squeezed and fondled me, keeping me at the peak of arousal. She began kissing my shoulders, then the base of my throat, light, darting little kisses, smiling at me between each kiss as she slowly worked her way down my chest, making me buck and giggle when she poked her tongue into my navel, and then, oh God, my mind dissolved in shock as she licked the tip of my straining cock. I locked eyes with her, maybe she was waiting for me to say 'stop', but there was no way on earth I was going to do that; all I could do was watch in agonised arousal as she slowly, slowly took my cock into her mouth, sealing her lips around me as she slowly bobbed her head, sucking me like a lollipop without once breaking eye contact.
I could feel myself coming to the boil; the things she was doing to me were focusing me on just one outcome, and I didn't want to do that, hot as the thought of it was; I wanted to make love to my girl, not go off like a firework in her mouth. I think she could sense my mounting excitement, because suddenly she scraped her fingernail along that sensitive area just behind my balls; that shocked me and backed me right down, let me tell you!
"Sorry sweetie!" she grinned cheekily, "haven't finished with you yet!" was her explanation, but then she started again, and sure enough, I went right back up again, only for her to back me down once again. She did that to me several times, and by now I was ready to explode, when she suddenly swung astride me and slowly, slowly, slid herself back won onto my aching cock.
"Oh God, yes...yes...yes...Ricky...God..." she chanted as she pumped her pussy on my steel-hard dick, and all I could do was hold her hips, her sleek thighs astride me as she rode me like a National Hunt jockey, pumping herself harder and faster on me, reaching for her climax.
When it came, she screamed out my name as her pussy clamped down on me, sucking and squeezing me like nothing I'd ever felt before, and that was it; I came like a fire-hose, long, endless, painless yet agonising jets of spunk slamming out of me and deep into the heart of her, again and again, while her pussy rippled and milked me, squeezing every last drop out of me.
Yaz collapsed on top of me, her heart hammering fit to burst against mine, our bodies trembling from exertion and slick with sweat, but I didn't care; I had my girl with me, and the world couldn't have been a better place. I had to laugh, though when Yaz lifted her head to look soulfully, lovingly into my eyes, and then grin devilishly.
"You know the shit's going to hit the fan when this gets out, don't you?" She giggled, and all I could do was laugh helplessly; that's my girl!
*****
Taking a shower with her was a sensuous, seriously hot experience, and one I fully intended to repeat as often as possible; there's something so thrilling, so next-level about having a hot, slinky girl wriggling around naked with you in a steamy hot shower cubicle, and while we didn't have sex in there, it was a close run thing. Yaz dried me off after, concentrating on certain parts of me, and I returned the favour, and of course that led to the inevitable; if you think a sexy naked girl in a steamy shower with you is sexy, try the same girl naked, on her knees, sucking your cock as hard as she can. Coming in her mouth nearly turned me inside out, I came so hard, and the smug look on her face as she swallowed every drop told me she'd enjoyed it too, and that more was on the way later.
The rest of the day is a blur; I know we went shopping in The Lanes, Brighton's boutique district, and Yaz gave me a debit card from mum so I could shop 'til I dropped, as she seemed intent on doing. Mum had set-up a bank account for me without telling me, and every week she'd put £100 into it, so I could buy myself things and not be embarrassed by having no money, although I wasn't; I'd never had money, so I didn't miss having any, and living at home as I did I didn't feel I needed any, but now I had some, I was going to spend it on my girl. It felt nice to be able to walk into a shop with her, have her try on something, and if she liked it, put down my card so I could give it to her. After some serious shopping, we tried one of the little gourmet fish and chip restaurants dotted around the town, then back to the hotel so she could give me a fashion show and I could chase her around the suite.



And so the week went; days playing and having fun in town, evenings burning up the clubs, and long nights of making love to my girl; it was truly the best time of my life; I finally learned how to dance properly, Yaz and I learned what turned us on most about each other, we learned our likes and dislikes, our limits and boundaries, how we liked to make love, and we grew ever closer; that week is really what made us the couple we are today; even today, after all the intervening years, with life and work and children to occupy us, 'going to Brighton' is Yaz and my code for a little afternoon delight away from the kids and the business.
*****
Back home after our break, everything soon swung back into 'normal' mode; Shari had never looked so relaxed; she'd spent the week doing a large amount of nothing except sleeping late, having long, leisurely breakfasts with mum, avoiding the office completely, and never once stepping out of the house; she was in Heaven, it had been so long since she'd had a break, and we could see it had done her a world of good. Yaz and I tried our damnedest to be 'big brother-little sister', and I thought we disguised ourselves pretty well, although in hindsight, I remember mum giving us a couple of strange, almost knowing looks now and again; at the time I ignored it, now, well, you'll see.
Mum had decided that I needed to learn more of the practical side of the business. The financial and contract side was under control, Yaz had a good handle on that, and the property acquisition and negotiating side was Shari's baby; they were both naturals at what they did, of course they were, mum was a financial whizz-kid and, before my bastard father came on the scene, had been a top-flight property developer, of course her daughters were going to be like her. Neither of those appealed to me, though; that kind of brain-work is usually done by someone who knows and likes what they're doing, and I didn't. I was eager to learn something more practical, so mum persuaded one of her favourite contractors to take me under his wing and show me the tricks of the trade.
For almost a year I learned about basic building inspections and planning applications, how to talk to borough surveyors and planning departments, and what to look for when inspecting a building, basic estimating tools and techniques, and the basics of plastering, joinery, and first-fix electrical.
I discovered I was pretty good with my hands, and quick to pick up the tips and techniques that separate the professionals from the bumbling amateurs; I got to the point where I could get materials estimates pretty much spot-on, safely operate most power tools, accurately manage setting-out procedures, and be left unsupervised to plaster, sheet-rock, or patch a wall, repair and replace baseboards and door architraves, level and caulk floorboards, cut in locksets and door furniture, and estimate and run the cables and conduits from a drawing for the electricians to come in and start connecting.
Also, the girls and mum had decided I needed to learn how to drive, so I did; after ten lessons, and acing the written test, I took my driving test, and passed first time, which meant I was now chauffeur whenever the girls or mum wanted to go shopping; I didn't mind, the family's big Shogun 4X4 put me up higher than the surrounding traffic, and the 4-wheel drive on wet days or out on muddy building sites was a Godsend, plus there was more room than any two minivans. I loved that car, that's why Yaz and I still have it, and drive it every day.
I used to wonder in idle moments, if I'd ever really given it some serious thought, why Nicky had wanted so much to be a motor mechanic, now I knew; it made me think about what I could have been, what I could have done if dad had given me the tools to go out and learn a proper trade, instead of shutting the world away from Bobby and me. I realised just how much harm he'd done the pair of us, and it hurt deep down inside to realise I could have been someone, I could have made something of myself if not for him; the irony that the woman he'd brutalised so savagely had been the one to make something of me wasn't lost on me, either, but it was a harsh and stabbing irony.
Underlying all this was the knowledge that I would have to go back one day and face Bobby, and somehow make him realise that there was a better life than the prison he'd locked himself into, that all he had to do was let us in and it would be over for him. I broached the subject with Shari, because I really didn't know how to do it. She and Yaz already knew I'd lifted Bobby's money to make the journey to London, and I was feeling guilty about what I'd done. Shari's solution was that we go there, give him back what I'd stolen, and try to convince him to join us.
I thought that would be a really bad idea; I strongly doubted he'd welcome our intrusion, which is how he'd see it, and, to be honest, it would probably make a bad situation worse, he was so warped by dad, and so angered by everything we'd been through since dad's arrest I just knew he'd blame them, and maybe even try and take it out on them.
I couldn't risk it, not yet. It might be dangerous for the girls, Bobby was so unpredictable, his angers and hatred so deep-seated, it might be dangerous for the girls to expose them to him just yet; to my way of thinking, it was best to let the bear alone until we were ready to go prod it; besides, Bobby was still so sunk in his misery and anger, if we showed up out of the blue, he'd probably see it an intrusion and a threat, and I had no way of knowing how he'd react, but I could guess, and it wouldn't be good.
I had no way to give him a heads-up anyway; Bobby had no phones, he didn't read the mail, ever, it was always only ever bills he had no way to pay, and I didn't think the time was now, not while I was still learning how family worked; how could I help him, when I didn't know how to help myself, yet? He needed time, we both needed time to grow up a little, and I needed to work out how to find a way back to him.
Whatever we decided though, one day Shari and I, his big sister and me, maybe his only surviving brother, would have to bite the bullet and go to him, and somehow try to get through to him, Shari to talk to him, and me to protect her if he kicked-off, and together convince him to put down his hate and anger and come home with us so our family could be together the way it should be. I needed to apologise to him for taking away his safety-net, I felt that most acutely; small as it was, it was all he had, and I still felt guilty about absconding with it, something the girls understood but still thought I was wrong to do, but needs must.
*****
As time wore on, I began to notice that mum seemed to be having migraines more and more often; she'd been plagued by them all her life, according to Shari, but now they were so severe that some days all she could do was stay in a darkened room and leave the everyday work to Shari, Yaz, and me. Nothing seemed to alleviate her pain, and we took to dropping in at home in relays throughout the day to make sure she was OK, refresh her ice-packs, and sit with her until the worst of it had passed. One afternoon, I thought it was my turn to look in on her, but when I got home, Shari and Yaz were already with her, and a man in a sober suit with a serious-looking briefcase was shuffling through piles of paperwork. I thought nothing of it; mum's legal people were in and out all the time, but something was different, although I couldn't put my finger on what, but I popped my head in, nodded to Shari, and headed back to the job site.
When I got home that evening, he was still there, plus another man, which was odd, and the girls looked haggard and dragged-out, but they came out and helped me put dinner on, so I thought nothing more of it. Mum, however, seemed even more listless; the migraines were taking more and more out of her, they came on more often, and were lasting longer, and even though none of us mentioned it, we were all beginning to get seriously worried about her.
The day mum pulled me aside and asked me to stay home, she needed to talk to me over lunch, it worried the hell out of me; whenever mum had anything to say, she did it with all of us present, pulling me aside like that told me something was bothering her, and she didn't want the girls to know, which meant it was serious. We had a leisurely lunch, then, with almost no preamble, she started.
"Ricky, I'm not going to intrude into your privacy, and I know there are things you don't want to share, I understand why, but there's one thing I want to ask you; if something happens to me, will you promise you'll be there for Yasmin? Shari's tough where it counts, and she'll be there for you, both of you, but I need you to swear you won't hurt my Yasmin, she depends on you for so much, please don't let her down. Will you promise me that you'll care for and protect and love your sisters, but most especially Yasmin? She has a...special attachment to you, even I can see that, so please, just be careful with her, and take good care of her for me, will you promise me that?"
I was dumbfounded; was she telling me she knew about us? Of course I was going to look after my sisters, on the remote chance anything happened to her, and I told her so.
"Mum, I love my sisters, I would never let anything harm them, you know that! Yaz is my little sister, but she's my best friend too, I think the world of her, and Shari too, and I know this is all academic, but, just in case anything happens to you, I promise you, whatever happens, I will protect and love my sisters the best way I can, and yes, I'll be especially careful with Yasmin, but I know nothing is going to happen to you, so this is all academic, you're our mum and you're not going anywhere!"
If only I'd known I was whistling past the graveyard...
The end, when it came, was as shocking as it was unexpected. Yaz and I had decided to head back home for lunch, pick up some drawings, and spend some time with mum, but when we got home the house was fairly buzzing with silence; as usual, we looked in on mum's office to see if she was lying down on the divan in there, nothing, so Yaz went to look in the sitting room while I started up the stairs. The sound of Yaz screaming brought me tearing back downstairs, to find her kneeling by the couch, holding mum's hand, and patting her face as she cried. Mum was lying as if she'd decided to take a nap, her head resting on a cushion, and her eyes were open, but dull, filmed-over, unfocused and lifeless, two dull marbles in the immobile blankness of her face. My heart leaped in terror, all I could think of was getting her up, holding her up so we could hug her, wake her up, warm her up, something, anything, but she was a dead weight in my arms, she wasn't breathing, and try as I might, I couldn't find a heartbeat.
I panicked; this was mum, she was going to be OK, she was just deeply asleep, I could wake her up, please, wake up mum, please, please, please wake up but no matter how I rubbed her hands or patted her cheek or held her close or called to her nothing was happening and I didn't know what to do. Yaz was having hysterics, kissing her and calling her, and I didn't know what to do, I didn't know, all I could think of was if I called her enough times she'd hear me and wake up and we'd all be fine again.
But she didn't wake up, and her hands were cold, and Yaz was clawing at me, begging me to wake mum up.
"Ricky, do something, help her, Ricky, wake her up, please Ricky, wake her up...!" she gabbled endlessly, and I couldn't, I tried but I couldn't wake her up, and my heart was sick with fear but I couldn't rouse her and I didn't know what else to do...
I grabbed Yasmin's arms and held her still long enough to speak to her through my fear and anguish.
"Call Shari, get her here now, please Yaz, get hold of her, I don't know what to do, help me..." I blubbered, past all real thought, with only fear, huge and unmanageable, left inside me for my mum.
Somehow, after fumbling and dropping her phone a half-dozen times, Yaz managed to call Shari, but then she broke down, and all I could do was shout down the phone at her to come home now, mum needed her, please hurry, please...
Shari arrived at a dead run, she threw herself on mum and kissed her cheek, rubbed her hands, called her endlessly, the desperate, raw panic adding an edge to her voice, while we waited for the ambulance, but to no avail. When the paramedics arrived, they quickly took stock of the situation, but all their equipment failed to register anything, no heartbeat, no pulse, no brain activity, nothing. When the lead paramedic called it, and told Shari that they'd agreed the time of death as almost three hours earlier, not long after we'd all left for work, in fact, her scream of anguish nearly deafened me, while Yaz collapsed sobbing into my arms. I was trembling with reaction and loss and in no better shape than Yaz, but I had to be strong for her, Shari was an island of grief, isolated and tense, as they carefully wrapped mum and put her into the ambulance, then she climbed into the ambulance to go with mum to the hospital.
The paramedics were professional but kind and sympathetic with it, leaving the paperwork with Yaz and me, and an apology that, because mum hadn't been under the care of a doctor when she passed, they would have to report her passing as an unexplained death, which meant there would have to be a post-mortem, when we arrived at the hospital the bereavement aftercare team would walk us through what came next, and liaise with the people who would help us through this.
I was only half-paying attention; all I knew was that mum had died alone, that she'd been alone when she'd needed us most, that there was no-one with her to hold her in her last moments, and the guilt was rampaging and shrieking huge and terrifying inside me; she'd died alone, if I'd been with her, maybe I could have got her some help, and that was the thing that hurt most deeply; that maybe I could have done something if only I'd been there for her, but now I'd never know. They'd taken mum away, my mum had only just become my mum and she'd been taken from me, from us, she was dead, and what did we do now, she was our everything, what happened to our family now?
*****
I called a cab and Yaz and I made our way to the hospital. Shari was waiting for us, they'd taken mum away and started the process for getting the post-mortem underway, not something any of us wanted to consider, but the bereavement counsellors sat us down and told us what came next. I was barely paying attention, and Yaz was completely out of it, while Shari sat, completely expressionless while the people talked at us, but what they said was just background noise and made no sense to me; I'd never been in this situation before and I was in pieces, as was Yaz, and I only vaguely remember them calling us a cab and arriving home.
Once we got back indoors, Shari's control evaporated and she began crying hysterically, Yaz was in no better state, and I didn't know what to do to try and soften the edge of this nightmare, all I could do was hold my sisters and cry with them and want my mum back.
We passed the rest of the day in numb silence; I didn't know what to say, and both Yaz and Shari seemed lost in their own world, they drank whatever I put in front of them, ate mechanically, looked at me with blank, unseeing eyes, and just drifted through the rest of the day silent, noiseless, not making even the merest sound to break the ringing silence. I had never felt so alone; the two people I loved most in the world had retreated into a shell and I wasn't allowed in, I was grief-stricken with no-one to share it with, and I really thought I would go mad with the loss I felt and no-one to help me through it.
By the time it got dark they still hadn't moved or made a sound, just stared unseeing, so I led both girls to their rooms, sat them down on their beds, pulled off their shoes and made them lie down and covered them, still fully dressed, with their coverlets, tiptoed down to my room, and cried myself to sleep.
*****
Waking that first morning was the worst thing I'd ever experienced; for the first few seconds I was at peace, then memory came flooding in, and with memory came pain, and loss, and deep, crushing sadness; our lives had changed forever, she was gone, and what happened to us now? The house was still silent, sombre, and there was no sign of Shari or Yaz, so I wandered around aimlessly, at a complete looses end. Eventually, I found myself staring at the couch in the sitting room, at the place mum had passed away, the seat cushions and throw cushions still in disarray where first the three of us and then the paramedics had tried to revive mum. I began straightening them up, when Shari spoke behind me.
"What the hell are you doing? How dare you, how fucking dare you!!?"
I spun around and she was standing there, her face a mask of fury.
"You don't touch anything in this house, you got it? My mother's dead because of your bastard piece of shit father, your whole fucking family killed her, you piece of shit, and you have the sheer fucking effrontery to go touching ...? Get out! Get the fuck out of my house, Mummy would still be here but for your fucking father, and now you go touching her stuff? I never wanted you here, mummy took pity on you, you pathetic fucking nobody, she took you in like a stray dog and now she's dead and you're still here, so get out!"
Her eyes were blazing with hate, that bullet hardness I'd seen only once before, also directed at me, and I knew then without a shadow of a doubt that she'd never really forgiven me for anything, that I was nothing to her except something to blame and hate.
"We gave you a home and all the time we were harbouring a fucking snake, I was right all along, I knew this would happen, you're a piece of shit like your piece of shit father, you wormed your way in here and made us trust you, and now she's gone and it's all because of your dogshit family. Get out, now! You came here with nothing, that's how you leave, get the fuck out, go die somewhere far away, I hope you do, your family did this to us! You heard me, you don't belong here, get the fuck out of my house!"
I was rocked back by the blast of hate coming from her, and the venom in her voice, and horrified at what she was saying; that this was what she really thought of me, what she'd always thought of me. Tears pricked my eyes as I turned to run downstairs to my room (although according to her it wasn't 'my' room, it was just a kennel they'd kept a stray dog in) and get my jacket, she wanted me out, it was her house, I had no choice, I had to leave.
She was waiting for me at the top of the stairs, her face twisted with hate.
"Don't you ever, ever show your face here again, you understand?" she gritted, "This is not your home, and you're not part of this family, your family are killers and fucking losers, so Get. The. Fuck. Out! Now!"
She stalked over to the front door and yanked it open, pointing outside.
"Get out!"
I was almost out the door when I heard Yaz scream.
"Ricky, no! Where are you going, no, come back here, don't leave!"
I turned to her and shook my head, trying to say everything I was feeling, but I didn't need to, because suddenly she was hugging me, holding me around the waist and pulling me, dragging me, away from the open door.
"No, you can't go, we need you, I need you, please Ricky, don't listen to her, stay here, stay with me, please!"
"I have to, Yaz, this is not my home, and I have to leave!" I choked out, and Yaz turned her tear-stained face up at me, crying and babbling at the same time.
"You can't go, don't listen to her, this is your home, we are your family, you're one of us, and we need you; mummy loved you, she wanted you, she loved you too, you're my brother, this is your home, this is your family, please don't go, please don't leave me!"



"Yasmin..." Shari began, and Yaz rounded on her.
"SHUT THE FUCK UP!" she screamed, rocking Shari back on her heels, before burying her face in my chest and crying great wracking sobs that made her whole body shudder. I wrapped my arms around her, patting her back and stroking her hair, trying to calm her down so I could leave with whatever little dignity I could muster. I tried to hand her off to Shari, but she grabbed hold of me even tighter, refusing to let me go.
"No, you're not going anywhere, I won't let you!" she sobbed, but I had to go. Now I knew how little I meant to this family, what Shari really thought of me, I couldn't stay, there was no place for me here. I managed to unhook Yasmin's arms from around my waist and handed her to Shari, who held her tightly as she struggled to get away, crying hysterically as she struggled.
"No Ricky, please don't go, don't leave us...!" she begged, her voice thick with emotion, while tears streamed down her cheeks.
I turned to leave, and Shari called out to me.
"Ricky..."
I turned around, and she was crying, tears streaming down her cheeks.
"Ricky, please don't go, don't leave us..." she whispered, "I'm sorry, I...I'm sorry, please don't go, we need you..."
Yaz tore herself away from Shari and launched herself at me, cannoning into me and sending me into the wall, which I slid down with her kneeling on top of me, her arms locked around my neck.
"Never going anywhere, Ricky, not without me!" she moaned, while punching me in my arms, on my shoulders, drumming on my chest with her clenched fists, which didn't hurt, to be honest; being attacked by Yaz was kind of like being mauled by a kitten; lots of intent, no real ability.
"Don't you even think about leaving us again, ever, you understand? You frightened me, Ricky, don't ever do that again! This is your home, got it? This is your home, we are your family, and you're one of us, no if's, but's, or and's, got it?"
I hugged her close, feeling her relax and hug me back, and I was so glad Shari couldn't see her kissing my chest as she hugged me.
Shari knelt down next to us on the floor and took my hand.
"I'm so sorry, Ricky, I don't know...I had no right to say those terrible, hateful things to you, my head is so...you didn't do anything wrong, and I was such a bitch, and you didn't deserve any of it. Please forgive me, I was out of line, I'll understand if you want to call me names, give me back some of what I gave you. You ARE my little brother, this IS your family, this IS your home, I was so wrong when I said you didn't belong here, you do, you'll always be a part of us, you're our brother and your place is here, with us."
She paused to rub her streaming eyes with her fingertips, before reaching out to gently stroke my cheek.
"Please don't go; we need you to be here with us, it's going to be so hard from now on, we need to be a family to get through it. I need you, Yaz needs you, and you need both of us; it's what mummy wanted. When she brought you into this family she made you one of us, and we're not letting you go; mummy wanted us to be strong together, so that's what we're going to be, we'll get through this, and we'll still be a family when it's over. Can you ever forgive me, Ricky? Please Ricky? I'm so sorry..."
I took her hand and kissed her palm, making her smile through her tears.
"It's OK Shari, really. I won't leave my sisters alone now, not when they need me..." I murmured, still emotionally shattered by what had happened, at the things she'd said to me, but then I gasped as she hugged me as hard was Yaz was doing, squeezing the breath out of me.
"I'm so sorry, Ricky, I'll make it up to you somehow..." she smiled, fresh tears rolling down her cheeks, her smile widening when I reached up and thumbed her eyes dry.
"Don't worry about it, Shari, I understand, I miss her too, she was the first..." But I couldn't finish, because the tears came and both my sisters hugged me as I cried like a baby, all the loss and guilt, and sheer horror at losing her in such a random way, the first person I'd ever loved, my brand-new mum, rising-up and slamming into me.
*****
Somehow, the three of us made it back to the sitting room, but I couldn't sit down anywhere, not the couch she'd passed away on, her last resting place, because when I looked at it all I could see was her lying there, and remember how I couldn't wake her and how scared I was for her, and how guilty I felt because I couldn't wake her, because I couldn't stop her leaving us. I couldn't sit in her favourite armchair, with her silver-headed cane still leaning against it, because when I looked at it, I saw her sitting there, her chin cupped in her hand, smiling at me; everywhere I looked were reminders of her. The three of us huddled together on the floor, hugging each other as we cried. I read a phrase somewhere once that mentioned people holding a 'crying together' to mourn lost loved ones, and that perfectly described what we did; we were holding a crying-together as we mourned our mother.
By unspoken agreement we didn't talk about her; the loss was too huge, too raw, too recent; instead, the everyday took over; hot drinks, breakfast, small talk, the displacement trivia people do when the elephant in the room is too big to ignore but you still can't bring yourself to see it. I couldn't bear to stay upstairs with so much of her all around me, the girls obviously felt the same, and by unspoken agreement we gravitated downstairs and the safe anonymity of the Rec room, where we held each other in silence, lost in our memories.
I only had a few months worth, but all the more precious to me because of that, but my beautiful sisters had a whole lifetime to remember and relive, and it occurred to me that their loss was so much greater than mine. They'd survived what my father had done to them, they'd rebuilt their lives and succeeded, they had been happy as a family at last, and now it was gone and all they had was me.
The day wore on, and when darkness fell, Shari made some snacks, we were too overwrought to cook any kind of real meal, and retired to bed to nurse our thoughts and wonder what came next. The sound of knocking at my door woke me up. It was after 2 AM according to my watch, and when I called out, Yaz stepped into my room. She looked haggard, exhausted, wrung-out, and totally lost. One look at her expression wrung my heart.
"I can't sleep, baby, I keep dreaming about...about mummy, help me Ricky, please..." she quavered, tears rolling down her cheeks.
I held out my arms and she collapsed against me, crying piteously, and I guess I still wasn't tied too tightly because I started too, and that's how Shari found us, sitting in the dark on my bed, sobbing with anguish. Our big sister tried to comfort us, but she succumbed too, and so we huddled together, three broken hearts trying to get some comfort from each other.
*****
I woke first with the sun in my eyes, slightly thick-headed, wondering who was with me, before seeing two masses of curls on the pillow, bright copper-bronze in the morning sunshine, and then the night came flooding back; my sisters were huddled against me, they'd stayed the night with me. They looked so peaceful, poor things, I felt thankful they'd come to me for comfort, it told me we were still OK, and a huge billow of love for them; they were my family, I was their family, we were together, and we'd get through this somehow.
We tried to make the days as normal as possible; we couldn't get the death certificate (and you have no idea how much it hurt to say those two words even in the privacy of my own head...) until the Coroner had ruled on the post-mortem at an inquest, and we couldn't arrange mum's funeral until we had the death certificate, so we just stumbled along, filling the days and trying to not brood on what we knew was coming. Yaz found herself working through mum's insurance paperwork, while Shari stepped back into the office to keep the ball rolling until we knew what was going to happen next, and I just made myself useful anywhere I could.
Keeping busy was better than moping around, and I needed to be near the girls; being alone at home meant only thoughts of her, echoes of her voice everywhere I stepped, the imagined scent of her perfume in a thousand places, trinkets and mementoes she'd handled a thousand times a day now still, never again to feel the touch of her hands on them, her favourite tea-glass forlorn on the counter, one I'd made countless glasses of Oolong tea for her to enjoy late at night, now she'd never use it again, and I couldn't bring myself to touch it, to put it away; there were too many ghosts in that house for me to ever be there by myself ever again.
We bumbled along like this for almost three weeks, with no word from the Coroner's Court, nothing, until finally, one morning, Shari came into the dining room looking more upset that she had in a long while.
"Guys, I just had a call, they're holding the inquest today, they have the results of the post-mortem, and they need a family member to attend. I'm the eldest, but if you guys...?
Of course we were both going with her; this was our family. The coroner's court is in Walthamstow, not far from the house in Dalston, and we got there early. The court was a pretty straightforward; the results of the autopsy were read into the record, I understood maybe one word in ten, but what it boiled down to was that, even though there was ample historical evidence of repeated trauma (remodelled fractures in several of the major bones of her skeleton) actual cause of death was not directly attributable to foul play or external influence. They noted that she had a depressed skull fracture, it was several years old, and that could have been the cause of the migraines, but there was no evidence strong enough to suggest the violence done to her over her life was the actual cause of her death.
The coroner recorded a verdict of 'Natural Causes' in mum's death, and just like that her traumatic life and everything my bastard father had done to her was glossed over.
When we left the courtroom, Shari saw the Forensic Pathologist who'd carried out the post-mortem and given evidence, and collared him to ask him some questions. He seemed quite happy to talk to us now that a verdict had been recorded.
"Miss Shahida, there's really nothing I can add to the report I gave to the court; your mother had very obviously been subjected to a catalogue of historical injuries stretching back several years, but none of her injuries were of sufficient severity to be provably causative factors in her death. I'm very sorry. While I believe that the cumulative effect of her injuries over the years may have been a major contributory factor in her eventual death, I just don't have any definitive, medically justified evidence that they did; the fact is, any one of a number of things may have caused or aggravated the causes of the cerebral haemorrhage that was ultimately the cause of death, but nothing I found points definitively to any one injury, if I had, I would have testified to that effect."
He gently patted Shari's hand, his expression sombre.
"Your mother had a long history of battery and abuse-related injuries, and I'm sorry, I wish I could have helped jail the bastard who did all that to her, but I just don't have any real evidence that it was the actual cause of death, not enough to meet the burden of proof, anyway. Maybe one day we can gather enough evidence to re-convene the inquest and lay criminal charges, I hope we can, but right now that's just not possible. I'm very sorry."
*****
The reading of the will was pretty much as expected, the house was in a family trust, and Shari and Yaz were the sole trustees; what shocked me was that mum split the business, all the properties, and the goodwill equally, a three-way split between the three of us, making us all equal co-owners; hearing the solicitor read out that she'd explicitly referred to me as 'her son, Richard Brian Davies' broke my heart all over again. That was the easy part; mum had also sworn-out and deposited an affidavit to be opened in the event of her death, probably that time I'd seen her with all the suits in her office, detailing what my father had done to her, the murder of Barbara, his boasts about what he'd done to Nicky, everything. It was a sickening document, made all the more dreadful because we knew it was true; her final words to us were that she hoped one day we would be able to use that document to finally bring my father to justice; little did we know just how far-reaching and prophetic her words would turn out to be.
*****
The funeral was a quiet affair; none of mum's family showed up, mostly because of what my father did to them, so apart from the three of us, everyone else attending was a business friend or associate. Mum was cremated and Shari, Yaz, and I took her ashes to Dover, on the Kent coast, mum's favourite holiday spot when she was a girl, and scattered her ashes from atop the famous white cliffs, something she'd once confided to Shari she'd want done. The breeze was blowing out to sea, and it took mum's ashes with it, scattering her last remains over the sea as she had wished. I'm not religious, I don't understand that impulse at all, but something made me pray to whatever or whomever was listening that mum, my mum, would be at peace, and would hear my pledge to keep my family safe for her.
When we arrived back at the house that evening, Shari immediately retired to her room, she wanted to be alone, while Yaz and I drifted around the house, doing nothing much except fiddle with things, and make inconsequential small-talk. I looked in on Shari and she was asleep, the tracks on her cheeks told me she'd cried herself to sleep. I thought sleep was a good idea, so I took Yaz to her room and made her get into bed. I was still wide awake, thoughts and memories of mum chasing around and around in my head and by the time midnight rolled around I was woolly-headed with exhaustion, but still too wrung-out to sleep. My door edging open clicked me back to wide awake, and Yaz slipped into my room dressed in her sleepwear, one of my 'Metallica' tee-shirts, which was long enough to reach almost to her knees. I looked my question at her, and she shook her head, tears rolling down her cheeks
"I can't sleep, Ricky, today...she's all gone now, everything...please, Ricky...I need you..."
She held out her arms so I called her to me, pulling her down to lie next to me, hugging me as hard as she could while sobs wracked her body; all I could do was hold her while she grieved. I was feeling pretty rotten myself, but I had to be strong for her, for all of us; the funeral had shown me the stark reality of our situation; all we had was each other, we were our entire family, there truly was no-one else out there for us, thanks to my bastard father. I don't know when she finally fell asleep, but she was warm against me, and her slow, steady breathing finally lulled me to sleep.
I don't know what woke me, but I snapped awake, instantly going from fast asleep to wide awake. I looked at Yaz and she was awake too, her eyes large and bright in the dim light coming through the curtains from the streetlight across the road.
"What's the matter, babe, go back to sleep, it's OK, I'm here..." I whispered, but she shook her head.
"I can't sleep..." she murmured, snuggling closer to me and turning around, pulling my arm around her and clasping my hand between hers. "Hold me, Ricky, please..."
So I held her closer, spooning her and enjoying the feeling of warm closeness, comforting her on this day of all days, or so I thought, but this was Yasmin, my hot girl, and the inevitable happened. It was involuntary, I wasn't feeling horny, and I thought it was highly inappropriate, given what the day had been for, but my body didn't care, and Yaz could feel it too, because I squirmed away from her, trying to not press against her, and I guess she wasn't that offended, because she squirmed right back against me.
"What are you doing...?" I whispered, "This is not...right, not now Yaz, not today..." I murmured in her ear, but she ignored me, instead turning so we were face to face, literally plastered together.
"I know, Ricky, God, do I know, but life goes on, sweetie; mummy's gone, but we're still here, and we still love each other, right?"
Of course," I whispered, "but there's a time and a place..."
Yaz slid her hands up inside the back of my sleep T-shirt, her warm little hands gently rubbing up and down my spine.
"Mummy knew, sweetie, she knew about us, but she knew you and I, we were serious, and she knew you'd always take care of me, of all of us; she wouldn't want us to lose what we have, and I know she loved you as much as you loved her, more, maybe, so I don't think she'd object if you and me, we celebrate our life today of all days, and go on as we mean to. Life does go on, baby, and I love you so much, and here and now? Mummy had to leave us, but she hasn't gone, she'll always be part of us, and she wants us to be happy. Make love to me, baby, I need you so much right now, and you need me."
Her soft lips on mine ended any further argument and destroyed any lingering resistance on my part. My hands slid down to cup her taut little bottom, grinding her against me as we kissed increasingly wildly. Yaz was the first to break that epic kiss, gasping for breath as she sat up to whip off her top and help me shrug my t-shirt off. She wriggled out of her panties and tugged at the waist of my shorts, so I slid them off, and now we were both naked. I hesitated, even though we'd come this far, and she kissed me gently.
"Don't worry, Rick, we're not disrespecting mummy; you love me, and I love you, and I can't think of a thing I'd rather be doing right now than being with you right now. Life goes on, and we're still here, let's live it the way mummy would have wanted us to. No more hesitation, OK? This is about us now, baby."
Yaz pulled me in for a closer kiss, and I went with it; she made a lot of sense, she 'd obviously been giving this as much thought as I had, and made her choice, and she was sticking with it.
As we kissed, she squeezed my cock, pumping me firmly, making me ready; she obviously was ready for me, her scent was strong and enticing and just the breath of her was enough to stiffen me to aching readiness.
"Oh Ricky, is that for me?" she teased, fondling my scrotum and making me gasp with need. I slid down the bed, kissing between her breasts, her flat stomach, moving lower with every kiss.
"No Ricky, no need!" she gasped, "I'm ready for you, please baby, you know what I like!"
She slid onto her front and knelt-up, I reared-up behind her and slid my hands around her waist, reaching higher to cup her firm little breasts and gently pinch her stiff nipples. Yaz gasped and pushed back harder against me, letting me know what she wanted me to do to her. I slid into her moist, hot little pussy, hearing her groan of satisfaction as I pushed into her to the hilt.
"That's...like that, baby, yes, oh yes, oh God yes..." she chanted as I pumped into her, desperately trying not to come as what we were doing threatened to overload my mind and tip me over the edge. I don't know how long we hammered each other, Yaz was coming almost continuously, and I was literally clenching my teeth as I tried to hold back, all I know is we were drenched with sweat, her body slick against mine as I loved my sweet, beautiful girl the best way I could.
The end, when it came, was as explosive as we could have wished for; Yaz stiffened, clamping tight around me as she groaned out loud, and that was it for me; I came hard, spunk bursting out of me like a firehose, long, endless spurts draining me and filling her.



I collapsed on the bed, gasping like a drowning man, my heart hammering like I thought it would burst, my body soaked with perspiration, and my muscles trembling in reaction to such a massive climax. Yaz was in no better state, her belly was rippling and twitching with aftershocks and I could clearly see her heart fluttering as her chest rose and fell.
We lay in silence, catching our breath and calming down, until she turned her head and smiled at me.
"Love you, cute boy!" she smiled, poking me gently on the tip of my nose.
"Love you too, pretty girl." I grinned, gently tweaking her nose and making her smile. I leaned over to kiss her, and stopped, because I could swear I heard a soft sob right outside my door. Yaz stared at me as I padded over to the door and looked out into the Rec room, but it was silent and deserted.
"Something wrong, baby?" she asked, looking puzzled, and I shook my head.
"I thought I heard...never mind, it's nothing." I said as I climbed back into bed, gathering her into me. "Goodnight, pretty girl..." I whispered in her ear, and listened to her breathing until I fell asleep.
*****
When I woke in the late morning, I was alone, so I got up, had a shower, bundled up my sheets to launder them, and headed upstairs. I found the girls having tea in the breakfast room. Shari waved me to a seat.
"Ricky, Yaz and I have been talking, and we've decided, if you agree too, of course, to accept the best offer for the business, the house, everything; the house is owned by a trust, Yaz and I are the sole remaining trustees, so we can divest ourselves of it quite easily, just take the money and run, which seems like a good idea right now. It's time we looked at getting away from here, now that mummy's gone there's nothing holding us, and Robert's sleazebag cronies are still around somewhere; let someone bigger than us deal with them if they show up, I think we should just go and start up again somewhere far from here."
She poured me a coffee and passed the sugar-bowl and cream across to me, before picking up her cup and staring pensively at me.
"The big question is, though, how do you feel about going to find Bobby and bringing him in? He's one of us, too, he's still our brother, I think we need to go make the effort, at least; do you agree? And if we find Bobby, maybe we can find out something about Nicky; he's our big brother, he's as much part of this as any of us, and we need to try and put our family back together again. Do you agree?"
Everything she said made sense; mum wasn't here anymore, but she was still with us, and especially in the girls, I felt that most strongly; wherever we went, mum was going to be part of us, so I felt no wrench at the thought of leaving this house, home though it had become; wherever I went, mum would still be with me.
I sat for a moment, wondering how Bobby would react to us just turning up unannounced, but ultimately Shari was right; let the new owners deal with any threat from dad's old cronies, I had my sisters to think of, and being a long way from here was infinitely more appealing than staying here and waiting for the other shoe to drop.
"Let's do it; let the legal people deal with selling the business, this place, everything; let's go to Carlisle, you'll be safe there, and we already have a house there. Let's do this, let's get out of here while we can."
*****
Two months to the day from our decision to uproot and relocate, Yaz, Shereen and I sat in the family's grey Mitsubishi Shogun parked outside the house. The 'For Sale' sign had already been taken down, and the new owners' solicitor had just left with the large envelope with all the keys, the alarm system instructions, the access codes and instructions on how to change them, and user manuals for the range cooker, twin microwave, and new Neff dishwasher and washer-dryer safely tucked inside. Shari sat in silence behind the wheel, her face immobile, her red, puffy eyes the only clue she'd been crying. Yaz was still crying; now that the time to leave the only home she'd ever known had come, it had hit her hard, and her hand on my arm was like a death-grip.
Shari shook her head and started the car, and Yaz was suddenly galvanised, popping her seatbelt and swinging the door open before I even knew she'd done it, and now she was on the pavement, holding the black-painted railings so tightly her knuckles were white, and sobbing piteously.
"Yaz..." I murmured, my arm around her waist, and she sank to her knees, tears streaming down her face, never relinquishing her grip on the railings..
"Mummy, please, I don't want to leave you, I want to stay with you..." she sobbed, resting her forehead on the iron bars.
Shari had jumped out of the car and came around to kneel next to her, holding her head against her chest as she cried, but I heard her whispering as she held Yaz to her.
"It's OK, , we can do this, it's OK, mummy's with us, sweetie, wherever we go, she'll be there too, this is just a place, we can let it go, but we'll always have mummy, OK, sweetie? Come on, get in the car, it's time we left, Ricky will stay with you, let him hold you, yes? Come on, baby-girl, please, it's time to go..."
I helped Yaz back into the car, buckled her in, and wadded-up my jacket to give her a pillow to rest her head against. Out of Shari's line of sight, her hand crept into mine and she gave me a small smile, even as she wiped away the single tear that spilled down her cheek.
"I'm ready, let's do this..." she murmured, so Shari nodded, put the car in gear, and as we pulled away, Yaz looked out of the window one last time, and I saw her mouth 'I love you mummy, I'm sorry...' before she turned back to me, swapped her pillow over to the other side, and rested against me with her eyes closed, while two big tears rolled down her cheeks, resolutely not watching as we left everything she knew behind for the last time.
****
Nicky stretched and tried unsuccessfully to stifle a yawn, while Ashley looked around almost in shock at the lowering skies; how long had they been sitting listening to Ricky talk? All the children were parked on various chairs and divans, huddled together and fast asleep, some with throws and shawls pulled up over them, obviously they'd tired themselves out and bedded down unnoticed by her while she'd been enthralled by Ricky's story.
Julia stood up from where she'd been sitting on a hassock, completely unnoticed, and crossed the room to kiss Ricky on the forehead, chucking his chin as she did. At the same time, Judy stretched with an immense, jaw-cracking yawn, working her thighs because her legs had gone to sleep where she'd sat for hours cross-legged on the carpet leaning against Leon's knees, fascinated by Ricky's story. Bobby sat with his arm around Shari, her head on his shoulder and her eyelashes glinting with tears, young Nick on her lap, and little Ayesha fast asleep on his lap, and David, Julia's husband and Ricky's surrogate father, in his favourite armchair, with 10 year-old Rachel, Nicky's little sister sitting on his lap, her eyes bright with tears for her brother Ricky because he was hurting so much.
Ricky looked around at his audience in something like shock; his entire family had gathered around him and listened while he'd spilled his heart, and told them everything he'd kept bottled up and buried deep inside where it didn't hurt so much. He raised his fingers to his cheek, feeling the moisture there as he realised his cheeks were wet, but before he could wipe his eyes Julia thumbed them dry for him, brushing away the tears and tipping his chin up so she could look into his eyes.
"I'm so sorry for your pain, sweetheart, I wish I could have taken it away long ago; Ayesha was a special person, she was your mother, she loved you, and now we get to love you too; she brought you up well, Ricky; we'll never forget what she did for you."
Yaz stood from where she'd been sitting on the floor leaning against Ricky and hugged Julia, her eyes red and swollen where she'd been crying silently as memory awakened and grief for her mother once more surged through her. Julia sat her down and held her as only a mother could, gentling her through her fit of grief brought about by Ricky's story. As she held her, she whispered to her, and finger-combed her hair back so she could look into her eyes; whatever she saw there seemed to satisfy her, because she smiled as she gently blotted Yasmin's tears, whispered briefly in her ear, and watched as she slid onto Ricky's lap, hugging him fiercely.
Ricky looked around the room, at all of his family gathered there to share in his unburdening, and, strangely, he felt at peace at last; the last shreds of throttled pain and anger, the brutal sense of loss and guilt at Ayesha's death, and the burning urge to seek out his father and pay him back for what he'd done and the pain he'd caused, things he'd held rigidly in check for years now, all had finally gone; for the first time in his life, Ricky finally felt completely free, and fully at peace.
His epiphany must have showed in his eyes, on his face, if the keen looks both Nicky and Bobby darted at him were anything to go by. He smiled for the first time in his life a smile with no reservations, finally, no holding back, and he saw both Nicky and Bobby nod slowly as they got it too. He kissed Yaz as she let him stand, the two of them exchanging a nod and a fleeting smile as something passed between them.
In answer to Nicky's questioning look, that expressive, quirked eyebrow of his, Ricky smiled, suddenly looking uncannily like Nicky.
"It's over, guys, it's finally over, I get it now. It's all gone. Now, if you don't mind, I need to be alone for a while, you take care of things down here, I won't be long."
Julia put her hand on his arm.
"Sweetheart, are you OK? Take some time, baby, please..."
Ricky patted her hand, and kissed her on the forehead, before hugging her to him.
"I'm fine, mum, honest; I can let all that stuff go now, I think my mum would have wanted that; she was only mine for a little while, and she taught me everything I need to know, but I never got to say 'goodbye' to her, or thank her for being who she was, and that's what hurts most. I need to go talk to her, now, and tell her all the things I never got to say, and a few things I just learned about me. I'll never forget her, or what she did for me, she made me part of this, my family, she showed me how it could be, how I should be; she made me a real person. I don't know if I can ever be everything she wanted for me, but I think I should at least try; it's the least I can do for my mum."
He smiled even as he blinked back tears, tiny crystal droplets winking in his eyelashes.
"I think she'd like that."
****
Finis



        The Art of War Pt. 01

        Izzy and her brother plot to seduce their hottie mother...

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/the-art-of-war-pt-01-1

Title: The Art of War Pt. 01

Author: beachbum1958

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Izzy and her brother plot to seduce their hottie mother...

Tags: incest, brother, sister, seduction plot, hot mom

Series: The Art of War


This is a re-post of my original story, taken down by me about a year ago after a lot of adverse comment. I will be posting the second part immediately this posts. All characters having consensual sex are over 18, and if the subject matter offends you, I urge you to find something to read more in line with your reading references.
Please vote if you liked the story, or tell me if you didn't, and if you want to ask questions, please either comment or drop me an email, if you'd like a reply please don't forget to include a contact email address.
Please read and enjoy, it's just a story, this is not the real world, so make allowances for the fact things happen the way they do because I want them to, not because they really do; it's just a story, after all...
____________________________________________________
Part 1: The plot is hatched:
Izzy was truly, monumentally, 100% pissed-off; she put down her phone with a grimace, once again on the receiving-end of a tirade from the cow-mother about nothing much in particular, just ten minutes past her curfew, ten lousy fucking minutes! Ollie busted curfew by at least an hour all the time, and all he got was a pained look. Carol reserved the snotty bitch-crap for her, and it was really pissing her off. For a moment, her expression grew less curdled as she thought of Ollie; although she'd be tortured by Torquemada inside a sack of fire-ants rather than admit it for one second, she thought Ollie was everything a man, a big brother, and, (and this was the part that curled her toes), a boyfriend should be, and seeing him every day lusting after other girls made her sad, angry, and deeply, hotly jealous, yet another set of thoughts and feelings she'd never share with anyone, especially him; what was the point? He was her big brother, and forever out of reach; better to get back to the business at hand, a way to fix that moody, rat-bag mother of theirs once and for all.
She flopped down on her bed, complicated and painful revenge schemes chasing through her mind. If only Dad hadn't done a runner. Izzy was sure most of Carol's bitch-crap could be traced back to when Dad decided he liked his new marketing trainee better than her mother, and Izzy was still at a loss to understand why. She had the bedroom above her parents and she used to hear them going at it every night; sometimes she'd grin at the grunting, begging, whimpering, muffled howling and twanging of tortured bedsprings, sometimes she'd cover her head with a pillow and try and drown-out the sound of Carol being royally rogered, and other times she'd wank along to the sounds of fucking, sucking, and protracted howling orgasms, having a few of her own along the way to keep pace with the almighty humping her mother was getting.
And then Dad had decided that the blowsy, saggy-titted, sweaty, splotchy, bottle-blonde tart of a marketing trainee was more to his liking; obviously he believed the younger the meat, the sweeter the treat, and she was younger than Mum, much younger (try 'just out of her teens' Izzy, her subconscious snickered hatefully...) and Dad was obviously more attracted to her fat arse and saggy tits and the teeth-grating, sandpapery sound of her thighs rubbing together when she walked than he was to her mother's svelte, slender, catwalk-model frame; why that should be was forever beyond her comprehension...
Five years down the road, and her mother had only just begun dating again, which puzzled Izzy; Dad had fucked off with that saggy-assed bleached strumpet and he was obviously getting his regular portion, to judge by the stupid, self-satisfied smirk constantly pasted on his admittedly handsome face. Carol was a MILF no matter how you looked at her; surely she should be getting some soon? But no, all her dates, every single one them, without exception, dropped her off early. She gave them a curt nod goodbye, and that was that.
And yet it made no sense. All the husbands up and down the street stopped even pretending to not ogle her when Carol Bartlett walked by, unconsciously radiating 'come and get me' out loud, her taut, comely, bumly bum quivering like hard-set jelly. They just gazed wistfully at all that scrumptious woman going to waste, for want of a good, hard shafting. Most of them would have settled for just a knee-trembler, a hand-job, even a soapy tit-wank, anything, just as long as they got to squeeze those tight buns and cuddle those luscious puppies that were giving every man in the area distinctly un-husbandly thoughts...
Izzy usually got the fallout from Carol's disastrous dates; she'd come indoors in a foul mood, as usual, and erupt at her daughter for the most trivial reasons, until Izzy had finally had enough; bad moods were one thing, but now, this was war, and Izzy thought that maybe she knew what would restore peace in the house, and get her mother off her fucking back permanently. Who knew, maybe it might even make her a little more liberal in the way she treated her (almost) twenty year-old daughter.
With Izzy, to think was to act, so she tip-toed down the hall and let herself into Ollie's room. He wasn't there, of course. Once again he was giving Carol's curfew the finger, secure in the knowledge that nothing would be said. She decided to wait for him. As she waited, spinning aimlessly in his computer chair, curiosity got the better of her, and when she bumped the computer mouse, the screen flicked on, to the open desktop; he hadn't locked his computer, well, my goodness, how interesting!
She began idly skimming through his desktop, finding nothing much of interest, only uni stuff, training fixtures and suchlike, until she clicked on his Google browsing history, and grinned at the list of porn sites, only to be expected in the computer of a twenty-one year-old single male, but it was the type of sites that made her grin: they were all mother-son and brother-sister incest porn sites.
"Oh Ollie, really?" she smirked to herself as she skimmed through the sites, and looked through his folder lists for anything that might give a clue as to just what else he was into, other than simply the incest angle. At first nothing out of the ordinary jumped out at her; mostly course-related work, saved games, lots of 'You Tube' videos of all sorts of stupid stuff that only Ollie would find funny; half-wits crushing their balls in disastrous skateboard and BMX stunts, epic fails, that kind of stuff, then finally, hidden in his 'My Documents' folder, she found one labelled 'Miscellaneous'.
When she opened it, she knew she'd hit pay-dirt. Folder after folder of thumbnails and video clips of all kinds of sex acts between young men and older women, with titles like 'Step-Mom Surrender', or 'Mom's Anal Pounding', and clips of young couples, with names like 'My Sister's Tight Pussy', 'Sister Seduction', and 'Sister Gives Up The Ass'.
"You dirty little..." she breathed, clicking on one of the folders then clicking on a file at random. Immediately a stunning older woman flashed on screen, flirting with a young male on a sun lounger. Izzy turned the volume up so she could cop the cheesy dialogue while the pair of them took 15 seconds to go from chatting to her sucking his oversized dick.
"Well, I guess the Oscars are sewn-up this year..." she mused, watching the young man's improbably large cock slide into the woman's mouth and down her throat. Events proceeded and before long he was slamming that thing into the woman's pussy while squeezing her suspiciously solid tits. Izzy had seen porn movies before, and there was nothing to make this one a stand-out, nor the next one, nor indeed the next one. As she flicked through them, though, something began ringing a 'Dead-Slow' bell in her mind, and, a suspicion forming, she quickly skimmed through all the other supposed 'mom/son' movies. Then it came to her; all the women looked like her mother!
Izzy sat back, her mind singing with triumph. Yess! Ollie was wanking to bone-strokers of what looked like their mother getting poked unmercifully in every single orifice. The thought gave her a warm glow; now she had him; now he had no escape, and he was going to help her get Mum off her back forever, because if he didn't, then all this was going in front of their mother, and then they'd see how long Ollie remained king of the house! Izzy had no real desire to get her hot older brother in Dutch with their mother, but this was war, and right now he was her best weapon.
After debating with herself over whether to drop Ollie in it, and weighing-up, on a probable scale of one to ten, how mad he was likely to get, she set her jaw and emailed the most incriminating videos she could find to herself, and grinned happily; there, let him delete them all, she had an email, from him to her, with the video clips attached, and a little note saying "Hey Iz, don't you think these look like Mum? I wonder if she likes this kind of stuff?"
Not that she was going to, of course; even Izzy, with all her anger at her mother's unreasonable behaviour, wasn't crazy enough to alienate the one male on the planet she thought was absolutely perfect; if she had to, she'd sort of, kind of, maybe hint that she was going to use them, but she knew, if push came to shove, having Ollie on-side and liking her was still more important than fixing her mother and her moods.
As an afterthought, she skimmed through the brother/sister incest files, and once again an eerie feeling stole over her; the girls in all those videos looked eerily similar; in fact, wait a mo, what the Hell, they looked like her! She leaned back in shock, a happy, secret smile on her lips; Ollie was yanking his crank over her as well? About fucking time, too!
After a moment, she looked again, watching as every possible sex act was carried out, and, try as she might to resist the notion, Izzy began imagining it really was her, not just some porn-starlet who looked like her, and all the big-cocked, studly fuck-muffins on-screen were Ollie.
Izzy had to admit, Ollie had chosen well when he'd picked out a lookalike for her; when it came to hair, general build, long slim legs, and facial features, they were all practically indistinguishable from each other, or from her, except for their tits. They all seemed to have inflated, giant, economy-size California Silicon-Tits. A sudden thought struck; was that what he wanted? Because if it was, she was sunk; all she had something that could really only be charitably called adequate; not bee-stings, or two fried eggs on a plate, thankfully, but definitely not yahbos or fun-bags, either, and all those girls on screen had a luscious set she couldn't possibly compete with.
As she sat and watched her avatars hump, pump, squirt, suck and fuck, she could feel her own panties becoming damp, and there was a definite tenderness between her legs, an itching and crawling sensation she knew well.
"Oh my God, Izzy Bartlett, are you getting horny?" she asked herself, but she already knew the answer; seeing endless versions of herself being speared, stretched, pounded and pile-drivered mercilessly was having its own effect. She longed to slip her hand into her panties, and give herself a comforting rub, but she knew where that would lead. Did she really want to be caught in Ollie's room, by him, with hard-core sister-porn on-screen and her fingers in her fuzzy?
So she held off, and held off, while the itch, and the urge to scratch that itch, built and built, until finally she couldn't stand it any longer. Almost reluctantly, she slipped her fingers into her panties, to rub at her sopping wet, shaven snatch, and almost fainted as her palm rubbed lightly over her engorged clitoris, jags of pleasure shooting through her at the sensation.
Izzy knew she was close; watching hot porn of yourself (well, almost...) being pounded can do that, and it just took a few well-chosen strokes of her fingers over her wet and slippery pussy for orgasm to slam into her, making her clench her teeth and whine softly with the effort of not screaming at the power of her release.
She slumped back in the chair, her body trembling, mewing through her clenched teeth, while her heart pounded with the aftermath of her amazing orgasm; she'd never come like that before, but then she'd never had a visual like that before, with the knowledge ringing around in her mind that possibly, maybe, Oh please God make it so, Ollie could be tempted by her, and if she played it right, she could maybe have him too. Her eyes closed as a sweet, blissful daydream of Ollie taking her and making her his danced and scurried around in her mind, and then she was shocked back to reality.
"That sounded like a good one; was it fun, Izzy?" came a voice, and Izzy spun around in horror, to look into the face of her older brother, who grinned at the sight of her minuscule panties pulled down her thighs, and her bare, pink little pussy glistening wetly in the light from the desk lamp.
Ollie leered at her, his smile of happy lechery stretching almost from ear to ear.
"This is a first for me, Iz; my hottie-totty sister stuffin' her muffin in my bedroom! You put on quite a show, popsy; fancy getting them off and going for Round Two?"
With that he grabbed his crotch suggestively and gave a squeeze and jiggle, à la Michael Jackson, with a lascivious wink thrown-in for good measure.
That jarred Izzy back to life in a hurry; all she could think of was that the best defence was a good offence; this was not how it should be, and fright, embarrassment, and annoyance that her pleasant fantasy had been so jarringly shocked out of her put her hackles up.
"Get lost, you fucking goblin; if you ever fuck me it's because I'm dead and can't stop you!" she retorted, shame at her Ollie seeing her like that making her retort hotter and angrier than she'd meant to be, while pulling her meagre little panties back up and wriggling them into place, something she couldn't help noticing made that distinct bulge in the front of his jeans twitch. Ollie saw the direction of her gaze, and smiled knowingly, then closed his eyes and sniffed theatrically.
"Yum, love that smell, sis; any idea what it is?" he taunted, strolling towards her. Izzy ignored him, and instead pushed herself away from the desk, the chair rolling several feet, but Ollie didn't take any notice; rather, he clicked on 'Sleep' mode and waited for the screen to cycle off before turning to her.
She shrank back into the seat as he leaned down and rested his hands on the armrests so he could look into her eyes.
"So tell, me, Izzy; why are you in my room, nosing about in my computer, and wanking in my chair? You have a really nice laptop in your room. Why aren't you wanking in there? And don't bother to deny it; I'm surprised you don't wake Mum up, the way you go at it!"
Izzy just glared at him, her original reason for coming in here forgotten, wiped away by that lecherous smirk on his face; how she longed to wipe it off him! Of course, the part of her that was watching and listening couldn't help but watch his dreamy eyes, his sexy cheekbones, the way his hair, with his habitual buzz-cut growing out, formed a perfect wave on his smooth, classical forehead, or the way his soft, mobile, kissable lips moved as he talked, and his white, even teeth flashed; for one mad instant she had the urge to grab him and jam her lips against his, no matter how mortified and angry she was, but she shoved it back down; something told her that, right here and now, it might be a very bad idea indeed.
For a couple of seconds Ollie seemed to catch the turmoil inside her, his brow knitted in puzzlement as he saw something that gave him pause, but then he straightened-up and sauntered away, his hands in his pockets, obviously enjoying every second of his power over her.
"So what shall we do with you, naughty little Izzy-Wizzy, what shall we do, eh? We could just forget all about this..." Izzy's heart leaped, then sank as she realised he was just toying with her, playing 'cat-and-mouse' with her emotions.
"Or, you could pay me a forfeit for intruding into my personal life; personally, I'm in favour of you paying a forfeit; now, let me see, what shall it be, hmmm?" he mused, a phony frown of contemplation on his face.
Izzy thought she knew exactly where he was going with this, and after a few seconds of silence, she couldn't stand it any longer.
"I know where this is going, don't you even think about it! You try anything on me, and I swear to God, I will come in here one night and jam a corkscrew up your cock, do you hear me?" she hissed, anger and humiliation again warring for dominance in her, but there was something else, something that puzzled Ollie.
Usually, in his squabbles with Izzy, she verbally out-pointed him every time, but now...now something had changed, and he could tell her heart wasn't really in it; she was mad, mostly because of the embarrassment that went with being caught 'in flagrante' but she wasn't in a steaming fury, and he wondered why.
Ollie clapped his hands together with a sound like a gunshot in the confined space, and his face split into a wide, genuine grin, his grey eyes flashing with mirth.
"That's my girl, well done, Iz! For a second there, I really thought you were just going to hand it over! Did you really think I was going to blackmail you into bed? God, what must you think of me? Just remember one thing, and paste it into that pointy little pin-head skull and behind low forehead of yours; not all us guys are like those pox-jockeys you call boyfriends!"
Izzy's eyes flashed with anger as she leapt to her feet.
"You mean you ...you did all...you let me think...you fucking...I hate you!"
But she didn't...
Ollie grinned at her outburst, infuriating her even more.
"Siddown, you skanky tart!" he grinned, just to watch the outraged expression on her face, reflecting that she most definitely wasn't a skank, not with a body and face like that.
Being totally objective and honest with himself, he had to admit, his kid sister was a serious babe. Izzy was almost angelically pretty, and sexy, very sexy indeed, a true hottie; she could do so much better than those brain-dead fuckwit losers she seemed so attracted to. He waited while she stalked around the room, fuming at him for really scaring her, calling him increasingly unlikely names all the while.
Ollie was always fascinated, with a tinge of casual arousal, at how much like their mother Izzy looked: the same huge, warm chocolate-brown eyes, the same light, tawny-brown hair sprinkled with golden highlights, the same high, arching eyebrows and sweet, rosebud-pink lips with the smile quirks at the corners, the same delicate nose with that adorable little tilt at the end, and the same pale, translucent skin. They even shared the same svelte, willowy figure, with the same delicious, round, biteable bottoms.
Except for Carol's tits, he conceded; in the boobage stakes, Carol's splendid knockers had Izzy beaten hollow; Izzy may have had a cute pair of cuddly puppies, but their mother was blessed with a delicious pair of wolfhound snouts; to Ollie, they looked like two Zeppelins coming in for a photo-finish...
Other than that, they looked like big sister and little sister, in other words, prime totty, and hugely fuckable. That was just one of the reasons why both of them cavorted so nakedly through his innermost fantasies; given the opportunity, Ollie knew he'd fuck his sister; he wanted her so badly it was a major effort just keeping his hands off her. God alone knew what kind of shit-storm would rain down on him if he even made a move, but he just knew it would be bad, very, very bad. It didn't stop him fantasising about her though; Izzy was the hottest girl in this part of London, and he wanted her; hell, he'd fight off a horde of rampaging trolls if it meant he got to plug her properly, and as for his mother...



Ollie looked nothing like his sister. People usually didn't believe they were big brother and kid sister, with only a year between them. He had pale, steel-grey eyes to her liquid brown, and dark, almost black, curly hair to her gold-shot, caramel brunette, and no facial features in common with either his mother or his sister. All he shared with his sister was the charmingly quizzical expression that was such a family trait.
He was at least six feet tall, with a lean, defined, powerfully athletic build honed by years of competitive swimming, weight-training, and now his latest sporting obsessions, Muay Thai and Mixed Martial Arts. Izzy was about six inches shorter than he was, almost exactly the same height as their mother; when Carol Bartlett walked down the street with her daughter, people who didn't know them would have sworn they were sisters, once they tore their eyes and thoughts away from those elegant figures and the mouth-watering feast of taut, quivering buttocks, that is, and yanked their brains back up past their belt-buckles.
Part 2: If you want my help, convince me:
As he watched her, secretly admiring her long, smooth legs in her short skirt as she stalked up and down the room, Izzy cooled down, having worked her way through the alphabet to dredge up names she could call her older brother. Ollie waited patiently for her to run out of things to call him and get to the reason for her being there, although he suspected he already knew. Unless she wanted something, Izzy usually steered clear of him; she knew only too well what he thought of her friends, and her taste in men, and so avoided confrontations with him.
Ollie had, meanwhile, pretty much given up on trying to convince his sister that the latest flavour of the month was usually a sweet-talking, rancid scumbag, and had defaulted to his backup position: when she inevitably found out what a clingy, wannabe bad-guy piece of human effluent her latest boyfriend was, she'd come to Ollie to get him off her back, he and his MMA pals would make said scumbag and his friends regret the day they'd been born, and then the cycle would repeat.
He mourned the fact that she never seemed to learn, and it hurt him, because he knew what she was going through, and it was all so unnecessary; if there was some way that he could make her see him and what she meant to him, she'd never have to go through what she continually put herself ever again, because he'd always be there to protect her, love her, and make it right for her.
But Izzy didn't know, or didn't swing that way, or just didn't care enough to work it out, and so he waited glumly to see what had happened this time; for her to be here meant she had something on her mind, and eventually the single cog in her head she seemed to use for rational thinking out of that whole sharp, finely-tuned mind he knew she had, would remember its job, mesh itself once more, and clue him in.
So he waited, his face impassive, while she hurled increasingly lurid and unlikely, yet oddly half-hearted, accusations at him as she slowly ran out of steam.
"OK Skanky, are we all done now?" he enquired, raising an eyebrow at her quick flash of anger at the name.
"Don't call me that, you body-waxed man-shagger!" she retorted hotly, and with that, honour was satisfied, hostilities were over, and the truce had been signalled. Izzy sat down on the bed, and Ollie took the chair, raising a "Really?" eyebrow at the damp patch, and getting a weak, embarrassed grin in return.
"Now, tell me, Iz; just why did you feel the need to come in here and rub one out? I'm sure you have more than enough wanking-space in your own room?"
Izzy frowned at him.
"It wasn't like that, and stop saying that! You're just saying that to make me feel embarrassed, so cut it out!"
Ollie inclined his head slightly and raised an eyebrow at her, his invitation to keep going, so she plunged on.
"I came in here to ask for your help. Yes, I know, I must be crazy, or ill, but there it is; I need your help, OK, are you happy now?" she pouted, her lip thrust out in a manner Ollie found almost unbearably sexy; for a brief second he toyed with the idea of just grabbing her and kissing her, biting that adorable lip, and playing it by ear from there, but Mr. Rational rescued him, telling him that would be a stupendously bad idea; if he tried it, he knew Izzy would probably scream the house down like a fucking banshee, and he'd be kicked out of the house forever.
So he leaned back in the chair instead, staring at the ceiling, anything to take his gaze off the vision perched on the end of his bed with that unbearably sexy expression on her face.
"What do you want from me this time, Iz? More of the same? Because your little favours have a way of turning into bloody great big problems."
Izzy opened her mouth to object, but Ollie held his hand up for silence.
"Please Iz, before you bother to deny it, cast your mind back to those psychos you dated; let's see now, first there was 'Greggie'; I had to beat the shit out of him just for being Greggie. Then there was 'Brucie'. What a fun-filled, psychotic bag of Aussie-outback serial-killer charm he was; throwing him through a shop window and down that escalator was a public service."
He rested his elbows on the armrests and steepled his finger in front of him, looking away into the distance.
"Then there was Glenroy, such an all-round, mum-loving, church-going nice guy he was, according to you, but then he and his wannabe-Yardie pals slipped you a roofie and had you all set up for a gangbang snuff movie when we found you. He's lucky he's still alive after Moxie finished with him; as I recall, he smashed his throat and scalped him when he ripped that stupid Afro weave off his head; I hear he had to have his trachea rebuilt, and they had to use skin off his arse to graft onto his head; word on the street is he looked like a cross between an old alligator handbag and a failed lab experiment when they'd finished with him!"
Ollie grinned mirthlessly.
"Last I heard, when they deported him, Jamaica turned around and re-deported him to Angola; seems he lied to everyone about where he was really from, and now he's in jail in Luanda having his arsehole stretched every day by, well, just about everyone, actually; apparently, smack-heads and drug-pushers are fair game there..."
He paused, his eyes hooded, and his face expressionless.
"And then there was Tommy. Ah yes, Tommy, 'sweet' Tommy, 'rich' Tommy, 'misunderstood' Tommy, spoiled, vicious little dick Tommy. If you remember, last Easter, he abducted you, and threatened to slice you up on a bandsaw because you said 'no' to some four-way action with his mincing, pencil-dick, rich little pansy school-boy friends. I still get a warm glow from the look on his face when he answered the door in his Hugh Hefner robe and I grabbed him by the balls and squeezed. Do you have any idea how difficult it is to hammer a cocktail shaker up someone's arse when you're standing on their face? I think shoving all those ice-cubes and a pint of gin down there and giving him a good shake didn't go down too well, judging by the noises he was making. Still, the ice must have helped take the sting out of it."
Ollie grinned wistfully at the memory.
"Poor little Tommy's wandering around now with a size 9 arse, and a size 19 arsehole; that was a good night's work, and one he'll never forget; the way he walks now, he looks like his legs are on backwards..."
He paused, his faint grin dying away as he rubbed his eyes tiredly.
"And then, out of all the low-life's you could have chosen to hang with, you picked that prize dickhead, greasy little Khadif, with his knock-off Armani suits and fake Rolexes and that pathetic, tricked-out, low-end 3-Series Beamer; don't bother to deny he was a dealer: everyone in Fulham was buying dodgy meth and rocks from him."
He sighed and leaned back in his seat.
"Apparently Khadif wasn't as street-smart as he thought he was, and it was only pure, blind luck you weren't with him the night the Crane brothers caught up with him and had a high-level business discussion about turf; as I remember, all the police ever found were his fingers, most of them, anyway, one of his ears, and some of his teeth, and those were embedded in a tree..."
He blew out tiredly, his eyes slitted, distant.
"Iz, do you know how close you came to just disappearing? Sweetie, I can only bail you out so many times. I can't take on people like the Crane mob; I wouldn't even know how to start; if you'd been there when they grabbed Khadif I don't know what..." he trailed off, biting his lip, stopping himself just in time from blurting out just what she really meant to him.
"Izzy, I keep trying to tell you, but you won't listen, you just keep getting mixed-up with some of the biggest loonies, losers, idiots, dummies, and dopey little chancers. They all end up peeling their faces off the pavement or out of their own arses, and you still don't learn, you just go on to the next one. All the favours you need from me end up with me and my friends unwinding some psycho from you, and someone getting badly hurt. So what, or who, is it this time?"
Izzy stared at him, her eyes huge as he went through the litany of bad choices she'd made. She could hear the note of disappointment, and a tinge of something else, too, in his voice, and, for the first time, it saddened her as she began to realise what she'd been doing, and what he'd been doing for her, and what it had cost him.
"Come on, Izzy, it's late, and I was hoping for a little time to myself, if you get my drift?" he murmured, and this time she heard the barely suppressed frustration in his voice.
"What, Holy Saint Shulagh, Jesus' favourite little sunbeam still holding out, is she?" she grinned acidly, glad to get off the subject of her and her woeful taste in men, and onto Ollie's adventures among the local girls, a subject just as painful and hard to bear.
Listening to him talk about this girl or that was like peeling scabs for her; every time one of his week-long relationships went south she felt like screaming 'What about me? What's so wrong with me? Look at me, damn you!' but of course she never did, because that would for certain ruin whatever little she had with him.
So she listened, grinding her teeth, while he talked about the latest girl who should have been her.
Ollie grinned back ruefully.
"Yeah, Shulagh Devlin's fucking hard work; we get so far, and then...pffft; nothing, her knees stay welded together, and I have a massive case of...well, I guess you know what I have a case of, so if you don't mind..." he trailed off meaningfully as he jerked his thumb at the door.
Izzy ignored the hint; instead she sprawled on his bed and looked thoughtfully at him. Ollie tried looking everywhere but at the bed; the sight of his hot sister sprawled on his bed, in her short skirt, with her long, flawless legs crossed behind her, was threatening to give him a hard-on he really didn't want to explain to her...
"You'll never get anywhere with Unshaggable Shulagh, you do know that, right? She's saving herself for her wedding night; you'd have been better-off taking-on her big sister; the way Bridie Devlin puts it about, they're going to bury her in a Y-shaped coffin. From what I hear, Shulagh's on the new Catholic contraceptive pill; you don't swallow it; you just hold it tightly between your knees. She's stupid, too; I heard her mother tried to put her on the regular pill but every time she stood up, it fell out..."
Ollie grinned even as he grimaced.
"Unfair, Izzy, even from you, and Bridie Devlin? No thanks, the girl's a walking clap-laboratory; she's had every STI known to man, and a few specials she cooked up all by herself; the girl glows in the dark from all those STI's fighting each other. I'd rather lick road-kill..."
He rubbed his temples tiredly as he grinned.
"I think I'll concentrate my efforts on wearing Shulagh down, it just needs a little more finesse..."
Izzy grinned at him, and once again Ollie's hidden self noted just how lovely she was when she let her guard down and her habitual, guarded, wary expression around him disappeared. This evening, however, her guard seemed to be even lower than ever, and he wondered about that.
"You do realise that if you want to fuck her, you're going to need a permission slip from the Vatican, and a written promise that baby Jesus will forgive her afterwards, signed by God in triplicate? Just saying..."
Ollie grinned at that.
"Yeah, I heard that; right now you can't pry her knees apart with a pair of tow-trucks! Who am I kidding? She's never going to give it up; I can see her headstone, eighty years from now; the inscription reads 'Shulagh Devlin: Returned Unopened'..."
Ollie smiled, his good humour restored.
"So tell me, Izzy, now that you've skilfully changed the subject and got my undivided attention, who or what exactly is this problem of yours that only I can help you with?"
Izzy rolled onto her back, gathering her thoughts as she stared at the ceiling.
"Ollie, my problem is Mum. She won't get off my back, she never lets up for even a second, and she won't see anything my way; if I say the sky's blue, she'll say it's something else, then ground me for arguing with her. I can't do anything right, and I'm done with all that shit. It comes down to two choices; move out, now, or fix it so she stays off me permanently. I can't move out; Dad has to pay my fees for uni, but he won't pay for a flat, and I have too many classes and lectures at odd times to get a steady job, so that leaves option two; we fix Mum."
Ollie looked at her in alarm.
"Iz, I hope to fuck you're not suggesting I...hurt Mum, because you can get the fuck out right now...!"
Izzy waved him down.
"No, no, no, you idiot! Just shut up and listen. The way I see it, she's frustrated; she misses Dad, she needs what she had before, and she's not getting it; my room's above their bedroom, and I used to hear them go at it hammer and tongs every night, sometimes all night. I think that's what she's missing and that's what she needs; she goes on dates, she never says what happened, but she always comes home early, in a really foul mood, with a face like a freshly smacked arse, and just lays into me. She's had five years of no wild-thing, and enough's enough. Ollie, I think our mother needs to be ridden like a short-legged fairground donkey: hard and often. She needs to be fucked senseless, and that's where you come in..."
Ollie stared at her in disbelief, unable to believe his sister had said what she'd just said.
"Iz, are you seriously suggesting I...with Mum...for real? Are you out of your fucking mind? Mum? Get the fuck out of here, I've never heard anything so...!
Izzy cut him off.
"Look, either you do it, or I get one of those knuckle-dragging, mental dwarves you hang around with to do it. Did you know, when you're not around, all they talk about is how much of a MILF she is? They go on about how they'd like to fuck her, what they'd do to her, how often, blah-blah-blah, but frankly, if they tried to wipe their arses, nine times out of ten they'd miss, so that leaves you, and I can't believe I'm saying this out loud, the brains of the outfit!" That last dig was purely reflexive, and she regretted it as soon as it was uttered, but Ollie never even noticed it; his attention was elsewhere...
He sat back with a dazed expression on his face, but, Izzy noted, his gaze fixed on her smooth, rounded, unblemished thighs and barely concealed panties under her short skirt.
She grinned slyly as she leaned back and crossed her legs, the soft, silky whisper of skin brushing against skin almost deafening him.
"Mum used to go at it like the night express with Dad, but he's gone, so we need someone to fill the void, so to speak, and while Moxie's built like a bull, he's hung like a hamster; either all that stuff about black guys is just not true, or the steroid abuse has finally got to him. The rest of your mates are all talk; I know the desperate skankzillas they've been with, so I know they're all single-shot, one-and-done spazzes; Mum would suck 'em dry and spit out the bones, which leaves you, matey-boy. Let's face it, Ollie; Mum's been doing without for five years now. Think about it; five whole years. I think she's about ready to fuck doorknobs, and much as I hate the idea, if you do it, and do it right you'll get further than you ever did with Holy Saint Shulagh, Fulham's very own Vestal Virgin, I guarantee it."
Ollie just shook his head, 'No' written all over his face as he stared in shock at his sister, while another part of his mind entirely noted just how hot she looked right now as she laid out her preposterous plan
"So you're saying you'd never even contemplate taking Mum for a ride in the bed-sled?" she insisted, pushing him to say what she wanted to hear.
Ollie's eyes bulged.
"Too fucking right, you're out of your tiny mind, Iz, what the hell have you been smoking..?!"
Izzy smiled triumphantly.
"So, you say never, ever, no chance, not even a glimmer of a chance, not even with those big tits and all that yummy-Mummy hotness begging for, nay, demanding, a good, hard, old-fashioned hot-prodding, you're saying a definite no, that's what you're saying right now, hand on heart, yes?"
Ollie nodded dumbly. Still smiling, Izzy marched over to the computer, jiggled the mouse to take it out of Sleep-mode, clicked on the 'miscellaneous' folder, then clicked again on one of the Mother/Son porn clips. As the screen lit up with an older woman, almost a perfect double of their mother, enthusiastically fucking a much younger man with a freakishly large penis, Izzy pointed dramatically at the screen.
"So, Ollie, if you've never, ever thought about it before, what's this?"
Ollie gulped, flushing beet-red as his guilty fantasies played on screen, telling Izzy all she needed to know. He slumped back in his chair, guilt, embarrassment, defeat, and...something else flickering across his face.
"Look, Iz, I didn't...that's not...that's not Mum, it's just some porn-star woman who coincidentally, and purely by chance, happens to look like her..." he blustered, trailing off as he listened to just how weak and implausible his excuses sounded. Izzy grinned happily, that slight edge of malice still there in her grin.
"So, big brother, let's negotiate; you do as I ask, and let's face it, deep down in that grimy little coal-shed you call a soul, this is something you'd give your right arm for. You get to do nasty things to our hottie Mum, I burst in and find her busily bouncing on the bedsnake with you, go "Ah-haaa, gotcha, you dirty cow!" and voilà, I get that frustrated bitch off my back forever; who loses? After all, it's not like I'm going to tell anyone, although she won't know that! Think about it; Mum gets to feed that thing of yours into her juice-box, and I've seen your cock, by the way, congratulations, she'll be begging for more; you get your end away, repeatedly, you can forget late-night Snickers Bars and wanking over Shulagh Devlin, and I get some fucking peace and normality at last!"
Her eyes narrowed threateningly.
"The alternative, brother dearest, is I show her that video. Don't worry, I already have a copy. Then we'll see how long Prince Ollie gets to swan around in this house like Ollie the untouchable! Do we have a deal?"
Ollie's eyes narrowed too, real anger simmering inside him at his sister's threats, and Izzy quailed at the sight, at what he must be thinking of her, but stood firm.
"If you dare..." he managed to get out before she cut him off.
"Oh yes, I very much dare! Let's just call Mum in here and see what she says, shall we?" she taunted, motioning towards the closed door. Ollie stood his ground, but when her hand was actually on the doorknob, his nerve failed him.



"Mumfff..." she managed to get out before he clapped a hand over her mouth and pulled her away from the door.
"You'd do it, you'd actually shop me to Mum?" he growled, and Izzy grinned triumphantly
"In a mouse's heartbeat, honey-bun! Never call my bluff, Ollie-baby. You know I have no morals and very little shame when it comes to getting what I want!"
Ollie glared at her, his face reddening, then ducked his head as he turned away.
"Okay, you win, you little...you win! Just siddown for a minute, I've got to think about this!"
Izzy smirked triumphantly.
"What's there to think about, Cutie-Pie? Mum's a cow, but she's a hot one; you know you want to peel those tight jeans down and go wubba-wubba-wubba between her tits and the cheeks of her arse, so all I'm saying is, I'm not going to freak if you do. No-one loses, you dope; you scratch my back, and I'll look the other way while you fuck her into a coma!"
Ollie had been listening with only half an ear, parallel-processing the way he always did when Izzy droned on about her latest fuckup boyfriend, nodding in all the right places without actually absorbing anything she said, and now a devious scheme all of his own began to unfold in his mind. He smiled at his sister, causing her to frown uncertainly; she'd seen that smile before, like the time he'd tossed Greggie down a flight of stairs before laminating him to the pavement...
"What, what are you plotting now?" she asked, a trifle nervously as that smile reached his eyes, making them gleam happily. Ollie leaned back comfortably, his eyes fixed on hers as he smiled even wider.
"And what do you think you should sacrifice for making me do this, little girl? After all, you want this to happen, and you really want me to put my back into it, so I think you should make it worth my while!" he murmured, watching the wheels spin in her head.
Izzy's eyes narrowed as she realised this time he was serious; if she wanted him to do this for her, it was going to cost her, never mind that she'd threatened to tell their mother about his grubby little fantasies.
The thought gave her a sharp, guilty little frisson, delicious and enticing, but she wasn't going to let him know that. Besides, the way things were right now, he'd probably just get that long-suffering look from their mother, and she'd be back in her mother's sights, only now with no Ollie as a backup plan.
Perhaps this was finally what it was going to take to get him naked and randy, maybe this was where she found out what he was really thinking about her. Perhaps it was time to finally grasp the nettle and play it by ear from there...
Izzy slid off the bed and sauntered across the room, hitching her short skirt even higher, watching his eyes as they zeroed-in on her crotch. 'Oh my God...' she told herself, 'will he...?' as she hitched her skirt even higher, the crease and folds of her labia now plainly visible through her wispy, somewhat damp panties. She decided to go for broke; if she wanted him to do this, to do what she really wanted him to, then maybe this was how she reeled him in...
"Is this what you want, Ollie-Baby?" she cooed, lifting her skirt all the way up so he could see her tiny, wispy panties straining against her smooth mons. Ollie smiled and licked his lips. Izzy trembled as a sudden wave of longing and lust swept through her when he did that.
'"Izzy Bartlett, you slut! You're tempting your brother, naughty, naughty!"' echoed through her mind as she edged closer to where her tall, well-built, gorgeous big brother sprawled in his computer chair, his eyes crawling all over her, but always returning to her panties, the rapidly swelling bulge in his jeans becoming more and more apparent.
Izzy stopped, unsure what to do next, only coming closer when Ollie crooked a finger at her, until she was standing between his spread-legs.
"There, is that what you wanted to see?" she tried to snap at him, but her voice lacked conviction, instead husking sexily, and Ollie grinned again.
"Not yet, Princess..." and with that, he hooked his fingers in the front of her panties and tugged them down past her crotch. Izzy could only stand still, locked motionless in something akin to shock, but in a good way, as her hot brother yanked her panties down, exposing her naked labia fully to his gaze.
"That's better!" he smiled, then leaned forward to sniff delicately.
"Something smells delicious, little sister, mmm!" he commented, smiling again, but this time it was a genuine smile, a real, 'Ollie' smile, not that cynical smirk he'd been wearing earlier.
Before she could reply, he spun her round, his hands holding and kneading her round, tight little bubble-butt, squeezing and pulling the cheeks apart while she gasped at the sensation of her labia and anus being stretched open to his gaze.
"Enough, Ollie, please...!" she moaned softly, while at the same time pushing back against him, against his squeezing, kneading hands and probing fingers and thumbs. A separate part of him entirely admired her adorably crinkled, pink little anus, and suddenly he wondered what it would be like to give her a bloody good butt-humping; he filed that away for future consideration...
"I accept your offer, Iz, I'll do what you ask," he whispered in her ear, "but first... a taste, I think, just a preview of things to come, something to seal the deal..."
With that, he slipped her panties all the way down, grinning to himself at the ready way she stepped out of them, and pushed her gently over to his bed, to bend her over so her hands were flat on the bed. Izzy's head was whirling as things she hadn't planned, and now couldn't stop, and wouldn't anyway, unfolded around her.
She bent forward willingly, gasping softly as she felt the touch of his lips on the small of her back, burning like hot ice against her suddenly overheated skin. His hands holding and caressing her buttocks suddenly grasped and pulled them apart, and she gasped yet again as he thrust his face between her spread legs and licked all the way along her labia.
Izzy nearly collapsed onto the bed, suddenly rubber-kneed with the sensations ripping through her as Ollie slid the flat of his tongue along her labia again and again, each time bringing another crescendo of pleasure.
Izzy was shaking and crying now, sobbing for breath, for release from the exquisite torture of his tongue as he wetted her entire crotch with his saliva, his tongue-tip dancing along her perineum to insinuate itself between her labia, forcing them open, until, just as she thought she'd explode from the pent-up need, he jammed his tongue deep into her tight anus, as his thumb rubbed gently but insistently against her still-swollen clitoris.
Izzy collapsed on the bed with a guttural, gurgling scream, fortunately muffled by the bedclothes, as her mind exploded with the intensity of her orgasm, wave upon wave of pleasure sweeping through her until she lay, limp as a dishrag, completely overwhelmed by the experience.
It took a while, but finally the ringing in her head subsided a little, and she became aware of her brother softly calling her name.
"Iz, Izzy, c'mon Popsy, wakey-wakey!" and with that he gave her a playful smack on her bare bottom. That woke her up, and she rolled muzzily onto her back to look up at him.
"First taste, Izzy. We have a deal, remember? Let's do this. I'll seduce Mum for you, you make sure you catch us at it, maybe even get some pictures, and then...then I'm going to fuck you bow-legged, got that? Quid pro quo, Izzy, that's the name of the game. We're going to play, and with what you get on her Mum will have to keep her mouth shut and back-off while we do the wild thing any time and any way I want. Is that clear enough for you?"
Izzy held out her hands for him to pull her upright, grinning minxily as her face came level with the really obvious bulge in the front of his jeans. Her grin grew even more lewd as she reached out and scratched at the large bulge pulsing under the thick denim, her eyes dancing when he jerked.
"Affirmative, Sir, yes Sir, big brother, Sir!" she teased, saluting him cheekily, her eyes not leaving his as she squeezed the by now very obvious bulge, while she bit and licked her bottom lip sexily.
Ollie nearly groaned at how incredibly appealing she looked when she did that, but his cock throbbed even more, making her eyes narrow as she redoubled her squeezing and stroking of him.
"Fair's fair, Ollie-pollie!" she grinned, squeezing harder now, feeling the thick outline of his cock throb against her fingers, and then he was sighing as she undid his belt and popped the button of his jeans, sliding down the zipper to his evident relief.
"No, not until..." he protested half-heartedly, so she didn't hear him, and reached into the gap in his shorts to take hold of the fat cock she could feel pulsing in there, feeling a slight sense of trepidation as she realised just how thick it was.
She pulled him free and gasped; she'd glimpsed him naked a few times, mostly stepping out of the shower, so she knew he had a sizeable cock, but now, in its fully erect state, she was both intimidated and aroused to almost fever pitch by the sight of that long, thick, stem of shiny flesh, warm and hard, overlaid with a deceptive velvety softness, and traced with bulging veins. She gazed at it in happy anticipation; the last time she saw something that long, it had a knee-joint in the middle...
Izzy smiled happily as she gazed in rapt delight at her brother's thick cock; that stupid bitch Shulagh Devlin didn't know just what the fuck she was missing!
"Wow, holy shit, wow!" she breathed, and then Ollie groaned softly again as she slid her plump lips over the shiny purple bell of his cock, barely fitting him in her mouth. Izzy had sucked cocks before, but this was a whole new experience for her. At least Ollie had enough regard for her to not try and ram that thing down her throat; instead, he stood stock-still, her hand on his solid buttock feeling the muscular trembling and rippling as he fought to control himself, to not face-fuck her, to hold himself back from just jamming that thick column of flesh down her throat and probably injuring her.
Izzy was in heaven; her brother tasted wonderful; clean and tangy, with a salty-sweet aftertaste, and he smelled nice too, a fresh, slightly salty, slightly metallic scent, and under that, the smell of his skin, clean and masculine, with just a hint of shower-soap and fresh water; obviously he'd freshened-up for Shulagh. Too bad she was never going to get her hands on this, thought Izzy, not now, not ever.
She sucked and squeezed him, fisting him as she sucked, losing all sense of the fact he was her brother; now he was just the man she wanted, the man whose cock she was sucking so avidly.
Ollie sensed her need. Now they'd come this far, there was only one thing he wanted to do. He stepped back, pulling his cock from her suctioning mouth with an audible 'pop!'
Izzy looked up at him in hurt surprise; surely this was what he wanted...?
She smiled when he suddenly leaned down and pulled her top up, revealing her pert, perfect little breasts, the pouting mounds topped with dark pink nipples like rose hips, hard little fruit ripe for the plucking. Ollie wasted no time in pushing her onto her back; his lips clamped around one nipple, his teeth and tongue gently scraping and lashing the hard little bud as he squeezed and rolled the other between thumb and forefinger.
Izzy was in a world of delight; her breasts were always the most sensitive part of her, and she loved the feeling of her tops and blouses rubbing against her nipples, teasing them, keeping them erect, and keeping her in a constant state of low-level arousal, and now her brother was squeezing, sucking and biting them gently, all the things she liked.
She almost cried out when he lifted his lips away from her breasts, her protests dying unsaid as his lips crushed against hers, while his hands squeezed and pulled her buttocks apart. Her eyes widened and she squealed into his mouth as he slowly, unstoppably, slid his length deep into her tight, juicy pussy.
Izzy had had sex many times before, but never with a man like Ollie, and certainly had never had a prick that big shoved into her before. All her switches blew wide-open as that thick flesh drove tirelessly into her, pounding her into the bed, building to an impossible crescendo inside her, until finally, when she thought she could take no more, her orgasm hit, slamming into her like a thunderclap, her scream of release only muffled by his lips sealed around hers.
As she came, her pussy tightened convulsively around him, a pressure Ollie had never felt before either, a sensation that instantly triggered his own climax. His cock pulsed, twitched and threshed, convulsing like a live creature as sperm gushed into her like a fire-hose, endlessly spurting, filling her with a heat like never before. The sensation of Ollie exploding inside her, the knowledge of just how forbidden and taboo this act really was, sent her off into another orgasmic spasm, and another; she could actually feel his cockhead swelling and throbbing with the force of his ejaculations, again and again, and again.
Ollie groaned as she squealed and panted into their tightly-sealed mouths, her hands holding his head rigidly as their kiss went on and on. Her supple thighs gripped him tightly, and her legs crossed behind him to hold him against her as their mutual orgasm burned and seared through them.
At last, her brother's rigid muscles relaxed as he finished, completely spent inside her. Izzy relaxed her thighs, releasing him as she slumped back on the bed, both of them with their lips still locked together in that spectacular kiss, tongues still intertwined as the afterglow took them.
Finally, Ollie raised himself up on his elbows and smiled down at her.
"Are you okay, Iz?" he whispered.
Izzy smiled languidly back up at him, careless of the fact she was naked from the waist down, that her top was pushed up to her shoulders, her nipples were huge and throbbing caps on her swollen, tender breasts, and her pussy was gaping, red, and swollen.
That had been the best sex she'd ever had; all her other boyfriends and lovers had been self-centred pricks who'd got on, got off, then rolled off, leaving her hanging. It had taken her brother to show her what shuddering, shattering, window-rattling sex was like. She nodded somewhat blearily and gave him two shaky thumbs-up as she grinned, biting her bottom lip and looking hot and desirable in her 'just fucked' state.
Ollie grinned and pulled her upright. Izzy was like a rag doll in his powerful grip, suddenly appreciating for the first time just how much poise and power her brother had, both physically and in the way his personality had overwhelmed hers.
He held her against him, his big hands clamped tightly around her bottom, keeping her crotch tightly pressed to his, and they gazed at each other, their lips lightly grazing and breaking away, to graze again, and again, acknowledging this new phase in their relationship, and recognising the way they now felt about each other.
"Hi, Bonehead..." she breathed, kissing him tenderly, darting her tongue out to lick his lips as she kissed him. Ollie responded just as playfully, his hands still holding her deliciously firm bottom tightly.
"Hi Skanky..." he whispered back, before kissing her again, this time holding the kiss, showing her what she meant to him.
Lost in their rapt examination of each other as they kissed and licked each other's lips, neither of them noticed the faint creak of the floorboards outside Ollie's room, or that the previously closed door was now very slightly ajar.
Part 3: The plot unfolds, and gets hijacked:
Carol Bartlett tiptoed away down the corridor, shocked at what she'd seen and heard, but also, if truth be told, aroused as well. So Ollie thought she was hot, did he, and now he was plotting with his little sister to fuck her? The thought made her tingle inside, and Carol couldn't decide if she was amused and aroused, annoyed and aroused, or just plain aroused, but she was honest enough with herself to at least admit the arousal.
Izzy was right about one thing; five years WAS too long to do without. It was just that no-one had yet managed to interest her in the way James, her husband, had, and still did, even though he'd broken her heart when he took-off with that blowsy, bleached harlot.
More and more these days, Carol had been daydreaming about Ollie and what he got up to with his girlfriends; she'd been surprised to hear that Shulagh wasn't letting him get a sniff, considering what a slut Shulagh's big sister was, and how legendarily easy her mother had been. Carol remembered how, when she was young, the word was that all you had to do was tip your hat at her and Marla Devlin would be flat on her back with her panties around one ankle and the Vaseline on standby; she was notorious for being able to trip a guy up and be under him before he hit the floor. Carol had just assumed that Shulagh, like her sister, was a chip off the old block, and that Ollie had been reaming-out that gorgeous, flame-haired little cock-tease on a regular basis; now, to find out he was on the boil and had no-one to take it out on, well, that just opened up a whole range of possibilities...
The fact he'd just shagged his sister meant surprisingly little to her; they were both almost ridiculously good looking, young, and fizzing with pent-up sexual tension. It had been only a matter of time, and it didn't really bother her, for some very good reasons that concerned all three of them.
Rather, it made her envious (and horny) and so Carol came to the decision that what was good for Izzy was equally good for her; the time was approaching for her to let Ollie have his way with her; he'd had his fun with Izzy, they'd started plotting to get her, so they were both old enough now to find out the truth about this family; now, all she had to do was let him set her up for the great seduction; this should be fun...
*
The following morning, Carol puttered around the breakfast kitchen, making breakfast early; both Ollie and Izzy had classes all day, so she was making them a proper hot breakfast. Ollie studied her thoughtfully. Instead of her usual frumpy housecoat, she was wearing a cut-off, baggy T-shirt and skin-tight grey yoga pants. Ollie was lost in contemplation of her really quite spectacular booty, and the sleek lines and alluring curve of her long, slender thighs and neatly turned calves, when Izzy nudged him, slopping his tea over the table as he snapped out of his trance-like state.
Carol saw the whole thing out of the corner of her eye, and smiled to herself; so, the little plotters were getting ready to make their move, were they? Time to up the stakes...
"Ollie, eat something!" she reminded him, and bent down to open the oven door, her stretchy yoga-pants pulled tight against her delicious bottom and up between her thighs, the clingy material outlining a slight, but unmistakeable, camel-toe. Her loose tee also hung down, and she subtly manoeuvred herself so he was looking straight up at the undersides of her bra-less breasts as they swung unfettered inside her top. Carol heard the softly indrawn breath, and knew he was openly ogling the double-curve of her bum and the crack of her backside, clearly outlined in the tight, stretchy leggings. She could hear him shifting uncomfortably as he tried to see even further up her shirt.
That being so, she made sure she wriggled just enough to make her cheeks quiver and her boobs swing and swoop around inside her t-shirt, drawing another soft hiss of indrawn breath from him. When she was sure she'd given him enough to have a very uncomfortable, distracted day, she straightened-up, pretending not to notice the strained look on Ollie's face, and the puzzled, wary look on Izzy's as she went about her breakfast tasks, all the while making sure her splendid backside displayed the maximum amount of wriggle and jiggle inside those sleek, skin-tight pants.



*
On her way to classes at London Metropolitan, where she was studying for a degree in journalism, film, and television studies, because she harboured thoughts of one day being a TV producer, Izzy pondered how her mother had been at breakfast. OK, so she normally fawned over Ollie like he was gold-plated, but that morning there had seemed to be an edge to it, something different, maybe even something flirtatious? Well, she was a cow, maybe Mad Cow Disease had struck and it was time for the white coats to come and get her; she was two sticks short of a bundle at the best of times, perhaps she'd finally gone completely batty and they could lock her up in a soft room somewhere with a bubble-pipe for company and all the silly-putty she could eat...
Thinking happy thoughts like this, Izzy made her way across London to the campus in North London, but occupied fully as she was with her course-work, that little termite of disquiet still refused to drop away, instead gnawing and burrowing around inside her mind all day. By the end of the day, having thoroughly chewed it over, three possibilities had presented themselves.
One: She'd gone bats and it was time to quietly lock her away before she started wandering the streets with her underpants on her head.
Two: She'd rumbled them and was mind-fucking them before delivering the sucker-punch, or:
Three: She actually had the hots for Ollie and she'd been giving him the come-on.
One and two sounded plausible, seeing as how Carol Bartlett was such a moody, miserable, unpredictable, vindictive cow, at least as far as Izzy was concerned, but option three, now that was interesting. If she was indeed up for a little ugly-bumping with Ollie, then that opened up all kinds of blackmail opportunities for Izzy.
It also jibed nicely with the scenario she'd already cooked-up with her brother. If Carol was up for it, and, after this morning's little performance it seemed like Miss Barkis was indeed willing, then Ollie could give her what she wanted, paste a permanent smile on her bitch face, and then they could take a few candid shots to blackmail the bitch.
Possibilities abounded. She could threaten to post the pictures all over the internet, or maybe offer to open a website or two on some foreign server outside the law's jurisdiction with their naked mother as the star; there were so many other possible scenarios. Whatever it took to get her off Izzy's back and keep her trap shut when Izzy fucked her brother's cock raw, which she had every intention of doing as often as possible, just as soon as possible.
*
Meanwhile, Ollie was already home, having had an unexpected half-day due to a lecturer calling in sick, so Carol had been pleasantly surprised when he'd breezed in before lunch and headed for his room; the images from earlier that morning had been preying on his mind, and he needed to relieve the pressure, regardless of the fact he'd fucked his sister like a sex-starved circus chimp the previous night.
Unfortunately, some needs can't be quelled by taking a cold shower and a couple of laps around the running-track, so he'd come home eager to relive that morning's floorshow, with maybe a little visual stimulation from his 'hot mom' porn collection.
Carol smiled to herself as he bounded up the stairs, knowing full well why he was in such a rush to lock himself in his room. However, today it wasn't going to happen. She needed him simmering and ready to burst all day so he'd be easy to overwhelm when she finally offered him a deal she knew he couldn't possibly refuse. With that in mind, she tip-toed upstairs as soon as she heard his door click shut and stood outside his room, listening for any clues that he was indeed choking his chicken, which was a distinct possibility, given the strained expression on his face when he'd charged in the front door. She grinned to herself, mentally counting-down.
"Three...two...one...OLLIE!" she yelled, hearing the thud as he fell off his bed and the kerfuffle as he struggled to get his pants back on. At least, that was what she surmised, which showed she had some insight into post-teen young men, because that was exactly what he was doing.
When his mother had shrieked his name out right outside his bedroom door, a terrible thing to do to a young man with urges, he'd nearly snapped his dick off as his hand jerked in sudden reflexive fear of being caught with his swollen dick waving in the wind and his shorts around his ankles.
He tried to answer her but only a muted, gargling sound emerged as that same reflexive fear tightened his vocal chords and nearly loosened his sphincter; only the thought of the even bigger humiliation at being caught with his cock in his hand while being simultaneously covered in something unspeakable enabled him to control himself before something unfortunate happened.
Ollie hopped around, kicking his shorts off one ankle as he tried to shove his other foot into the leg of his jeans; he somehow managed to wrestle his jeans on, then taking them off and putting them on again the right way round this time, and going briefly cross-eyed, his mouth opening in a soundless scream as a tuft of pubic hair got trapped in the zipper and threatened to give him a half-Brazilian when he yanked the zipper up.
Ollie eventually managed to kick his shorts under the bed, and, hunched over like Quasimodo, shambled in a sort of sideways scuttle to open the door, tears starting from his eyes as every least little movement threatened to yank the trapped pubic hair out by the roots.
"Ye...ye...yes, Mum!" he gasped. Carol stared at him bent double, the expression on his face exactly like someone was hammering a porcupine into his backside.
"Baby, are you alright?" she asked, concern in her eyes at his strained, awkward posture, "I called and called and got no answer, so I came to see if anything was wrong."
"Fine Mum, just fine, I, um, I stubbed my toe, be alright soon, I just need to change, be downstairs in a jiff, gotta go!" Slam.
Carol grinned at the door, and went to sit on the top tread of the stairs; as soon as she heard him opening his door, she'd slip downstairs and make out like she'd been there all along.
Ollie, meanwhile, was making scary faces, trying not to scream as he inched his zipper down, wondering how in the name of all fuck it could hurt even more pulling his zipper down than it had yanking it up. How was that even possible?
Eventually, after a certain amount of gritting his teeth and counting-down and taking of the Lord's name in vain, he managed to untangle himself from his zipper, checked his door was locked, and filled the sink in his en-suite with cold water so he could soothe his aching bits while talking consolingly to them. He kept looking at the door, reassuring himself his mother couldn't walk in unexpectedly, because he could think of no plausible way to explain what exactly he was doing dabbling his wedding-tackle in a sink-full of cold water, and "I caught them in my zipper when I was wanking over you, Mum so now I have to try and soothe them" probably wouldn't go down at all well...
Once the pain had subsided to a dull ache, he dried off, musing that waxing was definitely in order; a 'back, sack and crack' as soon as possible was the only way to stop this happening again; in the meantime, cargo pants, polo shirt, and training shoes were as dressy as he was going to get. So now to see what his mother wanted that was so pressing she'd had to screech his name like a fucking banshee right outside his door and nearly cause him a permanent injury.
Ollie found his mother posing artfully by the big marble fireplace in the sitting room, minutely examining the Dresden shepherdess there as though she actually knew anything about fine porcelain.
"Ah, Ollie darling; feeling better, my little Olliekins?"
Ollie grimaced; was she actually insane? Maybe Izzy was right, white-coat time had arrived; 'Olliekins'? Of all the fucking stupid names...
Carol grinned inside, watching the play of emotions on his face as she deliberately used the name he'd hated even as a very young boy; this should be good!
"I'm feeling much better, Mum, thank you for asking. And Olliekins? No, anything but that. If you pull that in front of my mates, any street-cred I might have left after Izzy's trampled all over it will turn into thin, runny shit and just trickle away. Have a heart, Mum!"
"How about 'Ollie-Pollie then, you used to like that..." she pouted, looking both adorable and fuckable; what a pity she was probably certifiable, he mused.
"Look Mum, how about we forget about the pet-names and you tell me what you wanted, because I have things to do..." he grumped, conscious of his mid-afternoon wank window of opportunity closing as they spoke, although, given the state of his groinal regions right now, touching it with anything except an ice-pack was probably out of the question...
Carol carefully put the delicate porcelain figurine back in its place, and turned to face him, her expression serious.
"It's occurred to me that we don't spend enough time together, Ollie-po...sorry, Ollie; we used to do so much together when you were younger; you always jumped at the chance to come out with me, go shopping with me, anything, and now, now...I feel like I'm not part of your life anymore, that you don't need me; I'm not even sure you like me anymore; you hardly even speak to me anymore!"
Carol allowed two large tears to well-up in her large, expressive eyes, a tactic sure to make Ollie just that bit more pliable, as she well knew.
Ollie gulped; making his mother cry was not something he knew how to deal with, so he did what most men would under the circumstances; he crumbled.
"Mum, no, look, I didn't, Mum, please don't cry, look anything you want, anything at all, I promise!"
Carol ducked her head to wipe her eyes, and also to hide her grin of triumph; God, he was just like her husband; made himself out to be such a tough-guy, and a couple of Mummy-tears turned him into a tongue-tied mass of guilt; this was too easy, like shooting fish in a barrel; she almost felt sorry for him. Almost...
Ollie, meanwhile, was feeling wretched and guilty for making his poor mother cry, so desperately cast around for a way to make it better; ah-ha, wait a second; she said something about going out with her; of course, that should do it! He crossed over to where Carol was standing, her head still bowed, trying to look like she was actually crying, and slid his arms around her shoulders.
"Look Mum, I'm sorry, really, I didn't mean to leave you out, honest; it's just, you know, uni, my life, all the things I do, I didn't realise, so look, let's go out somewhere, just you and me; how about that?"
Carol gave him a completely fake, 100% bullshit look of sorrowful rejection and distress that her little boy had gotten so distant from her, and allowed just the right amount of quivering pathos to colour her reply.
"Really, you'd do that for me? You don't have to; you're young and your friends, what will they say if they see you with an old trout like me, what about your 'street-cred', Olliekins?" She couldn't resist that slight jab, and there was almost no malice in it, she was absolutely sure...
Ollie hugged her closer even as he winced at the jab and the nickname.
"I don't care what they say, Mum, and you're not an old trout, you're a cougar!"
Carol looked up at him at that, all wide-eyed innocence. "'Cougar'?"
Ollie grimaced, face flushing as he tried to get out the idea of a 'cougar' without actually offending her.
"You know, olde...I mean 'mature' hottie, I mean..."
Carol watched him twist in the wind, then turned up the heat a little with a look of combined innocence and incomprehension.
"So you think I'm one of these...'cougars', then? What exactly does a 'cougar' do?"
Ollie felt his collar tightening as his internal temperature rose. Was it possible she really didn't know what a cougar was, or was she just fucking with him?
"Olliekins...? she quavered, looking near tears again, so he plunged on; he had to; he'd gone there, and now there was no other way out of this.
"Look Mum, a 'cougar' is a beautiful ...mature...lady who likes to ...y'know...with younger guys...much... younger guys, oh jeez, Mum, haven't you ever heard of, I mean, has no-one ever, y'know, I mean, don't you ever read, y'know, like magazines and things, I thought like Cosmo would be, like, y'know, full of this stuff...? How about Izzy, she never once...?"
Carol stared at him, her eyes wide and shocked.
"Oh. OOOHH! You think people might think I was with you because I'm a 'cougar', and we're doing...y'know?" She might have let him off there, but she couldn't resist doing the clenched fist and elbow pumping gesture, complete with quizzical eyebrow, watching the colour drain from his face.
Ollie backpedalled furiously, his face and neck crimson with embarrassment.
"NO! No Mum, I didn't mean that, I don't think you're a cougar, I just meant that you could be a cougar if you wanted, I mean, shit, you know what I mean, what I was trying to say was I'd love to go out somewhere with you, you know I would, and you don't have to be a cougar, which you're not, but you be could if you wanted, but not with me, I mean...oh shit, Mum can we please start this conversation again...!"
Carol took pity on him and touched her fingertip to his lips.
"Shush, baby, I get what you mean, so why not take me out somewhere no cougars go, just mothers and their big, sweet sons, how about that?"
Ollie nearly collapsed with relief, and hugged her again.
"How about bowling? There's a place called 'Queen's' in Bayswater with a nice cocktail lounge as well, or we can scoff burgers, my treat; there, is that 'Mum and son' enough for you? No cougars there, I promise!"
Carol gave him her patented 'blowtorch' smile, and tugged his hand to the door.
"I'll leave some money and a note for Izzy, and get my shoes, won't be a tick!"
When she came back in, Ollie's eyes widened. In all the toe-curling embarrassment of that conversation, he hadn't really registered what she was wearing. Now he realised she was wearing a short, a very short, black dress of some stretchy material that clung to her thighs and clearly outlined her shapely buttocks, with a fashionable fringed chequered silk shemagh thrown carelessly around her neck and hanging over her shoulders like a shawl, and a towering pair of Louboutin shoes with the trademark red soles; the black shoes and the short black dress made her legs look long and model-flawless, and with her hair in a casual puff around her shoulders, and her salon-perfect makeup, she looked ready for a night at a swish cocktail bar or a casino on the arm of a playboy millionaire, not bowling on the Bayswater Road. Carol took in his glance and looked at herself.
"What, have I spilled something on myself?" she asked, and Ollie shook his head.
"No, Mum, you look fab; that's the problem; you do know we're going bowling, right?"
Carol looked dismayed, turning slowly as she looked herself over.
"What, too much? Not enough? Tell me Ollie. It's been so long since I've been anywhere with you, I don't want to embarrass you!"
Ollie looked her over critically.
"Lose the shoes, Mum; if you wear a pair of shoes like that to the bowling alley they'll be off the shelf and on sale down the Portobello Road before you've finished lacing up your bowling shoes. Everything else is OK."
Carol looked affronted.
"'OK?' Did you just say 'OK'? Is that it, just 'OK'?"
Ollie grinned. "No Mum, you look great; you'll be the best dressed 'yummy-Mummy' at the bowling alley, I promise you, so, if you're ready...?"
Carol levered off the stylish stiletto pumps, and slipped on a pair of harem slippers.
"OK now? Good, let's go. Shame really, I haven't worn those shoes in years, I was looking forward to giving them an outing; your father bought me them for my birthday, you know..."
As they were leaving, Carol stopped as a thought struck her.
"So, is Marla Devlin a 'cougar' then? I mean, she seems to fit your definition, apparently, as far as the interest in young men, anyway, so tell me, do you think she's one of these 'cougars', then?"
Ollie grinned.
"No, Mum, she's a Mountain Lion."
Carol looked quizzically at him as he grinned broadly.
"A Mountain Lion's what a cougar is 25 years down the road; still knows how to hunt, but only gets lucky in the dark..."
Carol's laughter pealed out as they walked out the front door and hailed a cab.
*
When Izzy came bustling in from classes, making the maximum amount of noise and fuss, just to piss her mother off, the first thing she noticed was the quiet stillness of the house; the place fairly throbbed with emptiness, with no sense of either her mother's or Ollie's presence. As she dumped her bag by the front door, a note on the hall stand caught her eye. She picked it up and unfolded it, and the twenty-pound note inside.
'Izzy, Ollie and I are out, we're having a little Mum/son time, raid the fridge or get yourself some takeaway. I don't know when we'll be back, Love, Mum'
Izzy went pale with jealousy. No! That scheming witch, acting all 'Mumsy-wumsy' with Ollie, dragging him around town like he was her personal adornment, HER Ollie, how fucking dare she!
Izzy fumed a little while longer, then slowly, her colour returned, and a sly smile spread across her face. So, the Wicked Queen was out on the town pretending to be a loving princess, with Prince Ollie in tow, was he? Time to throw a spanner into her little magic pumpkin! She began texting her brother.
'Where R U?'
After a few seconds: 'Bwlng @ Queens, Y you wnt 2 know?'
Izzy texted back: 'Keep her there, get drnks, she lks Bnana Daiquiris, get a few in hr'
Back came the answer: 'Y?'
Izzy texted back: '2nite, U hve 2 do her 2nite, or I tell hr, U gt me?'
After a long wait, long enough to make her think he'd backed out of their deal, back came the answer:
'OK, 2nite: Game on'
*
Part 4: Step Into My Parlour...
Carol pushed open the front door and giggled as she nearly went over as the door swung open. Ollie grabbed her arm at the last second and she pulled herself upright again, still giggling.
"Thank you Olleee, my lovely little Ollee-Wollee!" she sang, while Ollie grinned and nudged her forward, nearly overbalancing her again.
"Oops, nearly fell on my bum, help me, Olleee, you naughteee, naughteee boooy, Olleee, letting Mummeee drink all those lovely da'kri's!" she slurred, falling the other way this time, straight into his arms.
"Ooo, Grandma, what big arms you've got!" she cooed, grinning cross-eyed at Ollie as he grinned at her.
Ollie was wondering if it was such a good idea, knocking her over while she was obviously shit-faced; what would be the point? She was already standing-up, falling down drunk. No, the next night would have to do; he needed her to be into it, and right now was wrong; she was too trashed to call a halt if it progressed, and Ollie had no intention of forcing himself on his mother, not while she was completely pie-eyed.
All very commendable, except for one thing: Carol wasn't drunk. Ollie had been buying her drinks all afternoon and most of the evening, but she'd been busily pouring them away as soon as his attention was distracted; the pot-plants at Queens were going to be feeling very sorry for themselves come morning, because right now, Carol Bartlett was stone-cold sober, and Ollie was in for a wild ride.
Carol grinned, then crossed her eyes and hiccupped.
"Oops, sorry, naughtyyy Carol, one second while I...ulp! Ollieee, sick...sick...ooohh, quiiiccckkk!"
Ollie grabbed her and pushed her into the cloakroom, and as she slammed the door, Ollie heard the sounds of someone being heartily sick many times.



"Christ, how much did she drink?" he thought to himself, wondering how many Banana Daiquiris it took to get as smashed as she was, and gave up counting at six.
"Fuck me, she drank at least six of those horrible fucking things; no wonder she's yarking!" he wondered to himself, "I never knew the old girl was such a piss-artist!"
Behind the cloakroom door, Carol grinned happily. Operation Trouser-Snake Phase One complete; now to mess with his head, big-style...
After flushing a couple of times, then running both taps to add to the illusion that she was freshening-up, she braced her shoulders, tweaked her nipples a couple of times to make them stand-out, then pulled the door open and once more went into her act, weaving a little as she stumbled out of the cloakroom. Ollie was waiting for her, and tried to help her upstairs, but Carol, acting the wilful drunk, insisted they go into the sitting room; she wanted some coffee.
Once there, Ollie parked her on the sofa while he went off to make some black coffee. As soon as he left the room, Carol quickly tugged the neckline of her dress a little lower, hitched the hem up a little higher, and, on a sudden whim, whipped her panties off and shoved them behind a cushion. Then she slumped back with a slightly bleary smile on her face, once more drunk and nearly incapacitated, as Ollie edged the door open, a steaming mug of coffee in each hand.
"There you go, Mum, drink up!" he ordered. "There's more where that came from, drink it all, you'll feel better for it!"
"Feel fine now, Ollie, want another drinkie, those b'nana things, go get me one, Ollie-Wollie, now!" she slurred petulantly.
Ollie grinned, and waved the mug of coffee at her.
"No more booze, Mum; I think you need a nice big cup of coffee, then a nice little lie-down, ok? Now drink up; don't let it get cold!"
"Okay, coffee, an' pusss some music on, isss soo quiet here, dere's a good littew Owwie-Wowwie!" she baby-talked, her eyes crossing as she tried to focus on him. Ollie hid his grin; never had he seen Carol so paralytic; fuck, he'd never seen her so much as finish a lager shandy on a hot day. What the hell was she thinking of, hammering them away like that?
He switched on the elegant Bang & Olufsen stereo and hit the play button on the CD. Astrud Gilberto's husky, sexy voice oozed gently out of the speakers. Carol's head snapped up as 'Call me' played. She put her coffee down with all the deliberation and meticulous precision of the truly shit-faced.
"Oh Olleee, you sssweet baby, I love thisss sssong!" she giggled. "Help me up; I wanna dance!"
Ollie debated whether or not to help her; she was smashed and unsteady; lying down was what she needed, not dancing.
"Later, Mum. Finish your coffee, then we'll see..." he began, but, once again, Carol played the single-minded, wilful drunk.
"NO, now, help me up, I wanna dance NOW!"
Ollie shrugged, and helped her up; if she passed-out, she weighed next to nothing; at least he could carry her upstairs with no problems and dump her in her room. With a bucket next to her, just in case...
He held her at arm's-length, waiting for her to either pass-out or start throwing-up again. Carol, however, had other plans, and suddenly she was plastered against him, undulating gently to the gentle samba rhythm. To say he was uncomfortable would be to put it mildly; Carol was wearing a figure-hugging mini-dress, and she was wrapped tightly around him, pressed against areas he really didn't want to start pressing against his mother, at least not just yet...
As the music played, Carol rubbed more and harder against him. He realised to his dismay that he was getting an erection. Obviously his mother could feel it, and then, Oh Hell, her arms slid down his waist and her hands clamped around his buttocks! Ollie froze and Carol undulated against him even more definitely, squeezing him as she rubbed against him, flaying his erection with her body.
"Mmmm, little Ollie-boy's not so little anymore!" she purred, grinding herself against his burgeoning hard-on while Ollie stared over her shoulder in shock.
"Mum, please...what are you...?" he gasped and Carol squeezed his backside even harder as she nuzzled his chest.
"Doing what you want to, Ollie-pollie! I know what you want, and, lucky you, I want it too, so grab hold, baby-boy, this is where it gets interesting!"
Ollie stared into her eyes, realising suddenly that she wasn't drunk at all, that this had been a set-up from the outset. Carol looked back into his eyes, then bit her lip as she grinned, slowly sliding his motionless hands down so they were clutching her bottom in turn. Ollie gulped. His heart lurched when he realised he couldn't feel her panty-line; holy shit, she was naked under her short dress...
"There you go, that's what you've wanted to do all along, so help yourself, Ollie my darling, there's more where that came from!" she murmured. Almost mesmerised, Ollie began squeezing and massaging the taut cheeks as she ground against him. Suddenly he froze again, his hands falling away from her as he looked at her in confusion.
"Mum, what are you doing, we can't...this is wrong...!" he gabbled, unable to believe she was trying to make him do what he'd schemed and planned with Izzy.
Carol responded by sliding one hand between them and cupping his balls before squeezing his solid, unrelenting erection.
"This thing says otherwise, Ollie-baby, and you can stop calling me 'Mum'; my name's Carol; now take me to my room and fuck me rigid!"
Ollie stared at her in amazed, open-mouthed confusion; did she really just say that? Carol, obviously reading his mind, grinned minxily at him.
"That's right, Ollie-pollie, you heard right; I want a good, hard seeing-to, and I know you want to shove that big boner in me; I've known for ages! Come on, Big Boy, time to make Mummy very happy!"
With that, she took hold of his hand; Ollie, too dazed to resist, let her lead him from the room.
*
Izzy watched her mother grope and fondle Ollie (HER Ollie, that bitch...!) through the cracked-open dining room door, jealousy and black rage warring inside her; for all she'd planned this, set it up, and given him the go-ahead, now it was happening, Izzy wanted nothing more in the world than for it to stop, and for Ollie to reject his mother, push her away, and come to her for what he was so obviously ready for; to watch her mother lead Ollie upstairs was almost more than she could stand. Once again, complicated schemes for revenge rushed and tumbled through her head. Seduce her Ollie, would she? She was going to show Carol exactly what happened to blowsy old tarts who came between her and her man; the fact Ollie was her big brother had somehow become meaningless now; now he was her man, and another woman was going to be all over him. Izzy burned with jealousy at the thought.
Meanwhile, Ollie, in a state of horny bewilderment, let Carol lead him upstairs, his eyes tracking the sway and roll of her shapely buttocks in front of him as she climbed the stairs; she could feel his gaze on her, like two points of heat, so she exaggerated her hip movements to make sure her buttocks gave a little extra bob and quiver in front of his transfixed gaze.
For Ollie, it was all the more enticing knowing there was absolutely nothing under that clingy little dress, but even with that, he was beginning to regret this whole thing; Carol had never really come down on him, never made him angry enough to want to punish her, or get his revenge, and now he'd let Izzy back him into this corner, and on top of it all, Carol had made it crystal clear what she wanted her son to do with her.
Horny and conflicted, that old adage about being careful what you wished for running through his head, all he could do was follow her up the stairs, his eyes tracking every quiver and ripple of her perfect bottom like twin lasers.
In her bedroom, Carol once again draped herself over him.
"Now there's Mummy's little soldier!" she purred, laughing inside at the corny line and its effect on Ollie; his eyes widened as the full and final realisation of what he was going to do hit him; he was going to fuck his mother, and there was nothing he could do to stop it, not with said mother grinding her crotch against him for all she was worth. Much against his will, he was responding to it, something Carol gleefully noted, redoubling her efforts and watching as his eyeballs made a spirited attempt to pop from their sockets and roll down his cheeks.
Carol kept up the pressure; her hands once more stroked and fondled him while Ollie's throat clicked as he swallowed dryly, desperately willing Carol to have a sudden fainting spell so he could get the fuck out of there and go hide in his room with a chair wedged under the doorknob.
"Come on Ollie-boy, show willing!" purred Carol, "I know what you and Izzy were planning, both of you rubbing your bits together while you made your sneaky little plan to get me all naked and gagging for a shagging; guess what? I'm up for it, now's your chance, Ollie, so get that big ole thing out, honey-chile, momma wants to play!"
Ollie swallowed with yet another audible clicking sound. Carol may have been his mother, but right now that wasn't really cutting any ice; all he could focus on was the feel of her tight body as she rubbed against him like a cat in heat, and parts of him were already responding, something Carol noted right away.
"Ollie, you bad, bad boy; for shame, I'm your mother!" she chided, thrusting her mound against him; in his heated state, Ollie could have sworn he'd felt his ridged, bursting cock slide through the furrow of her suddenly obvious camel-toe. A trickle of sweat ran down his back and itched between his shoulder-blades.
Carol grinned cattily and backed away, giving him a momentary reprieve, then slipped her arms up behind her. Ollie gulped as he realised she was unzipping; this was really happening, this was what he and Izzy had planned, this was what he'd fantasized about for months, and now it was actually going to happen. Fuck, this was weird, and hot, and horny, and really fucking scary!
Carol smiled as she worked first one arm and then the other out of the dress. She stopped, looking at him calmly while she held her dress against her breasts. Even in his current state of horny terror, Ollie had to admit the picture she made would have had a corpse jumping up and down and jerking off frenziedly, her huge, liquid brown eyes looking up at him from under a large curl that had somehow fallen across her eyes; in the subdued light she looked young, fresh, alluring, and, much as he didn't want to admit it, immensely fuckable.
"What are you waiting for, Ollie?" she husked, then smiled, a slow, alluring smile.
"Oh, you mean this?" she grinned, cupping her breasts inside the material of her dress. "Soon cured, baby-boy; read 'em and weep!"
With that, she let go of the dress, and Ollie watched in fascinated arousal as the soft, clingy material slithered to the floor and pooled around her feet, revealing Carol Bartlett, his mother, in all her gorgeous, horny, naked glory. Ollie's eyes threatened to jump out of his face; Carol's body was incredible, all the detail imagined in a thousand fevered fantasies now there for him to see, and it was worth every heated second of those fantasies; her breasts were all he'd dreamed off, full, firm, protruding, with no sag or stretch he could see; who'd have thought a woman who had to be pushing 40, with two children as old as he and Izzy were, could have a set like that, and nipples like those two pointy things; it wasn't possible!
All the other salient points of Carol's body faded into the general picture of perfection; skin like porcelain, smooth and flawless, slim waist rounding down to cat hips, and two perfect labia, the match for Izzy's, just visible in the smoothly-waxed, shadowed space at the juncture of her long, perfect thighs. Ollie could barely tear his gaze away from the sight of his mother in all her naked perfection, until she cleared her throat theatrically.
"Ahem, Ollie, up here, baby, my eyes are up here..."
Ollie's gaze snapped up to her face, torn away from his rapt study of her perfection, but instead of annoyance, she just smiled, then slowly winked the lewdest, most salacious wink he'd ever seen, and he should know; he'd been fending off both Marla and Bridie Devlin and their innuendo-laden ambushes for almost six months now...
The band that had seemed to be steadily tightening around his chest snapped, and with that came the realisation he could do this; she wanted it, he was ready, he'd planned for this with Izzy, he'd wanted it for months, his mother had already indicated there was no guilt-trip waiting to be unloaded on him, he could actually do this, now it really was time to get sweaty...
*
From the top floor of the empty house directly across the road, street lights glinted darkly off the binoculars as Tommy Millsom watched the drama unfolding in Carol's bedroom; Ollie and his mother getting busy was just an interesting non-sequitur, it was blood he wanted, revenge on Ollie for hurting him, and humiliation for Izzy for her causing said pain. His new friend wanted them too, why he didn't say, and Tommy didn't care; what was that old saying? "The enemy of my enemy is my friend?" That was good enough for him, and together they were going to destroy the Bartlett family. Putting down the binoculars, Tommy grinned maliciously at his co-conspirator and new best friend as he handed him the field glasses and rolled his eyes at the window across the street.
End of Part 1
Part 2 finds Ollie and Izzy discovering who their mother is, and the identity of Tommy's new best friend
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Read and enjoy, and remember, folks, it's only a story...
_______________________________________________________
The Art of War Part 2
La Grande Séduction:
With a low growl purring in his throat, Ollie moved in for the kill. Carol's eyes glowed darkly as Ollie's hands reached for her, smiling seductively as she cupped her perfect breasts, offering them to him. Ollie closed with her, taking those treats she offered so readily, fantasies and teenage longings melting into the reality of the moment as his hands closed around those delightful mounds, feeling the taut, springy hardness of her nipples between his fingers as he rubbed and squeezed.
Carol gasped and shuddered as Ollie's large, gentle hands cupped and covered her breasts, teasing and mauling her nipples, making electric arcs surge and sing through her body. She'd planned for this to be a light, frothy seduction, maybe leading Ollie gently through the pleasures she had to offer, a little slap and tickle to ease the ache inside her, but now, now that had changed. Now she wanted what he'd given his little sister; now she wanted a no-holds barred, rough and ready shafting session; she wanted to howl, sing, and herself like a madwoman on that lovely big thing she'd felt inside his pants earlier.
Ollie was in a haze as all his dreams came true; his lips had found her nipples, and as he sucked one, he pinched, and tugged, and teased the other, while his other hand had somehow slipped around to the small of her back, holding her pressed against him, and best of all, Carol made no move to stop him, gave no sign she was anything but fully into this too.
As he suckled, he found her spectacular backside, and a new toy to play with; the best bum in the world. His fingers luxuriated in the feel of Carol's plush bottom, caressing and squeezing the tight, satiny cheeks, and running his fingers into the cleft dividing that awesome peach, feeling her gasp as his questing fingertips grazed her dimpled, spongy little secret place.
When he felt her hands on his belt, he knew he was dreaming; this couldn't be happening, and yet it felt real, it felt so real; his hottie mother had her hands inside his cargo pants, squeezing and slowly pumping his aching erection, and Ollie thought his head was going to explode from sheer overload.
But it didn't; instead, Carol rose up on tip-toes, her lips inviting and swollen with arousal, and Ollie took what she offered. As they kissed, all residual guilt and feelings of strangeness, weirdness, and lingering doubt disappeared, and his hands clamped on her bottom, pulling her naked, shaven mound hard against his raging hardness. Carol pulled away from him, making his eyes widen in sudden fear he'd gone too far, but then that devilish smile returned as she tugged his polo shirt up and over his head. She tossed the shirt, then did what she'd been fantasising about regularly for months now; she ran her hands over and over his hard-muscled torso, waxed smooth and hairless as it was when he still swam competitively, squeezing and savouring every hard, rippling muscle.
Carol grinned minxily, and once more slid her hand down the front of his pants, circling his cock and squeezing it meaningfully.
"Time to get your game on, Olliekins; are you ready?" she breathed, licking her lips and sending a tremor through Ollie's body.
"Ye...yes, let's...let's do this, oh God, yes!" he panted, ignoring the hated nickname, his heart hammering in anticipation.
Carol knelt as she popped his cargoes open and, in one quick motion, pulled them and his undershorts down, letting his over-stimulated cock bounce up into her face.
"Oh. My. Fucking. God..." she murmured, dropping to her knees to hold him and stare in awe at the angry-looking thing sticking out like the bowsprit on a ship's prow.
"Ollie, you missed your calling, baby; this thing would earn you a fucking fortune in California!" she grinned. "Too bad it's staying here, honeybun! Now close your eyes and think happy, happy thoughts, mama's going to be a little busy for a while!"
Ollie watched in stunned disbelief as yet another fantasy came true in living colour; Carol licked the tip of his cock delicately with the very tip of her tongue, tasting him; whatever it tasted like, she must have liked it, because she beamed happily and slid her plump lips over the swollen, mushroom-cap head of his penis, taking his cock-head all the way into her mouth.
Ollie was rooted to the spot; this was the fucking bomb, no two ways about it! Carol (and he couldn't think of her as 'mum' any longer) was obviously a past mistress at the art of sucking-off a big dick, because she really knew what she was doing, oh yeah! Tongue and lips and suction combined to convince Ollie she was trying to suck his balls up into her mouth through the end of his dick, and if the churning feeling rising inside him was anything to go by, there was a big delivery on its way any second now.
"Carol...mum...no...gonna..." he managed to blurt out, trying to convey to her that he was going to come like a gunshot and probably blow her across the room, but Carol just looked up at him, her eyes huge and liquid ("Oh God, please, don't look at me like that..." he moaned in the privacy of his head) and smiled as much as she could with that thing jamming her mouth open, and sucked harder; that was the final straw.
"Oohhh Gooood, jeezzus, SHIIIIT!" screamed Ollie as what felt like a solid wad of spunk exploded up the length of his cock and slammed into the back of Carol's throat, and another, and another, spurt after spurt, like he'd been saving it up for weeks.
Carol just swallowed, and swallowed again, as each spurt filled her mouth, congratulating herself that she still had it, while a detached part of her mind congratulated herself for dragging such a massive load out of him, considering how much he'd dumped inside his sexy little sister the previous night.
"Wonders will never cease!" she thought happily, working her lips and tongue round the frantically pumping, chugging, threshing length of man-pipe in her mouth. When the jets slowed to a sluggish trickle, then died away, Carol gave one last suck, and got to her feet, running her tongue around her lips; whatever Ollie ate to keep himself so fit, it made his spunk taste delicious, almost fruity, and she promised herself another snack in the very near future. But right now...
She looked down in gratified surprise; he'd just gone off like a bazooka, but his erection hadn't slacked off at all; it was still jutting out angrily at ninety degrees to his body, bobbing slightly with his heartbeat, and when she smiled and pushed it down slightly, it just bobbed back up, hard and solid as ever. Good, because she had plans, and it looked like he was on-board; thank God for horny young men and their bottomless sex-drives...
When she turned away, Ollie finally got to see Carol's spectacular bottom in all its glory, and his mind raced on two tracks; one track was begging and sobbing for the chance to hold and roughly squeeze and pull that lovely thing open while he fucked her like a rag-doll, the other track was thinking Izzy had been right; he wanted nothing more than to shove his face between those two deliciously quivering mounds, with his tongue jammed in her rusty bullet-hole and go 'wubba-wubba-wubba', and now it looked like he was going to get his chance, oh fuck yes!
"Come here, Ollie-boy." His mother's soft voice broke his reverie. He took her outstretched hand and allowed her to lead him to the bed, where she turned him around and gazed at his perfect physique. She waited, an expectant look on her face, but Ollie's head was still full of the entrancing twitch of those lovely buttocks as she walked, and what he wanted to do with them, so Carol sighed and pushed him with both hands in the middle of his chest. Ollie went over backwards with her on top of him, her lips almost touching his, his eyes staring into hers, suddenly aware of the two rock-hard nipples pressing into his chest.
Once again he stared into her eyes, aware of the slightly challenging grin on her swollen, red lips, and his hands once more found her delightful buttocks almost of their own volition, squeezing and kneading the cheeks gently as she undulated on top of him. He felt the damp heat of her pussy as she rubbed her labia along his trapped cock, just as he was also extremely conscious of his thunderously hard erection trapped between their bodies, and the guilty, horny, unhallowed thrills that shot through him every time she moved.
His conscience was twittering away at some barely perceived level "No, don't, you can't, you mustn't, she's your mother!" but his body was screaming "Aaarrrgghhh, fuck her now, do it, don't think, just fucking do it, what the fuck is wrong with you, go for it, she wants it! Aaarrghhh!!"
Carol knew exactly what she was doing to him; she could practically read his mind right then, his thoughts were so transparent, so, with a hidden grin, she writhed sensuously on top of him, making sure he could feel her need in the wet heat of her pussy and the bullet-hardness of her nipples as she dragged them across his chest.
"Oh my fucking God, she's wetter than a weekend in Wales!" he thought to himself, savouring the thought of just how hot and wet his hottie little mother was right now, and it was all for him!
With that thought came another; she wanted it; so did he, so no more guilt, Ollie-boy; time to roger her senseless, that body was too fucking good to waste! Admittedly, he'd rather it had been Izzy wriggling so wantonly on him, but she was next; it helped if he thought of fucking his mother as a means to an end. Speaking of which...
With a guttural sound like a cross between a moan and a growl, Ollie pulled her thighs apart, lifted her slightly, and, in one, long, smooth thrust, slid his raging cock between his mother's swollen labia and deep into her tight, oozing slit.
Carol's eyes bugged even as her mouth sagged open in a soundless scream at the relentless invasion, before gluing her lips to Ollie's, kissing him voraciously, hungrily, manically, as he pounded into her, writhing and running her hands over his face, holding him to her as they kissed and fucked, moving together in perfect synchronisation, she moving onto him to meet his thrusts into her.
*
From the gap in the open bedroom door, Izzy watched balefully, jealousy shrieking through her, her head roaring with thoughts of revenge for what Carol was doing to her Ollie. How fucking dare she seduce HER Ollie, he was hers, not that shrivelled-up old shrike's! She should be in there right now, heels pointing at the ceiling while her man hammered her through the bed, not that manky old relic and her crusty, dried-up, old-woman twat. The fact this was exactly what she'd planned had completely slipped her mind; what had seemed such a good idea at the time, and even earlier that evening, suddenly didn't seem so right, not now, not when she could see how much Ollie was into this.
Izzy set her jaw. That miserable cow was going to pay for seducing her sweet Ollie and turning him into a convenient piece of fuck-meat; this was not how it was supposed to go, and by all fuck it wasn't going to continue, not after what she had in mind, she'd see to that! Let the old bag have her fun, she could always rub him down later with bleach to get the smell of desperate old trout off him; Carol Bartlett, raddled old crone and Ollie-seducer that she was, was going to be Izzy's slave and begging for mercy by morning!
Smiling evilly, Izzy checked her smartphone and digital camera were both primed and ready, then began recording, her phone on 'low-light' setting capturing the disgusting sight of that leathery old crow rubbing herself on top of her sweet Ollie. Izzy was careful to catch Carol's expression as often as possible, zooming in to make sure every grimace, drool and disgusting squelching sound was captured in living colour and hi-def sound.
As she recorded her brother and mother humping so forcefully, she began to react to the scene playing out in front of her; despite her angry thoughts and internal descriptions of her mother, Izzy really couldn't honestly hold her hand on her heart and swear that Carol was anything except bloody gorgeous. That, of course, was yet another reason to hate her and keep her away from Ollie by fair means or foul. Izzy was aware that, in the body stakes, Carol had her beat, but looks-wise, they were almost identical. On the other hand, though, Izzy had youth and hotness on her side, surely Ollie could see that, surely he wouldn't be swayed by Carol's stupendous yahbo's...would he?
The sight of her mother fucking so energetically was doing things to her, though; it was getting harder to keep the camera pinned on her, because she was watching the action on the bed as Ollie flipped Carol onto her knees and drove forward, forcing yet another wail of pleasure from her as he filled her again.
Quite without any conscious thought on her part, Izzy dropped her phone as her fingers found her own pleasure-spot, and began petting herself rhythmically, in time with her brother's thrusts into their mother. Almost against her will, she began to see herself twined in there with the two of them, letting Ollie take her even as she took her mother; Izzy had never been averse to a little girl-on-girl, and right now her mother, much as she hated her, was glowing in heated sex-frenzy and looking particularly appealing.
At that thought, orgasm jolted through her, making her clench her teeth to avoid them hearing her as she whined and gasped in sudden release, her pistoning fingers not skipping a beat as she drove herself on again and again, careless now whether or not she had the evidence she wanted; now all she wanted was to be there in the thick of it, her lips clamped around Carol's delicious-looking nipples as she ground her swollen gash against her mother's, while Ollie pounded her relentlessly from behind, in any hole he wanted.
*
From his vantage point across the street, Tommy grinned nastily as he watched Ollie and Carol's antics in loving close-up detail on the ridiculously expensive camera his parents had bought him; hot and damning as that was, though, he had no interest in what they were doing; pervs did pervy things, who gives a shit? No, he had bigger fish to fry. Ollie owed him blood, and Izzy was his, and he was going to get what he wanted; that pretty little cunt was going to scream her lungs out before he'd finished with her, and Ollie was going to stand there and watch while he and his friends did anything they wanted to her, and when they'd finished with her, Ollie was going to bleed.
Carol he didn't give a shit about; she was just collateral damage as far as he was concerned, and whatever his latest new best friend chose to do to her was unfortunate, but ultimately not his problem.
*
Ollie, meanwhile, was in Heaven; Carol was the best he'd ever had; of a long-ish list of forgettable shags, with Izzy being the only other stand-out moment, Carol was easily the best, ever; the fact she was his mother only made it more sinfully delicious, and he couldn't help but regret that he and Izzy were only doing this to set her up and shut her up. As far as he knew, their plan to seduce and set her up had happily coincided with her plan to seduce him; he couldn't have known that Carol knew all about his little pact with Izzy, and she didn't give a toss, was in fact having the time of her life setting him up in return.
So he held on for dear life and enjoyed the rippling pulsations from her pussy as she came more or less continuously with every stroke of his cock inside her. His head was spinning; it was getting increasingly difficult to not blow his load, given the view he now had.
Carol's beauteous backside was a thing that dreams are made of; the smooth, unblemished skin of those glorious globes, those sexy lumbar dimples placed just right to run a thumb around as the hands squeezed and jiggled that delightfully pert derrière, one that a girl half her age would be proud to show off at every opportunity, the swoop and arch of her smooth, creamy back, the way she jiggled and flattened against him with every thrust inside her. All these factors meant he was seriously close to losing his cool and filling her with the biggest load of his life.
Carol buzzed and hummed in sexual delirium as Ollie pounded into her. He was incredible, the perfect lover. He had the control of a mature man twice his age, but all that teenage vigour and sheer billy-goat randiness; he just kept going and going, like a man-sized battery-bunny, but with a great big dick...
Carol slumped down onto her front; Ollie'd fucked her out; her pussy was permanently stretched out of shape and he showed no sign of stopping, for which she thanked all the gods; this was a fuck to savour, no fucking doubt about that! And now his thumbs were brushing her puckered little anus as he clasped her bum! Perfect...
Carol sighed and wriggled, her gorgeous buttocks jiggling enticingly and nearly making Ollie hose her down at the sight of those two deliciously globular feasts for the arse connoisseur flexing and rippling so temptingly. Her smile, however, remained hidden; given the right incentive, could Ollie be persuaded to indulge her in her most delightfully perverse pastime? Carol liked it in her whale's eye, she loved the feel of a thick cock stretching open and reaming out her most secret place, she came like gangbusters when she fucked like that, and Ollie had the perfect weapon to gape her anus and make her scream the house down.
All movement had ceased; she looked back over her shoulder, to see Ollie sitting back on his ankles, completely motionless, staring fixedly at her pink little pucker, the final frontier.
"See something you like?" she purred, watching his eyes widen as she clasped her perfect buttocks and pulled them apart, making her taut little anus wink at him.
"Well?" she challenged, and grinned when he tried to speak but only a strangled gargling noise came out, while his eyes bugged even further.
"Mum...Carol...you really...like, now? Really? Oh my fucking God...' stammered Ollie, while Carol noted that his cock seemed to literally throb with the thought of buggering her; she would have sworn on a stack of Bibles it actually got longer and thicker. Good, the more, the merrier...
Carol crooked her finger at him while simultaneously flexing her mesmerising backside at him to emphasise what was in store for him.
"Ollie, I want you to come here and shove that thing in my arse, you got that? I want you to fuck my bum as hard as you can, and fill me up, do you hear me? Make me drip, Olliekins, that's an order!"
A long, tremulous sigh was all she heard by way of reply, but his hands on her cheeks, the way he squeezed and spread them, left her no doubt he was up for it too. Carol slipped her hand under the pillow and pulled out something she'd hidden there that afternoon. Ollie stared at the tube of Astroglide she tossed back at him.



"Lube me up, honeybun, time to hump your stump in mummy's rump!" she giggled, enjoying the dazed, happy, horny look on his face as he realised this was really going to happen, that all his dreams were about to come true. As he stared down at that curvaceous, quivering perfection, once again he had to fight the temptation to stick his face between her cheeks and go 'wubba-wubba-wubba', just to see what it felt like; later, maybe, but first...
Carol waited, smiling, while he slowly roused from his trance, then gasped as his warm tongue poked her in her pucker, before sighing happily as Ollie held her cheeks apart while his tongue explored her. He took his time; a treat like that spectacular bottom wasn't something to be wolfed down; no, this was a sweet, succulent peach, to be savoured, lingered over, then eaten slowly and carefully, paying attention to the finest detail; there would only be one chance to do it right first time, so he took his time.
Carol settled down to enjoy the way he rimmed her; he obviously knew what he was doing, and she loved having a talented tongue buried in her anus, so she went with it, determined to suck every last morsel of enjoyment out of this whole experience. Then, when Izzy sprang her trap, then it would be time to drop her own surprise on the two of them, and it was a big one, but it was the right time now; if they were old enough to try and double-team her, they were old enough to know the truth.
All this took a fleeting second and the merest scrap of her attention; what was occupying most of her attention was the expert way Ollie tossed her salad for her; she could feel orgasm building deep inside, he could see the signs himself, and he was doing his best to make it happen; the thought of Carol delirious with sexual overload and ready for a good bum-humping was keeping him at full mast and steel hard.
Carol shuddered as orgasm swept through her once again, sweet and intense, tempered with love for Ollie, and delight at his willingness to use her the way she wanted.
"I'm such a lucky girl..." a small part of her mind exulted, while most of her still blazed and fluttered with pleasure at what he was doing with her.
When Ollie moved away from her, she mewled discontentedly, wanting more of the thrilling sensations his squirming tongue was unleashing inside her anxious little anus, and then she gasped as he slid his finger slid into her, cold with the glob of gel he pushed inside her. As he slid his finger in and out, spreading the lubricant inside her, she sighed and moaned happily, then gasped as he slid a second finger into her, stretching her even further.
Carol relaxed, allowing her anus to relax, and Ollie's fingers inside her poked deeper, until he couldn't push them in any further, and when he began scissoring his fingers, she nearly passed out from the sensations he awoke deep inside her.
"Ollie, please...!" she groaned, and groaned again when his fingers were pulled out of her, to be replaced by the fat head of his cock, pressed squarely against the puckered little ring of her anus, to stop, as Ollie froze in place.
"Carol...mum...are you sure you want me to do this? This is like...it's really big, this is really no way back, are you really, really sure you want me to...now...like this? It's just...I never thought..."
Carol looked back over her shoulder at him, grinning wickedly as she grasped her pert cheeks and pulled them apart, her pink, crinkled little anus stretching open and winking enticingly at him once again.
"Yes of course I want this, Ollie-pollie, that's why we're here, so get on with it! Come on, sweetie, it's dead easy, quit strokin' and start pokin'!"
Ollie felt his cock stiffen even further, if that was possible, at the sight of her holding herself open so lewdly, and began to push forward, his eyes narrowing as the tight, muscular ring resisted his attempt to push in past it.
"Mum...can't..." he gasped, but still kept the pressure up, no more able to stop than he could stop time or prevent the sun rising; the moment had him in its grip, so he kept pressing inexorably forward until:
"Ooohh fuckkk!" he gritted as his cock-head suddenly slid past the barrier and into the hot, tight succulence of his mother's rectum.
"Ooohhh Goddd, fuckkk!" moaned Carol in counterpoint as what felt like a warm pickaxe handle suddenly slid into her rectum, stretching her open in ways she'd never felt before.
"Jeez, that hurts!" she hissed, but when Ollie tried to withdraw she reached back and grabbed his shaft, holding him in place.
"No, baby, keep it in, I just...I'm just getting...used to it...hold it there baby..." she panted, gently rolling her hips and clenching her buttocks; to Ollie, it felt like her anus was munching on his cock; he was ready to blow, and he was having serious issues with holding it in, because what he really wanted to do right now was go off like a New Year's Eve rocket and probably blow himself backwards off the bed with the recoil. He cast around desperately for something, anything, to take his mind off the two gorgeous mounds twerking in front of him and milking his cock so devastatingly well, but all that kept coming to mind was "hold on tight, thar she fucking blows!", which was no help whatsoever...
"Okay, baby, I'm ready..." murmured Carol, and Ollie began slowly sliding his bone-hard, over-stimulated cock deeper into Carol's stretched-tight anus. He kept his eyes averted, because he knew if he looked down and watched himself plough her, he was going to explode, and no power on Earth was going to be able to stop him.
So he screwed his eyes shut tight-shut and desperately tried to ignore the rippling tightness surrounding him, the hot, slick, clinging succulence as he pounded into her, and most of all, the brain-buggering knowledge that, against all the odds, he was balls-deep in his super-hot, sex-bomb mother's Strada Cioccolata.
"Harder, baby, yess, yess, harder!" gasped Carol, breaking him out of his trance. Ollie opened his eyes, and groaned at the sight of Carol's lovely buttocks squashing and rebounding against him as he pumped into her. With a low, lustful growl, he wrapped her hands around her small waist and pulled her to her knees, before sliding his hands up her ribcage, to cup, and hold, and squeeze her large, perfect breasts and pinch her long, sensitive nipples, savouring the gasps of pleasure as he did.
Carol pumped frantically against him, meeting him stroke for stroke, feeling him getting to the point of no return, even as she stroked and rubbed her pussy, frigging herself into what felt like it could be an epic orgasm. Utterly oblivious to everything around them, neither of them noticed the bedroom door swinging open, or Izzy standing in the doorway with her digital camera and smartphone once more trained on the lovers fucking so energetically on the queen-sized bed.
Ollie was just getting into his vinegar strokes, short and stabbing as he worked up to just blowing his load deep inside the hottest arse in the western world when:
*FLASH!* FLASH*FLASH*FLASH*FLASH!*
"Nooo, fuck, Izzy, thirty fucking seconds, oh my fucking God, what is wrong with you?!" he yelled, slumping back on his haunches, his cock popping out of his mother's gaping anus to slap wetly against his stomach.
"Nearly there, oh my God, so near, you little cow, what, you couldn't wait thirty seconds? I'm gonna fucking kill you!" he moaned, cradling his testicles in an effort to stop them leaping up and down frenziedly.
Izzy ignored him, instead grinning down at her mother while clicking away with one hand, and holding the smartphone in the other, keeping both cameras trained on her as she panted and gasped.
"Gotcha, you bitch, now things are going to change around here!" she gloated, "Now I make the rules, and you shut your face, and mind your own business, or everyone and their fucking aunt is going to see you banging away with a big old dick stuck up your arse! Let's see how seriously they take tight-arsed old Snooty-Bitch Bartlett when I post your pictures and dirty, filthy video on every rogue site from here to Beijing and back!"
She lowered the camera and leaned down to sneer at Carol.
"And now I'm taking Ollie someplace nice and clean, somewhere you're not invited, I'm going to scrub him down with Clorox to get you off him, then I'm going to fuck him into a body-cast, and if you don't like it, well, I really don't care. Howzaboutdat, Mommy-fucking-Dearest?"
Carol slumped down, her eyes unfocussed, waiting for the ringing in her head to subside. Her lack of response only irritated Izzy even further, who leaned closer, her lips almost caressing Carol's ear.
"Didn't you hear me, Mommy Dearest? You are fucked, you hear me?"
La Grande Révelation:
Carol frowned, but to Izzy it didn't look like an 'oh fuck I'm screwed' frown; it looked like her 'now where did I put my keys' frown, unconcerned and only slightly miffed. Izzy paused, not sure what was going on here; right now her mother should be a grovelling heap at her feet, instead she was flicking her hair back and swabbing-off with a wet-wipe. WTF?
When Carol was done, she smiled at Izzy, a bright, genuine, cheerful smile, and patted Ollie on the thigh, looking regretfully at his rapidly deflating boner. Izzy's lip dropped lower and lower as Carol became the picture of unconcern, for all she was stark naked in bed with her son, glossy with sex-sweat, and sporting a pair of nipples you could use to play the bass line from 'Under Pressure'...
"Now dear, what were you saying? Oh yes, something about a video. OK, let's see it; Ollie, turn on the TV, there's a darling. Come on Izzy, pop it on-screen, poppet, this I have to see!"
Izzy's jaw was scraping the carpet. 'Poppet?!! Dafuq?! OK, so Old Trout wasn't grovelling at her feet, but this? She was in bed, naked, with her son and his mega-dick, with a butt-hole stretched wider than a wizard's sleeve, and all she could think of was watching herself getting bed-slammed? What was she missing here? The old bitch should be begging for mercy, not settling back like it was family fucking movie-night!
Wordlessly, in a kind of shocked trance, Izzy connected to the smart TV and cast the video from her phone. Instantly, there, in living colour, on 65 inches of high definition QLED screen, was her mother, writhing and humping madly as Ollie and his thick, pump-handle of a cock made short work of her; this was weird enough, but having her nudging Ollie and pointing excitedly at the interesting bits only added to the weirdness.
Izzy sat, silently, dazed and confused, as every incriminating, dirty, hot and horny second of the evening's action once again unfolded on screen, with her mother watching avidly, cuddling herself up against Ollie, who was treacherously starting to re-inflate as his naked mother undulated gently against him; Izzy could feel something beginning to bubble inside her, building toward some sort of climax, finally hitting 'Overload' when Ollie's hand crept around Carol's waist to cup her breast.
"What the fuck, mother, are you fucking insane? I'm trying to blackmail you, bitch, why can't you just do the decent thing and stay fucking blackmailed? Just what the fuck am I missing here?" she exploded, the rage clicking up another notch when Carol just smiled at her; at least Ollie had the decency to snatch his hand away and try desperately to not look guilty, which fooled no-one, but her mother...
Carol was enjoying herself thoroughly; Izzy was going in and out of focus in incandescent rage, Ollie was looking like he was about ready for a return bout, and the best was still to come. Time to stoke the fires a little further...
"Is there something wrong, little Izzy-bear? Sit down and tell me about it, mummy only wants to help, baby-boo!"
Izzy froze; 'Izzy-bear'? 'Baby-boo'? That was a great big full HD clue she'd finally gone ga-ga; Ollie's big boner had knocked her brains loose and they'd scrambled, that must be it, there was no other explanation...
She opened her mouth to tell Ollie to call the nut-house, they had an express delivery, one crazed old trout, when Carol grinned slightly maliciously and flipped a corner of the bedclothes over.
"If you like, you can join us, baby; Ollie-pollie's been so sweet to me, and even after last night, I'm sure he's still got a spare tank-full for you! Shall we ask him?"
The question caught Izzy mid-outrage, and the strain of her conflicting needs to scream, demand what the fuck was going on, and launch a kamikaze attack on Ollie the Traitor nearly sprained her jaw and catapulted her into the closet.
"I don't know what you're so upset about, Izzy-bear," continued Carol in that infuriatingly calm voice. "This is what you two were plotting all along, wasn't it? While you were busy humping like two jackrabbits last night? Poor Izzy-bear, and you too, silly Ollie, you'd really do that to me? What would your poor mother say?"
Izzy's ears pricked up at that. Ollie just looked blankly at her, while inside, Izzy crowed delightedly. Yesss, Old Trout had finally slipped her cams properly; referring to herself in the third person, definitely a sign of some sort of mental derailment; now they could get finally get her off their backs for good! Hah, the rubber-room was in sight!
"What are you yakking on about mum, as if I didn't know!" she asked, expecting a stream of idiocy, but Carol sat up straighter and pulled the bedclothes more comfortably around herself.
"I said, Izzy," she said, speaking slowly for the benefit of the hard of thinking, "What would your poor mother think of you two plotting, seducing, and blackmailing me like this? Simple question, sweetie..."
Izzy plumped down on the edge of the bed, fixing Ollie with the Reaper-Stare of Imminent Death. His burgeoning erection promptly decided it had important business elsewhere and faded from sight, while her 'deal with you later' look intensified.
"Now, Mommy-Dearest, just what are you babbling on about? You are my mother; you're a vindictive, poisonous old rat-bag, but you're my mother, so when they come and take you away, and they will, because you're obviously as mad as a fucking mongoose, please try and remember it's for your own good; we can't have someone as bonkers as you wandering the streets and frightening small children, so believe me when I say it's for your own good. I'm going to laugh like a fucking drain, but then you probably won't remember any of this, because you'll be spending your days doped-up to the eyeballs and chained to a toilet."
Carol gave Izzy her patented long-suffering 'what have I done to deserve this' look and eye-roll, and settled herself a little more comfortably against Ollie, who stared slightly apprehensively at the faint line now showing between Izzy's eyebrows.
Carol sighed, and patted the bed.
"Come closer Iz, I need to tell you something; it's about time you knew. I meant it when I asked you what your mother would think of all this. I asked you that because, baby, I'm not your mother. Nor yours," she added, flashing a quick glance at Ollie.
Izzy stared at her in shock. 'Oh my God, she's a fucking nutter, it's worse than I thought!' roared through her mind. 'Bonehead's going to have to sit on her while I call the cops, they're going to have to section the old trout, she's finally cracked...OK, play along, play along, don't set her off, find out where she's going with this lunacy...'
Izzy schooled her face into a carefully neutral, non-threatening, 'don't startle the nut-case' expression of friendly interest, only mouthing 'call the police...' at Ollie when Carol looked away for a second.
"So, mum, you were saying how you're not my mother. And yet I look just like you, mother dearest; how do you explain that?"
Carol smiled secretly at the condescending, 'keep the loony calm no matter what' tone in her voice, but the face she turned to Izzy was open, honest, sympathetic, even.
"Izzy-bear, you and I look alike because we both look like mum, and Ollie looks just like poor daddy. Did you never wonder even once why he didn't look anything like me, or you, or your father? It's because your father, my husband James, isn't your father; he was my husband, yes, but I'm your sister, babies; I'm your big sister..."
Izzy stared at her in shock, thinking 'OK, never saw that coming. God, this is worse than I thought, she's actually demented, what the fuck are we supposed to do now...?'
Ollie decided it was time to chime in.
"Hold on a minute...mum...Carol...whoever, just answer me one thing; why, if this is true, have you never told us anything before now, and where's your proof? Sorry, but this just feels like another head-fuck, pardon my French, in a long day of head-fucks; show me some proof, mum, or Carol, or whatever you are, because otherwise why should we believe you? You have to admit, after a day like today, this just sounds...fucking crazy..."
Carol nodded agreement, and shooed Izzy off the bed so she could slide out and stand up. Ollie felt more than a passing twinge of sheer lust as her wonderful body once more revealed itself as she shook her hair out completely unselfconsciously, her body rippling in a manner guaranteed to make any red-blooded straight male wank frenziedly like a safari-park baboon.
She padded over to the dresser, took a small key from a drawer, and unlocked the bottom drawer, pulling out a pile of photo albums and a thick sheaf of document folders. She closed the drawer and carried the armload back to the bed.
"Come here, Ollie, and you, Iz; I need you to see this."
Izzy peered curiously at the photo album, wondering what she was looking at, half expecting pictures of obscure pop stars, or some gibberish story about how they're all really the secret clone-children of Marilyn Monroe and the space aliens/lizard people/Illuminati/Freemasons who actually run the planet. The reality, however, was more mundane; in one picture there was a man who looked amazingly like Ollie, with his arm around a woman holding a baby, a little girl, judging by the pink shawl she was wrapped in. The woman looked just like Carol. Standing next to her was a girl in her late teens or early twenties, the spitting image of Izzy, with a toddler, a little boy, in her arms, grinning happily at the camera. With a shock, Izzy realised the little boy was Ollie, with light, fluffy, baby-hair and a chubby little baby-fat face, to be sure, but unmistakeably Ollie; that meant the baby had to be her. What the hell was this, and who were these people?
Ollie and Izzy looked at each other, and then at their mother.
"Mum, are these...?" began Ollie, and Carol nodded. Izzy realised her mother's eyes were brimming as her finger gently stroked each image in turn.
"That's daddy, mum, me carrying you, Ollie, and mum's carrying Izzy. You were almost two when James took that picture, Ollie, I was eighteen, and we took this picture because it was your first birthday, Izzy."
Ollie slowly ran his finger over the faces of the two people in the photo, tracing their features; the hair was different, but he could see how he was almost the image of the man in the picture.
"What happened, where are they now...?" he murmured. Carol tried to speak, but her voice cracked, and Izzy suddenly realised Carol was trying not to cry. Ollie slid out of bed and grabbed the box of tissues from the dresser, handing a handful to Izzy, who gave them to her mother in turn, while they waited for her to compose herself.
Carol finally smiled to show she was OK again, and flipped through the album until she came to an older photograph, a tall man with sharper, more angular features, but the same eyes and expression as Ollie.
"This is granddad, Oliver Bartlett; he came here just after the war, when this place was pretty much still deserted and quite heavily bomb damaged from the Blitz, and he bought most of the houses along this street. Before the war this was a pretty run-down, working-class district; this is where the Covent Garden market porters, dray-men and cab-drivers lived, here and Pimlico, where he also bought-up a couple of streets; hard to believe, eh? Anyway, granddad was a builder, so he began rebuilding and refurbishing the houses he'd bought; I suppose today you'd call him a property developer. Daddy worked with him when he was old enough. He was born in this house, and so was I. He met mummy at school, they got married when they were twenty-two, and I was born the next year. They always wanted more children, but I was seventeen before you were born, Ollie; poor mummy had so many miscarriages, but she wouldn't give up trying; she wanted to give daddy a son, someone to take over from him and granddad one day."



She paused to smile, her expression distant as memory overtook her for a moment.
"Then you came along Izzy, and mummy was so thrilled, but she never really recovered. She was so weak after you were born, so sick. It wasn't your fault, baby, there was something wrong with her; all those miscarriages should have been a clue, and the doctors couldn't help her. I was eighteen when I got married, daddy didn't like it, because I was so young, we both were, and James is a distant cousin, too, so daddy and mummy were not too happy about that, either; they said we were too young, but of course I knew it all and we got married anyway, in Chelsea Town Hall. And before you ask, his name was Bartlett too, so I got to keep my name; yay, lucky me..."
Izzy took her hand, her anger and resentment forgotten, wiped away by Carol's obvious distress.
"What happened...Carol, what happened to our parents?"
Carol squeezed her hand so tightly she almost gasped at the sudden pain.
"It was the day after your birthday, Iz, the day after we took that picture. Where that supermarket on the corner is, there used to be a big Georgian mansion there; it was patched up after the war, but they didn't know the foundations had been badly damaged and undermined by all the bombing during The Blitz; it was dangerously unstable, but Daddy didn't know that, the papers said it had been made safe, and he went down there into the basement to take a look around, because he and granddad had bought it; they were having the place pulled down to build the supermarket, and he wanted to look at how they were going to do it safely. He was only supposed to be there for a few minutes...I watched him from the road as he went down the stairs, next thing I knew the whole thing collapsed. Daddy was killed, my dad was killed..."
Izzy stared in silent shock at Ollie, who looked equally as stunned.
"Poor mummy, she was bad enough already and that was pretty much the last straw. She collapsed, they rushed her to St. Thomas's, but..."
She blinked back her tears, and took Ollie's hand in her other hand.
"The last thing mummy did was to give me you, both of you. She made James and me your guardians, almost the last thing she said was that I was to be your mum now, so I took you, and you, Ollie, and I did what she asked; I became your mum. Mum knew I couldn't be your big sister; you needed parents, a mum and dad, so she made me promise I'd be your mum, that James would be your dad, and that we'd bring you up as if we really were your parents. I promised her I'd only to tell you the truth when I thought you were old enough. So here we are, kids..."
Izzy slumped back in a daze, absorbing what her...sister had just told her; her first reaction was to scream 'why did you keep this to yourself, we had a right to know!', but she held her tongue; something told her Carol was in no condition to handle her smart mouth.
Ollie, meanwhile, was leafing through the papers Carol had dumped on the bed; his birth certificate, showing his parents as John Oliver and Carol Isobel Bartlett, so that part was true, ditto Izzy's birth certificate; at least now he knew where their names had come from. Other papers included mortgages, lease and rental agreements, and lots of papers covered in dense print that seemed to be some sort of financial statements and legal documents.
As he was leafing through the papers, it suddenly struck him that he was looking at the deed documents for building after building, at least a couple of dozen of them, on the street where they lived and on several adjacent streets. This couldn't be right, surely?
"Mu...Carol, what are these?" he waved a handful of the papers at Carol, who took them from him.
"These are the title deeds for the properties you own, baby, you and Izzy. These are copies; the originals are in a bank vault, your lawyers look after them."
'I have a lawyer?' thought Ollie, 'news to me...'
"Mum, what does it all mean? You tell me you and dad are not my mum and dad, and now you tell me I own all this property? Are we rich then? Where did all these houses come from?"
Carol smiled wistfully as she shook her head.
"I told you, baby, granddad bought properties all around here, over in Pimlico, and across the river in Wandsworth and Battersea after the war. He rebuilt and refurbished them. He thought they'd sell for enough to cover the costs and have a little left over to leave to daddy, but they didn't sell, not then; no-one was buying houses in the 1950's, but that all changed in the sixties and Seventies. This used to be a solid working-class area, then all the people who wanted to live in the West End but couldn't afford Chelsea, Mayfair, and Knightsbridge, and wouldn't live in Notting Hill or Maida Vale, at least not then, began to move here, and property prices and rentals went up, and up, and up, and granddad decided not to sell. On paper, you and Izzy are very wealthy, but there's no actual money, James saw to that..."
She smiled bitterly, her mouth twisting as she shook her head.
"What happened...' murmured Izzy, and Carol took her hand.
"Your...dad, my...husband, thought he was an expert in property investment, he wanted to invest your income from all these houses in other properties, but he didn't know what he was doing, he tried playing the sharks at their game and he lost it all. He couldn't touch the property; that was held in trust for you, but he lost everything I had kept safe for you, all the accumulated income from all those rentals over the years, the deeds and rights to that supermarket down the road that granddad left for me, all the money daddy left, his insurance, and everything granddad and I had put aside from the business for the two of you, plus everything granddad left me from the sale of his business."
She leafed sadly through the pile of financial documents.
"James left me because I wouldn't let him borrow against your inheritance, but I couldn't risk him losing everything you had, too, not after what he did to me. That's why he left. Didn't you ever wonder how we could afford to live in the West End of London even though I don't have a job, and why neither of you has any student loans? Your trust manages your income from those properties, and pays for our daily living costs, household expenses, and your education, not your father; he gambled and lost everything I had, and then he left me because I wouldn't let him gamble everything you had as well."
She leafed absently through the sheaf of deeds and documents, her eyes far away.
"Now we live on a portion of the rental income from all those houses granddad and daddy bought and renovated. There are a lot of them; houses around here were cheap after the war. Not anymore, though. We have to pay for the upkeep of all those houses, and it's not cheap; what comes in mostly goes straight back out again, or into the trust to be held for the two of you in-trust, and I can't touch any of it, nor can you. These are all Georgian and Regency-period buildings, and English Heritage won't let me repair with modern materials, I have to use the exact same materials as the original builders, like hand-cut Welsh slate, and Portland stone, and things like replacing all the lead plumbing with copper and plastic, because of health and safety regulations, is cripplingly expensive, so I have to keep rolling the rental income back into repairs and maintenance, and after your portion goes into the trust there isn't much left over for luxuries. It's ironic, really; you own some of the most valuable properties in the South-east of England, and I had to pawn mum's engagement ring to buy Izzy her new laptop..."
Ollie frowned.
"If we own all this property around here, why don't we just sell a few houses? I know what houses sell for around here, we sell a couple and we're set for life!"
Carol shook her head.
"It's not that simple, baby; the trust stipulates that none of the holdings can be disposed of until Izzy reaches her twenty-first birthday; granddad set it up that way so she'd have a voice in what happens to her inheritance; she had to make an 'informed choice'; I'm sorry, but those are the words of the trust deeds, and I have to abide by them. Eighteen more months, baby, that's all, just sit tight..."
Ollie's forehead furrowed in thought, Carol noting, as she always did, how much like their father he looked when he did that.
"Look, there has to be a way to...I don't know, get some of the property released, something? This is ridiculous; we're sitting on a goldmine and yet you say we're practically living hand to mouth? How is that even possible?"
Carol's lip twisted bitterly, a harsh, cynical smile flitting across her face.
"You can thank my wonderful husband for that. All the money granddad and our parents left me, and the funds we set up to make your life and mine easier, he pillaged them all; that flash car of his, that swanky office, that fat slut he's taken up with? He paid for all that with my share, and the money I set aside for us, not the trust; 'If you're going to play with the big boys, you have to look the part, sweetheart, blah, blah, blah...', and he only left because I wouldn't sign-over your share to him too. And before you go calling and asking him for money, he won't listen; as far as he's concerned, you're not his children, and he feels no obligation to you at all; he's not your father, and you're not his problem; those were his exact words when he left."
Izzy felt it was time she made a contribution.
"So what do we do now? Why do we need to do anything? According to you, the trust is paying our tuition, we're not starving, not yet, and in eighteen months it's all academic. Surely we can keep doing what we're doing and wait for my twenty-first to roll around? And why did you wait 'til now to tell us?"
Carol smiled at the question.
"I wasn't actually planning on telling either of you anything until Izzy's twenty-first; that was one of the conditions Granddad set for the trust, so I had to abide by it; he left me enough for us to live comfortably, you know what happened to all that. The two of you plotting to blackmail me kind of forced my hand, Iz; now that you know, though, you're still bound by the terms of the trust, you too, Ollie. Until Izzy is twenty-one, the trust stays untouchable, no matter that you'll be way past twenty-one, Ollie. I'm sorry, Ollie, but Granddad was kind of old-fashioned; in his day, twenty-one was the age of majority, not eighteen, so that's how he set it up. For now, we keep on doing what we're doing. Come on, it's not so bad! If you hadn't forced my hand, you'd never have known, so just think of it as something to look forward to one day not too far off..."
Ollie grinned, winked at Izzy, and plumped back down on the bed.
"Suits me fine, I can wait. How 'bout you, Izzy, or you still in the mood for a little blackmail?"
He grinned as he said it, to show there was no sting intended, and for once, Izzy didn't bite. Instead, she smiled back, and this time it was a pleasant, open smile, not that malicious smirk of hers that so irked him.
"Oliver Bartlett, I may be an amoral little bitch, according to you, and I may have the brains of a woodlouse, which I heard by the way, I do have ears you know, but I really don't think I'm going to fuck-over the big sister I only just discovered I had. Why don't you go and take a shower, you smell funny, and not in a good way, while my big sister tells me about my mum. Go-on Ollie, piss-off, use the family bathroom and take your time, there's a good boy!"
Ollie grinned again at her dismissing him, started to wrap the sheet around himself then thought 'what the hell, she's seen everything, wake up, Ollie-Boy!' so just stood up and stretched mightily, well aware that both his sisters watched him hungrily as he did so, then padded naked out of the room.
"Don't do anything I wouldn't do!" was his parting shot, and he grinned as Izzy's voice came clearly through the door. "Fuck off Ollie!"
*
Both sisters watched their muscular, handsome, and wonderfully well-endowed brother leave the room, then waited for a second or so, until Izzy made the next move.
"Right, now he's gone..."
With that, she slid her short skirt past her hips and wriggled until it dropped to the floor, and began tugging her tight top over her head, smiling slightly at Carol's expression.
"Correct me if I'm wrong, but didn't you say something earlier about me joining you? Well, now that Bonehead's cleared-off, I think I will; it's time you and I had a little us-time, Mommy Dearest..."
With that, her top dropped to the floor; she was bra-less, her nipples stiff and engorged, two pink points staring directly at Carol. Izzy hooked her thumbs into her lacy little panties and tugged them past her hips, giving a little shimmy to drop them to the floor so she could step out of them, all the while watching her 'new' older sister through hooded eyes.
"OK Big Sister," she murmured, smiling seductively, smoothing her hands over her body, before lightly pinching her nipples and licking her lips, "this is where it gets interesting..."
*
Omnia Vincit Amore, Et Nos Cedamus Amori:
From his vantage point across the road, Tommy watched greedily, lust for Izzy steadily clanging through him, almost making him forget the pain in that place he didn't like to think about, but which still made sitting down a cautious operation. His hand crept down almost involuntarily to unzip his trousers and give himself a quick rub and squeeze.
"You can do that later, you idiot, keep your mind on what we're doing here!"
The voice of his co-conspirator jerked him back to reality, and he was grateful the only light in the room was from the street light far below, otherwise the other occupant of the room would have seen him flush beet-red.
"So what do you think, boy, are you ready for a little revenge?" asked his companion. "Just get her to me, and that thick-headed brother of hers, and when I'm finished with them, you can do what you like with all three of them. Think of them as my gift to you. Just grab them, I don't care how, and I'll do the rest. I'm counting on you, boy, don't fuck this up, there's too much at stake!"
"Don't worry, it's all set for tomorrow morning," replied Tommy. "Everyone knows their places, so it should all go off without a hitch. Their mother will have to be grabbed later, when she goes out to pick up the papers; we've checked it out, and everyone on that side of the street works, but as tomorrow's Saturday, they'll probably have a lie-in; we should be able to grab her with no witnesses."
"You better be right there, boy!" snarled his co-conspirator, "if this goes tits-up I promise you it won't be another cocktail-shaker I'm going to ram up your arse!"
"Quit worrying, and don't threaten me, you don't scare me!" gritted Tommy Millsom. "We've practiced this a dozen times, we have our timing down to a T; it's all good, so back the fuck off!"
*
Ollie took Izzy at her word; considering what he'd been doing, a thorough shower was probably a really good idea, and the hot water, as hot as he could stand it, was invigorating and relaxing, as well as relaxing his throbbing scrotum. He still hadn't forgiven Izzy for breaking his stride just when he was on his vinegar strokes, but the hot water soothed the ache, and for once, with no Izzy hammering on the door, he luxuriated in the heat, the steam, and the feeling of being really clean, his mind free-wheeling in neutral while every trace of what he'd been doing was power-showered away. He checked his watch and noted almost with a start that he'd been in there almost thirty minutes, but it was so wonderful it had felt like ten. His fingers were pruning-up, so he regretfully shut off the water and towelled off, humming to himself, perfectly at ease for the first time in a very long time.
'Time to finish off...' he thought jauntily as he soft-footed back to Carol's bedroom, to stop and take in the scene in front of him.
*
Izzy slid into bed next to her sister, brushing her lips with her own, smiling inwardly at Carol's mixed expression of puzzlement, shock, and not a little arousal, too.
"Relax, Sis, and don't be scared, just let me do the work; I think you're going to like this, just relax..."
Carol smiled tentatively, roving her eyes over her younger sister's tight, alluring body, unable to suppress the little frissons of arousal thrilling through her whenever she locked eyes with Izzy. She closed her eyes and tried to slow her hammering heartbeat, wondering what was coming next even as Izzy cupped her magnificent breasts.
"Is it your turn to seduce me, poppet, or am I getting a freebie?" murmured Carol, attempting to lighten the mood a little, then her eyes widened and her lips curved in a silent 'O' as Izzy's thumbnails scratched lightly across her nipples, erecting the sensitive little nubs of flesh once again and making her gasp with the sensation.
"Oh yeah, you liked that, I can tell!" breathed Izzy, closing her hands over her older sister's breasts, fondling the firm flesh and palming the nipples even as she bore her over backwards, to land on top of her with their lips almost touching, close enough for a kiss.
Carol had no defences against Izzy's brand of seduction, something Izzy picked-up on almost immediately, so without missing a beat, she deliberately squirmed on top of Carol, bringing her hairless labia into contact with her older sister's, sending a bolt of pleasure through the older woman and wringing a squeak of pleasure from her.
"Liked that too, didn't ya!" gloated Izzy, doing it again just to hear her sister's soft, breathy squeal, to see her writhe in pleasure, completely under her control.
Now Izzy's hands crept down even as her teeth gently scraped Carol's neck, her suddenly throbbing nipples making her gasp and try and pull away, but Izzy's weight on her prevented that. Another squirm from Izzy, grinding her pussy even harder against her sister's still tender labia, made Carol forget all about the sensations from her swollen nipples as yet another bolt of pleasure flashed through her. Izzy's fingers, as yet unnoticed by her sister, slid between their tightly-pressed bellies, and a single finger slid between her labia, teasing the damp, tender flesh. Carol jumped like she'd been scorched at the feel of her sister's finger teasing her inner labia.
"Oh my God, Iz, what are you doing to me?!!" she gasped, before whining through her clenched her teeth as another almost unbearable wave of pleasure spread through her as Izzy tweaked her clitoris, just a little touch, but enough to electrify the older woman.
Izzy leaned up over her (without removing her finger from its warm lodging in Carol's pussy) and gently scraped her teeth on Carol's chin, the softest possible love-bite.
"All we're doing is Lezzing-out a little, sweetie; don't tell me this is your first time?"
From the vague, slightly scared expression on her sister's face, Izzy knew she'd scored a bulls-eye.
"Really, never? Not even a little snogging-session in school? Oh my God, with all this going for you, tits like yours, an arse from here to Friday, and never a bloke in sight, you should have had every Diesel and Lipstick from here to Scotland and back queuing up outside the front door, lubed-up, dripping like Niagara, tongues hanging out, and fifteen-inch double-enders ready to go!"
Izzy shook her head in mock sadness.
"Look, I get the 'no blokes' thing, after Dad...sorry, 'James' fucked off, but looking like you do, seriously, you could have gone down to 'Lesbians 'R' Us' night at 'The Fridge' and been swamped in the fucking stampede! Don't tell me you never even once thought about 'tipping the velvet' with a dirty little hottie or two? No? Not even after a couple of gins on a Saturday night? Where's your sense of adventure, woman, don't tell me I'm the only one in this whole family with a complete set of balls?"



All through her monologue, Izzy kept slight but relentless pressure on the finger inserted in her sister's pussy, but now she started sliding it gently, slowly, back and forth, frigging her gently, not enough to spook her, but plenty enough to keep her focused. Izzy leaned closer so she was almost lip to lip with her big sister.
"I'm going to show you how to have some proper fun; you did it your way with Ollie, and it was a good way, but now it's time to learn Big Fun the Izzy Bartlett way; I'm going to show you what happens when hotness like yours meets horny like mine, sister dearest; hold on to your knickers, it's gonna be a cracker!"
Carol watched, wide-eyed, as Izzy slid off her, the kiss on her nipple she planted as she moved away making the older woman shudder at the quick thrill that zipped through her, and even as she wondered what the younger girl was going to do next, she got her answer, as Izzy grabbed her ankles, and in one powerful, surging heave, slid her down the bed even as she pushed her legs right over so her crotch was pointed almost directly at the ceiling.
"What? No! Please...!" choked Carol, her protests dying in her throat as Izzy smiled slowly, wickedly, before dipping her head down to lick her older sister with the flat of her tongue from the still sensitive crinkle of her anus to the very apex of her swollen pussy. It was a long, slow, deliberate lick, meant to torture, tease, tantalise, and thrill, and Carol groaned with the pleasure of being teased like that. She realised her little sister was in charge of her now, and she would make her feel as little or as much pleasure as she felt like giving, but, with a shock, Carol suddenly realised didn't care; this was all so new, so good, this new Izzy was so teasingly desirable, that all bets were off, and now it was time for fun.
Izzy sensed the change in her sister's attitude, and smiled to herself as she once more licked Carol's mound, this time pushing her tongue between the folds of her sister's swollen labia, drawing a whistling gasp from the older woman as the wriggling, invading tongue-tip probed and teased inside her. Izzy decided that her sister was having entirely too much fun, and she wanted some, so without a word, she scooted around and threw her leg over Carol's prone body, pushing her own pink, sopping little pussy into her sister's face even as her head once more dived between her soft thighs.
"Wha..." Carol managed to murmur in surprise, before Izzy's damply fragrant labia squished against her lips, and Izzy gasped softly.
"Fair's fair, sister dear, I do yours, and you do mine; quid pro quo, sis, so lick away; it's about time you learned something useful!"
With that, Izzy wriggled and jammed her juicy gash once more against Carol's mouth, sighing happily when she felt the older woman take a tentative lick, followed by a slightly more positive one, then another. Izzy grinned secretly and wriggled some more, enjoying the feel of her sister's tongue and lips pleasuring her private parts.
"Gotcha!" thought Izzy happily, "I always wondered if she'd lezz-out one day; now I know!" before once more getting down to the serious business of 'dining at the Y'...
*
Ollie watched in agonised arousal as the two beautiful women in his life sported and played with each other; the soft, liquid sounds of their enjoyment and the scent of their arousal filled the room, assailing his senses and filling him with need for both of them. As he watched them lick and suck each other, all he could think of was how much he wanted to ram his cock into his sister, either one, it didn't matter, while burying his face in the other's crotch. It was a wanker's dream visual; two gorgeous, naked, almost identical women plating each other, both gagging for a fucking good shagging, with the added benefit that all he had to do was walk over there and climb on, secure in the knowledge that neither would turn him away.
As he watched, his cock once more stiffened to almost epic proportions, while his balls began chiming like Sunday morning in Dublin, demanding he get on with it; after the way he'd been pulled away last time, they needed a spot of immediate manual handling followed by some serious deflating before they exploded at the spectacle unfolding before him. Without any thought on his part, his hand found his cock and began fisting it as he watched his two sisters eat each other, oblivious to his presence.
Carol caught sight of him first, her eyes narrowing as her lips curved into a smile against Izzy's puffed-up labia. She rolled her eyes even as she used her thumbs to open Izzy's labia even wider. Ollie, not at all slow on the uptake, cat-footed across the room to stand next to Carol, with Izzy, facing away as she was, still oblivious to his presence. Carol nodded, gasping out "Now, just there!"
Izzy muttered "So you like it there, do you?", thinking Carol was talking to her, before groaning aloud as Ollie straddled his older sister's head and speared his raging cock into his younger sister's tight, juicy pussy in one long thrust.
"Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck!" gabbled Izzy as Ollie bottomed-out in her, followed by Ollie's own groan as Carol tea-bagged him, seeing as his balls were hanging so invitingly close to her mouth.
Izzy tried to keep a rhythm going as she sucked and licked Carol's succulent pussy, while Ollie hammered away at her own snatch, all three of them writhing and humping together in a tangle of limbs, heaving bodies, and gasping, breathy sighs and moans as their individual climaxes neared.
None of them could keep-up the pace they'd set themselves; Carol was teetering on the edge with the licking, and humming, and heavy breathing Izzy was subjecting her aching pussy to, while Izzy was likewise almost there, the feel of Ollie's thick cock battering into her womb almost driving her insane with arousal, and Ollie, well, his cock and balls had never had it so good, with Izzy's tight tunnel squeezing and rippling him while Carol sucked and licked his balls, driving him to a heightened state of hot arousal, until:
"Oooohhh FUUUCCCKKK!!" screeched Izzy as the dam burst, her gushing pussy coating Carol's face and chin with her sweet juices as she came like a thunderbolt. Carol groaned in response, her lips tightening around Ollie's balls as orgasm ripped through her, set off by Izzy's climax. Ollie tensed, every tendon taut as a bowstring as his eyesight blanked-out and his ears popped with the intensity of his climax. His cock stiffened and lurched like a live thing inside Izzy with the double stimulus of her tight pussy rippling and squeezing his cock, and Carol's oral massaging of his balls. Izzy screamed again as the wave of orgasm crested inside her once more, triggered by the pulsing of Ollie's cock as he blasted spurt after spurt deep into her while her rippling pussy milked him relentlessly, orgasm building and cresting repeatedly inside her.
Carol watched in awe as Ollie's fat cock throbbed right above her lips, the contractions of Izzy's labia matching the muscular pulsations as her baby sister milked her baby brother of every last drop of spunk. Ollie stood stock-still above her, his tanned skin sheened with sweat, while she stared up at him, comparing his toned, masculine physique to a bronze statue of a Greek hero, while pride, and love, and deep, deep awe that her little brother was such a perfectly-built male specimen warred inside her; no wonder Izzy had tipped-over without even a token fight when he'd put the move on her!
*
Izzy woke muzzily aware that someone had their arm around her, a large, warm, hand cupping her breast, and what felt like an epic morning wood nestled snugly in the crack of her bottom. As she came awake, the night's events flooded back, memory wakening to the remembered feel of Ollie jamming his fat cock further inside her than any man had ever gone before, the mind-numbing ecstasy of the gigantic, prolonged orgasm he'd induced in her, and the warm, loving possessiveness of his embrace.
She smiled sleepily at the memory of his whispered words of love and commitment before turning his attentions to Carol, kissing and nibbling both of them until they'd fallen asleep in each others' arms. Her lips curved in a happy grin as she replayed his tender, powerful lovemaking, reminding herself that she was going to need some more very soon.
Just then, Ollie stirred, the change in his breathing telling her he was awake,.
"Hi Skanky!" he murmured, kissing her lightly on the back of her neck even as his thumb gently flicked her nipple, before gasping as she tensed and clenched her buttocks around his solidly erect cock, squeezing him between the soft, plush cheeks like a velvet vice.
"Jeez, don't do that, after last night my cock feels like it's been sandblasted, go easy, please!" he groaned.
Izzy smiled again, before schooling her voice into an almost stern, demanding tone.
"If you call me 'skanky' again I'm going to yank it off, got it? And by the way, Ollie Dearest, it's Saturday, I have nowhere to go, and nothing to do, so I expect at least as much time and attention you gave mu...I mean Carol last night. Fair's fair, Olliekins; you owe me, and don't you try and get out of it! And while we're on the subject, I think Carol's going to be looking for more of that sweet, sweet loving too, so better eat your Shreddies, it's gonna be a long weekend!"
Ollie winced internally; what kind of monster had he created here? The thought of two red-hot sexpots like Carol and Izzy making endless, alternating demands on his time and stamina was almost too much to contemplate; for a fleeting second, the admittedly hot and steamy prospect of endlessly boning two hot-babes warred with the idea of a life of solitude and celibacy somewhere in the Outer Hebrides, practising the ancient Highland art of Groin-Clenching, and communing with the occasional passing haddock...
At that, he realised they were alone; Carol wasn't there, but then, as if the thought had summoned her, she opened the bedroom door and sashayed into the room, her hair pinned-up high on her head and her shoulders beaded with water droplets, with only a brief towel wrapped around her to give the illusion of modesty. Ollie felt his already erect penis twitch at the sight of his older sister's lush body as she nonchalantly dropped one end the towel, something Izzy noticed immediately, if the sudden jab of her elbow in his solar plexus was anything to go by.
Carol grinned at the by-play as she patted her damp shoulders dry and smoothed the bed-covers before sitting down on the edge of the bed.
"Ollie, I think you and Izzy have a few things you need to get straight," she began, "Last night was fun and all, but the two of you need to work out a few things, so I'm going to leave you to it. I need to pick up a few things at the supermarket later and I need you to help me with lunch, so come down when you're done, but don't be all day about it. I'm going for a walk down to the newsagent, that idiot paperboy delivered the wrong papers again so I'm going to have a word with them. See you later, poppets."
Ollie watched her slip into a pair of sheer panties, skin-tight black yoga pants, and a matching sports top with naked lust oozing from every pore, while Izzy watched him with an amused glint in her eye, noting the focus of his attention and plotting how to pay him back for it. When Carol finally slipped on a pair of flats and bobbed, wiggled and undulated out of the room, Izzy turned to face Ollie and pressed herself against him, gasping softly as his distended erection scraped against her slit, sending a quick 'zing!' of pleasure through her.
"OK cock-boy, now that Carol the Hottie's gone bye-bye, time to play; you owe me boy, now you get to pay me, and this better be good, or I'm telling Moxie you fancy him..."
Ollie grinned at her threat as he slid his hands around her waist and cupped her bottom, absently squeezing and playing with the taut cheeks as he kissed the tip of her nose.
"Isobel, Izzy, my sweet, sexy, tarty little Izzy-Wizzy, if you do that I'll have to show everyone those pictures of you I downloaded from Psycho Tommy's phone, and you don't want that, do you, honey-bun?"
Izzy tried to punch him in the chest, but then somehow she was kissing him instead, and he was kissing her back, and now she was once more feeling something new, something that had never been a large part of her previous relationships: gentleness. Ollie was a big, powerful young man, but his kiss was gentle, tender, and considerate, something she'd never experienced before, but had always subconsciously yearned for. An emptiness inside her she'd never realised she'd carried around her entire life filled up with love and longing as Ollie finally touched her where no-one had ever reached before, and claimed her for his own.
Izzy melted against her big brother, drowning in his kiss, gently grinding herself against him even as his fat rod rubbed against her dampening slit, sending sharp little electric thrills shooting through her with every gentle thrust of his hips against her.
"Oooohhhh God, Ollie, that feels good, don't stop!" she quavered when they surfaced to take a breath, so he obliged, his own head lost in the sheer enjoyment of holding, kneading, and gently squeezing Izzy's deliciously firm bottom while his need for the slender, beautiful girl pressed so nakedly against him spun and surged through him.
"Oh my God, am I in love with her?" he asked himself, wonder mixed with equal parts lust and longing for her, and when her lips once more pressed against his, and her tongue slipped between his parted lips to fence and tangle with his own, his head answered him back; yes, he was in love with her, and he could feel her feeling the same way too.
This was what Carol had meant, this was what she'd left them to discover in each other, and when she came back, he was going to pull her into this new closeness, because he realised he loved her as much as he loved Izzy; for him, now and forever, the two most perfect women in the world were his big sister and his baby sister, and they really were the loves of his life.
As he kissed Izzy with care and intent, his hands slid up and down her satin flanks, squeezing and fondling her gorgeous backside, pulling the cheeks of her peach-bottom apart just to hear the whispered gasp as he stretched her pink doorway open. Izzy in turn wondered if he was thinking about maybe sliding that big cock of his in there, and, to her surprise, found the idea both appealing and almost unbearably sexy; she'd done anal before, with nondescript lovers who'd gotten off, then gotten off, and she remembered it as a not particularly memorable experience; now, however, with someone as considerate as Ollie, if he was indeed thinking of going there, with that big, fat donger of his, it promised to be something else altogether, a truly next-level experience, and she thrilled with arousal at the idea.
Ollie broke their clinch and sat upright, pulling Izzy to kneel astride him, her hot, moist little pussy suddenly rubbing and scraping against his urgently erect cock. Izzy gasped as she pressed against the stone-hard flesh, then grinned wickedly as she wrapped her arms around Ollie's neck and pulled herself closer to him so she could torture him by rubbing herself along his length even as she kissed him passionately.
Ollie kissed her back just as fervently, his hips making small, thrusting motions as he felt what she was doing, rubbing himself against her even as she did the same to him. As they kissed and ground together, his hands slid around her flanks to squeeze, lift, and separate her delectable cheeks so his finger could gently probe her taut, tense little back-door, making her gasp and grind against him even more deliberately.
Ollie slid his finger into her damp pussy, drawing a gasp from her, before withdrawing and once more probing her anus with his wetted finger, then slowly, gently, sliding it into her, enjoying the catch in her breath as he invaded her last secret place.
"Are you going to stick your dick in my bum or just play stink-finger with it?" she grinned, nipping the end of his nose with a tiny, gentle little kitten bite, barely scraping him with her teeth.
Ollie grinned at her choice of words.
"You're a very dirty young woman, did you know that, Izzy Bartlett? I may have to spank you to teach you some manners..." he husked sexily in her ear, making her giggle and grind once more against him.
"If you spank me, will you kiss it better afterwards?" she retorted, whispering just as sexily in his ear, putting him off his guard before shoving her wet tongue tip into his ear, making him hoot as gooseflesh erupted like cold fire all over his body.
Izzy giggled as Ollie spun her around so she was face down across his lap and held her down with his arm across her back.
"Oh Ollie, you're so big and masterful, you are, oh you are! You men, you're such beasts, but you're so manly, Ollie, and such a big thingy, too, Oh, what shall I do, what shall I do?" she simpered, taunting him, while Ollie stared, transfixed by the sight of her perfect bottom flexing and jiggling as she wriggled so invitingly.
"I said, 'you're so big and masterful...?' she hinted, and gave a soft, happy squeal as the flat of his hand smacked lightly against her gorgeous rump, making the flesh quiver tantalisingly. The pink imprint of his hand stood out against the firm, porcelain flesh, and so he did it again, this time on the other cheek, while Izzy writhed and pretend-struggled, her taut buttocks dancing and quivering in a way guaranteed to make any red-blooded male beat his chest, howl like tarzan, and bore in for the kill...
Ollie smacked her again, and again, not stinging or painful smacks, really just pats so he could watch her marvellous backside bounce, twitch and quiver, while Izzy giggled and gurgled in amusement, well aware of the rock-hard cock pressing firmly into her soft belly as she deliberately wriggled and undulated against him.
Ollie stopped pretending to spank his hot little sister because certain parts of him needed to do a lot more than play grab-ass, and Izzy was moaning more than giggling now, further advancing the 'time to fuck' clock. Now, with each smack his hand lingered, and squeezed, and fondled, and Izzy pushed back harder and higher against him, her delicious derriere wriggling and jiggling even more as she showed him what she wanted, while the sweet musk of her excitement slowly filled his head, inflaming his need even further.
With a sudden heave Ollie swept Izzy upright to once more straddle him, his surging cock again trapped between them, and the damp heat of her swollen pussy rubbed against him as he kissed her once more. Izzy kissed him back just as urgently, her need now almost overwhelming, so she broke their kiss to raise herself up, and, after a second of fumbling, aimed his thick cock at her labia, and slowly, carefully, sank down, taking his whole length into her with a long, fluttering sigh as once more he stretched her around himself, stimulating parts of her none of her previous lovers had ever managed to reach.
Ollie was transported by the sight of his beautiful sister as she fucked him; her lips swollen and parted, a bee-stung, perfect rosebud aching to be kissed and tasted, her beautiful eyes shut tight as she ground herself on him, her delicately pretty, sooty lashes outlined perfectly as they lay on her flawless cheeks, her long, elegant neck, and most of all, her beautiful face, the absolute picture of innocent, ecstatic pleasure, flushed with sexual urgency as she slowly but surely climbed to the heights.
Izzy was in a world of her own; this was the third time that big cock had been inside her, but it still felt like a gift to be savoured as she posted on top of her brother. Her orgasm was bubbling inside her, every thrust down onto that column of flesh embedded inside her brought it closer, closer, until, just as she thought the suspense would kill her, Ollie rammed his finger deep into her anus even as he thrust his hips to meet hers, jamming himself deep inside her.



Izzy growled wordlessly in deep, deep release as her orgasm crashed through her, a thunderclap burst of white hot light rattling her teeth with its intensity. She clung to Ollie like a shipwrecked sailor clings to a spar as wave after wave of hot delight crashed through her, blanking her senses with their raw power; truly, she'd never come like that before, and a small part of her mind wondered at the fact it was her brother who could make it happen, but Izzy didn't care. The delight surfing through and through her was extraordinary, addictive, and she was going to want more, as often as possible, if it was going to be like this, and somehow she knew, with Ollie, it always would be.
Ollie slumped back on the bed, taking Izzy with him, to lie quietly with her atop him, her pounding heart finally calming, with his hands still clenched possessively around her delectable bottom, and his big cock still buried deep inside her. Izzy finally thought to stir, and poke him in the side.
"Ollie?"
"Yeah, 'sup?" mumbled Ollie, his mind wandering far and wide as he unconsciously kneaded and gently fondled Izzy's succulent bottom.
"What about you, Ollie? I mean, don't you want to...?" murmured Izzy, concerned that so far it had all been for her, and it has to be said, it was a new sensation for her; suddenly she needed to know that she'd given as much pleasure as she'd received.
"Mmm, want to what?" asked Ollie absently, his mind still fully occupied with the two handfuls of deliciousness he was currently fondling. Izzy grinned at his lack of connection, although, given his present preoccupation, she could hazard a pretty good guess what he was thinking about. She gently scratched her fingernail along the underside of his scrotum, and smiled innocently when he started and looked into her eyes.
"I dunno, I was thinking maybe there was somewhere special you wanted to maybe, you know, sort of stick this thing in? I'm open to suggestions...stud..."
Ollie looked puzzled, so Izzy decided to lead him by the nose, because he was obviously too fascinated with her satiny bottom to think straight.
"Ollie, you do know you can do anything you like, yes? I mean, there's a few things you can do right now, you know what they are, take your pick, but I think I should let you know, mum...I mean Carol, she's not the only one around here who likes a little bit of...you know, alternative? Join the dots, Ollie-boy, I'm giving you a free-pass..."
Ollie's face went from preoccupied to puzzled to horny in 3 seconds flat as Izzy's words sank in, and his pumpkin grin threatened to split his face in two as his hands tightened on her buttocks, while his rigid cock seemed to pulse inside her.
"Are you sure about this, Izzy?" he breathed, asking her permission while his big hands pulled her cheeks apart, making her gasp and giggle as her anus was stretched open. Izzy grinned and nodded, then gasped again as his finger rubbed along the damp slit of her labia and then slid into her tightest hole.
"Fuck me properly, Ollie," she whispered, grinding her damp slit against his stone-hard cock. Ollie responded by hitching her even higher against him, kissing her madly as she ground and rubbed against him. At the same time, his intruding finger, followed by another, stretched and plundered her tight little treasure-hole.
"Do it now, Ollie, shove this in me, I want you to fuck my arse like you did Carol's, I want you to shove this thing in me and stretch me wide and fill me up with spunk, you hear me, Ollie?" she moaned and growled and whimpered as Ollie sexed her up all over again.
In reply, Ollie rammed his engorged cock even harder into her sopping pussy. Izzy gasped, her eyes round as saucers, and her mouth a sweet 'O' of shock at the sudden powerful thrust , all her nerve ending standing up and shrieking as her brother's swollen, fatly engorged cock ploughed into her.
"Christ, that feels good..." she murmured as she wriggled and ground herself onto him, as if she was trying to get him even deeper into her, while Ollie's hands once more played with and fondled her flexing buttocks, discovering all over again just how taut and springy her bottom was.
"Lube...lube me...Ollie...do it..." chanted Izzy, his hands and questing fingers driving her almost past the point of distraction, and when he once more slid his fingers, slick with her juices, into her tight anus, she gave a long, lustful groan.
"Yes, like that...more...oh yesss, yess!" she gasped, to smile triumphantly as Ollie's cock slid out of her soaking pussy, enabling her to take hold of him and position him against the slick, creased little pucker of her anus.
Ollie held her hips as he slowly pushed forward, watching Izzy's brow crease with the effort of fitting his thick girth into such a small, tight space, but when he paused, contemplating pulling out rather than cause her more pain, her eyelids flew up, and he saw a spark of real anger kindling in the depths of her liquid brown eyes.
"Don't you fucking dare!" she gritted, "You just keep going, pal, I'll worry about me; I just want this thing inside me, you got that?"
Ollie bowed to the inevitable, and so kept up the pressure, gentle but unrelenting, because that's what she wanted, feeling his cock slowly sliding into her velvety depths. Izzy was gasping like a marathon runner, her breath hot against his throat as she buried her face in the hollow of his neck, until, with a last sighing groan, he was fully inside her. Ollie held her close, nuzzling the top of her head and feeling her breathing ramp down as she got used to the fat rod buried all the way inside her. When he looked into her eyes, she looked back up at him, and grinned, flexing her anus and making him gasp with the sudden constriction as she pushed herself up to look down at him.
"Whooo, thank Christ for that!" she breathed, "I thought it was gonna push my kidneys out my ears! What possessed you to grow such a big dick? I'll tell you one thing; that silly bitch Shulagh Devlin doesn't know what the fuck she's missing out on; still, her loss, my gain..."
Ollie grinned up at her, and Izzy smiled back, feeling a sudden, warming rush of love for him, nothing at all to do with the fact he was her brother, and with no lust attached; it was love, pure and simple, and that's when she finally knew she truly was in love with Ollie, her brother and lover.
"What...?" asked Ollie, aware something had just happened, while Izzy continued to gaze down at him, her smile unchanging, but now there was something about it...
Izzy snapped out of her rapt examination of his features and dipped down to kiss him just once, a peck on the lips.
"Ollie, if I ask you something, will you give me a straight answer?" she whispered. Ollie heard the tone, even in her hushed voice, and knew she was being serious.
"Yes, of course I will, anything for you, Iz, you know that..." he replied just as seriously.
"Ollie, do you...love me? Think about it, you know what I'm asking, it's just you and me here, so please tell me the truth: do you love me?"
Of course Ollie loved his sister, but he knew right away that was not what she meant; he knew what she meant, because it was the question he was waiting to ask her himself, so he left off squeezing and fondling her to cup her sweet face and look directly into her eyes.
"Iz, I know you're my sister, and I know it's all kinds of wrong, it's illegal, even, but I can't lie to you about this. I do love you, and I don't know what I'd do if I didn't have you; I want you, I want to keep you, and I'll never be able to let you go. There, now you know; you asked and I told you, and whatever happens next, no matter where it goes, at least you'll always know, and I'll always know I told you how I feel, even if I never, ever get to tell you it ever again."
Izzy smiled a long, slow happy smile even as a tear sparkled and trembled on her eyelashes.
"Good, because that's what I was going to say, but you beat me to the punch, Ollie-baby!" she grinned, more tears gathering to run in silver streaks down her perfect cheek to drip from her chin on and onto his chest.
Ollie gathered her closer, to kiss her softly, gently, lovingly, their tongues tangling, twirling, and fencing as they kissed properly for the first time, both of them finally admitting who and what they were to each other. As they kissed, connected as they still were, Ollie rolled over so Izzy was under him, his thick penis still embedded in her stretched-tight anus, and as he began pumping into her, so her legs folded around the small of his back, holding her to him as he fucked her in such a raw, taboo way.
Orgasm chased orgasm through Izzy's body as Ollie's own brand of lovemaking did things to her no previous lover had ever managed, the feel of him battering into her, his smooth, hard, muscular body pinning her down, while his insistent lips demanded nothing but her kiss in return, and so she gave him back stroke for stroke, humping and hunching herself against him as he powered relentlessly into her, until:
"Ooohh GoooOOODDD!" shrieked Izzy as the great-granddaddy of orgasms blasted through her, blinding and deafening her with its power, while she shook and trembled like a leaf in an autumn gale. Her anus clamped down around Ollie's surging cock, triggering his own climax. Ollie gasped as his cock swelled and jammed inside her, while Izzy screamed once more at the unbearable pleasure. Ollie in turn gave a coughing roar as what felt like an entire lifetime supply of spunk blasted into her, filling her crevice again and again, as wad after wad of spunk barrelled into her deepest depths, filling her with his hot tribute.
Ollie slumped down like a dead man, wrung out and completely spent, retaining only enough wit to fall sideways and take Izzy with him; if he'd slumped down on her he might injure her, and even in his blurred and muzzy state he would never do anything to hurt her, not now that she and he had finally admitted to each other what they were really feeling.
Izzy lay in Ollie's arms, barely semi-conscious, aware only of Ollie's arms around her and that big thing still pulsing deep inside her anus. As her head cleared, and the trills and last thrilling echoes of her gigantic orgasm faded, she scoured Ollie's face for any trace of anger, dismay, distaste, anything that might indicate he might be regretting what they'd just done, but as his eyes cleared and focussed on her, all she could see was warmth, need, love of her as his woman, not his sister, and a fierce and heart-warming protectiveness. Her heart sang at that; Ollie really did want her, she could see it in his eyes, feel it in the way he held her, and now her life was finally where it should have been all along; in love with a good man, and happy at last.
"Penny for your thoughts, Izzy-Wizzy!" murmured Ollie, and Izzy smiled at the childhood nickname even as his eyes swept happily up and down her nakedness, and his hands once more fondled and caressed her. Izzy kissed his chest and winked up at him.
"First off, I was thinking I need to get this big dick out of my bottom, then I want a shower, and you should have one too, then maybe some snacks, and after that, I plan on being naked a lot, so it's up to you and that big fat thingy of yours what happens after. Any better ideas...stud?"
Ollie winked back and slowly slid his still-engorged cock out of Izzy, while she gasped and shuddered as mini-orgasms once again chased and curled through her at the sensation, then he was out of her, and Izzy immediately clapped her hand behind her as the huge quantity of spunk he'd pumped into her began trickling out again.
"OOhh Yukk, you dirty..." she giggled, hopping out of bed and making a beeline for the en-suite shower. "Open a window, Ollie, it reeks in here!" she called as she turned the shower on. Ollie complied, then regretfully headed for the family bathroom; the en-suite was too small for two, which was a shame, because he had a couple of ideas he'd have liked to try out ...
Dénouement:
Showered, dried-off, and feeling the need for breakfast, Ollie laid the table and tore open a couple of packets of mixed salad leaves, sliced some tomatoes and cucumber, opened a pack of cold cuts, and grabbed a carton of sliced pineapple, a tub of clotted cream, and a jar of strawberry conserve from the fridge while Izzy toasted muffins, scrambled some eggs, and waited for the coffee to brew. While they ate, they discussed what had happened, and how they were going forward with it. Ollie was of the opinion that they keep going as before, so no-one could see the change in them.
"If we start acting all 'lovey-dovey', someone's going to twig, and then the shit really will hit the fan," he stated, "Let's just sit tight, wait for this trust thing to come about, mature, whatever, then sell-up, stash the cash, and just piss off, you, Carol, and me, because I love her too, as much as I love you, and in the same way, to somewhere they don't know us and don't give a shit. How does that sound, Izzy?"
Izzy looked at him darkly.
"You mean for the next eighteen months we get to watch the local scrubbers pawing at you and make like we don't care? I don't know if I can do that, Ollie, and I don't think Carol can, either; after all we said and did, I don't know if I can play-act enough to look all nonchalant while Bridey Devlin's crew of über-sluts and slappers make cow-eyes at you and try rubbing themselves up and down you like a bunch of alley-cats; you know me, and Carol's probably going to feel the same way; at some point we're going to just say 'enough's enough' and go fucking postal on 'em!"
Ollie looked carefully at her, and realised what she was saying was true. He thought for a moment, then grinned, making Izzy shoot an eyebrow.
"OK, this is what we do; I'm now officially celibate; I'm in training for a big overseas tournament end of next year, i.e. your birthday, and I can't afford the distraction of girls, so they're all to stay away from me; out on the street I'll be a monk, in here we can be a tribe of fuck-monkeys, and no-one gets to know; does that work for you?"
Izzy grinned at his solution, and then slipped the slim Claddagh ring she always wore off her right hand ring finger and slid it onto Ollie's right hand pinky, with the heart pointing at him.
"There, now you have a 'Promise' ring to show anyone who asks why you're off the girls, and note how the heart faces you? That means you're taken, so they can all piss off!"
They ate their brunch happily, lingering over their meal and occasionally raiding the fridge for more delicacies. Over an hour after they'd first sat down, they finally started clearing up, when Ollie suddenly looked up at Izzy.
"Iz, where's Carol?"
Izzy paused in stacking the dishwasher.
"She went to the newsagent to complain about the papers...wait; Ollie, that was hours ago...where the hell is she?"
Ollie picked up his phone and called her. Far off in the distance they could hear 'Für Elise', Carol's ringtone, a tune that had always irritated the hell out of both of them. Her phone went to VM, so Ollie called again, and once again they heard it in the distance. Ollie, by now just a little worried, walked through the house, listening to the sound of Carol's ringtone. Izzy trailed after him, a bad feeling forming in the pit of her stomach.
"Ollie, it's coming from outside," noted Izzy, and when they opened the front door, the ringtone became loud and clear. Ollie ran down the path, and there, in the shrubbery near the front gate, they found Carol's phone, the front screen was cracked but it was still functional, and one of the flat shoes they'd seen her put on when she got dressed that morning was lying beside the path.
"Ollie...?" murmured Izzy, holding up the shoe, her forehead creased with worry, while Ollie racked his brains, trying to remember when Carol had left the house.
"Ollie, when she came in this morning, I saw the clock on the dresser; it said just after nine o'clock; Ollie, it's nearly two, she's been gone five hours, where is she, why is her 'phone here, what's happened to her? Ollie, DO something!"
Ollie hugged her while he tried to think.
"Look, you go to the newsagent, ask them if they saw Carol, I'll take a run down to the supermarket, she said she had to pick up some stuff, maybe they saw her, or know where she went...'
Even as he was speaking, he was already loping down to the supermarket a couple of hundred yards away, a quick glance over his shoulder confirming was Izzy headed in the opposite direction, to the newsagent on the corner.
The people at the supermarket knew Carol well, and they hadn't seen her in several days. Ollie was beginning to panic now; Carol had been gone for hours, something had happened to her, the damaged 'phone and single discarded shoe were mute evidence of that, but still he ran back home, because if she could reach them, it would be there. He saw Izzy in the distance hurrying back from the newsagent, but even as he raised his arm to wave and attract her attention, a black Dodge Caravan screeched up alongside her, and two men leaped out and grabbed her. Ollie was shouting at the top of his voice, yelling himself hoarse even as he tried to reach her, watching her struggling, then going limp as one of the men punched her and they both dumped her into the minivan, which roared off with a screech of tyres.
Ollie stood stock still, his chest heaving from his exertions, while his mind raced; what had just happened, who the fuck had taken Izzy, and why, and had the same people grabbed Carol? What was going on here? Police, time to call the law, this was kidnapping and his mind kept repeating something he'd seen on a TV cop show; 48 hours, 48 hours, 48 hours; the first 48, that was the critical time, after that they'd be looking for bodies; he had to get them back inside the 48, or he'd never see them alive again.
Just then his 'phone rang. Ollie snatched it out, hoping it was one of the girls, but the number was withheld.
"H...hello?" he asked and a vaguely familiar voice replied.
"Hello Ollie-boy, I guess right now you're standing around looking stupid while your tiny little mind is wondering about your mother and that slutty little sister of yours? Well, let me put your mind at ease; we have them, both of them, they're safe, for now, but they're not going anywhere until I get what I want, and don't bother threatening or blustering, because there's fuck all you can do about it. Are you listening, Ollie-boy? I suggest you prick-up your ears and pay attention, or we're done, and they're done, got it?"
"Listen, you fucking psycho..." gritted Ollie, but the mocking voice overrode him.
"I said prick up your ears and listen, dumbo, why can't you just follow simple instructions? There are chimps at London Zoo who can do that, why can't you? Now shut up and pay attention, or it's over, and you'll never see them again; got it?"
"Why are you doing this to us, we don't have anything..." he began, but the smug, mocking voice continued talking.
"You're wrong, Ollie-boy, you'll find out soon enough. And by the way, if you call in the police, they're going to find both those pretty little cunts face down in the pond on Wanstead Flats...or maybe Victoria Park lake... or maybe I'll just chuck them off Beachy Head, it's such a popular suicide spot..."
Ollie went cold at the calm, careless tone; this guy, whoever he was, wasn't screwing around, he had both girls, and Ollie's hands were tied. His shoulders slumped at the sense of defeat pervading him.
"OK, what do you want?" he gritted, and listened as that mocking, hatefully smug, tantalisingly familiar voice told him what to do next.
"Come alone, and I mean alone, to the old White City site, opposite White City station, walk up Wood lane to Depot Road, and just walk down there until you get to the barrier, and wait there. Someone will come and get you. It's 2:30 now, you have an hour, so get a move on, and don't bother trying any tricks or little surprises or traps Ollie, because you're too stupid to put together anything that'll work; remember, I've got your two pretty little cunts, anything happens to my man, they'll pay for it, and you get to watch. Got that?"



"Got it..." murmured Ollie, black rage warring with an even blacker fear inside him; he knew this couldn't end well; whoever that was, he held all the aces. And why did he sound so maddeningly familiar? As he replayed the man's words again and again, a chord of memory struck; he'd called Carol and Izzy 'pretty little cunts'; someone else had called Izzy something like that once; someone he knew, someone he'd had to deal with...
And then it struck him, a single, electrifying moment of clarity and perfect recall: Tommy Millsom; he'd sneeringly called Izzy that just seconds before Ollie had hammered that art-deco cocktail shaker up where the sun never shines and given him a permanent waddle...
Ollie's mind raced now he knew who he was dealing with; granted, he wasn't a criminologist, but then Tommy Millsom wasn't exactly a criminal genius, either; he was a spoilt mama's boy with too much money and not even the brains God gave bastard geese in Ireland; somewhere in this there was an edge, if only he could figure it out...
*
The first thing Ollie saw when he came through the barrier at White City Underground station was a familiar face; as far as Ollie could remember, his name was Will, or Phil, or something just as forgettable, and he was one of Tommy Milsom's fawning little lickspittles, the kind of creep who looked in his handkerchief when he blew his nose in case anything edible had shown up; all Ollie remembered about him was that he'd been one of the cringing, smirking little acolytes who was going to fuck his sister after Tommy had finished with her, and the way he'd cried then shit his pants when Moxie had held him up off the floor with one huge hand wrapped around his skinny neck while waiting for the signal from Ollie to punch his face down his neck-hole and yank it out of his bottom.
He wasn't cringing now; now he had a greasy, triumphant smile on his acne-blasted face; it took all Ollie had to restrain himself from grabbing the scabby little weasel and squeezing his big, nasty grin of triumph into a small, silent scream of pain; as far as Ollie was concerned, when this was over, there stood yet another twerp who was going to find out what happens when you hammer a Size 12 fire extinguisher into a Size 2 asshole...
"Don't you try any funny business, we've got your two sluts, anything happens to me and they get it!" whined Will-or-Phil. Ollie kept his face carefully expressionless, and his voice even and un-stressed when he replied.
"They're not sluts, or anything else, they're my family; remember that. Now let's just get this over with, OK? Whatever goes down here, I'm taking my sisters home, and you better hope they're fine, because I swear, if they're not..."
He trailed off meaningfully, and Will-or-Phil quailed at the set expression and even tone, more scary in their way than any number of screamed threats.
"You don't scare me!" he blustered, but the tremor in his voice and the quaking of his knees gave the lie to that; he remembered vividly what had happened last time, the things Ollie could do when he was angry enough to snap, and for the first time since this had all begun, with the terrifying reality of an angry, tooled-up Ollie standing in front of him, menacing and ready to rock and roll, he began to wonder if perhaps it might not be such a bad idea to slip around a corner and leg it away sometime very soon; there was no reason to wait for Ollie to cripple him just because Tommy Millsom wanted his revenge; fuck Tommy, there were plenty of other girls out there...
Ollie watched all this flit across Will-or-Phil's face and grinned to himself; if he had one less maggot to squish it was no bad thing...
"Just follow me, OK? Once Tom...I mean my friend gets what he wants from you lot, you can go, just don't try anything, we're not scared of you!" he quavered, once more giving the lie to his words.
Ollie followed the trembling youth as he threaded his way through a maze of pre-fabricated work sheds and tool-stores, finally stopping at a low-roofed building, the faded sign showing it had once been an auto repair shop. The place looked like the kind of B-movie set where the bad guys were supposed to be lounging around inside, smoking, and making lumbering witticisms; what wasn't movie-like was the screeching and sound of things breaking coming from inside. Ollie grinned; it sounded like Izzy was in a fine old rage, and thoroughly enjoying herself, if the bangs, screams, screeches, bonging sounds, and occasional thudding noise of metal on flesh were anything to go by.
Will-or-Phil looked like he'd just dropped a load in his shorts at the sounds of mayhem, and Ollie's knowing grin immediately made him feel like dropping another one; the sound of bloody murder drained the colour from his face and even Ollie saw his knees begin knocking. Ollie grinned sardonically and indicated to the trembling youth to slide the door open. He did, reluctantly, and screamed as a body came hurtling through and rolled across the alleyway, out cold, a purple goose-egg on his forehead with a dent that looked to Ollie exactly like the imprint of a monkey wrench.
The inside of the garage was indeed like a scene from a slapstick movie; another youth who looked vaguely familiar to Ollie was slumped over on the ground, moaning softly, with his bare backside propped in the air, his pants around his knees, and what looked like a wheel-brace jammed into that place normally only thought of as an exit, both his eyes blooming with a beautiful pair of purple shiners, and a distinct bend to the left in his red and swollen nose. Izzy was stalking another pimply youth, broom handle in her hands, blood streaming from his nose as he dodged around crying and trying to avoid the big stick she kept hitting him with, and Tommy Millsom was covering-up and frantically backing away as Carol repeatedly belted him with a pry-bar, until he stepped on thin air, legs working like Wiley Coyote going over a cliff and toppled head-first into the deep inspection pit with a brief yell and a satisfying thud.
Izzy's victim backed into a rusty stack of body panels, which clattered down on top of him, his panicked yell suddenly cut short as several hundredweight of scrap steel toppled on him with a loud clang. She turned and glared at Ollie, her eyes flashing as she spotted Will-or-Phil, who promptly backed away preparatory to having it away on his toes.
Ollie took his cue, and grabbed the unfortunate youth, spun him around, and planted his instep squarely between his legs, in a textbook-classic 'instep punt kick'. Will-or-Phil hooted but his pain was short-lived because the open-handed slap to the back of the head that followed slammed his face against the nearest workbench and put him to sleep.
Carol grinned as she spotted Ollie, twirling the pry-bar like a majorette's baton, but then she dropped it and gasped in pain as, to Ollie's shock, James, the man he still thought of as 'dad', rose up from out of nowhere and yanked her backwards by her hair.
Ollie started forward, but the look of agony on Carol's face stopped him in his tracks as James wrapped her hair even tighter around his fist, twisted her arm up behind her, and shook her, his handsome face red and contorted with rage.
"Why couldn't you just follow orders, you stupid prick?" he yelled at Ollie, shaking Carol like a terrier with a rat. "All I wanted was the money, that's all, now look what you've done! What the fuck is wrong with you, all of you, why couldn't you lot just do as you're told, I wasn't going to let anyone hurt anyone, all I wanted was the money, now it's all gone to shit!"
Ollie made as if to step forward, and James yanked Carol closer.
"Uh-uh-uh, Ollie-Boy! One more step and it's curtains for her, got it?"
Ollie nodded, his eyes burning with rage, something James noted, which was why he kept his distance.
"Good, he finally gets it! Now, listen, all of you!" he gritted.
"Ollie, you, Carol, and Izzy are going to sign a piece of paper, I'm going to leave here with that piece of paper, Lorraine and I are going to be very rich, and you three are going to be alive. I'm taking Carol with me, when I get the money, you can have her back, it won't matter who you tell, we'll be long gone, but I won't hurt her, I promise. Forget that horny idiot, Tommy, he's yours, Ollie, but if you don't sign, Carol goes bye-bye, Ollie goes swimming with an engine block around his neck, and Tommy and his pet chimps get to play with Izzy. Just sign and leave, I get your money, you get to live, you get Carol back, everyone wins."
Ollie stared impassively at the man he'd once thought was his father, one side of his brain churning with furious anger that he'd do something like this to them, the other side planning, plotting, and discarding as he tried to come up with a way to get his sisters out of this alive, because he didn't believe for once second James would keep his word; he'd come this far, and done what he'd done, something told Ollie he wasn't going to play fair and be nice once he'd got what he wanted; once they signed that paper, they were dead, or as good as, because dead men tell no tales.
Ollie's shoulders slumped; he was out of ideas; he couldn't reach the man, he had no aces up his sleeves, James had won, now all Ollie could try and do was keep his sisters alive. At that moment, the one person they'd both forgotten about made her presence felt.
"Mum, duck..." said Izzy, her tone matter of fact and even, so she did. James spun around to look at her, the word "Wha...?" dying on his lips even as the rusty clutch plate Izzy spun at him like a discus slammed into his forehead, sending him flying. Carol wrenched her arm free and leaped for Ollie, who caught her and thrust her behind him, before running at James, intending to beat his ass into a pulp.
James was sprawled on the filthy, oil-soaked concrete, a large gash across his forehead and his eyes unfocussed. Ollie went to drag him upright, intending to bash the living shit out of him, but James was away with the fairies, his eyes crossed and dazed-looking. His mobile phone was on the ground next to him, and Ollie picked it up, and, on a hunch, scrolled through the texts, his face lighting up with a huge, happy grin at what he read there. Izzy and Carol watched in incomprehension as he composed and sent a text, then kicked James in the ribs.
"Oi, fucko, get up, you've got trouble, 'dad'!" he gritted as James curled up from the force of the kick. "You better pay attention, it's your balls on the line!"
James' eyes cleared as he saw Ollie with his phone in his hand, an unpleasant grin on his face.
"So, 'dad', you need to listen," grinned Ollie. "I just read all those texts in your phone from Albie Crane; really? You actually went and borrowed money from the Crane brothers, those fucking psycho dirtbags, and this was how you're going to pay them back? I've got news for you, James; read the text I just sent Albie, from you, telling him what he can do, and what you think of him...!"
James grabbed the handset Ollie proffered, and read in horror the message Ollie had sent:
Don't you threaten me, you fucked-up retard; I'm not going to pay you back, because fuck you, I don't want to, so you pair of dickless retards can shove your threats up your arses, I'm going to the police, they'd love to get you two dicks in a basement somewhere so they can kick shit out of you. Fuck you both, fuck your threats, fuck your retard families, and fuck your money, you pair of pointless turds, so seeya never, with all my love and a large glass of go fuck yourself, James B
James stared at Ollie, his face grey with fear.
"What have you done, oh my fucking God, do you know wha..." he began, but Ollie cut him off.
"Of course I know, you deserve it, and I don't give a fuck; you threatened my family, you tried to rob us, you had no intention of letting us live, so now you can explain to Albie Crane how it was all a big mistake; I doubt he'll listen, though; he doesn't like defaulters, and he doesn't like people who fuck with him, and you really shouldn't have disrespected his family, you know how he can get. You better run fast and far, because he's on his way over. See ya, 'dad'."
James staggered to his feet, and ran out into the alley on rubber legs, where a large 1968 Bentley T1 waited, a jowly woman with a bulldog expression and brassy blonde hair sat behind the wheel. James jumped into the car, which sped off with a roar and a screech of tyres.
Ollie grinned at Carol and Izzy, both of them rumpled, bruised and ragged, but not too badly off for wear, considering they'd been abducted, clobbered, and manhandled by Tommy and his pet maggots. At the thought of Tommy, Ollie grinned, and picked up a discarded traffic-cone.
"Wait for me here," he grinned at the girls, "I want to have a quick word with Tommy and give him a special birthday present, be back in a second..."
With that, he strolled back into the garage, from whence a minute later came a blood-curdling screech. Ollie strolled back out, dusting his hands and grinning.
"Ollie, what did you do, and what was that scream...?" murmured Carol, and Ollie laughed happily.
"Oh nothing, that was Just Tommy getting acquainted with his new butt-plug; he shouldn't have any problem fitting any more cocktail shakers up there once he gets that out, but it might take a while, it's shoved in there pretty deep..."
Epilogue:
Ollie stretched under the sun canopy, and pulled Carol a little closer into the shade and away from the blazing Mediterranean sun. She stirred at the movement and smiled at him, stretching languidly in the heat, her body in a minuscule bikini displayed to maximum effect for him.
"Where's Izzy taken Katie?" she murmured, grinning at the sight of Ollie's penis twitching at her nearness.
"She took the baby to the kiddie beach for a paddle and ice cream, and don't worry, she covered her in sun-block and she's got a parasol with her, she's fine; let Izzy have some alone-time with her, she adores her, you know she won't let anything harm her."
"So we're alone, then?" purred Carol, untying the knots n her bikini and smiling at Ollie's lewd grin as she slid the tiny pieces of material off.
"Sure are, hot-stuff, they'll be gone for another hour, plenty of time for what I've got in mind..."
"What's that, then?" grinned Carol, as if she didn't know.
Ollie eyed her speculatively, a grin playing around his lips.
"I was down at the supermarket earlier, seeing if they had any Mint Thins, and I bumped into a guy from England, name of 'Evan' also looking for Mint Thins, so we kind of rolled eyes, said "see ya round" and left, but I looked back for some reason, and he was getting into a car with two girls, real lookers, too, long red hair, and I heard him call one girl "Sylvie", they were both kissing him, and they had a bunch of kids with them, also redheads, but here's the thing; they all looked like each other; both girls looked like twins, and they both looked just like him. He looked back, saw me, kind of winked at me, and drove off."
Carol looked at him quizzically, obviously wondering why he was telling her this instead of making things happen for her.
"And your point is...?" she finally smiled.
Ollie grinned back at her.
"Sweetheart, I don't think we're alone, you know, doing what we're doing; perhaps next time I see this Evan guy, and it's very possible, this is a small place, I could take him to one side and find out? I know what we're doing, and I have no problem with it, and he sure didn't look like he had a problem either, it could be..." he trailed off.
Carol grinned happily.
"Maybe you should; it would be nice to know there's other people in the same boat as us, maybe we could even be friends. But that's for later; right now..."
She sat up and stretched, smiling at how Ollie's eyes tracked her spectacular breasts, watching his cock rapidly inflating even as her hand snaked out to fondle him, and, as always, she marvelled at how hard, how thick, how velvety smooth he was. Ollie obviously enjoyed what she was doing, if the way his cock twitched at her touch was anything to go by. Carol slid down next to him and Ollie pulled her on top of him, kissing her even as his hands squeezed and fondled her taut buttocks, pulling them apart to brush her anus with his fingertip, making Carol gasp and grind against him.
Carol raised up, and Ollie slid into her in one long, slow, agonisingly good thrust, filling her as he buried himself to the hilt in her warm pussy.
"Oh God, Ollie, every time you do that it feels like the first time!" she gasped, moving against him as he thrust into her, working her internal muscles to squeeze his length.
"Harder, baby, give me all of it, oh God, yesss!" she muttered, humping frenziedly even as he shoved himself into her as hard as he could, stretching her around himself and driving her crazy.
"Fill me, Ollie, fill me up, fuck another baby into me, give me your spunk, fuck me, fuck me!" she muttered, a constant litany of lust as they fucked furiously. Ollie could feel his climax approaching, Carol's words striking something deep inside him, and now he wanted to mate her, to fill her with another baby, to keep fucking her until she caught, then fuck her some more, and keep doing it as long as breath remained in his body.
Carol picked up on his feelings, the thought of Ollie pounding another baby into her fired something deep inside her, and, at the thought, orgasm blazed through her like sheet lightning, dimming her eyesight and rattling her teeth with its intensity.
"OOOOhhhh Fuuuccckkk!!" screeched Carol, her pussy tightening around Ollie's surging cock, making him roar as he swelled inside her, and shot bolt after bolt of hot spunk deep into the heart of her.
Ollie and carol slumped down on the lounger, completely wrung-out by their titanic climaxes, Ollie's hands absently running up and down carol's silky flanks and gently squeezing her world-class bottom while Carol grazed on his neck, feeling his pounding heart drumming in counterpoint to her own. Ollie finally roused from his rapt fondling of her to kiss the top of her head, making her look up at him.
"Did you mean that, Carol, is that what you want? Another baby, are you sure?"
Carol smiled and kissed his chest.
"What I want is for Izzy to have a baby with me, both of us together, like that family you saw; are you down for that, baby-boy?"
"Of course he is!" said Izzy, smiling down at them, a sleeping child in her arms. "It's not like we can't afford it, you know, and I want a sweet little baby like Katie for my own, how about it Ollie? The three of us here, in this beautiful place, in our own compound, all the money we could ever want, all it needs is a bunch of kids to make it perfect. Tonight, Olliekins, you get to do things the Izzy Bartlett way; get fortified, boy, I'm gonna suck you dry!"
Postscript:
James, or rather, Giacomo, as was now known, leaned on his mop, and wiped sweat from his streaming face, as he contemplated his future, or lack of one; as a toilet cleaner in a dusty little fly-blown trattoria somewhere inland from the Adriatic coast, in the arse-end of Italy, his options were limited. With no money, no prospects, and saddled with Lorraine (or 'Lucia' now...) and her constant misery and bitching about what he should have done, what he missed out on, what he did wrong, blah, blah, blah, he was quite ready to ram his mop handle up her ass and peg her out like a scarecrow before doing a runner for parts unknown.
Of course, England was a no-no, and always would be; with the Crane brothers and their cronies on the look-out for him and chubby Lorraine (although neither chubby nor bottle-blonde anymore, serious lack of money made sure of that), the only safe place was right here, in the middle of nowhere, being no-one, with a nothing job, for pittance money, working for a horrible woman with an impressive moustache and fascinating collection of moles, warts, and hairy lumps peppering her face, and a voice like a cat taking a shit through a sewn-up asshole.



Off in the distance came the croaking voice of his employer, so, with a resigned sigh and a fleeting, wistful thought of how close he'd come to real money, he put away his handkerchief and picked up his mop, and resumed swabbing the urine-stained floor.
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I stood in the saloon bar of "The Old Compass" pub in Hamble-le-Rice, Southampton, trying to finish my beer, but Sam, my best friend and usual wingman wouldn't let me alone on the subject of Sherry, the gorgeous blue-eyed, black-haired barmaid.
"Dan, she's fucking hot, she makes those munters you grope in the Student's Union on Saturday nights look like blow-up dolls; she's practically panting over you!"
He slapped me gently on the back of the head, a "wake-up and get with-it!" kind of slap.
"Everyone here, shit, everyone in Hamble knows she fancies the fuck out of you; what is wrong with you? Why not just go with the zeitgeist, mate, take her home and fuck her properly; that way she'll have had what she wants, and she'll be back in circulation, and we can all take a crack at her. You owe it to the men of Hamble, Danny-boy. It's your duty; you have to fuck that girl. It's the only way to cure the epidemic of Blue-Balls she's causing up and down the coast!"
Sam was right about Sherry; she'd made it obvious from day one she wanted nothing more than an extended sweaty-session with me and ordinarily I'd have been up for it like a rat up a drainpipe, as my poor old dad would have said, and with good reason: Sherry was everything a man could have asked for in a girl: slightly over medium height, with a slender, shapely figure, beautiful heart shaped face with big, sexy cornflower-blue eyes under a glossy quiff of short, sculpted jet-black hair, clear pale skin with a spray of pale freckles dusting her cheeks and cute snub nose, and beautiful coral-pink lips, full and succulent; the kind made to form a seal around the head of a man's cock.
That night she was wearing a striped boat-necked top with nothing underneath, to judge by the lack of bra strap on her exposed shoulders and the tantalising jiggle coming from inside that top, and Jeggings: leggings printed to look like jeans, which showed every curve and ripple of her supple thighs and fabulous round little bubble-butt, and no VPL, which was causing no end of speculation and wistful staring in the crowded pub.
As I said, she was everything a guy could want, but for some reason she had made it clear she wanted me, and that was where it became a problem, a big one; one that prevented me from moving in for the kill, no matter how delectable I thought she was. I couldn't make that move on her, much as I might have wanted to, dreamed of doing, had to restrain myself from doing, because Sherry was my aunt: Cherie Morrison Young, to use her proper name, my mum's baby half-sister.
I didn't know she worked there when I first went to the University of Southampton, where Sherry had also attended. She'd dropped out after the end of her second year, and I'd lost contact with her, presumably because she wanted it that way, as she had all my contact numbers and email addresses. For reasons of her own she'd decided to disappear, so imagine my shock when Sam and I'd wandered into the remote pub a few weeks previously to get away from the waterfront pubs and bars crowded with middle-aged rich yacht owners and their hot trophy wives talking about how much their yacht cost, how big their place in "Sandbanks" was, money, money blah, blah, blah and there she was, my hot young aunt, after almost two years with no sign or word of her, a former medical student, pulling pints and serving sandwiches.
To my surprise, she'd shown no trace of recognition, instead serving Sam and me, flashing Sam her professional smile, but then she'd reached out and stroked my face as she grinned at me.
"What's your name, handsome?" she purred, kissing her fingertip and pressing it to my lips before winking, raking my hair back of my forehead with her fingertips and going off to serve some other customers at the bar.
"Well fuck me, that's a first, innit!" said a voice behind me, and I turned to see one of the locals standing behind me. "Sherry don't usually say nothing to no-one 'ceptin' what a barmaid should. You lucky barstard, oi think she loikes you!"
Sam was looking at me in open-mouthed astonishment.
"You lucky, jammy fucker, how the fuck did you do that? She took one look and practically asked to have your babies! I'm definitely sticking with you; maybe some of it'll rub off on me!"
At this point, I think a little background is necessary. Sherry was my mother's young half-sister. Mum's parents had split-up when she was in her early teens, and my grandfather had played the field for years, before finally settling down again with a new, much younger, as in younger than Mum, if you can believe it, partner. In the meantime, Mum and Dad had met and eventually married in their early twenties, at just about the time Sherry, Mum's half-sister, was born. Two years after Sherry was born, Mum had me. Predictably enough, my deadbeat grandfather got the wanderlust again just before Sherry was born and disappeared, leaving Sherry's mother, Rosa Morrison, literally holding the baby.
Rosa was killed when a car skidded and rolled into the bus queue she was waiting in with two year-old Sherry. It was a freak accident; Sherry in her stroller was miraculously unharmed, the car missing her completely, but Rosa and the two other people at that bus-stop were killed. Mum was Sherry's only known living relative (although Mum knew Rosa had had an older sister, Barbara, who'd dropped out of sight after Sherry was born, and an older brother, John or maybe James, but she didn't really know where he was, and Mum and Rosa had never really talked about her family) so she took her and brought her up with me. I grew up thinking Sherry was my sister, and Mum and Dad, bless them, never treated her any differently to me. I think for a long time Sherry was convinced my parents were her parents as well.
To me, though, she was always just Sherry, my big sister; I never knew she was my aunt until Mum told us, after Dad had passed away, what had happened, and who Sherry really was. I was in my teens by then, so it didn't make a lot of difference to me, and it didn't seem to make any difference to Sherry; she was still my beautiful big sister, still just "Sherry", Mum was still just "Mum", always and everywhere, for both of us, and Sherry's real relationship to me, whether sister or aunt, made no difference, for reasons that will become obvious.
Back to the present day. I was at a loss to explain why she hadn't just greeted me as her younger brother, as had always been the case before, but I had to admit, the envious looks I was getting from the other occupants of the pub were really quite gratifying.
The rest of that evening was a haze of Sherry brushing past me, stroking my face, flicking my hair back out of my eyes, telling me how gorgeous I was, and at least twice brushing her fingers over my crotch. I decided I'd wait until closing time and ask her where she'd been, and just what the hell she thought she was doing, but try as I might, I wasn't able to catch her that night, or any other night that week; either I missed her, or she was staying behind to stock-take, or any one of a dozen assorted reasons, but the end result was the same.
I'd spend the evening being flirted with by my big sister/aunt, brushed up against by her, teased and touched by her, and on several occasion being lightly kissed by her, but I was never able to get her alone and ask her why; why the hell she'd disappeared on me, to suddenly re-surface like some lovesick teenager obsessed with me, and why she was making it so obvious to every half-awake customer that she was ready, willing and eager to jump in the sack with me.
I couldn't even understand why she'd singled me out for this whole "throwing herself at a guy" pantomime she seemed bent on playing out; I was no great shakes as a male specimen, tall, well-muscled, but not heavily built, from four years of Taekwondo and working at the speed bag, and playing rugby at school and now uni.
I had nondescript unruly brown hair that seemed to be forever falling into my eyes, pale-grey eyes, regular, forgettable features, what my dad used to call a "crowd face" and certainly not one to set a girl's heart a-flutter.
Sam of course didn't get it; night after night he'd come back to the pub with me, and stand in a puddle of his own drool, stripping Sherry bare with his eyes; she never said a word to him other than to be professionally polite and friendly, and that was all, but she rolled innuendo-loaded comments around me, doing the touching thing again and again, and making me feel very singled-out.
"Go on, ask her!" he'd hiss, nudging me as Sherry rubbed herself against me and grinned seductively, or put her arm around my waist and asked me if I was enjoying my evening as she rubbed her hip against mine, or backed into me with a handful of empty beer pots and wriggled slightly, just for a second, racking my internal temperature and pressure up several notches.
"She's practically handing you the key to her bedroom, Danny, what are you waiting for, boyo?" he'd moan in frustration-by-proxy, and look sideways at me when I looked away and gave him my stock answer; "I have my reasons, Sam, let it go!"
Sam would then respond with his stock rejoinder.
"Danny, she's a stunner; what's not to like? I mean, really? Look, I know you're not gay, not after what I saw you doing with Michaela McGrath at the Fresher's Ball, so why so reluctant to knock-over Sherry? She's gagging for you, boyo! Look Danny-boy, all she wants to do is wrap those lovely long legs around you and crush the life out of you; there are worse fucking ways to go, believe me! You're turning my street-cred into thin runny shit here, boyo; go get her, Danny, for my sake!"
This went on for days; I finally knew where Sherry was, and I wanted to talk to her, I wanted to know why she just dropped-out of uni and off my radar, where she'd been since, why she'd left me alone, but every night she managed to avoid me, while simultaneously flirting outrageously with me in public, until I began to think seriously about finding another pub; Sherry was too busy playing mind-games for me to take her seriously any more, and my studies were beginning to suffer.
After another week of fruitlessly trying to intercept her, I decided to forego any further visits to "The Old Compass" the following week and catch up instead on some required reading, and so for the rest of that week, I immersed myself deeply in Essentials of Anatomy & Physiology. By Friday evening, I was, however, missing seeing her, so I thought "why not?" and before I knew it, I was once again standing at the bar, ordering a drink from my game-playing aunt-slash-sister. She tried her usual flirting gambits on me, but I just took my drink and my change and retreated to a corner, wondering why the hell I'd come; nothing had changed in the last few days, and it looked like nothing was going to change, either.
I put down my beer and turned to leave, and suddenly she was there in front of me, her professional face gone, her flirty, come-hither expression gone; finally, it was just Sherry, my big sister.
I think I should come clean about something. Since I was 10 years old, and Sherry was 12, I'd been in love with her; to me, she was always the most beautiful girl I'd ever seen, and I would have waded through molten lava for her. As we got older, my feelings intensified; she occupied my every waking thought, even as another part of me entirely kept telling me how wrong those feelings were. When I grew older still, I used to masturbate thinking of her, images of her dancing and cavorting naked through my mind feeding my feverish fantasies.
When she went away to university I was crushed; suddenly all the beauty in my life was gone, the light that lit my days was extinguished. I knew she wouldn't come back, not for me, not for anything, so I made sure I was accepted at Southampton Medical School, just as she was, so I could be near her again, to learn as I arrived that she'd withdrawn from her third year and requested her transcript; she'd gone. After two years I'd banked heavily on seeing her again, but she was gone and I was devastated.
"Where've you been, Danny, I watched out for you all week, I missed you!" she smiled, a normal, sisterly smile. "I wanted to talk to you, baby-boy!"
I looked back at her warily.
"I've been trying to talk to you for days, Sherry, I waited for you outside night after night, but you always dodged me; you knew I was there but you just left me there, and you refused to talk to me inside this place; what could you possibly want to talk to me about now, after two years' silence, Sherry?"
"Not here, Danny, later, I promise!" She smiled, but I wasn't satisfied.
"No, Sherry, I'm sick to the back teeth with standing around like a lemon while you play mind-games. I'm staying in the student Halls of Residence on Bailey Street, Building A, Room 212; come and see me there if and when you decide to stop playing silly buggers. I don't have time to waste chasing around after you. Be there or not, I don't care anymore; after two years I'm used to not seeing or hearing from you!"
Sherry looked shocked at my rejection of her, but I didn't care; she'd been bouncing me around like a kid's ball for weeks now and I'd had enough.
"Danny, I'm..." she began, but I cut her short.
"Look, if you want to play more games, find someone else to wrap around your finger; I looked for you for years, Sherry. I thought I'd lost you forever, but you always knew how to reach me; you just never did. You left me behind without a word, and now you want to crawl all over me and play kiss-chase? I don't think so. When you're ready to act like an adult, I'll be there, for you I always was, but if you still want to play games, find someone else, I'm done with all these mind-games."
I brushed past her and left the pub, walking out in the full glare of my burning bridges, yet feeling curiously light inside; I'd finally had my say, even if it wasn't exactly what I thought and rehearsed and wanted to say when I finally found her again. I arrived back at the Halls of Residence feeling calm and self-possessed; I felt I'd handled the thing with Sherry like an adult, and I was sure I'd done the right thing. She had no right to play with my emotions and family connections like that, not after two years silence.
I took a shower, feeling emotionally at ease as well as physically relaxed for the first time in what felt like ages. I pulled on my sleeping t-shirt and sports shorts and settled down to catch-up a little further on the day's lectures. Eventually I looked up at the wall-clock; almost 12:30, so I guessed she wasn't going to show, then or ever, so I switched off my reading light, checked my alarm, as Sam and I were going for a run in the morning, and settled down for the night.
I was just winging through that place between sleep and wakefulness when a tapping at my door dragged me back to full wakefulness again. I checked my clock; just after 1 AM. so I staggered out of bed and slipped the chain on, opening the door a crack to see who it could be. It was Sherry. I actually debated for a second whether or not to open the door, but good manners (and the need to see her, and have her to myself, if I'm honest) won out, so I unchained the door with a sigh more melodramatic than heartfelt, and opened it, gesturing her in and closing the door behind her.
Sherry looked, as always, absolutely stunning; she may have been working as a barmaid, but she carried herself like a top-flight fashion model, and whatever she wore, no matter how simple or cheap and off-the-peg, she always looked like she'd just stepped out of the pages of Vogue, Marie-Claire, Cosmo, or Paris-Match. That night was no exception; she was wearing a simple blue and white striped top with a wide scoop-neck, skin-tight glossy black pedal-pushers paired with black embroidered Harem slippers, and a navy-blue jacket that looked like a cut-down Burberry trench coat, complete with epaulettes, half-cape and belt. Together with her pale flawless complexion, coral-pink lips, and long, sooty eyelashes framing her large expressive eyes, soft and blue, and very beautiful, with her midnight-black hair roached back into a glossy boy-cut quiff, she looked like a sexy chic 1950's Parisian beatnik, and truly, deeply fuckable.
"Danny, I'm sorry it's so late, end of week stock-take and all that I didn't want to wake you...but I owe you an apology...and an explanation."
I looked blearily at her.
"Sherry, it's one in the morning." I yawned involuntarily, "I don't need any explanations, not now, I was angry earlier, and I'm sorry..."
Sherry brushed my cheek lightly with her fingertips, even that light contact sending a quick 'zing' of pleasure rushing through me.
"Sit down, Danny, you look dead on your feet." she said, urging me toward my bed. I sat in the middle and Sherry sat on the end, one leg bent up under her, just as she used to do when we were younger and we'd sit up chatting late at night.
"I'm sorry, Danny, really, I thought you knew what I was doing. I thought you wanted to play, that's why I was playing with you, but I honestly thought that you'd...be into it, play along, the thrill of the chase, that sort of thing!"
I looked at her in puzzlement.
"Sherry, right now I have no bloody clue what you're on about. All I know is, my big sister, the only family I have left, the one person in the entire world who meant everything to me suddenly disappears for years, doesn't even come back for Mum's memorial service, falls back into my life by accident, and all she wants to do is flirt with me. Why, Shel? Why don't you explain, because, like always, you've managed to confuse the fuck out of me! Almost the last thing Mum said to me was that I should look out for you, that I needed to talk to you, but how could I when I didn't know where you were? I had to arrange the memorial service, go there alone, and stand there alone while everyone else had family around them, and I had to settle her estate, and I had to do it all alone. For God's sake, Sherry, I was only eighteen, I was a teenager and I needed you, I needed my big sister, but you weren't there. Where were you?"
Sherry looked at me searchingly, her eyes boring into mine, although I don't know what she expected to see in there other than a complete failure to understand what she was going on about.
"You really don't know, do you, Danny?" she murmured, and I shook my head again; know about what?



Sherry reached out and took my hand, her fingertip lightly tracing a meandering path around my palm.
"Danny, I came to Southampton to...to be as far from you as I could get. I just couldn't be near you, not the way I was feeling, not then. Mum knew, she worked it out, but she chose not to make a big deal out of it; after all, nothing had happened, and if I went away, nothing would ever come of it. At least that was the plan, and then you turned up here and put the kibosh on it! I'm sorry about Mum, I...I couldn't be there, I just couldn't. It would have been too much, I'm sorry! I said goodbye in my own way, and I think Mum understood; she knew why I couldn't be there, she knew what it was doing to me, she understood..."
She sighed, looked me in the eyes and I was shocked to see tears brimming and threatening to spill over from her glorious eyes. What was going on here, and why was she so close to tears? She wiped the backs of her hands across her eyes, and continued.
"It all worked so well; I was doing well, everything was fine and falling into place, and then I heard; Mum told me, you'd won a place at the med school in Southampton, and I couldn't have that, I couldn't be in the same place as you Danny, I just couldn't!"
I recoiled from her. How could she hate me so deeply: what had I ever done to hurt her that she should hate me with such intensity? My head was spinning with the enormity of it; my sister had thrown away her career in medicine rather than be in the same place as me: she'd dropped out and taken a low-paid job rather than share a university campus with me? Why? What had I done to deserve that kind of hatred?
I cringed away from her as far as I could, my own loss and loneliness of the last two years suddenly compounded by the knowledge of why she'd deserted me. I had to ask her, just so I knew.
"Shel... Sherry, what... why... what did I do? Whatever it was, I didn't know; I'm sorry, I would never hurt you, you're my big sister, I...I love you, I didn't mean to hurt you, please don't hate me. Whatever I did, I didn't mean it, I'm sorry, I'm sorry... "
Sherry stared at me in what I could have sworn was shock.
"What? No! No, Danny, you didn't do anything, Dan, I swear, you did nothing wrong, it was me, all me, I was the reason, not you! Oh baby, come here!"
Suddenly she was holding me, crying as she hugged me tight, and the feel of her arms around me again after so long was almost indescribably wonderful. I held her and soothed her as she cried, wondering what possible reason she could have for not wanting to be anywhere near me, but even to hold her again was, for me, a tiny slice of my own private paradise.
Sherry's sobs slowly turned to snuffles, then soft murmurs as she tried to speak, but I shushed her, instead handing her tissue after tissue and savouring the feeling of holding my lovely caring sweet wonderful big sister again after so long.
At last, she seemed in control of herself enough to let go of me, and sat back so she could look at me again.
"Every time I've seen you these last weeks, I just wanted to grab and hug you, Danny, and tell you how gorgeous you are, how tall you've grown, how proud I am of you, how much I missed you! The only reason I didn't was because I thought you knew what was going on with me, that Mum had told you before...y'know, we lost her, and you'd come to get me! I was waiting for you, but you never did..."
Now she was off in unknown territory again; just what in the hell was she talking about? Time to get to the bottom of this, it was late, and we were talking in circles here...
"Umm, Shel, why would I come and "get" you? What for? Three weeks ago I never even knew you were still in Southampton: you never told me, remember?"
Sherry pulled me close again, hugging me tightly to her.
"Oh Danny, you're still so sweet, I never stopped thinking about you. That's why I dropped out when I found out you were coming here, you were coming to So'ton; I thought Mum might have told you, and I really, REALLY couldn't be anywhere near you!"
We were back to that again. I pulled her off me and held her out so I could see her clearly.
"Sherry, will you just for Chrissake tell me what you're talking about? All this cryptic bullshit is giving me a severe pain in the arse; this is me, Danny, your brother, so just tell me what it is you're trying to tell me!"
Sherry looked at me levelly.
"Daniel...Danny, I left home mostly because of you. I had to. I had no choice. Mum and me, we talked about it and talked it over and over, and we decided that the best thing I could do was leave, apply to a medical school as far away as I could get. Southampton accepted me; I couldn't get into Edinburgh, and even though I was accepted at Birmingham and Leicester, I couldn't go to either one, both of them would have been too close to home, too close...to you."
I looked at her quizzically, but said nothing; she had some explaining to do, but now she'd piqued my curiosity; why did she think those places were "too close" to me? What did she think I had that she needed to quarantine herself away from me?
"Danny, I feel so bad saying this to you, and I know you'll hate me, but I want to be honest with you, the way you asked me, the way you've always been honest with me. I had to get away from home because of...of the way I felt about you, the way I've always felt about you. Danny, ever since we were young, I've been attracted to you, and as we got older, it just got stronger; I wanted you, I used to dream about you. Mum found me crying over you one time, and she got the whole sick story out of me."
I was shocked to see two large tears roll down her cheeks, her beautiful eyes downcast as she refused to look me in the face.
"Oh Danny, I'm sorry, I know how disgusted you must feel, but I can't help how I feel; please don't think I'm some kind of pervert; it's just...it's not...I, I can't help it. I'm sorry, baby, please believe me, I know it's wrong, I never wanted to feel this way, but I do, and I don't know how to make it go away!"
I looked at her, hardly able to believe what I was hearing, unsure whether this wasn't all some obscure prank or put-on she'd cooked-up for my benefit.
"Sherry, are you telling me... you're in love with me?" I asked her, half-way convinced it was a prank, yet hoping against hope she was telling me the truth; my heart leapt as she nodded.
"Danny, I'm sorry: I tried to not feel this way, really, but I can't help it. I'm sorry; every time I dated someone I compared them to you, how you ate, or talked, or walked, or laughed, and they never matched up."
The tears continued to roll down her cheeks as she rattled on, almost gabbling in her haste to say what she wanted to say.
"Oh God, I'm such a low-life, only sick twisted perverts think like that about their little brothers. I didn't want to tell you, I never thought I'd have to, and then you showed up, and you were all grown-up and just so tall, confident and handsome, even more than I remembered, and it all started over again, only now, now you were an adult, so big, so grown up, a grown man now, so I thought I could lead you on and see if you were interested and if you were we could have something, and you weren't, you ignored me. I'm so, so sorry I embarrassed you in front of everyone. I'm sorry, please don't hate me!"
She was crying properly now, big, distressed sobs, and I hurriedly pulled her into me. My head was spinning, but my heart was singing; beautiful, sexy, desirable Sherry, my gorgeous young aunt, my beautiful big sister, the girl of my dreams, wanted me; she wanted me, oh yes, yes, Halle-fucking-luiah!
I pulled her closer still as she cried, and she wrapped her arms around my neck, and suddenly she was sitting on my lap and hugging me like it was the most natural thing in the world. I stroked her hair and murmured in her perfect little ear as she cried, telling her it was OK, that I didn't hate her, that she didn't make me sick, and that I loved her. I told her that I'd always loved her, and I always would, no matter what, all the while breathing in the intoxicating scent of her, of her hair, her skin, her perfume, the undertones of shower soap and deodorant, being the happiest I'd ever been in my life.
Sherry calmed down as I hugged and caressed her, her lips resting in the crook of my neck as I rocked her gently on my lap, until two facts came to my attention. One, she was lightly kissing my neck, and two, I was getting an erection, and it felt like a good one too. I continued to hug and gently rock her, occasionally gently kissing her hair as I murmured soothing words to her, but I was also enjoying immensely the feel of her grazing on my neck. Sherry was also beginning to shift around on my lap as my erection made itself felt, until it must have become obvious to her what she was sitting on, at which point she began gently squirming, making sure I knew that she knew.
Sherry left off kissing my neck to lift up her head and look into my eyes, her beautiful blue eyes burning like lambent jewels.
"Do you like me, Danny? "she asked, "I mean, if I wasn't your aunt, sister, whatever it is I am, would you like me? Please, Danny, I have to know!"
With my painfully erect cock poking her solidly in her delectable rump, something she couldn't have failed to notice, I decided that honesty was, right then, the best policy.
"Shel...Sherry, ever since I was ten years old, you've been the only girl I've ever dreamed of; I'm in love with you, and I always have been; how sick is that, eh? The most beautiful girl I've ever known is my big sister, who's also my aunt, and she's the only girl I ever wanted. What a pair we make; there's you crying over me, and all I've been doing for the last ten years is pining for you. I love you Sherry; I just never knew how to tell you, but I guess you had enough problems of your own!"
Sherry's eyes widened as I made my confession, then she swiveled around to sit astride me, her fingers interlinked behind my neck, her pose bringing her lips level with mine.
"Danny, you've never lied to me, ever, so I have to believe you're not lying now. If you only knew how it feels to hear you say that..."
With that, she leaped forward, her body weight bearing me over backwards, and kissed me, but not a sisterly kiss; this was the real thing, and it went through my head like a blowtorch through butter; the one thing I'd wanted since I was a boy, from the most beautiful girl in the world, and now it was really happening.
My hands automatically slid around her waist, holding her to me, then slipped down to cup and squeeze her lovely show-stopping little rump, pulling her belly to belly with me, something I'd wanted to do and fantasised about all my life. Sherry moaned into my mouth as she ground herself against me, her lips pressing even more tightly against mine, her tongue probing inside my mouth as she writhed and rubbed against me.
My cock was like a steel bar, and Sherry grinding against it wasn't helping matters. I tried to stop, and I did, for about 0.001 of a second, then pulled her in even closer; this was my perfect fantasy, my dream come true, and the fact she was my big sister/aunt/whatever made no difference at all; to me she'd always be Sherry Young; unattainable, shit-hot Dream-Girl first, and big sister/aunt/whatever a very poor and distant second. Kissing her was wonderful, but now that I'd got her here, and I was a big boy now, I wanted to do more and judging by the way she was squirming and moaning as she rubbed against my aching cock, so did she.
I broke our kiss, Sherry staring into my eyes for a second, then a slow smile of understanding quirked-up the corners of her delectable lips.
"So Danny, it's finally come to this, baby-boy; I've been wanting and waiting for this seems like half my life, come here and help me, I want you to see me, what I have for you, if you want it..."
If I wanted it? Was she crazy? Most of my life had been building towards this, now it was here I was going to enjoy every single split-second of it. She must have seen my intent in my eyes, because she smiled that smile, like honey pouring from a spoon, slow, rich and delicious, and I moved in for the kill, slipping my hands into the waistband of her stretchy glossy pedal-pushers. I slid them down and around to hold and squeeze her delectably firm buttocks, while a thousand adolescent fantasies raged through me, all of them centred around me doing exactly what I was doing right then.
Sherry grinned at me, catching her lip between her teeth in a way I found almost unbearably sexy, before cupping my face in both her hands and kissing me once again, letting me know that this was where she wanted to be, doing this with me. As she kissed me, she ground herself against me, confirming what she wanted, and I wanted to oblige her in any and every way; when your super-hot dream-girl lets you know what she wants you to do to her, you seriously have no choice but to do it; to hold back would mean a lifetime of regret at lost opportunities, and I wasn't made for regret.
Sherry hissed softly and grinned naughtily, grinding herself against me, obviously feeling me hard and unrelenting against her, not that I was complaining.
I knew what I had and how to use it, had since I was in my teens, and that had stood me in good stead through my teens and early university social life. Knowing what I had, and how to use it meant I'd never had any complaints, and not a few return bouts. I didn't know exactly how long my cock was (because I stopped measuring it when I was 16 and realised the only people who were interested in things like that were the willy-watchers who looked over your shoulder when you took a piss in a public urinal) but I knew, without being arrogant about it, that I'd always delivered, and now the one girl in the entire world I'd always wanted to do it with was here, now, ready and wanting me.
Sherry teased me with her lips, kissing me with darting little pecks on my lips as she wriggled and writhed on top of me, driving me slowly and inexorably mad with lust for her, always ducking when I tried to capture her lips for some serious kissing, always coming back to dot my lips with more of those rapid-fire pecking kisses, soft as snowflakes, sweet as strawberries, while her eyes danced with glee as she played with me.
She should have remembered, two could play games, and I had my hands around her waist, holding her to me, so I slid my hands back inside the waist of her pedal-pushers to cup and squeeze, and fondle her perfect little bottom-globes, seeing her sexy little bite of her lip as I pulled those delectable globes apart just to hear her gasp and giggle.
"Danny, naughty..." she breathed, wriggling even harder against me, feeling my size.
"Oh my, you really are a big boy now!" she teased, kissing me more definitely, longer and more seriously now as my hands explored those tautly wondrous globes.
"Finish it Danny, please..." she breathed, so I reluctantly let go of my two prized handfuls to slide my thumbs in the waistband of her jeggings and slid them down to mid-thigh, finally letting me see the perfection of her body, the alabaster translucence of her skin, and the trim, sleek curves of her body. Looking down at the two perfect globes of her naked bottom, I knew my dreams had come true, this was real, and she was mine.
Sherry kissed my chin and sat up, pulling her top off in one fluid movement, and I gazed in wonder at my dream vision, her two perfect, bite-sized breasts, her protruding, enticing nipples the exact same shade as her coral-pink lips.
"Your turn, baby boy!" she smiled, and I hustled to obey her, tearing off my sleeping T-shirt. Sherry rove her eyes up and down my torso, taking me in.
"Wow, you filled-out nicely, Danny, whoo-wee! You were so slim and graceful when you were young; now look at you, girls must be queuing for this! Too bad it's mine now..."
She slid off me and wriggled and shimmied out of her leggings, revealing the smallest, most minuscule thong I'd ever seen, basically just a pair of threads and a tiny triangle of material covering her modesty, more a cache-sexe than a true lingerie item. I whistled appreciatively; I hadn't seen anything like that since my holiday in Saint Tropez the summer before I started medical school. Sherry smiled cheekily and pirouetted daintily so I saw the whole thing, and my cock, already achingly erect, went to a whole new plateau of arousal at the sight of that slender thread bisecting her naked buttocks so sexily.
"You like, Dan-Dan?" she flirted, winking at me. "I wore it so no VPL with my leggings, and for you, too, in case we ever got...you know, here; maybe you can peel them off me in a bit, yes?"
'Maybe? Fucking definitely!' was my knee-jerk emotional response; Cherie Young, my Sherry baby, was burning hot and setting off all kinds of calls inside me. I went to slip my shorts off, and she stopped me.
"No baby, mine!" she grinned, tugging at the waistband as I lifted my hips, hazed-out and horned-out to the max at what my dream girl was doing, but I focused like a laser when she gasped and stared at my midsection.
"Oh God, Danny, that's lovely, oh my God, oh yes!" she murmured, so I took it she approved.
"Can I?" she whispered, reaching out for me. Are you kidding me? Of course I agreed; this was the moment my life had been leading up to, like arse I was going to hum and haw now!
The feel of her warm little hand on me was indescribable, the sparkle in her eyes as she held and felt my size for the first time was an image I'd hold and keep for the rest of my life. She slid back onto the bed, kneeling next to me and kissing me, never once relinquishing her hold on me, and then she began slowly, gently, fisting me, holding the back of my head with the other hand so she could kiss me deeply, lustily. My arm went around her waist, holding her to me, my splayed hand pressed again her sleek flank as if I never meant to let her go, and I didn't; too much of my life was here, with her, to ever let go of her ever again.
I groaned at her nearness, a soft, involuntary sound, yet another teenage fantasy coming true as she slid up against me. Her warm sweet-scented satin skin against mine set my senses aflame, and memories of her and memories of dreams of her rushed and tumbled though my scattered mind, soaking up the feel, the scent, the here and now of her, while all my days without her tormented my soul. That was the part of me that had always been in love with her, of course; it was the horny student in me that wanted to just fuck her as hard as possible.
But I knew I couldn't do that, not now, not ever, not to my Sherry, the only girl I'd ever loved.
Sherry bore me over backwards again, something she was getting good at, my head hitting the pillow as she kissed me as if it was her life's purpose, while her hand worked at me, keeping me aroused, although it wasn't necessary; just her presence was enough.
Sherry slid down next to me and I turned to her, my arm once again encircling her waist, pulling her close as we kissed endlessly, and I knew what I wanted to do next, what I'd always wanted to do to her. As she continued to fist me, I gently rolled her onto her back and kissed her throat, her shoulder, the hollow of her neck, while she murmured softly and squirmed gently, obviously liking what I was doing. I kissed lower, the notch at the hollow of her throat, and then the upper slope of her breast, but when I flicked her erect nipple with the tip of my tongue her breathing hitched and she gasped softly.
"Oh yes, like that..." she murmured, the fingers of her free hand clutching my bed coverlet as I kissed her body. I played with her nipple, scraping it so, so gently with my teeth, and Sherry shuddered every time I did it, her eyes tight closed and her throat and neck flushing, while her lips parted like she was looking for another kiss. She made such an appealing picture, I was literally needing to pinch myself to check I was awake and this was really happening, but the subtle perfume of her skin, the sweet, heady scent of her arousal, the soft, breathy sighs as I worked her up, I couldn't have imagined those, ergo this really was real.



Her eyes flew open as I kissed down her ribcage and her flat stomach, and her soft 'ah-ah' as I swirled my tongue in her navel told me how much she was into this, but when I began to slide off that meaningless scrap of satin that was all she was wearing she almost panicked.
"Danny, what are you doing? nNooo..." she breathed, making me cock an eye on her face.
"I'm sorry, please baby, you scared me, that's all, I didn't mean..." she murmured, "it's just...I never..." and I looked at her in frank surprise; a beauty like her, and she'd never...
"Never, Sherry, ever?" I asked, and she turned her face away from me. I slid back up to her so I could gently take her chin between thumb and forefinger and just as gently turn her head so I could look into her glorious eyes.
"It's okay, there's no shame in it, no harm, no foul, I won't make you do anything you're not ready for, I promise; I love you, and I'll never hurt you!"
Sherry pulled me in for a quick kiss, her eyes bright and sparkling with unshed tears.
"It's not that, Danny; I've never gone far enough with anyone to know what comes next; I told you, everyone I dated wasn't you, they didn't talk like you, walk like you, look like you, act like you, and I didn't want to do...that...with them just because I could; I wanted it to be you, and you never came to me, so I never did..."
Now I got it, but I wasn't hurt or disappointed, not in the slightest; when I finally made love to my Sherry, it would be because she wanted to, not because she thought it was what I wanted; she'd waited so could I after all. I had her now, we had all the time in the world...
"But now I want to, Danny, because it's you, because you're here..." she whispered, her lip trembling.
I touched my fingertip lightly to her eyelid, and she closed her eyes, making the silver tear trembling there run down my finger.
"We don't need that..." I whispered and she smiled at me, and it was her 'Sherry' smile again, the one she'd always had for me. She lay back with a sigh when I kissed down her warm torso again, feeling with my lips what my hands had dreamed about for years, only this time, when my fingers danced over her tiny G-string she didn't flinch or draw away, nor did she flinch or become frightened when I hooked my finger in the waist and began sliding it off.
Sherry lifted her hips so I could tug that little scrap of satin and tangle of threads off her and down her satin thighs, and now she was as naked as I was, as glorious as the dawn and more beautiful by far. She had a small tuft of pubic hairs, trimmed neatly in a small heart-shape at the apex of her slit, otherwise she was waxed smooth, and while I wanted to lick and feel the texture of that smooth, glossy skin and her revealed labia with my tongue-tip, even more did I want to slip my tongue tip through that neat little tuft, to feel the texture of those silken hairs, to feel the curl and rustle of them against my tongue as I licked and tasted her.
Sherry gave a little twitch when I kissed that cute sculpted patch of hair, and a small sigh, and that was all as she accepted my attentions once again.
"Oooh Danneee..." she sighed, and chuckled softly when I kissed her flat tummy.
"I won't hurt you, baby, I promise; as much or as little as you want, that's what we'll do." I whispered, as I stroked her sleek flanks, fingertips dancing now for real where imagination only always had. "You tell me what you like, and that's what we'll do, that's all we'll do; I won't hurt you, not after a lifetime of wanting you..."
Sherry stroked my hair, running her fingers through and through, combing my hair back so she could look at my face, look into my eyes. Whatever she saw there, she believed, because it was the God's honest truth. She smiled and nodded, swirling her finger through my hair and down my face to gently tap my lips.
"I know, darling, make me feel good; that's all I ever wanted from you..."
I kissed her tummy again as gently as I could, kissing closer and closer to her fragrant slit, before finally planting a kiss on her labia as her thighs drifted apart, inviting me in. Soft languid murmurs and sexy little "oh, oh!" noises the only clues she gave me that she was enjoying what I was doing as I slowly, gently, carefully ate her peach. I took my own sweet time about it; this was what I had dreamed about for years, there was no need to rush things, not now my that dreams had come true.
When I pushed my tongue tip between her swelling labia she gasped and bucked, and suddenly her hands were on my head, holding me in place as she moaned softly.
"Like that, yes like that, oh yes, oh my God, yes, God... " she chanted softly while her heels drummed on the bed, and when I flicked her clitoris with my tongue-tip she pulled me in tightly to her succulent peach, her thighs clamped around my head and the blood roared in my ears as she stiffened in orgasm, while a soft gush of her sweet tangy nectar filled my mouth and coated my lips. When I flicked my tongue over the tight little knot of her tense anus she jerked, her eyes flying open, and she trembled as I slowly, carefully licked that last secret place, probing gently with the tip of my tongue as she writhed and gasped softly. I could feel her tension rising as I licked her soft, tight, dewy flesh, feeling her on the brink, and when I pressed forward and pushed my tongue into that slick little crease, she groaned loudly, her heels drumming on the bed as orgasm once more swept through her, bathing my lips and filling my mouth with her sweet tangy essences.
Sherry collapsed limply on the bed, her heartbeat hammering in her thighs and filling my ears, and then her thighs released their hold on me, allowing me to rise up so I could look at her. Her face was flushed, but sweetly composed, the rose-pink flush suffusing her throat and chest. I slid back up next to her, obviously waking her from the trance she'd fallen into, and smiled at the smile she gave me.
"Danny, that was... incredible, oh my God, what you did to me... I never knew it could be so. .. oohh Danny, all this time, and we could have been..."
She stroked my face, once again touching her fingertip to my lip, smiling happily at me.
"Now I know I was right about you, Danny, you ARE the one, you always were. And now there's more, isn't there? You make me feel so... so... wonderful inside, I'm so glad I waited for you, and now I want to make you feel just as wonderful; make love to me Danny, it's what I want, it's what we both want, it's why we're here. You're mine now. but I want to be yours, too, all that waiting and wondering's over; make love to me Danny, please, I want you in me, and with me, and to be part of me forever!"
She looked so desirable, her pale flawless skin, her blue eyes huge and trusting, her parted lips like the most perfect pink rose petals, soft and delicate, and her short, glossy black hair still set in that perfectly sculpted quiff, and my need for her blew up and burned inside me. I still couldn't believe I was naked with my dream girl, both of us naked and free to do what we both wanted, and that she wanted me as much as I wanted her.
I kissed her softly, and she kissed me back just as enthusiastically, then licked her lips and smiled sexily at me.
"Wow, I taste nice," she grinned, "no wonder you like eating me!"
That, and her hands on me, restlessly fondling and massaging me, told me all I needed to know, and as I kissed her and held her to me, I rolled onto my back, taking her with me so she was now on top of me. I smiled at her eyebrow cocked in query and slid my hands down from her waist to cup and squeeze her marvellously taut little bottom once more.
"Better for you this way, first time, you can set your pace, baby, I don't want to hurt you..." I whispered, and she dipped her head down to kiss me.
"Thank you, Danny..." she whispered, before kissing me some more, and more definitely, while she squirmed and rubbed herself against me. All I was conscious of was her damp pussy sliding against my aching cock, harder than I'd ever been in my life, and who could blame me? The girl of my dreams was working herself up against me, it was as if all my birthdays had come at once, so I let her do it her way; no way was I going to push her along.
Sherry's lips sealed to mine while her tongue danced in my mouth, and then her hand slipped between us, to encircle and hold my cock, and her weight shifted as she raised her pelvis, all the easier to engulf me. I felt her rubbing me against her hot wetness, and broke our kiss to look into her eyes.
"Slowly, sweetheart, do it slowly..." I whispered, "take your time, babe, get used to it..." I urged as she slowly, agonisingly, pushed against me, her eyes mirroring her pain as she slowly, gingerly took me into herself, the heat of her surrounding me as I slipped further and further into her. I was all the way in, buried to the hilt in her hot velvety succulence, while her breathing hitched and she softly gasped above me.
"Oh Danny, we did...finally, oh my God..." she chanted, and when I twitched inside her, her eyes flew open.
"No, please, don't move...gently, please go gently..."
I would have gladly held her like that all night; this was the girl of my every waking dream, whatever she wanted I'd gladly do, but I watched her carefully, seeing the pain slowly ebb as she got used to our joining, and the moment she moved and realised that it didn't hurt anymore, that something else was happening .
I slid my hand s to her sides, holding her waist, gentle pressure urging her upright, until she realised what I wanted her to do. She pushed herself upright so she was straddling me, and then she began to move against me, slowly grinding down on me as she held my hands to hold herself upright. As she rode me, I moved in sync with her, pumping into her, seeing her flush as her movements became more definite, more pronounced. Her small, perfect breasts danced as her movements became more frantic, as she bore down on me harder and faster as I jammed myself into her ever faster, more powerfully until:
"Oooh Gooood... Jezuuuss, Dannneee, ooooh, ooohhh YEESSS, YESS, OH FUUUUCKK YESS, YEESSS, GOOOOODDDD!!" she screamed as her orgasm powered through her, tightening around me almost unbearably. That was all I needed, and I clenched my teeth to hold back the roar as I came like lava, like a boiling torrent, my heart and life pouring into her in the most powerful climax I'd ever experienced, so powerful my jaws ached with the way I'd clamped my teeth together. My body shook as gigantic pleasure swept through me, blanking my sight and making my ears pop with its fury, wave after wave of sheer delight pulling me off this planet and hurtling me through limbo where all I felt was infinite pleasure and all I could hear was the scream of my heart's desire as she climaxed with me.
Sherry collapsed bonelessly on top of me, her heart thundering against mine as I surfed through the aftershock of such a gigantic climax, and her trembling and twitching on top of me brought me back to my senses, restarted my nervous system, and now I could feel her, her body trembling in her own aftershock as both of us slowly recovered our senses after such a huge adrenaline rush. Her closed eyelids fluttered, but she didn't open her eyes, she just mewed softly as I rolled sideways so she'd be more comfortable, but her eyes flew open as I slowly withdrew from her, and she smiled contentedly.
"Danny, I never guessed it would be like this, I just wish..." as two large tears welled up in her perfect eyes and spilled down her satin cheek.
"You wish what, sweetheart?" I whispered, mopping her tears with a corner of my coverlet, and she reached up to once again run the tip of her forefinger over my lip.
"I wish I'd been strong enough to do this with you years ago, baby; we've lost so much time, Danny, how do we make it up? I love you so much, for so long, all the time we've lost, when we could have..."
I stopped her with a kiss.
"We still have all the time in the world, Sherry, and we can do anything we want now; there are no rules anymore, no one sitting and judging us, just you and me. I love you Sherry, I have for years, I always will, so it's our time now, you and me and the life we choose."
She looked into my eyes, doing that thing she used to do when we were younger, checking my eyes to see if I was serious.
"So if we, I don't know, decided to get married, for instance, would you go along with that?"
I kissed her again, enjoying the look in her huge, beautiful eyes.
"In a heartbeat, Cherie, in a fucking New York second! There's nothing I'd want more than to be your husband, I dreamt of nothing else when I was a boy; nothing's changed, believe me!"
"Then promise me one thing, Danny," she said; "When you qualify, will you marry me?"
I kissed her as tenderly as I knew how, dragging out each kiss as long as I could.
"I'd marry you tomorrow, Sherry, you should know that by now, but yes, the day after I graduate, I'm making you Mrs. Daniel Forbes, so Sherry-baby, will you marry me?"
Sherry grinned and stroked my lip with the tip of her finger.
"Yes Danny, I will, that's all I ever wanted!"
"Wait there!" I grinned, kissing her quickly, before jumping out of bed so I could rummage through my dresser drawer while Sherry watched in puzzlement. When I found what I wanted, I headed back to the bed, and as she watched with that irresistible 'lip-biting' grin of hers, I got down on one knee and offered her my great-grandmother's antique diamond, sapphire and ruby engagement ring.
"Mum told me to give this to the girl I married, to the girl of my dreams, so once again, Cherie Morrison Young, will you marry me?"
Sherry giggled happily as she offered me her left hand so I could slide the ring on her finger, a perfect fit.
"Danny, of course I'll marry you, I dreamed about this moment so many times since I was a girl, I just never dreamed we'd be so naked when it happened!"
****
We made love again, and again, all though the night, as many ways as she wanted, in every position I could think of, slowly and gently, and banging her like a maddened machine, but always only the way we wanted, the way she was ready to explore, but always, in the back of my mind was the sheer thrill of knowing I was with the only girl I'd ever loved.
I stirred sometime in the wee hours, a little disoriented at the feel of someone in bed with me, her arm thrown back and her beautiful face in cleat profile, her small, perfect breasts rising and falling as she slept so peacefully next to me. My heart swelled at the sight of her so innocently asleep, and memory flooded back, memories of making love with my beautiful lost sister just a few hours earlier, the girl I wanted and for whom I lusted. She'd left a huge hole in my heart when she'd disappeared, pain I thought I would never recover from, but the flip-side of that jumble of emotions was the fact that now I knew why she'd run from me, and now I had her back, my Sherry-baby, my dream girl, my sister.
Okay, so she wasn't really my sister, she was my aunt, and I didn't know if that made what we had done better or worse, but I didn't care. The one girl in the world I'd idolised and wanted all my life had finally given me the one thing I'd always wanted: her love and commitment and the emotional groundswell inside me was impossible to ignore. It wasn't the sex so much as who it was I'd had sex with; Shel was my sister, but she was also my aunt, my mother's half-sister and family no matter which way you cut it; what did we do now that we'd crossed the Rubicon, taken that one, irrevocable step?
Pandora's Box was open, Humpty-Dumpty had fallen off his wall, and no amount of rationalisation was going to disguise the fact of what we'd just done.
And yet, surprisingly, I couldn't care less. I had seen and remembered in my Sherry-girl's eyes the exact same resolve. Too much had happened, we'd already lost too much time together, life had made some serious choices for us, and what we'd done didn't matter now, because everything had changed; now we could take those choices back and make new ones, choices that made sense in our new reality, and that reality was that we were together, and we were staying together.
I'd asked her to marry me, and I'd made that commitment not because she was hot, and naked, and with me; not because it was a spur of the moment thing driven by lust and the heat of the moment, but because I knew all the way through me that marrying her and pledging my life to her was what I wanted, that was all I wanted and she'd made the same commitment to me.
Satisfied that I had no regrets, and only excitement for the life ahead for both of us, I settled down again, drawing Sherry closer to me. She turned to me in her sleep, her arm sliding across my chest to hold me, breathing "Love you, Dannee..." as she snuggled down against me. I kissed her forehead gently, revelling in the feel of her snuggled tightly against me and pulled the covers over both of us, happier than I'd ever been in my life before.
*****
The sound of knocking finally roused me from the complicated dream I was having about Mum, school, Sherry when she was a teenager at home while rain drummed on the windows. I looked blearily at my bedside clock: 9:30 in the morning. Who the hell could that be? This was my only free Saturday; the one day of the month with no lab, no rounds, no lectures, no ICU, just me-time, and someone was disturbing it. At that, I suddenly realised I was in bed alone. For a single panicked second I thought she'd gone again, changed her mind or regretted what we'd done, and done a runner, but then I saw her clothes still slung carelessly over the back of my chair, and I slumped back in relief. So where was she?
As the knocking resumed, I finally clocked the sound I'd been hearing in my sleep: the shower was running, and had been for a while, judging by the humid feel of the room; obviously old habits die hard. I grinned as I recalled when the family was all still together, how we'd all be queuing outside the bathroom grumbling and complaining while Sherry took one of her epic eons-long showers. I clambered out of bed, reflecting that I needed a shower, too, and padded over to the door. I opened it on the chain, to see Sam waiting impatiently, dressed in shorts and a hooded top, with battered Converse trainers on his feet.
"Come on, Fatty!" He grinned. "Running time is here, you need to get some of that Lab-flab off your porky little belly, old son! Time's a-wastin', Danny-boy!"
I stared blankly at him, then memory crashed in; Saturday, I was supposed to be running a 10K with him! How the hell did I get out of this gracefully; Sam was a fitness fanatic, and we'd been planning this run for three weeks now, but I had my heart's desire taking a shower ten feet away, and right now I didn't want to run; I wanted climb in there with her.
Fortunately, Sherry made that decision for me, waltzing out of the en-suite shower wrapped in a brief bath-towel, with her naked shoulders and endless, flawless legs on display for all to see, only to pull-up short as she saw Sam standing in the doorway, a thunderstruck expression on his face.
Sam took his time looking away, I noted, not that I blamed him; in the morning light, Sherry looked even more delectable than she had the previous night. Her pale skin glowed in the golden-white morning sunshine, and she looked delicious, delightful and definitely more than I deserved.
Sam finally tore his eyes away from her to look at me, a rueful grin on his face, tinged with no small amount of envy, as Sherry smiled and slipped up behind me to slide her arms around me and kiss my neck before grinning at him and winking. I felt I owed him some kind of explanation, but when I tried, he waved it away with a good-natured grin.



"It's about fucking time, Danny-boy! Don't worry about running, I'll do it solo, I can see you're otherwise occupied! We can do this another time. And now, I have a 10K to run, so I'll see you at lunch tomorrow, usual table, yeah?"
I nodded and he grinned once more, shaking his head.
"You lucky fucker! I dunno, if you fell in a barrel of shit you'd come up with a gold sovereign between your teeth and a winning Lotto ticket in each hand! Don't do anything I wouldn't do, kids!"
With that parting shot, he jogged down the corridor and disappeared around the corner.
Sherry rubbed her leg along mine, and danced her hands over my stomach, before nipping my ear and patting me on the backside.
"Come on Danny, it's my day off today, and yours; what shall we do? I know, why don't you take a girl out and show her a good time? You buy me brekkie and I'll...well, you'll see!"
As I turned around, Sherry let the towel drop to the floor and I was treated to the glow of her full magnificence in the full light of a perfect day, and it was a heart-stopping sight, one I'll never forget. My hands went all by themselves to hold her by her waist before slipping down to cup and squeeze her perfect bottom. She was just as I had always pictured her, her flawless skin glowing with health and the taut firmness of youth, her eyes as bright, as alive as I remembered them, and her short boy-cut quiff, black and glossy as a raven's wing, emphasised how fair and flawless her features were. In every way I could imagine, she was utterly perfect, and I drank in the vision of her beauty, a thousand times more and better than memory had painted her.
"Never again, baby boy, I'll never let you go again! You're going to marry me, remember?" she murmured as tears welled in her huge, perfect eyes. "You're mine, Danny, you're my own Danny-boy, and I'll never leave your side again, I swear!"
Kissing the tears from her eyes, and tasting the wine of her lips once more was all I wanted to do, forever, and I sensed the truth of her words all over again; she was there, with me, and this was it, we were us now, and it was forever.
She grinned, and gently tweaked my nipple.
"Go get your shower, baby, I need breakfast, and I want to be seen with you, so move it, soldier!"
I grinned back, and, as I wanted to be seen with her, I 'moved it,' dashing into the shower and shaving as I showered to save time. That done, I dressed as quickly as possible, scraped my fingers through my hair, the closest I was coming to combing it, and I was ready to rock and roll. Sherry was already dressed in the striped top and skin-tight leggings she'd showed up in, her hair was once more sculpted into the perfect quiff she always wore it in and her jacket was belted around her waist, showing the world what a tiny waist she really had.
"Where do you want to eat, baby?" I asked her, and she grinned.
"The Piazza, they do a really nice breakfast, or they did, and there's a Starbuck's there, still need my coffee, Danny, some things never change!"
We headed off to the Piazza; they did do a nice full English breakfast, and it was fresh, too, not the grease-soaked remnants I'd eaten elsewhere.
We were chatting quietly outside over a coffee when suddenly a group of students wandered up, and one huge guy, probably a 4th Year man judging by his age, came walking over to us and clamped hold of Sherry's shoulder.
"Hello babe, I was wondering where you'd gone, I see you came back to me, come on, let's go!"
Sherry pushed his hand off her and took my hand.
"Go away Michael, Danny and I are busy!" she flared, making the hulking lout grin nastily.
"I've got unfinished business with you, so come on, and you, feller, just piss off, me and my girlfriend are busy!"
"I am not your girlfriend, I never was, so leave me alone or..." said Sherry, and Michael grinned nastily.
"Or what, you're going to ask this wimp to help you? Yeah, right, just get moving, pal, I want to talk to my girlfriend!"
I stood up.
"You heard her, now piss off, we're busy, so get your meat-hooks off my fiancée."
Michael moved up close enough for me to smell his breath and stared in my face.
"Be smart, little boy," he sneered, reaching for me, "this is between me and my girl; she's not your 'fiancée', okay, so just fuck off, why don't you."
I slapped his hand away as I stood up.
"Listen, fuck-nugget, my fiancée told you to leave, I'm telling you to clear off, so why don't you just go swing your micro-dick somewhere else? Just piss off back to wherever it is you go to do whatever it is you do and quit pestering us, there's a good moron, eh?" I said as insultingly as possible.
I saw the rage rise in his eyes, and his hands reaching up to grab me, so I gave him the knee in his balls just as hard as I could, and I know how to deliver a proper, powerful Khao-Trong straight knee-strike, it was the first Muay Thai kick I'd ever mastered; it's normally a belly strike, but he was a good six inches taller than me, so he got it lower down and his eyes goggled as it mashed his balls. As he gasped in agony and hunched forward, the heel of my left hand came up as hard as I could under his chin and slammed his teeth together, scrambling what brains he had. As I spun away from him, he got a downward elbow strike from my right arm, my dominant arm, hard enough in his kidney area to hurt plenty and probably make him piss blood for the next few days. Michael hooted and dropped to his hands and knees, and I couldn't resist such an open target so I gave him an instep kick in the crotch like David Beckham taking a shot at goal.
Michael screamed and folded over while his stunned posse of hangers-on watched their boss-man writhe in agony on the plaza floor, cradling his pulverised balls and vomiting while the front of his jeans darkened. I nudged him with my foot.
"What are you crying about? Big man like you wants to yank women around, should be able to take a big hit like a man. Come on boy, take it like a man. You know what they say, 'Go big or go home?' That's a really good idea."
One of his friends caught my eye, so I crooked a finger, beckoning him closer.
"Tell your girlfriend down there next time he talks to my fiancée I'll put him in a wheelchair, understand? Now you'd better get him to Accident and Emergency, I think I turned his balls from outies to innies, they might need to yank them out again... if they can find them..."
We walked away hand in hand as Michael's friends stared after us, while Sherry looked up at me in confusion, her mouth an 'O' of surprise.
"How did you do that Danny? Michael's huge; he's twice your size! I never saw anyone do that to him, that was... scary, but it felt good, I bet we never see him again! Really, Danny, how did you do that?"
I smiled right back at her.
"I've been doing this for years now, you must remember, surely? I started when I was still in school, Taekwondo, with some Mixed Martial Arts training, a little Muay Thai, Hapkido, Filipino escrima, anything that worked, all mixed in and shaken around. After you left it was all I had, so I just kept at it. My Sabum, my Taekwondo instructor, didn't believe in limiting us to any one rigid style, so we learned pieces of everything, and we were encouraged to put them together any way that worked. In a real street fight no one cares how you deliver a punch, nobody's taking notes or giving marks for style, all that matters is that you walk away in one piece and hopefully don't die."
Sherry frowned, and her fingers caressed my face...
"I never saw anything like that before, it was...amazing, but no-more, please? I don't want you to get hurt, not now I've finally got you..."
I squeezed her reassuringly.
"Don't worry, I won't; I was just showboating to make him and his friends think twice about coming back for seconds. If they'd all jumped me I would have been one dead chicken, believe me, which is why I took out that idiot first. My Sabum always tells us, if we're outnumbered, go for the leader, take him out of the game and his followers will hesitate. Then you run away before they catch on, just dig-up the Hell out of there! Michael's just a lumbering idiot; he's obviously only ever used his size, but bulk and muscle isn't enough, and he just found that out. Who knows, perhaps next time he'll keep his mouth shut, mind his manners, and keep his hands to himself. Are you going to be okay?"
Sherry was still looking strangely at me, obviously still puzzled at what had just happened, and how fast, but then she smiled and nodded, so I pulled her closer and slipped my arm around her neck so I could look into her beautiful bright eyes, seeing the question there.
"Baby, don't worry, I'll be careful, really, I have to be; even though I've been doing this four years now, I'm still not good enough or stupid enough to take on half the guys and girls I train with. It takes a lot of time and discipline, and I just don't have enough of either; I just do this to keep fit and in trim. I can't smash bricks with my hands, or break boards with my feet, kick someone's kidneys out of their ears, or come off all athletic and leaping around like Jackie Chan or Jet Li. All that stuff's for show-offs, but I do know enough to take care of myself, and you too, and that's enough for me. I have some speed, I can take a hit and my Sabum says I have enough restraint to not kill someone or hurt myself. She says I have 'inner discipline,' which helps with my studies, too, and that's really all I wanted out of all this."
Sherry grinned and hugged herself closer to my side.
"I want you to know, Danny, I never went out with him. He just never let me alone. He's just a brainless thug, but at least I know my fiancé can look after me!" She laughed, and poked me in my side, in my ticklish spot, making me jump, the way she used to do when we were young. "And I still know how to make you say 'Uncle,' Danny-Boy!"
*****
Walking through the campus, I was gratified and more than a little jealous of the number of guys who checked-out Sherry, but she grinned and slipped her hand into my back pocket, squeezing and massaging my buttock.
"Calm down, Sir Galahad, I'm with you, and they're only looking. Besides, all those cute little freshers staring up a storm at you? You see me getting worked up over it? No, you don't, because I'm not. I KNOW you're with me, so chill, Danny-baby!"
I 'chilled,' because she was right, I was just being over-sensitive, after pining for her for so long, and finally having her to myself, and by the time we'd found a table at one of the little coffee shops I was back to just drinking her in and marvelling at how, just when I needed her most, she'd come back into my life.
"So now that we're 'us,' Sherry, what's next? Where do we go from here?" I asked, anxious to find out what came next and how we got there.
Sherry tapped her coffee-stirrer against her bottom teeth, an unconscious mannerism of hers when she was thinking that I'd missed so very much.
"What are you asking, Danny?" she murmured, so I took a deep breath and plunged in feet first.
"What I WANT is for us to run away, forget all this, just you and me, go somewhere and start a life that's just you and me."
She looked startled at that that.
"No Danny, this is what you want, you have to finish..." she began, but I interrupted her
"What I actually think you should consider is coming back and finishing your MBBS; you already have two years, and you've been out for a year now. Pretty soon you'll have to make a decision to come back, re-instate your transcript and take up where you left off again, or let it all go. That would be a real waste. I remember how much you wanted to be a doctor; that's kind of what kick-started me as well."
Sherry nodded slowly, obviously thinking about what I was saying, so I finished unravelling my thread.
"Even if you decide not to come back and finish qualifying, I'm still going to be here. I'm not letting you out of my sight. I do plan on qualifying, but I'd drop that for you in a heartbeat, because I won't lose you again. I can drop out and find a job, we can get married now, today, if you wanted. You should have your mother's insurance payout by now, I know Mum set it up in a trust for you, and I still have Mum's life insurance money, the compensation from the airline, most of Dad's and the money from the sale of the house. We have a lot of money, Sherry, more than enough money to get married, buy our own home outright and start a family, anything else we want; we have options, Shel."
Sherry took my hand, squeezing it tenderly.
"Don't leave medical school, Danny, I know it's what you want; don't mess with your future, and I'd never ask you to. I can wait, baby-boy. I've waited half my life, a little while longer won't hurt, just please don't throw it all away because of me; be who you're supposed to be."
Sherry stood up, bent over, and planted a soft kiss on my lips.
"Okay, buster, now we've got your life sorted out, only one question remains: how long is it going to take you to get all your stuff and move it to my place?"
I goggled at her, and she smirked happily.
"You don't think I'm letting you out of my sight, do you, baby? Get your stuff together, Dan-Dan, we have things to do and we're wasting time talking. Chop-chop soldier, up and at 'em!"
Sherry stepped away from the table and grinned at me lost in sudden contemplation of her perfect behind and long sleek thighs in her glossy leggings. She wiggled her lovely pert little apple bottom at me.
"If we hurry back to my place, sorry our place, you get to peel them off again, baby; you do know I'm 'commando' under here, right?"
That did it; suddenly my jeans were far too tight, and thoughts of medical school, coffee shops, and hulking thugs all fled as thoughts of my sister/aunt/girlfriend naked rushed in to take up all my available head-space.
"Lead the way, Sherry-baby!" I croaked, while her smile broadened and her eyes danced as I took her hand and let her lead me away from the table. This was just the best day of my life, and I wasn't going to waste a single second of it!
****
Sherry's place was a rather swish two-bedroom apartment in an exclusive, newly-built and deceptively modest apartment block in Locks Heath, right next to the River Hamble and all the swish marinas and private super yacht moorings. I walked around in astonishment that a barmaid could afford a place like this; it must have run to at least £2,000 a month, four or five times what my Student Halls accommodations cost. She noticed my expression and grinned.
"Don't worry, baby-boy, it's mine; if I had to live on what I earned at the pub I'd starve under an overpass. Mum arranged with my trustees to pay for this place when I first came down here. All my personal expenses are mine, but I still have the bulk of the insurance payout stashed away in the trust. It was the only way Mum could make sure my deadbeat father, wherever he is, couldn't get his grubby little mitts on it, and, because the trustees have invested wisely, I still have every penny I was paid out, and then some. The interest alone on that money pays for this place, my utilities and any other expenses."
She looked sad, and her lip quivered as her eyes welled up.
"Mum took good care of me, Danny; she may have been my half-sister, but really she was my mum, she loved me like a mum should, and she made sure I was properly taken care of. I miss her every single day, baby... "
I pulled her to me and hugged her as her arms went around my waist as she cried silently into my shoulder.
"I miss her, too, baby, every single day. I miss her nagging me to clean my room. I miss her doorstep cheese sandwiches and her threatening me if I leave any; I miss her laughing at my clothes, I miss her slapping me on the butt as she walked past and asking me when I got so tall. I miss her telling me to get a haircut, I look like a haystack. I miss the early morning cup of tea on my nightstand. Even though it pissed me off, I miss her telling me about all her friends' unattached daughters and all the big hints; I miss her sitting on the couch at night watching those garbage soaps, and I miss Sunday morning bacon sandwiches and a mug of tea with her after a Saturday night out with my friends, but most of all, I miss just seeing her smile and hearing her singing old pop songs while she cooked and cleaned. It's so hard not having her around; it's hard knowing I'll never see her or hear her voice ever again. She was yanked away from us; I never even got to see her off, and then she was gone. It's so wrong, so unfair..."
Sherry hugged me, feeling the loss in me, and when she looked up at me her glorious eyes were two bright wells of loss and need.
"I'm sorry I never came to the service, Dan, I couldn't, it was too much to come and see for real that she was gone and you would have been there... I wasn't strong enough... it was all just too much for me. I mourned her in my heart, baby, and kept her here inside me, because she was my mum, too, and I loved her so much... "
I hugged her even closer, hoping like hell I didn't start blubbing, but then a thought struck me.
"Shel, I used to go see her every Sunday, and every once in a while I'd find a bunch of flowers on her grave, Chrysanthemums, her favourite; was that... "
Sherry nodded, tears spilling down her perfect cheeks.
"I couldn't come while you were there, Danny, you know why, but I couldn't keep away. I wanted her to know... I had to do something... "
I kissed her forehead and held her to me.
"At least you were there for her, Shel, you came to see her, that's good enough, I just wish..." I murmured, and she hugged me even tighter.
"I know, but...I just couldn't, it was too...I'm sorry, Danny, I wish... "
I held her to me.
"I know, but now it doesn't matter anymore, we're good now, yes?"
Sherry looked up at me and blinked the tears from her eyes, swiping her eyes with her cuff before she grinned suddenly, and lightly punched me in the chest.
"Whoa, what was that for?" I complained, and she grinned again as she punched me again.
"That's for making me teary, you rotten little piggy! This is our happy time. I've got you and you've got me, no more sadness, got it? Good, now come and help me work out how the closets are going to work. And Danny, there's a bedroom through there... "
She grinned at me and darted away, squealing as I gave chase, cornering her in a bright, spacious, airy bedroom bigger than my whole student digs, with an enticingly spacious king-sized bed. Sherry squealed again as I tackled her onto the bed, rolling around with her until she ended up on top of me.
"Like it so far?" She smiled, and I squeezed her bottom as I tried to kiss her, as she ducked and grinned while avoiding my attempts to kiss her.
"Nice pad, kiddo, you're doing well for yourself," I drawled rolling her under me with a surging heave so I could kiss her properly. After some long and thoroughly enjoyable kisses she stroked my hair out of my eyes.
"Do you like it here, Danny? We can get another place if you like..." she began, but I kissed her to shut her up, before rolling off her to lie next to her, with my hands still clamped firmly around her lovely juicy little bottom.
"Nah, we'll stay here, it's a nice pad; I think I'm going like dating a rich chick... " I grinned, waggling my eyebrows like Groucho Marx.
Sherry leaned up, smiled and did that sexy, lip-biting thing she did that always drove me crazy, before pecking me on the lips.
"So you're only interested in my money, then?" she teased, and I squeezed her bottom, making her giggle.
"Nope, I kind of like your body, too," I leered, and she kissed me and squirmed sexily against me.



"Speaking of which, remember I told you I was 'commando', Danny? What are you going to do about it?" she whispered, her beautiful eyes wide, innocent, teasing and wanton.
That was all I needed; my cock, already hard from all the horsing around, suddenly felt even more engorged and almost painfully constricted; I wanted her, now, and she was practically begging me to strip her and resume what we started the previous night.
"Commere, you," I growled, clasping her to me by grabbing her delicious bum and rolling sideways so we were lying face-to-face on that huge bed. Sherry sighed as I slipped my hands once more into the waistband of her legging and yes, she was definitely 'commando' under them.
"Love me Danny... " she whispered, "Make me naked... " As that was what I intended anyway, I slid her leggings down so I could more easily grope and squeeze, and fondle and plunder her delicious bottom.
Sherry ground her crotch against me, her eyes glazing slightly as the sensitive flesh rubbed against the ridge in my jeans where my cock was trying to burst out.
"Ooohhh Dan, yess..." she breathed, before suddenly sitting up to slip off her top and sling it across the room.
"Naked now!" she sang. "Your turn!"
I was a millisecond behind her, unzipping my fly and kicking off my sneakers while she tugged my polo shirt off, and now we were both naked again. Sherry pushed me back over onto my back, and slipped on top of me, kissing me hungrily as my hands roamed and fondled her delectable body. I tried to roll her off me; I wanted to taste her so badly, but she had other ideas.
"Nuh-uh, not now, later!" she gasped, instead grasping my aching cock and aiming it, a brief second of hot wetness, and then she was groaning as she slid back down onto me, impaling herself on me in one long slow thrust.
We rode, and pounded and writhed and entangled with each other for Lord alone know how long, my world reduced down to glossy black hair, startling blue eyes, parted coral lips gasping my name and sweetly-scented pale sweaty skin rubbing against me, filling my head with her unique scent, the sweetest friction as she tightened and clasped around me again and again, the sound of her breath hissing between her clenched teeth, her entreaties as she sobbed and begged me to never stop, until finally, we could hold back no more and deny ourselves no longer.
She screamed my name piercingly and tightened around me in a death-grip, her muscles rigid and tendons taut as bow-stings as she pulsed around me again and again. It was too much for me, and I came like an avalanche, like a torrent in flood, my ears popping and my eyes bugging with the intensity of my climax as I literally turned inside out, giving every last drop of my essence, my life, my heart and soul to this beautiful girl who'd haunted my dreams and danced through my every waking fantasy my entire life.
Sherry slumped down on top of me, her entire body quivering with aftershocks as our gigantic mutual climax slowly ebbed and died away, leaving us limp as wrung-out dishcloths. Sherry finally stirred, planting a wet kiss on the tip of my nose.
"When we make our babies, Danny, that's how, got it?" she murmured, the ghost of a mischievous smile on her lips showing through the mask of exhaustion. I was almost too tired for words, that volcanic eruption had floored me, but I kissed her cute little chin.
"No arguments here, Sherry-Baby." I grinned before pulling the coverlet over us and smiling at her contented purr.
"I'll make us a snack later, Danny, just lemme have li'l snooze..." she tailed off, asleep before she finished her sentence, so I slipped my hands down to cup her gorgeous plush little bottom, and let myself drift off.
*****
Next day was a busy day; Sherry insisted on getting all my stuff from my room, rather than my plan, to move my stuff gradually as time and schedule allowed, but to be honest, the idea of living with my Sherry overrode everything, so we headed back over to the halls of residence. My stuff easily fit into her car, a rather nice, fully restored MGB GTV8 in British Racing Green, and in the laughably small boot of my classic Black over Silver 1984 Ford Tickford Capri with the Aston Martin Tickford engine upgrade. I was a student, it wasn't like I had a lot of stuff anyway, but Sherry still gave me a raised eyebrow 'really?' look when she saw my 80's 'hot-shot racer-boy' car, my one indulgence. Something told me that one day pretty soon I'd be trading my precious dream car for something a little more practical, but I didn't care; we still had Sherry's MGB, and I had my dream-girl.
****
Life for us settled into a pattern that worked for both of us; I usually had classes all day, and wards, and usually lab into the evening, so I didn't really see much of Sherry other than when I kissed her goodbye in the mornings (and you can't even begin to understand how difficult that was for me, but she kept me focused, she kept me on my toes, her presence in my life kept me striving when it got tough and I felt like I was going to fail) the thought of the life we'd have when I was done with medical school was what spurred me on and kept me going, and my dream-girl, my Sherry-Baby was there for me 100% of the time. My life was finally making sense, and it was all due to her.
Some nights, if I managed to get off early, Sherry would meet me at my training site, a proper boxing gym down on Drivers Wharf, where they'd let me use the heavy bag and practice my various Taekwondo strikes and kicks safely in the ring; in return, I'd spar with some of the proper boxing enthusiasts, teaching kids who were coming up in the rankings how to punch, duck and cover, and guys my age who'd developed a love of the ring or were trying to regain a little fitness. It was a happy arrangement, it meant I got to develop my technique and try out kicks and punches safely on proper weight-bags, and no-one got hurt. Sherry loved to watch me train, and the guys loved to watch her, so we all got something out of it.
This became something of a routine for us; Sherry would meet me there, watch me, and wait while I showered, all the time being chatted-up by the kids who trained there, then we'd go grab a bite at some place we'd never tried and go home. That particular night, though, something was different; I was well into a kicking routine before I noticed the time, and that Sherry wasn't there. She was supposed to be, we were going to the cinema that evening, and I'd even started my training routine early so we'd have time to catch the movie. Something didn't feel right; if she was running late, she'd call the gym and the guy in the office would give me the high-sign, but he hadn't.
Worried, I decided to take a peek outside, maybe she was held up, but what I saw drove all thoughts of cinema and movies out of my mind. Michael and his cronies had her, he had his big paw over her mouth and he was dragging her into the alley. Sherry was struggling and I'll never forget the leer on that hulking oaf's face. I lost it, and suddenly I was in among them, handing out disabling crotch kicks and kidney punches, getting those animals off my girl.
Michael looked up at me, his grin of triumph disappearing in a welter of blood as he got a full-on, unrestrained forward axe-kick powered by all my rage and disgust in the middle of his face. I was wearing MMA shin, knee, and instep leg armour because I'd been practicing full-power belly kicks, and he got the full force of the kick, multiplied by the thick, hard polycarbonate of the shin armour. His face exploded into a bloody ruin, and he went down. His friends tried escaping, but they were going to be in the accident and emergency unit, the knee, hand, and elbow strikes to faces, kidneys, bellies, knees, collarbones, and crotches were going to make sure of that.
Sherry tried to speak to me, but I was still too furious to think straight as I grabbed Michael by his lank hair and dragged him into the gym, ignoring his screams and blubbering as I tossed him into the ring; he wanted to mess with me, now he was going to get his chance. I waited for him to stand and face me, watching the fear percolate through him.
"I warned you, you stupid fucker, I gave you fair warning, but you're too stupid to learn, so now I'm going to teach you a lesson," I gritted. "Come on, dick-head, what are you waiting for, not man enough to take on a man?"
He lumbered toward me, but a textbook karate dragon-stamp kick to the side of his knee left him staggering for balance, and a spinning back fist to the middle of his face spread his already pulped nose and shredded lips across his face and laid him out flat. I should have left him there, he was already crushed, but my blood was up, that fucker needed to learn a lesson, so I was lining up to deliver a highly illegal, very dangerous wrestling move, a single knee-drop with all my weight, bolstered by my padded rigid knee-armour and coming off the ropes for added momentum concentrated right on his sternum, a move guaranteed to snap his ribcage like a handful of pencils when I saw Sherry staring in shock at me. I saw the look in her eyes, and my anger drained away like water from an upturned cup.
Suddenly, I felt ashamed of myself for what I'd done in my anger. I was training to be a doctor, for Chrissake; did I want to have something like that on my conscience? How could I be a healer and do that to someone? The answer was: I couldn't; fighting in the ring as a sport with rules and restraint and referees to stop things going too far was one thing, permanently disabling an injured man was something else, and it wasn't me. Michael wasn't worth what it would cost me to beat him any further, he was already injured. I knew if I stayed in that ring I'd lose Sherry forever; how could she ever be with someone who'd destroy a man he'd already beaten?
I turned away and climbed out of the ring, sickened at what I'd done, but knowing I was done; there was nothing to prove and everything to lose if I stayed in there. I knew now that I would never step back in the ring, not now I knew what I was capable of. Sherry knew it was over for me, too; she'd seen my epiphany as clearly as I had so she didn't say a word, just kissed me gently as she took my hands and started unfastening my gloves.
The dead silence in the gym sawed at my nerves; you could have heard a pin drop, and then one of the kids working on the speed bag, one of the kids I coached, started clapping, followed by the others, one by one, until they were all clapping, and I knew they weren't applauding what I'd done to Michael; they were applauding me for what I hadn't done, for walking away and not injuring him further just because I could.
The gym manager looked at me strangely, and I readied myself for the outrage I knew was coming my way, but he called me into the office and showed me the video recording of Michael and his friends accosting and assaulting and groping Sherry, and her fighting back until he slapped her and dragged her to the alley.
"I think the police are going to want to see this. Now go shower and take your girl home."
As I turned to leave he clapped me on the shoulder.
"You're a good man, Danny, you made the right choice; maybe I'll see you around sometime, eh?"
*****
The police were indeed very pleased with the video; so much so, they were willing to call Michael's injuries a result of the scuffle in the alleyway, without looking too deeply into how a slight girl like Sherry could disable a hulking behemoth like Michael. Oddly enough, no one who was in the gym when Michael and I had our go-round in the ring remembered seeing him in there at all, no-one remembered a fight between him and anyone else on the date in question. In fact, the gym records showed a catalogue of sparring bouts taking place all through that evening, so no fight could possibly have happened then; the ring was constantly in use that entire evening.
The video did show "someone" wearing a head protector, a white singlet and boxing trunks and what looked like knee-length boots (my shin armour) wading into the gang who were clearly assaulting Sherry, but no-one could positively identify him, so Michael's claim was dismissed because the police had no inclination to search our home for the 'boots' his alleged assailant had been wearing (besides, they were safely hidden in the bottom of Sam's closet back in Bailey Street Student Halls, just in case... )
Sherry's statement to the police and the video evidence from the gym's camera system was enough to have Michael arrested, charged, and finally sent to trial. His cronies all turned Queen's Evidence to avoid more serious charges when another eleven girls came forward to report a catalogue of serious sexual assaults perpetrated by Michael and his band of buddies over the previous three years. The case made the national newspapers, and the university showed up in a pretty piss-poor light because of it, either ignoring the complaints or sweeping them under the mat and hoping they'd go away; some pretty serious reorganisation went on at the top over this whole thing.
Michael eventually went to trial at Southampton Crown Court. Predictably enough, he pleaded not guilty, so the trial proceeded. Many of the witnesses were still too traumatised to appear in court, so the judge allowed testimony over sealed video link, but Sherry wasn't afraid to testify in person. Her lucid testimony, about how he'd repeatedly pestered and intimidated her, and eventually attempted to violently abduct and rape her only put more meat on the prosecution's already solid case. The evidence from his cronies put the final nails in his coffin.
Michael was found guilty of all charges, and sentenced to a 27-year minimum tariff on eleven counts of rape, eleven counts of aggravated sexual assault, twelve counts of indecent assault, and twelve counts of aggravated assault. He was classified as a Category A sex-offender, and sent to a prison especially set aside for dangerous and violent sex offenders, a grim place a long way from Southampton and his victims. He'd also be placed on the Sex Offender Register for an indefinite period once he'd served his full sentence. Sherry had no arguments with that; in her book he was a dangerous animal, one to be kept caged-up, and the fact he'd be a middle-aged man when he got out, if he ever got out, pleased her no end: you do the crime, you do the time.
We were in court for his sentencing, but he refused to even look at her, even though her gaze never left his features once all through the sentencing hearing; when his sentence was pronounced he started crying, but it was too late for that; any remorse he may have felt was too little, too late and didn't sway the judge noticeably.
Outside the courthouse, Sherry was interviewed by a BBC News reporter as one of the few victims willing to disclose her identity in order to strengthen the prosecution's case and she told them what had happened to her, who she was, and how glad she was that such a prolific and dangerous predator had finally been caught, and that she was proud of her part in it, and how bad she felt for the other girls whose lives had been blighted by what he'd done to them. I was unbelievably proud of her, at her willingness to be identified as a victim and for her part in sending that animal to jail. The cameraman couldn't seem to keep the camera off her, the reporter had to keep signalling him to point it at her so she could deliver her report, but I didn't blame him; I couldn't stop looking at her either...
*****
As in all things like this, Sherry was a nine-day wonder; with her chic, movie-star looks and effortlessly stylish elegance she was a TV natural and requests to appear on national morning TV, local news programmes, TV magazine shows and that kind of thing kept coming. Inevitably, though, interest ebbed and finally died away, culminating in a last appearance on BBC News when a segment aired about victims and witnesses and their treatment in the press.
With all that drama missing from our lives, my quest to convince Sherry to return to medical school resumed, and finally paid off. She submitted her transcript, and was accepted back to restart Year 2 in the autumn with full credit for Year 1. Of course, that meant she would be a year behind me, but on the plus side, she'd be covering ground I'd already passed over, so she had me as a ready-made tutor and mentor. All in all, things were finally looking good and falling into place for us; it was a good place to be.
To celebrate, I took her out to a snazzy Japanese restaurant, where we stuffed on Unagi, and Ika Nigri Sushi, Yari Ika Tempura squid, and Chicken Teriyaki Teishoku. Sherry had never eaten Japanese before, and she lapped it up; she even braved the Sushi, and loved it, actually pinching mine too, so I knew where to bring her again...
While we were deep in discussions about us, a discreet cough made me aware of a man in a smart suit and carrying a document-size manila envelope standing at our table. I looked up at him quizzically, but he spoke to Sherry.
"I'm sorry, I apologise for disturbing you, but am I addressing Miss Cherie Morrison-Young?"
Sherry looked at me; I didn't know what to say, so I nodded.
"Yes, that is I; what can I do for you?" she answered.
The man held out the envelope. Sherry took it from him, but didn't open it.
"I was asked to deliver this to you in person Miss Young. Please, do carry on, I'm sorry to have interrupted your meal, please enjoy the rest of your evening."
With that he did a strange, formal little head-bow and turned and left.
Sherry stared at me, and I stared back. What the hell was that about?
"Danny?" she murmured, holding the envelope gingerly.
"Open it, Sherry; let's see what was so important they had to delivery it at this time of night."
Her hand crept across the table and I squeezed it reassuringly. Sherry grimaced and carefully slit the envelope. Inside was a buff document folder, Sherry looked apprehensively at me, opened it, and gasped. Alarmed, I slid out of my seat and went round to her side to see what had startled her. I found myself looking at a an 8x10 glossy of a girl who could have been Sherry: the same mischievous, happy smile, the same glossy raven-black hair, the same huge bright blue eyes, even the same dimple in her cheek, but this girl wasn't Sherry, I saw that immediately, but she came awfully close.
The girl in the picture's hair was like something off a 1980's "New Romantic" fashion magazine cover, short at the side and swept back, cascading diagonally across her face in a long fringe that swept over one eye. She looked to be about fourteen or fifteen years old. I looked at Sherry, at her puzzled expression, and turned the picture over, hoping for a clue. On the back, in the bottom right corner, was written "Rosalie Jean Morrison 14 Aug 1989", and scribbled across the back was "Happy Birthday Jamesie, I'm broke so you get this! Luv you Bruv! Rosa."
Sherry locked gazes with me, her eyes welling up.
"Danny... look, it's Rose... it's my mother... how...?"
"I don't know, babe. What else is in there; who sent you this stuff?" I managed, fascinated at how much Sherry looked like her birth-mother; I remembered Sherry looking just like that when we were young. It was almost eerie how similar they were...
Sherry opened the folder fully and a whole sheaf of papers cascaded out; I picked up some at random: her mother Rosalie's birth certificate, a marriage licence, more photographs, and in the midst of it all, a sealed envelope addressed to "Sherry-Baby." Only Mum, Dad, and I had ever called her that. It was the title of one of those old pop songs Mum used to sing as she cooked and cleaned. Where had this stuff come from?



"Read it, baby, find out what's going on here," I murmured, sliding the sealed envelope across to her. Sherry tore her rapt gaze away from the photograph and reluctantly tore open the sealed envelope. Two pages of handwritten paper in a firm, masculine hand, were inside. Sherry picked up the letter and began to read.
"Cherie,
My name is James Blake Morrison, and first of all, let me apologise for contacting you this way; until we saw you on television we, your family, had no notion of where you were, or even what your name was now, nor did we even know how to begin tracking you down.
"Your mother, Rosalie, was my baby sister, our Rosa-girl. I was still a student when she married your father, Sidney Young. She was only 17 when she married Sidney, and not even 18 when you were born. After he absconded, you and your mother went to stay with your newlywed half-sister: Sidney's daughter from his first marriage; I was still just a student when Rosa-girl passed away. My other younger sister was in no position to be able to look after you, neither were my parents, your grandparents, so my mother and your sister agreed that, because you were so young, only four months or thereabouts, the best and safest place for you was with her, as part of her family, and so that was what happened.
"I should tell you that it was your sister who first suggested this solution; she was in no doubt that she wanted you from the outset, my mother often commented on how much she loved you, like you were her own daughter from the very beginning, and looking after you, bringing you up as her own daughter was all she wanted.
"My mother kept in close contact with your sister, since she and my father didn't want to lose track of their only granddaughter, but my mother passed away unexpectedly just a short while later, as did my father, and with their loss also came the loss of our only link and connection with you; I lost three of the closest, most important people in my life one after the other, and with their loss I lost my only link with you. I never knew your step-sister's name, my mother never really had time to settle that part of our family before she passed away, and with Dad following her so soon after, just a matter of weeks, we lost all trace of you, and I didn't know where to start looking for you.
"My father never got over the loss of your mother; Rosa was the apple of his eye, his baby girl and my perfect little sister, a fun, smart, mischievous, happy girl, and when we lost her, a bright light went out of our lives. I believed then, and I believe now that his loss of Rosa, followed so closely by the death of my mother, is what hastened my father's own passing. I tried to find you, I searched, if I had found you, I would have tried to be the family you needed; you were my own family, my baby sister's baby. But you were a minor child, and I was a single man, still only a student. The authorities never allowed me access to any information as to where you were or how you were. I didn't even know if you were going by your sister's name, nor did I know what her name was; Mum never shared it with me, she never had time to, and Social Services would never divulge that to me.
"The enclosed photographs are of Barbara, Rosa-Girl, and me with our parents, and your grandparents in our home in South London. Barbara was training to be a kindergarten teacher when she married and moved away, you would have been perhaps two at the time, and we've heard nothing of her since; as far as I know, apart from my children and now my grandchildren, you are the only family I have left, and all I have left of my dear, sweet, funny, cheeky baby sister.
"I have to say, when I saw you on the BBC News I was astonished at your resemblance to your mother, to how I remember your mother, how Rosa held her head, her voice, her smile; in a thousand ways you are your mother's daughter, and I'm so glad there's so much of her still here in you.
"My home telephone number is appended below. It would please my family and me greatly to at least speak with you and reassure myself that indeed my little sister's daughter is well and happy, so, if or when you are ready, I would deeply appreciate you making that call and giving me a lasting reminder that something of my Rosa-girl is still here. I would treasure that moment, no matter how brief or fleeting, believe me.
With all my heartfelt best wishes,
James Morrison"
Sherry looked at me, her sooty lashes framing her big, beautiful eyes; normally they were so big and bright, now they were wells of sorrow, tears spilling unheeded down her cheeks as her lip trembled and a soft sob escaped her as she looked at the handful of photographs: three children posing together, a sandy-haired, blue-eyed little boy, a little blonde girl, and in the arms of her mother, a toddler with jet-black hair and a strong resemblance to her mother. There were more photos: the children growing older, the two girls now preteens, but still gazing adoringly at their older brother, and finally, the brother, now a handsome young man with arresting blue eyes, the blonde, grey-eyed girl with more than a hint of the teenage beauty she was going to be, and again the pretty black-haired girl with her devil-may-care dimpled grin just like how I remember Sherry, and her bright blue eyes, just like her brother.
Sherry stared fixedly at the photos, obviously comparing the children, seeing their likenesses and differences, but when I went to take them from her she tightened her grip on them.
"My family, Danny... look, it's my family, there's my mother, look... I mean look, I look just like her, Danny, look at this," she murmured distractedly, scanning the photographs with laser-beam intensity. When she looked at me, her eyes were lambent, a more intense blue than I'd ever seen; she finally had all the pieces of her jigsaw puzzle, the other side of her family, but the need to know, to put them all together was burning there too. She didn't need to say anything to me. I already knew where this was going; this was what my Sherry-Baby wanted, what she needed, I'll be damned if I wasn't going to help her get it.
"Give them a call, baby; let's go check this out. This is something you need to do. You know I'm right." I said, and her eyes crinkled in gratitude. "You need to know, and so do they."
Sherry kissed me once, gratefully, and I gathered up the scattered papers and photographs and put them back in the folder, then slipped it back into the envelope.
"Let's finish our dinner, then we'll go home and talk some more, eh?"
Sherry nodded gratefully and we resumed our meal, this time in silence; we both had too much to think about, although I had less than her. However this turned out, she was still going to be my girl, we were still going to be together, and nothing was going to change between us.
*****
Morning found us exhausted from lack of sleep, but finally decided on what we were going to do. Sherry was calm now, but she'd been an emotional mess most of the night. She'd known since we were teenagers that she wasn't really Mum's daughter, that her birth-mother had been killed in an accident, but emotionally, that was another story altogether; my Mother was her half-sister, but really she was her mum, too: the only mother she'd ever known. That was how she knew and loved her. Rosa was a dim figure from a past they'd never shared, and now these people were coming into her life and telling her she was part of them too, because Rosa was part of them, was raking all that up and turning her life on its head.
Sherry had cried for Mum a large part of the night, and I'd held her while she shook and cried, fearful that her mum, my mother, was somehow going to be taken away from her, that she'd never really been hers at all. Irrational, I know, but that was what her heart was feeling, and I got that. Now the morning had come, and we knew what we had to do.
I handed her the phone.
"Call him, baby, you need to know," I said. She took the phone from me like it was red-hot, and dialled the number. Tried to, I should say, she was so nervous she fumbled it several times, until I took it from her and dialled. The number rang several times, and a girl answered.
"Hello, Morrison residence, may I help you?"
I flicked the phone to 'speaker' and nodded at Cherie.
"H...Hello, may I please speak with Mister James Morrison?" stammered Cherie.
"He's not here at the moment," said the girl." Who shall I say called?"
"Mm... my name is Cherie Young, Mister Morrison wrote to me, he sent me some photographs... " stammered Shery, obviously still spooked and skittish.
There was a pause, and then the girl fairly erupted.
"OH MY GOD! You're the girl on TV. Sherry, my dad saw you and nearly had a heart attack. You're his sister's daughter, oh my God! Daddy's not here, he had to go into work for something, but my mum's here, I think she'd like to speak to you, if you don't mind? Please? Oh my God, he'll be so happy you called, he was so hoping for this!"
Sherry froze, suddenly tangled-up in this girl's enthusiasm, her Uncle James' daughter, so I guess that made her and Sherry first-cousins, the first family she'd ever encountered apart from me. The phone went silent, or the girl put it down, and the vague sound of voices told me she was telling her mother that Sherry was on the phone. A new voice came on the line, older, softer and more measured.
"Hello? This James Morrison wife. You just speak to my daughter, Nia. My husband not here right now, I speak to you if you not mind? My husband have to go to work this morning. He be back soon. Can he call you when he come back? He be so pleased that you have called here, he been waiting for you for so long, his sisters so dear to him, he lose his baby sisters and it like a piece of him been taken away as well! You talk to him, please? It make him so happy, I promise you!"
There was something lulling, relaxing, almost hypnotic in the way this obviously foreign lady spoke. I had heard her soft accent and almost musical speech patterns before, in my dojo, in London. My Sabun, my sensei was from Laos, and she'd sounded just like this lady.
Sherry looked helplessly at me, so I shrugged and gestured to her to keep talking.
"Can you...please...do you...did you know my...my mother?" she faltered, and I heard the motherly, reassuring tone tinged with a hint of sadness as the woman spoke with her.
"So sorry, never meet Rosa. She married, gone before I meet James. I come visit here many time with my sister Laura. She meet James at university, she marry James, have little boy; never meet Rosa, only other sister, Barbara. When my sister... when she die, she give me her little boy to be my son, I marry your uncle James and have daughter, Nia, your cousin. We are your family, you are missing part of this family. It is a good thing that you find your way back, this family not complete as long as you not here. My husband need to speak with you, hear your voice, know you are real and you are safe, that is all, please help him."
I watched Sherry visibly relax as this calm, motherly woman's soothing voice washed over her, easing her fears and calming her jitters. I was actually astonished at how positively Sherry was responding to her, as if she'd known her all her life; James Morrison had married a very special lady, I could tell. Her effect on Sherry was really quite remarkable. She had the kind of empathy most doctors, teachers, and counsellors wished they had, and sadly, so many didn't and never would. I could feel myself falling under her spell.
"Yes...yes, I would like Ja...my uncle to call me, please ask him to call me when he can, I'd like to hear his voice too. I read his letter to me, saw the photos he sent, I'm so...touched to know he's never forgotten me..." said Sherry, smiling even as two big tears ran down her cheeks. I was so proud to hear her say that. It couldn't have been easy for her to accept all this, but that inner core of strength I knew so well did her proud that morning.
"I will tell him, he will be proud his sister little girl want to know him. It will ease pain in his heart, thank you."
Sherry ended the call and gazed at me, her cheeks wet but her mouth set and resolute.
"Tell me this is not a mistake, Danny, that I did the right thing..." she murmured, and I smiled at her, letting my pride in her, and my agreement with her actions show. She was doing the right thing, I felt that most strongly.
"It's just, well, Mum and stuff. She was always my mum, she was all the family I needed, her and dad, you don't think...you don't think she'd mind, do you, baby?" he whispered, and I gathered her in and hugged her.
"Mum loved you, baby. She never made a difference between you and me, and all she ever wanted was for you to be as happy as you could be. Even after she told us about your birth-mother nothing changed for her, you know that. Yes, she was your big sister, but the reality was that she was your mum first, and sister a very distant second. She loved you like a daughter because you were her daughter, nothing else. Mum was always your mum no matter what, absolutely nothing was going to change that, so no, I don't think she'd mind. She loved you, Cherie Young, remember that; she still does, you're her daughter and she'd want you to know who you are, where you're from, but most of all, that you're still, and always will be, her daughter, her "Sherry Baby." That hasn't changed at all."
"Thank you Danny," she whispered into my neck, "you always know how to say exactly the right thing."
With such an intense backwash of emotions swirling around us, we were both physically wiped out; I never knew one conversation could be such a strain. It didn't take much urging on my part to entice Sherry back into bed, we were both mentally drained by the dread and anticipation of what the afternoon might bring, and we both fell asleep almost as soon as our heads hit the pillows, no hanky-panky, we were far too emotionally tangled-up for that.
*
My alarm beeping woke us, feeling, if not refreshed, at least calm and rested enough to wait and see what would happen. Sherry was enjoying her lie-in, her cheeky grin when she rolled all the covers around herself in a warm cocoon told me who was making the tea, and so we passed the morning in warm companionship, cuddling in bed and speculating, but not brooding, on what the afternoon and her talk with James Morrison would bring. When the phone finally rang Sherry had no hesitation in answering it, once again switching it to speaker mode.
"Hello, am I speaking to Cherie Young?" asked a pleasant male voice.
"This is she. Good morning sir, I understand you've been looking for me," Sherry began, but the man on the other end of the phone interrupted her.
"Please, Cherie, don't be so formal; you can call me Uncle James, or just James; your mother is my little sister, I lost her a long time ago, and you're all I have left of her, so please, you don't Sir me and I won't Miss Young you, is that okay with you?"
I could hear the smile in his voice, and Sherry grinned at his gentle humour.
"Of course, and thank you for taking the trouble to contact me. I'm very glad to have this opportunity to speak with you. When I got your package last night I was more than a little shocked at what it contained. I didn't know I had any family. As far as I knew my entire family was just my boyfriend Danny and I, and to suddenly discover I had an aunt and uncle, and then to actually speak with your wife and daughter, it was more than stunning, I didn't know..."
James chuckled, a warm, friendly sound.
"Believe me, when I saw you on the television I was absolutely stopped in my tracks. Your mother, my little sister, Rosalie, although everyone called her 'Rosa-Girl', was the spitting image of you; even the way you speak and your voice, all 100% Rosa, it's absolutely amazing. I still can't believe it! Your mother looked like my mother, same hair, same smile, my dad's eyes, to see them all again in you were truly amazing. When you come and visit us, and I hope that will be soon, you'll be able to see for yourself."
Sherry glanced over at me and for a second I saw hesitation, but she ploughed on regardless.
"Uncle James, can I ask you one thing? If you don't mind me asking, what happened, how did you lose touch with Mum?" asked Sherry.
James sighed, obviously reluctant to pull up painful memories.
"When we lost Rosa I was still just a student. My other sister, your aunt Barbara, was even younger, and my mother was too frail to look after a newborn. The shock of losing Rosa like that was still so strong, so she and your sister agreed that her looking after you would be the best and safest place for you; Mum passing so suddenly cut that link. I didn't know your sister, or where she lived, I didn't even know her name, and I trusted Mum to keep that information safe and keep our family connected with your sister and you, and then..."
His voiced sounded troubled, sad.
"I tried, but Dad was still so lost. He'd lost Rosa, and less than a month later Mum too. He was in no shape to help me, and the strain, everything, it caused a massive heart attack. Dad died without ever telling me what I needed to know: where my baby sister's baby was. I tried to find you, you were our Sherry-baby- " Sherry started at that, -"but I hit a brick wall with Social Services. I'm sorry, Cherie, I tried, but I was only twenty years old, single, a student, and your sister, my mum, and social services had already formalised your care arrangements."
He paused, framing what he was going to say next.
"They wouldn't tell me where you were, Cherie, or who you were with, only that you had been placed in care, and that your sister was your legal guardian. Please understand, you're my niece but I wasn't your guardian. I had no legal claim to you, I wasn't even your next of kin, that was your sister, and her identity was protected by confidentiality and child protection laws. I didn't know where she lived, only that Rosa was killed in that car accident in Lewisham, but I couldn't begin to look there, or if that was even where she lived, because I didn't know your sister's name..."
His voice cracked with the strain of holding back his emotions.
"We looked for you, Cherie, Barbara and me. We looked high and low for you, we pestered anyone we thought knew your sister or her family, we harassed Social Services, we petitioned the courts, my girlfriend and I even talked about getting married just so we could petition the court for us to adopt you, but nothing doing. You were a minor child, legally placed in care, and we were both single; we had no legal right to know where you were, who you were with, or even whether we could get you back. The answer was always the same: we were not your legal next of kin, so we had no right to know, and no amount of legal manoeuvring or trickery was going to change that; the matter was closed. I'm so sorry, we tried..."
Sherry stared at me, stricken, her emotions obviously running high at the story she'd just heard, how her family had been searching for her, and the fact social services had always known where she was, but had never passed on the information, either to her or Mum, that she had a whole other family who'd been trying to find her and had been butting their heads against wall after wall. She visibly calmed herself, and when she spoke her voice was almost normal.
"You called me Sherry-Baby... how did you know... " she began, and James sighed, before giving a half-hearted chuckle, just as obviously glad to be changing tracks.
"I'm sorry, I wasn't trying to be over-familiar or anything, it just slipped out; Sherry-baby was your grandmother's name for you, it's the title of an old pop song, she used to sing it to you, with a name like 'Cherie' it was inevitable, I suppose; in my mind you've always been Sherry-baby. That's how Barbara and I knew and referred to you, please don't be offended, it was unintentional."



Sherry smiled as her beautiful eyes welled-up.
"No, of course not. It's what Mum always called me, too; obviously great minds think alike!"
James laughed, and it sounded relieved, a genuine, happy sound.
"Cherie, I know this is all happening really fast, and you probably need time to get this all straight, but I want you to know that when you're ready, we're here; your family is waiting for you. There's no pressure, and definitely no rush, so when, and if, you feel ready, we're here, my wife and I, my children, my daughter Nia, who you spoke with briefly, and my son Jamie, waiting to welcome you to your family."
Sherry rang off, and looked at me thoughtfully, her eyes no longer doubtful or questioning. There was definitely a sense of links falling into place and connections made, questions on the cusp of being answered. All in all I felt like we'd made a good and lasting family connection, and even if it wasn't with any family of mine, well, Sherry was my family, and they were her family, so now they were my family too. That pleased me; it gave Sherry that past and family history she'd always been lacking; now at least we knew the most important parts of her story.
With that in mind, I took Sherry back to bed once more, just to hold her and let her feel the love. Her life the last few months had been an emotional rollercoaster, with some shocks, and some incredible moments. She needed to calm down, cool-off, and chill out, and the way to start that process was to let her sleep it off. Sherry made noise about how I was just trying to get her back into bed, but she was just kidding around. We both knew if I truly had to convince her to climb in the sack with me then we weren't as tight as we thought we were, and that's not how it was with us. I slid her into bed, warmed her up, then tucked her in and let her sleep while I went and did a little grocery shopping. When my girl woke up, I wanted her favourite treats ready and waiting for her, and maybe plan a getaway somewhere for a few days, just to get all of this shaken off us for a while.
*****
When Sherry awoke she found me grinning at her, my own special "I know something you don't know" grin guaranteed to make her attack me until I gave in, so I moved out of range.
"What? What have you done?" she smiled sleepily, while I reflected that, just awakened, eyes still blurry with sleep, and her customary elaborately styled and immaculately sleeked-back quiff a disorganised, "bed-head" haystack, she was still just about the most adorable, beautiful thing I'd ever seen. The 'Winnie the Pooh' pyjamas just added to the overall picture of hot adorableness. I wanted to leap frenziedly on her, but I damped that down. That could come later. Right then, I had a treat for my girl...
"Upsy-daisy sleepyhead, day's a-wasting! I grinned, holding out my hand, which she took, and I helped her out of bed. Sherry grabbed the quilt and rolled it around herself like Sitting Bull in an old western movie.
"What, it's nice and warm!" she smiled at my look, letting me lead her into the lounge. Her eyes lit up at what she saw there. While she was sleeping I had been busy. I'd gone to our local Lidl supermarket and stocked up on all her favourite treats and wake-up snacks: platters of smoked salmon, prosciutto and Serrano ham sliced thin and delicate, just the way she liked it, sliced Danish salami, her favourite Valençay goat's cheese and mild Normandy butter, soft brioche fingers still warm from the oven, malty, crusty granary bread rolls, kibbled wheat crackers, rich, smooth Ardennes Pâté, and grapes, redcurrants, strawberries, and fresh raspberries, and, just to top her off, sweet little 'Pastel de Nata' tarts, churros, and a cherry Clafoutis tart, with a couple of chilled sparkling orange juices to wash it all down. When she was ready, I also had a secret weapon: a couple of bottles of Crémant de Limoux sparkling Languedoc wine chilling in the fridge in case she needed further persuasion.
"Danny!" she breathed, "oh you sweet guy, you remembered, thank you!"
All conversation ceased as she tucked in; Sherry has never been one of those calorie-conscious girls, she'd never needed to be, her slim svelte elegant figure remained unchanged no matter what she ate, and it did me good to watch her put away any and everything she liked. I think she suspected I had an ulterior motive, and I did, sort of, but she didn't let that stop herself enjoying the treats I'd laid out for her. I wanted to see my girl enjoy herself, with the things she liked best in the world; if I could get away with it, I'd do this for her every day of my life just to see the light in her eyes and the smile on her lips. What I had in mind could wait.
Conversation kind of flagged for a while; Sherry was too busy exploring the table I'd laid for her, and I kept urging new and more interesting things on her, things she eagerly ate, closed her eyes and beamed in ecstasy, and went on to something else. It did my heart good to see her so happy. She'd had a rough time those last few weeks, what with all the publicity surrounding the trial, the trial itself, the TV appearances, all that must have made a difference to her. I needed to pull her back to a simpler place, just for an hour or two, and I thought it was working.
Eventually, she gave a satisfied sigh and leaned away from the table, relaxing with a J20 in her hand and a sweet smile on her face. Even with her hair in wild disarray, dressed in rumpled Winnie the Pooh pyjamas, with not a trace of makeup or lipstick, she was still the most ravishingly beautiful girl I'd ever seen, and my heart literally gave a little stumble at just the thought that she was my girl.
"Okay Danny, you win; why the big wine and dine seduction routine, although I see no sign of wine yet... " She grinned, making me smile back. When Sherry smiled at me it was like the sun coming up, like dawn breaking through the clouds, it lit up the room and warmed me all the way through.
"What have you done that you need me mellowed-out, baby-boy?"
I grinned: busted. Sherry knew when I was up to something, she always had, she was just like Mum in that respect, I could never slip one past her.
"Okay, confession time. I made a couple of phone-calls while you were snoring -" she threw a cushion at me at that "-and made some arrangements, so, next weekend, starting Thursday, I took some of the Bank Holiday time in lieu I've accrued, and I have six days off, Thursday through Tuesday. I also spoke with your uncle again"- her head snapped up at that, "-and I told him we're coming to see him and his family on Friday."
Her eyes got big at that but she didn't explode in outrage, so I ploughed on, on the basis that she hadn't gone off like a hand-grenade so she wasn't going to.
"I also had a chat with your cousin Jamie, who sounds like one of the nicest guys on the planet. I think you're going to like meeting him. I know he's going to love meeting you, he's enthralled with the idea of having a first cousin, there's always been just him and his sister, Nia, and she's jumping up and down too. Your family sounds like nice people, baby."
"I don't know..." she hedged, but I could see she was intrigued by the idea, so I pushed a little harder.
"You know this needs to happen, baby; there's too much story here, things you need to know, about your family, about Rosa, your father. This is where it all comes together, and come on, aren't you in the least bit curious about your family?"
Sherry stared at me, her glorious eyes hooded, pensive, then she brightened and her beautiful smile broke out.
"You're right, let's do this, let's go find out what happened and who my family are, correction, my other family; you're my only real family, Danny-boy, you and me first, always, everyone else second, always."
I took her hand and kissed it while she fluttered her eyelids innocently and gasped, "Why young sir, what are you doing, you are so forward!" I looked up at her and she grinned.
"I didn't say you should stop, you know, maybe you can sort of work your way up?"
I don't need huge great big hints to leap frenziedly on my girl, a wink would do it, but just as I prepared to launch a frontal assault, she held up her hand.
"Uh, wine?" she hinted, so I went charging into the kitchen to get the chilled bubbly, corkscrew and some wineglasses, but when I came back she was gone.
"In here, baby-boy!" she called from the bedroom, so I made tracks in there, but when I got there I almost threw everything down and jumped on her.
Sherry was lying, posing, really, on top of the covers, her wild, jet-black hair smoothed back, absolutely stark naked; the sight of her, of her pale skin glowing in the golden afternoon sunshine, her naturally coral lips contrasting with her pale, smooth skin so vividly drove all thoughts of champagne out of my head.
"See anything you like, sailor?" she purred, and I didn't throw the glasses and sparkly down, I didn't leap on her like a wolf on a lamb, and I didn't just grab her and have my way with her, much as I wanted to. No, I calmly and safely put the glassware down, pulled my polo shirt off and unzipped my jeans, slid them off and tossed them on the chair then I leaped on her, because human flesh can only take so much...
Sherry shrieked as I landed next to her, tickle-hands at the ready, and the next few moments were taken up with her laughing and giggling and rolling around as I tried out all her ticklish spots, until we ended-up with me on the bottom, with her face-to-face with me and her holding down my wrists with all her weight.
"Gotcha now, so quit tickling me!" she ordered.
"Or what?" I challenged, grinning cockily at her.
"Or I'll bite your nose off!" She grinned, coming closer, so I kissed her, she was too close to not kiss, and she was very much worth kissing. Sherry didn't fight back, instead she relaxed, her full weight on me as our tongues fenced and our lips explored each other.
"I love you, baby-boy!" she whispered, and gasped, her eyes widening as I pulled her buttocks apart just for a second. "Naughty, Danny-Baby, very naughty," she purred.
"I love you too, Sherry-Baby, and I like being naughty with you." I grinned right back at her.
"Show me how naughty... " she whispered, so I obliged, kissing her neck and shoulders, places that always made her mew happily when I kissed or even breathed hotly on them, slowly working my way down her lithe, perfect body with my lips and the tip of my tongue. Sherry writhed in delight and gasped softly as I kissed or gently licked somewhere new, but I really hit the jackpot when my probing tongue-tip danced through the trimmed patch of peach-fuzz decorating the apex of her slit.
"Oh yess, Danny, yess, just like that..." she moaned, but when I pushed my pointed tongue between her fragrant labia, she almost convulsed with shock, grabbing my head reflexively before relaxing and instinctively opening her smooth elegant thighs to allow me even further access to her secret places.
"What are you doing to me...oh yess..." she murmured, more a sigh than a vocalisation as I sank my tongue even further into her honey pot. "You're so bad, Danneeee..." she sighed, "just don't stop, baby."
As I had no intention whatsoever of stopping, I just kept going, revelling instead in the litany of softly worded pleas and entreaties from my girl to keep doing what I was doing.
Sherry was gasping and hitching harder now, as I bored in, lapping at her softly fragrant pussy, feasting on the sweet spicy earthiness of her arousal until, when I lashed her clitoris with my probing tongue she gasped and sighed as her thighs clamped around my head. Her pulse drummed in my ears as orgasm swept through her, making her sweet pussy tremble and convulse under my lapping tongue, with each stroke of my tongue setting her off on another spate of trembling ecstasy.
"Stop, Danny please no more... please I can't, no more baby boy, please... " she quavered, her skin sheened with fragrant summer sweat, the tang of her scent mingling with the sweet musk of her arousal into a heady cocktail, her own unique scent-complex.
"Fuck me Danny, please, let me give you this," she whispered, pulling me closer, and it was but a moment's work to slip between her thighs, to kiss her as she fumbled me into place, and her long, drawn-out sigh as I slipped into her tight hot succulence.
I didn't pound her, I would never do that to her, I could never just fuck her. She was the girl of my dreams, the pinnacle of all my needs and fantasies, the most precious thing in my entire universe. No, I made love to my girl, to the girl I loved, had always loved, the only girl I would ever love. When I came, my heart and soul melded seamlessly into hers, our bodies in perfect harmony and counterpoint, our mutual orgasm fulfilling and ecstatic, familiar, yet brand new and glorious.
When we fell away from each other such a feeling of fulfilment, of final connection swept over me, and, from the look in her eyes, I knew Sherry was feeling the same thing, the same understanding; it was our moment of mutual epiphany.
"I changed my mind, Danny; make babies in me that way, please." She smiled, and I smiled and kissed her, tasting her sweet lips.
"When you're ready, baby-girl, we'll make all the babies you want. I can't wait, Sherry, we'll make our babies and be happy forever, I promise!"
Sherry smiled sleepily at me.
"That's all I wanted to hear, baby-boy," she murmured blurrily. "Now that we've planned our own family, I think we should meet the rest of mine," she grinned, more asleep than awake. "Let's make it happen, Danny, let them know, please. And now, warm me up, baby-boy, I want to snuggle... " she yawned, falling asleep almost the second she stopped talking. I pulled the covers up over both of us and that's all I remember.
*****
Friday morning, and the moment of truth had arrived. I'd called and gotten the address, plugged it into the GPS in my Capri, and now we were there, in Streatham, South London, just off the South Circular road. The house itself was a large red-brick Victorian semi-detached house, four stories high, with tall windows and elaborate cornices, with a double garage built onto the open side, and a medium-sized mature front garden with a chequered tiled path leading to the front door. The large, imposing front door was itself a work of art, ornately decorated, fine-grained wood, dark-stained and waxed and polished, obviously original, with inset panes of stained leaded glass depicting fanciful maidens carrying ewers and shepherdess' crooks, high Art Nouveau and of the period. Sherry looked up at the house, then even further up, taking it all in.
"Maybe this wasn't such a good idea..." she began, but I'd already rung the doorbell.
"We can't back out now. I told your cousin Nia we were coming, everyone's here just to meet you... "
The door swung open, and there in the doorway was one of the most beautiful girls I'd ever seen, obviously Eurasian, and absolutely stunning, her beautiful almond eyes were the same intense blue as Sherry's and her tumbled hair the same deep, glossy black. Even her pale skin and the faint, faint spray of freckles across her cheekbones and the bridge of her nose echoed Sherry's. These girls were family, I could see that immediately.
"Sherry? Please, come in, come in!" She smiled, even her voice beautiful, at once sweet and thrilling. "And you must be Danny, hi, I'm Nia, we spoke earlier, welcome to our home, please come in and make yourselves comfortable. Everyone's here, we've been so looking forward to meeting you, you have no idea!"
We followed her into a large, classically-proportioned sitting-room with several people rising to their feet as we came in. The first one I noticed must have been Nia's mother; they were almost identical, except she was tiny, but just as exquisite as her daughter. She had the same jet black hair, same almond eyes, only brown, same expression. She came toward us and took my hand in one hand and Sherry's in the other.
"So pleased to meet you, my name Anh, and you are welcome in my home, please to take a seat!" She smiled, urging us into the centre of the group of people waiting for us, first introducing me to a tall young man with the same bright blue eyes as Nia, but with hair a dusty golden-brown rather than black. He was maybe the same age as Sherry, although it was hard to tell, especially when he grinned; when he did that he looked like a mischievous schoolboy.
"This my son, Jamie, and these my grandchildren. This Laura, and little Jamie, and little baby-girl Julie-Anh, my little princess-girl. They children of Nia, very pleased to meet you too!"
Jamie was a very good looking, affable guy, who seemed to be taking all this in his stride by the way he grinned when we shook hands, and I decided I liked him; he seemed like a good sort. Sherry, though, seemed a little overwhelmed at meeting so many family members after thinking all her life that I was all she had, and Nia's mother picked up on that.
"Please, come, sit, you eat something, it not good travel so far on empty stomach, you wait, I get you something!"
Sherry tried to protest but Nia's mother good-naturedly overrode her and bustled out.
"You may as well go with it." Jamie grinned. "Mum won't give up until she's fed you, so just eat and enjoy, you'll like it, I promise!"
Jamie introduced us to the other people in the room, a petite pretty little blonde girl by name of Julie, and her husband, Mark, a tall, blond man maybe the same age as Jamie, but who I didn't see was an older man, Sherry's Uncle James, the man we'd come here to see. Nia seemed to get this, because she smiled at us.
"Daddy was here just a second ago. I think there was something he forgot, something he wanted to show you. Ah, there he is!"
The door swung open and there was the face I saw in the photograph, older, obviously, but still him, and those tell-tale trademark Morrison blue eyes. James was a tall man, almost the double of Jamie, and there was no mistaking the gust of pent-up emotion as he gazed at Sherry.
"Rosa..." he murmured, patting Nia's hand as she slid her arm through his.
"I...I saw you on the news and I nearly choked, you were so much like your mother, but to see you here and now..."
Two tears ran down his cheeks as he gazed at Sherry.
"So much like her... so much..."
By now Sherry was welling-up as the man's emotions battered at her.
"U... Uncle James?" she faltered, holding out her hands. James took her hands, and that broke the dam. Sherry's tears overflowed, running unheeded down her face as her only living relative found her and connected with her. Suddenly, she was enfolded in his arms as she wept in his shoulder. The girl Nia was also teary-eyed, huddled in the crook of her brother's arm as she watched her dad find his missing family.
After what seemed an eternity, I felt an arm through mine, and looked down to see Nia's tiny mother smiling up at me.
"Come, you sit with me. It is good, much they must find out; James and his sisters very close, it hard for him to lose them, to lose Rosa. She just a girl when she taken from him, maybe now his heart will find peace, it has been too long for him. You come, sit with me, we wait, there much to talk about, much to say, much to learn, let them have time, yes?"
She was so sweet, so persuasive, and so much like Mum I just couldn't resist her. Her voice was almost hypnotic, the cadence of her speech compelling, almost musical, and I found myself telling her about myself, about the events leading up to Sherry appearing on that news broadcast, our life together, and our life before, things I had had no intention of sharing with a stranger, who Sherry was and what she meant to me, but with her it seemed normal, natural to share it all with her.



As we talked, I watched Sherry sink to a seat on the other couch, with her... uncle next to her, both of them conversing in low voices, but whatever they were saying, it was making Sherry smile and nod. The tears were gone now, although her eyes were still sparkling and bright, but James was smiling, too, and then he reached up and gently chucked her chin for just a moment. Again, I had that fleeting certainty of another milestone achieved, another connection made. I looked at Anh, and she smiled happily at me.
"It is good that Cherie find her way to our home, our family, her family; there are many empty places in this family, questions to be answered, slowly, slowly we will find answers, we will fill them again. Cherie mummy, not Rosa, her real mummy, you mummy, be very proud of her today, I can feel it, can you not? Please to tell me all about her mummy, how she bring you up, both of you. She have much to be proud of, please to tell me all about her, about you and you family."
And so I did; from my earliest years, my earliest memories of Sherry, my thoughts and feelings, how Sherry and I had found out that she was not my sister, that she was Mum's baby step-sister, being kids together, university medical school, losing Mum in that package holiday airliner crash, the story of our lives. She listened, gave condolence and asked simple direct questions, didn't judge, and didn't condemn.
When I eventually ran out of steam I realised Sherry and James had stopped talking and were watching us closely, small smiles on their faces. I felt my face heating as I blushed under their scrutiny
"What, what just happened?" I asked, and Sherry stood up, walking over to kneel next to me.
"Nothing, baby, it's just... you looked just like when you and Mum used to sit and chat, that same expression; you looked like you were at home. It felt so good, Danny, it felt normal, everything feels normal again. Isn't that wonderful?"
I took her hand in mine.
"How did it go, baby, what did your uncle tell you?" I asked, and she smiled that sweet happy "Sherry" smile she does when everything's fine in her world.
"Uncle James told me stuff about my... about Rosa, what she was like, the things she liked, her friends; she wasn't that different from me, maybe a little weirder than me-" I nudged her at that, and she gently punched my leg and grinned, "-but she never really got a chance to grow out of it, to grow up properly. Sidney, my deadbeat sperm donor, should have known better; he did know better, he was old enough to know she was just an impressionable girl and he didn't give a damn. He just played on that, he chased her and she fell for his bullshit, and then he dumped her and you know the rest. I'm just glad we came, I'm glad we know some of Rosa's story now. Thank you Danny, thank you for making it happen."
Anh smiled, reached out and gently stroked Sherry's cheek, stroked her hair, and chucked her chin, her touch gentle and motherly, and Sherry actually closed her eyes and preened under her touch, enjoying the feel of the gentle hand on her.
"Look so much like Rosa, and like my Nia too," she murmured. "That you find your family is good thing. I think Rosa and your mummy be happy with this, I think you have ease their hearts now you find your way back. You are part of my family, you are blood of my blood, and you are welcome here every day of your life. This is least I can offer you, offer your poor mummy. And now I think you will share with uncle who you and sweet boy are, and we will share in return. This must be; there are no secrets in this family, too much hidden too long, no more hiding."
Sherry stared at her wide-eyed, and slowly nodded. She didn't need to check with me, from talking with this lady I already knew we had to do the right thing.
Anh was right: no more secrets. I took Sherry's hand in one hand, and Anh's in the other, and assisted them both to stand. Sherry hesitated, but Anh smiled encouragement, and my hand tightened around her, sharing my strength, letting her know I had had her. Jamie and Nia looked from their mother to Sherry to me, obviously sensing something about to occur, while a corner of my mind noted absently they were holding hands too. James could obviously sense something in the air too, from the way his eyebrow cocked in query.
I gave Sherry's hand a little squeeze; it was now or never.
"Uncle James? There's one other thing I need to tell you." He looked interested, so she continued. "It's about well, it's Danny and me, who we are. You told me how you knew my half-sister took me in after Rosa's... after Rosa was lost. My sister had just gotten married, and two years after Rosa died, Danny was born. I always thought he was my brother, turns out he's my nephew, but that doesn't matter, because we're together now. If that offends you I'm sorry, but Danny and I are all we have, I love him and he loves me, and we'll leave if you want, but we'll leave together. I'm sorry, but that's what we are, it's who we are, and it's what we want."
James looked bemused, but not particularly offended or shocked, and I wondered why that should be. Instead, he cocked an eyebrow at Nia and Jamie, and certain things began to come clear; they were holding hands, but not in any kind of way I would think a brother and sister would. Also, they were sitting a lot closer than I thought siblings might, and then what clinched it was when Jamie slipped his arm around Nia's shoulders, and she smiled up at him.
It was a smile freighted with meaning; what I saw first and foremost, clearly and most obviously, was adoration, plain and simple, compounded with love, attraction, and a sense of unity. Jamie and Nia were so obviously a couple. How could I not have seen it before?
Anh stepped between Sherry and me and slipped her arms through ours.
"Let me tell story, then you understand why what you do not wrong, not shock your family, why we accept what you do. Please sit, we talk."
I looked at Nia, seeing her connection with Jamie all over again, and returning her smile as Jamie bent his head to kiss her. She kissed him back almost playfully and smiled at me once more.
"Please, Danny, just listen, then I promise you'll understand," she said, while Jamie and their father nodded in agreement.
We sat down, Anh between us, and holding our hands.
"When I was young," she began, "I live with husband, baby, in Vietnam. Husband killed, daughter taken, I was alone, I not know what to do, friend smuggle me to Vientiane in Laos. I meet English family, missionaries, they take me in, make me daughter, care for me. When come to England, they bring me. I still their daughter, have sister, Laura. When Laura parents, my parents, die, Laura and I stay together, we are sisters, love each other. Laura go to university, meet James, marry James, have little boy, but Laura very sick, my sister know she not live long. She give me little boy be my son, little boy is Jamie, Jamie Laura son, but he my son, too. I marry James, have baby, Nia. Jamie little boy, but he promise he do everything he can love and protect Nia, she precious, she his baby sister. Jamie love Nia all her life, Nia love her brother, when they are older, they are in love, love not forced, this what they want. Now they are together."
Sherry looked wide-eyed at Nia, suddenly seeing what I'd seen. She tried to cover her confusion with another question.
"What about the baby that was taken, do you know what happened to her?"
Anh smiled indulgently at Nia and Jamie.
"My children find her; they look and look around world, they go everywhere, they ask, they search, find police can help, they find my lost daughter, Nia big sister. They find bad men who steal her away, they meet her, meet her children, now she back with family too. Live in America but still one of this family. How I condemn what you do when it is what I did, what my children do? Love where you find it. Lord Buddha say "love not need to be perfect, it just need to be true". This what you have, and so I will not say anything. Be at peace, children, you have done nothing wrong."
Nia broke the silence by patting Jamie on the knee and standing up.
"Now that we've got all that out of the way, let's talk about what comes next; you guys, you're the first and only family I've ever met, and I guess you're probably feeling like I am, a little stunned, and a little shell-shocked, but we're family, and somewhere out there there's more of us. Daddy had two younger sisters, your mother, Cherie, and her older sister, Barbara. She disappeared after she got married, not long after Rosa passed away, and there's been no word of her since, at least we've never heard anything; have you?" She cocked her head hopefully, but her smile faded when Sherry shook her head.
"I'm sorry, I didn't even know Rosa had a brother, let alone a sister. This is all so new to me, I'm still... getting my head around all this, telling you about us, finding out about you guys, it's a lot to take in..."
James also stood up and fished inside his shirt pocket, pulling something out with a sad, wistful expression on his face. Whatever it was, he closed his hand around it and walked over to us, hunkering down in front of Sherry.
"I got Rosa a special gift for her eighteenth, but I never go to give it to her, so I kept it. I thought I'd give it to you on your eighteenth instead, but I lost you, so please, I know it's a little late, but happy eighteenth birthday, Cherie."
Sherry gasped in wonder at what he held in his hand, a gold pendant set with rubies in the shape of a rose, mounted with small, exquisite sapphires, obviously echoing her name and her blue eyes.
"I had it made especially for her, a rose for our Rosa, and a platinum charm bracelet for Barbara. I hope Barb had a daughter to give it to, it was one she'd always wanted."
Sherry hugged James, and turned so I could clip the pendant around her neck, then turned back to him and kissed his cheek.
"Thank you, Uncle James!" she murmured. "Now I know, maybe we can do something; you found me, you brought me back to my family, now we need to find out what happened to Barbara. We need to find her family, they belong here too. We have to look, it would be the right thing to do."
James kissed her gently on her forehead.
"Don't worry, Sherry-Baby, we will. We're family, and we all belong together."
*
So this is where our story has come so far. Somewhere Sherry has more family, she and James are sure of it, her cousin Jamie is already searching and putting out feelers, because he thinks he might have a solid lead, and I know neither of them will rest now until they put their story back together. And me? I'll be there to support my beautiful girl and her caring family, who lost her but never gave up on her. We'll all keep looking, and one day we'll find the rest of her family and finally underline the story. It's the least I can do for my beautiful Sherry-Baby.
Rag Doll Ch.08.2, the final part of this story, will see Bobby and Ricky finally unravel the mystery of Barbara's origins, her family, and where they are, how they reconnect with their Morrison family, and the significance of Barbara's charm bracelet



        Rag Doll Ch. 08.2.1 - Connections

        Nia discovers her father had two sisters, Rosa and Barbara.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/rag-doll-ch-08-2-1-connections

Title: Rag Doll Ch. 08.2.1 - Connections

Author: beachbum1958

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Nia discovers her father had two sisters, Rosa and Barbara.

Tags: darryl and lena, oral sex, searching, romance, nia, barbara and rosa, jamie, brother sister incest, romantic

Series: Rag Doll


This is the follow-on from 'Rag Doll 8.1 - Sherry Baby' but also runs sort of parallel with said chapter. This segment of the 'Rag Doll' saga is told from the perspectives of Nia and Jamie Morrison and their parents, where Nia first learns about Barbara, her aunt, alternating with how Bobby and Shari's search for Barbara's family and Nia's search for Barbara both begin to converge.
Darryl and Lena, Allie, and Mark and Julie from 'Lost Girl' and Big Girls Don't Cry' also make brief appearances as part of Nia's extended family.
Many thanks to BlackrandI1958 for her on-going advice, sense of narrative reality, and many words of wisdom, and for all those others who chimed-in with suggestions, advice, and comments, you're all very much appreciated.
This is a story, set in a world that exists only in my imagination, where things happen the way they do because I need them to, not necessarily how they would in the real world, so please suspend disbelief and try and enjoy the story as much as I enjoyed writing it. Please vote if you liked it, or tell me why you didn't, and if you want to email me, please don't forget to to attach a valid email address if you want me to reply. I always reply, so if you have a point to make, please do fire away, I read and digest all comment and suggestions.
____________________________
Rag Doll Ch.08.2.1 - Connecting the Dots
Bobby:
It started, like so many endless tasks, with a simple question. In this case it was from Shari, and all she'd asked me was "Bobby, do you ever wonder about, you know, about Barbara?"
I was miles away, trying to make a project spreadsheet come out right so I didn't really hear the question.
"What about Barbara?" I muttered absently, my head full of Ricky's calculations and costs, scheduled tasks, project milestones and rolled-up tasks for the latest construction and refurbishment projects we had going on. A million things to do with keeping the business rolling forward, and I was thinking only of the approaching weekend and getting stuff ordered-up before the suppliers' order-picking people went home for the weekend.
"Bobby!" Shari prodded me out of my haze. "Answer me: do you ever wonder about Barbara, it's quite simple... " she grumbled.
My train of thought was completely derailed. When Shari asks a question, she expects an answer not absent-minded dithering, so I replayed the last few seconds of conversation.
"Do I ever wonder about Barbara, about my mother? Sometimes I do. I wonder how it would have been if she'd lived. I wonder how I would have turned out if I'd known she was my mother, and yeah, I wonder about her charm bracelet. That one keeps me awake at nights sometimes because I really don't know what it means. I'm not even sure I want to."
I rubbed my eyes, trying to frame a reply that didn't sound maudlin and self-pitying.
"Was it her way of telling me that it's all over, or is that all she has for me: a second-hand message because I don't deserve anything else of her? Or is it to remind me what we made of her, how little we cared, and now all we have left is just a piece of metal, because that's all we deserve? I don't know, and some nights I lie in the dark unable to sleep and wonder, so was there something specific in there that you wanted me to talk about, baby, because I really don't want to talk about any of this..."
Shari gazed unwaveringly, silently, at me so I put down the pen I'd been toying with, and pushed my keyboard away because I wasn't going to get out of this conversation.
"I know how badly I fucked-up, and yes, I wish I had a do-over, but I'm not going to get one. Dwelling on how wrong I was doesn't do anything except keep reminding me how wrong I was. I know how badly I messed up. I won't ever get to tell her to her face how sorry I am, how much I wish I had her back so I can do it right this time around."
I leaned back in my chair, trying to relax my tense muscles, something that happened every time I tried to navigate my way though this minefield.
"I try, I do. I go to her graveside, and I sit and talk to her. I tell her about us, the kids, about Nicky, and how sorry I am, but I don't know if she's even listening to me."
I stopped to clear my throat and blink something out of my suddenly blurred eyes.
"She talked to Rachel, but not to me, and I ask myself if that was because Rachel is an absolute innocent in this whole thing, or was it because she has nothing for me and she's telling me she hasn't forgotten what I did? Remember Nicky's letter? How he took the blame for what happened to her?"
I slumped back in my seat, soul-weary of this whole guilt treadmill, but I couldn't stop worrying at it, like a hangnail I never quite managed to clip.
"I still read it sometimes to remind myself of what I never thought to do, and that I wasn't there when she needed me most. The stark truth is, he's the only one who ever loved and helped her. He tried to protect her even though it almost cost him his life, while I ignored her. I stood back and let her be harmed. Her blood is on my hands, mine, not Nicky's. He has his absolution, he truly never needed it, but I'll never reach mine, and I don't know how I can ever earn it, or deserve it."
I stared unseeingly at the faux Robert Adam ceiling plasterwork friezes and dentil mouldings, the most elegant of the period features of the house, marshalling my thoughts.
"So yes, to answer your question, I do wonder, and I wish to God I didn't have to. It never goes away babe, it just huddles away in the back of my mind when the day is happening around me, but it always, always comes back to remind me, that little voice deep inside reminds me that I did nothing and she died."
I shook my head dismissively, wanting rid of this but never managing to do it.
"I do wonder if she can ever forgive me, and I ask her to give me a sign. That's all I can do, and hope she can hear me, that one day she'll let me know, me, not like when she gave a message to Rachel to pass on, but me, directly. Maybe when I've finally earned her forgiveness. So far I have nothing, and I don't know why I keep hoping. Maybe it's arrogant of me to hope for absolution when really I should be begging for her forgiveness, but I don't know if that will help because I don't know if she's even listening to me."
Shari moved away from her desk and stepped around mine to spin my office chair around so she could sit on my lap with her arms around my neck.
"My poor Bobby, you're so tied up inside. I can only guess how much this hurts you, but don't give up hope. She'll find you, she did once, and one day she will again. You and Ricky have tried so hard to make this house into a home, and you succeeded. You have built a sanctuary, a haven for her grandchildren to live and play and be safe, filled with warmth, and love and laughter. In every way you could you gave her what she wanted most, and I'm sure she knows it."
She kissed my cheek and rubbed her forehead against mine, a gesture she used when she was being especially gentle with me.
"She's at peace now, Bobby, we, her family, you, her children, made sure of that. That's why she came back to give you her bracelet. It was to give you a part of her to keep always and remind you of her, not as a rebuke, I'm sure of it."
She waved her hand, the gesture taking in the house, us, everything around us.
"Can't you feel the peace in this house now, the stillness? Nicky once told me how the sense of anger and hate and endless misery in this house always oppressed him and beat him down; remember how reluctant he was to come back here? That's all gone now. He says he can feel it when he's here: the house is at peace now. She tapped my chin with her forefinger, making her point.
"That's what you and Ricky gave her, the thing she always wanted for you, for all her children and their children: a haven of peace, a blessed place to love and be loved, to grow and be cherished, to foster memories to cherish. Never forget that."
She nuzzled my neck for a while, something she knows I like, and so we sat together, schedules and orders and delivery deadlines forgotten, just enjoying a golden afternoon, just the two of us, made one by the misery and evil that had come out of this house. All of that grim past was now exorcised and gone forever; only the faintest echoes remained in my mind, disquieting whispers of guilt and sorrow at what I'd been party to.
"Are you happy, sweetie?" murmured Shari and I grinned, my melancholy mood passing at her touch. I had my wife, my Shari, our children, my extended family to call on if I needed them. The business was thriving, ensuring our children's futures, all of them. We had a home to keep all our family safe and secure in a place where we had earned the right to be together. It was ours, held in trust in perpetuity for us and our children, and their children.
No bank or legal shenanigans could ever take it from us or them, and there was a good amount of money put way to provide for all our families and any future need.
We had security for our whole family. We were a family fortress, bonded together with ties forged from our unique background, bonds no others could ever understand let alone intrude upon so yes, I was very happy indeed.
Almost six years married and my Shari's beauty was untouched by the years, she was as lovely and as young as the day I first laid eyes on her. Two beautiful children and a third on the way, and her skin was still as smooth and taut as a teenager, her lithe, slim body still sleek as a dancer and graceful as a gymnast, and she was all mine. I had much to be grateful for.
"Of course I am, Shereen Shahida Davis, my darling wife, mother of my beautiful children, and the love of my life. You make me happy, happier than I've ever been, my darling. You keep the dark away just by being you. The children make me happy, and our life together makes me very happy indeed. I want for nothing more. Life is good, my life with you is all I want, and all I'll ever need."
kissed her cheek gently.
"You make me very happy, wife of mine."
She sat silently for so long I thought she'd dozed off, but then she kissed my neck very gently, barely a feather-touch.
"My question earlier, I kind of meant it two ways, sweetie. There's something that I don't think we've ever really thought about... "
I reclined my seat further back, tipping her even closer to me.
"About Barbara, you mean? Sure, go ahead."
"Ok Bobby here goes. Who was Barbara Morrison? Where was she from? How did she end up with... with... that man? Does she have family back wherever she came from? We know nothing about that side your family at all: where they're from, where they are, if they are anywhere, who your grandparents were, where they are. Your family comes from somewhere, maybe there's more just waiting to be found the way Ricky found us."
She drummed her fingers on my chest, a gesture she'd copied, consciously or otherwise, from Ashley, Nicky's wife when she was thinking or drawing a thread together.
"I tried looking on some of those genealogy websites and there are dozens of Barbara Morrison's. Even discounting the ones we know can't be the right one because of the age, there's still an awful lot of them about the right age, scattered all over the British Isles, but as we don't know where she was from, or even how old she was, it's a dead-end, because we just don't know enough about her."
She pursed her lips in thought, a cute little moué, one of her more attractive quirks, I always thought.
"We need to find a way to locate her, baby. I think this is important. I think we need to make at least some kind of token effort at the very least, because one day Ayesha and Nick, and baby-bump, and Ricky's David, and little Leon are going to want to know where they're from, and we only have half the story."
At her mention of baby-bump I instinctively ran my hand over the smooth, taut curve of her waist, not yet too obtrusive, but anyone looking at my wife would immediately know she was pregnant. We'd passed on knowing if it was a boy or a girl, if it was a boy, he was going to be James, my middle name, and if it was a girl, Rowena.
I'd have picked David, my adopted father's name, but that was Ritchie Junior's real name, we all just called him Ritchie because he wanted to be called by the same name as his daddy.
Shari kissed my neck again as I caressed her baby bump.
"If you don't object, baby, I'd like to do some digging. Barbara came from somewhere, there has to be some kind of record somewhere. If I only knew her date of birth, but we don't even have that, and I don't know where she was married, so I'll have to figure out somewhere to start. How about all those boxes and boxes of your... of Robert's papers in the attic? Ricky found us in there, maybe Barbara's family is hiding somewhere in there too?"
I shrugged, or as much as I could with my gorgeous wife's arms twined around my neck. I found it telling that even now, so many years after he came into her life, she still wouldn't call our bastard, murdering father by his real name. His real name is Brian Davis, but she knew and hated him as Robert Davies, that was the name of her personal demon, and that was all he was ever going to be to her.
I grinned wryly, knowing what a mammoth task that would be.
"It's worth a try, sweetheart, sooner you than me. There are mountains of the stuff up there, it took us days to get all that junk up there and out of the way, and Ricky was rummaging through that stuff for weeks. You'll be old and grey, with a beard down to your belt-buckle before you get through it all, so good luck with that!"
Shari grinned and rubbed noses with me, but any further canoodling was interrupted by my little girl, Ayesha, six years old going on sixteen running into the office and jumping on both of us.
"It's Friday, daddy, ice-cream, you promised!" she demanded, while little Nick, holding Yasmin's hand and grinning like a pumpkin, shouted "I'keem, I'keem, I'keem dada, I' keem!"
Ricky was fascinated with my baby girl. He couldn't resist picking her up and sitting her on his lap just so he could gaze in her eyes and finger comb her hair off her face so he could look at her. When he did that, I'd see in his eyes the love and the loss and pain too, and see his lips trembling.
My little girl was the spitting image of her namesake, her grandmother Ayesha, Ricky's beloved adoptive mother. She was an exact little copy of her grandmother, right down to her rich mahogany hair, her smile, and her bright, light green-hazel eyes that looked like they were lit from behind, so much like her both grandmother Ayesha and her Aunt Yasmin, and Ricky adored her.
Ricky loves his two boys to the ends of the earth and back, but he definitely has a special place in his heart for my little girl. In return, "Unka Wicky" was hands-down Ayesha's most favourite playmate, babysitter, sleepy-lap, storyteller, and all round chief sucker to go to for guaranteed spoiling, sweets, and treats.
Shari slid off my lap and took the little boy from Yaz, putting him on my on my lap with Ayesha as she smiled at the two clamouring children.
"You hang on to them, and we'll go get all the kids some ice cream; Ritchie and Nick can smell ice-cream from the other end of town, so they'll be here any second now. Tomorrow I'll need you to watch them; I'm going to be busy in the attic most of the day. Keep them busy down here, OK baby?"
*****
Nia:
Mummy sent me to go find Daddy. Lunch was ready and he'd disappeared somewhere hours ago, and she couldn't raise him, mostly because his cell was ringing happily unanswered where he'd left it on the dining-room table. I searched the house for him but he wasn't in his usual weekend haunts. On the weekend Daddy would usually be found either somewhere down at the far end of the garden, talking to the compost heap as he stirred it and fed it grass clippings, or trimming the hedge and swapping gardening lies with the neighbours.
His default escape-hatch was the greenhouse, where he'd sit with his feet up and a flask of sweet tea reading seed and geranium catalogues and humming along to Smooth Radio. I looked in all his hideouts and he was nowhere to be found, where could he have been?
On a sudden impulse, I pushed open the garden door into the garage, and there he was, lounging on an old lawn chair, leafing through a photo album.
"Daddy, there you are, Mummy wanted me to tell you lunch is ready... what's that?"
Daddy looked up and I was a little perturbed to see his eyes bright and shiny.
"What are you looking at, Daddy?" I murmured, and he smiled sadly.
"I found this under a pile of Jamie's baby stuff; I'd forgotten about it. Look, these are my parents, your nana and granddad Morrison just after they got married."
I looked at the picture and I was a little taken aback at how much daddy looked like his father, especially the hair and eyes. The big surprise was his mother: Jamie was a dead spit for her. I'd always thought he looked a little like his birth-mother, Laura, mixed with Dad's features, but now I could clearly see our grandmother in him, the same generous mouth and quirky, lop-sided smile, the same chin and neat ears, and I could even see some of myself in her too, with my black hair and definitely my expression down to a 'T'.
I would have liked to have stayed and browsed with him, but Mummy had said lunch was ready, and her one rule was that hot meals be eaten hot, no dawdling around and making others wait, so Daddy closed the album and handed it to me while he put the folding chair away.
"Bring that with you, Nugget, we'll go through it after lunch. Let's go, we don't want to keep your mother waiting, life's too short... "
*****
After lunch, we cleared away the debris of one of mummy's usual spectacular feasts and I spotted the photo album, so I grabbed it and plonked down on the sofa next to Daddy.
"Right, Daddy, who's who? Tell me who these people are... "
Daddy leafed through the photographs, giving me time to study them and occasionally grin at the clothes or the hair, especially Daddy in the 1980's; that bouffant George Michael hairstyle did NOT suit him, but it was good for a giggle, and pictures of Daddy as a little boy, with his mum, which clicked something inside me.
I'd never seen any pictures of his mother, my grandmother, or heard him talk about his parents, and now I was wondering why, but what caught my eye were two little girls, a toddler with a shock of black hair and the other, a pretty little blonde in a stroller with the woman who could only be their mother.
"Daddy, who's that, who are those two girls?"
Daddy sighed, and his eyes sparkled with sudden tears.
"The little girl in the stroller, that's Barbara, and the baby, that's Rosa... "
My interest piqued, I looked closely at the two of them; something about them had upset daddy, and he never gets upset, he's the most laid-back, evenly-balanced man I know: he's so calm he makes unflappable Jamie look frantic.
"Daddy, why have I never seen any pictures of your parents?" I asked gently, because it was obvious seeing their pictures had triggered something inside him.
"I'm sorry, Nugget, it's a long story, and I... I..."
His face worked; this was really upsetting him, so I changed tack, instead pointing at the pictures of the little girls.
"Those little girls; who are they?" I asked gently, because now I had to know.
Daddy sighed, obviously relieved to change the subject, gently tracing their faces with his fingertip.
"Barbara and Rosa, little Rosa-Girl, they're... they were, my sisters; Rosa was still in her teens when she was...when she passed away. This was before Jamie was born, actually, before I even met Laura. There was a road accident, a complete fluke, the car... one of the cars skidded and smashed into the queue at the bus-stop she was at, on Lewisham High Street, and she was killed."



His expression was haunted his face suddenly lined and suddenly old-looking, and his eyes were hooded, looking at something I couldn't see.
"Her little girl, Cherie, her name was, but mum called her Sherry-baby, after that old Frankie Valli song, she was only a baby, just a few months old. She was totally unharmed. Her shit bag father had dropped out of sight by then; obviously he wanted nothing to do with bringing her up, and she was taken in by her married half-sister, her father's daughter from his first marriage."
Daddy sighed, running his fingertip gently around the picture of the two little girls.
"I don't know what happened to her; after mum died we lost touch with Sherry's sister. I hadn't started university yet when Rosa went off with Sid, she was still in her teens, just gone seventeen, she left with him one day and next thing I know she's married, or so mum claimed, and she had Cherie pretty much right way, and then she was killed, and that's all I know. Sherry would be two, maybe three years older than Jamie, if I've got it right."
He knuckled his eyes, trying to pretend he was yawning, but I know Daddy too well, so I didn't say anything.
"Barbara, I don't know where she is. She married a man called Brian Davis, and they moved to Coventry I think, after that, I don't know. I haven't heard from her in over twenty-five years, not since before Jamie was born. I don't know where she is, what she's doing, if she's even still alive... "
Daddy's lip was quivering, so I closed the album. I could tell I was raking-up old hurts here. He didn't need this, not from me, but now I was more than intrigued. I never knew daddy had family other than Jamie and me, he'd never mentioned anyone, never talked about his parents, never gave a clue in all my years that he had lost his sister, maybe both of them.
The news that he'd had two sisters at all was bombshell enough for me.
Daddy took the album from me and opened it, flicking through the pictures until he came to an 8 x 10 glossy on its own page.
"This is Barbara, sweetheart..."
She was beautiful, a real looker, I could definitely see some of my grandparents, and quite a lot of Jamie, especially the cheekbones and her expression, but a lovely teenage girl in her own right. She had styled, sculpted, softly flicked back light golden-brown hair, like daddy and Jamie, and large, expressive, dove-grey eyes, just like her mother, full lips and a sweet, open, friendly smile.
Daddy flicked through a few more pages and there was another 8x10, this time of a pretty, elfin girl probably no more than thirteen or fourteen, with very pale skin and glossy, jet black hair cut in a typical 80's dramatic style, what they used to call a "wedge", very short on one side and at the back, with a long, sweeping fringe across her face and over one eye, just like one of the New Romantic girls on the covers of The Human League albums Daddy had in his record collection.
She had those intensely blue Morrison eyes my grandfather, daddy, Jamie, and I all shared, and a wide, cheeky grin.
"This is Rosa, Nugget. I think she was the most determined out of all of us, whatever she wanted, she went for it. She was fun, though, and a real sweetheart, one of the nicest, gentlest people you'd ever meet, and I miss her so much... "
Daddy slid the picture out of the clear plastic sleeve so I could look more closely at it. I turned it over, and in the bottom right-hand corner in ballpoint pen was written "Rosalie Jean Morrison 14 Aug 1989". Scribbled across the back was "Happy Birthday Jamesie, I'm broke so you get this! Luv you Bruv! Rosa."
"She was thirteen when she gave me that..." said daddy, his voice quiet but I heard the quaver in it, saw the sad, angry look in his eyes.
"What happened, daddy, and why don't I know about her?" I asked, genuinely puzzled. Daddy looked really angry for a second, the anger rippling across his face for just a fleeting instant before his normal, composed expression reappeared.
"She met a real scumbag, his name was Sid Young. Good old Sid was nearly the same age as my dad, with a grown, married daughter he'd walked out on years before. I tried to tell Rosie, she didn't want to know, Sid had changed, he loved her, love transcends any barrier, the heart wants what the heart wants, blah, blah, blah, bullshit, bullshit, bullshit, rubbish he'd filled her head with."
Daddy looked furious, his eyes narrowed with anger at the memory, and his knuckles were white.
"Dad was absolutely furious, mum was horrified and disgusted. I remember the one time Rosie brought him to the house, dad literally threw him out the door with a size 10 boot imprinted on his creepy old arse, he made threats, dad took after him with a cricket bat, he took off like an Olympic runner, and that was the last we ever saw of that disgusting old cradle-snatcher."
He sighed.
"Mum said he married her, but I had my doubts about that, I believed then and I do now that it was just a title of convenience because mum didn't want to call it what it really was; that scummy old shit wasn't going to tie himself down with a pregnant teenager. When he got what he wanted, up and off he went, just like he'd done before."
Daddy looked grim.
"Last time I saw Rosa alive was the year I left for university, she was seventeen, going on eighteen and heavily pregnant. I'd deferred for a year, so I was nearly twenty by then. Good old Sid left her soon after Cherie was born, I mean days after, how low is that, but no real surprises there, leopards changing their spots and all that.
Rosa and the baby were staying with Sid's daughter after Sid ran out on her; she wasn't even eighteen yet, younger than Sid's daughter, which had to be weird for both of them. Cherie was about four months old when Rosa was killed at that bus-stop. Sid never showed up for the funeral, and we never heard from him again; no doubt he went on to do the same thing again."
He sighed heavily.
"I left for uni, even though I didn't want to, but mum and dad persuaded me to go, they'd deal with Brian and Sid, but Mum passed away just a few weeks later, heart attack out of the blue, and dad followed soon after, they called it a "Widow-Maker" while I was still trying to arrange bereavement time-off and study leave to help him get through Mum's passing. I don't think he even knew what hit him, which is sort of a blessing, I suppose. They said it was due to a congenital heart defect, but Barbie and I knew better. Losing his baby-girl and then mum was the last straw, he just gave up, and it was just Barbara and me."
He paused, looking into the distance at something only he could see, but then shook his head and carried on.
"Some time earlier, Barbara had met Brian Davis, if that was really his name, and he was still hanging around after dad passed away; I overheard Barbie call him "Robert" a few times, and that set my senses twitching, because he really didn't like that. I never liked him, everything about him seemed off. Even Buster, my old black Lab couldn't stand him. He used to growl at him non-stop, and the look that bloke always gave Buster, like he'd kill him if I wasn't there, then call it an accident.
He frowned vaguely, his eyes far away.
"I couldn't stay, I'd already deferred once, if I didn't take up my place I'd lose it, so I went. I met Laura the year I graduated, and the way he'd ogle her whenever she'd come home with me told me everything I needed to know about him. Barbara was planning to go to uni when she took up with him, she'd already trained as a kindergarten teaching assistant, and she wanted to get a formal teaching qualification, but she dropped out and married that bloke instead, and that was it."
He stopped to grin wryly.
"Barbara loved him, though, and I didn't get that at all. She had such good instincts about people, that's probably what made her such a good TA, and would have made her a top-notch teacher. She used to teach the five and six year-olds at Ravenstone Primary school down in Balham, and she loved it."
He looked angrily at her picture, before patting it vaguely and turning the page.
"She should have taken it further, but she gave it up for him because he didn't want her working. With all her smarts, she never once clocked that guy for what he really was. They got married, I gave her away, and honestly, it felt like the worst, biggest mistake I'd ever made."
He passed his hand over his face, and I could see his hand trembling. I squeezed his arm, and he smiled at me, before continuing.
"I wanted to jump up when the registrar asked if anyone had any just cause to stop it, I wanted to shout out that he was a dirt bag and she was making a huge mistake, I felt like I was handing my little sister over to a conniving, evil monster, and he was going to hurt her."
His expression was harsh, angry, obviously he was still feeling it, even after so long.
"I can't explain it, I just got a continuous bad vibe from him, and I hated him. He had this permanent smirk on his face, like he'd put one over on all of us, like he was so smart and we were all so stupid. I hated him just for that. I wanted to smash him in the face with a claw-hammer and wipe that creepy smirk off permanently and stake his body out so I could kick his arse every day as I walked past his corpse; he gave me the major creeps, but not Barbara, she never saw it... "
He trailed off, staring off in to the distance, squinting, like he was trying to remember something.
"Y'know, I don't even know if Barbara had kids or not; after they left I got a couple of Christmas cards that said nothing, and then nothing more; letters I sent were marked "returned to sender" or "not known at this address." I took my eyes off my baby sisters and they just dropped completely off the radar... "
I hugged him, and left him to his memories. I needed to think about this. For one thing, Jamie needed to know that literally half our family was missing, and I also thought perhaps Mummy might know something, something she and Daddy might have talked about, or she, Daddy, and Jamie's mother.
Mummy has a memory like a whole herd of elephants, and she and Laura had been closer than blood-sisters; if she and Daddy had ever talked about this, she'd remember literally every word.
I decided to wait on bracing Mummy, though; Mark was at Brockwell Park playing football with "the terrible trio" aka my little tomboy Laura and her twin, Jamie junior, and Mark and Julie's very own little blonde tomboy tearaway, Markie, the three of them thick as thieves and twice as devious.
Julie was herding her two toddlers, Nia and Jayce, and my little Julie-Anh, the smallest but definitely the loudest. They were all due back soon, then would come the organised chaos known as teatime, baths, and bedtime, so it would have to wait.
*****
Bobby:
The kids had been fed, they were down for their nap, and Yaz had put her two boys down as well. She and Ricky were on babysitting duty, huddled together on the couch with a pile of quilts, pillows, six-packs of coke, and tins of chocolate biscuits, watching Hallmark romances, their unbreakable Saturday afternoon tradition. That freed me up to hunt for my wife, because I hadn't heard a peep from her in almost four hours.
As I climbed the attic stairs there was absolutely no sound coming from the attic, but when I pushed open the oddly-shaped little door at the top of the stairs, there was Shari, sitting cross-legged on the floor under the single bare light bulb. She was surrounded by printed papers, folders, document wallets, old ledgers, literally mounds of the stuff.
I knew there was a lot of this stuff up there, the Crown Prosecution Service had gone through dad's paperwork with a fine-tooth comb, not just from his office, and all around the house, but from storage places dotted around Carlisle, mostly lock-up garages and self-storage places we knew nothing about, and everything that wasn't evidence was dumped back here with us.
There were forty or fifty plastic tea crates full of what I'd assumed at the time to be rubbish. The CPS had obviously thought so, judging by the 'No Evidential Value' seals across the lid of every crate. But this was also where Ricky had found the clues that led him to Shari, Yaz, and their mother, so maybe Shari was right, and there was actually more to find somewhere in that huge heap of random paperwork.
"Hey baby, welcome to my little slice of paradise!" she grinned, shoving a pile of stuff away so I could sit next to her. "So far nothing; your father kept every single piece of paper that ever came his way, and I mean everything... look at this."
She handed me a twenty year-old till receipt from a newsagent for a bar of chocolate with a grin.
"What kind of mentality needs proof of purchase of a candy bar? I mean, really? They changed "Marathon" to "Snickers" years ago, why hang onto this? We always knew Robert had some major screws loose, but this?" She shook her head sadly.
"I think you've done enough for the day, baby." I suggested, "let's get cleaned up, and dinner tonight, let's order in, I don't want you stressing over dinner, and Yaz has been barricaded down most of the day while the wild things went on a rampage, she needs a break too, so Chinese? Thai? Indian? Pizza? The world is your oyster tonight, speak, and I shall obey, oh moon of my delight."
Shari slid closer to me, a wicked grin on her face.
"I think I'd like some alone-time with you, husband of mine; the kids are all asleep with Yaz and Ricky three floors away, at the other end of the house, and we've got this big old empty, echoing space all to ourselves, what say we make a little noise, baby-daddy?"
I could feel myself hardening at the thought, although these days, when Shari was near me, it didn't take much; her being pregnant made her so delicious, so desirable, I'm surprised I managed to get any work done at all...
I pulled her onto my lap and kissed her, while she squirmed and wriggled, feeling my hardness.
"Why Bobby, sweetie, is all that for me?" she cooed, smiling minxily and fluttering her eyelashes innocently, falsely, as she wriggled and slowly ground herself against me.
"Bobby, you dog, I do believe you've got a big old present for me!"
That was more than human flesh could withstand, and I spun her around so she was sitting astride me, rotating her hips as she began seriously grinding against me, kissing me playfully at first, but her kisses grew more intent, sexier, demanding. I clamped my hands around her taut, world-class little apple bottom, only her panties and slipover shift dress standing between her and complete nakedness, and didn't I just know it.
As she kissed me, she yanked her dress up, and in one movement tugged it off and threw it to one side.
That was my cue to slide my hands into her panties, my eager fingers greedily exploring her round, firm little bottom while she writhed and ground herself against me, and her swelling breasts with her dark, sexy, mushroom-cap nipples, yet one more sign of impending motherhood, brushed my lips.
She giggled as I gently trapped her nipple, trying to not put too much pressure on the increasingly tender nubs, but flicking them with my tongue-tip was enough to make her groan softly and move even more definitely against me.
"Naked, Bobby... get naked... now!" she gasped, slipping off me and jumping to her feet to slide her panties off. I was stripping of as fast as I could, pulling my polo shirt over my head while unbuttoning my jeans. As I slid my zipper down, Shari yanked my shoes off and grabbed the bottoms of my jeans, yanking them off as I raised my mid-section off the floor.
Shari grinned as she threw my jeans over her shoulder, and as I slid my shorts off, she licked her lips happily.
"Oooh, I was right, it is a nice big prezzie!" she cooed, "Can I play with it now, Daddy-man?"
My answering grin was all she needed, and she slipped onto the floor next to me, kissing my neck, licking my ear, and biting my jaw while she toyed with my aching erection. Luckily the floor was clean; the kids played up there sometimes, so we kept it spick and span for them. Naked and pregnant, she'd never looked so desirable, and I wanted her so badly.
Every time I looked at her, at her serene smile, her lithe grace, and her sexy pregnant belly, I started thinking things, and Shari would look up and smile her enigmatic smile, like a Madonna in a Byzantine Icon, and I knew she knew exactly what I was thinking.
She was absolutely irresistible, and she knew it, but she didn't torture, tease or deny me. Shari loved to make love as often as I did, and when time and family permitted, we'd while away a few hours pleasuring each other, renewing that connection first forged so many years ago, and basking in the warmth of our passion. I
loved my wife with a burning intensity, she'd rescued me, she'd literally saved my life, and I made sure I never let an opportunity slip by to tell her just what she meant to me.
"Shall we be naughty, Bobby? Shall we be very, very naughty little boys and girls? What do you think, Bobby, you wanna get naughty?" she breathed in my ear, and that was all I needed.
"Up here...please..." I murmured, because Lord yes, I knew what I wanted to do.
Shari grinned, a long, slow, naughty grin, and knelt up next to me.
"Ooh Bobby, that's naughty, bad Bobby, bad, bad Bobby!" she smiled, her eyes huge and innocent, making me groan with lust, before leaning down to kiss my chest, and trail a series of soft kisses down my chest and past my navel. She looked back at me, a devilish smile on her lips, before she poked her tongue in my navel, making me buck against her.
I groaned as she kissed and nibbled lower, and then she was tickling me with the tip of her tongue, making me jump and my cock twitch. Shari gave me those huge, grey, innocent eyes, framed by sooty lashes, and the naughtiest smile ever, before slipping her plump lips over the head of my cock. This was almost too much to bear, as hot and cold shivers ran up and down my spine.
Once upon a time, this never really did much for me, but over the years Shari had shown me just how hot and sexy it could be, and now I felt cheated if we never went there during the course of our lovemaking.
"Come here..." I groaned, stroking her smooth, sexy thighs and kneading her tight, plump bottom.
Without disengaging, Shari swung her leg over me, and now she was lying on top of me, my cock in her mouth and her succulent pussy right where I wanted it. She groaned as I slid her closer and kissed her labia, taking in her sweet, spicy scent.
"Yessss, Bobby, ooh yess...just there, yesss...!" she moaned as I probed her, flicking my tongue rapidly over her swelling clitoris just to hear her squeaks of pleasure.
My wife is delicious, her scent a mixture of earthy, sweet, tangy, and something else, something uniquely "Shari." Whatever it is, one taste of her is never enough, I would gorge myself on her, and she loved that I feel like that, it made for some extended sessions, believe me.
As I licked, and sucked, and teased and tormented, she sucked me deeply into her throat, working her throat to massage my cock even as she shuddered and trembled atop me. Finally she could take no more, her pussy twitched and trembled as orgasm swept through her, a flood of her sweet, tangy, salty juices filling my mouth and ramping me even higher, and her deep groan of fulfilment around my cock nearly set me off too, but I wanted more.
Shari slumped down, trembling as aftershocks raced through her, before raising her head and grinning back at me.
"Let me guess, baby-daddy, your turn, huh?" she teased, swivelling around to kneel astride me. "How does this feel, hot-daddy?" She smiled, that adorable, lip-biting grin of hers as she fondled my throbbing cock, before raising up slightly and s-l-o-o-o-w-l-y, teasingly, sliding down onto me, only stopping when I was fully embedded in her.



"Ready to rock my world, Daddy-Bear?" She whispered, before thrusting herself up and down on me, riding me for all she was worth, giving me as much pleasure as I'd given her.
I can't last long when she does that to me. The sight of her satin skin sheened with sweat, the sleek interplay of her muscles as she rode me, her strong thighs gripping me, and her swelling breasts bobbing so enticingly, all combine to take me close to the edge every time.
"Fuck me, Bobby, fill me up, you know you want to, jam that thing in me, yess, that's it, like that, yess... yesss...oh God!" she chanted as orgasm once more possessed her, and it was too much for me. I came like a volcano, hard as I ever had, filling my beautiful wife endlessly, holding her against me, my arms wrapped around her as she once again trembled in release as her convulsing pussy milked every last drop out of me.
We lay on the cool floor, Shari spooned into me with my arm around her and my head filled with the fruity, flowery scent of her magnificent hair, our bodies glossy with sweat, and our hearts gradually slowing and breathing once more returning to normal. We were both too comfortable to move, even in the still heat of the attic on a hot summer afternoon, so we lay spooned together, enjoying the feeling of skin on skin contact.
Shari lay silent and motionless against me, probably asleep, I thought, her breathing slow and even again after all our exertion, with her head resting in the crook of my arm, but then she stirred, reaching behind her to pat my hip.
"Bobby, look over there. Is that what I think it is?"
I looked where she was pointing at one of the piled-up plastic crates that had been opened, probably by Ricky years before, with wads of papers tugged out of the file folders jammed in there and just left hanging out haphazardly. At first, all I saw were yet more papers, more of the trash my pack-rat father had obsessively accumulated, but then I saw what it was she was pointing at.
It was a piece of paper, but not white like a letter or bill, rather it was buff, with pale green printing, something I'd seen somewhere before. I tried to remember where it was I'd seen something like that, and then memory clicked into place and I realised it was the corner of a marriage certificate. Just like ours, in fact.
Shari turned to look at me, the question alight in her eyes, so I didn't keep her guessing.
"Go get it baby; maybe we've got our starting point after all."
*****
Nia:
Mummy was the fount of all knowledge when it came to Daddy's sisters; when Mummy and Laura first met Daddy, the whole Rosa story was still fresh and hurting him and Barbara was still in his life.
"Nguye't, your daddy all that left of his family, that all he know; his baby sister, both baby sister, taken away from him by wicked, wicked men, and he never stop hurting for them; sister Laura and I never meet youngest sister, husband very old man, take her away, then daddy family hear she killed in accident, baby gone to half-sister, but not know where she live, what she like, anything."
She took my hand between hers, lacing her small fingers with mine, the way she did when I was small.
"We meet man sister Barbara marry, he wicked man, feel evil around him all time. Sister Laura bring me with her first time she come home from university with Daddy, even she ask me to not let her be alone with him any time he come see Barbara. She not trust him, not like way he look at her, way he look at me like he hate me, talk to Barbara, talk to Daddy, like he better than all of them. Daddy dog not like him, not like him at all. Always trust dogs and children, they always see what really there, and Daddy dog not like him or trust him."
That stern, 'do not mess with me' look she does so well came out then.
"Daddy not even want go to university while that man near Barbara, she still young, only at local college, want to be teacher one day, go to university like him, he not want her lose that. Parents made him go. Daddy still not want to go, his daddy make him, so Daddy go, meet sister Laura, fall in love, bring sister and me home to meet parents. Barbara still with that man, her own daddy not make her see what is wrong, your daddy still unhappy about what is happening to family."
Her expression saddened.
"Then Daddy mummy die, so sudden, so tragic, Daddy heartbroken, he come home from university, then his daddy die too just few weeks later, he die of broken heart, not heart attack, whatever doctor say. His little girl die, his wife die, his heart break and he die. Your poor Daddy heartbroken; he alone, no mummy, no daddy, little sister gone, sister Barbara under spell of evil man, he all alone, try to be family of one, but it hard for him, if not for sister Laura be in his life I not know what he do. "
She shook her head, her eyes shining with unshed tears.
"I do not know where baby sister Rosa little baby girl go, not know if Barbara dead or not, if have babies, where babies gone. I know you want to try find daddy family, I see that look, same look when you and Little Boy search around the world for my Hu'e, my Lily-Flower, big sister Bethany."
She smiled sadly, brushing my cheek with her fingertips.
"You have big, big heart, family mean much to you, my Nguye't, you find baby girl perhaps Hu Yeh smile on you and help you find daddy sister too. Maybe you and Little Boy find way to mend daddy broken heart."
She squeezed my hand just a little tighter, that wistful expression whenever she called Jamie "Little Boy" much in evidence.
"You my Nguye't, my Moon-Child, and Jamie, my own little boy, my son, beloved sister son, you are both credit to this family, you bring much luck to this family, and many blessings; you do much to ease daddy heart, you are his children, and have big and warm place in daddy heart, in his life, all he do he do for you. You do so much to keep him whole, but there is still piece missing, maybe more than one piece still to find, so I will help you if I can; James my husband, father of my children, his pain my pain, and this piece of his heart broken too long: it is time to mend and give daddy peace."
She smiled and patted my hand.
"Jamie help you, anyone else you need, ask. Julie your sister, she will always help you, she love daddy too, she not forget you help her find her family, you ask Little Girl now she help you find yours, she is your sister and she love you."
She stood up, straightening and smoothing down her dress.
"When Jamie come home talk with him, ask him, talk with Julie, ask Darryl help, he and wife Lena good people, good friend and family, he ask friend Georgie help find Julie, maybe friend can help again. There lot of people who will help you, Nguye't, all family in best way, let them help. Daddy help so many times, now it time when he need all his children and their family help."
*****
Bobby:
Shari padded over to the open crate of documents, and pulled out the paper that had caught her eye. She stood there reading it, completely oblivious to the fact she was stark naked, her eyes alight with triumph.
"Babe..." I murmured, "Psst, Babe!"
Shari jumped, and looked over at me.
"What?"
"Cover 'em up, babe!" I grinned, and she looked down at herself and grinned naughtily.
"Oh Bobby, supposing Ricky came up here right now, what would he say!" she teased, as I tossed her shift over to her.
"He'd say I married you for your money! Get some panties on, you're giving me ideas!" I grinned, dodging behind a pile of crates as she looked for something to throw at me.
She handed me the marriage certificate she'd spotted, so I read through it as she finished re-dressing and shaking out her hair. It made for fascinating reading.
According to the certificate, dad had married Barbara Jane Morrison (using the "Robert Brian Davies" alias, so it probably wasn't even a legal marriage, great, just one more thing I needed to kick his arse for) of Streatham, South London, at St Leonard's church, Streatham.
According to the certificate, she was a teaching assistant aged twenty, said to be born in Streatham, her parents were Robert James and Barbara Blake Morrison, both deceased, and dad was twenty-six (another lie: he was at least thirty-six, because he was in his mid-fifties when I was seventeen, which is when they finally arrested him) witnessed by two witnesses.
One name was water-smeared and indecipherable, and the other was a James Blake Morrison. Morrison! Barbara had family!
I looked into Shari's eyes and I could see the excitement sparking there. Finally we had something to go on: a definite location for Barbara, her date of birth, her age, and a family member. Maybe if we put all those together in a search on one of those family tree websites we'd get more information. This James Morrison looked promising, for starters; if he was Barbara's brother (and he had the same "Blake" name as Barbara's mother, so he probably was) then he was my uncle.
We just had to find him, and South London looked like the place to start looking.
****
Nia:
Julie was astonished to learn Daddy had had two younger sisters, and she too had been tearful to learn what he'd been through. He may have been my father, but he was her Dada too. She'd leaned on him since she was a little girl, he'd put his career on the line when he'd lied to the hospital to make sure she and Mark stayed together when they were children after her crazy mother attacked her, he'd made her darkest days hopeful, and he was the only man in the world aside from Mark and Jamie she completely trusted.
He was her Dada, and the thought of him hurting hurt her too. Of course she wanted to help me find out where his fractured family had gone; he was Dada Morrison, her children's beloved grandpa, there was no way she wasn't going all-out to help!
Ever the logical one, her first thought was how we were going to go about this; we had names, we had dates of birth, we had locations, what we didn't have was anything else; how did we get more? The internet? That seemed like a good idea, and useful, but not definitive enough. Family and genealogy websites? Definitely a good place to look. Should we engage professional help , one of those genealogists they used on those family-tracing TV shows?
That actually seemed like a good idea, Julie decided she'd look into it, and find out what the fees were, although that wouldn't be a problem; Jamie and my business gave us a very good living indeed, we could afford it, and our dad was worth it.
Julie put together everything we had so far, and decided we needed to follow what we knew, and try and determine where Barbara and this Robert or Brian Davis had gone, where they were now, if they'd had any children, and how many. Ditto Rosa's daughter; we knew she'd been taken in by her married half-sister, we knew she'd only been a baby at the time, so she probably wasn't even aware we existed.
With her it was the same question: where was she, was she still alive, she'd be little older than Jamie, so was she married, and did she have kids too? We didn't know what name she'd grown up using; was it even 'Young', because as far as she'd have known, her big sister was her mother, what was her half-sister's name, and where was she, and was Cherie still with her? It looked difficult, but hopefully not impossible to unravel.
Questions upon questions, but mummy had been definite: use what we knew, and who we knew, get some kind of roadmap drawn up, and follow where it pointed; it was how we'd found Bethany, maybe it would help us find Barbara and Cherie.
The first thing Julie decided to do was get her cousin Darryl involved. Darryl had access to resources we didn't; he'd used those to track down Julie and Mark, so maybe he could somehow use them to find Barbara, or her family, and Cherie, too.
Darryl was one of the good guys, everyone liked him, and his gorgeous wife Lena was the light of his life, and a pretty damn special person in her own right. She loved Julie and Mark, and, because we were part of Julie's family, she saw us as family too; she was as at-home in mummy's house as she was at Julie's, and my kids, Julie's kids, and her kids were attached to each other like the close-knit family group they were, even if they were on the other side of the country.
If we could count on anyone to pull out all the stops, it would be Darryl and Lena.
*
Darryl & Lena:
Coming home after a long day in the operating theatre is always a blessing; the kids relax me, and Lena's calm, sweet presence takes me back down several notches every time. Three small kids and a household to run, and yet when I walk in there's a warm hug, a hot drink, and an even hotter kiss, just the thing to perk me up after being on my feet in the operating theatre all day long; what else could a man reasonably want?
As always, David and Mo-Mo jumped all over me as soon as I walked in the door and showed me what they'd done in school. Little Marnie laughed and giggled at me from her playpen, leaving me no option but to swing her high so we could rub noses and I could kiss her and make her shriek with laughter when I gave her belly a big raspberry.
Lena eventually took her from me so I could shuck my jacket, kick off my shoes, and collapse in my armchair so the kids could once again clamber all over me. Being a surgeon was what I loved, but being a father was what I lived for, and time with my children was my most precious currency, so I hoarded it as much as I could.
After a reasonable time nuzzling my children Lena shooed the kids off my lap, then flopped down in their place, with her arms around my neck.
"Hello, big Doctor-Man, have fun today?" she grinned. I couldn't resist squeezing her bottom, making her giggle even as I kissed her. Seven years married and three children down the line, and Lena still looked like my younger sister Allie's big sister, not her aunt.
(A little explanation is due at this point, I feel: Lena is my birth-mother Lizzie's half sister, born after Lizzie left home in her teens; Lizzie gave birth to me, but her boyfriend, my biological father Robert, a Royal Marine, was killed in-service before I was born, and Lizzie took off right after my birth, so Lena and Lizzie's father, my grandfather had I but known it, had brought up Lena and I as brother and slightly younger sister. Lena was, technically speaking, my aunt, not my sister at all, but things happened, and now she's my wife, and she and the children are my world.)
Allie, Lizzie's daughter from her subsequent marriage , and an almost a perfect double for Lena at that age, and quite unfeasibly hot in her own right, was currently studying medicine at Kings College, London and fending off attention left, right, and centre. I like to think I was her hero and inspiration, and I won't lie, I do preen and congratulate myself a little over it, until Lena quashes that by telling me Allie's quite a bit smarter than me, and she didn't need me to recommend her, but you keep thinking that, babe...
Sometimes I wondered about my wife...
Allie's younger brother, Marcus, Lizzie's son, my baby brother, was eleven years old, currently in secondary school, and still hazed-out and went into raptures whenever his beautiful young aunt Lena walked into the room, so no change there. Watching him beaming proudly and basking in her reflected glory when she picked him up from school for Lizzie while all his friends gawped at the beautiful lady in the car made her day, but they were right to gawp, she's a beauty, a genuine stone Fox.
That particular evening, after all the kids-stuff, I was looking forward to a little time with my lovely wife. Lena seemed to feel the same way, as she was in no hurry to get off my lap, and I was in no hurry to relinquish her, so we sat in warm silence, she with her head on my chest, listening to my heart, and me with my arms around her, breathing in the fresh scent of her hair.
I could have sat like that all evening; Lena is everything I need, and all I ever wanted, and holding her close is the best reward I could ever give myself, but I could tell she had something on her mind, so, after a certain amount of squeezing her and patting and fondling her lovely, pneumatic little bottom and listening to her giggle, I braced her.
"OK sweetheart, what's up? I know you want to say something, problem?"
Lena toyed with my shirt-buttons, before sliding her hand inside my shirt and rubbing her warm little hand over my stomach.
"No, not a problem, but a request; it's kind of a family thing."
She looked up at me so I quirked an eyebrow in query, and she carried on.
"I got a call today, from Julie, and Nia, we chatted about some stuff, but the reason they called is they need some help. Don't worry, nothing's wrong!" she assured me as I shifted so I could look directly at her.
"Julie and Nia both asked if you could ask Georgie to find out something; it's probably a long-shot, but I said I'd ask you anyway."
"Go on," I said, "What could the girls possibly want from Georgie...wait a minute; are you asking what I think you're asking? Because I don't know, privacy and safeguarding rules and policies are not easy to get around, especially medical records now that they've tightened-up on records-snooping, not even for someone as senior as Georgie; she'd probably have to show cause, because she'd be sticking her neck out an awful long way. If she got caught and struck-off over it she'd never get another position of trust... "
Lena dimpled at me, that irresistible, sweet, sexy grin of hers that made my tummy flutter and my resolve melt like butter under a blowtorch.
"Dar, it's for family, please, just try. They're trying to find out where dad Morrison's sisters went, if they had kids, where those kids are. Georgie helped you once, she put you onto Julie and Mark, perhaps she can find out if they had some kind of medical records and where they are, that would help a lot." She scratched my chin gently, cajolingly.
"Please ask her, Nia's mum and dad have always been so good to us and never ask for anything except time with the babies, they're Julie's family so they're our family too, please, I'd really like to try and help Jules and Nia, please baby?"
Lena knows I can't refuse her anything, which is why she never asks for anything, so the fact she was flat-out asking me to please help at least three times told me how much this meant to her. How could I possibly refuse her?
"I'll call Georgie in the morning," I grinned, "maybe I can talk her round; who knows, I might even chuck you in to sweeten the pot, you know she fancies you like mad..."
Lena thumped my chest, even while grinning naughtily at me.
"Darryl Morgan, I am so shocked... although, she is kind of hot... "
That got her an extended tickling session, the kids, always up for fun, jumped in, and the three of us tickled her mercilessly, reducing her to a helpless, quivering mass, laughing so hard tears were running down her face. When she'd finally gotten her breath back, I pulled her close to me.
"I'll call Georgie in the morning, and if you like, I can drop your number on her... "
Lena thumped my chest again and grinned that cheeky grin she only seemed to keep in reserve for me.
"Don't tempt me, Blondie, but then... she IS a ten, who knows, I might even like it... "
That got her a pinch on her cute little bottom, and a long and tender kiss, while David and Mo-Mo made loud 'eeuuww!' and kissy-kissy noises, and giggled uncontrollably.
Kids, what to do with 'em, can't sell 'em, can't give 'em away, and can't leave 'em bound and duct-taped in the cellar...
Still, once they'd been fed and put to bed and were fast asleep, I had plans for my hot little wifey, and Lena was giving me that naughty little smile that told me she knew exactly what I was up to, and was completely on-board with it.



"Why Darryl, are you thinking about doing wicked-naughty things with me, you bad man?" she whispered, wriggling against my suddenly interested cock. "I'm a happily married woman, I'll have you know... wait, what's that, oh you did not, oh God, you're so bad!" she teased, grinding her bottom against me, "you can't, you mustn't, every time you play Bad-Daddy with me you make me preggers, is that your plan?"
The thought of Lena pregnant always does deeply, profoundly hot things to me, something she knows all too well.
"Remember once upon a time we talked about this, sweetheart?" I grinned, and she smiled possibly the dirtiest smile she had in her arsenal.
"'Course I do, Dar; we agreed one would be lonely, two would fight, three meant two would gang-up on the third, so to give them an even chance we should have four. Know what? I'm ready when you are, so let's make sure the tribe's properly chained-up for the night, and then you and I are going to play Boom-Boom music."
*****
Bobby:
Shari and Yaz looked up from the laptop they'd been huddled around, and shook their heads. Shari looked chagrined, which made sense; she's a perfectionist, if things don't pan out exactly how she wants them to, she gets wound-up and annoyed, and then everyone gets some.
"No good, Bobby, I can't get anything from Ancestry.com, or MyHeritage.com, not without creating a family tree and we don't have one, just us, we come to Robert The Bastard and come to a dead stop. I tried looking to see if the parish register for this St. Leonard's church in Streatham is online; apparently it's not, or it's stashed somewhere else.
It looks like our next move is either the Electoral Roll for the Borough of Lambeth, or the Registry Offices in Sutton, Lambeth, Merton, or Croydon, because Barbara's birth-family, or her brother, even, could have been registered in any of those districts. Thing is, Bobby, one of us, Bobby, will have to go there, Bobby, to each one of them, Bobby, and pay the fee in person, Bobby, and read through the relevant year, Bobby; I wonder who gets the short straw, Bobby...?"
I know when I'm beaten, so I "volunteered", in fact I volunteered her and me, which probably wasn't what she had in mind, but what the hey; this was her itch, she was going to scratch it with me. Shari, however, didn't see it that way; she wanted to stay at home, she and Yaz, because of the kids, yeah, yeah, excuse, excuse, duck and dive etc.
Rick and I got voted-in, shouted-down, and volunteered whether we wanted to or not. To be honest, I didn't mind. Obviously, Shari cuddled up to me at night at when I was a long way from home appealed enormously, and Rick, for all that he was my brother, just didn't appeal that much, but the girls were adamant; we went and did the digging, they'd keep the home fires burning.
So it was decided, and the hunt was on.
*****
Ricky was interested, and a little bemused, at being co-opted out of his job in the business and into what he saw as kind of a wild goose chase. He readily acknowledged the fact Barbara was our birth-mother, and he understood my need to connect with any part of her I could find, but emotionally, he was bonded to Ayesha by ties he'd probably never be able to break, nor want to.
Ayesha was his mum as far as he was concerned, she'd been that guiding presence and heart of his family that he'd needed so much, and while he mourned her loss every day, he'd also had her and loved her as a very real mother-presence in his life.
Ricky had bonded and imprinted on Ayesha in a way that he never could have with Barbara; he just didn't need closure with her the way I did. He'd told his story and found catharsis, he was at peace because his mother had been very real and present for him, and he didn't need anyone else. His family was right here, everyone he needed was right here, and any time he needed his mum all he had to do was look at my little Ayesha to see her and feel her presence again.
To his credit, he came with me solely because I'd asked him to; he had no unresolved family issues to lay to rest, because his world was complete.
So where did we start?
First off, we knew where Barbara was born, we had her immediate family and their full names, and we finally had her date of birth, so we needed to hit the registry offices in any of the London boroughs her family birth, marriages or deaths might have been registered in, then search the electoral roll in the district they lived in.
We hoped in this way to find Barbara's parents and their last known address. We could do those on-line, but that was just the beginning; somewhere she had family, real family. This 'James Blake Morrison' was at least one that we knew of, and the way to find the rest of our family was to go find him and knock on his door. Shari was quite definite, and actually perfectly right about that.
So, with many misgivings, and a slight sense of injustice at being press-ganged into trudging around the London suburbs, all the way at the other end of the country, Ricky and I set off try and pick up my mother's trail.
At least we had a starting point of sorts, it was better than nothing, and we'd all agreed one thing: if we'd found nothing definite in a week, we were coming home, we'd have taken our best shot, and Shari would let the whole matter drop.
*****
Nia:
After much pointless debate, and yakking back and forth with Julie, Lena, Mummy, and various combinations of same, we still had no real plan going forward. Names, I had, and birthdates, and nothing else. We'd already drawn a blank with one name; unless we somehow developed psychic powers and clairvoyance we were never going to crack Rosa's whereabouts or who the baby was given to, it was too long ago, and too little was passed down through the family for us to look.
One might as well stick a pin in the phonebook and call that number just on the off-chance it actually was Cherie's home number; those were the kind of ridiculous odds we were up against.
I spent several days mulling it over, losing more and more hope, and basically biting poor Jamie's head off at every opportunity; it got to the point where Mummy said "enough, leave him be or ask him, but not blame him." Huh, trust her to take his side...
(Actually, that's monumentally unfair; poor baby wasn't to blame, but I had to vent somewhere, and Jamie was big enough to take it.)
Eventually I de-psycho'd long enough to really think what I was doing and where I was going with this, and ate humble pie to ask Jamie to give me a clue where to go. Jamie pulled me onto his lap astride him and nibbled my lips as he squeezed and kneaded my bottom, his favourite way of gathering his thoughts.
"The way I see it, "he began, "is you're approaching this whole thing from a false premise, that with Cherie there is actually a trail to follow. People who are not trying to hide are usually the hardest to find; they don't drop clues like litter, they don't leave paper-trails with a set start-point, they don't sneak around looking furtive and drawing attention to themselves. Cherie's sister isn't hiding, she's probably living her life out in the open and completely unaware of who we are or even that we're looking for her or Cherie."
He gave my bottom a sexy little jiggle and smack.
"As long as we don't have any information about her, she's going to remain hidden, not because she's hiding, but because she doesn't know to look for us because she doesn't know we exist. It's a coin-toss: one side of the coin is us not knowing enough about her to know where to start looking, flip the coin and there she is not knowing anything about us, so she's never going to wonder about us or start looking for us, and that's the simple, sad truth: that whole search is futile, the trail is too old, and too cold, a dead-end over twenty years old."
He shifted me more comfortably on his lap, his lips soft on my cheek and his big warm hands clutching and kneading my bum possessively as he nibbled me.
"Now, when it comes to Barbara, we know a couple of important things. We know who she married, well, mostly. We know she moved to Coventry with her husband. We know they ducked out of there almost immediately, with no word, and we know dad and Barbara were close, so she wouldn't have just dropped out of sight without somehow notifying dad, at least not willingly, he believes. Right away there's that suspicious activity that's drawing attention to her, that thing that says she's being hidden. We know who she married, so he's who we start with, and with the "who" comes the "why." Why is she being hidden from us, what does Robert or Brian Davis have to hide, and from whom? This is where we should be looking: it's a trail that's not quite cold yet."
Jamie kissed me on the forehead even as he jiggled and squeezed my bottom, but I didn't mind; he's Jamie, he's far too gorgeous to get mad at!
"I think I'll have a word with Steve Norton," he mused. "You don't know him, but Steve went to school with me; his father owns a tracing and background-checking company, dad uses them at the bank, and Steve works with him; they even have an office in Chicago now, doing something they call 'skip-tracing', locating people who run out on their debts, change their identity and disappear, so he knows how and where to dig for information. He also has some useful links with Interpol and the Serious Organised Crime Agency. I'll see if he can put out some feelers and get a line on this "Brian Davis" or whoever he really is; if anyone can do it, Stevie can, plus he owes me for introducing his company to dad's bank, and I know he likes a challenge. He likes people to think he's a gumshoe, perhaps he can be one for real, whaddya say, Princess?"
I should have known; Jamie has always had a way of unravelling things and laying them out that made even complex problems resolvable. I should have pulled him into this from the very beginning instead of trying to be Daddy's hero-daughter. Jamie's a thinker and a problem solver; that's why he's in such demand.
"When, baby?" I asked him, and Jamie gave me that grin that makes my knees weak and my tummy flutter.
"I'll go see him tomorrow, I'm up in Canary Wharf most of the day, and I'll meet him for lunch. With mum and dad taking a long weekend down in Minehead and Julie and Mark in Bristol with Darryl we'll need to keep on our toes, baby, no free babysitting this weekend. That's why I'm clearing down my week now, I can't work this weekend and leave you to deal with the wild-bunch all on your own. Still, now that's tomorrow taken care of at least, what shall we do tonight?"
He combed my hair back from my face with his fingertips and looked deep into my eyes.
"The kids are all fast asleep, any ideas, my Nguye't?" he murmured, his "Jamie wants to play" grin flashing on.
When he calls me by my real name my tummy butterflies go crazy; I fancy Jamie something awful, he's my first, last, and only choice, my perfect man, I'd wanted him since I was a little girl, and I knew exactly what I wanted to do with him.
"Why don't you show me what you've got, big tough-guy oilfield roughneck macho-man!" I smirked, as he unbuttoned my blouse. "Lay on, Macduff, and don't spare the horses!"
Jamie has big, soft hands, which is a mystery seeing as he spends his life clambering around on oilfields and well-heads with great big wrenches and gigantic drills in his hands, but when he cupped my breasts my nipples went 'spunnng!' as they popped out. Jamie is seriously hot; even today, all these years later, when my girlfriends and school friends see him they do that salivating thing they did all through our school years, and I always have a gleeful, private, malicious little 'Yeah, suffer bitches!' when they do it!
Jamie slid my blouse off and gazed happily at my chest-puppies; after three babies and seven years of marriage they should be around my knees, but God gave me just the right set of boobies, and Jamie's grateful too; he's not a breast-man, he's a leg man, but he does love the girls; he says more than a handful's a waste, I'll buy that...
I squirmed around on his lap, feeling something intriguing prodding me.
"Is that all for me, baby?" I leered, "why, you shouldn't have, but seeing as you did..."
Jamie slipped his hands inside the back of my yoga pants, squeezing my bum, something I know he loves doing; Jamie's fascinated with my butt, so I keep it toned, and I know it's working because I'll watch him watch me as I walk across the room and he gets that happy, faraway look, so I know he's definitely contemplating my bum and what it's doing.
I was getting seriously worked up; having my hot husband all to myself is a rare treat, he's either working, or mum and dad are around and he's watching cop-shows with mummy, or he's buried under an avalanche of kids, both mine and Julie's, so when he's free to fool around, I'm definitely in the mood.
Jamie pulled me closer by my bum and flicked his tongue over my nipple, sending a hot twinge shooting through me and grounding in my increasingly sensitive pussy; all that grinding on top of him wasn't helping either; I was rapidly getting to the point where naked stuff needed to happen...
I couldn't not kiss him; Jamie is a great kisser, he's gentle and considerate, he doesn't just clamp his mouth on mine and ram his tongue in, he nibbles, and pecks, and darts soft little kisses. He does things that make me want more, not feel like I'm being attacked by an amorous sink-plunger, things that tells me he loves me as much and as strongly as the day I first made love with him. When I start kissing him I can't stop and I want more, and pretty soon things get really heated; that's what I was counting on...
"Hello, earth to Nia, hi, it's me... " he grinned, jolting me out of my reverie, "you spaced out there, Nguye't, penny for your thoughts?"
Right then my thought were all about big soft beds and big hot Jamie, so I reluctantly slid off his lap (noticing his condition and planning what to do about it) and pulled him by his hand.
"Come on Jamie, I feel like a little, what is it Lena calls it? Boom-Boom music? I want to play Boom-Boom music, but not here. You game?"
His grin told me all I needed to know, but still, as I walked away I slipped down the back of my yoga pants so he could see the object of his affections, just in case he was coming off the boil...
In our bedroom he wasted no time stripping me, while I tugged his polo shirt and jeans off so I could ogle his lovely body. Jamie keeps in shape, he doesn't go crazy over it, but his job alone, lugging great big drills and siphons and whatnots around on oilfields, platforms, and test-wells around the world keeps him in seriously good shape; running my hands over him after he's been doing his morning workout is one of my favourite gifts to myself, I know what it always leads to...
Jamie grabbed me and sort of fell onto the bed, rolling me under him as we bounced so we ended-up face to face, so I kissed him, then I kissed him some more, but I wanted something more. Jamie sensed where my thoughts were going and rolled back onto his back so I could play. He always smells lovely and clean, and fresh and slightly fruity, probably because of the gallons of Mummy's Mango ice-cream he and Mark wolf down at the drop of a hat. Whatever it is I love it, and miss it dreadfully when he's gone for weeks at a time on the other side of the world.
Now I had him where I wanted him I could take my time; kissing him in a line down his neck and chest to his treasure trail kind of gave him a clue where I was going, his sigh told me he was on board but seriously, what guy isn't? I base this solely on observation and conversations with friends, by the way; Jamie's the only man I've ever done this with, or ever will...
My target was just as juicy and tempting as it's always been; Jamie isn't small, and the thought of playing with him was exciting, to say the least; he smelled wonderfully spicy and tangy, salty, and fresh, a kaleidoscope of scents and odours and I couldn't wait to taste him. When I slipped my lips over the end of his cock he sighed and kind of dug into the bed, wriggling and settling himself even further into the covers. Jamie loves it when I suck his cock. I don't see it as a chore, and I don't give it to him as some kind of prize or bribe; I do it because I love my husband, and I love how he tastes and the thought of the pleasure it gives him.
I felt his hand on my thigh and I realised he was urging me closer, so I swung my leg over him and then he pulled me closer. I could feel his warm breath on my suddenly extra-sensitive pussy, and when he licked me and poked his tongue between my labia I nearly hit the ceiling as the warm shock zinged through me.
Jamie groaned as I sucked even harder, lashing the crown of his penis with my tongue, and he returned the favour by licking and nibbling me, but when he sucked my clitoris I nearly dissolved into a quivering mass of jelly while sheet lighting shot through my eyes. I came so hard I literally blanked everything out and floated in a place where all was dark and all I could hear was the ringing in my ears.
I heard Jamie calling me from what seemed miles away, but his lips on mine is what brought me around, dazed and confused, but finally compos mentis again.
"What happened...?" I murmured, and Jamie smiled as he brushed my hair back out of my eyes.
"You came, and nearly went, Nia, that must have been a good one!" he grinned happily, his eyes dancing when I took hold of him.
"What about you, baby?" I kissed him, "you got nothing out of that..."
"You're right," he agreed, slipping into me in one long, thrilling thrust, "How's that?"
No answer from me, I was too busy seeing stars and feeling my darling husband filling me as he made love to me. The feel of him against me, thrusting inside me, holding and surrounding and moving with me sent a string of firecrackers off inside me, each more intense than the one before, until they all melded into the perfect fire inside me, warming me with their intense glow.
I pulled my man, my Jamie closer to me as I thrust against him, meeting him stroke for stroke, feeling his excitement growing, hearing his whispered endearments as we climbed to that peak together in perfect sync until I couldn't take it anymore, and my heart and soul exploded with love and desire for my wonderful, perfect, gorgeous husband, my brother Jamie.
I tightened around him involuntarily as I came, jagged streaks of lightning blasting through and through me, taking me away, lifting me impossibly high, filling me with light and crackling electricity. I felt Jamie tense as he poured himself into me, heard his long, low growl of fulfilment as I felt pulse after pulse of his hot seed as he filled me once again.
Sanity and senses returned, frantic motion eased into gentle contact and connection as the fires burned low once more, releasing us, and now soft kisses and whispered endearments and promises came as Jamie and I, once again husband and wife, mommy and daddy, best friends and former siblings returned to the cool darkness and silence of the aftermath of our lovemaking. Jamie seemed content to kiss and nibble me, and the feel of him still full and potent inside me told me all I needed to know about how he felt about me.
Eventually I felt I had to say something.
"Wow, baby, we already have three kids, what were you trying to do, shove another one in there?" I joked, and was rewarded by a muscular twitch as his cock, still embedded deep inside me, gave a heave and stiffened up again.
"Again, baby, already? Another one?"I looked up at him, and was rewarded with his mischievous grin.
"And if we did would that be so bad?" he murmured, moving slightly and setting off all kinds of flashing lights and tingling nerve endings inside me.



"Let me think ab...aaahhh! " I groaned as he began moving against me once again, that old, old rhythm, insistent and irresistible starting as he kissed me and loved me once again.
My Jamie knows how to put a big grin on my face, you better believe it...
*
Darryl & Lena:
Allie came home on a break, missing Lena, missing the kids, missing home, and most of all missing Lizzie, her mother, so most of the weekend was family catch-up time with her, getting her any and everything she wanted, and generally spoiling her. I love my little sister, I'm incredibly proud of her, and I never fail to take the opportunity to spoil her, even if it's just a little. Her mother indulges me, but I have to be fair, so what I give Allie, young Marcus gets something of equal value. Lena just lets me have my head; she knows what they both mean to me.
The upshot of this last weekend was that Allie heard about Nia's problem from Lena, and of course she jumped in with both feet; Allie adores Nia, she thinks she's the most exotically beautiful girl in the world, and Nia's kids swarm her whenever they're around her, so Allie wanted to help where she could. One of her best attributes, as far as I'm concerned, is her dogged concentration on the task in hand; if Allie's looking for a solution to a problem, she'll find it if she has to kick down doors and take names.
After three days solid staring at a laptop screen she'd found nothing about the missing girl, Rosa's daughter, but an extract from a regional newspaper website caught almost in passing yielded a snippet about a coroner's court being convened in the death of a Barbara Jane Davies, not Davis.
The interesting thing was, she was not in Coventry, which is where Nia said was her last known location; no, this Barbara Jane Davies had passed away almost nine years earlier in Carlisle, in Cumbria in the far North-West of England, up against the Scottish border, but the coincidence of the middle name, the same date of birth, very similar surname, all were compelling.
Had Allie maybe found Barbara Morrison at last?
It was enough of a hint for Allie to call up Nia and punt the link over for her to see for herself, not that she needed an excuse; Nia was her idol, and she jumped at any opportunity to talk with her, spend time with her, just be around her.
Nia said she'd discuss it with Jamie, weigh it up, and, if they thought it was worth it, they'd go and take a look.
Lena hugged Allie proudly.
"Thank you, baby!" she grinned, "Nia and her family mean a lot to us, thank you for sacrificing your time like this help her, Darryl and I are so proud of you."
*****
Bobby:
Ricky and I opted to fly down from Lake District Airport to London Southend, in Essex; the thought of driving the length of Britain left us both completely cold, and so we trained into London from Southend, and a quick hop down to South Croydon to pick up our rental car.
Once we'd oriented ourselves, then began the tedious task of combing through the registry offices of each of the four boroughs where James Morrison could possibly be living.
Luckily Ricky was au-fait with driving in London, because the place oppressed me; everything was outsize, the buses were huge, the traffic was ridiculous, if I'd tried this by myself they'd have sent me home in a jar, because Londoners drive like lunatics, they seem to have eyes in the backs of their heads and they all seem to know what each other's doing, but to an outsider like me it was chaos personified.
We went through the Registry Office in Merton first, that was closest. The way birth, marriage, and death records were filed meant that they were rarely filed according to the date they occurred, but rather by the date they were registered, so there might be anything up to a month discrepancy between given dates and actual date of filing, so we ploughed on.
Nothing in Merton, no birth or family records, nothing on the Electoral Roll, so on to Lambeth next. Shari reckoned Lambeth Town Hall was our best shot, the Electoral Roll would be huge, Lambeth is one of the most populous boroughs of London.
She was right; after jumping through nineteen-dozen different bureaucratic hoops and submitting all kinds of requests in triplicate of the "sign here, initial here, and here, and here, and here, and here, and state your inside leg measurement here, blood-type here, photocopy of your dental records, mother's maiden name," type that a bored, dismissive, sour-faced old woman took away to stuff in a drawer somewhere and never read, Rick and I were left to sit and stare at each other while passers-by and security staff stared at both of us for nearly four hours.
Eventually, another bored-looking flunkey came and got us and showed us rows of huge ledgers, at least three dozen of the things on each of five long, long reading tables. Ricky and I stared at him in dismay; WTF?
"They go by year, then by district, then names, hint, the names indexes down along the back wall tell you which ledger entry to look in if you're looking for an address, if you know which district you're looking for. If you know the year you're looking for and it's not in there, try looking at least two years prior, if you get bored, there's a drinks machine in the corridor, no food or drink in the Reading Room, no defacing or writing-on the pages, or erasing or changing entries, and no flash photography. Have fun," he smirked, and left us to it.
Actually, finding information in all those ledgers was quite simple once we worked out the system. The borough was divided into wards, once we found James from his full name we could look up which electoral ward he lived in, and that would give us his street address, so we set to. Seven hours later we'd lost the will to live.
Do you know how many James B. Morrison's there are in Lambeth? Ninety-Seven, out of a population of 325,000, or three times the population of Carlisle, and Carlisle was a city, Lambeth was just a borough of the city of London. This was going to take forever.
Ricky tried a different tack. He tried cross-referencing James B. Morison with Barbara J. Morrison cross-referenced with Jane Blake, Barbara's mother and bingo! We got it. Ricky stared at me, nonplussed. We'd found our uncle's address, what did we do next?
I wrote down all the relevant details, his address and postcode, and we went looking for the flunkey to let us out. When we told him we'd finally found what we were looking for, he smirked again and told us we could have found all that in the data library upstairs!
When I demanded to know why he hadn't told us that in the first place he sniffed that we hadn't asked, we'd asked to see the Rolls, so that's where he'd taken us. God preserve us from nit-picking, dogsbody, jobsworth flunkies...
That night, back in our hotel room, I discussed our next move with Shari over Skype. We agreed that I needed to go find James, if nothing else we could at least let him know we existed, find out what we could, and come home, mission accomplished.
Ricky was the one who was most affected by our search. Of all of us, he'd been the least interested in this wild goose chase, as he saw it; he'd had, and lost, his mother, and really he'd just been humouring Shari and Yaz, because more than anything he adored them and what they'd stood for.
To have something actually come of it, to find the missing part of our family, well, he hadn't really counted on that, and he was somewhat off balance.
He did apologise to me, though, for not being as involved as he should have been in something this important to me, for not taking it seriously, and for not considering my feelings as I searched for my mother and her family. So the next morning, we went to take a look and maybe finally find our uncle.
The address punched into the GPS brought us to a leafy street in Streatham, South London, to a large Victorian semi-detached house just short of being a mansion that looked like it had been carefully preserved and well maintained; all the original mid-nineteenth century features were still there, just like our home in Carlisle.
The house had the same tall, imposing windows, even the same chequered tiled path leading up to a magnificent dark wooden door inset with ornate stained-glass panels and leaded stained-glass side-lights, with extensive mature gardens and closely clipped lawns.
Obviously someone lived there, the place was scrupulously well-maintained, but there was no sign of anyone, there was no car parked on the driveway, and the doors to the double garage were padlocked shut.
We didn't know what to do, repeatedly knocking brought no response, so eventually we doubled back to the little corner-store at the end of the road and bought some stationery and an envelope, and wrote the what we hoped was our uncle a short note.
'Dear Sir,
Our names are Richard Brian Morrison Davies and Robert James Morrison Davies, we are the sons of Barbara Jane Morrison, who we believe was your sister. We are contacting you in an attempt to finally fill in the blanks in our family story because we believe our mother would have wanted us to do this.
Her family meant a lot to her, something we didn't recognise until it was much too late, and so, sir, if you would kindly, and entirely at your leisure, contact us so we may discuss our family and what it means to us we would really appreciate it. Our wives and children would also like to connect with the rest of our family.
Until recently we are all the Morrison-Davies family we knew about, being in contact with your part of the family will mean so much to us. Please contact me, Robert Morrison Davies, at the number below, and I look forward to hearing from you at your convenience.
With my very best regards,
Robert James Morrison Davies.'
I posted the sealed envelope through the door, and that was all Rick and I could realistically do; now it was in the lap of the gods. Ricky sighed and shrugged his shoulders, like a weight had suddenly been removed, and looked at me.
"I suppose we head home now, Bobby; I don't know what more we can do, and I don't know about you, but I really miss Yaz, the kids, proper meals, my own bed. Let's get out of here, we're done now..."
I could only agree with him, if only I could shake that sense of anticlimax; to have come so far to fruitlessly knock on a stranger's door. Still, it wasn't a complete waste of a long weekend; on the plus side, Nicky, Ashley, and the kids were due in Saturday night, and Judy was trying to wangle a couple of weeks so hopefully she and Leon could join us as well.
Sunday was usually the family day; Ricky, Yaz and the kids and Shari, the kids, and me all spent Sunday morning tidying up her gravesite and carefully washing Barbara's headstone, then took the kids to McDonalds instead of a big sit-down family lunch.
We decided to forgo it this particular weekend so we could do it as a complete family later in the week once Nicky and Ashley got over their jet-lag; I'm sure my mother would understand, especially if it meant Nicky could be there too. Sunday was going to be sit-down family lunch for a change, at home, and we'd give Stanwix a miss until Nicky and Ashley were up to it. So that's what we did.
*****
Rag Doll Ch. 08.2.2 - Connecting The Dots will finally draw all the various members of the Morrison-Davis clan together and reunite Ricky, Bobby and Nicky with Barbara's family.
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_________________________________________________
It began, as most life-changing events do, completely out of the blue, late one Saturday night. I was working alone in my project house, and I was only there because the weather was expected to turn rainy and damp in a few days, so I had to rush on getting some plastering and rendering work finished before that happened. I was renovating my house, a Regency property I'd bought for a song after I'd left the army, to prove to myself and others I didn't need the family's money to get by. It needed an absolute shit-load of renovation and rectification before it could be considered fit to be condemned, but I'd persisted, so the local council had decided if I was daft enough to throw my money at that wreck, who were they to argue, withdrawn their Compulsory Purchase Order, and given me a year to bring it up to a habitable, or at least not actually unsafe, standard. After that I could think about finding a buyer
They put me under starters-orders, because I knew if I hadn't met their deadline and shown a massive improvement in the place by that date, the CPO would go back in, they'd declare the building structurally unsafe, demolish it, and put the site up for redevelopment offer. So I worked like slave every possible moment I could spare, working my way through every aspect of the renovation, and bringing in experts to do the things that were beyond me, like joists and floorboards, framing and shuttering carpentry, plastering, stonework renovation, roofing, electrical, gas, water, and sewerage.
One of the main reasons the local council had balked at renovating the place was that it was a Grade 2 Listed structure, meaning it could be regarded as being of historical or architectural interest, and they didn't want the headache of having that kind of expensive white elephant on their hands.
In England, a Listed building is protected by law from being changed in any material way from the original construction, as it's deemed to be of significant historic, cultural, or architectural importance. Any external renovations have to be carried out sympathetically exactly as the original builder would have completed them, using the same materials and construction methods, and with absolutely no structural changes other than those that maintained the continued safe use of the building.
These restrictions meant potential commercial (and some private) developers were saddled with these caveats, which usually scared them away. On the other hand, if it had just conveniently fallen down, they could redevelop the site with a clear conscience.
Silly me, coming along and falling in love with the faded grandeur of the place and put a spanner in their works, hence the one-year deadline to get it right, or get out. Hopefully, once it was fully restored back to its original splendour, with no further work required, a buyer would appear who wanted the cachet/snob value of living in an elegant historic building.
I was in the back room, happily getting ready to mix-up a new batch of lime-putty render with the radio keeping me company, when I realised that tapping sound I was hearing wasn't coming from the paint and plaster-splashed site-radio; someone was knocking on the door at, I looked at my watch, three in the morning. WTF? I had no near neighbours, there were no shops or all-night eateries out this way, no-one had any reason to be around and about out here at this time of night, so I debated whether or not to answer the knock, decided I'd go see who it was, and took a handy pry bar along for company.
Imagine my surprise when I opened the door to see my younger sister Georgina standing there, looking more than a little tear-stained and dishevelled. As I pulled her into the light, my eyes narrowed at the bruise purpling her left cheekbone, and the visible split in her swollen lower lip. Georgy is a tall, pretty, lively girl, with huge, dove-grey eyes and long, natural, movie-star lashes, and masses of jet-black hair in a curly cascade of soft ringlets around her shoulders, and loud and fun-loving. I automatically find myself using the word 'vivacious', which is a bit Fifties-movie magazine when you think about it, but I never came up with a better word when I think of her, but now she looked like she had been crying.
"Georgy, what... who...?" I stuttered, staring at her injured face.
"Max, that... creepy fucker, he tried it on me, Mum was passed-out on the couch, that pudgy fuck was still drinking when I got in, next thing I know he's got his arm around me and trying to kiss me, all that 'your mother won't ever know, it'll be our secret, try it, it'll be fun' creeper bullshit; Christ, he's a repulsive little shit, he wouldn't stop pawing at me, so I gave him the knee, next thing I know, he's lashing out at me. Will, I think he's been hitting Mum, too; she looked... different, too much concealer, he's acting like the house, all our things, the cars, they're his, he's lording it over the place, Will, you've got to come home and sort him out, this is bad!"
Too fucking right this was bad; the day Mum introduced me to her new so-called business manager I got a bad vibe from the creepy little scrotum; he felt too much at home in my father's house, MY house; he was making too free with my family's wine cellar and cars. Mum seemed besotted by the little stain, but all I wanted to do was drag him out of the doors and shove my foot up his arse. But Mum seemed so happy to have the creepy little fuck there I held off; he actually seemed to have her best interests at heart, at least at first, at least she seemed to think so. The changes that moved him from employee to master of the household came so slowly, so subtly none of us were really aware of the pace of change.
I wasn't really too concerned at first; Mum was a tough, hard-nosed product of her generation, trying to pull the wool over her eyes usually got your hand bitten off, so I wasn't too worried, and she really seemed to like Max. She was still a handsome woman, maybe Max and she...? Creeped-out as I felt at the thought, she was a grown-up, well able to handle matters, if this was what it was, it was her choice, so I let sleeping dogs lie.
I was first alerted to the regime-change when the housekeeper, who was more than just an employee, she was a family member called me to let me know she'd been dismissed. I found that hard to understand, or even believe; Mrs. Kinnison, always known to Georgy and me as "Aunt Kay" had been Housekeeper since my father was a boy, she'd helped raise my father, and she was there to welcome her the day my father brought his new bride home, and helped raise me, too. When mother had lost my father Aunt Kay was her main support, and when mum had remarried when I was just a toddler, she'd welcomed her new husband, my step-dad, into the family.
She and Mum had been fast friends for nearly thirty years, so letting her go made no sense at all.
Now, apparently, Max had decided they didn't need her, so she was gone, and I couldn't understand how Mum could have allowed that: Aunt Kay was as devoted to Mum as she had been to my father and step-father, and an important part of the family, not just some random employee.
I'd braced Max about it, reminding him that he wasn't the head of the household, he was an employee, just like the man who cleaned the gutters and shovelled up the shit in the stables, and if he didn't like the staff, who'd been there since long before his flabby gut and ugly mug had mooched in the door, he was welcome to leave, there was the door, don't let it hit him where God split him. He went crying to Mum, and she overrode me, while Max smirked at me.
I also really didn't like the way he greased and smarmed his way around Georgy. She had only just left university, graduating from Roehampton with a good 2.1 degree in Philosophy, Politics, and Economics just as I'd resigned my commission after serving four years with my regiment. She was living with a friend, taking a year out to breathe and party a little and enjoy being young before seeking work. It seemed Max was always around her when she went home, always ready to start conversations with her, touching her arm, her shoulder, placing his hand in the small of her back when he spoke with her, 'charming' her with his wit and worldliness, and it creeped her out.
I was seriously considering risking my mother's ire and just pile-driving the bastard into the portico steps and hosing what was left of him down the stairs and into the gutter, but Georgy assured me she could handle a stunted fat creeper like him blindfolded.
At the same time, Mum's drinking, never more than social, and certainly never noticeable before, suddenly seemed to be escalating; every time I spoke with her she seemed out of it, and when she'd start telling me about life at home, suddenly Max would be relieving her of the phone, and after a few curt words, he'd hang-up.
At first I thought Mum would deal with him her way; she was formidable in full flight, almost a force of nature, and people who crossed her very soon came to wish they'd shut up and stayed home that day.
Now she was almost invisible, a mere shadow of her former self; she seemed to be completely in thrall to that sidewinder. In fact, I'd just about decided to deal with that slimy tub of lard once and for all, and then came that late-night knock and my darling baby sister with bruises on her face, put there by that stunted dickwad.
As far as I was concerned, he wasn't going to be hitting any more women, not after tonight.
Georgy looked at me, and grabbed my arm.
"No Will, it's after three, deal with it in the morning, my face hurts, and I really don't want to go back there right now..."
I gently took her hand off my arm.
"No, Georgy; strike while the iron's hot, that's what dad always told us; that bastard's sitting there all fat and satisfied, stoking up on MY father's vintage reserve scotch with not a care in the world, in MY house, doing God knows what to MY mum, I don't fucking think so!"
Georgy stared at me for long seconds, then nodded.
"OK, let's go, I want to see this!"
*****
Max Preece was feeling very satisfied with himself; just a few more steps and Julia Wilmot's investment accounts, offshore holdings, and the trust properties would be his; drugging the old bitch and keeping her topped up with gin and illegally-obtained Oxycodone meant she was completely tractable and just about ready to sign anything he put in front of her; her dimwit, army-minded oaf of a son wasting money on that derelict hovel was too stupid to work out what was going on, all he cared about was trying to turn that sow's ear into a silk purse, and that hottie daughter of hers? He was going to fuck her whether she wanted it or not; there was more Oxycodone on tap, and he didn't care how much he fed the hot little bitch as long as it kept her quiet while he fucked the shit out of her.
Dreaming pleasant dream like these, in a warm haze of self-praise and fine scotch, he was rudely awakened when he was grabbed by his lank hair and hauled upright, his eyes slamming open to look into the rage-filled eyes of Tyler Wilmot, Julia's huge, "army-minded oaf" of a son, and he suddenly didn't look at all simple or dim-witted, he looked tooled-up and scary...
*****
Getting into the house was easy; I'd worked out half a dozen routes to sneak unseen in and out of the house by the time I was twelve; doing it quietly so as not to tip off that little slimebag was a little harder, but at the end of the day it's my house, left to me in my father's will, part of the Wilmot legacy, and if I wanted to burst in there with a Mardi Gras parade, a clown car and a brass band I had every right to, but right then I wanted to give that slime the scare of his life.
Obviously that creepy little fuck had forgotten it was my house, not his, to judge by the happy look of placid joy on his toady little face as he made himself free with MY furniture. When I yanked him upright and shocked him out of his little world, I actually think he shit himself...
"Hello Max!" I grinned, watching fear turn to terror as he saw Georgy and her incipient black eye and split lip.
"I hear you like hitting women," I purred; "Georgy says you hit her, and I just wiped a ton of concealer off my mother's face, and guess what? Someone's been hitting her too. Do you know who it was? Come on Maxie, you can be honest with me, do you know who repeatedly punched my drugged mother in the face?"
He opened his mouth, and I assumed he was going to lie, so I hauled off and slammed a right into his left eye, snapping his head back. I work out, I weighed at least forty pounds more than that slobbering gut-bucket, all heft, not an ounce of spare fat anywhere, and I'm fit, military fit, not gym-fit, and not at all soft and paunchy and blubbery and disgustingly out of shape.
Being stiff-armed by me, with all my weight and anger behind it, must have felt like he'd been sledge-hammered. He literally went out of focus. I swear I hit him so hard it momentarily separated his astral body from his real one as he squealed like a stuck hog.
"Shall we try again, Maxie?" I gritted, and when he opened his mouth I just assumed he was going to lie again, so I punched him again, this time a stiff shot to his bulging belly, hauled him back upright again by his lank, thinning hair, and stood back and kicked him in the balls just as hard as I could, like a soccer forward taking a penalty, my instep driving my builder's boot up into his crotch and pulverising his nuts. His shriek of agony as he stretched up on his toes was music to my ears, but I wasn't finished; I hadn't even got started yet...
I grabbed him by his throat and held him upright against his buckling knees.
"You're a thief, and a prick, and a woman-beater, and a crooked, lying, spineless, creepy little dog-fart, Maxie, and I'm taking my family back, have you got that, Maxie?"
Once again I just naturally assumed the bubbling, whining noises were him lying to me, so he got another shot in his blubbery gut that came from down near my knees and a looping right hook to the side of his face that caved in his cheekbone and sent him flying, just missing the open fire, which was more by luck than judgement, I have to admit, but he wasn't paying attention.
I think he'd just realised what happens to people who lay hands on the women in my family, and the spreading stain on the front of his Armani suit trousers, paid for, I have no doubt, with my mother's money, gave testimony to his state of mind at that point.
As he was lying there I reasoned 'why not?' and kicked his short ribs hard enough to snap them and make them float free. His scream of agony was music to my ears.
Grabbing him and hauling him upright once again by his lank hair, in agony be damned, until he faced me, I slapped him (none too gently, I have to admit) to focus him on my words.
"Hey, don't fall down, you little monkey's tit, we're not finished yet; you've been hurting my family, living it up in MY house, making free with MY possessions, drinking MY father's very valuable vintage scotch, which, by the way, is much too good for a slimy little shit-goblin like you, spending MY mother's money willy-nilly, throwing your weight around with MY family, and generally acting like lord of the fucking manor. Uh-uh, big no-no; this is MY manor, and I don't like that, Maxie, I don't like that at all; in fact, it offends me deeply, and do you know what I do to things that offend me deeply, Maxie?"
He stared at me with his watery, streaming eyes like a deer in the headlights, agony writ large all over his pasty, doughy face.
"I erase them, you worthless little turd, so what I'm going to do, I'm going to call the police, and you'll sit your fat, flabby arse there on the ground, not stinking-up my furniture, or I'll snap your worthless neck and call it an accident. When the law gets here Georgy's going to swear up and down you assaulted her and tried to rape her. They'll see and take pictures of her injuries, and my mother's injuries, which I know weren't there two days ago, find the drugs you've been feeding her, put two and two together, and beat the shit out of you in a locked cell somewhere no-one can hear you beg. When you've finished confessing to everything they can throw at you, and you WILL, you'll go to jail for a long, long time, and it couldn't happen to a nicer guy, you disgusting, arse-crawling, scabby little dog's turd."
Max stared at me in horror as I told him what came next.
"Some of my men went into the Prison Service and some of them went into the police when they came out of the army, they tell me stuff, like what goes on inside the cells when the lights go off, especially to poxy little vermin like you, and guess what? I'm going to have them keep a very special eye out for you, just so they know what to do with you when you show up, and arrange for the very best people to welcome you. My men know and like my mum, they respect her and what she stands for, most of them have sat at that table right there and had dinner with her at one time or another, and they're not going to like what you did to her one little bit."
Max's eyes bugged out as my grip around his flabby throat tightened.
"They tell me sweaty little fat fucks like you are a favourite late-night treat in the lockup, did you know that? They like all that blubber to hang on to while they jam you like a blow-up doll; I just know you're going to be belle of the ball, Maxie. They're going to love gang-banging the crap out of you, oh you'll be so popular, and best of all, no-one will lift a finger to stop it; they'll be queuing up for their turn."
I loved the look of horror in his eyes, but wait: it was going to get better.
"By the time they're done with you they'll be able to slide a fucking howitzer up your sloppy arsehole. Isn't that a comforting thought, Maxie? Just think, you'll finally be popular; so many wonderful people are going to want to be your friend, then fuck the shit out of you, isn't that nice? I hear they smack you in the face so hard your lips swell up, because that looks so hot when you're sucking their cocks, and make you wear lipstick made from boiled Tango so you're pretty enough to fuck like a Saigon whore.
Before I call the police, though, I might just beat the cowboy shit out of you; call it a going-away present from the family..."
I knew the court would hand him a relatively light sentence in some cupcake white-collar holiday resort masquerading as a prison, and that he'd probably only serve a third of it anyway, so I wanted to impress on him that retribution comes in many forms, and my way was a lot more painful and memorable than the law allowed for.
Now he knew I also had ways of keeping track of him, and anything I didn't like, or if I felt it was time to ratchet-it up a notch or two, well, we'd be having another conversation...



At this point he made the mistake of blustering, obviously believing he had a way out, that I'd actually listen to his bullshit, or that I gave a bubbly wet shit, so I hauled off and smashed a looping overhand right into his face just to watch his nose break and spray blood all over that fine Turnbull & Asser Egyptian cotton dress shirt my mother had paid for.
Then I kicked him in the balls again, hard, to tighten his focus on me, grabbed him and backhanded him, hard, just the way he'd hit my little sister, and down he went again, only this time I think me pulverising his balls with a steel-capped work boot kept him down there.
You may think at this point that I was just being a bully, that he was already finished. Well, so what? The little prick had been drugging and beating my mother, he'd attacked and tried to rape my baby sister, right then all I wanted to do was stamp him into a red, stringy stain on the floorboards; he was getting off lightly, believe me.
I glanced at Georgy and she nodded; she'd dialled 999 and the police were on their way, so I stood over him, daring him to move. She'd requested an ambulance too, because my mother was not looking good at all. Georgy held her up, helping her to breathe, while I stood over that disgusting puddle of diarrhoea with my foot on his neck until a knock at the door told us the law had arrived.
Twenty minutes later Maxie was in handcuffs, my promise to him before the law arrived that if he didn't roll over then someone was going to visit him and split him like a Christmas wishbone obviously having its effect, because he admitted everything when they cautioned him. When the paramedics arrived they took one look at my mother and bundled her off to the hospital, disco-lights and sirens going full volume.
*****
Max was held on aggravated criminal assault, theft, fraud, and attempted murder charges. The Crown Prosecution Service, the CPS, wanted to throw the book at him and dig him the biggest, deepest hole possible and then it all became academic, because Mother passed away.
The drug and alcohol combination he'd been feeding her caused her to slip into a coma until her kidneys failed catastrophically, dropping her blood pressure so drastically that her poor heart was unable to keep beating and went into shock.
Georgy was distraught, I was in a killing rage, I wanted to drag that bastard out of his cell, get his blubbery neck in the crook of my arm and just squeeze 'till his fucking head exploded, but no, he got to live and my mother paid the price for his greed.
Max tried to recant his confession, but the CPS changed-up the charges; now he was up on premeditated murder charges, not negligent manslaughter. They refused to entertain even a hint of any kind of limited plea-deal that British law might allow, and they were especially in no mood to talk it down to manslaughter, involuntary or otherwise; they wanted blood, and Max was in their gun-sights.
As far as the CPS were concerned he'd recklessly, and with malice aforethought, with full knowledge and understanding of the inevitable outcome of his actions, endangered and incapacitated my mother, a vulnerable woman unfortunate to be wealthy enough to attract a predator like him, thereby causing her death through the reckless administration of banned toxic substances while attempting to defraud her.
Premeditated murder, in their view, no matter which way you cut it, carried out with ruthless planning with full foreknowledge of the consequences of his actions. From his internet search history the police were able to prove that he knew beyond a shadow of a doubt that his actions could have had no other outcome, and yet he'd still shown callous indifference to Mother's suffering.
He'd subjected my mother to a catalogue of brutal assaults and ever-increasing doses of toxic agents, she had paid with her life, now he was going to pay for his actions.
Georgy sleepwalked through this whole period, barely eating, barely sleeping, always restless, her mind and concentration shot to pieces. I was in no better state; with endless consultations with the CPS dredging it all up again and again, my mind was close to breaking point too, but I had to hold it together.
I had to hold us together, because Georgy was lost and wandering and I could barely function with the constant self-recriminations, memories of seeing what he'd done to my mother, and guilt torturing me over whether I could have done more to prevent what had happened.
The only thing I could do to stop myself going insane was go back to my house and try and lose myself in the work there; I think I reasoned that if I had enough to keep me occupied, the reality of the impending trial and the drama and trauma that went with it could be compartmentalised, and maybe I could find some kind of normality, some way to escape my guilt.
In my mind, I'd taken my eyes off the ball, and now we were here, and I couldn't get past that...
I took Georgy with me to my house, and kept her there with me, mostly so I could keep an eye on her, but also hoping I could get her to possibly help me around the place; if I could keep her engaged and occupied, if we could find some kind of distraction, just maybe it would jar her out of the listless, apathetic state she'd fallen into.
Max was on remand in Belmarsh Prison in London, waiting on a court date; he'd be tried at The Old Bailey, the Central Criminal Court, where guilty verdicts in capital cases almost invariably got full-sentence minimum tariffs; if he got sentenced to 30 years, he'd only be considered for release on license after he'd served a minimum of 30 years.
Needless to say, this is what we were hoping for; with no death penalty, it was the closest thing to payback for my mother's murder we were likely to get. My only consolation was that in most prisons, criminals like him were held in contempt: helpless women and children were beyond the pale, and he'd callously, brutally murdered an incapacitated elderly woman simply because he could.
One way or another Max Preece was a marked man; the other inmates, violent offenders all, had little time and even less mercy for vermin like him; he was going to be a lonely, frightened man in prison, always one step away from an 'accidental' death in full view of everyone, and it served him right.
****
Meanwhile, poor Georgy was just a shadow of her former self; she used to be a bright, noisy, mischievous girl before all this, ever-ready to take on a dare, prank me, or tweak my nose with the parade of boys calling her up hoping for a date, a kiss, just a few minutes of her time.
Now she was a ghost, a silent, hollow-eyed, forlorn figure who drifted from room to room, always in eyeshot of me, always watching me with that intensity that was such a "Georgy" trademark. I'd try and jolly her along and jokingly ask what she was staring at, and I'd get a soft "Nothing, Will..." as she averted her eyes.
When I was still living at home, back in the days when we still had a family, she'd entertained herself by dragging boys in to meet me, knowing full well they were going to get the voodoo word and the sour, gimlet-eyed stare from me. Those days seemed far away, from a whole different universe to the nightmare one we were living in now.
Georgy had always known how to have fun with me, taunting me with the boys who were besotted with her. As far as I was concerned, not one of those spotty, scrawny, tongue-tied jackasses was fit to breathe the same air as my sweet, innocent little sister, let alone date her, and she was too young anyway, so they were on a hiding to nothing.
Just the thought of any of those idiots actually laying hands on my sweet, innocent kid sister had me reaching for the nearest blunt instrument. If any of them had tried to kiss her in my presence I would have yanked their bottom lip up over the top of their head and stapled it to the back of their neck, and Georgy knew it.
Now those fun times were a distant memory, if they'd ever really existed at all, and our present reality was that we were alone, my dad was gone and mother had been murdered for her money by a sociopath. All that was left were Georgy and me, the shattered fragments of our once happy family.
******
The day I left home to attend Sandhurst, the Royal Military College, she cried like there'd been a death in the family; she was fifteen, I was eighteen, and she actually tried to physically block me from getting in the car, and then tried to yank me back out of the car to stop me leaving, and to be honest, I nearly let her. I loved my baby half-sister, she was three years younger than me but she was still my best friend, my truest confidante, my partner in crime, and the one person in the world I'd trust with my life.
The thought of her fretting alone at home while I was locked-down at the other end of the country nearly did me in. Leaving her alone at home when I left to begin life at Sandhurst was literally the toughest, most heartbreaking thing I'd ever done.
Life at the military college was interesting, involving, and utterly absorbing. I wanted to serve in both my father and step-father's regiment, The Blues and Royals, who, together with the Life Guards, made up the Household Cavalry, the monarch's personal guards, and the two most senior regiments of the British Army. Three years of officer training, military etiquette, man-management and command training, ordinance and weapons, tactics, and combat training followed.
I rarely came home, training schedules being what they were, but it was always Georgy I hunted for as soon as I ran in the door. I even kept our last picture taken together on my night-stand, she and I dressed in overalls laughing together as we mucked-out her new horse on her eighteenth birthday, intriguing my roommates no end. They all thought she was my girl, and would rag on me about having such a hot girlfriend.
It felt a little weird admitting the pictures on my desk of the beautiful girl with the pale skin, big grey eyes, and mass of jet-black hair was actually my little sister, not my girlfriend, even though she was my best friend and favourite person in the whole world, so I shut up and said nothing, preferring to let them think what they liked.
My biological father had been killed on a training exercise, a stupid weapon malfunction, when I was less than a year old. His best friend and Sandhurst roomie had brought the news to mum, supported and comforted her, helped her and Mrs. Kinnison raise me, and eventually fallen in love with her. Georgy was their daughter, but she was always just my kid sister, nothing else.
Whenever I got home, she would jump all over me and completely monopolise my time, so much so mum had to ask her to let her and dad (and that's how I thought of him; he was never my step-dad, he was always just 'dad') have some time with me, they missed me too.
I sort of knew dad wasn't too well; every time I came home he looked older, thinner, more haggard, and his upright, straight-backed cavalryman's posture was going. He'd taken to leaning on a cane, and his clothes hung on him like limp flags, but when I tried asking him what was wrong he just passed it off with a comment about 'just getting old, son, it happens to all of us eventually' which didn't feel right at all. He was only in his early fifties, younger than some of the drill sergeants, barely even middle-aged, but that was his story and he was sticking to it.
What really drove it home was my Passing-Out Parade. Mum, Dad, and eighteen year-old Georgy were all there to watch me graduate, "pass-out", as a 2nd Lieutenant preparatory to being sent down to my regiment. As we marched and wheeled in precision formations on the parade ground I saw my family in the stand, mum and Georgy standing on either side of my father, who was sitting in a wheelchair.
I nearly lost step, and I don't really remember the rest of the ceremonies that afternoon, being confirmed in my selection for formal induction into The Blues and Royals, anything, all I remember is the shock at seeing my poor dad shrunken and huddled in that wheelchair, just a shadow of his former self.
That was the day I found out that dad had Pancreatic Cancer, it had progressed to Stage IV, it was spreading everywhere, and inoperable. Dad had wanted me kept ignorant of what was happening to him, he knew how much Sandhurst meant to me, but also that I would have dumped it all in a heartbeat to be with him, to share in what time was left with him as he ground through that bastard disease that was eating him alive.
He knew that, so he kept it from me until he couldn't hide it any longer.
My C.O. knew dad, they'd served together, and he knew what dad was going through, so he gave me a deferment so I could take dad home and be with him for as long as it took, but even I wasn't prepared for how shockingly short was the time he had left. I'd barely gotten the family home when dad's condition worsened. All the strength he'd carefully husbanded just to see me through my chosen path was finally spent, and I barely had a week at home with him while he reminisced about he and my father and their escapades as young cadets, told me what he wanted me to do, how he wanted me to take care of Georgy and mum.
It was only when he was satisfied he'd passed on everything he thought I needed to know that he'd finally accepted the palliative medication, medication he'd refused because he wanted to keep his mind clear until he'd properly said his farewells.
Dad had refused to go into hospice care; he'd wanted to stay with his family to the end. Just a few days after I took him home, not even a week after he'd proudly shaken my hand as a newly commissioned Queen's Officer, he finally went to his rest, while Georgy, mum, and I held him and read him passages from his favourite book, 'Three Men in a Boat', by Jerome K. Jerome.
Whenever dad was feeling down, or the day seemed too much for him, he'd read a few chapters and he'd be smiling again. It was his happy place, and we sent him on his way to the words of his favourite passages from the one thing his disease couldn't rob him of.
******
Georgy spent most of her time with me just fetching and carrying, always silently, with no attempts to initiate conversations, no sign of breaking out of the apathetic state she'd sunk into, nothing. She kept and maintained that carefully blank expression she'd had on her face the day they'd convicted that little fucker of the premeditated murder of my helpless mother and I could do nothing to break her out of it.
The sentence, a minimum tariff of 37 years, hardly seemed adequate, and Georgy never even twitched an eyebrow when it was passed; it was like she'd switched the whole episode and its aftermath off. She seemed to be feeling none of the outrage I was feeling; my mother was dead because he murdered her for her money, and he still got to wake up every morning, and breathe, and be alive, and have the best medical care, and three square meals a day, and rehabilitation, and pampering, instead of being properly punished for being a ruthless, venal, murderous piece of dogshit.
I didn't know how to deal with whatever was going on with her; the sparkling, vital, happy girl I knew and loved was gone, and a sombre, expressionless zombie had taken her place. Even constantly hugging her and telling her I was always going to be there for her, keeping her in close contact, asking her opinion about every least little thing, trying to jolly her along, did nothing to break her out of her apathy, and I was beginning to be seriously concerned for her mental well-being; this was our Georgy-Girl, the fun one, now reduced to a pale, silent ghost.
*****
Time dragged by slowly as Georgy and I orbited around each other, me trying to be as normal as possible, and Georgy just ambling along, no animation or interest on her face, until the day I finally took her home, the home she'd steadfastly refused to enter since the day we'd found our mother the way Max had left her.
I needed to reconnect with any part of my past I could find, and no matter what had so recently happened there, my family home was still full of other, happier memories, memories of a childhood filled with fun and laughter, golden days with mum and dad, and Mrs. Kinnison chasing around after us, checking on us, playing with us, and, as we got older, including us more in the running and management of the house and estate.
I missed those days, I missed the sense of connection we'd shared with the house, with each other, and I reasoned that that was what Georgy needed, reminders of a happy past in that house where love and laughter and warmth had abounded.
When I first took her indoors, the first time she'd been inside the house in almost five months, Georgy became animated, almost agitated; obviously memories of the last time we'd been here were resonating inside her, and her grip on my arm was painful, her nails digging into me even through the material of my jacket. I literally had to walk her in, her feet seemed to be like lead blocks, and she shuffled along, almost falling over in her reluctance to put one foot in front of the other.
Mrs. Kinnison watched us making our slow progress inside, her eyes wide and concerned as she exchanged glances with me. Her expression spoke volumes about the changes in Georgy, so far from the fun-loving, noisy, boisterous child, and lively, warm, attractive girl she'd helped raise and loved so well.
Our first night back in the house was grim indeed. Georgy had a huge, vivid, realistic nightmare; her screaming brought me running, to find Mrs. Kinnison already there with her, holding her, trying desperately to break her out whatever was being played out in front of her and goading her into a paroxysm of terror; I didn't know what to do, I could only watch as that sweet lady, the only good part left of our shattered lives, of the love we'd had before it was taken from us, cuddled and petted, and held Georgy close the way she had when she was small and she felt blue, or wanted her boo-boo's kissed better.
Night after night the same story: Georgy in screaming fits of terror, Mrs. Kinnison holding her, trying to soothe her, trying to make her forget the horror and calm down while I stood by helplessly and watched my beautiful sister fracture and disintegrate. I told myself coming back here, bringing Georgy back here had been a mistake, but when I tried to suggest she come and live with me she shot me down; this was her home, this was where mummy and daddy were, this was what she wanted, where she needed to be.
It all finally culminated in the most traumatic night ever; poor Georgy was lucid dreaming, it was so real to her that she screamed herself hoarse, whatever she was dealing with had finally gotten deep enough into her to set off some really horrifying, life-like hallucinations, and there was nothing Mrs. Kinnison or I could do except hold her as she threshed around, almost too strong for both of us to deal with without hurting her.
All I could do was hold her and talk, desperately, quickly, reminding her of us, of her childhood, the things that made her laugh, the day she got her first pony, trivial things, yet supremely meaningful, milestones that only meant something to her, but significant to her at the time, and at last I began to get through to her.
I hugged her to me, which seemed to shake her out of it, and then the tears began, everything she'd held in and held down broke out, and she sobbed piteously, her broken heart finally finding release from the pain that had been torturing her.
Mrs. Kinnison, our 'Aunt Kay' and I held her close, the three of us all that was left of our former life, as Georgy's grief resonated and amplified my own. That dear woman who'd been there for us all our lives held us and hugged us, and shared her compassion the way she always had.



Eventually, Mrs. Kinnison left us to hold each other, Georgy had calmed and seemed almost ready to sleep again, but her arm though mine kept me there, and I wasn't going to be so churlish as to disengage her; if she needed to hold me close to scare the demons away, then that is what I would let her have.
*****
I woke with a start, something had triggered me, and that was when I realised Georgy was still clutched on to me, fast asleep, her features in repose the girl I used to know; that hunted, haunted look that had become normal for her was gone, and my pretty little sister was back, her fine features rested and finally at peace.
As I studied her sleeping face her eyelids fluttered open, and she smiled sleepily, and it was Georgy smiling at me, not the pallid, expressionless ghost I'd been living with.
"Hi Will..." she murmured, snuggling deeper into my arm.
"This feels nice," she whispered, yawning prettily. "I like it, please don't leave... "
"Don't worry, Georgy, I'm not going anywhere. Go back to sleep," I murmured, patting and squeezing her hand reassuringly. "I'll still be here when you wake up. Now get some rest, kid."
*****
The bright morning sunshine on my face woke me, and for a second confusion reigned as I felt someone huddled tightly against me before memory clicked in and I remembered Georgy's nightmare and me calming her down. She'd turned somewhat on her stomach, and kicked the bedclothes down during the night, but what I wasn't prepared for was how her sleeping T-shirt had ridden up to her waist, displaying the most delectable bottom I'd ever seen, only the slim string of the flimsiest of thongs bisecting her cheeks preventing her being entirely naked from the waist down.
I had always been aware, without really being aware, if you follow me, that Georgy was beautiful; roommate after roommate at Sandhurst had commented on the hot girl whose photos were on my dresser, but I'd never seen her that way myself. She was just my kid sister, my best friend, and the one who always took the blame because dad was incapable of punishing her when we were younger.
Now, seeing her so innocently displayed I realised just how alluring she really was, had always been, and I'd never noticed, because I was only ever seeing her as "kid sister". Suddenly I was aware that she wasn't just my kid sister anymore; she was a beautiful young woman, and I didn't know how to shut off the thoughts that had arisen unbidden at the sight of her innocent near-nudity.
If that wasn't enough, I saw, really saw, unencumbered by jeans or jodhpurs or more formal clothes, just how shapely her legs were, long, perfectly proportioned slender yet with that smooth, rounded muscularity of perfect muscle tone, the legacy of her equestrian hobby.
Georgy stirred and mumbled "Will, move over," before hugging my arm closer and lapsing back into deep sleep again. All I could do was freeze, desperate to not disturb her, because I knew if she woke and realised her state of undress with me there she'd be mortified, and so would I.
I was stymied; I didn't know what to do, whether to try and surreptitiously ease her sleeping-shirt back down to a more modest length, or slip her arm out of mine at glacial speed so I didn't disturb her and make a dash for the door, or just do nothing, pretend to be asleep, and hope she didn't wake and catch me ogling her.
I was still debating what to do when she giggled at me.
"Quit staring at my bum, Will, you must have seen a bare bum before!"
My face instantly grew hot, and I knew I was blushing fiercely. Georgy giggled again, an amused little chuckle that for some reason sent icy-hot shivers racing up and down my spine.
"You should see yourself, Will, you look like a traffic light!"
I tried to disengage my arm from her so I could get the hell out of there and try and live the embarrassment down a little but Georgy wasn't having it, rather she held on tight and jiggled her bottom as she smirked at me.
"You can look some more, if you like, you know! Maybe you can tell me if it's any better than all the other girly-bums you must have seen while you were off out there shagging around with your hunky soldier mates and being one of our fearless defenders!"
She was obviously having a high old time embarrassing me, but she'd struck a chord; her bottom was the best one I'd ever seen in my regrettably limited experience of sampling hot girls' delectable bottoms, but there was no way I was telling her that; she was my kid sister, for fuck's sake! I had to head this off somehow, this was just wrong!
"Georgy, stop it, make yourself decent, please, just don't... " I begged, ostentatiously turning my head away so she could see I wasn't staring at her naked bottom, much as I still wanted to.
Her tinkling laughter echoed in my ears as she wriggled but made no move to cover her nakedness, and when I glanced at her she showed no trace of embarrassment or guilt, just the "naughty-girl" grin I got whenever she'd pranked me when we were younger. She stretched languidly and bounced her tummy on the bed, making her bottom jiggle and twinkle most fetchingly.
"You're such a dork, Will! But seriously, though, tell me: have I got a nice arse?"
"GEORGY!!" I snapped, "Enough, God's sake, you're my sister! Cut it out!"
"Yes or no, Will? I'm going to keep asking 'til I get an answer, you might as well give in!" she giggled, her rippling little laugh making the hairs on the back of my neck prickle and goose-bumps erupt on my arms and legs.
"Alright, since you ask, then no, I think you've got a weird, saggy arse, I bet it wipes out your footprints! There, happy now?" I demanded, and 'woofed' as she punched me in the side.
As I tried to get my breath back from that sucker punch she swung around and slid off the bed and onto her knees by the side of the bed.
"Okay, then Will, how about these?" and with that, she crossed her arms at the waist and grabbed the hem of her night-shirt. There was no way I was looking at that, and I bolted for the door, her 'Gotcha!' laughter ringing in my ears.
As I grabbed the doorknob she softly called out to me.
"Will...?"
I refused to turn my head in case she'd followed through, but the good manners mother and Mrs. Kinnison had drummed into me took over.
"What is it, Georgy?" I answered.
"Thank you..." she murmured, "love you, Tyler Wilmot."
I grinned to myself; she only ever called me 'Tyler' when she was trying to wheedle something out of me, so I didn't turn my head, just in case she was trying to fake me out.
"I love you too, Georgy, always, now get dressed, I'll get breakfast on."
*****
I was juggling grilling a pack of bacon, a string of sausages, and a tray of sliced tomatoes, making toast, and simultaneously frying eggs in one pan and mushrooms in another when Georgy finally came down with Mrs. Kinnison. Mrs K was, as usual, dressed impeccably, while Georgy was still in her nightshirt, looking impish and adorable, all trace of the previous night's terror gone; now, at last, my beautiful baby sister was back, looking how I always pictured her, no trace or echo of the trauma she'd been going through showing in her eyes or her expression.
At last she was just Georgy again, although I couldn't help but notice how tight her shirt was, or how short, or how closely it hugged her shapely body ("cut that out, Will, she's your sister, for Chrissake!" my conscience chimed, but I wasn't going to; Georgy's teasing had started something inside me, and it refused to go away).
Mrs. K tried to herd me to the table so she could finish breakfast for us but I wouldn't let her; she was our 'Aunt Kay', the one happy part of my childhood I had left, not chief cook and bottle-washer, and I had no intention of letting her behave like an employee. She was all we had, and I wanted to do whatever little I could for her to repay her for all the care she'd lavished on us, especially Georgy, our whole lives.
To my mind she was family, not an employee, and family did stuff for each other. There were no servants or employees here, now or ever again.
After breakfast we cleared up, loaded the dishwasher, and retired to the lounge, because Aunt Kay wanted to talk to us. While we were settling down, she brought through a tea-tray with teapot, cups, saucers, cream-jug and sugar-bowl. I cocked an eyebrow at Georgy, wondering why such a formal setup; normally we'd just brew a couple of teabags in mugs and drink them while we chatted in the kitchen.
Mrs. Kinnison poured for all of us, then started on why we were there.
"Will, Georgy, your poor mother's estate is still in probate, I don't know how long it will take to clear, all I know is it takes a while, but I know, because I witnessed for her, broadly what the provisions were in her will. Children, I don't know if you're aware of what your dear mother intended, but in keeping with the terms of the trust, she wanted the care of the entire estate split exactly down the middle between her children, regardless of the fact it's the Wilmot estate, and you're technically not a Wilmot, Georgy, with an annuity for me, and the use of the Lodge for the remainder of my life."
She sighed, putting her cup of tea on the table.
"I've lived with this family nearlyfifty years now, since I was younger than you are now, Georgy, since Will's father was just a toddler. I was married once, a long time ago, when I was still just a teenager. My husband was a soldier, a Royal Marine, and he wasn't much older than me, but we wanted to be married so our families gave in. He was killed in Northern Ireland, and I had to find a job, my family couldn't support me forever. I answered a job advert your grandmother had placed in the Labour Exchange, looking for a nanny and housekeeper, and here I stayed."
She looked sadly at me, her eyes soft and sorrowful.
"Your poor, dear father was just two years old when I first came here, Will, and I have always been very happy here; this was my refuge, the home and family denied me when I lost my husband, and I have loved every moment of my life here. Your grandparents never treated me like a servant, and your father was the son I never had. Your grandmother and I raised your father, I watched him grow into a fine young man, and I was there the day your grandparents welcomed your mother into the family."
She sighed, obviously saddened by what she was telling us.
"When your father was lost it really was like losing my own son. I had spent most of his life raising him, and it was a terrible loss, but then your dear mother met and married your father, Georgy, and she was happy again. Will had a good man for his new father, and then you came along, Georgy, and your mother was so happy, she finally had the little girl she'd always wanted. I have watched this family grow and loved each of you every day of my life. I know you'll do the right thing by your sister, Will"
She smiled vaguely into the distance, obviously seeing something only she could see.
"Your mother and I were very close, I was her friend, her confidante, and, when your father passed away, it was me she leaned on, because she didn't want to burden you children with her grief. I watched as that man wormed his way in and took over her life, I tried to get her out of his clutches, but, well, you know what happened. Before he completely took over her life, she gave me this, please read it, both of you, it concerns you both."
She passed me a fat, padded envelope with something hard and small inside it. I passed it to Georgy, indicating she open it. She pulled out a crisp folded sheet of buff vellum notepaper, and my eyes blurred as I recognised my mother's elegant copperplate handwriting. Georgy looked at me, her eyes bright with unshed tears, but I gestured to her to read it.
"My Darling Tyler and Georgy-Girl,
If you are reading this, it means I've passed away and dear Mrs. Kinnison, your Aunt Kay, is with you, as I asked her to be. The reason for this subterfuge is that this matter concerns immediate family only, and all three of you are the only family you have, so please follow these instructions carefully.
In the envelope with this letter are two keys-"
Georgy looked at me then tipped the envelope out, and two flat steel keys dropped into her palm.
"-these keys are important, hold on to them carefully. Somewhere in the house, I don't know where, I made sure your Aunt Kay never revealed to me where it was, is a steel trunk, one key will open the trunk, and the other key will open what is in the trunk.
Use what you find there well, children, both of you, it was the best I could do with what I could gather. The rest of the estate will come under the provisions of my will, and for you Tyler, will be governed by the conditions of the Wilmot estate trust, but what you find in the trunk is for both of you and you alone. I hope it serves you well, my own dear, sweet children, and remember this: when you need to, rely and depend on Mrs. Kinnison, your Aunt Kay; she has loved and cared for you all your lives, and she knows you better than anyone else in the world. She will help you decide what is best for you if you need help or guidance; I am gone now, so your Aunt Kay must be your mother now, please respect her as such in my memory, and rely on her, she will only do what is the very best for both of you.
God bless you both, my darling children,
Mummy"
Georgy's voice was hoarse with emotion as she read the note, tears running down her cheeks, as they were on mine, and Mrs. Kinnison's, Aunt Kay's eyes, were brimming too at my mother's last words.
"When you're ready, Will, Georgy, come with me, please," said Aunt Kay, dabbing at her eyes. "It's time. Your mother wanted this, it was the last thing she managed to do for you before that... that creature came here and destroyed everything. Come on now, spit-spot!"
Georgy grinned through her tears at her favourite expression from 'Mary Poppins', a movie she'd watched time and again on either mother or Aunt Kay's lap when she was a little girl.
We followed Aunt Kay upstairs, Georgy with her hand in mine, up to the fourth-floor attics. Long ago these rooms had been the servants' quarters, little hutches and garrets for the chambermaids and scullery maids, cooks, footmen, and boot-boys to sleep in (but the not the head cook; in the grand households of old the head cook was all-powerful, and the cook's slightly grander room as was, was next to the main kitchens "below stairs.")
There were even three steep little servant's staircases leading from the attics all the way down to concealed landings on each floor, the doors on each floor cleverly disguised as linen closets in the corridors, or tucked away in chimney-corner reveals, and finally ending in the scullery kitchen, the old laundry, now dad's old workshop, and the linen presses. Heaven forbid a guest should be traumatised by actually seeing a servant on the elegant main staircase! How times have changed...
Georgy and I used to play and chase each other up and down those surprisingly solid ancient staircases and little hidden landings until mother put a stop to it.
My grandfather had renovated the attics sometime in the 1950's, removing walls and opening out the warren of garrets into more useful lumber rooms stacked floor to ceiling with furniture and bric-a-brac that had outlived its usefulness or had gone out of taste or fashion as the years passed but was too good and well-made to be simply thrown away.
There was a confusing jumble of elegant Georgian and Regency, ugly Victorian and eclectic and unfashionable Bauhaus and Art Deco chairs, sideboards, armoires, dining tables, chaise-longue's and bookcases, dusty, faded Grandfather and Grandmother drawing room clocks, writing bureaux, and knee-hole desks stashed away up there.
Apparently my family had never thrown anything away, preferring to just stash it in the attics and forget about it, because there was probably enough drawing room, parlour, and dining room furniture up there to completely furnish a more modest house than ours.
There were even a whole range of huge, imposing dressing-room linen presses and mirror wardrobes stored up there that Georgy and I used to clamber around in when we were young, hoping to find Narnia.
Some rooms, but not many, were left pretty uncluttered; I grinned as I recalled playing 'Hide & Seek' up there with Georgy and our assorted friends when we were young, and there was even a large playroom-cum-bedroom that my friends and I had used for sleepovers when I was a boy. This was where she led us.
The room had a large walk-in closet currently being used as a linen store, where all the old table and bed linens that were too good to be just thrown away were stored, bales of them, on dowelling racks.
At the very back of the closet, surrounded by and hidden under a stack of probably priceless Regency and Victorian cotton Lawn tablecloths and linen table napery I could see a huge riveted steel steamer trunk, three times the height of an army footlocker, so a chest really, such as one sometimes saw in the retro furnishings stores (usually with a hefty price tag attached).
Georgy and I took all the linens off and piled them elsewhere, and finally revealed my Great-great-grandfather's name and service number stencilled on the trunk; obviously this huge thing had been part of his campaign furniture back in the day. Georgy looked at me and I nodded, so she knelt down and fumbled the right key in the lock.
When she opened the heavy lid, we were confronted with rows of neatly folded antique baby clothes. Georgy looked at Aunt Kay in puzzlement, but she just motioned for her to move the clothes out of the way. As it happened, the clothes were just a single layer, folded there to disguise what was underneath, a flat steel tray or lidded box about six inches high that fitted exactly into the trunk.
I'd seen these large campaign trunks before, although none as big as this one; there was one in the Imperial War Museum in London and several in the Guard's museum with one of these fitted boxes inside, which was usually a travelling gun case, probably from 'The Army & Navy' store, the Victorian campaign furniture and tailored uniform outfitters in London.
These fitted trunk-boxes were usually where the owners pistols, often cased matching pairs given as gifts when the owner went to war, sabres, ceremonial swords, and awards and insignia were stored.
Obviously the remaining key opened that, which Georgy did, and we both gasped in wonder. Inside the red baize-lined gun-box were jewellery boxes, dozens upon dozens of blue fish-skin or green velvet ring, brooch, and necklace boxes stacked three deep and filling the case completely, with names like Lalique, Boucheron, Cartier, and Verver stamped on them in gold leaf. In the centre of the tray there were more than a dozen flat, green and blue fish-skin boxes with the magical Фаберже imprint stamped in gold on them that I'd seen so many times on television: Fabergé, a king's ransom of the rarest, most beautiful, most desirable jewellery in the world locked in a trunk in the attic of my home; it was almost surreal.
Georgy stared wide-eyed at me, while Aunt Kay smiled down at her.
"This is your mother's, grandmother's and great-grandmother's collection and family pieces going all the way back to Tudor times, Will. Your mother took it all out of the vault at Coutts Bank after your poor father passed away because she didn't want estate taxes or Death Duties to grab any of these pieces if anything happened to her. Your family has spent generations acquiring these pieces and loving them, she wanted you to have them, not have them disappear or be sold off to pay bills. Your grandmother and your mother loved and treasured each and every piece there, and she knew you would too. She had me hide them against this day, reasoning that if she didn't know where they were nobody could ever make her reveal their location. She trusted me to keep them safe for you, something I was both honoured and privileged to do."



Seeing that stuff answered a question that had occasionally nagged at me since mum had passed away. I remembered my mother wearing some of the pieces Georgy was looking at, but after her death they were gone.
I'd just assumed they were lost and gone forever, stolen and fenced by that fat little fuck-weasel, but thankfully my mother had been astute enough to get them out of his reach before he or anyone else could get their mitts on them. Good on you, Mum!
I had to smile at the sight of Georgy playing once again with the baubles and glittery brooches Mum used to dress her up in when she was a little girl. Of course, back then she couldn't possibly have known what they were or how valuable they were; they were just sparklies to make her look like a princess.
I looked in wonder at the rows and rows of huge white, blue, yellow, and pink antique-cut Edwardian diamond rings and pendants, emerald and ruby-encrusted bracelets, platinum tiaras set with spray upon spray of white diamonds, gold necklaces made of cascades of sky-blue sapphires, pearls, diamonds, and rubies set in elegant and artistic gold and platinum rings, necklaces, bracelets, earrings, and huge, glittering brooches, and stunning diamond, sapphire, and emerald bracelets.
All of those fabulous, incredibly beautiful examples of the jeweller's art just stashed in the house blew my mind.
I did a quick costing in my head, and whistled; there had to be several million pounds sitting in that tray; just the matching gold, emerald, diamond, and guilloche enamel bracelet, necklace, brooch, and earrings set Georgy was playing with, from a green sharkskin case with " Фаберже " stamped on it must have been worth something in the high six-figure range, I'd watched enough "Antiques Roadshow" to work that out, and there were more than a dozen similar cases.
Georgy was busy opening boxes and smiling at pieces she remembered playing with when she suddenly stopped and stared at me.
"Will, this is all your family's heirlooms, we can't just keep this here, it's not really ours, is it? This is for you to pass along to your descendants, this is the Wilmot legacy!"
Aunt Kay stepped up and put her hand on Georgy's shoulder.
"Lift the tray, please baby-girl, there's more in there."
I noticed a pair of recessed handles in the sides of the case, so Georgy and I lifted it out, and gasped again: stacked in the trunk immediately under the jewellery were bundles and bundles of banknotes packed in so tight there was almost no room to move them. I whistled as I flipped through one slim stack of crisp banknotes: two hundred £50 notes bound together, and the others all looked to be the same, so £10,000 per stack.
There must have been several hundred bundles stacked up and crammed in there, taking up all the spare space in that enormous trunk. I did a quick calculation based on the number of bundles in a single stack and whistled again: I guessed there were maybe six hundred and fifty or more bundles of notes, which meant there was something over six million in cash staring at us.
Together with that tray of amazing antique and Art Nouveau jewellery, especially those Fabergé and Lalique pieces, and the incredibly ornate Tudor and Renaissance pieces it meant that somewhere around ten or twelve million pounds had just been handed to us.
When I told Georgy my best guesstimate of what was sitting in front of us she slumped back in stunned amazement.
"Where... how... when... " she stammered, completely lost for words. Aunt Kay slipped down next to her and hugged her, calming her down.
"Why didn't mother just leave this lot in the bank? It would have been safer there, surely?" I asked, wondering why this fortune in gems and cash had been stashed in the house at all, it wasn't exactly the most secure place in England.
"Think, Will," chided Aunt Kay; "If this had been left in the bank it might have been listed and taxed as being your poor mother's personal assets and not part of the trust at all. Your mother and her original firm of investment counsellors and solicitors made use of some unique, but perfectly legal conditions and tax exemptions to sidestep the costs that might otherwise be levelled against this estate. She knew what she was doing when she settled the family trust on you, and the way she did it, otherwise the Inheritance Tax might have taken all of this away from you. This estate is worth many millions, but your family didn't actually have very much cash money compared to the value of the trusts; it's all tied up in investments and linked trusts that you can't touch until probate is proved."
She paused, her eyes far away, and her expression sad, but determined.
"Right now, Will, the land rents and farmland leased out to farming is what keeps this place afloat. If your mother hadn't named you as a trustees of your respective family trusts in such a unique way the tax man would be totting-up how much this place is worth right now so he can come calling, and he would have stuck you with an Inheritance Tax bill based on forty percent of the gross value of the entire Wilmot estate, this house, all the land, everything that would have been your inheritance, Will. Plus all your mother's own family holdings, which should go to both of you, plus what Georgy would inherit in her own right from her father's Lassiter family trusts."
She waved a hand at the trunk, at the jewellery.
"All this would have been eaten up, plus more you just don't have."
She looked pensive.
"Right now, the estate, your mother's investment trusts, and the various family trusts, both Wilmot and your Lassiter family trusts, Georgy, all the offshore accounts that... that animal was trying to get his hands on, and all their incomes are being tabulated and investigated by the Court of Probate, and because of the value of all those trusts and all the trust holdings, it might take a couple of years to prove both your inheritances. The tricky part is going to be releasing those offshore accounts; they're held in places like the Cayman Islands and Barbuda, and include all the cash investments your mother made to keep you children solvent in the case of her death. They're all tied to provenance of the trusts; once you get them, all the other cash accounts become yours too, all you have to do is show up, hand over the papers from the courts, and the money becomes yours, because your mother made sure of that."
She smiled wistfully.
"Your mother and I spent a lot of time with her investment advisors and private bankers getting this all in place; trusts this large don't prove overnight, which is why all this money is here right now; it's to keep you going until probate is proven. Once they rule, the Wilmot family trust will devolve to you, Will, it's a family trust with only one named trustee, you, and the same with Georgy's inheritance and her own family trusts, so no inheritance tax attaches. You will each just take over administering the various family trusts held in your names from your mother's stewardship according to those unique, but completely legal, conditions and processes I told you about. Your mother knew the value of what you see here might conceivably have been assessed as true income apart from the trust by both the Court of Probate and the tax-man and gobbled up, so your mother removed it from possible scrutiny and kept it intact for you."
She patted my arm reassuringly.
"The safest place for it was right here, sweethearts. The estate can't be sold off piecemeal to generate income, it's held in trust for you and future generations by covenants and deeds that predate Magna Carta, it would take an act of Parliament and Royal Assent to stand them down, and you can't do anything until the Court rules anyway, so this jewellery and cash, for now this is your real inheritance, the jewellery to keep safe and pass along, and the money to spend as you see fit. Hopefully this money will keep you and your home afloat until you can assume full rights and access to the family trusts."
I watched Georgy absently fondling some of the more beautiful pieces, beautiful toys she obviously remembered from her childhood, and wondered what we were going to do with this stuff. If the jewellery was indeed my family's legacy, then I couldn't sell any of it any more than mother could have done.
It was being left to me to guard and pass down the generations, not squander, so the best thing to do to preserve it for future generations was to lock it up again and put it somewhere safe. For now, we'd both have to live off just the money instead; it was the only possible solution.
"Let's put this back for now and go back downstairs, okay?" offered Aunt Kay, "you children need to make some decisions now, let's see what we can come up with."
*****
As we trooped down the stairs Georgy once again held my hand, but it felt... different, not like me leading my little sister around, it was somehow more... adult, intimate, almost, and that confused me. Georgy seemed to be feeling something similar, if her sidelong glances and periodic tightening of her fingers around mine were any indication.
I found myself studying her features more closely, noting the play of her lips as she smiled or spoke, the extraordinary length of her lashes, the fairness of her skin, the way she tossed her hair over her shoulder as she spoke, the deep midnight blackness of her hair. I'd been seeing all these things for years, but suddenly now I was focusing on them, on her, and I really didn't know why.
When we got down to the floor where our bedrooms were Georgy peeled off, saying she was going to get dressed, and Aunt Kay and I continued on down to the sitting room. After the morning's revelations I felt like some coffee was in order, so we retired to the kitchen to sit and drink coffee together like families do. Aunt Kay smiled at me over the rim of her coffee mug.
"Okay Will, I've seen that face before, tell me what's going on with you. Is it the money? Don't feel guilty about it, sweetheart, it's yours, left to you to take care of you and Georgy; maybe now you can pay interior decorators and proper tradesmen to finish renovating your house. You know you're going to need help, sweetheart, you can't run this place and try and do all that work there as well, so what's your take on all this?"
I frowned at my coffee, trying to get all my thoughts in a row.
"It's not that simple, Aunt Kay; I realised one thing while we were upstairs. All those jewels and gems, those are not really mine, they've just been put in my safekeeping. They may be worth millions, but they're not my millions to sell and spend, are they? I haven't really inherited anything except a huge headache!"
I grinned, but there was very little humour in it.
"On the other hand, that money may look like a lot, but split between the two of us and the bills we'll have to pay it doesn't really come to a lot, not when you consider how much this place costs to run; it's a Grade One listed historic building, I have to maintain and repair it exactly the same way the original builders constructed it."
I ran my fingers through my hair, suddenly tired and completely daunted by what was being required of me.
"The Orangery roof is going to need replacing very soon, can you imagine how much all that hand-cut Welsh slate is going to cost to replace, and craftsmen to do it? I don't even want to think of the cost, but now I have to. I know the income from the estate covers most of the upkeep, but not all of it, there's probably going to be a huge shortfall. If Georgy and I don't put our heads together and come up with a way to make this a paying concern we may end up losing it.
My family has been here for over nine hundred years, they held this place though the Crusades and the Black Death, the Wars of the Roses, the Reformation, the Civil War, the Great War, and The Blitz, and I really don't want to be the one who loses it all."
Aunt Kay looked at me fondly.
"Will, what have I always told you? Don't borrow trouble from tomorrow. You're a smart, resourceful man, you and Georgy will make this work; I believe in you, so should you. Just be careful, spend wisely, and relax, sweetheart, and you'll be fine. Once the Courts rule on the trust all that additional accrued income becomes yours, be patient and spend carefully. It will work out, I promise you."
I really hoped so, because a couple of million each sounded like a lot of money if you piled it up in a heap, but when confronted with the kind of expenses a large old listed building and estate like this incurred it soon paled into nothing; we really had to get that money working for us because this place was going to eat it up at warp speed.
I went up to my room to basically worry and try and work out the 'worst-case' weekly, monthly, and annual budgets for the house but I was distracted by the sight of Georgy leading one of her horses across the courtyard. I was immediately entranced by her looking so coolly competent with her long legs and taut bottom in her skin-tight white Jodhpurs and elegant English riding boots, with a figure-hugging polo shirt and suede riding gloves, her long hair plaited and tied back in a riding queue, and the whole outfit topped off with a stylish riding helmet.
As I leaned over to get a better look, she glanced up and saw me, and immediately grinned and, before I could work out what she was doing, yanked the back of her Jodhpurs down and wiggled her bare bottom at me!
I jerked back, hearing her laughter pealing out, and feeling my face burn as I blushed furiously, but I knew I had to look at her again (and a small, quiet part of me was hoping she'd do it again, if I'm honest) but she was already mounted-up.
I did get to see her in the saddle though, and had a quick thought about how good girls can look in the saddle when they have just the right bum for it!
Georgy clattered sedately away across the cobbled yard and I got down to pondering our financial woes. Tried to, I should say; my mind was too full of images of pretty dark haired girls with tight young bodies and spectacular bottoms flexing and rippling as they trotted by on horseback.
I know, I should have been disgusted with myself, and I was, but a deep down part of me wasn't at all, it liked those thoughts, and that scared me, or perhaps 'scared' is not the right word; perhaps 'made me apprehensive' was more accurate, and I didn't know why.
All through the day, as I watched her without seeming to, she'd glance meaningfully at me, although I didn't know why, or what she was expecting me to do. Georgy seemed to sense the inner conflict in me, though; whenever I looked at her, or caught her eye, she'd give me a tiny, sly little smile.
She was definitely teasing me. Every move she made incorporated a subtle little wriggle, like she was basking in my attention, and it was becoming harder and harder to not stare and daydream about her, to imagine her in some slinky pose or activity, to stare at her tight young curves and long, perfect legs.
She'd lost the jodhpurs, and was drifting around the house in just her polo shirt (her tight, clingy polo shirt, my overactive imagination supplied) and short, revealing little skirt, one I'd never seen before, and the fact it clung to and clearly outlined her perfect bottom was just one more distraction in a day of unsettlement.
Dinner was just as unsettling; I'd tried to make dinner, I wanted to do something for Georgy and Aunt Kay, but my mind was on other things, like trying to work out why Georgy was suddenly so fascinating and taking up all my available head-space, and I'd basically wasted my time bumbling around getting nothing done.
Eventually she and Aunt Kay shouldered me aside and took over, and we finally sat down to eat all my favorite things: lemon and thyme roasted chicken with sausage, sage and onion stuffing and bread sauce, crispy goose-fat roasted potatoes, Brussels sprouts baked with bacon, olive oil, and chestnuts, and honeyed parsnips, and Mum's special white wine gravy, and for dessert a steamed jam Roly-Poly with vanilla custard.
The scents rising from the table reminded me sharply of Mum and a breath of sadness and deep loss blew through me; these were the very things mum would make for me when I came home on leave, knowing how much I'd missed them. Georgy saw my face fall, and reached across the table to squeeze my hand.
"Eat up and think of Mummy, Will, I know she's gone now, but we're still here. Enjoy your meal and remember her Will, you know that's what she liked most in the world, watching you eat like you'd been starved in a cellar somewhere!"
I grinned at her, knowing she was right, and tucked into that wonderful meal, the one thing that said "home" to me most perfectly. As I ate I noticed Georgy kept glancing and smiling at me; ordinarily this wouldn't even have registered, but in my newly heightened awareness of her it suddenly seemed significant.
Aunt Kay also seemed to be more than interested in what was going on, whatever it was; her enigmatic smile never wavered as her glance constantly flicked between us, like she was checking and comparing something.
Georgy and I cleared the table after dinner and packed the leftovers in the fridge while Aunt Kay loaded the dishwasher, and, by mutual agreement, we refrained from discussing money and how to get some; right then my head hurt to even think about it and Georgy seemed similarly disinclined.
So we sat or lounged in the family room, Georgy curled up on the couch with her legs tucked under her (but still managing to give me a good eyeful of her sleek thighs and cute little feet) flicking through channels on TV while I slouched in the worn, comfortable armchair mum used to sit in with Georgy on her lap, watching cartoons or reading to her.
I smiled at the memory of six year-old Georgy following Mum's finger on the page and sounding out the words of "The Very Hungry Caterpillar" or "The Cow Who Fell in the Canal."
I was just beginning to doze off when a cushion hit me in the face, and I jerked awake to see Georgy grinning at me.
"If you're sleepy, Will, go to bed." she giggled, "It's so hard to wake you when you sleep there, you start snoring and then you moan and complain all day about your stiff neck. Just go to bed!"
I was just about to heave the cushion back at her when a distant rumble of thunder cut off anything I might have said; Georgy immediately froze, her eyes wide and scared, and Aunt Kay hurried to her side and enfolded her in her arms. Georgy has been terrified of thunder since she was tiny, and from the way she froze and her expression I knew it hadn't abated with time; suddenly she was that terrified little girl again.
"It's okay sweetheart, it's nothing, it's gone, relax baby, you're safe," soothed Aunt Kay, rocking her gently as another muted rumble of thunder muttered overhead and then died away. Georgy stared at me, her eyes wide and frightened, and I did what I'd done for her since she was a toddler and the thunder scared her: I held out my arms to her and she literally bounded across the room and jumped into my lap.
I held her close, feeling her quivering in terror, wrapping my arms tightly around her and smoothing her hair while rocking her and making low, soothing noises, slowly calming her panic.
My sister may have been a grown, beautiful woman, but right then she was six years old and she needed her fearless big brother to keep her safe from the loud, scary noises.
Georgy quivered and trembled as further soft rumbles of thunder rolled away into the distance until all was quiet again, but she clung to me, and the trembling didn't really abate. Poor Georgy was truly phobic about thunder, she wasn't playing to the crowd, and I knew it would be a long time before the panic subsided, so I held her close and kept gently rocking her the way I had been doing since she was a toddler.



Aunt Kay watched as Georgy relaxed, her smile broadening as Georgy's head slipped closer and closer into the hollow of my neck, and her breathing deepened as she slowly slipped into a quiet doze, then proper sleep. I could have stayed there indefinitely; she didn't weigh much, but Aunt Kay whispered that perhaps I should take her to her room, so I carefully stood, trying not to jar her, and carried her upstairs.
Aunt Kay flipped the covers down and I put her in bed and tucked her in.
"Thank you Will, she should sleep through now, the panic always tires her out," she whispered as she herded me out of the room, checked on her one last time, and switched off the light. I kept the door ajar so the light from the hall gave her some light; Georgy hated sleeping in the pitch dark, but refused to get a nightlight, so we kept the hall lights on so she wouldn't wake up in the dark and panic.
*****
A rolling crash of thunder shook the house, and my bedroom window flared blue-white with lightning, bringing me from fast asleep to fully awake in a heartbeat. In the distance I heard a shriek, and then my bedroom door banged open, outlining Georgy, her face in shadow but her hair in wild disarray.
"WILL!!!" she screamed, "make it stop, make it stop, please!" she begged, running across the rug and diving headlong into my bed. I was ready, I'd been there before, and I caught her, rolling myself against her while she cried and gabbled hysterically, clutching desperately at me.
Another cannon-shot of thunder shook the house and she screamed again, her eyes huge and terrified in the harsh flashbulb flicker of the continuous lighting flashes.
I did the only thing I could think of, which was to hold her close and pull my covers over both our heads, tenting us together. It was our "thunder shelter", something I'd come up with when she was a little girl so she could have a cave to hide in and be safe from the thunder and lightning with me. Georgy wriggled around under the covers so she was spooned tightly against me, with my arm wrapped tightly around her.
"Don't let it get me, please Will, don't let it get me, Willie, hide me, please Willie, hide me..." she gabbled, out of her mind and almost hysterical with fear as she trembled and shuddered against me.
"I've got you, you're safe, I'm here, you're safe, not going to let it get you, you're safe, Georgy, I'm right here, you're safe..." I murmured, trying to cut through her near-hysteria, while my arms around hugged her tightly to my chest, letting her feel me protecting her in the warm darkness of our improvised shelter.
Even though I was holding her tightly, my arms and legs wrapped around her, showing her she was safe and protected she still whined and shuddered every time the thunder rumbled. Holding her close, feeling her quivering, I finally dozed off with her spooned into me as closely as she could get, her fingers tightly interlaced with mine
I woke up once again in the morning sunlight with a half-naked hot chick in my bed, most straight guys' standard fantasy awakening. It would have been perfect except for the fact that, once again, it was my sister. Georgy had pushed the covers down, which was understandable, it had been an oppressive, sultry Spring night, hence the thunderstorm, only now she was wearing even less than the first time: just a cut-off T-shirt and yet another lacy, wispy thong.
More to the point, her arm was wrapped around me, pressing her against me, her mons pressed uncomfortably against my rigid morning wood, and her lips were an eyelash from mine.
I tried to nudge her, hoping she'd roll over in her sleep and I could escape, but she just mumbled "Stop it Ty, 'm tired..." and snuggled even closer to me. I was just about to climb out anyway, disturbing her be damned, when she undulated against me, very definitely bringing her mons into contact with my cock through the material of my shorts.
"Mmmm, nice," she murmured, doing it again. I tried to back away, but her arm around my waist prevented me from doing it, and suddenly her lips were pressed against mine.
More in shock than reciprocation I kissed her back for a second before jerking away.
"Georgy, what the hell are you doing!?" I hissed, but she just smiled sweetly and kissed me again. I broke away again and stared at her in shock.
"Spoilsport, I was enjoying that!" she pouted, grinding sensuously against me.
I gaped at her. What the Hell?
"Park that look, Tyler Wilmot, you know you liked it!" she purred, and as much as surface me tried to deny it, inner me got up on its hind legs and begged for more.
"Georgy we..." I began, but she clamped my lips together between thumb and forefinger, her cute, pixie grin lighting up the room.
"Shut up, Will, I'm nearly naked, so are you, tell me it's not nice, eh? Go on, I dare you!"
And I couldn't, because she was right. She must have seen it in my eyes as my resolve collapsed, because she kissed me again, and this time I didn't hold back, I joined in wholeheartedly, because my sister was a spectacularly good kisser. A very small part of me noted that there was absolutely no part of that statement that came out looking good, but it didn't matter anymore; in for a penny, in for a pound...
As we kissed my hands wandered downward, first to her tiny waist, and then further down to cup and squeeze her bottom. Georgy moaned and wriggled appreciatively as I weighed and gently kneaded those wonderfully firm cheeks, confirming with my hands what my fevered imagination had only speculated about, enjoying the feel of them as much as I was enjoying kissing her, and grinning at her murmured "Oh!" as I pulled them apart slightly.
We both knew where this was going, and I wasn't surprised when she pulled away and sat up, crossing her arms at her waist and tugging her crop-top up and off.
I drank in the sight of her pert nakedness. Georgy had small, (but not tiny) pert little breasts, too big to be booblets, but not funbags either; in fact, she was just right, cute boobs capped with the most suckable nipples, pink and stiff and inviting. Her areoles were the same coral pink as her lips, sweet and virginal, but so, so feminine, and I wanted to bite and chew and suck and play with those little nubs. Georgy saw the effect she was having on me, and giggled when I jumped as she delicately traced her finger across my cock clearly outlined as it was in my shorts.
"Shall we be really naughty, Will, do you want to be a naughty boy with me, Tyler Wilmot, hot Soldier-Boy? Do you want me to be naughty, Ty? Let's do it, let's be naughty little boys and girls, come on, it'll be fun!" she teased, while my cock discovered a whole new dimension of aching hardness at her taunting and teasing.
I tried. I really tried.
"Stop it Georgy, please, you're my sister, please don't..."
Georgy gave me that piercing, gimlet-eyed stare she did so well and pursed her lips.
"Tyler Wilmot, just shut your face and do what you're told; you're a soldier, I'm sure you understand orders, yes? Well this is a direct order, so shut your cake-hole and follow my lead!"
Yup, I tried, but right then stern-faced naked Georgy was the hottest thing I'd ever seen and I caved in. Big time.
I growled and yanked her down next to me, my thumbs slipping into the waistband of her almost not-there thong panties, jamming my tongue in her mouth even as I was slipping them down. Georgy wriggled and kicked them off, and now she was completely naked. I felt her lips curve against mine, and then I bucked as her hand slipped into the waistband of my shorts and her cool little hand encircled my burning-hot cock.
"Oh this is nice, Will, this is very nice!" she giggled as she slowly fisted me. I didn't say anything, I was too busy seeing stars; never in any of even my most fevered adolescent fantasies had I ever imagined I'd be doing this with Georgy, that she'd be so hot, or that it could feel so good.
When she tugged at my waistband I lifted my midsection without thinking so she could yank my shorts off, and then we were both naked with our mouths clamped together and my hands squeezing and fondling her firm, toned, horse-rider's bum as she jacked my cock.
I knew what I wanted to do next, wicked, wrong and just plain nasty though it was; naked and horny meant one thing, and we'd come this far, where else was there to go except where this was taking us? Georgy seemed to be in-tune with me on this one, because her hot lips on mine, her warm fingers wrapped tightly around me, the agonising pleasure I was feeling as she fisted me could only go one way. Was that what she wanted?
"Will, touch me, make me ready..." she murmured as she peck-kissed me playfully, and I squeezed her tight little arse even harder, my hands revelling yet again in the silky-smooth skin and firm muscles bunching under my hands as she flexed and wriggled against me.
I pulled her into me, feeling the dewy heat of her unprotected pussy, and I realised she wanted this as much as I did; she was as hot for me as I was for her right now, so I ground my cock against her, feeling her hot moistness sliding against me as she gasped and pushed right back against me, frotting me with her labia even as I ground against her.
I rolled onto my back, taking her with me so she was now lying spread-eagled on me, her knees on either side of my waist.
"If we're going to do this, then this is better for you first time out, you can control it..." I murmured, watching her expression. Georgy grinned naughtily at me.
"Who says it's my first time, eh, Willie? I'm a big girl now..." she taunted, grinning wickedly while her eyes danced with mischievous glee.
I stared at her, stricken that someone had done this with my baby sister, getting ready for a bout of outraged fury that some guy, some undeserving clod had... had... but she giggled again, that teasing tinkle she did so well.
"Just kidding, sweetie, put your Big Brother muscles back down; no-one's ever been with me. It's all for you, babe!" she sang, grinding her moist labia even more surely against my already overheated cock.
It was becoming too much to bear; I wanted her more than I'd wanted anything ever before, and I think that need communicated itself to her, because she stopped teasing and taunting me, instead her motions as she rubbed her slick labia against me became more definite, more pleasurable for her.
As Georgy ground herself in turn against me, her cheeks began to flush, a pink glow that gradually suffused her neck and shoulders, and her heartbeat accelerated; I could feel it thudding against me, and then her sudden stillness, a soft mewling cry, and a warm spreading dampness as orgasm took her.
Georgy slumped down on me, her breath whistling through her clenched teeth as wave after wave of pleasure rippled through her, before gradually calming and dying away.
"Ooooh my God... " she quavered, "Oh god, Will, so good, jeez that was good..." she breathed, before clamping her hands on either side of my face and kissing me like an amorous sink plunger; I almost came from that kiss, it was so hot, but she had other plans for me. My cock was still rigid as an iron bar, I don't think I'd ever been so hard before, and Georgy knew just what to do with it.
As I held her, she raised her midsection, fumbled me into position, then s-l-o-o-o-w-l-y and carefully slid me into her, controlling my penetration.
God she was so hot! My cock felt like it was wrapped in a hot, lush velvet glove. Georgy stayed absolutely still, obviously getting used to me filling her like that, and I was having serious issues with just staying still and letting it happen at her pace; more than anything I wanted to just hammer into her but I couldn't, not for her first time.
Instead I bit my lip and gritted my teeth and tried doing Latin verb conjugations and declensions in my head, listing the US states in alphabetical order. Hell, I was even desperately naming the seven dwarves and Santa's reindeer, anything to distract me from the super-hot girl impaling herself on my swollen cock!
I popped my eyes open when she poked me in the chest.
"Wakey-wakey, stud, is this all there is, then?" she grinned, and in answer I twitched my cock. Her eyes flew open as she drew a sobbing breath.
"Ohohohohoh, do that again!" she quavered, so I obliged. Georgy started moving with me, instinct taking over where knowledge lacked, working her hips as she rode me, tentatively at first, but slowly gaining speed and vigour as her confidence and arousal ramped up.
She came so quickly I was unprepared, one second she was posting on top of me, the next second she'd tightened around me and slumped forward, her breath hissing between her teeth, only her hands on my chest stopping her from collapsing onto me.
Feeling her go so quickly did it for me too; it had been a long time since I'd last connected with a girl, what with coming out of the army, then dealing with the loss of my mother and the trial and its aftermath, so it had been several months, and watching and being with Georgy this way had completely blown my cool.
I came like a fire-hose. My cock actually hurt with the force of ejaculating as I fired shot after shot deep inside her, a release so intense, like nothing I had ever felt before. My ears popped and my eyesight dimmed as huge, immense pleasure blasted through me, curling my toes and forcing me to clench my teeth so I didn't howl like a banshee!
I slumped back, too blown to move after such a bone-crunching orgasm, while Georgy flopped down bonelessly on top of me, also completely wrung out. I could feel her tummy rippling and fluttering against me as aftershocks coursed through her, eventually dying away, and her pounding heart gradually slowing to a more normal pace.
I was quite content to let her alone; she weighed nothing, and it meant I still had unrestricted access to her marvellously firm little bottom, of which I took full advantage, squeezing and fondling to my heart's content.
Georgy eventually stirred, kissing my chest as she reluctantly disengaged and slid off me, still too wiped out to do more than slip down next to me. I wrapped my arm around her as she rested her head in the hollow of my shoulder and snuggled in tightly, purring contentedly.
After a while I began to get the feeling she wanted to talk to me, so I jiggled her gently to let her know I wasn't dozing.
"Penny for your thoughts, Georgy?" I prodded, and she sighed, once again kissing my chest.
"Nothing really," she yawned, "just trying to decide what we're going to name the baby... "
I jumped like a scalded cat.
"WHAT!!? Shit, Georgy, I'm sorry, I don't know what I was thinking of, I thought you... I mean, aren't you... oh my fucking God no, what? Shit, shit-shit-shit! Why didn't you say something? Oh my fucking God, what have I done to you!?"
Georgy giggled, that teasing tinkle of hers that sounded like death-knell right then.
"Sorry Will, I mean, you were soooo good, I just didn't want you to stop, and then you did such a lot in me, Christ, I think it's coming out of my ears! It looks like you're definitely going to be a Da-da!" she giggled heartlessly, while my world did a loop-the-loop and crashed into the ground at Warp Factor 9.
I stared at her in horror; what the fuck had I done to her, to my Georgy-Girl, my baby sister, my best friend in the world, the girl I always swore I'd protect unto death, what did I do next, what did we do next, oh fuck oh fuck oh fuck!
Georgy grabbed my ears and pulled me closer and kissed me once, and then rubbed noses with me, her cheeky grin lighting up her face.
"Relax Will, I'm kidding, I've been on the pill since I was fourteen and the Zit-Fairy went postal on me; Mummy put me on the pill to clear up my glow-in-the-dark face; it's okay, Willie, calm down, you're off the hook, Will, at-ease, soldier!"
It took a few seconds for her words to slice through my blind panic, and then reaction set in and I slumped back down again, enormous relief and, weirdly, a tiny twinge of regret billowing through me.
I eventually broke the silence.
"We shouldn't have done that, Georgy, it was..." I paused; I didn't know how to continue, or what to say. Georgy just patted my chest and burrowed down against me again.
"Shut up Tyler, we did it because I wanted to," she mumbled, "so don't start getting any stupid ideas about being all noble and apologising and grovelling and turning yourself in or any other idiocy; I've been wanting to do that with you since forever, and I'm bloody glad I did, because we're going to do it lots more, now please shut up, wanna sleep..."
She dozed off almost mid-sentence, and I was torn between being guilty, the sheer, bone-deep relief we were still okay, and grinning like a chimp as, for some reason, the scene from Richard Pryor's stand-up routine "Macho-Man, I put your ass to sleep, I'm Macho-Man!!' echoed through my head...
I admired her lithe nakedness a little longer before, feeling like a voyeuristic letch, I tugged my covers up over her nude body and tucked her in.
" 'nk you, Willeee..." she mumbled, patting my bare backside before sliding her arm around my waist and sinking back fast asleep once more.
*****
I awoke to the clink of teaspoon in teacup, and dragged my creaking eyelids open to see Georgy sitting up in bed, the sheets pulled up modestly around her and a cup of tea in her hand.
"Hiya kid... " I croaked through my dry, scratchy morning throat, " 't time is it?" I groaned, blearily trying to focus as the bright morning sunshine stabbed my eyes. I sat up, yawning and stretching mightily then froze as something became graphically, horrifyingly clear. Sitting in my one comfortable chair was Aunt Kay, looking not the least bit perturbed by the fact I was naked in bed with my sister...
"Whoops..." I gulped, diving back under the covers and hoping it had just been an hallucination because she couldn't possibly be sitting eight feet away from me and my naked sister and smiling and not going ballistic while having three raging head-fits and a haemorrhage at me...
"Will, Willie, we can see you, stop it..." she called, with what I knew of old was her "holding in the laughter" voice, and that froze me in place; why wasn't she going medieval on my law-breaking, sister-shagging arse?
Georgy nudged me, while I tried desperately to believe it was all still part of a dream, nothing had happened the night before, and none of this was happening now.
"Will, don't be so childish, come out right now, don't make me yank the covers off!" she giggled, blowing that out of the water, so I huddled even tighter under my covers while I tried to accept the terrible fact that it was true, it was all true, that I was caught, there was no way out, and I was a dead man...
I felt the bed settle as someone sat next to me, and a firm, no-nonsense hand on my shoulder.
"Will, stop being so childish and look at me!" commanded Aunt Kay, in the voice I'd been listening to and obeying since I was a toddler, and I'd lowered the covers before I even realised I'd done so.
"That's better, now sit up and be quiet; there are some things you need to know. Are you listening, Tyler Wilmot, or do you want me to put over my knee? It's been a long time since I had to, but I still know how to spank you properly, and you'll never be too big to get some more, so stop this nonsense and listen!"
No drill instructor had ever scared me more that that quiet sentence from Aunt Kay and once again I was little Ty-Ty being told-off for being naughty, not a strapping member of Her Majesty's Armed Forces, royal henchman, and trained government killer...
Aunt Kay's eyes softened and she squeezed my shoulder comfortingly.
"Everything's okay, Will, relax, there are a few things you should know, but they're all good, I promise you. Are you ready to listen?"



I stared at her, caught but confused, and Georgy nudged me, smiling that million-kilowatt smile of hers. As she slid closer to me I realised she was still naked, and my brain did a complete 360 and came in for a perfect three-point landing; if she wasn't worried, did I need to be?
Obviously not, said my brain, which means you're not going to die, not yet; yes, you're naked, in bed, with your just as naked sister, and yet no-one's trying to kill you, this is good, this is very good, this might turn out okay...
"Umm, yes?" I ventured, and was encouraged by once again that calm smile and reassuring pat on the shoulder.
"There you go, that's better." She murmured.
"So Will, you're probably wondering why I'm not laying into you with a broom-handle, yes?" smiled Aunt Kay, and I nodded, because honestly that had been what I was waiting for.
"The thing is, Will, I knew this was going to happen eventually." My ears pricked up as she continued.
"Georgy and I had this out a long time ago, just a few days after you left for Sandhurst. She talked to me because there was no way she could go to your mother or her poor father with it, so I was 'it'. It has to do with you, Will, so please just listen, can you do that?"
I was puzzled and intrigued, so I just nodded so she would continue.
Will... Tyler, you love you sister, don't you?" she asked me, making me blink at the sudden tangent she'd gone off on. I grinned, uncomfortably aware of just how naked said sister was right now, and how closely she was moulded to me.
"Aunt Kay, I love Georgy, and you, more than anything in the world, you know that."
Aunt Kay smiled and patted my knee.
"I know, Willie, but when Georgy told me it was because she didn't know where else to turn. I know you think you know how upset she was when you left, but it was more than that, much more."
I cocked an eye at her, wondering what she was getting at. She gazed at me and sighed.
"Will, Georgy told me how she felt about... about you, how she'd always felt about you, and not just because you were her big brother, do you understand me Will?"
Suddenly I did, and I was absolutely floored. Georgy? Me? What?
Aunt Kay absently folded the sheets back over my shoulder as she talked.
"Now do you understand why I'm not beating seven-bells out of you? I told her back then that she was too young, that she would have to wait, and someday meet a nice boy, someone it was okay to have those feelings for, that things would take their course, and she'd settle down with someone who loved her and would look after her, the usual."
She paused to once again tidy my bedcovers, like I was a little boy again and she was tucking me in...
"I told her all that, and I didn't believe a word of it, because I knew along where it was going; I could see from the time she was small how her eyes would follow you, how her expression would change whenever you came in the room, how her eyes would literally light up every time you spoke to her, how delighted she was when you'd play with her, and how much she treasured her time with you. She was your baby sister, but you were always so much more than just her big brother."
Her eyes were suddenly soft-focus, blurry, as recall hit her.
"When you went to Sandhurst it was a tough time for all of us; poor Georgy cried constantly, her best friend was gone, and she was alone here, and then her father's passing, and you going off to that dreadful place, all the best and most dependable things in her life gone forever or in mortal danger. You'll never know how she must have felt, watching the news reports, seeing those poor soldiers' funeral cortèges being driven through Wooten Basset every day and waiting to hear your name listed as one of the fallen. Your letters home were so heavily censored they were just "hello-goodbye", everything else was taken out. Not knowing where or how you were, what you were doing, how much danger you were in, just the news reports on TV to let us know you weren't dead, almost destroyed your mother and me, but it was worse for Georgy."
A light suddenly went on in my head as all the little things over the years, the little touches, and smiles, and wistful little gestures came together, and there was Georgy in the centre of it all, every part of my life revolving around her, the one real constant in my life.
Georgy chose that moment to hug me tightly.
"She not lying, Ty; losing you for eight years, just the occasional weekend when I could have you back and pretend you were home with me, and then going off to that war; waiting every day for a Military Policeman to show up carrying that brown envelope almost killed me. Mummy had it worse; she knew that a Queen's officer leads from the front, she knew that from daddy, from your daddy too, that you were always in the most danger."
She wiped her eyes against my arm,
"We prayed and prayed to have you come home safe, but we knew, even if we didn't dare say it out loud, that you were probably going to die because you were your men's leader and you were always a target. Please don't ever leave me again, or send me away, this is where I belong, and I can't go through that again."
I kissed her without even thinking, it just seemed so much the right thing to do just then because she was right, and I finally saw it; Georgy and I had been the most important things in each other's lives our whole lives; I recalled how annoyed (no, Tyler, let's face it, you were jealous, sick jealous, call a spade a spade, why don't you?) I always seemed to get whenever I saw a boy trying to get with her, or make her notice him. Now I knew why; because she was mine, she'd always been mine; I just never put the pieces together. That realisation hit me like a hammer-blow, and with that came resolve; she was mine, she'd always been mine, and for the first time I could finally admit that to myself.
"Are you crazy?" I murmured, astonished at my finally-admitted need for her, "How could I ever do that? Now I know, how could I ever walk away from you? I don't know how this is going to work, I don't know how we're going to get away with it, but I don't care; I'm just glad I finally know, so we'll do this, we'll make it work and see what happens, agreed?"
Georgy gave me that smile that I suddenly realised had always been one of my most favorite things in the world, and I knew we were okay. Aunt Kay squeezed my shoulder and rose, smoothing down the covers as she did so.
"Breakfast in an hour, sweeties, don't be late!" she tossed over her shoulder as she left the room, leaving Georgy and me staring at each other.
"So, Ty, what's next?" grinned Georgy, her smile turning into a full-fledged dirty grin when I slid my hands down her smooth flanks and squeezed her lovely, squeezable bottom.
"Three guesses, Tinkerbell!" I leered, nibble-kissing her throat and neck and watching her nipples 'pop' out, so I thought I'd nibble on those, too.
"Oooh yesss... " she murmured, squirming delightfully as I gently sucked and lashed those nubs with my tongue-tip, before sliding back up to kiss her properly while she fondled my ever-hardening erection.
We kissed and explored for a while, fondling and touching, rubbing and squeezing, ramping each other up and getting ready to go there again, until finally Georgy broke our kissing to grin naughtily at me.
"Last night we did it to make it easy on me, and it was nice, Willie, it was great, but now show me how naughty soldier-boys do it, Will; do naughty things to me, I dare you!" she murmured huskily.
To hear was to obey, especially as my cock was so hard you could cut teak with it; she definitely needed to feel the power of Tyler Wilmot in all its glory!
To watch her expression as I s-l-o-o-o-w-l-y eased inside her was almost more than I could bear, and she looked like what she was feeling was not pain, but what seemed like savage pleasure; the way her lip was caught between her teeth made me want to just plunge into her but I didn't; this was Georgy, my Georgy, not some tart I'd picked up in a pub!
I tried easing into her, after all, this was still so new to her, but she was having none of it, and as I tried to make it slow, she slammed her hips up at me, taking me in all at once!
Her eyes bugged open, and her jaw dropped in a silent scream as once again I invaded her, but this time there was nothing tentative about it as I slid in to the hilt. I held her close as she went limp under me, wondering what was next, when her eyes opened and she grinned weakly at me.
"Daddy always said... the way to grasp the nettle... is firmly!" she gasped, before pulling me down so she could kiss me.
I waited until that 'shocked' look disappeared before moving, but even that small movement made her eyes fly open.
"Oh God yes, like that Willie, oh yess... oh yess!" she chanted, and as I slowly got into my stride, she moved against me, in time with me, obviously enjoying the whole experience.
"Never...never thought...it would...be like this," she panted, instinctively bucking her hips up to meet me as I thrust into her, her movements building as she neared her climax. I was in no better state; I could feel myself approaching too, and there was no way I could hold it back.
When she came, it was with thunderbolt intensity; she simultaneously screamed out my name and bit my shoulder as her hot pussy clenched and rippled around me, squeezing me and setting me off. I lost it, a bolt of spunk rocketed out of me so hard it actually hurt, hosing inside her in what felt like endless torrents as I came, and came, the muscular ripples of her convulsing pussy milking every last drop out of me.
I slumped down, just enough presence of mind left to roll away from her so I didn't crush her, to lie prone, exhausted next to her, my muscles trembling and fluttering in reaction as the last throes of my gigantic climax died away. Georgy was in no better shape, her perspiration drenched forehead and beaded upper lip, and her heaving chest and flushed complexion obvious outward signs of the strain and stress of our lovemaking.
She turned her head and opened her beautiful eyes, a small tear twinkling in the corner of her eye even as she smiled at me. I reached out and gently collected that small tear on my fingertip, and she kissed my fingertip in response.
"Don't cry, Georgy-Girl!" I teased her, and she rolled over to face me and stroke my arm.
"Not crying, Will, just happy, that's all!" she whispered, blowing me a kiss. Even in my state of almost total exhausted collapse I had to reach out and slip my hand down her arm, around her smooth hip and down her perfect flank to cup her delectable buttock, giving the firm flesh a loving squeeze and jiggle.
She slid closer to me so I could hold her properly, and our lips found each other quite naturally, and we kissed, gently, lovingly, not to arouse or inflame, but just so we could remake our connection after that awesome mutual climax.
We hugged each other in silence, content to just hold, and feel, and gently kiss; if we had stayed there in that perfect afterglow for the rest of the day it would have been fine by me. I really didn't want to move, to break this connection, this perfect moment we were sharing, to do or be anything but entirely hers, and she would be entirely mine because I selfishly didn't want to let go of any part of her for any reason.
Reality, however, has a way of ending perfect moments, and right then was no exception.
"Will, come on, let's go, upsy-daisy!" she murmured, slapping me lightly on my behind. "Aunt Kay's making breakfast and we need a shower, come on soldier, out of your pit!"
I really didn't want to leave my nice warm bed and my nice soft Georgy, but she was right, time for a shower. As she bounced off the bed she giggled.
"Oh ewww, how much of that stuff did you put in me? Gross, Will, looks like you'll just HAVE to marry me now, Mr. Wilmot, doing things like this to me, how can I ever show my face in church ever again? You men, you're all the same, I don't know!"
At that point she shrieked because I'd dragged her back to the bed so I could kiss and tickle her.
"Stoppit, stoppit, no Will, don't, stoppit, stoppit!" she giggled as I hit all her ticklish spots, keeping going until she promised to behave. As she was lying on my bed looking up at me and looking particularly appealing I stopped, but she had to kiss me as a forfeit, which she did.
"See, that wasn't so bad, was it Miss Lassiter? Now, if you'll agree to marry me, I might let you go..."
Georgy looked adorably thoughtful for a moment, her face screwed up in bogus contemplation before unleashing that sun-bright smile of her.
"Oh, okay, if you insist, but only if I'm not busy, mind you; I may need to wash my hair or do my nails that day, after all, Mr. Wilmot, I cannot stress how important personal grooming is...no, Will, no, don't you dare, I mean it stoppit Will, stoppit, no, no, no stoppit, I hate you, okay, okay, you win, yes, yes I'll marry you, there, happy?"
I have such persuasive ways, sometimes, and Georgy has such a delightful laugh...
*****
We shared the shower because it saved time, and just because, period. Watching a naked and wet Georgy squirming around under the showerhead as I soaped her down seriously made me want to forget breakfast and just go for round two, but Aunt Kay had gone to so much trouble, so I reluctantly stripped the soap from my body, grabbed a couple of free squeezes of naked wet girl, and stepped out of the shower.
Of course, watching her marvellous body shiver and shimmy as she dried off didn't help either, but self-restraint won out, and we shrugged on some sweats and deck shoes and headed down to breakfast.
Aunt Kay didn't say a word about the earlier 'naked in bed with Georgy' thing, she didn't have to, the amount of blushing going on at the table was enough, but we got through the meal without any major mishaps, clearing the way for a couple of things I wanted to discuss with my family, namely a way to get some working capital until the courts had finished their trawl though our various trusts and inheritances.
While I had slept, the part of me deep down inside that did the real thinking had come up with a possible solution to one of our problems: my major house restoration project, and maybe making a profit out of it.
As the house stood, it was unsellable; no developers would be interested in half-derelict listed properties; the cost to them for a quick fix to try and meet the Listing requirements and then hope to resell at a meaningful profit was just too high: no-one would be prepared to risk that much on a maybe.
But a fully renovated, Grade Two listed property was a different story altogether, especially with the nouveau riche day-trading millionaires and tech entrepreneurs who were desperate to live in grand, historic, properties that fit their aspirations to be seen as the new aristocracy. A fully modernised, listed country dwelling could be exactly what they were looking for, it would fit their image of themselves, and we just happened to have one waiting to be cleaned-up, tricked-out, and paraded for the right bank account to come along and snap it up.
I ran the idea past Georgy and she saw right away what I meant; the house had cost me all my savings plus a hefty advance against the family trust fund from mother to get the initial tear-down and renovation started, but, given the size and potential of the building, the reality was the house was still only bought for a song. Now we had ready cash on hand to pay for the renovation and bring the house up to sellable condition in double quick time.
Georgy immediately got that one had to speculate in order to accumulate, and we had the perfect asset just sitting and waiting to be prepped and sold for as much as we could get for it. Time to start plotting.
Getting the whole plan up and running was laughably simple; we already had the house, there was no mortgage-lender hovering around waiting for their money, and my biggest asset was Georgy, who turned out to have a natural flair for project management that was almost eerie to watch. She could match and juggle figures and timescales in her head that I couldn't follow on a spreadsheet, and she was the one who made deals with suppliers and building tradesmen, kept an eye on the costs, and estimated supplies and finishes down to the last detail.
Best of all, she was the one who kept me believing we were doing the right thing, and kept me going when I flagged and started to doubt my sanity over getting this whole thing started in the first place.
The fact she also looked fucking sexy in painter's bib overalls helped in no small way to keep me battened down and eager for the work-day.
*****
It wasn't all work and no play, though; Georgy is a sexy, vibrant girl, with a wonderful sense of humour I found it easy to provoke, and our evenings together were warm and enjoyable, no angst from the day, just a warm feeling of a job well done, with the one we loved most doing it with us. I'd always loved Georgy, and I'd finally come to the realisation I was in love with her, but the more time I spent with her the more I realised I was falling even deeper in love with her. It wasn't just sex, either; it was more than that, it was a connection that strengthened and deepened every day, the certainty in my heart that she was what my world was made for.
Georgy seemed to feel the way I did, too; I'd be working away at the chop-saw, cutting timber battens, and I'd glance up to see her looking at me, that sunny smile of hers lighting up the room, and I'd smile back because she'd just made my day. Or I'd be poring over a drawing, marking out changes, and she'd walk past and bump me with her hip, grin, and take the pencil, make a correction, and kiss me on the cheek and go on about her business.
We never argued, it felt wrong, unsettling to even think about disputing even the most trivial things with her, as it had all our life, now that I thought about it: rack my brains though I did, I couldn't recall any except the most trivial of disagreements with her, ever, we just connected so deeply that everything we did or thought resonated with the other and felt like the right thing for us.
It was a strange, but deeply satisfying way to be; it was our way.
Aunt Kay never once made any comment about our newly-realised relationship; she could see we were happy, that all was well in our world, so she'd be happy for us, that enigmatic smile of hers telling us all we needed to know about how she felt.
Even Georgy sitting curled up on my lap nibbling my neck with her hand inside my shirt massaging my lats after a long day with the flooring contractor mixing and levelling screed drew no comment from her, she knew we weren't disrespecting her; Georgy was just helping me relax and work the stiffness out of overstretched muscles.
Weekends, though, were family time. When Saturday rolled around we downed tools and had some family fun, whether a trip to the cinema and dinner, or an evening in the pub, or a night at the Comedy Club in town, anything Georgy or Aunt Kay wanted to do. Even though we were caught up in this project to try and level our finances a little, we still needed to make time to remember we were first and foremost a family and needed to do family things every so often.
When we arrived back home Aunt Kay would kiss us both goodnight, and I could take Georgy off to our room to explore her state of undress under her frock, and she almost always surprised me with something new to raise my internal temperature!
One Saturday night had been a perfect example, one I wouldn't forget for a long time.
We'd taken Aunt Kay to a new Indian restaurant in town, and then out for a few drinks at a wine bar we knew. After a couple of glasses of wine she said she was tired, but that we should go dancing, we needed the break, so we put her in a cab, and headed out to a new club to try out the dance floor. The club was great fun, a good mix of contemporary and classic pop and dance music, with a dimly-lit, smoochy and low-key kind of background vibe going for it; it definitely wasn't a frantic, up to the minute, "let's rave" kind of dance-club, it seemed slightly more sedate than that.



I'm not much of a dancer, but having Georgy in my arms made me look much better than I actually was. She danced every number with me, and when she sat one out someone would invariably ask her to dance and she'd tell them "thanks, but I don't think my husband would like it!" and they'd look at me, kind of gulp, and back away slowly, while that musical tinkle she used for a laugh rang out.
Slow dancing with her was even more of a challenge; as she rubbed against me I could feel myself hardening, and she'd looked up at me and grinned "Really, Will, I can't take you anywhere!"
That didn't help; it only got more... pronounced, which made her grind and gyrate against me even more.
"Georgy, cut it out, you'll get us chucked out!" I groaned, and she kissed me and grabbed my jaw, turning my head to look at the spectacularly booby blonde in a sparkly dress made of a few fragments of glittery stuff with the boyfriend lost in her awe-inspiring cleavage who was bumping and grinding and basically dry-humping in the middle of the dance floor.
Georgy grinned up at me, her eyes shining with mischief.
"Relax Ty, everyone's watching the floor-show, no-one's looking, so take the fun, honey-bun!"
The way she went to town on my throbbing cock was sheer poetry in motion; what she toned-down in overt dry-humping she made up for in smouldering sexual supercharge; as she gyrated against me I was praying desperately to the gods of premature ejaculation to look the other way, just this once, because not here, please...
After an agony of enduring (is that even the right word?) her subtle version of bump and grind I was ready to drag her home and exert severe punishment with my cock, and she knew it, judging by the taunting grin and teasing looks. A few other couples had caught on to what was happening right out there in public and decided to follow suit, and I needed to get us out of there before a full-on Roman orgy erupted.
The air sang with the sweet, heady cocktail of expensive perfume and arousal, and I wasn't immune to it.
Neither was Georgy, judging by the way she rubbed and ground her mons against mine as we dirty danced just this side of breaking the law until I couldn't take any more.
The subtle thumping of knees in the dark corners of the club as girls dropped to their knees and gave their boyfriends for real what the dance floor had promised was all the signal I needed, and so I dragged Georgy out of there, visible erection be damned; no-one cared anyway, they were too busy taking care of business off the dance floor, and I really didn't want to be there when the cops came calling...
We drove home with my eyes fixed on the road and Georgy's fingers firmly wrapped around my aching hardness; the way I was feeling, the twenty-minute drive home seemed to take half the night, and I was literally drenched in sweat when we screeched to a halt and half-climbed-half fell out of the car. As I slammed the car door Georgy was all over me, kissing me like a crazy person while I groped and squeezed everything I could reach, particularly enjoying her gasp and even harder kiss when I squeezed then pulled her buttocks apart as we kissed with almost bruising force. Her body felt warm and smooth under her dress, and I realised she'd gone commando under that tiny club dress she was wearing.
My cock went from rock hard to absolute blue-steel at the thought I'd been grind-dancing with her in public while all the time she'd been practically naked, and now I wanted to fuck her so hard I couldn't think straight. Georgy apparently felt the same way, if her frenzied groping of me was anything to go by, and we rushed indoors peeling off clothing in our haste to get naked.
I don't remember running up to my room, one minute we were face-sucking like a pair of horny lampreys in the foyer, next thing I knew I was falling naked onto my bed with an equally naked Georgy on top of me. A quick adjustment, a quick thrust, and she was sliding down onto me, her eyes bugging and her mouth open in a soundless scream as my swollen, over-stimulated cock jammed in and stretched her open all at once.
She rode me like a frenzied tiger, growling and gasping as she pounded herself onto me, and all I had to do was hang on for dear life and enjoy the sight of her sexy little boobs bouncing and bobbing as she came again and again, her clutching pussy rippling over my length like it was playing scales on it, sending me into orbit with her.
When I came it was like something had lit the blue touch-paper inside her, because she literally exploded into orgasm, taking me even higher with her; they must have heard her scream half-way across the county, if not my yell as I let go would have been as I came so hard I actually thought my cock had detonated inside her.
Georgy quivered atop me for long, breathless seconds as her pussy rippled and squeezed me, milking every last drop of spunk out of me, before collapsing onto me, our sweat-slick bodies gluing us together into one big orgasmic mass. I was literally speechless, my throat ragged and raw from the way I'd yelled as I came so forcefully inside her.
Georgy looked to be in about the same state; here heart thudded against mine as we slowly climbed down from that place and lay still, muscles too stretched and tired after such enormous exertion to do anything except let us lie there bonelessly, absolutely wrung out.
I was just about dozing off when Georgy stirred and kissed me long and soulfully, before grinning and rubbing noses with me.
"Love you soldier-boy!" she murmured, "make sure you keep giving me more of the same, Tyler Wilmot, now you know how much I need you!"
She giggled when I clamped my hands around her firm, toned buttocks, massaging the pert globes as I replied with my nickname for her since she was a toddler.
"Love you too, Georgy-Girl!"
*****
Work on the house continued apace; I could only concentrate on one set of big problems at a time, and getting the house finished, staged, and sold seemed to be the most pressing if we were ever going to survive, so we forged ahead with it. With Georgy keeping a close eye on our costs, and paying attention to the period authenticity of the features and finishes, we were looking at a very likely sale estimate somewhere near the top end of the market for a property of its type.
My house wasn't going on sale at a low-ball, knockdown price just to get rid of it, the amount we were spending to get it just right didn't allow for that, but the top-market price we were looking for would be justified by the quality and authenticity of the renovation if we got it right, I would have bet the farm on it.
Most of the period detail came about because of an idea Georgy had; she came to me with an idea that suddenly made light-bulbs and sparklers go on above my head.
"Ty, why don't we go through building salvage and reclamation centres, they're everywhere, here, look at this..."
She showed me a brochure from a reclamation yard not a mile from the house, they had stock of reclaimed aged and seasoned wood panelling, Deal, Hornbeam, Oak, and Teak floorboards and, most importantly, reclaimed Georgian Fletton brick.
"We need those, Ty, they'll match the original bricks, modern bricks are too big and they look too new, we need to make the rebuilds and restorations blend-in, not stand out. And look at this, here's a company that takes old panelled doors and tank-dips them to strip off the old lead paint; it'll save us a fortune, and it'll be green and safe, same for the windows and casements; if we use old, reclaimed, and rebuilt, we'll save a bomb, what do you say?"
Of course she was right, those places turned out to be goldmines of period décor trim, fitments, and old, seasoned wood we could use to recreate the wainscoting buyers of period Georgian and Regency properties seemed to think was an absolute essential.
They also yielded a real bonus, several matching silver crystal chandeliers and wall sconces, tarnished black with centuries of tarnish but recoverable and, best of all, of the correct period, and authentic period ornate and fluted doorknobs, escutcheons, and finger-plates. A little elbow grease, some polish and some fine steel wool, and we got the brass door furniture looking like it had been in place and lovingly cared for by generations of housemaids, not salvaged en-mass and newly renovated.
The crystal chandeliers and sconces we cleaned of generations of tarnish by lining an old enamel bathtub with aluminium kitchen foil and submerging them overnight in a solution of washing soda, white vinegar and cold water and letting the chemical reaction strip the tarnish off the silver without aggressively polishing and possibly damaging the antique silver.
As a bonus, it also cleaned the hand-cut crystals of two hundred years of candle grease, pipe smoke, and nicotine, restoring their cut-glass sparkle, and a local company converted them to electric without altering their construction.
What we couldn't find in the reclamation yards we made, and Georgy quickly learned how to use a power-planer and router table with a tongue and groove bit set as well as I could.
After a few false starts (and a lot of me standing behind her and 'instructing' her, which was really just an excuse to get my hands on her; hot girls and power-tools, what red-blooded male can resist that combination?) I had her cutting old oak floorboards on the sliding chop saw, planning them down evenly and turning them into perfect tongue and grooved panelling to make replacement wainscoting to restore that original late-Georgian look.
She cut them, I stained them, and we hired a joiner to install them with criss-cross battens to simulate authentic Georgian 'pigeonhole' wainscot panelling.
I once commented on how well she'd adapted to 'guy-world' and she gave me that smile and tinkling laugh that made hot icicles race up and down my spine.
"I never knew this could be such fun, Will, but it's only fun because you're here," she'd smiled, "and because this is our future, isn't it? I just realised that; what we're doing here is making our future happen, yours and mine... and anyone else who comes along..."
It took me a second to realise just what she'd just said, and so I had to reach out, hit the 'Off' button, and kiss her thoroughly while the idea of a family with her settled through me and made a warm glow I'd never really noticed suddenly brighten and come alive.
She was right, though; once our lives were settled, we had some planning to get down to, a future that had nothing to do with money, and everything to do with us.
Working on the house picked up pace after that, now I knew we had an agenda, and things to do that ensured that happened.
*
Things like stripping salvaged window frames of lead paint and re-glazing them with triple-glazing while still keeping them period-authentic, then installing them, were obviously far beyond us, but there were contractors who could and would do it properly.
Roofing lead-work, guttering, gullies, and downspouts, and tiling and slating was likewise beyond us, so specialists would have to do that, at an unavoidable cost, but we had no choice.
The same for central heating and hot water, electrical supplies, lighting, and electrical ring-mains, gas, clean water-supply, plumbing, and sewage, and modern luxuries like rainfall showers, wet-rooms, bidets, proper toilets, and spa-baths in the main bedroom suites, which was what we saw as ticking the 'luxury' boxes for potential buyers.
Of course, experts and craftsmen would have to do those, we couldn't, and it wasn't cheap, but it was quicker than we could manage it, and frankly, the less time we spent on this project the more profit we were (hopefully) going to realise.
We never really talked about it, but we both knew, if we cleaned up on this project, or even did better than just broke even, then maybe this kind of property development was our way forward, and possibly the best way we had of keeping the lights on at home if the Probate hearings dragged on for more than a year, which, unfortunately, seemed highly likely.
Still, with Georgy on my side helping me, propping me up, and keeping me focused I knew we could do it; we were a team, and we were doing this for us, not just as a way to make money.
Georgy and I didn't do the bulk of the work ourselves; it would have been an impossibly big task and taken forever, so we bit the bullet and dipped further into that trunk and hired specialist tradesmen to carry out the jobs that needed licensed or certified tradesmen to do them properly; we even hired a team of gardeners to pretty-up the ramshackle wilderness that was once a formal garden.
Every so often a woman from English Heritage would show up with a clipboard and a camera and wander through the site, snapping away and making notes, and then she'd tap her teeth with her pencil and go away. A week later I'd get a list from English Heritage of (mostly minor) things to change, things to ensure, things they approved of, and suggestions regarding finishes, colours, and architectural details, which annoyed me, but I had no choice but to comply.
I complied, because if they didn't like something, or I finished something in a way they didn't feel was accurate to the period, or was unsympathetic to the overall Grading and Listing, they were quite capable of making me take it out and redo it, and I'd have no choice, the law was on their side.
I did periodically check with Georgy how we were doing expenses-wise, but she was happy that we were surprisingly healthy on costs; buying, stripping-back, and reworking salvaged materials ourselves obviously made good financial sense, and saved us a ton of money over brand new, plus the old materials blended well into the fabric of the building and didn't look obviously repro or newly constructed.
All things considered, and after a very favourable, detailed safety report from the firm of specialist structural surveyors and architectural engineers we engaged to check out the structural work and repairs, and some very enthusiastic up-checks from the lady from English Heritage regarding the external finish and authentic appearance of the building, it looked like we were in the home straight.
All we needed to do was complete the internal finishes with authentic or sympathetic Georgian-style décor with a subdued modern accent, dress the house properly to show it at its best, and get in a specialist estate agent and valuer to price and hopefully sell the property to our target market.
Yes, we looked like we'd recovered from Mother's loss and the trauma that went with that whole episode, and moved forward with our lives, but we'd forgotten one very important fact: criminals like Max, playing for the kind of stakes he was banking on, seldom work alone, which we were to find out soon enough...
Having received the 'all-clear' from the structural surveyors, we paid a visit to 'The Georgian House' in Bristol, an eighteenth-century house that had been restored, furnished, and decorated exactly as it would have been when the original wealthy family of sugar importers had lived there in the 1780's and now preserved as a museum. We needed to get an idea of how a Georgian/Regency house would have looked, so we spent a couple of days exhaustively photographing colours, finishes, furniture, and drapery, so we could pick and choose for our house from the rooms full of antique furniture stashed in the extensive attics and lumber-rooms back home. As far as we knew, we had everything we'd need to dress the house and hopefully enhance buyer-appeal.
This became our final, and most absorbing phase of the project; Georgy and Aunt Kay winnowed through the stacks of stored furniture and made lists of everything we needed; any furniture out of period or just too blocky and ugly was ignored, everything else that looked the part or was sufficiently elegant to complement a particular room was tagged and noted on the floor-plans Georgy had drawn up.
There were six bedroom suites to stage, and most of the antique beds we had in storage were too obviously Victorian, so we bought modern bedclothes, and Aunt Kay measured and ran up simple brocade counterpanes while our joiner friend made up faux, Period-accurate four-poster bed frames to make the Victorian beds look more in keeping with the opulence and grandeur we were trying to suggest.
The walls were finished in reproduction powder blue or deep red flock wallpaper, as they would have been in Georgian/Regency times, and ceilings decorated with modern reproduction ornamental plasterwork suggesting the intricate John Adam-style plasterwork that would likely have been there originally.
While we were doing this, absorbed in our project, and revelling in our warm, creative glow, we let our guard down and the snakes slithered in...
*****
I was working alone at the house, happily going through my snagging list and tidying up loose ends when I noticed how late it was. Usually, if I was alone at the house and Georgy hadn't heard from me by about five o'clock she called me to check if I was on my way home. It was after seven, and there were no missed calls on my phone, so I called her, only for it to ring then go to voicemail. After my fourth attempt to call her I rang Aunt Kay's number, same result, straight to voicemail too.
Starting to feel uneasy, I rang the house number, but it just rang out. Now I was really worried; all three phones couldn't be out, and I knew they were at home, Georgy had gone home early to help Aunt Kay make dinner. What was going on, and why hadn't anyone tried to reach me?
My spidey-senses were tingling and the alarm bells were starting to ring; something was wrong at home, I could feel it. I decided to head home, the snagging list could wait, and something was telling me they really needed me. Georgy had taken my Jeep when she'd left, but I had my mountain bike with me, not as fast as the Jeep but I didn't have too far to go, just a couple of miles, plus it was quiet; if there really was something wrong at home I could sneak up without advertising my presence.
It took forever to get home, with all the possible trouble-scenarios running through my mind it felt like I was crawling along, but at last the main gates, open as always, hove into view. The house looked fine, peaceful, the aged Cotswold stone glowing golden in the evening sun.
I started to relax, but then I spotted a filthy, nondescript old white Ford Transit van parked mostly out of sight behind the Yew topiary bushes near the central portico. I skidded to a halt and pulled in behind one of the perfectly symmetrical conical Cypress topiaries planted in a feature avenue on either side of the private carriage-drive.
As I did, two large, shaven-headed men in bomber jackets and jeans came out of the front door and looked up along the driveway. My heart leaped into my mouth when I saw one of them was carrying a sawn-off shotgun.
Cold sweat prickled along my spine. What the hell were armed thugs doing in my home, and what did they want? As I watched, one of them called out and a third man stuck his head out of the door, said something, and ducked back inside. At least three men, maybe more inside, in my home, armed. My stomach dropped at the sick, stabbing realisation that Georgy and Aunt Kay were in there with them, maybe injured or incapacitated.
I cast around, what to do, what to do? If I called the police they'd come charging up lights and sirens going full blaze, and who knew what those people would do to Georgy and Aunt Kay; hold them hostage, or maybe even kill them? I couldn't risk that, think Tyler, think!
As I thought it suddenly became crystal clear; those men didn't know I was here, I knew how to get into the house unseen and unheard, I'd been doing it since I was twelve years old, and if I was in there I could do something; I was a trained soldier for Chrissake, a blooded combat soldier to boot, not some logistics desk-jockey supply clerk; tactics, planning, infiltration, and threat-nullification were supposed to be my strengths, it's what I did in the sandbox for four years and I was still alive, so I must have been doing it right.



My family was at risk, and that was unacceptable; it was time to neutralise that risk...
Being careful to stay out of sight, I carefully eased myself over the dry-stone estate wall and moved stealthily from cover to cover across the restored formal Tudor garden, my mother's pride and joy, using the clipped and shaped topiaries for cover as much as I could.
I worked my way around to the back of the house, being careful to keep low and in any cover I could find. The house was huge, built in the sixteenth century in the shape of an 'E' to flatter Queen Elizabeth, and three men couldn't possibly cover all the myriad of windows and entrances, but no sense in taking any chances.
The lessons I learned during my stints in Helmand came back to me as I carefully skirted the house, aiming for the collection of lean-to's and stone-built storage barns that three hundred years ago had been the estate dairy, smithy, and brew-house. The small milkmaid's door at the back of the old dairy led into a room that had once been the buttery and cheese store, now just used as a lumber room, and from there into the little scullery kitchen next to the main kitchen in the basement of the main house itself.
Not many people on first glance realised that the narrow little panel door in the modern, updated kitchen that looked like a pantry was in fact the entrance to the old scullery, or even that there was a scullery there, and one of the servant's staircases up to the attics was in there; if I got in there, and I knew how, it was one of my childhood escape routes, I had the run of the house and no-one would ever know I was there. That was my advantage over whoever those men were; I knew they were in my house, they didn't know I was too.
The narrow staircase was still firm and solid, so I carefully made my way up to the first floor, where Georgy's and my bedroom was. I had played on these stairs half my life; I knew which steps were the squeaky ones and I avoided them instinctively, and carefully eased open the door on the first floor landing. Good, no-one about, so I cat-footed along the corridor to my room, because in the bottom of my closet was a pair of Defender gloves one of the guys in 42 Commando out in Helmand had sneaked me; they were weighted and packed with quartz sand to add weight and extra impact.
A punch in the right place from one of those ended a fight before it had begun, and I had no other weapons apart from the fearsome collection of late-medieval and Renaissance swords, maces, daggers, and other killing implements on the walls downstairs, probably where those men were. With my gloves, and my steel toe-capped work-boots, and a little luck maybe, just maybe, I stood a chance of evening the odds a little.
Feeling like I at least had a chance, I started to venture downstairs when I saw a shadow on the stairwell at the end of the corridor; someone was coming upstairs, so I ducked back into my room and waited behind the open door, hoping whoever it was would walk past so I could clobber him.
It was almost childishly simple; as the hulking, shaven-headed scruff ambled past my door I stepped out and punched him just as hard as I could, a right uppercut that nearly took his head off and a left hook that smashed into his face with all my strength. The Defender gloves worked perfectly, it must have felt like he'd been smacked with a half-brick; I hardly felt it, the sand packing absorbing most of the impact, but his face caved-in with a meaty "schwack!" sound as his jaw snapped like a twig, his nose flattened, and most of his teeth exited his face in a spray of blood. The follow-up, my safety boot slamming into his testicles just as hard as I could kick him, delivered the coup de grace, and his eyes rolled back in his head as he folded silently, bonelessly, like a dropped puppet, out cold and staying that way for a while.
I quickly tied his hands behind his back with the decorative nylon tie-back ropes from my bedroom curtains, ditto his ankles, then tied his ankles to his wrists and shoved a wadded-up pair of my soiled shorts from the laundry basket in his mouth with one of Georgy's knee-socks tied tightly around his head to gag him, and carried-dragged him into the back-stairs landing. I debated with myself whether or not to just kick him down those steep little stairs and let him take his chances, but I held off; he was going to be a soup-eating eunuch for the rest of his life, sufficient unto the day etc...
Served the fucker right for prowling around my house, anyway; you mess with my family, you take your punishment, and now there were only two left that I knew about for certain to deal with...
I slipped down along the corridor and lay flat at the top of the stairs, listening for any sounds of movement from downstairs. They must have been just inside the portico, or in the old salon next to the stairs with the double-doors open because I could hear voices, a man with a pronounced London accent and then Georgy's voice. She sounded scared, even if she was trying to hide it, and my rage burned high again; how dare these bastards come into my home and terrorise my family, they were scaring my Georgy-Girl, how fucking dare they!
I dug my fingers into the carpet, willing myself to calm down and not go charging down there like an idiot, those men were armed, and I still didn't know how many there were.
"Listen, girly, for the last time, who else lives here? There's men's stuff all over the place, I know those boots by the door are not your, who else lives here?"
"I told you, no-one else, just Aunt Kay and me..."
"Don't fucking lie to me, girly, where the fuck is he?" he interjected, "his fucking stuff's everywhere, now where the fuck is he?"
"It's my br...my boyfriend's stuff, he stays here a lot and he leaves his stuff here, but he's working in London, he's not here, I swear!" begged Georgy, her voice ringing with fear-harmonics; my brave girl, terrorised by big men with guns and she still wouldn't crack, no matter how scared she was, I was so proud of her!
"Don't worry, we'll deal with him if he shows up, was that him calling you? Never mind, you'll only lie, so fuck him, if he shows up he's dead and it's on you. Now for the last time, where the fuck is our money? Max knew all about the money stashed here, he was supposed to grab the cash and the old lady's jewellery; he told us it was here, millions stashed in this house, now where is it? Don't fuck with me, missy, I've got no problem blowing this old bitch the fuck away, you understand me? Just fucking hand it over and we're gone, done, out of your lives; don't you get that?"
"We don't have anything, don't you get that?" flared Georgy, "What, you think we all sit around at night like the fucking king in his counting house counting piles of money and gloating? This isn't some stupid crime caper movie, no-one keeps that kind of money in their houses, that's what banks are for, why can't you understand that?"
Max! These were his accomplices, shit, that oily little butt-weasel, if I came out of this alive I was going to dig that bastard out of his cell and fuck him with a fire extinguisher!
The sound of a slap made my blood boil; that bastard had just hit my Georgy! My vision tunnelled as the rage threatened to overwhelm me, and I had to bite my lip, hard, letting the pain take me and prevent me from charging down there and just kicking the fuck out of that animal. It took all my willpower to hold myself back, to remember the lessons drilled into me in the sandbox; that an angry man is a careless man and I couldn't afford to endanger my family any more than they already were; my chance would come.
When the roaring in my head cleared, I realised he was speaking again.
"Max said there was a safe here somewhere, he was supposed to scope out the house, find the safe, get the keys or combination off the old lady and 'phhtt!' gone, that was all, no-one was supposed to get hurt; he got greedy, all of this, all this stuff here, it went to his head and he wanted it all; I swear, no-one was supposed to be hurt, especially not an old lady, but he fucked up and now we're here. Just give us the money, the old woman's jewellery and we'll be gone, no-one wants to hurt you..."
I knew that was a lie, it had to be; Georgy and Aunt Kay could identify them, they couldn't afford to leave any witnesses alive. As long as they believed the money was here, Georgy was safe; if for one second they thought otherwise, it was curtains for her and Aunt Kay.
I lay silently at the top of the stairs as the roaring fury in my head subsided and my training came seeping back in, cooling me down, talking to me. I was a soldier first and foremost, one of Her Majesty's officers, trained to plan, infiltrate, fight and kill, to eliminate my sovereign's enemies, and survive to continue fighting, I'd survived four tours in that hell-hole, I'd literally fought hand to hand with Jihadists and Taliban insurgents, against kill-crazy religious maniacs and fanatics who were doing their damnedest to kill me and didn't care if they died trying and I was still here, all of that came back to me and suddenly I knew what to do.
Easing back from the lip of the stairs, I picked my way back along the corridor, instinctively avoiding all the squeaky or warped ancient floorboards I knew well from my teen years of sneaking in and out of my room, and made my way to the far end of the corridor and back into the concealed landing. The man I'd clobbered was starting to stir so he got a steel toe-cap on the point of his smashed chin, he got a brief look of agony on his face then his eyes rolled up and he was out again.
I took the stairs two at a time up to the top landing and carefully eased into the attic, scoping out the place for any sign of intruders, anyone who might be up there searching for the mythical safe they were convinced was in the house.
The original medieval moated manor house that once stood on the site had been remodelled and rebuilt in the shape of an upper-case 'E', back in Elizabethan times, and the three servant's staircases served each branch of the 'E'; the staircase I'd just used led down to the old scullery in the top arm of the 'E', the one in the middle served the middle branch, where the main portico, the old salon, and the linen presses were, and the third staircase led down to the old laundry in the bottom of the 'E', which dad had used as a workshop when he tinkered with stuff or repaired Georgy's riding tack.
I carefully made my way to the far end of the attic, quite a long walk, really when I was trying to be stealthy and silent, and eased into the landing and down to the ground level, again watching for all the squeaky stair-treads I remembered from my childhood.
I went that way because the workshop had a wide wooden double carriage door on the side of the house which was padlocked closed, but there was a bolted wicket-gate in one leaf of the double doors, and that was my way out of the house. As far as I could tell, there was no way for them to patrol the entire perimeter of the house, it was too big for just a couple of men, so with luck they wouldn't see me if I stuck close to the walls; the windows were set higher than my height, so anyone looking out wouldn't be able to see me plastered to the wall right under them as I worked my way around to the front of the house unless they opened the window, leaned out, and looked down.
Slipping behind the perfect cover afforded by my mother's carefully shaped conical Yew topiaries, her pride and joy, that had taken her years and endless effort to create and perfect, and which blanketed the front of the house, I managed to slip up beside the battered, filthy old Ford Transit that had been concealed behind those same topiaries, hiding it from a casual observer on the main road.
I was just wondering how to silently disable that rusty shit-heap when I heard voices coming from the portico.
"Go find Gary, he went upstairs looking for the safe, find out what's going on; that fat idiot Max was so sure the safe was here, but he never found it, and that girl..." said the first voice, the same voice I'd heard threaten Aunt Kay.
"Slap her around a bit more, she's lying..." grated a different, harsher voice, "she knows something, we should work her over a little, she'll soon talk..."
"I dunno, she's just a girl, time enough for that later. For now, go find Gary, find out what the fuck he's up to, and if he hasn't found the safe, we start hurting the old bitch; maybe that will make the girl cooperate. Get the crowbar from the van..."
They were coming this way! As I saw it, I could continue to hide and evade them, or I could get them while their guard was down. Neither appealed, but I'd heard their plan: they weren't ready to stop at just asking questions. Time to stop thinking and start doing, I'd never have a better chance, not while they didn't know I was there. My mind made up, I slipped around the front of the van in a low crouch, trying to make as little noise on the loose surface of the gravelled driveway as I could.
I could hear them coming closer, heading for the back of the van, so I kept the bulk of the vehicle between me and them. If they opened the rear door they'd likely be fully occupied with whatever they were coming to get, that would be my only chance. I could see their shadows as they approached, but not enough to tell whether they were carrying the sawn-off shotgun, but it was literally now or never; I'd never get a better chance.
When I heard the doors open I slipped alongside the van; the open door shielded me as I worked my way along the side. When one of them went to close the door I was ready, and he froze as he saw me. I was expecting him, but he wasn't expecting me, and that split second was enough for me to kick him in the crotch just as hard as I could. His eyes crossed, and I pushed him aside as his mate, still bent over the rear of the van bed started to turn.
"Whaa...? Was all he managed before I slammed the heavy old van door on his head as hard as I could, sandwiching his head between the bulky steel doors of the old van.
He dropped like a bad idea, twitching and shuddering, but I kicked him in the chin as hard as I could just for good measure, watching his head snap back and his eyes roll up. The first man was curled up on his side in a foetal crouch, vomiting as he cradled his smashed crotch, and I briefly considered flattening his head with the 8-pound sledgehammer lying inside the van, but settled instead for yanking him up by his collar and giving his chin a solid uppercut, letting my loaded glove send him off to La-La Land.
The shotgun was lying on the van bed where the second man had laid it, so I took it, popped it, shit, it was loaded, and pocketed the shells, and then chucked it into the shrubbery in case anyone got any ideas. There was no shortage of bungee cords, industrial cable ties, duct tape, and nylon washing line in the van, and something that nearly made me use the sledgehammer on them: a flat case of syringes filled with purple stuff. A squirt of one confirmed it was drain-cleaner: so this was how they were going to ensure Georgy and Aunt Kay could never identify them.
Holding in my anger, because now I was in a killing mood over what they'd planned for my family, I trussed them up the way I'd been taught to deny them even minimal hand movement, wrists securely tied back to back with the largest-size of zip-ties as tight as I could get them, along with cut lengths of nylon cord, and then their thumbs zip-cuffed together to allow no movement. I yanked their boots and pants off and tied their ankles and knees tightly together with elastic bungee cords, duct tape, and nylon line looped and tied several times around the van's tow-hitch, leaving them face down on the ground with their knees bent and their feet in the air.
As a final measure I balled-up their socks and shoved them in their mouths, and ran a length of duct tape several times around their mouths, gagging them securely. Those jokers weren't going anywhere.
All this had taken just a few minutes, and there had been no alarm raised inside the house, but I wasn't taking any chances. First I immobilised the crappy old van by just disconnecting the battery and yanking wires out willy-nilly, ensuring they couldn't get away if they somehow got loose, then turned my attention to getting back into the house silently.
The front door was ajar, and the inner storm door was open as well, so I moved up as softly as I could, listening for any movement inside. Nothing, so I cautiously made my way inside. The portico had been the main reception area in days gone by, the main staircase up to the next floor was in the exact middle of the reception area, and double doors on either side of the stairs led into the back of the house, where the salon and ballroom had once been.
The doors on the left side were still closed, but the other pair were half open, so that was where I looked first; sure enough, Georgy and Aunt Kay were sitting on the floor, their hands tied behind them to a leg each of the large couch in there, and their feet tied. I peeked in and Georgy saw me, her eyes widened and she shook her head slightly, warning me.
"How many...? I mouthed, and she looked around before slowly mouthing back "Three, shotgun..."
That was good, it meant I'd taken them all out, and lost about three years of my life, but it was worth it. I darted into the room and made short work of untying her.
"Will, no, there's three of them, hide, now, they'll come back..." she gabbled, so I kissed her to calm her down.
"It's okay, Georgy, they're toast, the two outside are finished, and the other one on the back stairs is discovering what his own balls taste like, he's not going anywhere."
I jumped over and started cutting Aunt Kay loose while Georgy called the police.
*****
There's really no more to say; the police showed up and took my three crash-test dummies into custody, I showed them where the shotgun was, and gave a statement, as did Georgy and Aunt Kay.
The ambulance people who took those three morons away securely cuffed to the gurneys gave Georgy and Aunt Kay a quick going-over, but apart from a bruise where that animal had hit her, Georgy was unhurt, as was Aunt Kay.
The police were not at all pleased at the implications of the drain-cleaner filled syringes, nor at the the sawn-off shotgun, which is an instant jail term in the UK anyway; as far as they were concerned it was all evidence of conspiracy to murder, because there was no other possible reason for them to have syringes loaded with drain-cleaner in their possession while carrying out their plan to commit armed robbery.
The police were also really interested to learn that Max Preece had been involved, that those men were his accomplices, so the police Detective Inspector who managed the crime scene and the clean-up told us that the police would be recommending that Max also face additional conspiracy to murder and domestic terrorism charges, as would his three accomplices; the case of poison-filled syringes and the sawn-off shotgun was all the proof the police needed.
I also had some plans of my own when it came to Max Preece: I had low friends in high places in the Prison Service; Max was going to feel me. Big time.
*****
Epilogue:
We managed to get back to finishing off the house the way we wanted to present it, with genuine or accurate repro period features and the furniture to show them to their best advantage.
With Georgy and Aunt Kay's help I managed to get the correct period finishes, things like genuine powder blue and intricately patterned vermillion flocked wallpapers, expensive, but so right for the house, and the appropriate Georgian paint colours, not cheap pastiches; we were presenting the house as an elegant, desirable period dwelling for someone who saw themselves as a person with taste and refinement and the asking price in their pocket.



To this end we engaged an estate agent in London who specialised in pitching our kind of house to the kind of people who would be most likely to want what we were selling.
Wouldn'tcha know it, we ended-up in a three-way bidding war; an American Hedge-Fund manager who wanted a quiet, luxurious weekend retreat, a quiet little guy who'd made a fortune selling toys over the internet and wanted a place large enough to house his gigantic collection of movie toys and space-opera collectibles, and a descendant of the family who had originally owned the house in the nineteenth century who'd come from Australia to try and buy back his heritage. We resisted the attempted bribes and sweeteners, golf club memberships, exotic holidays, girls, boys, cars, all kinds of stuff and just passed the word: best offer secures.
We eventually accepted an offer 60% over our original asking price, spectacularly over what we'd been resigned to accepting on the open market, and well over the top limit we'd decided was the most the market would bear.
The day we handed over the keys and all the final paperwork Georgy and I were standing outside, getting a long, last look at the house we'd spent so much time, effort, and yes, love too, renovating, prepping, dressing, and showing.
"It was fun, wasn't it?" she murmured, slipping her hand into mine, "I loved this house, all the work we did here, didn't you, Will?"
I glanced at her and saw the tear trembling on her lower eyelid.
"I loved working here with you, Georgy-Girl," I murmured back at her, "This place, this was about more than just the money we'd make, or about the house, that was just a thing. It was about having the best time of my life. You made it that way, Georgy, if I hadn't had you with me we wouldn't be standing here right now.
Being here with you was the most wonderful part of it all, Georgy, and you know what? We can keep doing that; we can keep having the time of our life. You give me purpose, Georgy; I love you, because you make my life worth living."
She looked at me and smiled, even as the tear trailed down her cheek.
"You mean that, don't you?" she smiled, lacing her fingers through mine in an unbreakable grip.
I pulled her closer so I could kiss the tear away.
"I mean every word of it, Georgy-Girl, every single word. And now we're done here, let's do this again, not for the money, not for the profit, let's just have fun again. I love working with you, I love having fun with you, I love being around you and watching your eyes light up when you're having fun and feeling good about it. I need to see that every day; I can't be away from you ever again. So let's do it again, you and me, let's find another place like this and have this much fun all over again."
Georgy huddled herself into me, hugging me, before standing up on tip-toes to kiss my chin.
"Before we do that, Will, there's a project I want to get out of the way."
I looked down at her in the crook of my arm.
"Go on, Georgy..." I encouraged her.
"That large dressing room next to our bedroom, I want to remodel it."
"Okay... "I waited, while she gathered her thoughts.
"It's just that I think it would make the perfect nursery..."
I held her at arm's length so I could look in her in the eyes.
"Georgy... a nursery? Are you...?" and she giggled, that sweet, musical tinkle that always made my spine tingle.
"No, Will, not yet, not without talking to you first, but it's as well to be prepared, because one day soon we're going to have that talk... if you're okay with that?"
I hugged her and lifted her up so I could swing her around and kiss her repeatedly.
"There's nothing I want more, Georgy, and I can't wait for the day you tell me. Six months ago I discovered a new Georgy-Girl, and now she's here with me, talking about making babies with me; it doesn't get any better than this! I love you, Georgina Lassiter, my very own Georgy-Girl, now and always!"
*****
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Jamie and Nia:
Jamie and I and our horde of savages eventually arrived home from the park, poor Jamie dog-tired from running around after the twins Jamie and Laura and trying to keep tabs on Julie-Anh while I lounged in lady-like disdain and let Jamie take the strain, but it was still a good afternoon. The kids got to play football with their daddy, and Julie-Anh almost managed to throw a ball for her daddy to catch, laughing uproariously at him all the time.
The kids all got their special 'park-treat' of an ice-cream cone and a hotdog, and yes, I got to eat the half they couldn't manage, and some of the older hobbyists at the boating lake even let the twins have a go at controlling their radio-controlled boats, so a successful family day out on many levels.
Mummy and daddy were away on a long-weekend seaside break to Minehead in Somerset, so I got the duty of collecting mail, junk mail etc, so that's what I did next. In just two days an impressive amount of junk mail had accumulated: free-papers, flyers, advertising for gardeners, window-cleaners, mobile mechanics, electioneering, the usual. Mummy never had a 'No Circulars' sign on the door, she liked to look through junk mail, it was one of her guilty pleasures, and she liked reading through the local free papers, it was how she kept current with the neighborhood.
I did what I always did, I just quickly picked up armfuls of the stuff and shoved it in the recycling bins, I didn't sort through it, I dared not, God knows what those three mini-terrorists were up to at home. When I popped back home, Jamie had the phone and a big grin on his face.
"It's Allie for you, I think you need to hear this."
I love talking to Allie; she's as gorgeous as Lena, a perfect image of what Lena must have looked like at that age, and as dear to us as one of our own, but I knew she was supposed to be knee-deep in Year Four Finals prep; the entire family had just sent her a 'good-luck' card and some pretty pricey book tokens for her final year studies, so I was intrigued as to what she needed to talk about. I soon found out.
"Nia, I think I have a hit for you," she began, "I went cruising the internet and found something. It's only a snippet, in a local paper's website about an inquest for a Barbara Jane Davies, not Davis, but the dates match, the middle names match, only thing is, she passed away up in Carlisle, not Coventry. I also have a cemetery headstone reference. I think it's our Barbara, Nia, the name might be a typo, but everything else matches. I think someone needs to go and take a look; there are too many matches to be a coincidence. I think we might have found her."
Her enthusiasm was infectious, and I found myself grinning at the smile I could hear in her voice. I also didn't miss the way she'd claimed Barbara as 'ours', and her use of 'we' as part of the search, not 'I', telling me she considered herself part of this family and cementing her even deeper into our unique family-clan.
"OK Allie, send me the link, I'll run it past Jamie, and if he likes it too we'll run up there and take a look. Thank you baby, Darryl and Lena must be so proud of you, I know I am!"
I could hear her preening all the way down the phone, so note to self, something extra-special for her stocking come Christmas.
I opened the link she sent me and took a look, OK, so not much more than what she'd already told me, but Jamie had that raised-eyebrow, 'I need to check this out' look he gets when he thinks he's on to something, so he was on-board. It looked like we were heading up to this 'Stanwix Cemetery' in Carlisle as soon as we could arrange it, because if he thought he was going exploring in the howling wastelands of the North by himself he had another think coming!
Keeping a lid on it all weekend was a chore in itself; daddy and mummy were supposed to be having a break, I really didn't want to blurt this out and affect their holiday. It was their first weekend away in ages, I didn't want them thinking about this stuff instead of enjoying the beach and the nightlife, but I know mummy picked up that I was bursting to tell her something, but I bit my tongue and kept my trap shut. Nothing was going to happen until they got home so there was no point discussing it just then.
*****
After Mummy and Daddy came home from their long-weekend seaside break, and the usual homecoming rampaging chaos of kids running wild because Nana and Grampa were back, mummy took me aside to do a little digging.
"Tell me, my Nguye't, what is happening, what has happen? Daddy feel something, so do I, what happen while we gone?"
I told her about my chat with Allie, and showed her the link she sent. Mummy studied the information, sparse as it was, then called Daddy.
"James, please to look, Nguye't and Jamie have something, not know what it mean, please to say what do next."
Daddy looked long and silently at the information Allie had sent me, and then looked up at me.
"What do you think, Nugget, is it worth trudging up there just for this?"
I hugged him.
"Jamie thinks so, daddy, we need to know, and the best way is to suck it and see. If you and mummy babysit we can be up and back over the weekend, what do you think? If it's not her, no harm done, and we can forget it, but if it is... "
*****
Five days later Jamie and I were at Stanwix Cemetery, standing at the graveside of Barbara Davies. The stone itself was simple, modest, no dates, no real information, just a simple inscription that gave nothing away: 'Barbara Davies, beloved mother, taken too soon. I love you, Mum'
The grave was well-tended and very neat, the grass clipped and even, and a fresh posy of summer flowers in the flower-holder set into the spotless white stone kerb surrounding the grave; obviously someone came here regularly and maintained the gravesite, but there was no clue who they were, or if we had any connection with them. We were pondering what to do next when the groundskeeper drove by, so Jamie flagged him down to ask if he had any records about the family who owned the gravesite.
He was reluctant to give out personal information like that, but he looked very strangely at Jamie, almost like he knew him, and what he did share stuck in my mind.
"There's a couple of young families come by here every Sunday, looks like two brothers, I can't hardly tell 'em apart, sometimes there's three of 'em, pretty wives, and five, six kids, they all set to and clean that grave, clip it, brush it, wash down the stone and the kerbs, fresh flowers, all that stuff; you can see they do a good job. They come here every Sunday without fail, usually get here 'fore lunch, you pop in here tomorrow about 11 o'clock you'll see 'em, ask 'em yourselves. That's all I can tell you, sorry."
Well, we went back on Sunday, we waited, and waited, and waited, and no-one showed. By three in the afternoon Jamie had decided they weren't going to show up, so, feeling deflated and curiously depressed, we headed back to the Lake District Airport. Another dead end to tick off the growing list of dead-ends we'd put together.
And so it might have ended there, if Mummy hadn't decided to sort through the recycling...
*****
The first thing I knew about it was when Mummy showed up clutching a plain envelope hand-addressed to 'James Morrison'. Mummy showed me the note inside. I read it through, and then read it again.
"Does Daddy know about this? And where's it from, Ma, who gave you this?" I asked her, not sure I liked where this was going.
Mummy sat down and took her time answering. I could see she was thinking about the implications of the note, what it meant to daddy. When she finally spoke, it was slowly, like she was still working it out; I know Mummy's 'puzzled' voice, and she wasn't puzzled, more like she was still unravelling it.
"When we leave Thursday this not arrive, must be Friday or Saturday, it Wednesday now, so this been there four day now. Nothing more, no other note, nothing. When you put recycling away?"
I'd cleared up Friday, this note must have been mixed up in all the usual Friday avalanche of junk mail, free papers, and miscellaneous pizza flyers, I hadn't checked if there was anything mixed in there because I'd already picked up the real mail early that morning. I had no reason to suspect it was there; I'd just swept it all together and dumped it in the recycling bin.
Mummy was watching me closely, waiting to see what I wanted to do; that's what I love about Mummy; she actually listens to me and takes my feelings and suspicions seriously, she doesn't just override me because she's my mother so she knows everything better than I do.
"What you want to do, my Nguye't?"
"Tell Daddy," I decided. "This concerns him; if it's some kind of scam he'll know what to do, it's his job..."
Mummy nodded in agreement.
"Tell Jamie too, we all talk, may be nothing, but maybe not, see what Daddy say, what Little Boy think."
*****
Daddy was in two minds about what this was; his instincts were telling him to follow it up, his background was telling him to be careful, that there was no way he could call that number; supposing it was some kind of scam? Even though I'd checked the area code of the telephone number in that note, and it had come up 'Carlisle', which jibed with the trail Jamie and I had followed, we could all see the conflict in him, with him needing to believe it was true.
Dashing off after a clue dropped through the letterbox seemed neither smart nor right. Daddy was the Security Compliance Manager of a major bank, potentially getting enmeshed in a scam that threw his judgement or his personal integrity into question would be the death of his career; even worse, supposing it was part of some kind of obscure scheme to somehow compromise the bank? He was right to be conflicted.
His response was non-committal. "I don't know. Let's all sleep on it, there's no rush. If it's some kind of come-on or scam we're not rushing into it, and if it's true... if it's true, we've waited this long, a few more days won't make any difference. We'll talk about it tomorrow after I get home; I really need to think this through."
The following day seemed to drag by forever; I paced around getting tetchier by the minute, and Jamie was working so of course it was all his fault, leaving me alone to deal with this waiting and wondering. Even the kids couldn't distract me for long.
By the time daddy arrived home from his office I was ready to explode, but I let the ritual happen. Daddy went to have a shower, then comfortable clothes, a quick snack and a coffee with the evening news on the TV. And that's when the bomb dropped.
Daddy was watching an item about a trial in Southampton, some kind of sex-scandal at the university there when he sat bolt upright and spat his sandwich out. I jerked in shock at daddy's reaction; his eyes were popping out of his head as he pointed to the girl on screen being interviewed by the BBC reporter. I thought she looked vaguely familiar, but then she said her name: Cherie Young, and then I got it. There she was, the girl we were looking for right there on screen, talking about a trial she'd given evidence at.
No wonder daddy looked so shocked. After all our searching and second guessing she'd dropped right into our laps out of the blue.
Daddy had the presence of mind to hit the 'pause' button on the TV remote and yes, it really was her. There was no mistaking that glossy blue-black hair, the pale, clear skin, those eyes, the same eyes I saw every time I looked in a mirror, even the same dimple in her smile as the picture of Rosa.
It was her, she was Rosa's daughter, and now, at last, we knew where she was.
When I went to meet Jamie at the door, the last thing I saw was Daddy with his arm around Mummy rewinding and rewinding again the screen images of Cherie and watching her over and over as she spoke and smiled, his eyes bright as he smiled along with her.
*****
Jamie knew immediately what to do; his friend Steve knew how to find people, well he was going to find Cherie for us, now that we knew where she was. Mummy told Daddy to write to her first, let her know who we are, what she means to us, pictures, papers, that kind of thing. Maybe Daddy could put it all together as a package and when Jamie's friend located her, have one of his people deliver it all to her and we'd take it from there.
At the same time, Jamie decided that Carlisle was worth another try, given that we were almost being led there by the nose; we should try again to intercept the people looking after Barbara Davies' grave and clear-up once and for all if they were who we were looking for. It was only through a schedule conflict we couldn't go that weekend, Jamie was on a commission in South Africa and he was flying out Friday for two weeks, maybe even longer if it panned out. Finding the people we were interested in had to take a back seat.
Hopefully we'd locate Cherie and Barbara's family, if any and get them all together in the same place at the same time. At least we finally had something solid to go on with: the girl on TV, one more piece of the puzzle to put in place.
While Jamie was gone, Mummy and Daddy, helped by yours truly, assembled a dossier of papers and photographs that we hoped would convince Cherie, once we found her, that we were legitimate. I spent as much time as I could, when I wasn't caring for the kids or actually working for a living keeping our business afloat, copying and reprinting things to convince Cherie we were for real. Things like Rosa's marriage certificate, her birth certificate, evocative photos of Daddy, Rosa, and Barbara together as children, my grandparents, pictures of Rosa as a toddler, a little girl, a teenager, all stuff sure to convince her that we were indeed her family.
At the same time, Daddy wrote, and rewrote, and rewrote again letter after letter to Cherie, trying to strike the right note without seeming like crazy stalkers, telling her who we were, what happened to the family, and where we were.
Three weeks passed while Steven Norton did his detective thing, three long weeks. Jamie had been home several days and I'd had to tell him so far nothing had changed since he'd been gone. Just as I was starting to think it had all gone cold again, Steven called, spoke with Daddy and Jamie, and it all went into high gear from there.
"We have Cherie's home address '" said daddy, "she lives in Southampton. Steven's sending one of his people over to collect the package, and he'll deliver it to her as soon as he can; fingers crossed, we'll hear from her in a few days."
To cut a long story short, Cherie called a few days later, Daddy was at the office and I took the call, mummy spoke with her, she arranged for daddy to call her when he got back, you know how that went. When she came to see us, I really thought daddy was going to collapse; he called her 'Rosa', and even I was astonished at how closely she resembled her mother; the girl in the photo was alive again, something Daddy was almost struck dumb by.
Cherie and daddy connected on all sorts of levels, and when she revealed who her boyfriend was, that Danny was her half-sister's son, I think she was expecting more than the muted response she got. I got the impression she was geared-up to defend her choices, but a run-down of our unique family makeup cleared that up, and of course we weren't shocked, not with Julie and Mark and Darryl and Lena in the exact same boat as us, and now her and Danny.
The last thing Daddy promised Cherie before she left for her home was that the family would somehow find the part of us that was still missing; somehow we'd put our fractured family back together.
*****
The following week was a free weekend for Jamie, the last one until after Hallowe'en, so if we were going to trudge all the way up to the Borders it had to be then, before the worsening weather and the usual North Atlantic gales at the onset of autumn put paid to any expeditions that far North. Once again Jamie and I flew up to Cumbria to intercept this mysterious family who may or may not have been who we were looking for.
Sunday morning, and Jamie and I waited by Barbara Davies' graveside in Stanwix Cemetery. The groundskeeper obviously remembered us and once again gave Jamie that strange, knowing stare, but simply nodded at us and went about his business.
Shortly before 11 o'clock two cars pulled up, an old but spotless grey Shogun and a Graphite Land Rover Freelander, and two young men, probably a couple of years younger than Jamie, and two absolutely gorgeous, slender, exotic-looking girls with olive complexions and cascades of bright red-bronze hair also got out of the cars, followed by a handful of children.
The two men approached the grave then stopped and stared at Jamie, then at each other, and their wives caught up with them and stared at Jamie, then their husbands then back to Jamie, obviously comparing them because damn, they looked like him...
I was captivated; they were really good-looking guys, tall as Jamie, and grey-eyed, with dark, almost black hair. They looked like blurred, dark versions of daddy, especially their profiles, and a lot like Jamie too, and I don't mean looks, but things like the same puzzled sideways squint, the same disarming grin, the same quizzical eyebrow; I found myself looking back and forth between the three of them.
I was stunned, absolutely lost for words, but I knew for sure these were my family. They were so much like daddy, so much like my grandfather, so much like Barbara.
Jamie was the first to speak.
"Robert? Richard? My name is Jamie, Jamie Morrison; we came here because got your note... you left a note for my father..."
They looked at each other then back at Jamie, and the taller one nodded slowly.
"I'm Robert... Bobby... Bobby Davis- " He waved his hand at Barbara's gravesite "-this is my mother's grave, Barbara, Barbara Morrison Davis, how did you..."
Jamie was lost for words, gazing in wonder at these two strangers who looked like him until I nudged him, breaking him out of his trance. He smiled his winning "Jamie" smile, and both men smiled back and damn, they had the same boyish smile; this was getting weirder and weirder every passing moment. The two girls saw it too, their beautiful eyes widened at the sight. The taller girl stared at Jamie, then, for some reason, at me, looking directly into my eyes, before turning her gaze back on Jamie, slipping her hand into Robert's and holding him tightly.




"How did you find us, this place?" She asked and Jamie pulled me closer.
"My father's sister is Barbara Morrison, she's been missing since before I was born, we've been trying to find her, or maybe find her family, where she went, what happened to her to make her cut dad off so abruptly. We found this place and that headstone on an internet search and came to see if it was her; the name was spelled differently, but we had a hunch this was the place to look and so we came, we had to see for ourselves. Barbara is my dad's baby sister; he needed to know what happened to her... "
The other brother spoke then.
"Hi, I'm Rick, you have no idea... this is so... I can't describe how this feels, it's so... things like this don't just happen, I don't know what... we need to sit down and talk about this properly. We live not far from here; let's go there. This needs coffee..."
I liked his wry grin; for a fleeting second he looked not only like Barbara, but also uncannily like Cherie and Rosa, yet more family traits coming out...
*****
We followed the two cars back to their home and yes, they did live a just a short way away, walking distance, in a very impressive, imposing red-brick Victorian manse standing by itself in a neat, well-kept garden. The house was huge, four floors, with a double-aspect to the front, High Victorian, and obviously built to impress.
We were ushered into a very grandly proportioned sitting room, but the hominess of it took away any feeling of oppressive grandeur one might have picked up on. The toys and dolls and teddy-bears, the stacks of Disney DVD's, and piles of colouring books and ice-cream cartons full of crayons on the tables, the tubs full of Lego, and the pair of chalk-board easels against the wall with childish drawings of dinosaurs and stick figures and spaceships made me feel right at home. We had the same toys and things, in pretty much the same kind of order, at our home.
Robert collected coats and jackets and made the introductions. He took the hand of the taller girl, the one with grey eyes, who I noticed had a baby-bump.
"This is my wife, Shereen, but the family call her Shari, and Ricky's wife is her sister Yasmin, Yaz to family. "
The girls shook hands with us, obviously still a little wary of what was going on here, but they smiled and relaxed when Jamie turned his beautiful 'naughty schoolboy' grin on them.
"I'm very please to meet you all, " he grinned, "As I said, I'm Jamie Morrison, and this is my wife Nguye't but everyone calls her 'Nia', I hope you will too, we're all family here."
Yasmin, who had the most amazing eyes, luminous light green-hazel, a shade I'd never seen before, and so bright they seemed to be lit up inside, spent the next few minutes introducing their kids, having the same problem I do, getting them to stay still for more than a couple of seconds.
"These two rascals are my baby-boys, David and Leon, although if you call him 'David' he pouts; call him 'Ritchie', he likes having the same name as his daddy."
Bobby fielded the other two and sat them down.
"This is my baby girl, Ayesha-" He held the prettiest, most striking little girl I'd ever seen, with her mother's beautiful bronze-red hair and Yasmin's startling eyes, "-and this little monster is Nick, he'll be your best friend if you give him ice-cream."
The gorgeous little boy was the spitting image of Robert, the same warm grey eyes, the same pale complexion and dark, wavy hair. All in all, they were an amazingly good-looking young family.
Yasmin took the kids into the other room, leaving the door ajar so she could listen for the sounds of bedlam and mayhem, the exact same thing I do when I need to talk to Mummy, and sat on the floor, leaning against Rick's knees.
I didn't know where to start, so Jamie took it up.
"My dad, James Morrison, had two younger sisters, Barbara and Rosa. We know what happened to Rosa, and now we found her daughter, our cousin-"
Both Robert and Richard looked up sharply at that,
"-but what we didn't know was what happened to my aunt Barbara; all we know is that shortly after she and her new husband, your father, I assume, moved away from London, to Coventry, they dropped out of sight. This was before I was born, so I only have what my dad knows. After that, nothing, a complete blank, no letters, no Christmas cards, birthday cards, nothing, and that hurt Dad most of all. He and Barbara were close, and they both looked out for their little sister, Rosa. Let me show you something."
Jamie passed over the package I'd put together with pictures of Daddy, Barbara and Rosa when they were young, photos of Barbara in her teens, and our grandparents. I could see the emotion on their faces, in their eyes as they looked at those pictures, and when I looked away I saw, on the mantel one of the photos Daddy had sent, Barbara in her late teens, smiling happily and proudly showing her bracelet to the camera.
Shereen saw me looking at the picture and went and took it down so I could look more closely at it. When Jamie saw it his eyes widened and he rifled through the file, pulling out a smaller version of the same photo. Bobby saw it and his eyes shone.
Jamie brushed the picture of Barbara's bracelet with his pinkie fingertip.
"Dad gave Barbara that bracelet on her eighteenth birthday, a rose pendant for Rosa, and the bracelet for Barbara. He never got to give Rosa her pendant, but he said Barbara loved her bracelet, whatever spare money she had she'd buy little charms and trinkets to hang on it..."
Bobby looked transfixed, as if something had just become clear, and stood up and abruptly left the room. I thought it was something we'd done, but Shereen put her hand on mine and shook her head.
"It's okay, he'll be okay, it's just the bracelet... it's all he has of her. We never knew the story about where she got it... don't worry, please, but there's more. It's a difficult story but he needs to tell it his way... "
The door opened and Bobby came back in carrying a small blue velvet necklace box. He sat down and Shereen pulled his head down to whisper something in his ear, and peck him on the cheek, making him smile, just a quick twitch of his lips, but it seemed to lift him.
"I want to show you something," he said, opening the flat blue case. Inside was the bracelet in the photograph, Barbara's bracelet. Bobby held it flat in the palm of his hand, and carefully sorted through the tiny charms and tokens hanging from it, finally pulling one out so we could see it: a tiny, silver horseshoe with something engraved on it, three letters.
"After her funeral we never found this in among her possessions; the bracelet only came to me later," said Bobby. There was a strange look on his face, a mixture of wonder and sadness that I couldn't figure out, only that there was something else here, a story that went with how the bracelet came to him.
"You know what this means, don't you?" he asked, gently nudging the tiny charm. Jamie looked closely, and gently moved the little horseshoe with his fingertip so I could see it more clearly.
"JBM: James Blake Morrison; my dad..." he whispered, looking up to lock eyes with Bobby, who nodded slowly. I spotted a small, red-enamelled silver rose charm, and when I turned it over, the initials RJM were engraved on it.
"RJM: Rosalie Jean Morrison," I said, and Robbie stared at me as two tears spilled from his brimming eyes to run unheeded down his cheek.
"I've been wondering for so long, why she gave it to me, was she trying to tell me something? I never knew how to put it together; I've been looking and praying, and hoping for a sign, some kind of clue, for something, anything from her, something to tell me where my family was and they were here all along. It's why she gave it to me..." he whispered hoarsely, his free hand twining restlessly with Shereen's.
Shereen pulled him close, holding him to her. Whatever he was so obviously feeling was tightly buttoned-up inside him, but enough of it was spilling out into the room that I caught the edge of it, but it was enough to really make me feel for the poor guy, for what he was feeling. I guessed our coming here had brought up stuff he'd never really been able, or wanted, to think about.
I glanced at Richard, saw his drawn, white face as Yasmin uncurled from her place on the floor and slid up next to him, putting her arm around him and her free hand on the back of his neck, holding him as she whispered urgently in his ear.
I was at a loss to understand what was going on, other than the obvious fact that something very significant had just happened. Shari held Bobby close as he slowly got his emotions back under control, until finally he relaxed his white-knuckled grip on her and smiled faintly when she finger-combed his hair back out of his eyes.
"I'm sorry, it was... it's a lot to suddenly take in, please, I apologise... " he began, but Jamie waved it off; my Polar Bear is very perceptive, and he could see as well as I that there was a story behind that bracelet, and it wasn't a happy one.
"There's no need, really; this is family, and I can tell there's too much to just sit and chat about, so let's take this down a notch. Just tell it in your own time, Bobby; we're not in any big rush... "
Shari patted his knee, and Bobby covered her hand with his.
"Let it go, babe," she murmured, "they need to know. This is family, no more secrets... "
I looked sharply at her on hearing her say that; Mummy had said almost the same thing when she'd asked Sherry and Danny to share their story so we could share ours. Bobby looked her steadily in the eye, and slowly nodded.
"You're right. This has to be over, we have to put this away once and for all... "
Jamie and I exchanged glances. What was going on here, more secrets? What was with our family and dark secrets?
"Wait, baby," said Shari, "I'll go make coffee; you guys are going to need it. Back in five, baby... "
Both girls disappeared for a few minutes, while Bobby, Rick, Jamie and I all stared at each other. Whatever was coming, it couldn't be good. Both of them looked really uncomfortable at the thought, but no one said anything, so we sat in silence and waited for Shari and Yasmin to return.
Finally, coffees in hand, and with everyone ready to hear it, Bobby began his tale.
*****
"Barbara, my mother, died almost ten years ago. I was seventeen, Ricky was fifteen, and our brother, Nicky, was just twenty-one. My father was married before he met Barbara, although we didn't know that; we just grew up with our half-brother, Nicky in the house, and we thought Barbara was his mother, not ours. Dad never once told us she was our mother; Nicky was our older brother, but different to us, not one of us, so we were led to believe she was his mother, not ours."
He must have seen the puzzled looks on Jamie and my faces, and back-tracked a little.
"We worked out the timeline, Ricky, Shari, Yaz, and I; when Dad married Barbara in London he was still married to Nicky's real mother, in Albany, New York State. He lied to everyone, he even lied on the marriage certificate we found that he signed when he married Barbara, he lied about his name, his age, and left out the fact he was married in the US. While he was married to Barbara, he was going back and forth to Albany and making out like he was living there, sharing custody of Nicky with Julia, Nicky's mother."
He shook his head sadly.
"We found out much later that he'd abducted Nicky when he was three and brought him back here to England, changed his name, and gave him to Barbara to look after. She brought him up, he thought she was his mother, too, but he never let him, or us, call her "Mum". She was just "Barbara", nothing else."
Jamie stirred.
"You have another brother, this Nicky; where is he now?"
Bobby smiled.
"Nicky and his family live in Albany, New York State. He's a great guy, he always was, we just never let ourselves see it for ourselves. His wife Ashley is a lovely girl, and he has two lovely kids, Barbara and Judy. His mother, Julia and her husband also live there."
I was watching him closely, and at mention of Nicky's mother his eyes softened and his lips twitched; obviously Bobby had some kind of personal connection with this 'Julia' person. Yasmin pulled a photograph album out from a drawer in the coffee table, and opened it.
"This is Nicky," she said.
I was astonished; Nicky was yet another version of Bobby and Rick, this time a golden-haired, tawny-eyed version almost identical to Ricky. It was almost eerie how similar they looked, almost like triplets, even though there were several years between all of them.
Bobby took the album from me and put it on the table, a sombre expression on his face.
"My father treated Nicky very badly; whatever he did wasn't good enough; he was always covered in bruises, sometimes black eyes too, and it was the same for Barbara. Rick and I were a pair of disrespectful little pricks; my father treated Nicky like shit, so we did too, with a big helping left over for his mother, Barbara."
"But she wasn't... " I began, but Bobby stopped me.
"We know that now, but we didn't then: we just thought that we could do what we wanted. Nicky and Barbara were nothing to do with us so we could say or do what we wanted to them, and my bastard father never once put a stop to it. This was how we grew up. We left them out, and all they had were each other."
He smiled, just a twitch of his lips, but it was genuine.
"She used to call him "Little Saint Nick," you know; she really loved him, and he loved her, he still does; he found his real mother, he went back to America and found his birth mother, and he loves her very much; she didn't abandon him, or give him away, he was stolen from her and he knows that, so he does truly love her; every so often he'll remember something about her back when he was a toddler and he was still her son, but in his heart Barbara is "Mum", and she always will be. He loved her more than life itself, and we hated him for it, and we hated her for loving him. I know, but we did it because my father, that sick, twisted piece of... "
He knuckled his eyes.
"He encouraged us, so we did. I have no excuses that make a damn's worth of difference; we knew better, we knew down inside us that it was wrong and we did it anyway."
"What about Barbara... " began Jamie, but the haunted look on Bobby's face quelled him.
"My father used to drink, and when he'd had enough to drink, whatever he'd been brooding about, or cooking up in his twisted mind, he'd take it out on her. We used to listen, and you know what we did? We'd laugh, and giggle like ninnies, and listen to the sound of Barbara crying and asking him to stop , please stop, and he never did, and we did nothing, ever. Not once, and then... "
I glanced at Jamie, at his set, expressionless face, but I grew up with him, and I knew that face. He was angry. So was I, but I hadn't heard the whole story yet.
"What happened to Barbara, what did he do to her?" he asked, his voice even and uncoloured by emotion, but again, I know Jamie better than anyone in the world does except Mummy, and I could hear the "Angry Jamie" harmonics in his voice.
Bobby's knuckles showed white as he clenched his fists, and the tendons in his neck stood out starkly, taut as violin strings.
"We don't really know what happened, not first hand. We got this from Nicky several years later, but from what we could piece together, he was drunk one night, beating Barbara as usual. Nicky went to try and help her and dad hurt him. Years later I saw what dad did to him, we all did. He nearly killed Nicky. Ten years later he's still in pain. It's never going to stop for him."
He paused, his expression bleak and bitter, staring at something only he could see. When Shari nudged him he gave a start, as though he'd forgotten we were there, so lost in his memories was he.
"What happened to Nicky?" I asked softly, almost afraid to find out.
Bobby's face twisted in distaste.
"My... father, that psychopathic... he beat Nicky with his belt, but not just any belt, no; he had a special belt, one he'd had the buckle specially honed with an edge on it. He took it, and... and he flayed Nicky, he took the skin off him, like one of those medieval torture floggings? Today, Nicky's back is just a mass of scar tissue and open sores. That's what he did to him, but that's not the worst of it."
He paused and I braced myself; something bad was coming, I didn't want to hear it, but I knew I had to. I tried to slip my hand into Jamie's but I couldn't, his hands were clenched tightly, with the knuckles showing white and his forearms stiff, the muscles tense and unyielding. His posture was stiff and ram-rod straight, outrage evident in his every line.
"Barbara tried to clean up Nicky. She made him get out of there, she knew Dad was going to keep hurting him until he killed him; it was just a matter of time. She had some money, and she had gone through Dad's papers and found Nicky's real mother, his birth certificate, stuff he needed, so she gave him those as well, and she took him away in the middle of the night, while Dad was passed out. Barbara put him on the London train and that was the last we knew of him until... until... "
His expression grew even bleaker.
"Dad found out next day that Nicky was gone, and that Barbara had gone though his papers, and... and... "
Two tears rolled down his face as he bit his trembling lip.
"Please, no more. Don't make me do this, I can't, not again... " he whispered to Shari, who shook her head, her own eyes brimming as she thumbed his eyes dry.
"You have to finish this, baby, they have to know, she deserves it... " She murmured. "Finish it, Bobby. For her."
Rick slid up next to him and, surprisingly, Yasmin too, who slid behind Bobby on the couch and hugged him, resting her head on his shoulder.
"Please Bobby; tell them, you have to let this go, please... " she murmured as Rick laid his hand on Bobby's shoulder too, holding onto Yasmin's hand.
"You have to, Big Feller," he murmured. "It's the only way."
Bobby breathed deeply several times, psyching himself up for what was coming, while I took in the sight of an entire family huddled together, bonded into a single unit because they shared a terrible burden. I knew it was bad, their body-language shouted it out and Jamie had picked up on it too, from the way his hand crept into mine and held me tightly.
Bobby nodded at Shari, squared his shoulders , and started speaking again, telling us the whole shocking, unspeakable thing, the final truth of what had really happened to my daddy's beloved little sister.
"When Dad sobered up the day after Nicky... left, he knew my mo... that Barbara had been through his stuff. He knew and he punished her. The first we knew of it was when the police showed up. Dad had called them, because Barbara had... because... it... Shari, I can't do this, please don't make me do this... "
He turned to Shari and buried his face in her shoulder, his body shuddering . Shari stroked his hair even as tears poured down her face at Bobby's distress. Yasmin and Rick both hugged Shari with tears in all their eyes, as they maintained that close physical contact while Bobby's grief worked through him.
Jamie looked at me, back at Bobby, at me again, and I saw the question in his eyes: just what in the Hell had been going on here?
Bobby looked up from Shari's shoulder, his eyes puffy and red, but his emotions back under control; his knuckles were white though; he was still wound-tight over this.
"My father... that worthless, lying, filthy piece of... he'd called the police, because Barbara had committed suicide: she'd hanged herself in the old Butler's Pantry. She was dead... "



I shook as his bald statement shocked through me; if Jamie had not been holding me I might have slid to the floor as my knees shook and nearly gave way: she'd taken her own life, dear God!
Bobby was relentless, his voice filled with self-loathing.
"She was dead, he said she'd killed herself, and do you know what I did? Can you guess what I did? Nothing: I did nothing, felt nothing, all I wanted was for them to take her away, and wonder why she had to do that in my home: surely there were other places, public toilets, someplace else, anywhere else but here. That was all I could think: that and walk around fucking annoyed, can you believe it? I was annoyed she'd done that here, what a fucking inconvenience! That's who I was, that's what I wanted, and that's why I'm going to Hell!"
He stopped, staring into the distance, his face lined and haggard, a look of self-loathing on his face like I hope to never see again.
Shari took his hand, unlaced his fingers, and slipped her hand into his.
"The rest, baby, finish it, please. " She murmured.
"A few weeks later they arrested Dad, but not over her death; that went away, one of his pals saw to that. Dad was arrested and sent for extradition hearings, of all things. The American government wanted him, they were charging him with "Crimes against America," can you believe it?"
I was horrified, but fascinated, Jamie too; that set, "Angry Jamie" face was still there, but there was curiosity too: what had that man done? Bobby picked up on that, and his face twisted, again that look of self-loathing, but laced with contempt too. His voice was low, anger and deep, deep shame apparent in every word.
"Dad and his... friend in the US were selling stuff to a Middle-Eastern country, things the Americans really didn't want them having: special batteries and microchips, the kind they use in cruise missiles, a huge no-no, so they took him to court under something called the PATRIOT Act. It went back and forth for a couple of years, and it was thrown out, then the Appeal Court kicked in, decided he was guilty as charged, and Dad was extradited. It was eight, nearly nine years ago now, they mostly kept it out of the news, the British Government didn't want people knowing they'd let this stuff go on, I suppose, who knows, but the American news channels got hold of it; you might even have caught some of it. Dad was dragged off to America by the scruff of his neck, tried, and jailed. He's doing 40 years for it in a federal super-max prison in Indiana now..."
"And Barbara?" prompted Jamie, "what about her, what happened?"
Bobby looked up and blinked, obviously still in his memories, and glanced at Rick, who patted his knee and took up the story.
"Dad had her buried in Stanwix, we had to bury her in the municipal cemetery because she was a suicide and her church, the Catholic Church wouldn't bury her in consecrated ground; can you believe it in this day and age? Bobby and me, we acted like a pair of disrespectful little shits at her funeral, and dad put up a huge memorial pasted with lies about his 'beloved wife, sorely missed blah-blah-blah'; lies on top of lies, and yet more lies."
He rubbed his temples, obviously not relishing this story, but determined to get it out.
"We never went back until Yaz and Shari came into our lives, and they made us see what we'd done, who we were. We went back to the cemetery to apologise to Barbara and ask her forgiveness and that disgusting monument to my father's ego and lies and delusions was gone; Nicky had come home without us even knowing it, he was only half a mile away and he never came here, never contacted us, never let us know he was back, he'd had that monstrosity taken down and crushed; he put that decent, honest memorial stone there in its place, not her children, not us, but we should have..."
He shook his head, regret and loathing on his face.
"After they carted dad away Bobby and me, we just lived here. The Crime Agency reckoned most everything in the house had been bought with what they called "the proceeds of criminal enterprise," so they took it all away to be sold to compensate the Crown Prosecution Service for their expenses in investigating him and bringing him to trial. We lived pretty much hand to mouth. Bobby got a job with the Borough Council, driving a grass cutter and cleaning the streets, but me, nothing; nobody wanted to hire a mouthy teenager with no job skills in an employment black-spot like Cumbria. So we lived alone in this big, empty house, no real food, no money, and no prospects."
He stopped to smile as Yaz stroked his cheek, kissing her hand before continuing.
"As I said, I couldn't find work, and I really had nothing to do all day, I was here alone while Bobby worked his arse off for minimum wage, but to my mind now, it was kind of what we deserved; given the way we'd been, the way life turned out seems like the beginning of the punishment we were due. Of course, back then, that's not what I thought. Oh no, I was convinced we'd been unfairly persecuted, it was all Nicky's fault, we'd done nothing wrong, one day we'd find him and fix him, blah, blah, de-blah, the usual. "
"I started going through all the paperwork the CPS had returned, mounds of the stuff, all the garbage my arse-wipe father collected over the years. It was the trivia only an obsessive psycho would keep, because most of it was garbage, till receipts for groceries, bloody nonsense, but piles and piles of it, collected over years. I started going through it all, looking for who knows what, mostly to keep myself occupied, and in the back of my mind I think I was looking for a clue as to who or where my mother was."
For some reason he locked eyes with Yasmin, who gazed levelly at him, then slowly nodded, like she was giving him permission for something. Strangely, so did Shari. Bobby was still in his own private reverie, his face still and his eyes distant and unseeing, only the restless twining of his fingers in Shari's giving a clue to his actual state.
Rick shook his shoulders like a man adjusting a heavy load, and carried on speaking.
"There are probably three tons of papers up in the attics, dozens of crates, filled with rubbish, mostly, but I kept looking through them, looking for something, anything that made sense. I'd been wondering where my mother was; if Nicky's mother was here, and mine wasn't, where could she be, who was she, why wasn't she here, that kind of thing, so I went through all those papers, and I found something."
Yasmin took his hands in hers and nodded.
"The rest, baby, it's okay, tell them... " she murmured. Rick nodded.
"I kept coming across references to an Ayesha Shahida, and a part of a letter from the health authority in Tower Hamlets talking about post-natal care, dated around the time Bobby was born. I assumed dad had that because this Ayesha person was Bobby and my mother, so I went down to London to find her and ask her."
"Did you find her?" asked Jamie, and Rick nodded.
"Oh yes, she and her two daughters."
The penny dropped and I realised he was talking about Yasmin and Shereen.
"My father had somehow found out about Ayesha Shahida years before, she was a successful property developer in East London, and he wanted her money, her business, her, and so he took everything, he took everything she owned, he destroyed her family, and he brutalised her for years..."
I'm sure Jamie's shocked expression was echoed on my face at that terrible story, but Rick wasn't finished.
"When I showed up at her home Ayesha was ready to kill me, she hated me, my family, everything about us, but she held it in. Instead, she told me the truth, the first time anyone had ever told me who and what I really was, what my father had done, what he'd left behind, and who he really was.
"Ayesha accepted that I knew nothing of all this, that I was as shocked and sickened as she was, and she told me the truth about Nicky; she sat me down and she told me what my father, his father, had done to him, what he'd boasted to her about the things he'd done to Nicky."
"She made me see how wrong I'd been, she told me the truth about Barbara, who she was and what he'd done to her."
He was sweating now; the strain of telling us all this, of unburdening himself of this dreadful story was telling on him; obviously this was not a story he wanted to tell, but he was just as obviously compelled to tell us the whole horrifying truth.
"Ayesha felt sorry for me; she saw how this had affected me, and she apologised, can you believe it? She actually asked my forgiveness for showing me her anger and rage, when so much wrong had been done to her..."
He shook his head wonderingly. Yasmin leaned up and kissed his cheek, smiling at him as she nodded for him to continue.
"Ayesha asked me to live with her and her two daughters; she was concerned for me, she was worried I'd be hurt; isn't that something? After everything Dad had done to her she was worried for me. She asked me to stay, to be a part of her family, to live there with her... and my two sisters."
He stared defiantly at us, daring us to say something, to blow up, be disgusted, yell, shout, say anything. Jamie and I just stared back wide-eyed and gobsmacked; we never saw that one coming.
"That's right; Shereen and Yasmin are also the daughters of Robert Davies, or Brian Davis, if you prefer: my bastard father is their father too."
Yasmin looked at Jamie and I, obviously gauging our reaction, then smiled.
"Jamie... Nia, I asked Rick to share who and what we are with you because, well, I think you'll understand. I'm right aren't I?"
Jamie glanced at me, saw my agreement, and slowly nodded.
"Yes, you're right. It was the eyes, wasn't it?"
Yasmin's smile literally lit up the whole room.
"As soon as we saw you at Stanwix we knew. Nothing's going to disguise those eyes. Both of you with eyes the exact same shade? There was no other explanation. Shari said it just a little while ago: no more secrets. Too much has happened with this family; too much wrong has been done to us, to Ricky, Bobby and especially Nicky, the... things he did to Nicky, frightening, disfiguring injuries, a lifetime of pain..."
She squeezed Ricky's hand tightly.
"Shari and me, we were put through Hell by that man, he destroyed mummy, he hurt her so many times, he took so much from her, her life's work, her money, her family, her self-respect, even her right to say no, and when he left, he left her with nothing."
She paused to wipe the tear trickling down her cheek.
"He's in prison in America now; he's going to die there and it's still not enough, not for what he did. We finally have justice, but we'll never have payback, there isn't enough payback in the world for what he did. Ricky found us just when I needed him most, when mummy needed him. She loved him like he was her own, and he loves us just the same way; Ricky would kill or be killed for us, and that's why I'm with him, because he's not his father's son."
She smiled wanly, her eyes huge and lambent in her pale, drawn face.
"He and Bobby, and Nicky are my big brothers, and they're all the best things this family should be. That's why we love them so much."
My eyes were brimming at all these revelations, at Yasmin's obvious love for Rick; even Jamie's tense grip on my hand had relaxed, and his eyes had softened, the anger and shock drained away.
"What... what happened to your mother, Yasmin?" he murmured, but she looked way, she'd obviously said all she was going to say, so Shari answered.
"Mummy died, five, almost six years ago, now; a massive cerebral haemorrhage was the official coroner's verdict, but even he was shocked at how many injuries mummy had sustained over the years. Robert... Robert would show up, get drunk, drag her into bed, and in the morning she'd be bruised, black eyes, split lips, everything. So many times... "
She paused as Bobby gathered her in; even I could see how this story was affecting her, but she continued anyway.
"After Robert was taken away she started her business all over again. Yaz and I worked with her, and then Ricky showed up. Mummy couldn't believe how someone who looked so much like that man could be so unlike him. Ricky was so... ashamed of what his father had done, but so hard to dislike just because of whom he was. Mummy was just completely taken with him; she loved him like he was one of us, like he'd always been part of our family, and all he wanted was to try and somehow atone for what that bastard had done to us. He didn't have to, but just wanting that, and meaning it, was part of why mummy loved him so much."
She sighed, and Bobby squeezed her hand, lacing his fingers in her.
"Mummy collapsed and died at home. Rick and Yaz found her. I said some things, harsh, cruel, vicious things to poor Ricky just to slash and burn him, to make him take the blame for what his father had caused, but when push came to shove I couldn't let him go; we needed him, we needed our brother to love us and be our strength, and that was what Ricky gave us. It was the worst time of our lives, and he brought us through it. That's why Yaz loves him so much. We came home to Carlisle with Ricky because there was nothing left for us in London, and that's when I met Bobby and, like Yaz, I knew that he was what I needed. We've been together ever since. "
She sighed and hugged Bobby's arm.
"It's been difficult these last few years trying to put all this in perspective, and then put it behind us. There were just too many loose ends and unanswered questions. One of the biggest problems has been where and how Barbara fits in all this. Even though she died nearly ten years ago, she's always been a major presence in this family."
"She gave Bobby her charm bracelet just over five years ago, and for five years he's been beating himself up over why she would do that, if she's forgiven him, if the bracelet is a remembrance or a rebuke, stuff that Bobby can't let go of. You showing up has finally begun to help us answer some of those questions, especially now we know we had the clues to her family literally in our hands the whole time."
Something she'd said caught my attention, because it made no sense at all.
"Shereen, could you just back up a second please?" I asked, "I don't understand something: you said Barbara died ten years ago, right? Then you said she gave Bobby her bracelet five years ago: they both can't be true? How could she give Bobby her bracelet five years ago if she'd passed away ten years ago? I'm sorry, it just doesn't add up..."
Shari patted her and Bobby's entwined hands.
"You're up, sweetie." she murmured. Bobby sighed and raked his fingers through his hair, startling me; Jamie has that exact same habit when he's perturbed, he even has the same expression.
"I don't know where to begin; this is going to sound so... I don't know, nutty, but it's all true, I swear on my mother's grave that this happened, and it's all to do with that bracelet. I know it's going to sound crazy, but here goes. About five years ago, it was the middle of summer, Nick and his family were all here from Albany, including Nicky's little sister Rachel, and Nicky's mum and stepdad. "
"The kids were all mostly toddlers and babies, except for little Barbara, and Ayesha and Ricky's little boy, David, who'd gone from crawling straight to running around like little speed demons. I'd been watching them and running around after them, keeping them snacked and occupied while the girls, Mum and Dad got everything together for a barbecue. I finally got them damped down so I was taking five, trying to grab a snooze, and Rachel, Ricky's little sister, who was about five at the time, was sitting on me watching TV. I barely registered when she slid off and disappeared, I could just vaguely hear her laughing and talking in the dining room. I'd dozed off and suddenly she was clambering all over me and shaking me awake and telling me she had something to give me."
His whole expression changed, wonder, wistfulness, loss, and...something else, something I couldn't work out.
"When I saw what she had I jerked awake. It was Barbara's charm bracelet... "
He held the bracelet up so we could all see it, a strange, almost haunted expression on his face, in his eyes.
"Rachel insisted on waking me up, she wanted to show it to me. I asked her where she got it, and what she told me I've never forgotten; I don't think I could even if I wanted to. She told me "the nice lady gave it to me." I asked her "what nice lady?" and she pointed at that photo on the mantelpiece and said "Her! She told me to give it to you, and I had to tell you something, too; she said that she loved you, and Ricky, and Little Saint Nick, and all the babies, and me too! She was nice! Is she your mommy? She looks like you. Who's Little Saint Nick?"
That expression was back again, that puzzled, preoccupied look Jamie also gets on occasion, as he studied his hands, the floor, anywhere but look directly at us as he continued.
"I don't know where all that came from, I don't even want to think about it, but I keep coming back to the fact I hadn't seen Barbara's bracelet in years. I know it wasn't with her things, they're all still packed and boxed-up in the attic, I knew what was in those boxes, I went through them and packed them myself, but most of all, how did Rachel, six-year old Rachel from America, know that Barbara's private name for Nicky, the thing he kept locked away inside and never talked about, was "Little Saint Nick"?"
I was enthralled by the story; I could see he wasn't just spinning a yarn, whatever had really happened, be believed what he was telling us, and the memory was obviously still sharp and fresh.
"There's more," he sighed, "just a couple of sidebars, but kind of the same thing. The first time Nicky came back to England to visit Barbara's grave, he and Ashley and their baby were driving back down to Birmingham, and Ashley switched on the car radio, to Nicky's favourite FM station. The first thing they heard was a request from "Barbara for Nick, for the Beach Boys' "Little Saint Nick"."
"If that wasn't eerie enough, when the four of us decided to go find Nicky, to somehow try to put our family back together, we went to Albany, as the one clue we had was that Nicky may have been there. Ricky and I were coming out of a doughnut shop and we saw this lone guy being attacked by a bunch of guys; I distinctly heard Ricky shout "Help Him!" so I jumped in. The weird thing is, Ricky heard ME shout "Help Him!" so he jumped in too. The guy we helped turned out to be Nicky's brother-in-law, Leon. Someone made us help the one person in Albany who could lead us to Nicky. I don't know about you, but in my book that's no coincidence. "
That drawn, weary look was back.
"Ashley says it was no coincidence; the way she sees it, so much had happened to Nicky, to Rick and me, so much wrong had been done to us, and by us, it was inevitable we'd meet; it was the time and place for it to happen. I know that sounds like mystical claptrap, but given all that had gone before, it does seem we were led by the nose to each other; she said it was fated, and fate always wins."
The whole story was so fantastical that I was having trouble believing it, but my two cousins and their sister-wives seemed to believe it implicitly, and then there was the bracelet, but the clincher was the little girl knowing something she couldn't possibly have known or guessed. I felt the hairs on the back of my neck prickling. Bobby gently bounced the bracelet in his cupped palm, not really seeing it, but I could tell he had more to say.
"I've been wondering for years now, going over and over this and trying to make sense of what happened, and nothing. I thought perhaps she passed the message on to me through Rachel only because she was a true innocent in this whole thing, that she held no anger or blame for her. Sometimes I'd think the bracelet was my mother reminding me that I'd stood by and done nothing and she'd died because of it, that it was a rebuke and an accusation, her telling me she'd loved me and yet I'd still done nothing to save her. Other times I've thought she gave it to me because she had nothing for me except a piece of worthless metal because after all my denial and abandonment of her, that was all she had for me."



He rubbed his temples with trembling hands, a look of bone-deep weariness on his face, aging him far beyond his years.
"It's been eating me up inside, the not knowing and the constant self-blame. At least now I have some kind of inkling. She gave me the clues to find out who I am, she wasn't rebuking me, she was reminding me that I still had family, there were other people I was a part of, and now, here you are. I've always had a part of you and your family in my hands: that was what she was telling me, what I did with it was up to me."
He sighed, staring unseeingly at the bracelet.
"This family has been broken for so long I don't think it's even possible we can ever fix what my psychopath father did, I mean look at us; we're so screwed up I don't know how to get past this or where to go next..."
Shari pulled him close, holding his head against her as she nuzzled him.
"But you tried Bobby; when you finally knew the truth you tried to make it better, and that's what's important: you tried and you mostly succeeded. Nicky says this house was like a prison for her, but you changed all that, you and Rick. You made this place what she'd always wanted, you went to see her and made your peace with her, and she gave you her bracelet because she wanted you to remember her and find your family; look closely at that picture, look at how happy she was; that's how she wants you to remember her, and how happy that bracelet made her."
She took the bracelet and carefully put it back in the little velvet case before putting it on the coffee table.
"Baby, you said once that you didn't know how to earn absolution, or if you could ever deserve it; now you know the answer. When she gave you her bracelet she absolved you of any guilt, baby, isn't it obvious yet? She forgave everything when she gave you something so precious to her to help you find your family and put this right once and for all. She was telling you it was time to find your family, to heal and be complete. That's what she entrusted to you. She loved you baby, even if you never knew it, and she would never wish any hurt or harm on you. It's over, baby, all that's gone before is done and past, let it go and live now."
Shari cupped his face with both hands and looked him in the eye.
"Your family is coming back together again, baby, just as she wished, as she knew it would when she gave you her bracelet and set all this in motion. Ashley was more right than she knew: this was fated, and fate always wins the toss."
Rick sighed, turning all eyes on him.
"So what do we do now, guys? I don't know if you're ready yet, Bobby, but I think I am: I want to meet the rest of my family. We've been alone too long, but we can put an end to that now. I want to meet my uncle and aunt, the rest of my family, I want to know about Barbara's family first hand, and this Sherry, she's part of this too, I want to meet her too. This is our family, they're part of us, and we're part of them; let's do this, it's time."
Bobby locked eyes with Shereen and must have seen something there, because he nodded slowly.
"You're right. We need to do this, but not just us. Nicky needs to be part of this too; we let Barbara go without a thought, but he loved her unconditionally, and she loved him; her loss almost destroyed him. He put that bastard away for good, but he needs closure too."
He saw my puzzled look at his statement about putting their father away.
"Barbara sent Nicky a letter, she mailed it the morning that bastard... what he did to her. She told him in the letter what he'd done to Julia, his real mother, what he'd done to Ashley, what he and his partner were up to. Nicky gave the letter to the FBI, and they investigated Dad, found out what he'd been doing, and with whom. They extradited him, tried him, and put him away. Nicky always knew what dad had done to Barbara, but it was Shari's mother who had the real proof. We gave it to Nicky's step-dad, he went back to the FBI and they tried him again, this time for her murder, and they convicted the bastard; he's never getting out of jail. The bastard is going to die of old age in a prison cell buried away underground far from any and everyone, that's his reward, Nicky and his mum and dad made sure of that. We finally got justice, real justice for Barbara, for Ayesha, for Ashley."
He put his arm around Shari, drawing her closer.
"Because we'd proved that Barbara hadn't committed suicide, the church relented and consecrated her grave, and we had a Requiem Mass for her; Nicky came from America, and his family, so we could be her family together and let her rest in peace at last. It was something we needed to do, Nicky most of all. Nicky's mum, Julia, she's let us adopt her, all of us. She said that we'd given Nicky our mother, so he wouldn't mind sharing her with us, and she was right. Now we have a mum for real, she lives in America, in Albany, but she's still our mum, still part of this family, and we're part of hers. Her husband David, Nicky's stepdad, is my dad now, and their kids are our family too, my sisters in the best possible way."
One other thing I didn't understand was this "Ashley" thing; Bobby had said they'd gotten justice for her; I didn't understand what he meant and so I asked him. A look of sick anger flickered across his face.
"My psycho father blackmailed his crony in America to... to assault Julia, to punish her for leaving him. He attacked Ashley instead because she walked in at the wrong time..."
"What did he do to her?" I whispered, but Bobby shook his head.
"I'm sorry, it's... she needs to tell you, I'm sorry. When we come down to see your father, we'll bring Nicky and Ashley with us. They should be there, they're a big part of this too, maybe she'll tell you then, I can't, it's too... I can't, I'm sorry... "
Jamie and I shared a glance, wondering what Robert had done to the girl Ashley; Bobby was sickened and angered by it, though, even I could see that.
He shook himself like a man doused in cold water, a whole body shudder.
"Nicky and his stepdad, they made sure that bastard never got away with anything. When my father killed Barbara he destroyed Nicky's world, he took from him the one thing he loved more than life itself. You have to understand, Nicky was Barbara's real family, he was her son in a way I never was, and while he may not be her blood family like you and me, he's her real son in every way that counts. He's earned the right to stand up as her son and be part of her family."
Jamie stood, as did Bobby, and they clasped hands.
"Come and see dad, all of you, and make it soon, please; this family has been broken apart too long, it's time we all came together. Dad and Mum will welcome you, all of you. Make it soon, please?"
Shereen held Bobby's hand as she rose up on tiptoes and kissed Jamie on the cheek.
"We will, soon, I promise you."
*****
Bobby and Ricky: All The Dots Finally Connected
Ricky, the girls, and I finally made the push to come see our uncle, and it was an interesting and unique experience, if only because our family had so many by-ways and little turn-off's leading to new discoveries about who we were and the unique ways the family had grown and branched.
We'd waited until Nicky and Ashley could join us, if anyone deserved to be part of this reunion it was Nicky. Even though Barbara was no relation of his, he was uniquely and irrevocably bound up in this family story, he was more truly Barbara's son than I had ever been, and Uncle James wanted all of Barbara's children, not just her blood-kin, to be part of this reunion.
It was quite a tribe who descended upon our uncle's home; Uncle James had insisted everyone come and meet their family, and stay a few days. Both Shari and Yaz wanted the children to meet the rest of their families too, plus they were intrigued as to just how far and wide the family had spread, and how, so that was what we did.
We flew down to London from Lake District Airport, and Jamie and a good-looking blond guy named Mark met us at Southend airport in a pair of people carriers, more than adequate to hold six adults and six restless children, four of whom were still buzzing from their first ever flight. It was a fairly long drive from Southend to Streatham in South London, and the three girls and all the kids had dropped off long before we got there.
I rode shotgun with Jamie, while Rick and Nicky rode with Mark. They were obviously having a long conversation on the way to Streatham, whenever we caught up with them I could see all of them chatting animatedly. Jamie and I talked mostly about the kids, his and mine, and how his mother was going to go mental over them.
"Mum's an instinctive granny, you better be prepared, she'll have the photo albums out before you've sat down and all the kids will have a cupcake and a lollipop stuck in their mouths; she's a feeder, too, so practice saying "no", it's the only way to get out of there alive and sane."
*****
When we arrived once more at that beautiful Victorian house Ricky and I had visited before, Jamie and Mark ushered everyone up to the door, which was opened by Nia, and I was struck again at just how beautiful she was; Jamie was a lucky man. It was kind of a melee inside, people everywhere and my head was spinning as introductions were made all around. I grabbed a few names but I was pretty much overloading on information, but then I saw him and I knew him right away; it had to be my uncle James, he looked so much like Barbara. This man was my family for real, all I had left of my mother.
I tried to speak to him but my dry throat betrayed me, but then it didn't matter because he clasped my shoulders and stared at me, and then wordlessly crushed me in a hug. I was still tongue-tied when he grabbed Ricky and pulled him into the hug. He held both of us for what seemed like forever, but could only have been a few moments, but I felt the connection with him, I felt his anguish, and his joy, too. Our family had found itself, and it was an overwhelming feeling.
Our uncle held us at arm's length so he could look closely at us; his gaze flicked back and forth between us, obviously comparing us, looking for our mother in us. Jamie and Nia must have told him what we had spoken about in such awful detail, but I didn't see any judgement, any recrimination in his eyes; maybe he really did feel that what was past is past, that what we had done as children had no bearing on who we were now, but for whatever reason, there was nothing but welcome in his eyes, in his arms around me. My uncle was truly glad to see me, the welcome and the warmth rolling off him was almost tangible.
I was speechless, absolutely lost for words, and he saw and accepted that. His hand clapped on my shoulder told me everything I needed to know; later, when things had quieted down a little, when a little privacy was to be had, that would be the time to tell him what he needed to know, what had happened, and where we were; right then was neither the time nor the place.
It was with almost a physical effort, an abrupt changing of tracks, that Uncle James and his tiny, beautiful wife, my aunt Anh, turned to the others as they hugged and fussed over Shari and Yaz and all the kids, and I could see what Jamie was talking about; his mother really was the perfect grandmother, gentle and affectionate and lovable, and all the kids could feel it too, I could actually see them bonding with her.
She hugged and beamed at Ricky and me, smiling and telling us how much we looked like Barbara, how much we looked like Jamie, her admiration of Yaz and Shari; she even did that thing Mum Julia had done the first time she met the girls: she brushed their curls back off their faces so she could admire them properly.
Her reception of Nicky was entirely different, though, magical, almost mystical; somehow she knew what Barbara had meant to him, and what he'd meant to her. I watched something indefinable pass between them, a different sort of connection entirely as Anh reached up and touched his cheek, smiling at him even as their gazes locked.
"You are Barbara first son, you are part of this family too, this time is for you too," she murmured. "I know your poor mummy, I know her when she still girl, when bad man come and steal her heart. Your heart still broken for her, but now you are with her family, her family your family, now she can rest. She is at peace now, you bring her peace, listen to your heart and you will know I am right. I can see you love her very much, I know she love you and wish for heartbreak to end. Come, sit now with your family, unburden your heart and share her with us; we help you heal."
I watched in astonishment as Nicky's eyes welled-up, but Jamie's mother reached up and thumbed his eyes as casually as if she'd been doing it all his life, before patting his chest over his heart and taking his hand.
"Please to come sit with me; husband meeting brothers and family, he know what has happened, he showing them there is no bad feelings, what they do they do as children, cannot blame children all their life for doing childish things; they are children of sister, so they are part of him too. My Nguye't tell me what happen, uncle will want to speak with you alone, you have much to tell him, there is much he need to know, things that only you will know, you must share her with him, give both your heart peace."
With that she took his hand and led him to one of the large couches arranged around the room, and sat next to him, his hand between hers. I couldn't hear what they were saying, and then she hugged him close.
"She used to do that with me when I was young," Jamie said quietly in my ear, "Just keep watching, I don't know how she does it, but she'll make it better; just being with her makes it all seem better. Look, he's already falling for her."
I watched closely and yes, something really had changed with Nicky, something was there I'd never seen before; tension and the shreds of hurt that he'd carried around with him so long they'd become part of him were falling away and dissipating; somehow Anh had gotten through that last armour Nicky kept around his heart without even really trying; my aunt truly was a special lady.
I was fascinated watching my aunt break down the last of Nicky's pain and loss until Jamie nudged me into introductions to family and extended family.
First was a beautiful girl with a sculpted, glossy black quiff and the brightest blue eyes I'd ever seen; she was almost a dead-ringer for Nia, and when Nia introduced me to her as my cousin Cherie, my aunt Rosa's girl, she hugged me hard.
Cherie and Nia led me around the room, reeling off names, family and adopted family: there was Mark and his wife, a tiny, pretty little blonde girl, Julie, Nia's adopted brother and sister. Cherie's fiancé, Danny, a medical student down in Southampton was next, then a man called 'Darryl', Julie's cousin and yet another member of Nia's extended family, and his gorgeous chestnut-haired wife, Lena and their three kids.
Last, but not least a dazzlingly beautiful young brunette who was the spitting image of Lena, her niece Allie, another medical student. Chatting with Nia I gradually came to realise that Darryl was also a doctor, a heart surgeon no less, in Bristol, and while he was actually Julie's cousin, he and Lena considered themselves part of my family too.
Another little tidbit I picked up was that Allie was Darryl's baby sister, as well as Lena's niece, which puzzled me, then it struck me; of course, if Lena was Allie's aunt, and Allie was Darryl's sister, then Lena must be Darryl's aunt too, even if she was obviously younger than him; hot damn, they were the same as us!
Darryl grinned as he saw understanding dawning, and took my arm.
"Let me give you some background, Bobby, this family has some... unusual history, so let me explain... "
As we chatted, he filled me in on certain things, parts of my family's story that now fell into place; he told me about him and Lena, their childhood together, his reconciliation with his birth-mother, Lena's older half-sister, how he and his aunt, his father's sister, had been looking for his cousins, Mark and Julie, the children of his Aunt Sandra. When they eventually stumbled across the clues that led to them, it was because Nia and Jamie made it happen. They had made Darryl aware of what Julie and Mark's lives had been like, how they had been neglected and abused by their mother since early childhood, a mother who'd hidden them away from the rest of their family for no other reason than her alcoholism and increasing paranoia and, eventually, dementia.
Darryl told me how they had learned from Nia and Jamie that Julie and Mark were together, they were a couple, and they were happy at last. Nia's mother had adopted them both, Julie had always been part of her family, she was Nia's best friend since early childhood, but Mark was even more traumatised by what his mother had done to him. Anh and my Uncle James had welcomed Mark into their family and made him their son, and his and Julie's children were Anh's grandchildren as much as Nia and Jamie's.
"Julie is my blood family, but Dada Morrison, your Uncle James and Mummy-Anh made us part of their family too; I have a home in Bristol, my own mother lives there, but when we're here, we have a mother and father here too. This is how this family works, it's not about who you are or who you're allowed to be with, it's about who you love. I know people will think what we do is wrong, and they're entitled to their opinions, but all of us, Mark and Julie, Nia and Jamie, Lena and me, we know this is right for us; this is our family, warts and all, it's our place of safety, our support system, and it's the place where no judgement exists. We're all happy with the choices we made, and that's all that matters."
Lena chose that moment to make her presence known. She put her hand on mine and squeezed gently.
"This is a good family to be a part of, Bobby. Shereen and Yasmin have been telling me how you guys met, what happened, and what you mean to each other, and it's no different than Darryl and me, or Jamie and Nia, even Sherry and Danny."
She smiled and took my hands in hers,
"Whatever we are, we're together because that's what we want, it works for us, each of us with the one we need to be with; no-one judges or sets standards for what is supposed to be or should be, we just accept. Welcome to your family, Bobby, you, and Rick, and Yasmin and Shereen are an important part of this family; I hope you'll remember that."
*****
I have to be honest; at this point I was getting dizzy with all this info-dump, all these people and names, all related to me by blood or by choice, and the din of fourteen or fifteen adults all talking and laughing at once plus at least a dozen excited kids made me wish for ear-defenders and a quiet corner to hide in.
Ashley finally rescued me, towing me into a neutral corner away from the hubbub and found us a couple of stools to sit on and catch our breath. She grinned and pointed with her chin at Yaz laughing and taking Selfies with Uncle James, with his other arm around Ricky, looking more like father and son than uncle and nephew, and Ashley, Julie, and Nia's kids playing tag with Ricky's boys in and out of the forest of adult legs surrounding them.
I even spotted Lena's handsome little boy and my Ayesha playing a complicated little game involving Lego bricks and a lot of giggling in the far corner of the room, oblivious to the hubbub going on around them.
Shari seemed to have disappeared, but then I glimpsed her through the door in the other room with Nia and Julie, all three of them passing several cute little toddlers around , mine included, and talking, swapping little ones from hip to hip, and wiping noses and cooing and chucking little chins.



I pointed at Nicky, still deep in conversation with my aunt, only now it felt like he was with his mother; Anh had exactly the same "mum" vibe Mum Julia had, it came off her in waves, I could even feel it where I was sitting and watching, wondering at how Nicky looked and felt for all the world like he was having a quiet moment with his own mother, and just then he looked up and beckoned us over.
"Miss Anh, this is my wife, Ashley," he said, and Anh frowned.
"Not 'Miss' Anh; you Barbara son, Barbara my family, you my family too, Nicky; you part of this family, what I tell you? And this beautiful girl, she family too, so come, sit with me, tell me of children and days gone, want to know all about you!"
Nicky began telling Anh his story, aided and clarified by Ashley, and the occasional interjection from me, and her face grew more and more sombre as Nicky's story unfolded. When he finally wound down, she took his hand, her eyes glistening.
"I know what that man like, how evil he is, know from first time I see him; Uncle James try stop him, he love his sister very much, he see what he truly was, he try and stop it, but no good, he take her and leave, and he lose her. Your father, what he do is wrong, no father beat child like that, children a blessing, not a burden, he do much wrong! Please show me what he do, cannot believe such evil... "
Nicky locked eyes with Ashley, who slowly nodded.
"Please Babe, it's okay, they all have to know, show her... "
Nicky reluctantly tugged his polo shirt out of his jeans and turned his back on Anh, while Ashley helped him pull the back of his shirt up. I was watching Anh and the look of shocked outrage and appalled horror on her face as she saw Nicky's back was utterly genuine. She gazed in silence, her hand coming up hesitantly, tentatively several times as if she could somehow heal his injuries by touching him, but then she took hold of his bunched shirt and gently pulled it down again, covering the dense network of half-healed welts and scars that was his back as tears of sympathy for his horrific injuries stood in her eyes.
"How can man do this to own child? This is evil..." she murmured, "this is the work of a demon..." she breathed, her delicate, tentative fingers trying instinctively to caress and soothe his injuries but pulling back at the last instant and not quite touching his back, obviously afraid of hurting him.
Anh cupped his face and kissed his forehead, patting his cheek as she did so, a tender, motherly gesture I saw Shari do with our children every day.
"You suffer so much for her, you are truly her son, you are part of this family, we not let this happen again, I promise you!" she murmured. "Uncle must see this too, he must know what you do for her, what it cost you."
She sighed, once again flicking the hair back off Nicky's forehead so she could look at him properly.
"Nguye't, my Nia, and Jamie have such normal life, loved by daddy and me, they grow up so happy, have friends, have proper life, yet other half of family have such pain, such bad life, is not fair. Nothing you do make you deserve what you live, and Nia tell me wife Ashley also have story to tell. Please to share if can, it is time for these things to be known, this family too much secret too long, you are all here now, this must end. No more secrets."
Anh turned to Ashley and took her hand. Ashley looked at Nicky and this time he nodded, giving her the okay to share what had happened with her. Nia sat next to her and took her other hand.
"Bobby told us that... man... hurt you too, he said you would tell us what happened to you, that he couldn't, it was your story to tell. Please, tell mummy, she can't help you if she doesn't know what happened."
Ashley began slowly, haltingly, relating her story, what had happened to her, what that bastard had made happen to her, but somehow Anh's comforting, motherly presence made it easier for her to get the whole disgusting story out, stoically relating that whole terrible time, dragging up and remembering once again what that animal had done to her, what my father had sent someone to do. Ashley refused to cry about it ever again; in her mind crying would be surrendering to what had been done to her, and she would never do that; she was better than that.
Anh's arms were around her, holding her close as she murmured soothingly after she'd finished telling her story. Nia sat by, staring at her, a shocked, horrified expression on her face.
Anh cupped Ashley's face, looking intently into her eyes before nodding like something had just been made clear, before kissing her on her forehead and letting Nicky take her. She shared a glance with Nia and took Ashley's hand.
"One thing not understand; when bad thing happen to you, you say it supposed to be trap for mother set by...that man, this happen two year before you meet Nicky, yes?"
Ashley nodded, so Anh continued.
"Nicky come to America, find his mummy, and he meet you, he hurt by Robert, you hurt by Robert, what is connection, and what happen to mummy?"
Ashley flicked a quick glance at Nicky, and he nodded resignedly. Ashley squared her shoulders and looked Anh in the eye almost defiantly.
"When Nicky came to America he found his mom, and when he found his mom, he found me, too; my father was James Lowry, but my mom Julia Lowry is Brian Davis' ex-wife; Nicky is her son... and my half-brother..."
Anh didn't say anything, just nodded as if something had just become clear, but her glance flickered to Nia for just a second. Ashley looked confused at her lack of reaction, but I knew why; Nia had already shared with us about her and Jamie, just as she knew about Rick and Yaz, and Shari and me.
Ashley stared at Anh in confusion, unsure why so little reaction, but no-one ever accused Ashley of being slow or stupid, and her eyes suddenly widened.
"You already knew! How long..." she whispered, but Anh just smiled at her as she caressed her cheek with the backs of her fingers.
"Just now know for sure, you just tell me, but it not matter. Tell me, you love husband Nicky?"
Ashley nodded silently, her eyes fixed on Nicky's, and Anh smiled that enigmatic, Ivory Goddess smile I was becoming so used to.
"If love husband, it not matter, what you have is all. Uncle have favourite old song, words say "all you need is love"; maybe so, but you and Nicky have more than love; you have what you need; if you are happy, then it is enough."
She stood, as did Nicky and Ashley, and she took their hands.
"Come now, must talk with uncle, tell him what you have told me, show him what love for mummy has cost you. He will understand and honour you. Do not be afraid to share with him, he is a good, kind man, but he must know too."
I watched Anh take Nicky and Ashley up to Uncle James and speak with him. I didn't hear what was said, but I saw his expression change, and then he nodded and led them to the dining room through a large set of double doors. I followed them, but stopped at the doors, thinking this was private and they really didn't want everyone else seeing this, so I took up station in front of the doors instead, hopefully keeping everyone else out.
Nicky and Uncle James spoke but it was too low for me to hear, not that I needed to; I knew what he was telling him, I knew the whole disgusting story off by heart, but I needed to see his reaction. After they talked back and forth, Anh said something to Nicky and he nodded, and she and Ashley gently pulled Nicky's polo shirt up. I heard my uncle's shocked exclamation even above the conversation and the chatter of excited children playing in the sitting room, I saw the horrified expression on his face, his involuntary hand covering his mouth, and watched his hand tremble as he pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and mopped his suddenly bloodless, drawn face.
Ashley gently slid Nicky's shirt back down, and from her expression I knew she was telling her story; that, and the way her hand tightened around Anh's. Uncle James looked shell-shocked, I could see how shaken he was. He suddenly looked ten years older, but he still pulled Nicky in and hugged him the way a father hugs his grown son, with his arm around his neck and his head in the hollow of his shoulder, while Anh held Ashley. Uncle James pulled her in too, holding her to him, his hand on the back of her neck as he held her into his other shoulder, no longer a stranger they'd only met that day, but a father easing his children's hurts even if they weren't his children.
I eased the doors closed and turned away; they had things to say that I wasn't part of, so I left them to their privacy and went to find Shari, because I needed to hold my wife.
*****
Ricky, Yaz, Shari and I discussed with Nia and Jamie what had happened, while the blonde girl Julie listened with a shocked expression on her face, but she said the same things that Anh did; that what had happened to Nicky was just another of the crimes my father would pay for one day, and all that Nicky had suffered made him part of this family; he'd earned his place, there was no doubt about that. Julie then told me some of her story, what her mother had done to her and Mark, and I agreed with Nia; Julie and Mark had earned the right to call this their family too...
As we were talking, I felt someone behind me, and turned to find Anh smiling up at me.
"What you say is true; brother Nicky is part of your family, a part of my family, so is everyone here. This our family, we are not perfect, but we all together now, all questions answered, all missing pieces back in place. You have done well, Bobby, Barbara is proud of you; can you not feel her blessing and thanking you? Listen carefully, Bobby, Nicky say he have heard her voice from deep inside self, listen and one day soon you will too. Your spirit has searched far and wide, and you have found what you need. Karma has looked kindly on you, so live, cherish family, and enjoy."
"And what of my father?" I couldn't help asking her; I really needed to know what she thought of him, knowing what she did.
"Father is evil man, but he is still only a man, with the soul of a man; when he leave this world, harm he has done and pain he cause will fade, but his journey will be long and long; he must still answer for his sins, and pay for what he did, but not to me, or you, or anyone on this earth; it not our place to decide or to punish; karma demand a price for our sins, all our sins, so he must pay in his own way and his own time. He will be in Địa Ngục, the place where his actions have imprison him, and he must seek to make atonement through many, many cycles of life he must undergo, cannot escape, it is his fate. He will return there many time until he find enlightenment; it will take long time, maybe very long time, many lives he must lead, but he will learn; karma will teach him how."
*****
EPILOGUE & Coda for 'Sherry Baby:
Danny & Sherry:
Sam was pacing nervously in the little ante-room, wearing a groove in the stone-flagged floor.
"I wish she'd hurry up and get here," he muttered for the umpty-zillionth time. I had to grin. All he had to do was stand there, look sober, and not faint, and he was stressing in a way I'd only seen him do on finals-day. The morning coat and white tie was definitely irking him, but Sherry had been adamant: grey morning suit, buff waistcoat, and white tie for the groom and best man, and woe betide him if he showed up looking like an unmade bed, his normal ground-state.
"Calm down, boyo!" I grinned, "It's quick and painless, just like you told that big bloke when you pulled that "foreign object" out of his rectum!"
Sam glared at me.
"You just had to bring that up, didn't you? The bastard came after me, four nurses and a porter had to hold him down, and I had to leave via the dumpster entrance for bloody weeks after that!"
"What can I say; it looked like true love to me!" I laughed while he glowered at me.
"You're a sack of shit, you know that?" he growled, and I frowned at him in overdone sanctimonious annoyance.
"Shush, you're in the house of God now, show some respect!" I chided him, and he glared back.
"Bunch of English Protestants, 'House of God' my arse, what do they know, bloody pagans, if it's not Chapel, it's not real!"
"Then why are you here, you Welsh sex-fiend?" I asked him, and he grinned.
"Because you threatened me, Sherry threatened me, and because Shirley Conroy's here, and those tits, I mean, a man could die happy..."
I grinned at him.
"Sherry was right, you are a disgusting, sex-obsessed pig... whoops, there's the signal, show-time Sammy, let's go."
Sam and I got into place as the organ started pealing out 'The Wedding March' from Lohengrin. I resisted the urge to turn and watch her walk down the nave, I wanted to see her for the first time when she stood with me, and when she arrived, she was everything I knew she'd be, and more. She was on the arm of her uncle James, looking amazing in yards and yards of crisp white satin and a long, trailing lace veil dotted with tiny, powder-blue rosettes, and held in place by a simple, elegant silver tiara, a gift from Jamie and Nia.
She was wearing her mother's ruby and sapphire pendant paired with my mother's gold box chain and tiny gold heart-locket with pictures of mum and dad inside, and her Aunt Barbara's platinum charm bracelet borrowed from Bobby and Ricky.
To complete the wedding charm, Nicky and Ashley had given her a gorgeous, blue-enamelled platinum brooch made in the style of a bouquet of Forget-Me-Not's, with tiny gold centres to each individual flower, so she could have the traditional 'something old, something new, something borrowed, and something blue' to bring good luck on her weddding day.
Her bridesmaids were elegant and low key, as they should be, Shirley and another of her friends from medical school, with her Cousin Bobby's gorgeous little girl holding her train, all three girls in pale blue watered silk dresses to complement Sherry's "blue" theme, with delicate chaplets of cornflowers on their heads.
I never took my eyes off her as we recited our vows, I couldn't, she was the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen; she looked radiant, that's the only word I could think of, clichéd as it sounds, glowing so brightly as she did in the sunlight bathing the altar. Nia's little boy in a page-boy's uniform brought the rings on a gold-tasselled white velvet cushion, and her little girl, his twin sister in a crinoline dress and sun-bonnet scattered blue flower petals as we walked back up to the church doors.
I was pleased to see Sam walking with Shirley Conroy's arm through his and a 'do not take liberties with me, boy' expression on her face, and I almost grinned at the thought of what she'd do to him if he tried his usual Sam 'Magic' on her; oh well, there were enough medical people here, we should be able to patch him up...
The reception was an emotional affair for both of us. Three seats at the top table had been set aside, and large framed photographs of Rosa, my mother and father, and Barbara set in their place so Sherry could have all her family present on her special day. Anh stood proxy as mother of the bride, and James, proud as any father would be, gave the speech dad would have given, taking Sherry around in the father-daughter dance after she and I had our first dance, while I danced with Anh, as befitted the mother of the bride.
After I danced with Sherry once again, Jamie claimed her, and then the men in her family queued-up to dance with the beautiful bride: Mark, Julie's husband, then her two long-lost cousins, Bobby and Ricky, Bobby's half-brother, Nicky, no relation to Sherry but someone very special to Bobby, Ricky, and their beautiful wives, with a deep and personal connection to Sherry's uncle James, too, and a helluva nice guy in his own right.
Last but not least, a fellow doctor, a surgeon, Darryl, there with his beautiful wife Lena, yet more of Nia, and now Sherry's, extended, adopted family. All the men in her family got to dance with her on her special day, and she was bright-eyed and smiling at the realization that these were indeed her family for real, come together to celebrate this day with her.
*****
A honeymoon was, of course, out of the question; Sherry was still in full student-doctor mode, this was the lead-up to both our year-end finals, so a break was out of the question. We compromised, a long weekend now, and a blow-out holiday and late honeymoon combined once she'd qualified. I took her to Brighton, she'd never been there, and while it's not a heaving metropolis like London or New York, it has its charm and its nightlife.
Making love in an opulent Regency hotel was the best alternative we had to a romantic break in Grand Cayman, but when it came to my Sherry, even making out with her on the top deck of a London night-bus ticked all our 'romance' boxes.
We'd chosen Brighton because of the shopping opportunities in 'The Lanes', but I have to be honest; getting my new wife naked in a classy hotel room trumped any thoughts of shopping. Sherry seemed to feel the same way, and so we spent four days exploring each and every avenue it was possible to take, seeing how inventive we could be in the privacy of our love-nest.
*****
Back to reality, and life for us soon settled into our preferred pattern. As medical trainees based at a major hospital, we lived a pretty hectic schedule, whether wards, lab, or, in my case, interning in the general surgery team, and we agreed that was what we wanted, but when it came time for Sherry to choose her elective, we'd talk again. That never came about.
When we sat down to work out where we were going, I started out reiterating what we'd agreed when we were first married: it was Cherie's choice, and I wasn't going to back her into any corners.
Sherry had other ideas, however. Now that the fuss and bustle of graduation had died down and we had room to breathe and space to plan, she derailed everything.
"Danny, I know we talked about me possibly following you into one of the surgical consultancy teams, but there's another option for me now, and I'm going to stick with it; it's what I want."
I looked at her in anticipation rather than dread or misgiving; if Sherry had made a decision, it wasn't lightly, but I was intrigued.
"Please, baby, don't leave me hanging here. What have you decided?"
"I think I'm going to give my surgical elective a miss, baby, in fact I think I'm going to step away from medicine entirely, I don't know how long for, exactly, but it will be a while, I think."
"Ooo-kay, you want to tell me why, baby?" I asked, knowing it this wasn't a snap decision on her part.
Sherry smiled her beautiful, radiant smile, and fished around in her handbag.
"I need you to see something, baby-boy..." she murmured, before handing me a white stick. It took me a second to register I was looking at a positive pregnancy test, and then all Hell broke loose as I launched myself at her, kissing her wildly and gabbling, trying to ask a thousand questions at once. I just had to pull her shirt out of her jeans so I could kiss her smooth tummy and introduce myself to my baby from the outset.
Sherry giggled as I kissed her tummy repeatedly.
"I think this counts as "valid reason", don't you think, Baby-Daddy?" she chuckled, before kissing the top of my head and handing me the phone.
"I think you'd better let Uncle James know the family just got a little bigger!"
*****
Finis
Author's Note:
Mark and Julie are from 'Lost Girl: Julie's Story' which is a spin-off of the 'Nia' story.
Jamie, Nia, Anh, and James are from 'Nia', Darryl, Lena, and Allie are from 'Big Girls Don't Cry', and of course, Sherry, Danny, and Sam are from 'Sherry Baby'.
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Part One: There's Another Georgy Deep Inside
Georgy:
So where shall I start my story? The first time I recognised and managed to say Will's name? Or when I knew for real that Willie could keep the monsters away from me? Or when Willie first made me a secret den to hide in from the thunder-monsters that frightened the life out of me? Or when he left to do his duty (as he saw it) and I was deathly afraid I'd never see him again? They're all different kinds of beginnings, all different parts of the story of different parts of my life, but they all tell the same story; that the be-all and end-all of my world, the pivot on which my world turns, and the one part of my life that is mine and mine alone, is my sweet, brave, kind, gentle, generous, gorgeous Tyler Wilmot, the best and most adorable big brother in the world.
Will was always there, the main focus of my life even if he didn't know it; all my very earliest memories are about him. I distinctly remember when I was a small child, not yet three years old, sitting on his lap and poking my fingers in his mouth while he tried to bite me, and laughing uproariously; it really was the best, funniest game I knew, and Will never tired of playing it with me. Willie and his pretend biting and funny faces were the most important thing I had, only mummy and daddy made me feel as good as he did.
Every time I felt blue, or needed a special hug, Will had it for me; his arms around me, my hand in his, the way he'd pat the seat and make room for me on the couch so I could cuddle against him, all special, enduring memories; when my friends came over to play, after we'd had enough Barbie fashion parades, and doll's-house picnics and dolly tea-parties, Will would be the bear (because I asked him, and he never said no to me) so he could chase us through the house and hunt us down. Mummy only had a couple of rules: no playing in the bedrooms and jumping on the beds, and no chasing up and down the secret stairs, and when the bear caught us, he was only allowed to tickle me, I made sure of that. Everyone else got tagged, but I got tickled; my rules, my Will, my bear, ergo my tickles!
I was scared of thunder; it weakened my knees and rang alarm bells all through me, and only Will knew how to peel me off the ceiling and bring me back to reality. I won't lie to you; when a peal of thunder sounded, only his arms around me made me feel safe, not mummy, not daddy, not even Aunt Kay; only Willie could talk me down and put me back together. He even made me a den, a thunder-shelter to hide from the scary thunder-beasts when they came looking for me, a cave he made out of his blankets and bedclothes and his arms, and I knew when I ran and jumped in there I'be safe and protected because nothing could get me while my Will was protecting me in my secret thunder-shelter.
Mummy and daddy talked about sending Will away to school and I went bonkers-crazy; send him away? Not bloody likely, this was home, this was where he lived, with me, this was where he was staying, end of conversation! They didn't know I was playing under daddy's desk and listening in horror when they were talking about taking my Will, my big bear, away from me, how very dare they! Who was going to protect me if they sent him away? Nuh-uh, not happening, no way, no how!
Will was kind of the same; he knew mummy and daddy were thinking about boarding school for him, and he wasn't at all on-board with the idea; all his friends were here, all his favourite things were here, all his favourite places he and his friends from the local farms liked to play, places where they could build campfires and dens and tree-houses in the woods and build fires to wrap potatoes in foil and bake them in the coals, and build rope-swings. He never knew I knew he'd sneak out after bed-time so he and his friends could go poaching trout, or scrumping, stealing apples, pears, and soft fruit from our neighbours' orchards (why, I don't know, we had plenty of the same fruit orchards on the estate right outside the front door) plus I was here, and I wasn't going to let him go anywhere, no chance...
I made myself totally unbearable around mummy and daddy; crying, throwing tantrums, snapping and snarling, flouncing around and having fits of outright brattish disobedience. Oh I worked so hard at making the olds understand just how super pissed-off I was with them for even thinking about putting my Tyler-Bear somewhere I couldn't have him whenever I wanted him. Mummy would panic in the mornings because my bed hadn't been slept in, and then she'd look for me and find me asleep in bed with Will, my Pooh bear with me so I had all my special bears when I went to sleep, making double-sure they couldn't magic him away in the middle of the night. I was taking no chances...
Eventually they twigged that perhaps, just perhaps, sending my pet bear away might, possibly, be a really, really bad idea; chalk one up to the power of nuclear ground-zero level obnoxious brattery...
Through all this, Aunt Kay was my voice of reason; Will and I were used to being under her orders, she and mummy ruled the house and just ran everything, but when mummy wasn't available, Aunt Kay always had a soft lap, a bag of jelly-babies and a soothing word for me. Will deferred to her automatically, he'd had her long before I had and he was used to her dampening his handkerchief so she could wipe smuts and grime off him, just as he was used to her ordering him around, and cowering at that look she gave him when he didn't do things exactly the way she'd told him to.
It took me a long time to realise Aunt Kay wasn't actually my auntie, that she was, in fact, mummy's housekeeper; all through my childhood she was the one who, when mummy wasn't around because she had to work, cooked my lunch, made me jam sandwiches, wiped off my milk moustache, brought me treats if I'd had a blue day, made me the occasional fried-egg sandwich as a special treat, and watched cartoons with me sitting on her lap. She was the one who admired my drawings and taped them to the fridge. She was the one who made Will tidy his room, and told me off when I spilled blackcurrant on the study carpet then helped me blot it up, and she was the one who looked after the two of us while daddy was away overseas with the regiment and mummy was running the business-side of the estate.
It took me even longer to understand we lived on a large estate, mostly because I wasn't allowed to wander around the way Tyler was. Until I was maybe seven or eight all I'd ever seen of the estate was The Lodge, the old estate gatehouse where Aunt Kay lived, the Lodge garden, where I was allowed to play under Aunt Kay's eye because it was fenced off so I couldn't go wandering, the rear courtyard and loose-boxes if Will was with me, or the playroom next to my room. The house was big, but not spooky, just old, and there were lots and lots of places to explore. Apart from the three hidden back staircases and landings, I could go pretty much where I pleased, as long as mummy, Aunt Kay, or Will knew where I was. As far as I knew, that was it; the fact that the estate covered a vast area of farmland, orchards, and villages didn't percolate down to me until I was older.
Will, of course, had scoped out the place many times, and he knew all the little nooks and crannies, the little hidden rooms and attics, and the huge grounds where all the fruit orchards and woodland were. I wasn't allowed to climb trees, so Will would scale one of Mummy's ornamental plum trees in her formal garden and get me a handful of lovely sweet, juicy golden plums, and then Aunt Kay would go off on him for getting me all sticky, and filling me up before dinner and ruining my appetite. When he did things like that for me, that's when I knew how much he loved me; he knew Aunt Kay would be mad but he did it anyway, because I liked them and I'd asked him, and he never refused me anything.
As I got older it began to seem more and more important to me that Will was where I could see him, hear him, feel him; if he wasn't around for any reason I'd get weirdly jumpy and scared, and everything would only back down when he showed up again. I didn't demand he spend all his time with me, he had his friends and I had mine, but if he was gone for a long time, and I don't mean school, then somehow Aunt Kay would know what was up with me and she'd take me with her to go find him, mostly to reassure myself that he was still around. Mummy and daddy talking about sending him to boarding school had set off all kinds of fears and suspicions inside me, and anytime I couldn't find him I started worrying mummy and daddy had sneaked him away when I wasn't looking.
Willie had also changed; he was Tyler now, his real name, not Will, his family nickname, and it seemed to be important to him that we now called him Tyler. He also seemed to be shooting up like a weed, every day he looked taller, bigger built, less clumsy; I was still just a little squirt and he was looming over me. Aunt Kay told me he was becoming a big boy, and I really didn't like the idea at all; if he became a big boy like all my friends' big brothers then he'd stop doing stuff with me and go and do it with someone else, and I wasn't going to allow that.
But it was inevitable that he did; Ty still played with me, he still climbed trees and chased me up and down the stairs, and helped me search for the way into Narnia in the huge old wardrobes stored in the attics, and sat still while I practiced being a nurse on him and glued his hands together with Scotch tape because Mummy and Aunt Kay wouldn't let me play with sticking plasters, but it was changing, he was changing; now, when his big, ugly, smelly, noisy, flatfooted friends showed up and barged around like a herd of trolls he'd disappear with them and I'd be sitting in a disconsolate sulk because he'd picked his friends over me.
When I reached my teens is when I really started to change; things were happening to me, to my body, yucky things; I itched all the time, my skin felt like it was too tight and looked like I'd been scrubbed with a cheese-grater. I erupted so badly I looked like an extra from 'Star Trek, all oily and blotchy with red-raw zits the size of match-heads bursting out all over me, but especially my face. I sweated at the least excuse (and Aunt Kay telling me when I complained that 'Horses sweat, men perspire, but ladies only glow' didn't help much, I just spent my time in the wettest glow possible feeling miserable about it...) and changing my clothes three times a day seemed like an awful lot of work, and it just never stopped.
I kept away from Ty all through this time; if he'd taken a close look at me he'd have run screaming from the room, and I needed him to be on my side here, not repulsed because I'd exploded, and then the weird conversations with mummy and Aunt Kay started, stuff about how I was becoming a woman, which freaked me out because just what in the Hell were they talking about? If becoming a woman meant I'd have to live looking like some sideshow freak then I wasn't having any of it, and if it was all the same to them, I'd just go back to being a girl and stay there, thank you very much...
Then they started telling us all about it in school, and showing us the most disgusting video-clips about what was going on with our bodies, oh ick! Barf! Gag-puke! Were they bloody serious? For the next forty years? I resolved to have nothing to do with it, not my problem, but it was, and it was really painful too. Eventually mummy took me to see a doctor with a waiting room full of teenage girls hugging cushions and looking miserable. She examined me, and we shall gloss over that, I'm trying to forget it, but the upshot was she gave me some pills, one a day, every day, read the instructions carefully, next!
The pills sort of worked, but the knowledge that this was my monthly fate forever didn't feel like a rite of passage, it felt like a curse, based on the cycle of the moon, just like a werewolf, only every month instead of going on a satisfying killing spree I get to bloat, cramp, crave chocolate, and cry a lot. Thank you, God...
At least my join-the-dots face cleared up, but that was a minor 'whoopee' compared to what was in store; it was like being told "congratulations, we're not cutting your leg off; unfortunately, you now have leprosy..."
In the midst of all this teen angst and turmoil, there was Will, looking more handsome and getting more distant every day. Okay, I got that he was a boy, he wasn't a playmate anymore, he was just my big brother now, and he wanted to do big-boy things with his friends, I got that; hated it, but I got it, which just made me feel even lower and more despondent, and to cap it all, daddy wasn't well; every time he came back from his regiment he looked thinner and more tired, and then one day he told me he wasn't going back, he'd retired from the regiment.
I was so happy, I had my daddy where I needed him, not somewhere else in the world being a soldier, but he was... different, always tired, and he'd started using a walking stick, and the worst part was, every time Will showed up, daddy suddenly turned into 'Mr. Sunshine', joking and bantering with Will, being helpful and just being the perfect dad, and I know it was all a lie, that he was hiding something from me, but even more so from Will.
And then I found out; they told me. Mummy and daddy cornered me one day when Willie was out with his friends and they told me how I was going to lie to Willie. It was no secret Will wanted to be an officer in daddy's regiment just like his daddy (and I'd had a minor freak-out when Mummy and Aunt Kay told me about Willie's daddy, that he'd been killed and mummy had remarried and that was why Willie was Tyler Wilmot and I was Georgina Lassiter; I never put it together, I'd always thought his name was different because that was just Will being Will...)
I learned that my daddy and his daddy had studied and trained together, graduated together, served together, been the best of friends, and when his daddy was killed in an accident, daddy had helped mummy raise his best friend's little boy, and along the way he fell in love with mummy, and that's where I came from. Will wanted to be what his daddy was, an armoured vehicle crew commander in the Household Cavalry Regiment. Willie wanted more than anything in the world to be part of the Blues and Royals, like daddy, and like his daddy before him.
What they told me shattered my world; daddy had cancer, it was bad, Mummy was trying to deal with it, and she and Aunt Kay were heartbroken, but they and daddy were adamant in one thing; Will wasn't to know, because if he knew he'd kick his dreams to the kerb in a heartbeat just to be with daddy and mummy, and neither of them wanted that. Will was his father's son, but he was daddy's son too, and if he knew daddy was so sick it would destroy him. And so I promised I'd help mummy and daddy and Aunt Kay lie to him and keep him from blowing his life and dreams apart over something he couldn't change.
I was only fourteen, and I thought my world was ending; I was going to lose my daddy, Will was being prepared to go and learn how to be a soldier so he could go off and fight on the other side of the planet, and I was supposed to smile and lie to him and watch him do it, but I did, because I loved my Will, I loved and adored my favourite Bear, and so I allowed myself to hurt if it meant he didn't have to.
The day he left I nearly blurted it all out just to make him stay; when it came time to let him go I really, really didn't want to; the effort it took to bite my tongue nearly killed me, and I still broke and tried to stop him leaving, I actually tried to stop him getting in the car, I couldn't let him go, I needed my Will, he was MY Tyler Wilmot, not the bloody army's, the best thing I had and I wasn't about to let him go. I saw the look on Will's face when he got in the car, and I honestly believe if I'd had five more minutes I could have made him forget all that army nonsense and stay home where I needed him.
But he shut the car door and mummy and daddy drove away and I cried with Aunt Kay until the car disappeared in the distance.
*****
Georgy-Girl, Bring Out All The Love You Hide:
When mummy and daddy arrived back home I did what I do to all traitors who betray me, hurt me, or let me down: I ignored them, I cut them dead, and I looked right through them; if they thought I'd been a brat before they were in for an eye-opener or two; they let my Will go, they actually, no kidding, for God-damned real took him away, and they want me to play nice? So not happening, no way!
Mummy tried to cosy up to me but I wasn't having it; SHE let him go; SHE helped him leave; SHE made me lie so he'd go; SHE made me part of the lie, they all had, I couldn't bear to be around any of them, everyone had hurt me and cost me my Will, I was never going to forgive them!
Eventually Aunt Kay knocked on my door. I shouted at her to go away but she came in anyway, angering me even more; this was MY room, how dare she just barge in where she wasn't wanted! I started to tell her exactly what I thought of all of them but she shut me down with "that" look.
"Georgy, I know you're angry now, but please, listen; Will wanted to go, this was something he needed to do, would you have taken that away from him? Think before you answer, Georgy, think about Will, about what he wanted, not you. Your dear mother loves you, baby, and she loves Will too, and because she loves him she had to let him go so he could be what he always wanted to be. I know you hate that, I know you're lonely, but please, think of everything Willie ever meant to you, how much he cared for you, how much he adored his baby sister; how easy do you think it was for him to leave?"
My jaw dropped as realisation struck; Willie going away was what he needed, but it didn't mean it was easy for him; all I'd thought about was me, how about him? Oh God!
Aunt Kay held her arms open as I collapsed in a storm of weeping, tears for me, for mummy, but mostly for Willie, alone far away, doing what he thought he needed to do, and how must mummy be feeling with him gone and me hating her like a spiteful baby? And daddy, sick and needing all of us and this was how I was behaving!
"It's okay, Georgy, it's okay to cry, sweetheart," she crooned, her eyes shining with unshed tears, "I know how sad you are, I am too, I had Will before I had you, baby, I miss him as much as you do, but we had to let him go, it's what he needed, but I still need him, baby, he's my Will too. It will get better, sweetie, I promise, we'll make it better again."
"I'm sorry, I'm sorry..." was all I could keep repeating, but Aunt Kay's arms around me let me know it was alright, we were alright, except for that hollow space inside me where my Will should have been; I missed him so much, and all I had was that empty space inside me, how was that ever going to get better?



*****
Days went by, then more days, then even more, and it still didn't get better. I kissed daddy and mummy and forgave them for letting go of Will, but it didn't make it better, he still wasn't there and it still hurt so much. There was so much bubbling around inside me over this; loss of my best friend and biggest cheerleader, a big, empty, echoing space in my life where Willie should have been, a feeling of dislocation and something deeply wrong, like the universe had taken a sidestep, and fear way down deep inside because Willie wasn't gone because he was at university; I could have lived with that.
No, my fears were circling around where he was, and what he was training for; he was going to be a soldier, an officer in the army, and he was getting ready to go to war far away, our soldiers were dying in that war because it wasn't a game, it was a real place, a death-place, and he was going there...
He'd always wanted to serve in both his and my daddy's regiment, The Blues and Royals and be a tank commander in the armoured regiment like his daddy. Willie was never going to wear that shiny breastplate and carry a sword and escort the queen on a black horse through London looking all romantic and historic like daddy had; no, he was going to drive a tin can in a killing-zone and wait to be attacked, or lead formations of tin cans and hope the Taliban didn't have sufficient firepower to knock them out. He was training to be a target, and my heart ached and shuddered at the thought of him fighting alone, so far from home, knowing he was the trophy scalp those crazy lunatics were looking for.
All of this bubbled around in me for days, keeping mummy a safe distance away from me because I was explosively outspoken, and mad as hell, and she didn't want to deal with my moods and my mouth while worrying about daddy. Daddy did the best he could, for a soldier he was a remarkably soft-spoken, gentle man, and he gave me some of what I needed, but there was so much I didn't understand going on with me, quite apart from the loss and anger, and anyway, he wasn't Will; only my big bear could make it better, I was sure of it.
On top of that, whenever I tried to visualise Will's face, his smile, his naughty grin when he was trying to put one over on me, the look on his face when one of my school friends (a boy, let's be honest) tried to hold my hand or put their arm around me, or even just touch me, that icy, narrow-eyed look that said "get your grubby mitts off my sister or you will die..." my heart literally lurched and thundered and I dissolved in tears. I didn't know his leaving would do this to me, how long and how much it would keep hurting, if I'd known I would have thrown myself in front of the car just to keep him with me...
The truth was I couldn't stand even a day without him, this enormous pain inside me because I needed him so much was eating me up and I couldn't stop it...
Talking to mummy was pointless; she loved me but she wouldn't understand what I was feeling, daddy was even less help, he just wanted to baby me, so that left Aunt Kay, and I ended-up unburdening on her, telling her everything I was feeling, because she was the only "No-Judgement" zone I had.
She heard me out, all my angst and woe, and then she asked the real question, the one I wanted the answer to most of all.
"Georgy, what's this really all about? Why does Willie going to military college hurt so much? You knew he had to grow up and leave one day, but he'll be back, he has breaks and holidays, he can come back at any time, so tell me truthfully, what's this really all about?"
She knew! She knew and she wanted me to say it, so I did, because I had nowhere left to go.
"I love him, Aunt Kay, and I want him back..."
Aunt Kay smiled sadly at me.
"I know baby, we all love him, and..." but I cut her short.
"No, I mean I LOVE him, really love him; I need him, I can't be without him, and it's burning me up inside!"
Aunt Kay pulled me closer, blotting my tears and crooning at me, calming me down, before hugging me close, the way she did when I was tiny.
"Georgy-Girl, I know you think you're in love with Willie, it's natural, he's been part of you since you were a baby, he's always been there for you, he's your handsome big brother, your guardian angel and first call when you need help or a hug, and I know you think that means you love him, you should, but not in that way. Willie is your hero, he should be, but you'll find other boys as you get older, boys you'll start to like in... in that way, and you'll eventually find a boy that you really do fall in love with, one who'll make you feel like the way you do about Will right now, and you'll both be happy. Give it time, baby, and give yourself a chance, you're only young, you have plenty of time, believe me."
So I let her wipe my tears away and hold me, and rock me, and soothe me, but I knew she was wrong; Willie was mine, and one day I was going to show her how wrong she was!
*****
Watching Will at his passing-out parade was the hardest thing I'd ever done; I didn't think how dashing and martial he looked, I didn't think for one second how smart his cadet uniform was; all I could think was 'this is it; now he's a soldier, and he's going to that place and I may never see him again.' What had I ever done to be punished like this? I was going to lose daddy, and sometime soon, I was going to watch the news as they unloaded the coffins at RAF Lyneham and heard Willie's name listed among the dead, I just knew it, and all my dreams and hopes and plans for my life would be for nothing, just a life alone and another coffin in the family vault, and the final end of the Wilmot name after nearly nine hundred years.
*****
Part 2: Dreaming Of the Someone You Could Be
Will:
Leaving home, and leaving my baby sister Georgy behind, was the hardest, most heartbreaking thing I have ever done in my life; the look of loss and deep betrayal on her sweet little face literally ripped my heart in two; I actually came within a hairsbreadth of telling dad to 'stop! I'm not doing this, I can't!' but I didn't, and the last I saw of Georgy was her stricken face as she cried for me to come back.
The drive down to Camberley in Surrey was mostly in silence; mum and dad were excited at the thought I was going into the Royal Military Academy, but they weren't exactly jumping with joy at the thought of me leaving home, and I was missing Georgy with a sick intensity I'd never felt before. Part of me was missing, and I really didn't feel like filling the gap with trivial conversation, so any questions they asked me usually got a morose, monosyllabic reply. I didn't feel like chit-chatting, I was missing Georgy sitting in the back of the car with me playing 'Bug-Slug', where she punched me every time she saw a VW Beetle.
*****
Settling-in was a lot easier than I thought it would be; the 44-week officer's commissioning curriculum we studied ensured we received a well-rounded military education, with solid military training, and the option to continue with more academic pursuits post-commissioning existed. I wasn't going to do that; I was looking to complete pre-commissioning, go to regular army units for more specialised training, pass-out as a commissioned officer, and accept further academic training if my circumstances warranted it.
There was a lot (a lot...) of P.E., and obviously our curriculum was heavily biased toward military pursuits, so lots of martial history, from the Punic Wars to Korea, basic military skills and physical fitness, and leadership and academic training in various subjects and disciplines. This was also when I was able to definitively make my selection for my future regiment, the Household Armoured Cavalry, like my father before me.
In between terms we were sent on adventurous training exercises both in the UK and overseas; my enduring memory is visiting and training with the British Army Gurkha Selection Unit in Kathmandu, but there was also desert training in Bahrain with elements of the 7th Armoured ('The Desert Rats'), and jungle warfare training in Belize.
Drill sergeants yelled at us a lot, made us practice formations and parade-ground manoeuvres until our legs were ready to drop off, then make us do it all over again the next day; they treated us like the sons they'd never wanted, so no hints of favouritism could ever reasonably be levelled their way. Lots of death-threats were levelled at us, and, bearing in mind we were all technically officers in Her Majesty's armed forces, screamed statements along the lines of "You worthless fucking maggot, you drop that one more time and I will shove my boot up your arse, why are you here, do you like pissing me off, or do your parents just fucking hate you...sir?"
It could get kind of surreal at times...
*****
Whenever I did get home, Georgy would literally pounce on me and bowl me over, laughing and gabbling and crying all at once and I'd hug her tightly because it felt so good to have my best bud back again, and she'd drag me off to go see her newest thing, usually another horse, and we'd groom her horse together and chat about Sandhurst, home, any and everything.
Dad seemed to not be doing too well, even though he swore up and down that he was fine, just old-age catching up with him which set my alarm bells ringing 'dead-slow'; dad was only 52, but he looked much older, thinner, and what was with the walking stick? Of course he laughed it off when I questioned him, so did mum, and Aunt Kay, even Georgy, so I had to leave it be, but I still couldn't figure out why everyone felt they had to lie to me every time I went home, and why dad looked older and more haggard and just beaten down...
Georgy was growing with a vengeance; every time I went home she was different, older, more poised, turning into a young woman, not the kid who chased up and down the back-stairs with me, and was convinced she'd find Narnia if she looked long enough. There weren't that many times if I'm honest, though, what with training then time with my regiment prior to passing-out and deployment, so getting home to mum and dad for Georgy's special birthday, just a few months before I passed out is the one that sticks in my memory, because she was going to be eighteen, not such a little girl anymore. Mum and dad had bought her a horse, and she and I spent my weekend at home grooming and mucking-out the thing, along with her other horse and the pony that had started this horsey obsession of hers, but it was time with my very best friend in the world, so it was time well spent.
When I arrived back at barracks I had a stack of pictures of Georgy: Georgy and me, Georgy on her horse, Georgy eating the ice-cream cake I gave her for her birthday, Georgy sitting on my lap and laughing happily. As soon as I put her pictures out my squad-room mates homed in on the pretty girl with the mop of black hair and big grey eyes, and I had to deal with the barrage of questions about who she was, how long had we been going together, did she have any sisters, the usual guy stuff. It felt weird admitting the only girl I actually knew was my baby sister, so I kept my mouth shut and let them believe what they liked.
*****
Passing-out Parade was when it all finally came crashing down around me. Seeing dad huddled in his wheelchair, unable to even stand, finally drove home all the worries and suspicions that had been bubbling away deep inside me; he'd been so different last time I'd been home, and now all I could see was that my dad was seriously ill, he looked terrible, shrunken and huddled in on himself, his posture not that of the upright cavalryman I'd known all my life. My mind blanked, I was so shocked I could barely keep step as we wheeled and marched.
Getting him home afterwards had been my priority, making the long journey home as easy on him as we could, and trying not to let the huge fear inside me take me over. Once we'd arrived back home, Georgy and I tried to make him rest, but dad had other things on his mind, things he felt he needed to tell me. It started with him telling me what was happening to him.
"It's Pancreatic Cancer, Will, we've been holding it off as long as we could, but it was never going to go away. It's at what they call 'Stage 4' now; no respite. I'm sorry, Will, I wanted to be here for you but it's not going to happen, so please listen to me. Georgy is going to need you, she and your mother are both going to need you to be there for them, and I don't mean here, in this house; you're supposed to be a soldier, son, you go and be what you're supposed to be, just remember one thing: this is your home, and your mother and sister will need you to be what I can't be for them."
He grinned, his old 'dad grin, and ruffled my hair.
"When I first met you, you were just a few days old; your father was here with your mother and you, he had to report back to Bulford Camp, so I came to pick him up, and that's when I got to hold you for the first time and tell you what a good soldier your father was. He was so proud of you, Will, and so was I."
"When your father was killed I brought him home to your mother. He was my best friend and you were all I had left of him, and you and your mother became my family too. I became what you needed for Jamie's sake, it's what he would have wanted; you know how that developed and what happened after that. I just wanted you to know that I'm as proud of raising you as my son as I am of you for being Jamie's son, there's so much of him in you, and he would have been so proud of how you turned out, always remember that."
He stopped, obviously almost at the end of his strength.
"Thank you for coming home with me, Will, it means so much to me that you're here now. Now go and find Georgy, I think she wants to talk to you, and ask your mother to please join me; I need to see her... "
I left him reluctantly; he was ready to go, even I could see that, and I really wanted to eke out however many precious minutes of time I had with him, but he and mum needed that time too. She and Georgy were waiting just outside dad's study; all I could do was nod, because I couldn't trust myself to speak as Georgy took my hand and led me into the parlour while mum joined dad in his study.
Georgy and I sat silently side by side on the couch, just as we'd done for years. I took her hand because I needed to feel physical contact with her, to try and recapture the carefree days of long ago when we didn't have this huge impending loss hanging over our heads. I was so wrapped up in my own grief that it took a while to realise she was crying silently, tears running down her cheeks and dripping heedlessly from her chin.
"How long have you known?" I asked her, and saw the guilty little start from the corner of my eye.
"Wh... what Will, I mean... it's not... I didn't... oh Will!" she wailed, and I couldn't be mad at her, she was my Georgy-Girl, and she needed me.
I leaned over and wrapped my arm around her shoulders, pulling her to me as I blotted her tears the way I'd been doing since she was a toddler, and she grabbed my hand and held it to her cheek.
"What am I going to do, Willie? Daddy's going soon, what do I do next?"
I held her close, because I was damned if I knew; I didn't know how to deal with what was coming, this was all a first for me, I had no map, no manual, all I had was Georgy's grief and my own fear.
We were sitting in the gloom when mother came in and found us huddled together, Georgy all cried-out and me unable to process what was going on, the suddenness of it, the absolute hammer-blow that had fallen on me.
"Daddy has started taking the pain medications, darlings," she murmured, and, when I looked at her enquiringly she explained that he had been holding off on the palliative care medications so he'd have a clear head when he finally got to tell me what he needed me to know.
Georgy and I looked in on him one last time, but he was asleep and hopefully having some respite from the pain.
Dad passed away three days later with his family at his bedside, and four days after he was interred in the family vault in the estate cemetery. Georgy, mother, and Aunt Kay were managing as well as could be expected, dad's loss wasn't exactly unexpected, and I had to get back to my troop at Bulford Camp, Wiltshire. The British Army deployment of Operation Herrick was in full-swing in Afghanistan, and our troop, and several others, were finishing final shakedown training on Salisbury Plain prior to deployment. I, and the others of my graduating class, would be commanding FV107 Scimitar Armoured Reconnaissance Vehicles in support of the ground troops in Afghanistan.
*****
The Wanderer Returns:
Eventually, even the most exciting adventures pall, and so it was for me. I'd believed we were going out to that place to fight a war that we would win because we were in the right, and we were better, but after four years I'd had enough, as had nearly everyone; it was sapping me, my men, even command echelon; we were getting nowhere, and losing men for what seemed no reason. My C.O. used to chide me for not riding the promotion trail, but frankly, the thought of bumping up to captain and another six years of this endless non-success we were relentlessly churning through filled me with a burning lack of enthusiasm and a strong desire to be somewhere else entirely.
I requested an accelerated honourable discharge based on four extended operational front-line deployments in-theatre, and, after a series of 'what a waste of your training, we'll soon buck up your ideas, laddie-boy, go home on leave and come back a captain, you've earned the bump-up blah blah blah' lectures, they relented and handed me my papers.
After having three Scimitars shot out from under my crew and me, and having to fight our way on foot back to the lines, then being offered what was left of our rapidly depleting mobile armour, a 1990's-issue refurbished and up-gunned Scorpion that made funny noises even standing stock still we'd all had enough, my men, our entire troop, and me; we kept on keeping-on, and it made no difference, it was just more of the same, forever.
Spending my days dodging snipers as a matter of course, being endlessly locked in Osprey body armour and being so bored we were using the ceramic trauma plates as impromptu barbecues so we could try and make our rations a smidgeon more edible, and having no home leave, just Kuwait, which was even more depressing than Helmand, just added to the general air of fun and merriment.
When we weren't sitting around tooled-up and waiting for movement orders, wondering what the real world was doing, and trying to remember what a pub felt like, smelt like, sounded like on a Saturday night out, telling lies about girls we hardly knew who'd mostly 'Dear John'd' us long ago, we were knee-deep in nightmarish hand-to-hand dust-ups with bands of screaming Jihadists and religious fucking loonies with grenade belts and great big swords and LAW rockets they'd fire like bazookas because they were mental.
This war was not at all like the heroic stands in 'Beau Geste' I'd read about as a boy, battling nobly and heroically against the alien hordes in defence of my Queen, no, it was kill, and kill, and kill some more. We were battling insane, pain-indifferent religious zealots who'd blindly charge our lines in fanatical, 'banzai' charges, or we'd end up in protracted, all night-long fire-fights that invariably descended into hand-to-hand 'stab, gouge, choke, and kick' fights with the ones who got through our lines and went kill-crazy.
After four years I finally saw the writing on the wall and jacked it in; I was done. The place was a gigantic toilet plunger, sucking the life and will out of everyone there, it drained our spirits and made us careless, and careless soldiers are dead soldiers, apart from the one we didn't talk about, the ones who actually liked it and had turned into body-count obsessed, kill-crazy psychopaths, none of which any sane soldier wanted anywhere near them because they got men killed for nothing. They finally relented and rotated me out, Cyprus, Gibraltar, and Brize Norton, the long way round just to piss me off.



It was no surprise at all to me that none of my fellow troop commanders and their men were re-upping either; they were done too; the enlisted men had done their stint, they were sick of the army's 'hurry-up and wait' bullshit, and the long periods of dusty boredom interspersed with truly terrifying episodes of panicked combat against a fanatic rabble who didn't care if they were killed as long as they could get through our lines and kill us.
*****
Arriving back home was a strange, almost surreal experience. For the first time in my life there was absolutely no sense of dad's presence; before, even if he was with the regiment, or home but out with the estate management people miles away, I always knew he was there, somewhere, I don't know how, I just did, the house just felt like him. Now, nothing, and it was weird, unsettling, wrong. Mother was expecting me, but not for a few more days, I'd told her I was going to spend some time in Gibraltar doing the tourist thing, maybe get around a few beers, and do what everyone does for entertainment and lob fruit at the apes just to watch the little bastards fight over them and knock the paste out of each other, but I changed my mind, so I was about a week early.
Georgy was due home from university that day, so I thought I'd ambush and surprise her, but she knew; somehow she knew I'd pulled a fast one because blow me down if she didn't barge in the door and call out "Mum, Will's here, I know he is, where is he?" So I had to jump out and surprise her and she did her usual frenzied leap on me.
*****
It didn't take long to get bored; I love my home, I never tire of exploring it, but I needed to be doing something, something useful, not just a hobby, and maybe make some real money of my own, not depend on mother and the estate for handouts. I wondered what there was out there for someone who had basically been trained to drive a tank and kill people; not much, I suspected. The thought of managing the business-side of the estate left me entirely cold; we had employees with fancy degrees who liked that stuff and were actually good at it, I saw no reason to step on their toes. I could go and be a mercenary (apologies, 'specialist security contractor') but I have a deep-rooted aversion to killing people just because someone with an axe to grind asked me to, so what to do, what to do?
And then it came to me; I was watching one of those 'fixing-up my perfect house' shows on TV and it struck me that I could do that; it looked kind of doable, and I had enough savings to buy a place, do it up, sell it on, and use the profits to do it again. So, I went looking for what I thought I could reasonably do up, something to get me into that world.
What I found was not quite what I'd been looking for, but it was love at first sight, a beautiful listed Georgian mansion staggering on its last legs, but too beautiful and elegant to let go to waste, and literally going for a song; as soon as I saw it I knew I wanted it, and so, with a little help from Mother, and every last penny I'd saved, I bought the house that the council were shunning and hoping would fall down so they could sell the land in good conscience.
I worked alone on the house; I had a shoestring budget, so I had to do everything myself; I literally taught myself, after much trial and error and outright fails, basic DIY skills like how to plaster and lime-putty, and how to use things like saw tables, chop-saws, milling routers and power-planers, and slowly, carefully worked my way, one room at a time through that magnificent but sadly decayed house, slowly defeating the ravages of time and gradually, carefully putting it back together again.
Georgy thought I was mad to saddle myself with such a huge task, but I really had nothing else to do, and no real-world skills, at least none I wanted to advertise. She couldn't bear to see me working away by myself, alone in that huge shell, so weekends when she was home from university she'd help me, fetch and carry, picnic with me in one of the empty rooms, and generally keep me company as often as she could.
Other things were happening, too, things that were to directly impact on all our lives. It started innocuously enough, when I heard from Mother that she was feeling the strain of managing all the estate business, and she was thinking of engaging a business manager.
"Fair enough," I thought, Mother needed to start slowing down a little, the place wouldn't fall down if she wasn't everywhere at once. I never really wondered anymore about it, until one day I wandered up to the house to get a change of clothes and do some laundry, and there was a strange man sitting at my father's desk. He jumped when I cleared my throat.
"Who are you, and why are you in my father's study?" I asked him, not exactly aggressively but letting him know aggression was an option.
He jumped up and walked around the desk, his face wreathed in smiles that didn't touch his eyes, and when I took his outstretched hand his handshake was the dreaded 'squishy wet-fish', limp and insincere.
"Hello, you must be Tyler; your mother told me you'd be around at some point. Mrs. Lassiter has engaged me to manage the day to day affairs of the estate, sort of take some of the business management burden from her; my name is Max, Max Preece..."
*****
Part 2: A World of Our Own:
Georgy had some very definite ideas about how she wanted the nursery she planned to look, feel, and appear; she wanted a 'cosy' feel, which I didn't get but she knew what she meant, so I followed her lead. We hadn't really talked about children yet, not the nitty-gritty planning side at least, just the definite understanding that we were both on the same page; I wanted kids (note: plural; not one, some) we just hadn't had 'the talk' yet, but that was next.
The thought of Georgy pregnant made me feel very horny, I have to admit, and I wanted little girls who looked like her, black-haired, grey-eyed perfect little copies of my Georgy-Girl; the world could do with more people like her in it, and I intended to ensure it did, which is why we were making sketches of the old dressing room and taking measurements. Watching Georgy bend and shuffle around on all fours was also a sight worth seeing, especially the way her delightfully perfect bottom twinkled at me as she shuffled into corners on her hands and knees with the tape in her hand.
Georgy looked over her shoulder from her tape measuring and smiled at me.
"What are you smiling at, Mister Pop-Eyes?" she teased, knowing full well I was contemplating her sleek bottom, and thinking pleasant thoughts about how it felt when I squeezed it, teased it, and jiggled it when we made out, not to mention bit it when the making-out got more serious. To tease me even further she stood up and shimmied her bottom at me, focusing me even more intently on her perfection. Georgy usually wore either yoga pants or skin-tight jodhpurs that moulded to her every curve and contour, and the sight of her in either was usually enough to get my motor revving.
"I was just thinking 'I wonder what that hot girl would look like all naked and stuff' and you derailed my train of thought, so now I'm going to have to come and see for myself..."
Georgy giggled and dodged out of the way.
"No, bad boy! Down, Will, naughty monkey, don't make me use a rolled-up newspaper!"
It wasn't that big a room, and I was faster than her, so I caught her easily and kissed her enough times to let her know I was serious; there's something about her, but one kiss just isn't enough, and the more I kiss her, the more I want to, and then naked things happen, so she finally sighed and surrendered.
"You are a very bad man, Tyler Wilmot, I hope you know that!" she murmured, kissing me with those soft little butterfly soft kisses she does that drive me wild and always leads somewhere good.
Kissing her was good, and standing and holding her close while we snogged like horny teens was even better, but I wanted more, and by the way she ground against me, so did she; so why were we standing here? Luckily I knew a way to fix that, so over and above her token protests I carried her into our bedroom, handily right next door, wasn't that lucky?
"Willie, put me down no, I haven't finished yet, stop it, no!" she gurgled, but I wasn't going to and she showed no inclination to take her arms from around my neck so she probably didn't mean it; besides I had my hands on her now, two very nice handfuls of soft, warm Georgy, and I was going to enjoy every second of it as I plumped down on the bed with her still in my arms...
"Will stop it, we need to talk, how can we talk when you keep...Oooohhh!" (that was me sliding my hands down her inside her yoga pants and pulling her bottom cheeks apart)
"Naughty Will, bad boy!" she giggled, so I stopped and she nipped the end of my nose with her lips.
"I didn't say I didn't like it, y'know..." she grinned, wriggling on my lap so I did it again, making her sigh as she kissed me. When she'd decided she'd kissed me enough for now she pushed me over backwards and wriggled up to lie next to me.
"Can we talk now, Tyler?" she smiled and I grinned right back at her; Georgy only calls me 'Tyler' when she wants something from me or needs me to do something; poor, simple, deluded thing, thinking she needed to do things like that; she should know by now that I'd give her anything she wanted even if she just gave me a vague hint. I did like it when she used my given name though; it was like a secret only we shared.
"So talk, baby girl, what's so important I have to give up my precious groping-time with you? This better be good."
"Shut up Will, I'm being serious!" she responded, punching me lightly in the arm, then looked super-remorseful at my sudden gasp of agony.
"Owww, right on my war-wound! Georgy, why did you have to... " I moaned theatrically.
"Willie I'm sorry I didn't mean it, show me, baby, I'm sorry!" she gabbled, her eyes big and shiny. She gently slid my sleeve up while I did an Oscar winning turn of mute suffering, and watched her eyes narrow suspiciously as she scanned my arm for any sign of injury.
"Where's this so-called 'War Wound', Tyler Wilmot?" she gritted and I looked innocently at her, all puppy eyes and sorrowful expression.
"I could have had one, the point is you just hitting me at random, after all I've been through, wasn't fair, supposing I'd really been injured, I bet you'd be feeling pretty bad about it round about now, after all..."
I got no further because she punched me lightly in the stomach and grabbed my crotch.
"Eight seconds to apologise, Wilmot, then you're a dead man and this is going in a jar on the mantelpiece!" she murmured dangerously. "One, two..."
I yanked her on top of me and kissed her.
"I apologise, Georgy-Girl, we're even now, so tell me, why did you drag me in here, much against my will, I might add, what do we need to talk about?"
She stared at me open mouthed, lost for words, but I got in there with the tickles before she could go off on one. Georgy is super-ticklish, I know all her weak spots, and the best defence is always a good offence, and soon she was helpless, just beautiful putty in my hands.
After I had her completely helpless I kissed her some more, and jiggled her bottom because A: I like doing it, and B: to focus her attention on me so we could talk.
"Right, Georgy, you enticed me into your den of licentious perversion and depraved sinfulness because you wanted to talk, so when you're ready..."
Georgy pushed me off her so she could roll on top of me.
"I meant what I said about the jar, Will, just shut up and listen for a minute..." she grumbled, so I parked my hands on her delectable bottom so I could hold her close, and assumed my expression of manic attentiveness, sort of like the social worker from Hell mixed with crazed, unfocused, wide-eyed staring that had driven my teachers to drink back in my school days.
"Will! Stop that and listen!" she barked, so I stopped winding her up and squeezed her bottom; then I squeezed it some more because, damn, and just for good measure I squoozed it too, which is like squeezing but much dirtier, and paid attention.
"Finally!" she huffed, "I want to talk about where we're going, Willie, about what comes next...?"
I gave her the eyebrow.
"Floor's yours, Tinkerbelle; what's on your mind?"
She looked pensive for a second, her patented 'Georgy getting her ducks in a row' look.
"It's about that room next door, what it means. I've wanted to have this talk properly for a while, we just had other things to get out of the way first, but now I think it's time. Willie, I love you, you know that, right?"
I nodded.
"And I love you too, Georgy-Girl, very much; I hope you know that."
"So Willie, we have something set aside from the sale of the house, much more than we thought we would, it's made a big difference to how well we can care for this place, a few more like that and we'll be out of the woods and sitting pretty until our trusts are all settled. You know I want that room to be a nursery, I want a baby with you so much, in fact I want babies, little girls I can buy stubby little ponies for, and noisy little boys to go sneaking out and go mad in the woods and go poaching and scrumping like their daddy used to-" I stared at her, how the Hell did she know that?
"-but not right this minute; I want us to keep having our kind of fun just a little longer, please? Just one more time, okay Tyler? I know we said we would, but I wanted to make sure you were still on-board with it. Let's get another project house, do it up and sell it on, and the day we finish it we'll have a dirty weekend and do some serious baby-making, please?"
She paused to check my eyes, and she must have liked what she saw there, because she continued.
"You know that if I thought you wanted it today I'd say let's go, because I so want to have your babies, but I want to have our kind of fun too, and I can't if I'm pregnant, I won't risk anything happening to me or our baby on a building-site, so please can we do it again just, one more time, just you and me, then start filling that nursery for real? Then, while I'm at home being Mummy-Goose you can keep going, get some people who know what they're doing in a team around you, I'll look over your shoulder and tell you how wrong you are, and maybe we can turn having fun into a real money-earner and keep the wolves from the door for real? Please?"
I pulled her to me so I could give her a long, meaningful kiss.
"Sweetheart, It's always been up to you, I'm not going to set you any deadlines or target dates, so we'll do what we said when we sold that place, that we'll find another one somewhere, we can start looking tomorrow if you like, you pick this time, you decide what we're going to do to it, how, and when, have a ton of fun, and when we're done we'll go and have a sexy weekend or ten on the coast and do lots of naked stuff, deal?"
Georgy smiled her brilliant, sunshine smile and nodded.
"Deal!"
"Good, glad that's settled, now come here, you shameless little hottie, I need to remove all this pointless clothing you're wearing, it is necessary to examine you closely, vis-a-vis the imminent lack of underwear situation we shall shortly be addressing..."
"Oh sir, I'm afraid I left all my underwear somewhere else today, I appear to be wearing none; would you care to verify that this is indeed the case?" laughed Georgy, wriggling enticingly.
As I slid her leggings down she giggled that rich tinkle that made the hairs on the back of my neck stand on-end. Georgy's bottom is irresistible, all toned and firm and delicious and begging for several large bites, which I duly helped myself to, before letting my tongue and lips wander over the rest of her, sampling as I went.
"Oh dearie, dearie-me, how careless of me, I appear to have been waylaid by a very naughty soldier, what shall I do, what shall I do, oh woe is me...oh yes, right there... like that, Willie...Oooohhh God, yesss..."
My Georgy is such a fun-loving girl...
*****
There were a surprising number of derelict, or semi-derelict mansions and decaying grand houses dotted around the region and begging for an update, from Georgian all the way through to a gigantic Art-Deco mansion that looked like just tons of creepy fun, and the best part was, none of them had been listed, so whatever we bought we would have a blank canvas. I left the selection entirely to Georgy, she wanted to break ground on a new project, and to be honest, if she hadn't joined me on the last one I'd still be staring at it and wondering what to do next and how the Hell I was going to do it when I worked it out, so this one was hers, I was just along for the comic relief...
A local estate agent got wind of our search for something interesting, yet with development potential and renovation appeal, contacted us with a laundry list of candidate properties, and we were off to the races.
I think we'd already gone through ten or so possibles before we walked into the one that made Georgy go 'Spunnngg!!' as soon as she walked in the door. It was a mid-Georgian stone-built Vicarage set in about three acres of what had once been kitchen gardens and flower gardens but was now just a mass of brambles and nettle patches. The village it was set in was mostly half-timbered seventeenth and early eighteenth-century thatched cottages and holdings with for-real picket fences and genuine cottage gardens, the perfect location, picturesque without being 'chocolate-box' twee and whimsical, atmospheric and pretty. It was exactly the kind of place the aspirational rich would see themselves as lords of the manor of, lording it over the archetypal English village in the posh mansion we intended to turn the house into.
The price was pretty low to begin with, the place had been empty and forgotten for decades, and the executors of the last owner's estate just wanted to get rid of it and realise some income instead of being lumbered with it forever, world without end, amen. As I said, the price was bottom-end anyway, but Georgy decided she wasn't even going to pay that much, not based on the amount of work we had to do and what it would cost, so she kind of got them in a headlock and squeezed until they saw the light and tapped-out.
I was amazed and gratified at the rock-bottom price she negotiated, and awed at her negotiating skills; I had to remind myself not to piss her off too often, especially not after the way she put the vendor's arm up their back and squeezed mercilessly...
Heading back home after signing the paperwork I noticed Georgy giving me some meaningful glances, which was good, I was hoping she'd caught some of the same from me, and luckily I was right; as we walked in the door she pounced on me, I was as a helpless rag doll in her ferocious grasp as she tried to ravage me fully clothed in the entrance atrium; only a discreet throat-clearing from Aunt Kay reminded me we weren't alone.
"I take it everything went well, children?" she smiled, while I blushed like a beetroot. Georgy, of course, was completely unabashed.
"All according to plan, Aunt Kay; we have a new project to be going on with, and I was just telling Willie how we need to discuss things a little further..."
"So I saw," smiled Aunt Kay, "don't let me interrupt you, darlings, lunch is a little late today, it's at 1:30, I'm just keeping an eye on this new cleaning contract. They're going over the North end of the house today, so try and limit your 'discussions' to one of the guest rooms in the South end, they won't be cleaning there until tomorrow..."
Georgy and I stared at each other and burst out laughing; I always knew Aunt Kay was completely unshockable, this was even more proof she was completely au-fait with what Georgy and I were doing, given that, when all was said and done, she was still my little sister...



Never one to look a gift horse in the mouth, Georgy grabbed my hand and yanked me down the corridor to the guest suite, the 'Blue Room', so called because mother, as a joke, had once put Georgy's blue Donald Duck vase with a spray of silk roses in it on the mantelpiece and declared that "we now have a 'Blue Room', just like Hampton Court!", and the name stuck long after the joke had been forgotten. Guests were sometimes puzzled why it was 'The Blue Room', seeing as there wasn't any hint of blue in there, but it would have been impossible to explain, so we didn't. The name may have been a joke, but the huge, luxurious four-poster bed with the Damask drapes and lush brocade counterpane was anything but.
Georgy yanked me into the room and planted her lips against mine; I was trapped, what could I do? Of course I kissed her back as hard as I could, while Mister Hands explored her tight, sexy little bottom; I'm not daft, and I know the perfect set-up when I see it. Georgy wriggled against me, grinding against a part of me that really appreciated it.
"Oo-er, naughty soldier-boy wants to play, does he?" she husked, grinding even harder, so I slipped my hands down the back of her jeans so I could cup her hot little bottom and squeeze it a little.
"Shall we be naughty, Ty? Shall we be naughty, dirty boys and girls, Ty? You wanna get naughty and dirty with me? You wanna show me what naughty squires do to naughty milkmaids, Tyler?" she crooned, never once letting up with the wriggling and the grinding and the rubbing and torturing.
My cock was like an iron bar; Georgy does things to me that no other girl (and let's be honest, there were never that many, just weekend gropes in Camberley if we had a Saturday night free) had ever done, reached places no other girl had ever touched, not even my fantasy lays during my long days in the sandbox, and I needed to get her naked, because I had a large dose of ravishment to hand out...
"I've always wanted to be hammered in a four-poster bed, Ty, are you going to make my dreams come true, my hot soldier-man? C'mon, Tyler, show me how the naughty Tin Soldier likes to jig-a-jig!" giggled Georgy, amusement and arousal fighting for control of her
Oh boy, that did it. Georgy shrieked with laughter as I picked her up and whirled her around, dumping her right in the centre of that sumptuous bed.
"You earned this, baby-girl, for real!" I grinned, "and when we do our thing I'm going to bring you back here and hammer you some more, got that?"
Georgy grinned happily. "Ooo, I love it when you talk property to me, tell me more, you dirty boy!"
"Architraves!" I drawled, leering at her, watching her pretend to shiver with lust. "You filthy, dirty beast, how dare you... do it some more, now!"
"Cornices and Crown mouldings!" I snarled and she shuddered, jiggling most fetchingly, "Oh you, you, you utter...MAN!" She stammered, her hands clasped dramatically to her breast. "How could you do this to me... more, I say, sirrah, more, now, damn you!"
"Shuttering carpentry, there, how about that?" I growled dangerously.
"Just take me now, I'm yours, you defeated me with all that dirty 'renovation-speak', you utter pervert!" she giggled, posing theatrically. "Come and get your reward you brazen man-hussy, you earned it!"
Georgy was looking so damned appealing, and I couldn't take it anymore; playing silly buggers with her was all well and good, but I had the romantic setting, the hot girl, the perfect moment.
"I love you, Tyler Wilmot, did you know that?" whispered Georgy, unbuttoning my shirt and tugging it off.
"And I love you too, Georgy Lassiter, I hope you know that?" I replied. Georgy bit her lip and grinned as she nodded slowly.
" Course I do, silly man, now kiss me and show me how much!"
Kissing Georgy is a real production, believe me; when we kiss she's tender, and yielding, and softly romantic, but she can be needy and demanding too, drawing our kisses out into more than just a prelude to lovemaking; kissing her is an experience, an achievement in itself, not just the start of something. I can kiss her for hours on end and never feel the same thing twice, because every moment is new and exciting, a different nuance of her in every kiss, all spread before me for me to feast on. I could have stayed there all day just wrapped in her arms, but I had something for her, and I had the perfect romantic setting, it was the perfect time for it.
I slid off the bed and grabbed my jacket, fishing around in the pocket while Georgy (a very naked, very desirable Georgy...) watched in puzzlement. Finding what I was looking for, I sat on the edge of the bed and gently slid her toward me so I could look in her eyes. She still had that puzzled look, so I kissed her, then kissed her some more because, damn.
"Willie, what's wrong?" she murmured, and I smiled at her worried face.
"Nothing at all Georgy, believe me, but there is something I need to ask you."
"Ask away, Willie, you know you can ask me anything, right?" she smiled, so I kissed her again because it just felt so damned good.
"Willie..." she prompted, so I stopped kissing her (dammit! I was enjoying that!) and pulled her onto my lap.
"Okay Georgy, here goes: there has been a Wilmot family here, in this place since before Magna Carta; they've always been landowners, lords of the manor, even, for nine-hundred years, and in all that time, certain... traditions have taken root. The family has always set great store in its past, its heritage, and its traditions and so now it's time to share one of the most enduring traditions with you..."
I pulled the little box out from behind me where I'd hidden it, and opened it. Georgy gasped at what was inside, a large, gold signet seal ring set with tiny rubies around a heraldic badge of a snarling leopard affronté in high relief with its mouth open and a shield with the ancient Amboise-Wilmotte arms between its paws, with an ornate pattée cross, a Templar emblem, entwined through the heraldic motifs. A dark, smoky, cabochon-cut ruby was set in each of the four angles made by the arms of the cross.
"Mummy's ring..." she breathed, her eyes wide and wondering, and I nodded.
"Mummy's ring and a whole lot more, too. This ring has been worn by the lady of the house since the Third Crusade; the stones came from the hilt of the misericorde dagger my ancestor carried at the siege of Acre in Jerusalem. It broke when he was killed by Saladin's army, and his squire brought the hilts back to his wife, who had some of the stones set in this ring, and the rest in the cover of the breviary in the library. This ring also unlocks the family bible. It actually has a name: 'La Chatelaine', because only the lady of the house can keep it. Mother wore it, as did my grandmother before her, and her mother, and so on back."
I buffed the ring with a corner of the bedclothes to admire the deep, dark sheen of the blood-red rubies before offering her the ring and watching her expression of wistful sadness at the memory of Mother wearing that ring on special occasions, and her playing with it when she was a little girl.
"For getting on for nine hundred years the lady of the house of Wilmot has worn this ring as the symbol of her duty to defend the family and this house in the name of the lord of the house in times of war, and as the emblem of her rank. Will you, Georgina Lassiter, marry me and be my wife, be the lady of the house of Wilmot, be my own chatelaine and wear my family's ring, and treasure the history and meaning that goes with it?"
Georgy stared into my eyes, her eyes huge and shiny with unshed tears even as her sunny smile broke through.
"Yes Willie, I will marry you, I will be your wife, and wear your family's ring and treasure your family's history, and when we have a son and he brings home a wife to be mistress of this house, I will gladly honour your family custom and pass the ring to her when the time comes and teach her what the ring symbolises. I love you, Tyler Wilmot, and I so much want to be your wife."
I slid the ring onto her finger and kissed her gently, not playfully like before; this was the most important moment of my life and I wasn't going to trivialise it in any way. Georgy, too, sensed that things had changed now, that we were no longer Georgy and Will, now we were us, a unit, the next part in our family story, and her returned kisses showed that she understood that.
"Finish undressing, Will, please, I want to make love to my husband..." she whispered, and I wasted no time, because my mind was working in the exact same way; I wanted to make love to my wife, because that's who she was now, not just my Georgy-Girl, but my wife, the owner of my heart, and the lady of this house for real. Georgy kissed me as I slid my loafers off, and batted my hands away when I started unbuttoning my jeans.
"Nope, uh-uh, mine!" she grinned, popping the stud and sliding down my zipper.
"Off, take them off..." she murmured, so I obliged, kicking jeans and socks away to stand in just my shorts.
"Bob the Builder?" she grinned as I posed for her.
"You gave them to me for my birthday, you wretched girl, so now suffer!" I leered, "I seem to remember you wearing 'Dora the Explorer' panties yesterday, as I recall I enjoyed exploring them, or have you forgotten that already?"
"Oh pish, tosh, and pshaw, that was then, now come here, Ty, that's it, come closer baby..." she crooned alluringly, so I obliged, and quick as lightning she grabbed the waistband and yanked them down.
"Much better," she smiled, "now come here, I've got something for you..."
I made as if to grab her, but she dodged me and patted the bed beside her.
"Here, up here, Willie, let's do this properly, I only get one first chance at this, I want to do it properly."
I looked at her quizzically, and she grinned that sexy, impish grin of hers.
"We were Tyler and Georgy before, but it's different now; now we're more; now we're going to be husband and wife. In every way that matters you're already my husband, that ring made it so, and as I'm your wife, I want our first time as us to be the first, best time ever. Come here and be my husband, Ty, please."
When she put it that way I had no choice but to comply; no more banter, no more horseplay, this was serious, she'd never been more serious, and I'd never been more in love with her as I was right then. She was right, this was a special time, this was us making love as the new us.
Exploring Georgy's body was always going to be my first and favourite pastime; every inch of her was worth examining in minute detail, usually with a lot of giggling and a certain amount of tickling, but not now; now, I just wanted to make love to the most beautiful girl in the world, and she was right up there and on-board with that too, it didn't get any better than that. Until it did.
"No Tyler, let me..." she murmured, when I went to pull her to me, eager as I was to once more make love to my girl. I relaxed as she kissed her way up my body, starting with teasing my navel with her tongue-tip, the feel of her sweet, gentle little kisses on my body, teasing, erotic, and agonisingly exquisite, fluttering against my skin like the softest touch of butterfly wings. She reached my throat, my neck, and goose-flesh erupted up and down my body as she gently kissed me in places I never knew could arouse me so much. My cock was straining for her, but she avoided even brushing against it, concentrating instead on driving me wild with just the brush of her lips against my overheated skin.
"Georgy..." I croaked, lust and need for her almost overwhelming my senses.
"Please Tyler, just this once, let me..." she breathed, never once letting up in her feather-light assault on my senses.
Now she was lying next to me, her kisses decorating my chin, my cheek, the scent and feel of her the only things in my suddenly narrowed world; she was all there was in my world, all I needed, all I wanted. When her lips finally found mine I almost groaned at the exquisite torture, the mental anguish of her nearness, her kisses lighting up my brain and making my head spin. As her lips sealed to mine my hands found her, holding, squeezing, fondling her, and now she was lying on top of me, her hands holding my face as we kissed long and breathlessly, her body slowly wriggling against mine, grinding my hardness between our bellies, torturing me with what she knew I wanted to do.
I felt her lips curve as she smiled, and her knees slip over my side, and then the pressure was gone, and loss crashed through me, no, I couldn't believe she'd take me there and then abandon me, until I felt her holding me, aiming me, and then the hot, damp, succulent pressure surrounding me as she slowly took me into herself, loving me the way she knew I wanted to love her.
I gasped as I slid into her, echoing her hissing intake of breath. My hands slipped down to hold and caress her strong, sleek thighs as she rode me slowly, deliberately, taking her time to make this the most memorable ever.
"I love you so much... my husband!" moaned Georgy, grinding and riding me, while I gritted my teeth and held back, wanting her to get as much from this as she was giving me. I never just have sex with Georgy; I make love to her, my whole heart is wrapped around hers when we join. It's never recreational or for fun, it's a re-affirmation of who we are and what she means to me, and she shows me in a thousand ways that's what it means to her too, and so it was now, me making love to the girl who was going to be the mother of my children, come Hell or high-water.
"I love you too, my darling wife!" I gasped, holding her and marvelling at the sleek, muscular smoothness of her thighs as she redoubled her efforts, taking us to that place where ecstasy dwelt.
"Oh God, Georgy, what are you doing to me?" I groaned as she clasped and released me, the rippling heat of her vagina taking me higher and higher even as she flushed, her eyes squeezed tight shut even as her mouth dropped open, gasping as she hammered herself against me, drawing me in, milking me, until:
"Ohh God! Yess, yess, yess, YEESSS!!" she screamed as the thunderbolt of orgasm shot through her, electrifying her. I was right there with her, all my efforts to hold back, to pleasure her first paying off, but I couldn't hold back any longer as I to came like lightning, like molten iron, like molten lava, pulse after pulse of boiling hot spunk spraying out of me and deep into her, coming harder than I ever had before, filling my girl, my wife with my tribute.
Georgy slumped down on top of me, her heart thundering against mine, while her scent, sweet, sharp, a beguiling blend of arousal and fresh summer sweat mingled with the more subtle undertones of her own unique girl-scent in an exotic, intoxicating scent complex surrounded me and played hob with my nervous system. I was completely blown, my muscles twitching and trembling in reaction to the gigantic climax that had raged through me, and Georgy was no less exhausted, her body draped across mine, limp and unresponsive.
I don't know how long we lay like that, lost in the afterglow of our mutual orgasm, until my softening cock slipped from her, drawing a soft hiss from her.
"Oh my God, Will, that was... oh my God..." mumbled Georgy, kissing my chest and slowly slipping off me, to lie in the crook of my arm.
"We aim to please, Mrs. Wilmot, service with a smile, I hope it was to your satisfaction?" I ad-libbed, and grinned as Georgy kissed my chin and patted my stomach.
"You did passably well, Mister Wilmot, I hope this is a taste of things to come?"
I pulled her into me so I could kiss her properly.
"Every day, and three times on Saturday, wife of mine!" I grinned.
*****
Aunt Kay showed no surprise when she spotted the ring on Georgy's finger, rather a tiny smile and an arch lift of her eyebrow as she first pecked Georgy on the cheek, then turned to me.
"Congratulations, children, I'm so pleased for you both, and Tyler? It's about time, I'm not getting any younger, you know! I expect you'll find a more suitable engagement ring soon, dear, there are so many fine rings to choose from in the family collection, or perhaps something more bespoke; 'La Chatelaine' is a beautiful, meaningful, very historic symbol but it's hardly suitable for daily wear, dear."
*****
Work soon commenced on our new project house. Georgy had a particular image of how the interiors should be presented, and while we were not hampered by any listing or grading requirements for the exterior, unlike the last place we'd renovated, we decided the classic Georgian façade was something we wanted to preserve and inform the renovation of the interior. I'd had an in-depth structural survey done, and the architectural engineers were happy that the structure was stable and sound, just bare-arsed ragged, so we could begin the mammoth task of rebuilding the interior.
As before, the reclamation sites far and wide got wind of what we were doing, and what we'd probably need, and watching Georgy argue and bargain mercilessly over piles of timber, pallets of old Georgian Fletton brick, and crates of door furniture was a joy to behold. Because the brick was reclaimed, it was usually caked with old mortar and render, so Georgy would beat them over the head to get rock-bottom prices for them because we had to clean them up, and we'd spend whole days with hammers and bolster chisels doing nothing but chipping all that old crud off the bricks to get them clean and ready for reuse. My sweet girl was an absolute shark; I spent a lot of time with a huge grin on my face because of the way she bit suppliers' arms off if she thought they were pulling a fast one, and I was absolutely enchanted at the way she was taking the lead on this project.
As before, we began with the basics; the place had no connection to the electrical mains, no mains gas; the plumbing, what little there was, was 300-years old lead pipe, so it would all have to come out, and there was no sewage provision, not even earth-closets, just a collection of long-defunct outhouses. The roof and chimney stacks were close to collapsing, so new bracing, trusses, and slates, and new lead flashing around the rebuilt chimney stacks, and the damp in the cellar needed to be addressed before anything else happened.
An architect provided us with a set of drawings that allowed us to make changes to the inner fabric of the building, but the first task was getting experts to plumb and wire the house, and argue with the water-board over the price of clean water mains connection, a weeping tile and herringbone drainage network, and grey water and soil and sewage pipes trenched down to the main sewer and storm drains out under the main street of the village.
While the licensed specialists were doing their thing, Georgy and I got down to restoring what we could of the original High-Georgian interior. The rooms were all grandly proportioned, with high ceilings and tall, elegant windows, and had once had tall, double-leaf doors, of which only the splintery, rotted-out jambs and sills remained, but it gave us a good idea of what they were supposed to look like.
The actual windows and doors would have been the kind of imposing, slightly over-scale appearance we'd come to expect of the period, so a large part of our time was spent in deciding what the door and window architraves, capping, and skirting boards should look like, and then reworking more of the stripped reclaimed doors and wood to make them fit our vision.
Georgy had another brilliant idea, one I should have expected from her; if we couldn't get genuine over-scale Georgian doors for the four grand reception rooms, and having them made to order was ridiculously expensive, then maybe we could take one of the smaller Victorian doors, they were readily available from the paint stripping places, pull it apart, and copy it. The style was exactly the same, they were just smaller, so maybe we could copy the door panelling, stiles, rails, and mullions, just proportionally wider and taller instead of filling and bodging those imposing over-sized doorways and installing smaller, clumsy-looking, out-of-scale doors; we already had routers, chop-saws and table saws, we knew how to measure and cut, we could probably do it ourselves.



The idea definitely resonated with me; my only caveat was if we remanufactured the doors then they had to be made out of old, seasoned, reclaimed wood; I wasn't prepared to go with things like MDF or modern resin particle board, either; I wanted these doors to be made of the kind of figured, stained, deeply-waxed and polished wood the eventual owners' great-great-grandchildren would be running their fingers over and treasuring 100 years from now, not modern, lashed-up phonies. Luckily Georgy was in complete agreement with me; a house this age and quality needed sympathetic restoration, not a quick lick of paint and temporary modern fixes.
Period floorboards and wood panelling were readily available, we could make the doors out of that supply of aged, seasoned Oak, Deal, and Walnut for one-tenth of what it would cost to get them custom made from modern, newly felled and kiln-seasoned wood; it's almost impossible to fake a genuine-seeming aged appearance with new wood, no matter how meticulously one sands, fills, stains, and French-polishes it, and the market we were aiming at would know the difference.
Same thing went for the wainscoting; Georgy was raring to make it, she knew how to do it now, and she had her own ideas how and where to install it to suggest the elegant Period grandeur of the house in its hey-day
Seeing the mischievous pixie grin when she made any suggestions kind of made me forget about house renovations and concentrate on her. I know I've said it before but damn, in painter's overalls and safety goggles and her cute yellow safety helmet she was just about the most adorable thing I'd ever seen, and with power tools in the mix too? There's a reason tool manufacturers have pretty girls in big, clunky boots and safety goggles posing with demolition hammers and chop-saws at the trade shows, and if she persisted in being so bloody sexy then I was going to keep on downing-tools so I could partake of her, screw work in progress; my game, my rules, my Georgy.
Taking her home each evening after a satisfying day of working with her and watching her create was just the perfect topping to my day; Georgy and I never worked at cross-purposes, never argued, everything we did was with the knowledge the other was completely on-board with it; it was strange, like we were joined together at the mind, whatever she liked, I liked, whatever she wanted to do, I already knew I wanted to do that too. As always, watching her diligently measuring, cutting, milling, routing, re-measuring and dry-fitting like she'd been doing it every day of her life enthralled me. She'd look up and see me admiring her and give me that smile, and suddenly the whole day came into focus, with her smile all I needed to make my day compete.
Like the other day for instance, when we'd finally got the supply agreement from Severn Trent Water nailed down, and she'd spent the day with their groundworks people mapping and marking out the trenching for the soil and clean water mains and looking bloody sexy while she did it, too. Just watching her being so damned good at what she was doing, the only thing I could think of was her, how happy she looked with the work she was doing and the skills she'd acquired, but overriding all that was how much I wanted her. Keeping my hands off her all day was a major issue, and I mostly wasn't successful, but we managed to limit our trysts to the 'mostly not-naked' variety, just heated kissing, grinding, and some surreptitious groping.
However, walking in the door back at home meant the time for restraint was gone, the gloves were off and we both knew it! Aunt Kay had gotten used to our shenanigans at day's end; we made sure we didn't disrespect her in any way, but damn, after a long day watching Georgy and wanting Georgy it was hard to not just grab some Georgy and start what I knew was going to end well, and Aunt Kay made allowance for that and discreetly made herself scarce.
First came the chase; Georgy raced shrieking and giggling up the stairs with me in hot pursuit, followed by the tackle, where we somehow managed to land in the middle of that huge bed, followed by the tickle-battle. Georgy is incredibly ticklish, and I just love finding new places to touch, stroke, nuzzle, lick, kiss, or caress, and see how much it made her giggle and squirm, all of which ramped-up my libido to boiling point. After I'd thoroughly enjoyed exploring all her ticklish zones then I moved on to unbutton those sexy painter's overalls (okay, she made them sexy, but you know what I mean...) so I could slide my hands inside and squeeze her lovely firm, muscular little bum and jiggle those golden globes while she squirmed and wriggled and ground against me as we kissed like newlyweds.
After that, sliding her out of her clothes so I could feast on her nakedness was all that was left to do, and I took my time, because peeling a peach like Georgy out of her clothes was never going to be a quick yank and off they come; oh no, I had to slowly, teasingly strip her, so I could kiss and lick and caress her some more and reduce her to a panting, giggling, mewling mass of Tyler-neediness so I could pounce on her properly. I'd like to say that at this point she should probably have been defending her honour against my ravages, but that would be untrue, because what she was really doing was undoing my jeans and grabbing my cock which, thanks to her nearness and just being Georgy-hot, was at full stretch and begging for her.
"OOHH, look what I found!" she gasped, all wide-eyed and innocent, licking her lips and squeezing me, biting her lip as my cock pulsed in her hand. "Wow, Willie, I do believe this thing's alive, what do you think I should do with it?" squeezing and slowly fisting me while my eyes crossed with the effort of trying to back down from what she was doing to me.
"Use your imagination, Katy-May!" I grinned, daring her to try something new. With Georgy, the way to get her to do something is to dare her, she can't resist a challenge, and from the look in her eyes I knew she was going to go all-out to pick up that gauntlet.
Her eyes sparkled mischievously, and she lowered her head, kissing my chest, soft, delicate little brushes, before kissing further down, along my abs, and past my navel. She looked up at me and I just grinned, but inside I was praying 'please God, please, this time, eh? Just this one time...' and then I gasped as her tongue tip flicked over the swollen crown of my rampant cock and rasped ever so gently over the furrow in the end, making my whole nervous system light up like a Christmas tree.
"Yesss!" I groaned as she slowly slipped her luscious lips over the end of my cock and sucked, just the merest suctioning, but it felt like nothing I'd ever experienced. I was in a daze; Georgy, my beautiful Georgy-Girl, was sucking my cock, a first for her, and doing a cracking good job of it too...
She got into her rhythm, head bobbing as she loved my cock, her lips sealed around me and her tongue lashing the tip and probing behind the crown, tasting and polishing me all at once, and I was in a seriously good place, getting the best head in the world from the hottest girl in the world, so much so that when she pulled away I actually cried out in disappointment.
"Nuh-uh, Tyler, your turn!" she grinned, "I showed you mine, now you show me yours! You ready for this soldier-boy?"
Fuck was I ready! I pulled her over me, positioning her over my mouth, enjoying immensely the thrill and shudder that ran through her with my first gentle kiss on her sweet, succulent little muff, the luscious feel of her silky hairs against my tongue, and the smooth, sleek muscularity of her long thighs as I gently probed her with my tongue-tip, breathing her in as her arousal ramped-up, her sweet, tangy scent gusting over me.
Georgy gasped softly the first time I pushed my tongue between her labia, which flowered open beneath my probing, her scent growing stronger, sweet and earthy and musky and delicious as I worked her up, and when she took me in her mouth again I almost passed out from the shock of pleasure that zinged straight up my spinal cord and into the deepest core of my brain.
We played like this for I don't know how long, taking each other to the brink and backing down again and again, learning what the other liked and sneaking it in to enhance our love-play, until finally I pulled her closer to me and rubbed and lashed her clitoris with the flat of my tongue. Georgy screamed deep in her throat as she came like a freight train, her sweet, tangy juices surged, filling my mouth, my head with her perfume, and exciting me even further with the taste of her even as her powerful thighs clamped tightly around my head.
I couldn't hold back any longer, it was finally too much for me, and I came with a guttural roar, my cock pulsing in her mouth as bolt after bolt of spunk flooded her mouth, while she sucked and swallowed and fisted me, milking every last drop out of me and polishing the head of my cock clean of every trace of my soul-shivering climax.
Georgy rolled off me, her muscles twitching in a surging tide of adrenaline, aftershocks quivering through her. I was in no better condition, shattered to the point of utter exhaustion by such a mind-blowing climax; it was all I could do to muster up enough strength to pull her to me, into the shelter of my arm, and that's all she wrote.
*****
I woke with a start, a momentary disorientation making me wonder what time it was; the sun didn't have that morning, white-golden quality, and when I looked at her, Georgy was wide awake, her eyes soft and gently amused.
"Georgy, what... "I began and she smiled.
"It's just after seven, Will, you've been out like a light for almost two hours. Better get a shower, babe, Aunt Kay says dinner is in forty-five minutes, we need to clean up a little."
I yawned and stretched mightily, before wrapping an arm around her.
"Cuddle first, then shower, okay? C'mere, you..." Georgy smiled and huddled up against me, her arm around my waist and her lips in the hollow of my neck as I in turn grazed on her neck. I could have lain like that the rest of the night, but Aunt Kay was holding dinner on us so I had to get up, more than a little regretfully, get showered, and go down to dinner. Georgy showered with me, and while there were lots of opportunities and several blatant invitations to indulge in a little hanky-panky, my battery was flatter than a witch's tits; a large portion of steak, fried potatoes and greens, and steamed plum pudding with custard was the best way to recharge it, thankfully that was exactly what Aunt Kay had cooked.
All in all, we were as happy as we could be, doing something we loved, that was actually fun, and might even make us some money. Life was good, and getting better, until the day it became not a game, and reality bit us hard. Every bottle of Mezcal has a worm, to show it's real, ours had a poisonous fucking maggot, and it was about to show its teeth...
*****
It began, as all these things do, innocently enough. Georgy had gone home ahead of me to go through some paint swatches from one of the specialist suppliers, and I was busy buttoning-up the house at end of day, checking the doors and windows were all locked, the power tools were unplugged, and the tool chests and vaults were locked and secured when I heard the rumble of thunder. My ears pricked up; Georgy was at home with Aunt Kay, but thunder; she was going to need me post-haste, this was the one thing she had no defences against.
I went to unplug the battered old site radio, and switched it on to hear the national news headlines. I'd stopped switching it on while I was working, I'd only ever bought it to keep me company while I was working alone, and now Georgy was with me every day, I didn't need the background noise to break the silence. Anyway, I switched it on to catch the news headlines and my blood froze; the top story was about a jailbreak that morning at Long Lartin prison in Worcestershire, not that far from us, a category A prison where they stashed violent predators and murderers, and the names of the four men who'd managed to escape while being readied to transfer to another high-security prison in Yorkshire; Max Preece was one of the names, and there was no news of his whereabouts, or any of the others, just a note that they were considered extremely dangerous and were not under any circumstances to be approached if spotted.
Shit, he'd been out for a whole day now, he could be anywhere, all the more reason to hurry home, Georgy was alone with Aunt Kay, that fucker had a major axe to grind and he probably knew how to get into the house undetected. I rang Georgy's number and she answered almost immediately.
"Georgina here, hello Tyler, dinner will be ready soon, hurry home." she answered, her voice steady, but my heart sank; she was in trouble; "Georgina" was her duress-code, telling me that things were bad, and "hurry home" was code for 'be really careful when you come in.' Smart girl for keeping so cool and remembering our codes for trouble at home after the last time.
I tried to drive into the main gates as unhurriedly as possible, even as more and louder peals of thunder rolled and crashed; I didn't know who might be watching, and I couldn't afford to tip them off, even as I worried how Georgy was coping with the terror of her thunder phobia and whatever else was going on in the house, so I parked in my usual slapdash manner and ran into the house.
"Georgina?" I called, and I heard her replying from upstairs.
"We're all up here, Tyler, in the double bedroom."
OK, we didn't have any double bedrooms on the first floor in that part of the house, so she was telling me there were two people up there with her and Aunt Kay. Bugger, two of them, maybe armed, and waiting for me. What's the betting one of them was that fat little rat-shit bastard Max? I had no option now but to go up there and spring their trap, they had my Georgy, and I knew what Max wanted to do to her. I couldn't let that happen; one way or another, that little puke was going to die.
I bounded up the stairs as the thunder rolled and boomed even louder.
"Georgy? Are you okay? Hang on, I'm coming, where are you?" I called out and "I'm in here, Tyler" came from our open bedroom door. I pushed the door open and paused in shock, caution forgotten, at the sight of Georgy with her arm held behind her back by a scruffy, unshaven little man in nondescript jeans and sweatshirt, and Aunt Kay lying unconscious on the floor, a huge bruise discolouring her cheek and eye-socket, and blood seeping from her split lip. Georgy's eyes flew wide open just as I sensed someone behind me, and then my world dissolved in a blinding purple flash of pain and the taste of brass, then darkness.
Someone was shaking me, I must have slept in, God, don't say I missed 'The Rouse', I thought disjointedly, I was in for the high jump now, while other scattered thoughts warred for my attention; I was due out on patrol, or I'd just come back in from patrol, time and events shuffling randomly, friends and other familiar voices echoed and buzzed in my head, a sudden, dreadful sense of loss when I thought of dad, a random thought that the big guns were really having a field day judging by the continuous loud rumbling, and over all of it a terrible pain in my head.
"Been shot..." I remember thinking, and feeling nauseous, and when I opened my eyes my vision was blurred and doubled; I was home, how? The last thing I remembered with absolute clarity was bugging out after my Scimitar FV107 ARV got targeted and popped by a three-way RPG strike, one glanced off but the other two were bang on, the three of us bailing at warp-speed before we brewed up with it, ducking behind some rocks to weapons-check and count ammunition for the risky trek back to the Bastion, then suddenly Georgy, all grown-up and teary-eyed, rubbing my face and kissing my forehead.
"You didn't have to hit him so hard, you fucking piece of shit!" she screamed, and stumbled back as a man's hand backhanded her, dropping her on top of me. Georgy scrambled around to glare with murderous hatred at someone standing out of my line of sight, her face pink where she'd been struck.
"Hit me all you want, you pathetic little turd, you'll never be a man, just a pointless, disgusting, fat little loser, you had to hit Will from behind because you're a cowardly little shit-stain who couldn't be a man with lessons and a lottery win! Watching Will kick shit out of you made my bloody day, you greasy little shitbag!"
A man hove into my line of sight, and it took a moment for me to realise through my blurred vision and the ringing in my head that it was indeed Max, and he looked dreadful, which cheered me no end; obviously being the prison's blow-up doll agreed with him. His face writhed with hate and fury as he loomed over Georgy.
"Your fucking brother deserved it, you little slut! He sent me to that place, he fucking owes me, this whole family owes me, so you pay up, NOW!"
"Fuck you!" screamed Georgy, "no-one owes you anything, you're just a criminal scumbag, I hope you die of AIDS in prison, you fat little fuckup!"
I tried to struggle to my feet, but any slight movement set my head ringing like a fire-bell all over again and waves of nausea shuddered through me. In a detached sort of way I clocked the spreading puddle of blood on the rug under my face, and heard a snuffling sound that I realised was me, breathing through the blood pouring and bubbling from my nose, and a warm itchy tickle on my neck as blood dripped from my ear.
Max reached down and grabbed Georgy's arm, yanking her to her feet.
"Come with me, you little slut, you're going to show me where the old bitch stashed the money or you're fucking dead! I know she took the money and jewels out of Coutt's, I saw the paperwork, it's all here somewhere, and you're going to show me where, or that idiot brother of yours dies, you listening?"
He shook her like a terrier shakes a rat, and his accomplice, partner, whatever, kicked me in the ribs, setting off a whole new jangling cacophony in my head.
Max dragged Georgy out of the room, I could hear him talking, ranting, and shouting at her getting fainter as they moved down the corridor toward the back stairs. I knew this was bad, Georgy was in danger, and I was injured, but I had to do something, anything. I'd been trained in one-on-one unarmed combat, but I didn't think my instructors were thinking about fighting off escaped convicts in a stately home, and I couldn't think straight, all I could concentrate on was dealing with the man watching me, straining against the noise in my head to think of some way to neutralise him. And then it came to me, so simple, one of the first things our instructors had shown us. I had to try it, and I'd only get one chance, so it had better work.
To think was to act, so I rolled on my back with a groan more heartfelt than phony, getting a good look at the skinny, spindly, shaven-headed scum bag who'd come uninvited into my house to hurt me and mine. As soon as I moved, he dropped to his knees, maybe he thought he was going to restrain me, but when he reached for me I grabbed his arm and yanked him closer, unbalancing him. The pain in my head was enormous, I really thought I was going to pass out, but I gritted my teeth; that fat fucker had injured me, but I wasn't dead yet, and his mate was going to pay.
Catching him by surprise was the only reason it worked; as he sprawled across me, I wrapped my arms around his head and clamped hold; he barked in surprise and tried to struggle away, but I had tight hold of him. All I could concentrate on was what my instructor had drilled into me: 66 pounds, it only takes 66 pounds to snap a man's neck, more if he's struggling, so do it quickly, before he realises what you're doing.



I think he thought I was trying to choke him, and he struggled to get away, but I hung on, I was much bigger than him, and I had no choice, this was it; if I failed we were all dead. With one final surge that felt like my head was exploding I wrapped my legs around him, pinning him against me, and twisted his head in a quick, snapping motion, just the way I'd been taught, crying out as the enormous bloom of pain in my head nearly blinded me. I felt something give, and he went limp, the effort leaving me wrung out like a wet dishrag with his dead weight motionless on me.
Pushing him off me and rolling to my knees took more effort than pushing a dump truck uphill, my vision blurred and doubled and danced, and the wave of nausea was so intense I vomited, retching again and again, but I somehow got to my feet, retching even more as the waves of nausea threatened to drive me to my knees again; Georgy, I had to get to Georgy, Max had her, and he was going to die.
Somehow, I managed to stagger into the corridor, the dim coolness helping my vision and nausea a little, but my balance was shot to hell. I could hear voices coming from the secret stair landing, Max cursing and swearing and ranting, so I held onto the wall, staggering as the floor swooped and danced and shifted under my feet. The corridor in my family home, the upright in the 'E' shape the house was built in, is ninety yards end to end, my ancestors believed in big and impressive, but it felt a million miles long as I inched along it. I didn't know what I was going to do when I caught Max; my first thought was I was going to crush his fat throat and watch him strangle, but I had to get to him first, and I didn't know if I could even make it that far, not when I wasn't even sure where the floor was.
Staggering along a million miles of corridor that swooped and tilted under my feet and spiralled away from me, fighting nausea and the deafening clamour in my head, I finally made it to the landing doorway. Max had left it open, which I thanked providence for, because I didn't know how I would find the hidden catch, let alone operate it, but when I lurched in the entrance, the look of terror on his face made it all worth it. He paused, frozen, he obviously thought I was too out of it to come after him, and that was all Georgy needed. Her face writhed in fury as she she shook his hand off and stepped up. Her foot lashed out, a hard, stamping kick, powered by all her hate and anger, right in the middle of his fat belly, knocking him over the low, slender balustrade. Georgy was an equestrian, and one of the benefits of riding her powerful horses every day was it toned and developed her thigh muscles and all that power and toning landed right in the middle of that disgusting fat fucker's bread-basket.
A brief cry, a loud thud, and silence. Georgy jumped to grab me before I fell, but I had to see, I had to know. Looking down, there was Max at the foot of the stairwell, he'd dropped right through the middle of the spiral staircase to land on his head on the bottom tread and he wasn't going anywhere; no one with their head bent in that direction was going to get up and walk away from anything. I think I grinned at Georgy, but then I had to sleep, I was bone-weary and nauseous, and the blackness was rising faster than I could hold it off.
Georgy tried to hold me up, but I was falling, falling into deep, warm, velvety blackness and sounds of voices soft and far away, funny, they all sounded like Georgy, but I couldn't make out what she was saying, and then silence.
*****
I woke in an unfamiliar white painted room, in a bed shrouded with a thing like a plastic tent with something taped to my top lip and bags of clear fluid on wire racks with tubes connected to my arm and chest. I panicked, I couldn't move, and then I realised I was restrained, there was something around my waist, and my forehead, and my wrists were also restrained. Where was I, why was I here, where was Georgy, and what had happened; had I been injured? How? Where was everyone?
A young-looking, pretty little Asian doctor dressed in scrubs, with a surgical mask hanging under her chin and a stethoscope around her neck came in and unzipped the plastic tent, and slipped a blood-pressure cuff around my upper arm.
"Excuse me, where am I? What happened?" I asked; tried to ask, I should say; all that came out was a collection of hoarse, scratchy sounds, and my lips felt cracked and dry.
"Don't try to talk, Tyler, just rest, your throat's too dry but you can't drink anything just yet, you're Nil by Mouth for now, maybe tomorrow we can take the IV drip out and you can sit up; if you can, you can have some water then. You're not really thirsty, you just think you are, your electrolytes and hydration are normal, so just bear with us a little longer. Now, there's someone to see you, she's been waiting three days now, just don't try and talk, and please, just take it easy, you're doing well, the operation went well but we just need to keep you immobilised a little longer, so don't panic, everything's fine, you're fine."
She patted my hand, took the BP cuff off me, made some notes on the chart in the holder next to the bed, and moved the squiggly monitor thing with the big yellow flickering numbers out of the way. She pulled the door open and beckoned whoever was outside.
"No more than thirty minutes, okay? He's still very disoriented, and he may fall asleep while you're talking, if he does don't worry, that's normal, he's been through a lot. He's still Nil by Mouth, so please don't try to give him anything to drink, he might aspirate and choke, but you can wet his lips if you do it sparingly, there's a water-bottle and sterile gauze pads in the night-stand. Stop at the station on your way out, I need to go over some things with you."
She stepped aside and there was Georgy, my Georgy-Girl, looking impossibly beautiful, tears in her big, beautiful grey eyes and her smile huge and radiant.
"Oh Willie, it's so good to see you awake, I was so scared, but they said the operation was a success, another few days and you can come home!"
I tried to speak, to ask her what happened, but she put her finger on my lips, and looked around to check the door was closed.
"Shush, Willie, your surgeon, Doctor Canête, said no talking, so be quiet!" she murmured, "About the other thing, don't worry about it, it's all sorted; the police came and left, they're satisfied Max and his accomplice died through their own incompetence, so they've closed the case, and they're going to recommend their deaths are recorded as 'Death by Misadventure' by the coroner. As far as the police are concerned, those two argued over who got what in the robbery, Max murdered his partner and fell down the back stairs in his rush to escape, because you couldn't possibly have done anything while incapacitated with such a serious head injury, and they know I couldn't have snapped that man's neck, not while Max was restraining me, I still have the bruises on both arms, plus Aunt Kay's own injuries meant she was also incapacitated, so we're okay, I think they know what really happened, but they're not taking it any further; we're in the clear."
I managed to breathe 'what injury, what did they do to me?' and Georgy's mood immediately sobered up.
"Max hit you with that bronze statue on the mantelpiece; it caused a depressed skull fracture, and made your brain swell. Willie, they had to cut a piece out of your skull to save your life!"
She was crying now, huge tears racing down her cheeks. She picked up the chart and flicked through it.
"You had something called a, called a, here it is, a 'subdural haematoma', they said it was a blood clot on your brain and they had to take it out or you would die; I had to sign the consent forms, I was your only kin, and they took you away and they cut your head open! They shaved your head and took a big piece out of your skull, then they screwed it back in again, I was so scared, we had so many plans, and that nursery we were going to make for our babies, I was so scared I'd never need it, and seeing you lying there so pale, day after day, barely breathing, and I knew, I just knew I was losing you, I was so scared..."
Her fingers were twining with mine, the best I could do; I wanted to hug her, to tell her I felt fine, that I'd beaten it and I was coming home, and all I could do was make rusty, croaking noises. Georgy bowed her head down, resting her forehead on my hand as she cried, but I managed to squeeze her hand to let her know I was okay, that we were good, that it was over.
"Aunt Kay..." I managed to whisper, and Georgy smiled through the tears streaming down her face.
"She's going to be fine, bad concussion and a fractured cheekbone but no other damage, they kept her in for observations too, she's next door; I'll try and bring her in tomorrow if they'll let her out of bed."
I struggled weakly against my wrist restraints, and Georgy squeezed my hand, stopping me.
"I'm sorry about your hands, baby," she murmured, "they don't want you turning around or touching your head yet, not until your sutures heal; they had to screw the piece of skull back in and it hasn't healed yet, so just a little longer, I promise."
She twinkled at me, her eyes flashing with mischief.
"When they asked my relationship to you on the form, I wrote 'spouse', so you, mister Tyler Courtenay De Morgan Giffard Amboise-Wilmot, are now officially my husband, got a legal paper that says so and everything, right here, look, so note to self: I shall be expecting an appropriate ring in the very near future!"
I grinned at her; incapacitated as I currently was, and distressed as she obviously was, I could still appreciate her piquant beauty and sweet, pixie sense of humour; when I got out of this place we were going to have that conversation about babies again; life was too short to make long-term plans, and after what we'd been through I knew I had to grab the brass ring while it was still in my reach.
*****
When I finally arrived home, in an ambulance, no less, because I wasn't allowed to walk or drive in case I jarred my rebuilt skull, I found the house a hive of activity; word had gotten around, and many of my old troop mates, enlisted as well as officers, had shown up to lend a hand and keep an eye on Georgy and Aunt Kay for me; the way those bastards had brutally attacked a nearly 80 year-old woman made them sick and very angry; if they weren't dead they would have sustained serious, maybe even fatal 'accidental' injuries. It brought a lump to my throat to think so many of our men, some of whom had known mum and been guests in this house, but also some I only vaguely remembered from my time in the sandbox, had thought so much of me that they'd come from far and wide to guard my home and family in my time of need. Those who weren't on protection duty had turned their hands to helping Georgy realise her dream house, and what they couldn't do they had mates who could, and the project house was galloping towards completion.
I couldn't do much, not with a fractured skull, and I sweated at home, mostly confined to bed, while the injuries to my skull healed; the first time the consultant orthopaedic surgeon pressed on the bone flap site of the craniotomy and declared he couldn't feel any grating ('crepitus' he called it) of bone against bone, which meant the bone had remodelled so the titanium screws could finally come out made me both very pleased and slightly sick at the same time, because who wants to know their head is being held together with screws? Yuck, shades of Frankenstein...
While I was lying around watching TV and wondering how the house was coming along, Georgy had enough free time to plot and plan with Aunt Kay as to how we could officially tie the knot, but Ah-hah! I'd already worked it out; my father was James de Morgan Giffard Amboise-Wilmot (which is why I only used the 'Wilmot tag, because damn, it was a bloody mouthful...), and my mother was Édie Amboise-Wilmot née Blaise De Montségur; mother was from an old French aristocratic family, although you would never have known it from her complete lack of a French accent. Dad had met and wooed her when he was in Paris on leave. Georgy's father was Jerome Woodville-Lassiter, and her mother, according to her birth certificate, was Édeline Woodville-Lassiter née Poitevant-Bérou.
It all worked out because, handily, my mother had three perfectly legal names due to her historic French family connections, which gave her different family names in different parts of France, so when she'd married Georgy's father, she'd dropped her original name she was married to my father with, her De Montségur family name, out of respect for her marriage to him, and used one of her other family surnames instead, all perfectly legal; new marriage, new name...
It would take more than a simple search at the registry office to turn up any connection between Georgy and me; I would have laid serious money on that.
Just in case, though, we arranged to be married in the Guard's Chapel in Wellington Barracks, London, which I was entitled to request, as an honourably discharged former officer of Guards just so no-one local would be there and maybe put two and two together, although the risk of that was low; Georgy didn't know any of the people who leased the huge swathes of farmland on the estate, it was all major agro-industrial combines, not old-fashioned farmers and their wives who took on that all that land; they changed around every so often anyway; there was no-one currently working the estate who'd been there when I was a boy, so no-one there knew me from Adam.
Georgy got the white wedding she'd let slip she'd always wanted, my two former tank-crew were my Best Man and groomsman, and four of Georgy's friends from university were her bridesmaids, while my former C.O. when I'd been deployed gave her away, with Aunt Kay standing proxy for mother. We couldn't have the 'Cavalry Arch of Steel' sword guard because I was no longer a serving officer, even if my father, Georgy's father (and my stepfather) and I had all served as field officers with the Household Cavalry, but I don't think Georgy cared too much.
She got the ring I promised her, too, and not some long-dead ancestor's ring either; I wanted to give her something entirely her own, perfect and first worn by her alone, and Asprey of London were happy to indulge me and my cheque-book in my quest for the perfect pair for the perfect girl. I gave her a platinum engagement ring set with a 2-carat Banquette-cut flawless diamond in a brilliant-cut white diamond cluster, and the matching wedding band set with 1.5 carats alternating baguette and brilliant-cut diamonds, because I was only ever going to marry her once, and she deserved the very best.
We didn't go away on honeymoon, though; it turns out we had to get a move on creating that perfect nursery Georgy wanted, because we were pregnant, and Georgy refused to go anywhere until her baby was safely born and in the big old house his or her ancestors had gone through so much down through the centuries to build, preserve, and protect.
Oh, and we sold the project house, for a surprisingly large sum, too, much, much more than we ever dreamed we would. The two bidders were both after the house for the same reason: its Georgian authenticity, but the eventual winner was a rabid Jane Austen nut, and, while he obviously couldn't buy any of the properties historically known to have Jane Austen associations, he still wanted an authentic house of the period that truly looked the part, with a few modern touches to add some contemporary luxury, and he wasn't too fussed about the cost, he just kept upping his bid.
He raved about how much the house looked like his mental image of Catherine Morland's home in the 'Northanger Abbey' novel, so of course we played it up, about how we'd restored the house with our decisions informed and influenced by the descriptions in the book to suggest the period, blah, blah, waffle, waffle, bullshit, bullshit. We hadn't, it was sheer bloody luck that it actually looked like we'd tried for that look, mainly thanks to Georgy's perfect eye for period detail, because I don't think I'd ever willingly have read 'Northanger Abbey' to crib from it; not enough pictures...
*****
Georgy is very reluctant to step away from the renovation game, even though she's pregnant; she's found something she's extraordinarily good at and she wants to keep going, but she made a promise to us both; job sites are dangerous places, there's all kinds of caustic, toxic chemicals and solvents lying around and getting spilled and haphazardly mopped up, and dangerous power tools, heavy machinery, and live cables all over the place.
She won't risk our unborn baby in that environment, so she's decided she's going to be my eyes in the sky for now, and she'll audit and correct the architectural drawings, order materials, and consult on finishes from home; she even had dad's old workshop turned into a home office/drawing office so she can work from there in a professional environment instead of spreading drawings and project paperwork all over Aunt Kay's dining tables.
She's not coming within a country mile of any job site any time soon, this baby is too precious to risk in any way, but she'll still get to choose the project houses we pick going forward, and I can live with that, because I definitely trust her practicality and judgement more than mine. I just fall hopelessly, starry-eyed in love with beautiful, faded old buildings as soon as I see them, while she actually looks into them and works out the problems they'll cause, and decides if we can live with it, or if we should walk away.
She's adamant about one thing though; future project houses were going to be more of the same, and I agreed with her; we'd gained a reputation as sympathetic, skilful restorers of period properties, due almost entirely to her instinctive feel for the elegance and proportions of Georgian houses, their scale and grandeur, and her eye for authentic period detail. Word of mouth got around quickly, and Georgy's name was already starting to make ears prick up and pay attention; I think the next project we do is going to generate a lot of interest precisely because of that. That we're a success at all is entirely down to her.
Just this morning a heap of auctioneer's and estate-agents' catalogues came tumbling through the letterbox, so I guess Georgy's feeling in the mood to go and scout out some faded old ladies and see if we can't make them grand dowager duchesses again; apparently, it's what we do best...
And Georgy's overcome her fear of thunder now; there's something about fighting for our lives against murderous, scumbag criminals that makes thunder seem irrelevant. It still makes her jump, but then memories of sending Max to his maker intrude, and she accepts there are enough real monsters in the world without making them up in her head too. I think we're going to be okay.
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Part 1: It Begins
It all began, like so many things, innocently enough; Georgy and I were getting ready to survey a couple of potential projects while Aunt Kay and Megan, the children's nanny got them ready for school and pre-school; normally Georgy and Megan did it, or on her days off I did, because Aunt Kay was eighty-one now, and while still spry and fit, just wasn't up to managing three boisterous, outspoken hooligans like my brood when they got out of hand. This morning was different, though; the vendor was catching a flight to Canada that afternoon so if we wanted to nail him down we had to be there on the bounce, which meant dumping the school run on Megan and heading down there hot-foot.
Georgy, of course, was consumed with guilt; looking after our kids was the be-all and end-all of her life, but we also had a business to run, and she was the one who mattered when it came to acquisitions and planning, not me; I was just there for the heavy lifting. Georgy was the negotiator and final say, and those two properties were something she'd set her heart on the second she'd spotted them and realised what a money-spinner they could be, as well as a showpiece for us and what we did.
"Mummy, don't want to go to school, wanna come with you an' daddy!" grumbled the middle child, my little girl Edie, the spitting image of her grandmother; every time I looked at her I saw my mum; the same big, grey-hazel eyes, that mop of auburn curls, the same firm chin, the same rosebud lips, and the same firm expression, and that same 'don't you dare mess with me!' line in her forehead when she didn't get her own way. I could stare at her all day, just loving her and seeing my mum back with us again. Her older brother Jamie and baby brother Jerome adored her and would do anything for her, she had them wrapped around her little finger, but she knew she was daddy's girl through and through.
Jamie had Georgy's striking looks and all of her calm temperament; those distinctive grey eyes and pale complexion, and that tell-tale mop of jet-black hair made him stand out in any crowd; he was a natural leader, whether playground games or exploring the house with Edie and Jerry in tow, and his sense of fun easily equalled his mother's.
Jerry was my little clone, my eyes, my hair, my independence, and my stubborn streak. If Aunt Kay could be made to admit to a favourite (and I think Torquemada would have had a tough time of it, to be honest) then she would have picked him; I think he reminded her of my own father, whom she'd helped raise from a little boy. I'd see her sometimes with Jerry on her lap staring at a photo of my father and flicking her gaze back over Jerry, obviously seeing my father in him.
"Poppet, you can't come with me, I'm going to see a creepy old house, there's going to be dust and cobwebs and spiders and cat-poop, you don't want to step in cat-poop do you?" said Georgy, straight-faced and serious while I hid my face, because I can't lie to the kids, they know all my tells.
"Yuck Mummy, why are you going to a poopy-house!?" she squealed, her face wrinkled up with disgust.
"Daddy and I might want to buy it and fix it, and if we do, we're going to have to clean it up and get rid of all the spiders and cat-poop, and there might even be dirty, sneaky weasels hiding behind the wardrobes and maybe eating the cat-poop!" she finished dramatically.
Edie stared in wide-eyed horror at the thought of cat-poop and dirty, filthy, nasty weasels eating it; if there's one way to distract a child, I've learned, it's to tell them something vaguely disgusting and let them fill in the gaps; it worked for Georgy, and now it was working on our daughter.
"I don't want to come with you Mummy, 'spose I see a weasel and it licks me?" she breathed, "Mummy, 'sposing it licks me with its tongue all covered in cat-poop? Eeee, yeeuck, that's horrible!"
"So you'd rather go to school, baby?" coaxed Georgy, and Edie nodded, wide-eyed and lip quivering in case she saw a dirty, cat poop-eating weasel. I had to hand it to Georgy; the way she came up with this stuff was near-genius level, because I wouldn't have been able to keep a straight face...
Georgy roundly kissed all the kids, so did I, slipping Megan a little sweetshop money to treat the kids when she picked them up, and beat feet out of there before Jamie told Edie that there was no such thing as cat poop-eating weasels and she started up again with the wanting to come with us.
"That was amazing, baby, you're so good at it!" I grinned, pulling Georgy close so I could kiss her and squeeze her squeezable bottom.
"I got it from you, Ty, don't you remember?" she grinned, "You told me I must never go into the old scullery by myself because that's where your umpteen-times great grandfather murdered Grizelda the milkmaid and stuffed her body up the chimney, and she came back as a brain-eating zombie so the family kept her locked in there, when all along that's where you used to sneak out at night through the old dairy!"
I laughed out loud, I'd completely forgotten about that, probably because I'd never habitually tortured my little sister the way all my friends used to with theirs.
"See, Tyler, if you managed to control that silly smirk of yours you'd be able to lie to the kids like a grand master, but you can't, you tell them stuff while you're grinning like a chimp and they just go "oh here we go, daddy's lying again!" whereas I learned from your mistakes; that's why I'm the boss of you!" she grinned, grabbing my crotch and almost making me trip over.
Eight years married, three kids, and she can still make me want her at the drop of a hat. At some point in my life I did something so right I'm being rewarded forever; life, for me, didn't get any better.
*****
The two properties we went to see proved to be exactly what Georgy was looking for, although she didn't let on; no point in tipping off the vendor how interested we really were. The owner, a little old lady somewhere in Canada had inherited the two houses, on adjoining plots, in the 1950's and done nothing with them since. Now she was getting on for 100 and her distant family were hoping to sell up and add something (hopefully) significant to the fortune they were expecting to inherit from her. The vendor, one of her estate trustees, was willing to be more realistic; in his view the properties were unliveable, quite unsellable in normal markets, and probably better off being demolished, because the site was potentially more useful as a car park than a living space; trying to manage or renovate them from Nova Scotia was just not feasible, and quite frankly, in his opinion they were more of a liability than an asset, so a reasonable offer would secure. Once he sold them he could get the family off the old lady's back, and we could do what we liked with them. Everyone wins.
I already knew that planning permission to build a parking structure was not going to happen, so no developers were going to be sniffing around; the houses were in a conservation area, which meant restorations or new builds had to harmonise or blend in seamlessly with the surroundings, but best of all, they were not listed, and probably wouldn't be, given that none of the other more period-representative properties in the immediate vicinity were listed either. That's not to say we had a free hand, either; in the words of the Planning Department, any work we did on any properties had to 'reflect and engage with the vernacular of the immediate environs' and pass their strict approvals procedure, which I knew we could easily do.
That meant no black privacy plate glass and concrete modernist additions or uPVC double-glazed conservatories tacked on to the sides of them, and no awful, overblown mock-Tudor 'stockbroker' town-house conversions complete with faux half-timbering; the surrounding properties were some quite magnificent Georgian, Regency, and mid-Victorian detached mansions and townhouses, so that was the vernacular, which was fine by us; that's what we did, after all.
Georgy was the negotiator in our partnership, so while she haggled I strolled around with my camera taking shots of the walls and chimneys, looking for cracks or subsidence, or signs of sagging, water damage and rising or falling damp, whether or not the window and door apertures were true and square, and comparing roof heights and square along the façade of the building. There was one large crack in the brickwork of the first house where the wall had separated along the brick courses rather than through the centre of the bricks, and, to check for movement, when we first scoped out the house I'd cemented a series of thin glass slides across the crack in various orientations.
A month later they were all still intact, no cracking or shattering, so I knew the wall wasn't moving, but a full structural survey would confirm that. If there was movement, we had a budget contingency for underpinning, so I wasn't too concerned. Otherwise I just wandered around, snapping away and letting the house talk to me, which was my way of working out whether I wanted it or if we should walk away.
Georgy found me at the back of the second house, measuring the ground heights and the square of the back wall with a laser tape measure. She looked smug, which meant she had good news.
"Kiss me, baby, we're in business!" she grinned. "Subject to survey, the houses are ours; there's a lot of work, and the structures seem to be sound, both houses, but the survey should confirm that. The vendor is looking for a quick sale, so I beat him down to what I think is a fair price; to be honest, I got them for a lot less than I'd bargained for, and he got more than he was expecting so we're both happy. In fact, I'm feeling so happy I think you should take me home and keep me going, don't you, Soldier-Boy?"
Her innocent, wide-eyed stare and ingenuous smile was more than I was prepared to pass up, so I dragged her back to the car with unseemly haste and only token resistance on her part. Georgy knows how to get my motor running, and it was revving up at the red-line; she was definitely getting the best of me when we got home!
*****
Aunt Kay greeted us as we came in, her raised eyebrow all too eloquent as she asked "I take it everything went well?"
Georgy grinned and pulled me along behind her.
"Like clockwork, Aunt Kay, and now Willie and I have to go and iron out some fine details, so don't hold lunch for us, please, we've got things to do!"
Aunt Kay smiled that knowing smile she got whenever Georgy told her we'd be 'busy' and patted my hand.
"Okay, darlings, just remember, Megan's picking some stuff up for me in Woodbury but she'll be collecting the kids from school in a couple of hours, so lock your door, sweethearts, you don't want any... distractions... while you're 'busy' do you?"
Georgy planted a quick kiss on her cheek and headed for the main stairs, my hand held firmly in hers as we sedately headed upstairs; if Aunt Kay hadn't been standing there watching I probably have been racing Georgy up the stairs, tickling her as I chased her, damn; still, there was always tomorrow...
Georgy raced me to our bedroom and darted inside, dodging around the bed and giggling as she continued to dodge me, but I was wise to this one, and I suddenly dived across the bed, grabbed her around the waist and dragged her back onto the bed with me.
"Not fair!" she complained, giggling as I tickled her, the one thing she had no defence against. "No, no, Tyler don't you dare no, stop it, I swear I'll, no Tyler, quit it!" she gurgled as I had most of my wicked way with her, but the best was yet to come.
"Stop it Tyler, please, no more..." she begged, so I kissed her.
"Get naked and it's a deal..."I growled in her ear, before sticking my tongue in and making her shriek and wriggle madly to try and escape.
"Okay, okay, you win, you big bully!" she grinned, so I kissed her again as I fumbled with the button on her jeans while she kicked off her ankle boots.
"You're a bad, shameless man, Tyler Wilmot..." she chided me even as she popped the button on my jeans, and as I slid backwards off the bed I grabbed the hem of her jeans and slid them off with me. As always, I took a long, happy moment to appreciate her legs. Georgy has long, supple equestrian's legs, perfectly formed and not at all over-muscled, just toned and firm and model-flawless, and I could look at them all day long. Of course, I'd rather look at the rest of her too, and she wasted no time in sliding off her polo shirt and tossing it dramatically across the room so I could indulge. She shook out her hair like a supermodel and posed for me in just her flimsy little panties and sexy, lacy bra. Even after three children she still had small, perfect, pouty little breasts and the picture of her like that, with cute, mismatched little socks to complete the look made me feel horny as hell.
"Strip, soldier, that's an order!" she barked, her eyes dancing with glee, so I did, in not-quite unseemly haste, while she watched and licked her lips. I keep myself in shape, a construction site is no place to be flabby and out of condition in, so I was nicely muscled, although not obsessive about it, and Georgy licking her lips as I stripped was all the affirmation I needed; as long as she liked what she saw, that was good enough for me.
I made to climb onto the bed with her but she stopped me, pointing at my shorts.
"I said 'strip', are you deaf, soldier?" she growled, eyes twinkling with suppressed laughter, but I shook my head.
"If you want them off so badly, come and take them off yourself!" I sneered, making her sneer right back at me before she darted across the bed, grabbed the waistband, and yanked my shorts down.
"Hmm, not bad, I suppose it'll have to do..." she mused, so I tackled her once again and kissed her, while deftly unhooking her bra and slipping it off.
"Gotcha!" I grinned, rolling over so she was on top of me. "C'mere, you!"
Georgy wriggled on top of me, grinning naughtily, which was fine by me; having my beautiful wife and sexy best friend grinding on me was all to the good as far as I was concerned, plus it meant I could slide her panties off much easier; there's always a silver lining, if you know where to look...
"Now I've got you where I want you, I expect you to take full advantage of me, got that?" she grinned, rubbing noses with me as she ground her pussy against my aching cock.
"Your word is my command, oh Star of Mine Evening Delight and Moon of my desire!" I straight-faced even as my hands slipped down to fondle and pull her bottom-cheeks apart.
"Ooh, Tyler you naughty man...do it again!" she giggled, so I obliged, making her sigh and grind against me all over again.
"You're such a bad man, Willie, I don't know why I put up with you...oh, wait, yes I do!"
With that she slid her knees either side of me and sat up, posting on top of me as she slid her slick, damp pussy against my rigid cock. I could tell it was getting to her, her eyes were closing and a pink flush was creeping down her neck and suffusing her chest area.
"Will, please..."she murmured, gasping as I thrust against her, making her eyes fly open. I slid my hands up her thighs to her waist, planning on flipping her over, but she shook her head.
"N-no, Willie, I w-want to drive..." she stammered, grinding herself even more definitely against me as her small, perfect breasts danced. I didn't argue because damn, she looked hot and clicked my meter over to 'full overload' when she took charge!
George grinned lasciviously at me as she rode me like a slo-mo Texas bar bull.
"Dirty soldier-boy like this, yes? Do more for ten dollar extra, you pay me I do bad things you betcha!" she pidginned at me, momentarily distracting me from the mesmerising sight of her sexy little nipples circling as her boobs danced.
I was totally entranced with her; every time with my Georgy-Girl is like the first time, it's always new, always hot, and overloads my brain, and that's how it was just then.
"Please, Georgy..." I groaned, desperate to make love with my sexy wife. Georgy played a little longer, no doubt enjoying the expression of agonised lust on my face before taking pity on the poor suffering soldier. I felt her raise up slightly, and then suddenly I was engulfed in her hot, most snugness as she slid me into her, slowly, slowly lowering herself onto me until I was completely embedded in her.
"Better, Ty?" she whispered, before once more rotating her hips and riding me, squeezing me with her internal muscles as she gyrated on top of me. Neither of us can take this for long, Georgy gets off on being in the driving seat, at making me come more or less at her whim, and I get to watch her whole body shake and quiver, which means I have a helluva time holding back. It's our favourite game, we both know the rules, and nobody loses.
Georgy had long given up the sensuous hip-rolling that made her whole body quiver and flex, now she was just pounding herself down onto me, while I was doing quadratic equations and target triangulation calculations in my head to keep me from just exploding inside her; I wanted to keep us on the edge as long as possible, my favourite thing in the whole world is pleasing my girl, and I wanted to keep pleasuring her as long as possible. Georgy gasped through a firecracker string of mini-orgasms but I somehow held on, I wanted her to remember why our afternoon delight was such an important place for us.
"Ooohhh Will, yess, yesss, YESSS!" she screamed as the big one hit, and that was it for me; I came so hard my cockhead actually burned with the pressure jetting into her, long, thrilling spurts that nearly turned me inside out, filling my girl with my essence.
Georgy slumped down bonelessly on me, utterly spent, her heart thundering and her breath whistling through her teeth. I was in no better shape; my ears were still popping and crackling from that massive climax and my arms felt limp as wet spaghetti. With the last of my strength I rolled onto my side so Georgy could slide off me and rest in the hollow of my arm.
I don't know how long I slept, not very long according to the mantel clock; it was only 4:30, which wasn't late at all, until a stray thought filtered through the post-coital lassitude; it was 4:30, the kids' school gave out at 3:30, and it was a only a short drive away; they should have been home, had their tea, and be creating bedlam by now, but the house was silent. Georgy stirred, looking at me sleepily.
"Baby-girl, where's the kids?" I murmured, and her eyes snapped open as she jerked upright.
"It's half-past four, where are they Ty?" she gasped, before jumping out of bed, slipping on a pair of panties and tugging a simple shift dress over her head as she made a beeline for the door.



"Kids, where are you? Jamie, Edie, Jerry, where are you?" she yelled as she bounded down the stairs and dashed into the dining room with me close on her heels. No kids, no TV, no sign of their usual tea-time chaos, and the same in the family room, no schoolbags and coats or drawings to put on the fridge. Georgy was beginning to panic.
"Children, babies, where are you, please come out, it's not funny!" she begged, an edge of hysteria in her voice. I looked out onto the driveway, no sign of the Ford B-Max MPV we'd bought for the school run. I was beginning to panic now; I tried Megan's phone, it rang to voicemail, ditto the phone in the MPV; what the hell was going on? Megan was the children's nanny, she was supposed to be immediately available anytime one of us called, that's what we paid her for, but she wasn't answering her phone, and no-one was picking up the car phone.
Just then Aunt Kay came down the corridor from the other end of the house looking worried.
"Will, Georgy, it's after half-past four, where are Megan and the children? They should have been home nearly an hour ago..."
Georgy grabbed Aunt Kay's hands, her eyes wild.
"Where's my children, Aunt Kay, why aren't they here, they should be here now, Aunt Kay..."
Aunt Kay looked worriedly at me but I'd just had a thought and pinged the car phone with the 'Find My Phone' app. It was showing the phone location as just outside Woodbury, near the kids' school.
"Come on Georgy, I know where the car is, let's go..."
I drove the Jeep, Georgy was jittering and having borderline hysterics by then, not that I blame her, I nearly was too, but I tried to keep on top of it. The GPS locator 'pinged', and the red line was showing a narrow lane, so I took it, and there was the Ford, about a hundred yards in, nosed into a hedge, the taillights shattered and the rear bumper and tailgate crushed and dented.
I slid to a halt, but Georgy beat me to the punch, leaping out before the car had even stopped moving and running to the side of the MPV, to tug wildly at the dented, locked rear door. I was right behind her, seeing my children still strapped in their car-seats in the back in the back seat, and the pale, frightened face of Megan as she huddled in the rear seat foot-well, her arms around the frightened, hysterical children.
I blipped the locks with Georgy's set of keys and yanked the door open and immediately all four of them started crying and babbling hysterically. Georgy unclipped and grabbed Jerry, who was almost incoherent, herself crying and gabbling, while I tried to help Megan out, but she was obviously in shock, and she wouldn't let go of the children; she fought me off in her determination to protect the children from whatever had happened here. I pulled out my phone, intending to call the police but no signal; we were in a dead-spot, which explained why no-one had called us, and poor Megan had refused to leave the children to go find help against whatever had happened here.
Georgy handed Jerry to me and tried to get Megan to let the kids up, to understand she and the children were safe, while Jerry hugged my neck so tightly it felt like he was choking me, but I didn't care, my baby boy was obviously seriously spooked. As Georgy spoke soothingly, quietly to her, the poor girl slowly relaxed, hugging Georgy as a storm of tears burst from her. She clutched Georgy as she trembled, almost falling out of the back of the MPV, which gave me room to unclip and scoop the kids out, all three of them holding me tightly as they sobbed hysterically.
We couldn't stay here, whoever had done this might be back, so Georgy sat on the grass verge, Jerry and Edie on her lap, Jamie in her arms, and both of them hugging Megan as I made short work of transferring the child-seats into the back seat of the Jeep, then took Jamie and strapped him in, then Edie, Georgy handed me Jerry, and hustled Megan into the front seat; she and Georgy would share the seat and seatbelt for the short drive home.
As soon as I hit the main road, two bars popped up on my phone, so I gave it to Georgy for her to call the police and tell them what had happened. Megan never said yea or nay, she was still in shock, but I had to know what had happened, who'd done this, and why; those dents in the driver's side and passenger door weren't impact prangs from another car; someone had tried to batter those doors open, to get to either my children or Megan; who, why, what did they want, and, more to the point, were they coming back to finish what they'd started? Home first; we were safe there, the kids would be safe there, when we got home we could puzzle this out; right now, drive, and drive safely, precious cargo in the back, get them home, then try and work out who'd do this to my kids, and why.
*****
I pulled up right in front of the central portico, and Georgy and Megan tumbled out, running around to the other side of the car to grab the kids out of the door facing the house and hustle them inside while I watched our back-trail in case anyone was following. The kids were still scared, they'd been through a terrifying experience and they could see how tense I was, even though Georgy was trying to calm them down and make a game of it, telling them jokes and silly stories about daddy fighting weasels all morning. As the family disappeared inside, a pair of West Mercia Police patrol cars, blue lights flaring, screeched into the driveway, and a Police Support Unit Mercedes Benz Sprinter van slid across the gates, blocking the driveway.
The face I saw climbing out of the first police car drew a sigh of relief from me; Charlie Bowen, Police Superintendent, my former platoon commander back in the sand, and Edie's Godfather. I could see the anger on his face even if he tried to hide it, he loved my kids, and Edie loved her Godfather, and the thought someone had tried to harm them had infuriated him, that was obvious.
"How are the kids, Will, how are they taking it?" he demanded as he approached me at a run.
"Talk to me, Will, what's the SP?" he said as led me a little way away from the rest of his uniforms. "My lads are going to follow form, there's a specialist on her way who deals with children traumatised by attempted kidnappings, which is how we have to approach this, so we'll wait for her, but tell me what you know, and how you got to the kids."
"Not much to say, honestly. The kids are fine, scared, shaken up, but unharmed, maybe your psych girl can dig out of them what happened, I haven't tried yet; just make sure she goes easy; they're only small. I can tell you what I know, which isn't much. Georgy and I came back home from a day on one of the sites, fell asleep, and woke up after 4, and that's when we realised the kids weren't home yet. I knew Megan was in town to collect them, but calling her phone or the carphone failed, I found the carphone on GPS and it led us to the minivan."
My voice shook as what had so nearly happened to my children hit me.
"Someone rammed them, Charlie, someone forced them off the road, and tried to get to the kids; thank God for the side-impact protection, it kept them safe and the doors held. The van is pretty badly dented up but they were unharmed. Megan's in shock, I found her in the rear footwell, her arms wrapped around the kids, she actually fought me off, all she wanted to do was protect my kids; if I could give her a medal I would, she earned it today, believe me..."
Charlie looked at me curiously.
"Will, this wasn't an attempted kidnapping. Think about it: they battered and clubbed the doors hard enough to dent them, but all they had to do to get to the kids was smash the glass and pop the doors. Why didn't they do that? I'll tell you why; they were sending you a message: 'Look how easily we can get to you'. This is personal, Will, someone's after you, and today was just them showing you where your weaknesses are. They know by now you'll probably have worked it out, so they're going to try something else. They're getting inside your head, Will, and they'll be back, I guarantee it, question is, when, and what will they do next? You need to call this in, Will, you know who, get them down here ASAP."
*****
The psychologist-person tried to interview the kids but they'd had enough and clammed up, peering at her suspiciously from behind Georgy like three scared mice. Eventually Georgy had had enough of her and her questions too and shooed her out, she was just spooking the kids even more and they were tired, strung-out, scared, hungry, and in no mood for anything except their Mummy and me. When the cops finally left, except for the police car parked prominently by the main gate, we gathered in the dining-room for a family pow-wow over dinner. Feeding the kids took our minds off the events earlier, but they weren't far from our thoughts.
When dinner was done, Jamie, for once, allowed his mother to hold and hug him on her lap, Edie of course was snuggled on my lap, and Jerry was wrapped tight around his Aunt Kay, his favourite spot.
"What happens next, children?" asked Aunt Kay, rocking Jerry like the infant he actually was, "this is not over is it? Are the people who did this coming back for more, and how are we going to stop them next time?"
Georgy shook her head slightly, rolling her eyes imperceptibly at the children.
"Daddy and Uncle Charlie made some calls, and guess what babies?" she sing-songed brightly, no trace of stress or worry in her voice; a small part of me wondered how she did that, because I was trying manfully to hold a deep, killing rage down inside me; someone had tried to harm my kids!
The kids looked at her curiously.
"Uncle Andy and Uncle Rex are coming for a visit, they want to see you kids and maybe take you all on a little adventure, would you like that?"
Andy 'Jarhead' Simmons and Rex 'Bonzo' Miller were my two Scimitar ARV (Armed Reconnaissance Vehicle) crew from back in the sand, they'd had my back numerous times when things got hairy, and we'd been shot up, blown-up, and bailed out together three times. We'd made it back alive, alone and unsupported, to the Bastion in one of the most dangerous places in the world solely because we'd trusted each other, and now I needed them again. They were my Best Man and Groomsman, and, more importantly, Jamie and Jerry's Godfathers, and the two most capable, reliable, soldiers I knew. They'd be furious that my kids, their godchildren, had been attacked; with them on hand we'd have more than a fair chance against whoever was behind all this.
The kids' eyes lit up and loud, happy chatter suddenly filled the room; Bonzo and Jarhead spoil them relentlessly, and let them get away with stuff I'm obliged to damp down because Georgy wouldn't approve, even if I had no problem with it, and generally let them rampage on them; they're their favourite playmates and never, ever scold them. Of course they went wild, their excitement off the scale knowing that Uncle Andy and Uncle Rex were on the way. I could see the dark in their eyes dissipating and winked at Georgy; once again she'd said exactly the right thing to get the kids perked up and being kids again; I wished I knew how she did that, but honestly I'm just grateful she knew how at all.
Georgy hugged Jamie to her, something he hates, because he's a big boy now, and kissed him, again something he was publicly allergic to, and spoke to the kids.
"They said they'd be here in the morning, so why don't you all go to bed, it's late, and when you wake up in the morning, Uncle Andy and Uncle Rex will be here, and we can all have some fun, yes?"
Cue complaints, 'Mummy, I'm not sleepy', 'no, Mummy, don't wanna go to bed', 'not tired', the usual kid fussing at bedtime, but Georgy and Aunt Kay packed them off to bed. Normally Megan would help with the 'bath/teeth/PJ's/tuck-in/story' cycle, but she was still in shock, so Aunt Kay helped while I prowled around downstairs letting my anger free where the kids wouldn't see it.
When Georgy eventually came back down I'd finished punching throw-pillows and fingering the horrendous medieval killing implements lining the walls and promising mayhem, and I was ready to have a rational conversation. Georgy, however, had other things on her mind.
"Find them, Tyler, find the men who did this; they terrorised my babies, how fucking DARE they! Promise me, Tyler Wilmot; whatever it takes, however you do it, I want them found and I want them punished for what they did. They attacked my children! They have to pay, promise me!"
I pulled her close to me, feeling her body taut as a bowstring; she was beyond furious, someone had threatened her babies and the mother bear was out and looking for blood. Also, she'd called me by my proper name, something she almost never does, telling me just how serious she was. I held her close, feeling her stiff and unyielding against me as the fury worked its way through her. Georgy is the most placid, most even-tempered person I know, and it shocked me just how angry she was (although, thinking about it, I shouldn't have been), but eventually she relaxed, slumping bonelessly against me. It was then I realised she was crying softly, her body trembling as fear and reaction replaced cold fury.
"Will, they came so close...they're just babies, and those men, they...they...oh God Will, supposing they'd got to them, supposing they'd hurt my babies, Willie, how can I...oh my God, my children, what if they'd... thank you God, thank you..."
All the hysteria and fright she'd hidden so well from the kids was coming out, and all I could do was hold her and help her level-off; our kids were safe, those men had scared them, but they were unharmed. That didn't mean I was going to let it go, oh no sir. I was going to find them and pay them back; they'd come after my children, now they were going to discover just what kind of hornet's nest they'd stirred up!
"They didn't get to them, baby, the kids are safe, that's all that matters, they're safe, Georgy-Girl," I murmured, stroking her glorious hair as she huddled on my lap, "Bonzo and Jarhead will be here in the morning and we'll take a shufti around, see if we can pick up any clues who they are or what they want. Where are the kids right now?"
Georgy wiped her eyes on my shirt and turned to look up at me. My heart broke at the look on her face; today had very nearly been a mother's worst nightmare and the ravages showed on her face, in her eyes.
"They're all in the nursery, I wanted them close by tonight, poor Megan insisted on staying with them, so she's on an airbed on the floor in there with them, and Aunt Kay's sleeping in the room on the other side of our room; I want all the family in one place tonight, not all over the house, okay, baby?"
I pulled her in closer to me.
"Good thinking, I'll sleep better knowing the kids are just a few feet away. And talking of sleeping, it's been a fraught day, let's go to bed, I'm feeling kind of twitchy right now and I need to be near the kids."
*****
I woke with a start in the wee small hours and had to smile; all three kids were in bed with us, Jerry wrapped in his mother's arms, Edie in the crook of my arm, and Jamie snuggled down between his little brother and sister, his fingers intertwined with Georgy's. I grinned and pulled the covers up over all five of us; at least right then and there my family was safe and secure, and that was good enough for me.
*****
I was awakened by a child landing on my midriff.
"Daddy-Daddy-Daddy-wake-up-Daddy-wake-up!" chanted Edie, "Mummy says breakfast is ready come on daddy, come on!"
Pouring myself out of bed, the best I could manage at that point, seemed to be the only way to quieten her down, so I did, stumbling into the en-suite to brush my teeth and splash some cold water on my face to wake me up, then a quick tickle for my little girl before hoisting her into my arms to carry her down to have breakfast.
The boys were already tucking into their favourite breakfast, shredded wheat with milk, a spoon of honey, and a dollop of clotted cream, and there was a beguiling scent of bacon in the air, good, breakfast for grownups too. Aunt Kay and Georgy brought in chargers loaded with bacon, sausages, fried eggs, and toast. I looked quizzically at Georgy; surely she didn't expect me to eat all of that? She caught my expression and grinned.
"Bonzo and Jarhead just pulled up outside, perfect timing, as usual, so tuck in, what you don't eat they will. Tuck in."
Aunt Kay opened the door just in time for Bonzo to pick her up and spin her around, making her laugh with pleasure. The kids saw them and promptly forgot their breakfasts, instead mobbing their two favourite people. We tried talking over the noise of three excited children but gave up, instead settling for a cooked breakfast with Edie and Jerry sitting on the guys' laps and sharing the occasional bite. While they indulged the kids Bonzo and Jarhead exchanged glances with Georgy and me, reading the concern in Georgy's eyes and expression when the kids weren't looking.
By mutual agreement, we four retired to the sitting-room while Aunt Kay took the children up to get them dressed. I needed to fill them in on what had happened, and what it meant. I also couldn't help seeing that Jarhead had a Clansman PRC 349 personal role radio handset tucked inside his Multicam jacket, and a Push-to-talk headset around his neck. WTF?
Rex got the ball rolling.
"So Will, Sunray (Charlie's call-sign back in the day) shared some of his suspicions which is why we came hot-foot; when Georgy called me Sunray had already given me the SP, and I agree; if they'd really wanted to hurt the kids they could have easily have gotten to them. No, this is someone with a score to settle, and he's showing you how easily he can get to you. Whoever he is, this guy means business."
Andy spoke up.
"We had a chin-wag about it last night, and all the way down here. I think we need to get you guys out of here; whoever's gunning for you knows where you are, he knows how to get to you, and he's not going to stop at terrorising the kids. Bonzo's right: whoever he is, he means business. I have a Sat-phone with Sunray's number on speed-dial, he's expecting a call soon to say we're out of here, so better start getting mounted up, Will."
I had been racking my brains trying to come up with a name, maybe someone who hadn't liked one of our property deals, although if that were the case it would have been easier to just contact a solicitor and file for a review with the County Court and the planning committee, not resort to terrorising children. I needed to think this through, to try and come up with someone, anyone who had that kind of grudge. I stood up to go and pour myself a glass of water, and caught sight of Jamie standing in the doorway. As I turned to ask him what he wanted, I felt something stir my hair, and heard the 'tink!' of the window breaking even as the 18th-century Meissen shepherdess on the mantelpiece shattered into a thousand pieces.
Moving on instinct alone, I dived for the floor, yanking Georgie down with me, wrapping her in my arms as I rolled us both against the wall right under the window. I'd been shot at enough times out in the sandbox to know that someone was taking pot-shots at me, and the safest place was right under the window, up against the thick, solid stone wall of the old building; no bullet in the world was getting through two feet of Portland stone.
Even as I hit the floor, Bonzo leaped forward and grabbed Jamie, cradling him in his arms as he rolled into the hallway and out of any sight-line of whoever was shooting at us. It didn't stop them, though; a fusillade of shots shattered both sitting-room windows, raking the wall opposite and splintering the ornate Elizabethan walnut panelling.



"JAMIE!!" shrieked Georgy, struggling to get away from me.
"He's OK, Georgy, I've got him, he's safe!" shouted Bonzo, "Stay where you are, he can't get to you there, Jamie's under the stairs with me, just stay there, don't move!"
Jarhead had hit the floor too, diving behind the big Chesterfield sofa, pulling his headset and boom mike into place as he hit the ground.
"Sunray, Sunray, this is Foxtrot Victor Romeo Two-Niner I say again, Foxtrot Victor Romeo two-niner call-sign Jarhead, Mayday, Mayday, Mayday, incoming fire, unknown shooter or shooters, no casualties, there are children here, I say again, there are children here, we are taking fire, requesting bailout ASAP, this is a priority Alpha, I say again, we are taking fire, requesting priority Alpha bailout ASAP, Foxtrot Victor Romeo Two Niner EXFIL."
Bonzo out in the hallway, smack in the centre of the building and out of any possible harm's way with Jamie, called out to Aunt Kay.
"Mrs. K, Mrs. K, get the children and Megan away from the windows NOW! All of you, stay up there, don't move around, lie down on the floor in the hall, don't try and come down the stairs, I'll come get you all, repeat DO NOT go near the windows, just lie flat on the floor. The police are on their way, stay there and don't move until I say so!"
The shots had stopped, and in the ringing silence all I could hear was Jamie crying, and Georgy crying and struggling, glaring at me because I was holding her close to me and not letting her go to him.
"No, don't, he's waiting to see movement, stay put, sweetheart! Jamie's Ok, Bonzo's got him, he's safe where he is; please, wait, the police are on their way, don't give him a target."
Georgy suddenly stopped struggling, instead slumping against me, crying hysterically.
"Who's doing this Will, what do they want? They tried to kill you, that bullet was aimed at you, they missed, but supposing he hadn't? He's trying to kill you Will, why, who is he, what have we ever done to deserve this?"
I held my mouth; I wished to God I knew.
The sound of sirens, police two-tones came from the distance, lots of sirens, and then they were louder, and blue flashing lights were reflecting off the walls as the police vehicles pulled up outside the house.
"Hello the house, this is the police!" and a rapid tattoo of knocking at the door let us know the police were at the door. Bonzo opened the door, and a squad of the West Midlands Police Armed Response Unit, in their distinctive black body armour and NOMEX overalls, and black MICH2000 tactical helmets, with SIG SG551 folding-stock carbines dived into the room and took up station either side of the windows.
"Injuries?" enquired the sergeant in charge of the squad.
"None here," replied Bonzo, "two children and two adults on the upper floor, check them out..."
A pair of armed officers peeled off and took the stairs two at a time, calling out as they ran upstairs. Jamie ran crying into the room and jumped into Georgy's arms before Bonzo could stop him, and then suddenly Edie and Jerry were there too and I could hold my children again, and that's when the reaction set in. The police discreetly looked the other way while I fell apart, and then suddenly Aunt Kay was there to hug us all as I cradled my wife and children, and yes, there were tears; I'd suffered nightmares not knowing if my children were safe, horrific visions of them lying silent and motionless upstairs, harmed by that madman, running through my mind, and to know they were safe, and in my arms, I have no words.
Charlie came rushing into the room, eye-counted us all, and sagged in relief.
"Thank fuck, Will, all the way here I..." he choked, hunkering down to ruffle the kids' hair and squeeze Georgy's knee. Edie clambered out of my lap and hugged him, her Godfather and best friend, and the tears ran down his cheeks as he hugged her close. After a few longer, heartfelt hugs, and a kiss to the top of her head he handed her back to me and nodded silently at the door. I gave our daughter back to Georgy, who gathered her in, and followed Charlie out of the room. We walked in silence all the way to dad's old study in the upper branch of the 'E' the house was built like, and that's when he lost it.
"FUCKING BASTARD, FUCKER SHOT AT CHILDREN, HE'S GOING TO FUCKING DIE, I SWEAR!" He yelled, slamming his fist down on dad's desk, "How fucking dare he, on my watch, he does this, first he attacks the children then he shoots at them, I'm going to fucking disembowel that cunt, how fucking dare he!"
I hugged him close as he shook with rage; Charlie was one of my oldest friends, the kids meant the world to him, he'd carried them when they were newborns and played with them all their lives, and someone had put them in mortal danger; he was incandescent with rage, but still not as furious as I was. Whoever was doing this was a dead man; Charlie was constrained by law to apprehend him and have him sent for trial; not me. The first chance I got, he was going to die, painfully. The bastard came after my children, they could have died! He was going to pay, whoever he was.
Charlie looked like a man with a serious problem.
"Will, this whole situation is going to blow up on us; if the press gets hold of this it will be bad, they'll be yelling about terrorist incidents and 'Radical Islamic terror groups' and God knows what other fucking nonsense and making two and two into twenty-two and in the middle of it all this fucking madman is going to slip away until he's ready to try again. If the Chief Constable and the Chief Superintendent are pressed too hard by the media, they're going to turn to the Home Secretary, and he'll be answering questions in Parliament and laying blame anywhere he can and it's going to be a fucking media shit-show with you and the kids right in the middle of it. I can't allow that, so we'll do it this way: Bonzo and Jarhead are part of a specialist MoD group, SRG, security operatives who manage special projects for the military and certain branches of government; they were here too, they were under assault, which makes this their show."
He shook his head resignedly.
"If you allow them to step in front of this, it becomes an SRG, and in all likelihood SIS-SAS, joint-operation, then it's immediately covered by The Official Secrets Act. That means immediate and total media clampdown, no word of this gets out, and you get SRG and the SAS watching your backs and looking for whoever's behind this. How does that lie with you?"
I had to stop dead and think about it; so many people here already knew what had gone down, how could Charlie suddenly make this to not have happened?
"What about us, Charlie, where do we all go? We can't stay here, we can't be put in police protective custody indefinitely, how do we get eyes off us?"
Charlie actually grinned, although it was more of a rictus.
"All my lot have, at one time or another, signed The Official Secrets Act, they know how to keep their mouths shut if they want to keep their jobs and stay out of court, and when I say court I'm talking about being debriefed by a bunch of faces at Spook-Central, not the county court or the Crown court, so I guarantee when they leave here they'll forget what they saw, who was here, and what happened. They're already aware of the presence of at least two SRG officers so they know there's something else going on here. They won't talk."
Just then Jarhead knocked and walked in.
"Will, Charlie, we need to arrange for a rapid bug-out, we've got a couple of safe locations, unless you've got a better idea, Will; I don't like the idea of hanging around here too much longer, we need to bail ASAP out before they brew us up again."
"Let me get Georgy and the kids sorted and we'll get our stuff together, give us thirty minutes and we'll be packed and ready, I know where we're going..."
Part 2: Withdraw and Regroup
Leaving the house had been a bit of a wrench but we had no real choice, and we managed it okay without too many frayed tempers or teary outbursts. Luckily we'd retrieved the children's car-seats from the wrecked B-Max, they went into one of the nondescript estate Toyota Land Cruisers parked in the rear garage, and a bunch of suitcases and flight-bags stuffed with clothes, favourite toys, laptops and tablets went in the other one. Megan and Aunt Kay were both coming with us; after the way she'd defended the kids there was no way on God's earth I was cutting Megan loose to fend for herself, plus the kids loved her and she wouldn't be parted from them anyway.
Jarhead arranged to have an SRG-bonded contractor in to repair the damage to the house and provide 24/7 security while the house was empty, and his boss would very shortly be having a little chat with the school and the local education authority about the kids' absence and impressing upon them how it never happened, that issues of national security were at stake, and just how dim a view those higher up would take of any discussion of it by anybody at all. With that we set off, I drove the car with the kids, with Georgy riding shotgun, and Jarhead drove the other Land Cruiser with Aunt Kay and Megan for company. Bonzo was going to follow about ten minutes behind us in Georgy's battered but reliable old Land Rover Defender, keeping his distance and watching our back-trail.
Our destination was one of the properties I'd inherited from my father's estate, a pretty, 6-bedroomed cottage (actually, two cottages knocked together into one) in a secluded valley in The Peak District. Georgy and I had vacationed there as a sort of short honeymoon just before Jamie was born, and she'd always wanted to come back and spend more time there; I just don't think our current trip and the reasons behind it were quite what she had in mind back then!
The house was just the right size, big enough to hold all of us comfortably and for the kids to rampage around in, and small enough to pick up easily. There was even a genuine cottage herb garden and surrounding wildflower meadows; the valley itself was one of those smooth parabolic valleys scooped out by a glacier during the Ice Age, with rounded valley bottom, and wide, gently sloping sides all the way up to a clear horizon, a mile or so wide and several miles longer along its main axis, ample space for the kids to play, explore, and roam around in, and, much more to my liking, no nearby tree-line, just flat, open meadow-land off into the distance, clear visibility for a full three-sixty.
Georgy was unhappy at first. Of course she was; she loved her home, she'd grown up there, all her favourite and most familiar things were there, but the plus side was this was more like an extended holiday, or at least the kids thought so, and it wasn't a permanent change; we'd go home one day, sooner rather than later if we could get that bloody lunatic, whoever he was, off our backs.
The cottage was fully stocked with the basic domestic necessities, things like household appliances, saucepans, skillets, and baking sheets, silverware, tableware, bed-linens, quilts, pillows, and fluffy bathrobes. There was even a backup generator and a full fuel-oil tank for the hot water heater and central heating. Georgy and I had always meant to go back there and spend an extended holiday, but then pregnancy, work, and family life had put a hold on that, but we'd always kept the place spick and span and ready to go if we ever managed to get a week away from work. I never guessed in a million years we'd be using it as a hideaway from a lunatic who had a homicidal hatred of us for reasons unknown...
The kids were quiet at first, and Georgy kept giving me worried glances; the three of them were usually just this side of bloody rowdy, and to see them so subdued worried me more that I wanted to let on, but I could see Georgy was worried too; what had that terrifying incident done to them, especially Jamie, who'd seen his mother and I huddling against a wall while someone shot at us?
After a couple of hours Georgy had had enough of the silence from the back seat, and made me pull over onto the wide grass verge.
"Ty, I think the kids need to stretch their legs," she told me, mugging furiously, and I agreed just as phony-heartily, jumping out and unbuckling the children's seat harnesses so they could run around in the warm sunshine. Jerry and Edie seemed to be relatively unaffected by what had happened; they'd been safe upstairs when Georgy and I had been pinned down, but Jamie, usually the adventurous, outgoing one, wouldn't go with Georgy as she and the two little ones pointed out and laughed at rabbits and cows in the fields and all the Hedge-Sparrows and songbirds flitting in and out of the Hawthorn hedgerows, cautious of the Harriers hovering high above the fields.
For the first time in a very long time Jamie slipped his hand into mine and clung on tight, refusing to leave my side. He didn't even object when I picked him up, something he hates with a passion; instead he clung tightly to my neck, and I realised he was crying. I nodded at Georgy's worried glance and sauntered around the car with him, taking him out of sight of the two little ones as they played and ran around on the grass with Georgy.
"Do you want to tell me about it, son?" I urged him, sitting on the tailgate with him in my arms. Jamie said nothing, just cried softly, so I let him, obviously he had something he needed to cry out, so I waited, holding him close until he was ready to talk. It distressed me that my little boy was so distressed; Jamie never cries, he's a confident, calming influence on the two younger ones even though he's only seven years old, but now he was just my little boy and he needed to cry. Jamie is Jamie; when he's ready to share, he does.
After a few more minutes I sensed he'd stopped crying, so I pulled a Kleenex out of the travel bag and wiped his eyes while he blew his nose. Once he was cleaned up I pulled him against me, letting him listen to my voice in my chest as I talked, the way he'd liked to sleep when he was small.
"You want to tell me about it, son?" I asked, feeling him nod against me, so I let him speak, telling me all about it.
"Daddy, was that man trying to kill you and Mummy? Was he going to kill Mummy? Why?" he murmured. Right, so that was what this was about. I thought so.
Jamie tucked his head further in under my chin, his favourite spot when he was a toddler, so he could feel my voice rumbling in my chest and listen to my heartbeat.
"No, no he wasn't, he was just trying to scare us, me and Mummy. I don't know why he wanted to scare us, but Uncle Rex, and Uncle Andy, and me, when we get you all nice and comfy and settled-in where we're going, we're going to find out."
"Were you scared, daddy?" he asked, and I told him the truth.
"Yes, Jamie, just a little bit, but Mummy was very scared, he frightened her and that scared me, and then I saw you, and you could have been hurt by accident and that scared me even more; that's why Uncle Rex grabbed you and hid you under the stairs, so you'd be safe, just in case."
"You stopped Mummy being scared didn't you, Daddy?" he asked, and I had to smile.
"I think so, Jamie; actually, though, she stopped being scared when she knew you were okay; you're her big-boy, and she always wants you to be safe and happy, that's her job; to be your Mummy and love you, and Edie, and Jerry and make you all happy."
"And we have to love Mummy and keep her safe and make her happy too, don't we daddy?" he asked me, and I had to grin, almost bursting with pride; how did I get so lucky with this kid? I ruffled his hair affectionately and for once he didn't shake his head in annoyance and smooth his hair back again; instead he grinned back at me, all trace of tears or fear gone from his eyes. I knew another hug wasn't going to happen; he wouldn't like that, he wasn't a huggy-clingy kid at all, so I squeezed his shoulder, man-to-man stuff he'd appreciate.
"That's right, Jamie; you and me, our job is to keep Mummy and Edie and Jerry and Aunt Kay and Megan safe; you ready to help me, son?"
His grey eyes sparkled.
"Let's do it, Daddy, let's take mummy somewhere far away so she can be safe and we can look after her!"
I shook hands solemnly with him. "It's a deal, now you better go and give her a hug; Mummy's still very worried about you."
He slid off me and ran around the car, and when I peered around the car he was kneeling on Georgy's lap as she sat cross-legged on the grass, hugging her while he kissed her, her glance at me just a little puzzled at the sudden display of affection, but I could see she was more than happy to lap it up.
When we finally herded the kids back into the car after one last look at the really interesting caterpillar, and confirming the clutch of pheasants across the road were indeed pheasants, just like the ones Edie and Jerry chased around in the grounds back home every day, and one last look at the sheep in the field next to us, and lots of "no Jerry, leave that poor frog alone, no you can't have him, no he won't like living in your pocket, put him down," or "yes, that is a cow, baby-girl, yes it is very pretty, no, you can't ride it like a pony, no, we can't get you one right now, maybe Mummy will get you a pony later on," etc. and got them strapped-in, they were all three chattering nineteen to the dozen like they always did, jumping around from subject to subject at random.
Georgy slipped into her seat and squeezed my knee. I grinned at her and she glanced back at the kids, once more their usual, noisy selves, and leaned over to whisper "I don't know how you did it, but thank you!" before kissing me Georgy-style, which meant she put a lot of effort into it, which of course brought a barrage of '"Ew, daddy, yuk!" and loud kissy noises and giggles from the peanut gallery. Georgy grinned happily; our kids were back.
"Let's get them settled in and I can thank you properly!" she grinned, winking lewdly, "It's been a strange day, I think I'm going to need some normal soon, you get my drift, Tyler Wilmot?"
I did indeed; suddenly it seemed a long, long way to the Peak District...
*****
The children loved the cottage, immediately staking-out their claims to their own favourite places, the things they wanted to do, places they wanted to explore, things they wanted to see. Our living arrangements were easy to decide; Georgy and I, the kids, and Megan in one half of the house, Bonzo, Jarhead, and Aunt Kay in their own rooms in the other half of the house. The kids got the master bedroom but there was no friction over the three of them sharing a room; Jamie had his own bedroom back home, and Jerry and Edie each had their own beds in the nursery, but you could bank on finding them both fast asleep together every morning; they slept better that way, so we never made a thing out of it. All in all, the three of them were quite happy to 'rough it' for the duration.
Georgy and my room was on one side of the kids' room and Megan's room on the other side, with a connecting door to the kid's room she insisted on wedging open; even here, a long way from what had happened at home she wouldn't be separated from the children. The kids were under the impression we were on holiday, and, to be honest, that's what it felt like. As far as I was concerned, the happier they were to be here, the less likely they were to think about or brood on what had happened back there.
Obviously, there were no stores in the house; other than the people we paid to clean the place once a week and do essential maintenance no-one had been here since before Jamie was born, so our first priority was getting in some supplies. The nearest village was about five miles away, in the next valley, and the first shopping trip reminded me why you should never take hungry kids through a supermarket.



After emptying out the shopping cart for the third time and putting all the chocolate bars, potato chips, doughnuts, chocolate biscuits, Mars Bars, sweets, dog food (Jerry couldn't read the labels on cans yet, but he liked the nice doggie pictures) and unidentifiable junk back on the shelves, I finally got the message and took Edie and Jerry on a walk on the village green with a candy-bar each to look at the duck-pond while Georgy did some actual grocery shopping. Jamie elected to stay close to her, obviously taking his new job of keeping his mummy safe very seriously. Watching him hold her hand tightly and intently watch everyone who came too close made me grin. Good lad.
We had a pair of mid-sized chest freezers back at the house and six adults to feed, as well as three faddy children and their bird-like appetites; our mission was to fill the pantry and freezers with enough real food that we didn't need to keep going back and forth to the store and leaving the house undefended if whoever was stalking us should suddenly show up. When I finally rendezvoused with Georgy she had three shopping carts stacked high with produce, canned food, dry goods, and frozen food, a mountain of frozen meat, and a couple of secret shopping bags bulging with treats for the kids. Georgy knew how to dole out sweets and 'treats' aka junk food sparingly; I'd tried in the past but the looks on their little faces defeated me and I usually took the coward's way and caved in, so she managed their junk-food ration because I patently couldn't.
After dinner it took Georgy, Aunt Kay, and Megan to bathe the kids (or in Jamie's case trust, but verify...) and get them in their PJ's and into bed, and keep them there. The events of the day, the long drive, and then the frenzy of running around exploring the cottage, and of course, having Megan and two overgrown juvenile delinquents like Bonzo and Jarhead around to play with meant it took longer than usual for them to spin-down and finally conk-out.
They eventually did, though, and we breathed a sigh of relief. I'd picked up a few cases of IPA for the boys and me, some port for Aunt Kay, and a bottle of Bacardi for Georgy, so it was a relief to sit back peacefully, just the two of us, with a favourite little something to drink, and decompress after the events of the day.
Georgy gathered up her robe and snuggled in closer to me, her preamble to having a little chat, so I waited to hear what was on her mind.
"How do you think this will affect them, Will? All that noise and gunfire, and armed police everywhere; what's it going to do to them?"
I slipped the neck of her robe down so I could rub her shoulders and massage her neck.
"Honestly? I think they'll be okay," I said, working my thumbs into the back of her neck, something she especially likes. "Edie and Jerry didn't really see anything, just some police and a lot of noise; Jerry might have seen their guns, so now he probably wants one too, but it's Jamie who'll be most affected, in my opinion; he saw you and I pinned down and bullets everywhere, and then Bonzo tackling him and giving him body-cover out in the hallway, but you know what? Scared as he was, he's still more angry than anything else."
I grinned behind her back at the memory of Jamie watching over his mother in the supermarket.
"We had a little 'men of the house' chat while you were playing with the others, and he's decided it's his job to look after you, all of you, when I'm not around. Remember his trailing around in the store with you? That was him being your guardian while I was away. He's a brave kid; we did alright with him, with all of them. Mum and Dad would be so proud of them all."
Georgy sighed as the massage took effect on her, relaxing back against me.
"He's you, haven't you worked that out yet, babe? Jamie may look just like Daddy, but everything else is pure you, just as I remember you when we were young; you were just like that when you were young, so happy, and solemn, and brave and silly, and sweet and naughty, and so much fun to be around, and how he is with Edie and Jerry; he looks out for them because he wants to, not because he has to, just like you did with me. He's just like you, babe."
She reached up and pulled my head down so she could kiss me.
"And I wouldn't have it any other way. He's pure Wilmot through and through, Daddy all over him, and you all through him, the best of both parts of my life, and a thousand years of being bred to face front and do the right thing standing behind him. You're right; we did do okay by him, by all of them."
She squeezed my hand and kissed my fingertips.
"I'm tired now, there's a nice bed up there with our name on it, and you and I have unfinished business. Let's go, Will."
*****
I woke in the bright sunshine to Georgy kissing me as she climbed back into bed with me, shucking her robe as she did so.
"Morning, Mister Sleepy, the kids were up with the lark, they've had their breakfast, and Megan, Rex, and Andy have taken them for a ramble, Aunt Kay's pottering around in the herb garden and tutting at the state of the flowerbeds, so it's just you and me, so what do you wanna do, Soldier-Man?"
Her hand slipping under the covers made it clear what SHE wanted to do, so I bowed to the inevitable.
"C'mere you!" I growled, grabbing her and listening to her giggle-squeal as I dragged her into my den of sin and iniquity. The night before we'd just fallen into bed and that's all she wrote; much as I wanted to ravage my lovely wife a little, the emotional and physical strains of the day had finally caught up with us, and a soft, warm bed and an even softer, warmer Georgy had lulled me like no lullaby ever could have; our heads hit the pillows and we were out like lights, for the best night's sleep I could ever remember. As far as I was concerned, someone owed someone a certain amount of mutual explorations, and the best part was it didn't matter who.
"I'm sorry, Georgy, I'm sorry I dragged you all the way here, I'm sorry the kids had to be so frightened, I'm sorry we have to hide all the way up here away from everything we know; I'll make it up to you, Georgy-Girl, I swear."
Georgy wrapped herself around me, nuzzling and nibbling my neck and jaw-line, something I find very hard to resist when she's all warm and naked and that...
"Oh pish, tosh, and pshaw, Will!" she murmured, "you took the whole family away from a dangerous place, Will, you did what you had to do, it was the right thing to do, so stop apologising, although, if you reeeaally want to make amends for something, I might know a couple of eensy-weensy, teeny-tiny little ways to get started, Soldier-Man..."
With that, her warm little hand squeezed me meaningfully, and what had been on the way to a respectable stand suddenly grew into a solid, blue-steel erection, achingly hard and ready for action.
Georgy grinned happily and slid on top of me so she could kiss me properly. Georgy is, my opinion, the world's best kisser, she puts her heart, soul, and full imagination into it, and it shows; when she plants a pucker on me my mercury goes all the way to the top and pops the thermometer every time, and that's how it was this time too.
Whether it lasted ten seconds or two hours, I always knew I'd been properly kissed, and my friend down below knew all about it, too; he was doing everything but baying for her, and I was one step behind on that; my Georgy-Girl seriously turns me on and I wanted her right then and there. Luckily she was right up there with me on that...
"Oooh Will, what have I found?" she teased, grinding her slick labia against my engorged cock, "Feels like you've been hiding something from me! You wanna tell me what it is? Aw, go-on, you know you want to, confession's good for the soul, you naughty, naughty Soldier-man! Tell me a secret, and if you do, mummy might have a sweetie for you..."
I was in agony; her sweet, sexy voice, the things she was saying, the way she was rubbing herself against me like a cat in heat, the look of phoney innocence in her big, beautiful grey eyes, and her wicked, wanton, inviting smile, all these things together were tying me in knots; God I wanted her so badly!
Georgy leaned down and brushed my lips with the softest, lightest possible kiss, a gossamer angel's feather falling against my lips.
"I love you Tyler Wilmot," she whispered, "my husband, my protector, the father of my children, and the man I love more than anything in this world. Love me now, Will, make love to me, remind me why I love you so much!"
As her lips met mine I rolled onto my side, holding her against me as I did so. Georgy never broke our kiss as her arms snaked around my neck, holding me even closer as our kiss went on and on. Kissing Georgy is one of my greatest pleasures in life. The electric thrill of her lips against mine, unchanging in intensity, yet never the same each time we kissed. Sensations and feelings I had no words for surged through me as yet another undiscovered part of her made itself felt in each kiss and drew me even deeper into her. I love her in ways I could spend a lifetime describing and never once getting even close to the truth of her; she gave my life meaning.
Holding her naked, satin-smooth skin against my body inflamed me even more; after nearly eight years of marriage not one second has passed that I've never been less than completely besotted and aroused by her; for me, making love to my Georgy-Girl is a gift to myself I could never better, nor would I ever want to, and so it was then. My erection, already teased almost beyond endurance just by her naked presence was demanding her, my body would not be denied, and, seeing that same need and hunger in her eyes was the thing I needed.
"Love me, my husband, make love to me!" she murmured, her legs drifting apart under me, readying herself for me.
"Don't you want to...?" I asked, but she just grinned, that sweet, sexy grin that had captivated me so many years before.
"Later, Soldier-Man, I don't need it, I'm ready..."
As we kissed her I slid into her in one smooth thrust. Georgy gasped, her hands grabbing my upper-arms as she lifted her hips to meet me, willingly taking me in, loving me back the way I was loving her. I love to make love slowly to Georgy, to take my time and live the experience. She loves that I take my time, make it about us, not just sport and gratification; I could never do that to her. I'm supremely grateful she chose to link her life so intimately to mine and I try and make sure she knows that always, but especially when we make love.
"Ohh, Will, yesss, that's it, yess, like that ooohhh yess..." she chanted as her orgasm approached, until:
"OOOhhh Yesss, yess, yes baby ooohhhGGGOODDD! YESS!" she gasped, her breath whistling through clenched teeth as she tightened around me. That was it for me; I couldn't hold back a moment longer and groaned as what felt like my whole heart and soul poured into her. My ears popped and my eyesight dimmed with the force of my climax rushing through me and taking over my life, long, thrilling, satisfying jets of spunk pumping into her, draining me dry.
I slumped down, just enough wit left in me to roll away so I didn't crush her as I collapsed bonelessly, utterly spent. Making love to Georgy always does this to me, that connection we share drawing everything I feel for her out of me every time we connect in this way. Making love to the love of my life is truly the best feeling in the world.
Georgy rolled against me with a contented sigh.
"Love you, Soldier-Man..." she murmured, smiling as she kissed her fingertip and dabbed the end of my nose with it. I kissed her, enjoying all over again the sensation of her lips against mine.
"Love you too, pretty girl!"
Georgy snuggled herself closer into me, wrapping my arms around herself and pulling the covers up around us, making a warm cocoon for just the two of us. The warm scent of her hair and the feel of her curls against my cheek, her warmth, and her soft, regular breathing, all conspired to send me back to deep, contented sleep.
*****
I woke up slowly, drowsy and ready for a lazy, extended lie-in, instead opening my eyes to see Edie staring fixedly at me, shocking me awake. There was no sign of Georgy. Edie hasn't quite grown out of that unnerving, laser-focused, unblinking infant-stare that little ones seem to do instinctively, and seeing it burning into me at close range first thing when opening my eyes is always a bit of a shock.
"Daddy, get up, it's late, Mummy said we can only explore if you come along so get up, pleeease?"
I grabbed her and tickled her a little, kissed her a lot, my usual 'good morning' with her, and sent her on her way with a pat on the bottom. Something smelled nice, just not me, so shower first, then find out what the agenda for the day was.
*****
The days blended together so seamlessly it began to feel like we'd never been anywhere else but the cottage, and never had a life anywhere else; long, golden days of summer spent picnicking with the children, rough and tumbling with them in the meadows, being fascinated by how fascinated they were by the wildlife that surrounded us, the hundreds of rabbits that dotted the meadows at twilight nibbling the grass, or watching the swifts wheeling and darting over the pond and flying back into their nests like little upside-down igloos tucked up under the eaves of the barn, or lying enthralled with them by the pond, watching the newts and salamanders creeping around under the surface, and the tiny, bright green flogs paddling around in the shallows.
The children grew wise to the ways of the badgers and foxes that ambled across the fields at twilight, and learned how to sit silently and watch as moles threw up their little hills as they dug their way across the meadows, or watched in fascination as stoats and weasels stalked rabbits. They loved to dip for minnows and stickleback in the little beck that meandered along the valley floor, and the large brown crayfish they trapped with their dipping-nets and the makeshift reed creels Jarhead made for them were always suitably admired and eaten with gusto when their Aunt Kay cooked them up.
Expeditions to the lip of the valley with the children so they could play and collect pine-cones in the fir and pine plantations running down into the adjoining valley were one of their favourite pastimes, that and watching the cows and sheep graze along the valley sides, and following the cow-men to the local dairy to watch the evening milking, and smiling as they helped the dairymen spread rich silage, the pungent fermented grass for the cows to munch on as they were milked.
We didn't neglect their schooling, though; Megan and Georgy concentrated on teaching Jerry to read and helping him and Edie with basic numeracy skills. Jamie had brought along his favourite 'Biggles' adventure stories, and had developed a fondness for Marryat's 'Children of The New Forest', which stirred an interest in history. He'd never really thought of his home as particularly interesting, it was just where he lived, but now he was interested in who he was, where his family was from, and what that snarling leopard on my signet ring and on his mother's large, ornate ruby signet ring back at home signified.
He'd sit enthralled as his uncles told him tales of famous battles, and tales of heroes, of battles won and lost, of Richard the Lion-heart, of Owen Glyndwr and Prince Llewellyn and their hopeless fight to keep Wales free and independent, Edward The Black Prince, Wellington, Nelson, and Rex's favourite, Chard and Bromhead and the 139 soldiers of 24th Foot and their defence of Rourkes Drift against 4,500 Zulu warriors.
He learned about more than just British martial history, though; he learned about Sam Houston, James Wolfe and Montcalm, Dearborn and his riflemen at Saratoga, Lee and Sherman, Custer and The Little Bighorn, and tales of the Gurkha's and the Chindits, of Douglas Bader, the Spitfire pilot who'd lost both his legs but still fought in the Battle of Britain and became a fighter Ace and Wing Commander, and Guy Gibson and his men, the Dam Busters, who'd flown the Bouncing Bombs into the German dams to try and shorten the war. They held him spellbound as they shared their heroes and their passion for martial history with him. I also noticed Megan seemed to be spending a lot of time with Jarhead, and I mentioned it to Georgy, who smiled that secret smile she does so well.
"Well why not, Will? She's a pretty girl, Andy's not exactly repulsive, I'm sure she realised a while back that there's more to life than hiding away from civilisation and bringing up other people's children. Ignore it, babe, she's old enough to know what she's doing."
It was an idyllic existence, so much so that we pretty much forgot the reason we were there in the first place. Georgy had lost that air of tense watchfulness, and I had stopped my habitual night-time patrols around the valley; night after night I found no evidence that anyone was keeping tabs on us, and there had been no further incidents back at our home. The SRG team holed up at the house checked-in nightly with Jarhead or Bonzo to report that they had nothing to report, and SRG's sister alphabet agencies had reported no intercepted chatter concerning us or our whereabouts.
With peace breaking out all around us, I began to grow complacent, and started to believe that because nothing had happened, nothing was going to happen; whoever was stalking us had gone; they'd lost us and given up. I said as much to Jarhead, and for the first and only time ever, he literally chewed my ears off.
"What is wrong with you, LT, did you just decide to become stupid? How long are you going to stay here? Forever? Because you can't, those kids need to go back to school, they need other kids around them, and you have a business to run and a life away from here. The people in the next valley, the people in the village, all the farms around here, they all know you're here, how long do you think it will be before it gets back to the wrong people? We don't know who's after you, we think it's probably not some crazed Jihadist group with a bone to pick against former soldiers; that doesn't mean there aren't other crazies out there with a fucked-up reason or grudge all of their own. Look at you. You're out of condition, lazy, getting a belly on you, that's not who you are. Shape up Will, this life can't last forever; those crazy fuckers, whoever they are, haven't forgotten you, and sooner or later they're coming calling!"
That night I looked at myself naked in the bathroom mirror and saw what I'd become. Jarhead was right; I was doughy, flabby, so far out of condition I couldn't believe I'd let it happen to myself; I'd mocked Max Preece for being a fat little bastard, now I wasn't far behind him, and I disgusted myself. How the hell could I have let this happen? How could I look after my family when I couldn't even look after myself?
I swore there and then that it was time to change; no more snacking, no more picnics and fry-ups, no more beer, no more lazing around, and no more driving; the valley was four miles long give or take, not that big as these things go, and less than half of my morning run every day at Sandhurst. A daily hike from one end to the other and back again should be a simple way to start me back into a proper fitness regime and trim some of the flab off.
I'd never really exercised methodically before, I'd never needed to; working on the houses with Georgy gave me all the bending, stretching, running around, and heavy lifting and carrying I needed to maintain my peak fitness. I used to be proud of the fact I was 'military-fit' not 'gym-fit', and somehow I'd let that go, slipping instead into a life of ease; come the morning, that was going to stop. I slipped my shorts on and climbed into bed, and Georgy, who should have been asleep, wriggled up close to me. She looked at me, smiled that sweet, enigmatic smile of hers, my smile, and kissed me gently.



"Thank you, baby, I was waiting for you to realise what was happening. Oatmeal for breakfast for you from now on, and no sugar, okay, sweetie? And no more fried breakfasts, sweets, and snacks; you're going to eat healthily from now on."
I stared at her. How the dickens did she know what I was thinking?
"Georgy, I..." I began, and she patted my chest.
"I heard Andy this evening, sweetheart; I loved you when you were so fit and trim, Will, and I love you to death now, but I wasn't going to say anything, you had to see if for yourself; what kind of wife would I be if I shamed and belittled you, even in private? I wanted you to see it for yourself, I wanted the boys to tell you, they can say things to you I would never say in a million years, and now you know and you're doing something about it. You and the boys go and do your thing, get yourself back in the shape you think you should be in, and I'll feed you properly and wait for my fighting-fit Soldier-Man to show up again! How does that sound, babe?"
I hugged her tightly.
"I don't deserve you, Georgy, and thank you for not saying anything!" I murmured. "Starting tomorrow, Andy and Rex are going to start putting me through my paces again; I let myself go, and that's on me, so I have to fix it, and the boys will take me through it. Time to start walking the ramparts again, baby-girl, Andy woke me up just in time."
Georgy looked worried.
"Why, what have you heard? Is everything...?" but I kissed her to calm her questions.
"No, nothing at all, it's just we've kind of forgotten why we're here in the first place; Andy reminded me that the world hasn't gone away, and we need to keep our guard up; it's all gone quiet, and they don't know what that means. Whatever it is, I can't protect you and the kids by being a fat, lazy, useless slob, so tomorrow, that ends."
"Thank you, Will; knowing you're back on-guard makes me feel really secure; only you do that to me, baby, not Andy, not Rex, not the whole British Army; only you. Nice and early, yes?"
"Up with the larks," I promised her, and I meant it too; the coming days were going to see some serious changes around here.
*****
Getting back into shape was at least fifty times more strenuous than just staying in shape had been; muscles had softened, endurance had faded, my wind was blown, and anything like real effort brought me out in rivers of sweat. My first run with Andy, just a mile along the valley floor, felt like running the obstacle course at Bulford Camp with lead weights strapped to me; I could barely stagger back to the cottage at the end of it. I couldn't believe I had made so much effort for so little gain; God, I was a mess! When the lads weren't running me into a gasping, sweaty ruin, it was calisthenics, vigorous, high-impact, army-style calisthenics, no mercy, no respite.
Their schedule was simple, and punishing; twenty jump-squats then rest, then twenty more, then crunches, twenty-five at a time, and any complaints got me another twenty-five, burpees, ten at a time, steadily increasing push-ups, starting with ten, and gradually working up to tranches of twenty-five in between all the other exercises they had me doing.
It was way more intense than the Annual Fitness Test (or CFT, 'combat fitness test' as it was still called by the older squaddies) I'd been required to pass at Bulford, and I thought at the time that had been brutal enough; this was worse; that was just once a year, this torture was every day. I literally crawled into bed at night, and fell out of it in the mornings, my legs wobbling and throbbing with the effort of walking, because my thigh and calf-muscles were so stressed and sore, to go back out there and do it all again, and more.
The torture went on until it stopped being torture; muscles eventually hardened, endurance ramped up to nearly my pre lazing-around levels, and it became less like a chore and more like a vigorous daily workout, but it had taken two weeks of intense effort, all day every day. On the plus side, though, I had finally stopped limping and staggering around the house and found myself more energetic and not dragged out and dog-tired at the end of each day.
When Andy was satisfied that my endurance and muscle-tone were improved enough to take it was when the real torture started. Rex had pulled the 'Clansman' vehicle radio from his government-issue Discovery 4x4 back at the house and brought it along with him; it weighed twenty-five kilos (about fifty-five pounds, about the same as a fully-packed infantry Bergen backpack) and thoughtfully came with a backpack and webbing body-straps. Guess what he strapped on my back and made me take for a run?
Ok, it was a walk at first, albeit a brisk one; no-one, unless they're some kind of super-fit gym-rat or Gurkha (and believe me, I'd trained with them, they were made of spring steel and whalebone, no-one in their right mind can do what they do, it's just freaky...) is going to take off from a standing start with that much weight strapped to their back. The run was coming later; all he was doing was getting me used to the weight again. I'd had to do this every year as part of the required fitness regime, it was just a case of letting my body remember and acclimatise all over again to the weight and what it did to my balance.
Andy galvanised me by reminding me that all those empty, battered old suits of armour standing around my home like weird, extra-large umbrella stands weighed fifty pounds or more each, and yet my ancestors, who were obviously much shorter and slighter built than me going, by the size of their armour, walked around in them for days on end, ran, jumped, and climbed on horseback wearing them, and fought hand-to-hand battles swinging a four-pound sword for hours in one hand and holding a ten-pound solid steel shield in the other; if they could do that then so could I and not make such a bloody song and dance about it!
Walking the three miles to the other end of the valley and back again with that weight on my back was tiring, but I was surprised that I wasn't drop-dead exhausted; two weeks earlier they'd have had to bring me back on a wheelbarrow, that was how far out of condition I'd let myself become. Now, I was tired, yes, and a hot soak would have been welcome, but I certainly wasn't feeling like I was at death's door. Andy grinned as he helped me unload the backpack.
"Take a rest, LT, fifteen minutes, then ten Burpees, full pack, five minutes, and ten more, you know the drill. Don't look at me like that; be grateful it's not twenty-five push-ups with Jamie on your back as well! Believe it or not, you'll thank me one day for all this. Tomorrow we're jogging up to the ridge and back, same order, let's see how well you do running uphill in a debris field with that weight on your back, so when you're done grab a hot soak, get a good meal, carbs, you're going to need them, and hit your pit, early start tomorrow!"
I couldn't quite resent his sadism in working me so hard; once upon a time, just a few short weeks ago, astonishingly enough, I would have taken all he could throw at me and just shrugged it off; that it was such hard work was entirely my own fault, so I bit my tongue and got on with it.
The fact I was no longer an exhausted wreck pleased Georgy no end; she wasn't crass enough to snark at me because of the lack of "horizontal discussions" in the bedroom, she knew I was trying to regain what I'd lost through my own slothfulness and letting my guard down. She saw day after a day how wrecked I was after being put through my paces over and over again; most nights I could barely raise a weak grin, let alone anything else!
However, as exhaustion tailed off, other things began to make themselves felt again; night after night Georgy massaged my aching muscles and joints, she could see that the old me was returning, and I could feel her massages and rubdowns becoming less therapeutic and more personal; my obviously increased fitness and trimmed-down body was getting to her, and not at all in a bad way!
Believe me, I hadn't lost any desire for her; quite the opposite, in fact. Georgy occupies my mind roughly 100% of the time, and the fact I wasn't making any kind of moves on her wasn't down to anything except sheer exhaustion, but as the workouts and running became less exhausting my mind and body started to feel other, more primal urges. Georgy still looked like the sexy, horse-riding university graduate I'd fallen in love with, marriage and three children had left no evidence of anything other than that a seriously hot girl had turned into a seriously hot 'yummy-mummy'. Climbing into bed with her night after night too physically tired to do anything except cuddle down and pass out was taking its toll on me too.
However, things DO change, and my changed fitness and lack of tiredness left me room to ponder other things, and so it was that one night, after lights-out, I reached for her, and it wasn't to check if she was still breathing, if you get my drift.
"No baby, rest, poor you, you were so tired earlier..." she demurred, so I pulled her close and kissed her meaningfully. Holding Georgy close always generates a welter of emotions and urges within me and colour my perception of her; wife, mother of my children, lover, partner, best friend, and, something I tend to let drop into the background hum of other feelings and emotions she arouses in me, baby sister I've loved totally and unreservedly since earliest days. I've never felt any conflict in me between all the many things she is to me, because Georgy is my all, she's everything to me and all I need to sustain me; she's my soul's deepest need, and the basis of all life as I understand it.
"I was tired then; I'm not tired now, Georgy!" I grinned, and her hopeful grin and the naughty gleam in her eyes were all I could have hoped for.
"Why sir, this is all so sudden, I hardly know where to put my face!" she giggled, batting her eyelashes coquettishly, "My husband might be back at any moment now, for shame! I must know your intentions, sir, for I have a name and reputation to maintain!"
I wrapped my arms around her and rolled onto my back, taking her with me so I could squeeze and jiggle her bottom a little
"My intentions, young lady, are, alas, strictly dishonourable, but you'll love every second of it!" I leered, and Georgy grinned happily, tweaking my rapidly erecting cock.
"Glad to hear it, Will, it's about fucking time!" she leered right back at me, grinding herself against me and making me gasp at the sudden pressure. "Do things to me Will, do bad, bad things, it's been so long..."
"What are you waiting for, babe, you're there..." I gasped, bursting with need for her, but she shook her head and kissing me, her mane of black curls forming a net around the two of us as we kissed.
"No Will, make love to me, please baby, I need you so much!" she murmured, slipping off me to once more lie by my side.
I slid down the bed, intending to play a little, maybe taste her goodies and give her more of a treat, but she stopped me.
"No Will, I mean it, I'm ready now; God, I've been ready for weeks! You have no idea, just... just do it, I'm about to burst!"
To hear is to obey, and as I kissed her I slowly slid into her. God she was hot! The expression on her face told me all I needed to know about what she was feeling as we slowly made love, and that's what we were doing: making love. Georgy is my wife, my lover, the absolute centre of my universe, and everything I do with her is done with love (with a healthy dose of lust mixed in, too; she is seriously hot, after all...) and even if she wasn't already my girl I'd be making plans to waylay her and make her my girl; that's what she did to me.
There was no way this was going to be a prolonged, leisurely bout of lovemaking; nearly three weeks enforced abstinence had put an edge on me that would make a Japanese katana look blunt as a rolling-pin by comparison, and Georgy was obviously feeling it too. Our movements quickly moved from the gentle pace I thought we'd take to wild, almost frenzied coupling as the weeks of doing without her took their toll. All too soon she was kissing me wildly, humping and hunching against me as I plunged in and out of her.
The end, when it came, was all, and more, we were hoping it would be; Georgy grabbed a pillow and jammed her face into it as she screamed like a banshee, her pussy tightening around me and rippling like a hand squeezing and milking me. I couldn't hold back any longer, bellowing into the pillow as I came like a fire-hose, those weeks of pent-up need bursting out of me again and again, draining me dry as the strength poured out of me like a broken vessel.
I collapsed next to her, utterly and completely drained, my body surrendered entirely to the languid, sweet sorrow of la petite mort, the 'little death' of post-orgasmic bliss. Georgy seemed to be in no better condition; her chest heaved as she lay with her eyes shut tight, tear tracks running down her cheeks. I reached for her, and her eyes flicked open, and her beautiful smile lit up her face.
"Hello Soldier-man..." she murmured, gently stroking my face, "Welcome back, I missed you!" I smiled at her gentle jab, and she lifted the pillow and giggled.
"Look what I did, Willie..." and I had to grin; she'd bitten a hole clean through the pillowcase, "I think we better cut back a little, I only have so many pillowcases!"
I wrapped my arms around her and held her close; whatever was coming, at least one thing remained firm and unchanging: Georgy and I were still as tight as ever, and whatever happened, we were going to see it through together.
Part 3: Si Vis Pacem, Para Bellum
The days blurred and melted together as summer rolled on into the first flush of autumn and the kids were starting to check the blackberry bushes daily, waiting for the day Georgy said they could go blackberry picking. That was about the extent of their worries, and Georgy, Aunt Kay, Megan, and the guys worked tirelessly to ensure it remained that way. My routine remained unchanged at first, exercising had become more or less habitual, and my days and nights were idyllic, spending the days with the kids, and nights once more making slow, wonderful love with my beautiful Georgy-Girl.
However, as in all things, change had to come, and my bouts of exercise ramped up step by step as my fighting fitness slowly returned, and so the guys kept me busy, always pushing myself to gain back every molecule of fitness and conditioning I'd lost, and more, making me far fitter and better conditioned than even in my army days.
But under it all were the nagging doubts that Jarhead had put there; why had it all gone quiet, and what was coming next? I was starting to get feelings I'd hoped I'd never feel again, edgy, back-of-the-neck, prickling, up on tiptoes feelings I thought I'd left behind in the sandbox. Jarhead was right; nothing was happening, and it was all wrong. Something was up, something bad, and it was heading our way.
Jarhead and Bonzo didn't let anything slip, but I could tell they were on-edge too; the banter dropped off as the air of wary watchfulness I remembered so well from back in the sand crept over all three of us. Even Aunt Kay could feel it; I noticed she'd developed the habit of not letting the kids stray and play more than a hundred yards from the house and safety, and Georgy wasn't immune to it, either; she knew we were still targets, but she kept that down and away from the kids, leaving the real worrying to Andy, Rex, and me, at least when the kids were around.
When we were alone, though, is when she would share her fears and I would try and comfort her as best I could, and she would relax; she knew that she and the children were my world, and that I would move Heaven and earth to keep them safe; I had promised her my life for theirs, and she knew I meant it.
I was finally back at my peak fitness, taking my turn at night to roam around the stand-off perimeter we'd set, the closest we could ever allow intruders to approach, wary and watchful. Military routine slipped back into place, my experiences in Helmand and memories of how bad it could be if we let our guard down, all my training and experience came to the fore again; we were under attack, never mind the valley was peaceful as a church; trouble was coming and we couldn't afford to cease our vigilance.
And so, when the people who had forced us here finally showed up, we were neither unprepared nor caught with our pants down, something I think they'd been banking on. To be honest, it was more or less completely the other way round...
*****
Andy, Rex, and I had developed a routine of being not-at-all-obviously on guard, mostly so as not to spook the kids, and we rotated shifts through the nights; if I was on nights, I'd patrol around three nights all night with an encrypted radio handset and voice-activated headset mike and a night-vision monocular while one dozed on the obscenely comfortable couch in the family room with a headset active in case I called, and the other got his head down for a full night's sleep. After my nights on guard, I'd sleep through the day while the other two took turns during daylight hours walking the perimeter we'd set or watching over the family and we'd swap rotas every three days.
When I was on nights, Georgy, Aunt Kay, and Megan kept the kids and their brand of bedlam out of the house with nature-watching, collecting polished pebbles and quartz, feathers, pine cones, and interesting flowers for arts and crafts, dipping minnows and crayfish from the stream, reading and storytelling, and playing and running around in the meadows under Rex or Andy's watchful eye. The story given to the kids was that daddy had been up watching TV and chatting all night, so he was having a lie-in. It worked, mostly, although Jamie was brighter than the average bear and pretty early-on figured something was up, if not exactly what.
It was while I was back on the night rota that I spotted them, what looked like a late-model Nissan Patrol gingerly crawling down the Eastern escarpment, showing no lights and with the engine off. The valley, a wide, flat curve carved by a glacier during the last Ice Age was almost a perfect parabolic reflector, magnifying sounds along its entire length; it was such an effective echo chamber I could stand on the Western ridge watching the kids on the Eastern side through binoculars, over a mile away, and whistle to them and they'd look around to see if they could spot me. A car engine, especially a big diesel, would echo and reverberate up and down the entire length and breadth of the valley.
The valley sides were littered with rocks ranging from house-brick sized to gigantic boulders, all dropped by the melting glacier, with long ridges of moraine, mounded banks of loose jumbled gravel and crushed stone debris picked up and carried miles from their origin by the glacier and dumped in piles by the melt. Making the sides of the valley even more treacherous for any kind of vehicle were long, deep gouges, parallel trenches cut deeply into the landscape by the gigantic boulders, like stone-age monoliths weighing hundreds of tons, that the glacier had dragged along as it flowed down the valley, carving out the landscape as it is today before abandoning them when it melted.
"Jarhead, wake Bonzo, incoming..." I murmured, shrouding the mike with my hand so my voice didn't carry, "Time to get busy. Wake Georgy and Megan, and get the family into the cellar, stat."
"Copy that, LT, complying," he replied, "how many, Will?"
"One SUV, they're coming in no lights, engine off, down along the Eastern slope, ranging-in at four kilometres...mark; they're free-wheeling it, trying to be all sneaky and stealthy. Tell me we're dealing with pro's here, please..."



"It sure seems like it, doesn't it?" he chuckled. "Come on back in, got some kit for you, let's make these fuckwits feel all warm and welcome..."
I was only about two hundred yards out, so I was back in the barn in minutes. Bonzo was up and out with us by now, using the night-vision scope to track our visitors who were just now learning why free-wheeling downhill through a post-glacial debris-field with no lights in the pitch dark was such a bad idea. Bonzo kept up a running commentary while Andy and I kitted-up.
"They're going to be over any second... now, and there they go, rolling down the slope, oh look, right into a trench, that looked like such fun, they're piling out, there's one...two...three...four...five, no wait, one's trapped, so four of them. They're sort of heading this way, but there's oh, look, more trenches, they're not having much luck out there, silly bastards, maybe a broken leg or two will teach them to come calling like civilised people..."
While Rex was keeping an eye on our guests I was strapping on a Warrior Recon SAPI plate-carrier, a lightweight chest armour vest with a ceramic trauma plate, while Andy held a new-issue Virtus helmet and Mandible-guard, something I'd seen but never been issued with, for me. He then handed me an Osprey belt and Blackhawk drop-leg tactical holster complete with Glock 17 and two clips. I stared at him and he grinned.
"What? They tried to shoot you before, they shot at Georgy, so they're probably not coming back to play patty-cake, so stop wittering and just fucking put it on and remember, centre-mass, double-tap. These things are accurate to about fifteen yards, after that who knows, so I'm going to be levelling the playing field a little. Take these, you may need them," as he tucked a razor-sharp American K-Bar knife into one of my vest's webbing loops, a pair of TAC gloves with Kevlar-armoured knuckle protectors, and a handful of half-inch wide zip-ties.
He hefted a carbine and my envy-factor shot through the roof; it was an L1198A1 CQB carbine (Canadian C8 Diemaco) the UK Special Forces weapon of choice, with suppressor, LASER Illuminator/pointer, Mini Red-Dot reflex sight, and a Trijicon ACOG (advanced combat optical gunsight) telescopic sight, not the SUSAT standard optical sight; I couldn't be sure, but I thought it could probably make the tea and predict Lotto numbers too, all it needed was a slingshot and I would probably have asked it to marry me...
I was silent in awe and deep, deep jealousy; I'd always wanted one back in the sand, not the crappy, cranky, unreliable SA-80 with the equally crappy bayonet apparently made of tinfoil and compressed snot they'd saddled us with, but the Regiment boys who'd just started carrying them wouldn't let us crawler jockeys even touch them, let alone fire them.
"Where do you get this stuff from, Andy?" I asked him, "What the Hell do you do?"
Andy carried on checking his weapon as he talked.
"Rex and I are what they call Targeters, intelligence integrators and human ops planners with SRG; we're part of the SIS, the secret intelligence service, but we're not MI6 or Military Intelligence; we're something else entirely. Sometimes we work with both agencies, but we don't answer to them and I'm not going to talk about it here; let's just say that right now we have an interest in these people and leave it at that. Got that?"
I nodded, not really understanding, wondering if I'd ever really known my two former crewmen at all.
"We're going to try and capture them, right, and get the police up here and they can take them in, right?" I asked, not happy at being handed a live-fire weapon and told to use it; my army days were long over, and this was rural England, the Peak District, an officially designated Area of Outstanding Natural Beauty, not the Panshir Valley or Dodge City.
"If you say so," said Rex neutrally as he gave me an unreadable, one raised-eyebrow stare and handed me a Personal-Role radio and PTT headset, standard fire-team squad comms we'd all used back in the sand.
"Look LT, we need to interrogate these numbskulls when we're done, so I promise, nothing lethal, not if we can possibly avoid it, okay? Now get your comm-link on, and remember, LT, only five-hundred metres range, so stay close," as he keyed his mike, watching my radio-set flash the 'comm.' signal.
"Good, all working. We know where they're coming from, let's wait until they get to the perimeter and see what their intentions are. What?" he grinned at Andy's expression, "Maybe they're just coming in to say 'sorry for troubling us and we'll be on our way now,' you never can tell. But, just in case they're feeling all pumped-up and dangerous...' he clipped a red-dot sight to his pistol, a suppressed Sig P226, and buffed it with his sleeve. I pointed out to him that "silencers" are actually illegal, and he shrugged.
"So is shooting at defenceless families, so we can be nice, or we can kick their arses for them; I favour option two, and if they don't like it then fuck 'em, they started it. This isn't the school playground, Will, I'm not Mary-fucking-Poppins, and I'm not here to play nice. Remember that Latin phrase you used to chuck around back in the sand, 'Si vis pacem, para bellum' If you would have peace, prepare for war?"
Rex pulled up his sleeve and it was tattooed on his inner forearm. "They brought this, not us, remember that; they want to come here and fuck with us so we'll fuck 'em properly, end of."
He took in my expression and grinned. "Okay, okay, we'll hold back on the lethal force if we can, but no promises, happy now?"
Andy slid back the charging handle on his carbine, cocking the bolt, and nodded as he grinned wolfishly; they were both obviously primed and ready for this. Me, I went along with it because I had no other choice; we were in a private war, God alone knew why, and they'd given us no way out of this. These men were coming here for us, for me, they'd put my family in mortal danger, and my friends were right, this was not of our doing and we had to end it now or it would never end. Four of them against three of us, but even if they still had whatever they'd been shooting at us with back at the house, we had three massive advantages; we were trained combat veterans, we had the kind of scary American firepower they could only dream of, and we knew where they were...
"Okay LT, get buckled-up, they're nearly at the stand-off perimeter, let's go piggy-hunting. Jarhead's spotting, you on the left, I'll take the right, Jarhead will talk us in, radio-silence now, mute your handset comm-tone and just blip your mike to reply. Let's go."
It felt like one of the more dangerous patrols I'd made back in the day; the same sense of impending danger, the weight of the plate-carrier and ballistic plate recalling my Osprey armour back then, the feel of the TAC holster strapped around my leg, the Bowman headset pressing against the inner rim of my combat helmet, and the feel of the helmet chin-strap strapped tight under the jaw guard but no GPMG, no Minimi machine gun, not even a hated SA-80, just a handgun, two clips, and a knife.
It was a moonless, starless, overcast night and darker than a coal-mine at midnight and I was completely blind, reduced to gingerly feeling my way along and shuffling carefully along rather than risking stepping on a loose rock and going arse over kettle; that would be disastrous, the sound would instantly alert our guests to where I was.
Bonzo had the night-vision scope, and Jarhead was coaching me with the HMNVS night vision gear mounted on his helmet; all I had was his voice in my ear guiding me around the large boulders and broken piles of rock out to the perimeter we'd set, so it was pretty slow going, but we'd done this stuff before a lifetime ago, and it was coming back to me.
"Hold it there, Will; you're 300 metres out, there's a large boulder nine o'clock, two metres, one of them's alone there, looks like he's maybe carrying a sawn-off shotgun of some sort. Ease up to your left and put your hand out...there. He's right opposite you on the other side of that boulder; hold it for just a sec, hold it...hold it...hold it, okay go!"
I slipped around the rock, feeling my way along and listening for any sound that gave his position away.
"Stop there, Will...I don't...fucking idiot's just put down the shotgun, he's taking a piss against the boulder, what the fuck...? Take him out Will, he's doing my head in, with his cock in his hand he's gonna be easy meat. Do it."
Now I could hear the sound of the man urinating, the splashing shockingly loud in the dead silence; I could even hear him whistling under his breath as he talked to his dick, so good, while he was concentrating on tinkling and not sprinkling his attention was elsewhere, which was all I needed. I eased up behind him and slammed my fist against the back of his head as hard as I could, my Kevlar armoured-knuckles taking all the impact.
The wet, crunching sound of his face smacking into the rock was muted by the fact I followed-through and kept my forearm on the back of his head, pressing his face hard against the rock. He folded without a sound, either dead or deeply asleep, but I took no chances and, working solely by touch, zip-cuffed his hands securely behind his back even as I mused that if he was dead, what a sad thing it was to go while you were busy going. The added Insurance of his socks jammed tightly in his mouth and a long zip-tie wrapped tightly around his head to hold the gag in place meant he was out of the game. That left three against three, good odds in anyone's book.
The sound of Jarhead chuckling came to me.
"Will, oh Will, whatever are we going to do with you? You could have let him finish taking a piss you know; I mean really, what kind of animal are you? Now it's all down his leg, poor guy, what is his mummy going to say..."
I blipped my PTT twice to let him know I'd heard him, and waited for him to guide me further.
"Turn left from your present position...slowly...hold it there, the other three are now on your ten o'clock, twenty metres, I think they think they're in a skirmish line, but they're too close together, maybe they think they'll be able to sneak into the house via the garden if they stay bunched up. One's got a long rifle of some sort, looks like an FN SLR, the other two have sawn-off shotguns, Bonzo is going to show them what a stupid idea that is. Large boulder two paces dead ahead, stay down, Bonzo's making his move."
I crouched, muting the 'schlick-schick' of the pistol with my palm as I slowly slid back the slide and cocked it, and waited for instructions, and then I heard the soft, sneezing 'Pop! Pop! Pop!' of a suppressed firearm somewhere off in the distance and a scream of pain.
"Bonzo took out one shotgun, they're huddled down, trying to fix the shooter. Move in, stay low, and don't kill anyone unless you have to, I want these fuckers on a rack. Go!"
I moved in the direction indicated by the groans and whispered curses, letting Andy guide me in until I heard breathing. Jeez, I was right on top of them!
They must have heard me just as I heard them, and a dark, vague figure loomed up in front of me. I fired on instinct alone, the way I'd been trained, two shots, 'double-tap' right in the centre of the vague form even as I dropped and rolled. I'd shut my eyes as I fired, trying not to dazzle myself with the muzzle flash and lose whatever minimal night-vision I had, but I knew I'd hit home, the wet, meaty thud of the two rounds hitting his body had done their job. I heard a clatter as he dropped whatever he'd been carrying, and stretching out my hand I discovered what indeed felt like an old SLR; was this the shooter who'd shot my house up and nearly killed Georgy and Jamie, and how had he got hold of such a lethal relic?
For a split second rage washed over me and I was tempted to shove my pistol in his mouth and let him have two more rounds but from the sounds of it, he was already past any vengeance I could take. So much for me flapping my lips about being civilised and getting the police involved; when it came to it I'd killed a man without hesitation, and yes, he'd come to kill me, and yes, he'd attacked my home, but that still didn't make it any less wrong, or me any better than him.
Now there was only one left of the four now that three of them were hors de combat, (plus the idiot trapped in the overturned Nissan, but he wasn't going anywhere) and I had to hope Jarhead and Bonzo had him fully zeroed in, because I still couldn't see fuck-all. He, on the other hand couldn't fail to know exactly where I was. Basic training took over; if my position was known then change it, stay down, stay silent, and wait for my opportunity. Crouching low, one hand brushing the ground to feel for any large stones or trip hazards, I scrambled as silently as I could to move away from where the last remaining killer would have seen my muzzle flashes.
"I know you're here, Wilmot, I can hear you moving around..." came his voice, shockingly loud in the pitch darkness, apparently just a few yards from me. "I'm going to kill you for what you did, and then I'm going to fuck that pretty wife of yours and kill her too, what do you think of that, rich-boy?"
If he thought threatening Georgy was going to make me give away my position he was sadly mistaken. By now Jarhead and Bonzo had him dead to rights, they were probably moving in closer as he spoke.
"What's the matter, Wilmot, too scared to face a real man?" he taunted me, but my mother didn't raise any fools and I knew what he was trying to do, so I stayed mum; every time he spoke I zeroed into him even more accurately.
"Going to kill you, rich-boy, kill everyone you know, those three rugrats of yours, fuck your wife like a whore, and burn your fucking house to the ground, you hear me, you fucker? I'm going to make you pay for what you did to my family, can you hear me?"
Okay, that made no sense; who the fuck was he, and what had I ever done to his family? Nothing came to mind, not that I cared; this psycho was after my family, time to shut this down. From my prone position I raised the pistol, aiming for where I guessed he was, and squeezed off a single round, rolling away even as I fired. He cursed and the boom of his shotgun nearly deafened me as he fired at my muzzle flash. At that close range the shot was still a dense cloud, it hadn't spread out yet and it passed harmlessly over and to one side of me. At the same time I heard two pops, one after the other, the sound of more suppressed rounds and he screamed, falling heavily. I heard the shotgun clatter as he dropped it, and another 'Pop', and he screamed again.
It was my chance, and I dived onto him, sweeping the shotgun away as I punched where I guessed his face was. I heard and felt the crunching sound as my armoured glove broke his nose, before I jammed the barrel of the Glock in his mouth as hard as I could, probably breaking some of his teeth with the force I rammed it in.
"Lie still you shit-head or I'll blow your fucking head apart!" I gritted, but it was just bravado; he was down and the boys were right behind me, judging by the red dot in the middle of his forehead.
"Good one, LT," laughed Andy, flicking on his helmet-mounted LED torch so I could get a good look at whoever this psycho was. And I knew him! The first time I'd seen that ugly mug I'd been slamming a van door on it; this was one of the three men who'd invaded my home, tied up Georgy and Aunt Kay, and planned to murder them when they found the money that monkey's cock Max Preece had told them was hidden in the house. He hadn't looked so tough standing in the dock the last time I'd seen him when the judge sent him and his two confederates to jail.
"Get off him, LT, I want to talk to this piece of crap, take the gun out of his mouth, we're going to have a little chat!"
With my pistol jammed in his eye I slid off him and stepped back even as Andy pressed his boot against his neck.
"Now listen here, dumbo, you're going to stand up nice and slow, like; any sudden moves and my friend out there is going to blow your balls off, understand? Upsy-daisy, there's a good boy!"
"I can't, you shot me in the legs!" he whined.
"Oh fuck off," grinned Andy, "just a couple of flesh wounds, don't be such a fucking cry-baby, on your feet, now!"
"I'm hurt..." he whined, "I need a doctor..."
"You can get up, or I can put a bullet through your fucking mouth, you and your mate. Now get up and walk or I'll shoot you now and tomorrow you'll be somewhere in the North Sea feeding the crabs, take your pick, you worthless cunt, because we're done here, and I'm not telling you again."
He lay still, staring up at Andy and me, and I grinned and nodded at his groin. He shrieked when he saw the red dot centred on his crotch. Andy keyed his mike and spoke to Bonzo.
"Count of three, Bonzo then take your shot, I'm done with this prick, the other one's still alive, we don't need this joker."
My home-invader/wannabe assassin struggled to his feet and glared at us; I guess he wasn't that badly hurt after all, except for the oozing hole in his upper right arm, and I'm sure he didn't need that arm to stand up anyway. Andy grinned encouragingly at him.
"See, I knew you could do it, now get weaving, and remember; I see anything I don't like and you're a dead man." He clicked his PTT mike.
"Bonzo? Let's make our guest comfortable. Move it, you; fucking walk or die right here, right now, it's up to you and I don't really care which; we've still got your other mates to talk to and we're not going to carry you..."
As we approached the house I saw a torch flicker from the barn area, so we angled that way, our prisoner gasping and stumbling, making such a big deal over a couple of teeny little bullet nicks. Bonzo hit the lights in the barn and I manhandled our captive to the sturdy wooden chair in the middle of the floor, pressing my cocked pistol against his left eyeball while Bonzo bound him securely to the chair with heavy-duty zip-ties.
"Right, start talking, tough guy, who the fuck are you and why are you pulling this shit? And just so you know, any answers I don't like and I'll cut you somewhere painful, starting with your dick, so talk; what the fuck is your problem, and why this family?"
"Andy," I broke in, "I know this bastard; he and two other men invaded our home, tied up and threatened Georgy and Aunt Kay, looking for some money that loser Max Preece told them was in the house. I took them out and they were arrested."
I nudged the bound man with my foot.
"I was there in court when they sentenced you three dickheads; I know you got fourteen years, just like the other two. That was only eight years ago, how the fuck are you here now?"
"Good behaviour!" he snarled, "They released us after serving half our sentences, and we came to pay you back! I don't care if you call the police, if I go back to jail I'm still coming back for you and your fucking family; you killed my brother!"
I shook my head.
"Nope, wasn't me; you came uninvited into my home, your threatened my family, I beat the shit out of all three of you, you got what you deserved, but I didn't kill anyone; mashed their balls and broke their faces, maybe; I'll hold my hands up to that, but all three of you fuckwits were alive and breathing when the judge sentenced you, I was there. So no, I didn't kill anyone...at least, not then; tonight, your two mates out there, maybe, like I care. You come to my house and threatened my family, you shouldn't expect a warm welcome. Bonzo?"
"His friend with the shotgun is alive, just really unhappy; a bullet through each knee and his right arm will do that to you. He's strapped to a boulder out there, I suppose he might get away if he can manage to run with a three-hundred pound rock strapped to his back and no knees, but don't hold your breath. The other two are deader than dogshit, well done Will; maybe you should come and work with us part time, we could use you..."



"No thanks, I like working on old houses and going home every night with Georgy, so I'll pass, but thanks for the offer. What about these two, him and that bloke out there, and that idiot trapped in the Nissan, what's next?"
"Oh, they're not going to prison, at least not if we can help it..." he grinned as he hunkered down in front of our prisoner. "No, we have somewhere a lot more...entertaining in mind. What's your name, anyway?"
The man just glared at him, so Bonzo sighed theatrically, and pulled a K-Bar out of the back of his belt. As Bonzo leaned down our guest hawked and spat in Bonzo's face.
"Fuck you, I'm not scared of you fuckers; I did seven years in Long Lartin, there's nothing you can do to me, I'll happily go back, and when I come out I'm coming right back and fucking finishing this!"
Bonzo wiped his face off, grinned, and patted him on the knee, and suddenly he had his K-Bar knife point in the pouch of skin right under his left eye, a tiny trickle of blood starting where the razor-sharp knife had just nicked the skin.
"I warned you, fucknuts, apparently you don't listen too well; I hear Long Lartin turns out three kinds of ex-cons; dimwits, halfwits, and fuckwits; which one are you?"
"I want a solicitor, now, you can't hold me like this; if I've been arrested then I'm entitled to see a solicitor...
Bonzo grinned at him and wiped the knife clean on his shirt.
"You hold on to that, sunshine, maybe it'll keep you going. The thing is, you're not under arrest; if we were the police then we'd have pay attention to your rights. Unfortunately for you, you don't have any, nope, not a single one. You committed an armed assault on agents of Her Majesty's government, members of Her Majesty's Special Services, no less; that's known as 'domestic terrorism', or treason, if we really want to push it. We do. Assaulting us was an attack on the Crown we swore to defend, and we really don't like shit like that, it upsets us, and when we get upset, we get a little bit indiscriminate."
He patted Kevin's shoulder commiseratingly.
"Add to that the fact the Home Office in general and the Home Secretary in particular really, really, really doesn't like people pulling shit like that; it annoys him, his wife was killed in a terrorist atrocity and he likes to throw the book at home-grown scumbags like you, things like whole-of-life incarceration in solitary confinement a long way from family, and friends, and daylight, just for starters. So this is what's going to happen; you and your two mates are not going to jail, oh no; you're not going anywhere near a nice comfy police cell or a courtroom; you're going somewhere not very nice a long way away from anywhere and you'll be questioned as often and for as long as we deem sufficient, in a place no one knows about, where you'll soon be forgotten entirely...except by us, of course."
His smiling expression didn't waver as he spoke, in sharp contrast to the mounting horror on our prisoner's face.
"Think about this, Kev; where you're going there are no guards you can subvert or cultivate, no locks you can pick, no calendars, no lights, no TV, no visitors, no ping-pong tables or basket weaving, no lawyers, they just get in the way of the truth, and slop food, twelve-hundred calories a day, just enough to stop you dying of malnutrition, constant, fixed temperature of sixty degrees and no clothes, and no light for twenty-three and a half hours a day, just like our American cousins do, only they do it somewhere nice and warm, maybe tropical, like Guantanamo, or somewhere out in the desert."
His smile was wintry now, with no trace of compassion or pity.
"We don't have anything half as nice, Kevin, and, if by some fluke you do manage to escape, you won't get far; if we don't get you the bears or hypothermia will; it will actually be quite instructive to watch you try and survive naked in the Arctic; who knows, they might even let you make the attempt, you know, just to see what happens, a sort of object lesson to the other full-time losers like you we have stashed in other places."
He stood up and unclipped the magazine from his Sig, unscrewed the suppressor, and cleared the breech before placing the handgun in a plastic cleaning tray.
"The thing is, Kevin, you're going to answer any questions we choose to ask; you'll offer to sell your family for a chocolate bar, a pair of socks, a blanket to cover yourself with, food that tastes like food, and you'll never be allowed to leave; once that door closes behind you, it's closed permanently. I bet you're sorry for being such a pointless arsehole now, aren't you? Too bad it's too late. Actions have consequences Kevin, and you're about to explore them in full. I hope you think it was worth it."
The clatter of a helicopter overhead made Bonzo grin happily.
"Here they are, Kevin, your ride's here, right on schedule. Enjoy it, you'll never again see or hear anything we don't want you to. Don't worry, though, we'll keep you healthy; don't want you getting sick, after all. No, we want you to live the experience to the fullest, so we'll keep you alive and healthy. It's almost Zen, really; we'll keep you alive and unharmed until you're sick of each day that passes, each day will be exactly the same as every other day, and when you do finally go, a long, long time from now, you'll fully understand and appreciate just how much you lost, how much you threw away, and how little you mean to us. Have a long and pointless life, Kev."
Bonzo caught my expression and blank-faced me.
"Suck it up, Will; no-one ever accused us of being nice guys. Trash like this get to find out the hard way just who and what we are, and the price you pay for pissing us off. You want chivalrous behaviour? Then build a round table and recruit a bunch of white knights pure of heart and intent, and when you find out that doesn't work and it all goes to shit give us a call. Good men do bad things for good reasons all the time, that's how the real world works, and you may not like it, but that's how it is, and it will never change. You and families like yours sleep undisturbed in their beds because people like us make sure it's safe to do so."
He stepped up to me and helped me unclip the plate-carrier and retrieve the Glock and TAC-holster.
"Our American colleagues have a saying: 'The price of peace is eternal vigilance'; that's never been more true than now; whether it's rogue nation-states or lone groups with a grudge; if we need to, we will respond, we will teach them that our borders and our people are inviolate and we will do anything to make sure it remains that way. We took an oath to defend our country and all that it stands for, and we'll do it any way we have to."
God I was glad they'd never recruited me; the thought of having to think and feel like that, the cynical outlook I'd have developed, the cavalier way they could dismiss a man's life turned me off completely. Family life and Georgy by my side, that was more than enough to make my life complete, I had no crusades left unfinished, and no battles left unfought; my war was over.
*****
A group of heavily-armed and masked soldiers with no insignias or squad badges trooped into the barn; I didn't know who they were, but I did know what they were; they had 'regiment', SAS, written all over them. Andy and Rex talked with their CO which left me out of the loop, so I took the opportunity to ask Wells just why he'd said I killed his brother.
According to him, his younger brother, the intruder I'd clobbered and stashed in the hidden stairwell hadn't adapted well to life in prison, and two years into his sentence took his own life in his cell.
"And how is that my fault, exactly?" I queried, and actually had to step back from the glare of hate he blasted at me.
"He was my little brother, I was supposed to look after him, you made sure he went to that place, he died there because of you. You killed him!"
I shook my head.
"Nope, not my circus not my monkey; you bunch of apes came to my house to rob and kill my family; you got what you deserved, and so what if your brother topped himself? His actions put him there, not mine. If he couldn't take the consequences he should have stayed home that day and we wouldn't be here now. You live by the sword you die by the sword. If anyone's to blame it's you; you came to my house to kill us, now you're paying for it. You're going away for good, two men are dead and another is crippled for life, and you gained nothing by it. Wherever they lock you up I hope you have just oodles of fun and a long, shitty life."
Two of the masked soldiers covered Bonzo with more of the CQB carbines Andy had brandished earlier, confirming their identity as SAS, while he cut Wells' bonds. They then dragged him to his feet, ignoring his begging them not to do this, his apologies, his promises to be good, his claims that he was in pain, spun him around and handcuffed him, jammed a ball-gag in his mouth, and yanked a black hood down over his head. When they drag/marched him outside, I saw two other men in custody, likewise cuffed and hooded, one on a stretcher, being bundled into an unmarked Bell 212 helicopter. Two black body-bags were also unceremoniously dumped aboard.
"What happens now, Rex?" I asked, and he nodded at the grounded helicopter.
"Those idiots are going bye-bye after a medic's looked at their injuries. That's it for them, they'll no longer exist; it's what happens when you pick the wrong fight and lose. The bodies will probably be 'de-badged'; that means any possible way of identifying them will be removed and their remains weighted and dumped far out at sea. Other than that it's 'need to know' and you don't need to know, so change the subject, Will."
*****
The helicopter took off, taking Kevin and his friends to their new lives, and I will admit to feeling a tiny twinge of compassion, but not much, and not for long; they'd come to kill me, they'd blamed me for their own failings and come for revenge and failed, and now they were going to suffer the consequences for years to come. I can't say I was sorry to have that worry out of my life.
I went back into the barn with Andy and Rex, and we started packing up all the gear they'd brought out, stashing everything in anonymous fibreglass transit cases racked up in the back of Georgy's Land Rover. We worked quickly, in silence, no conversation was necessary, dawn was breaking and the kids would be around in a few minutes; they had already had their night disturbed by being taken into the cellar, they didn't need to see any of that stuff and start asking questions I wasn't quick enough to lie my way out of.
I was busy packing the radio comms equipment when I looked up and Georgy was standing in the barn doorway. She absolutely took my breath away, limned as she was in the golden-pink dawn-light, slim and willowy and looking like a dryad, a fairytale wood-nymph in her gauzy white robe and modest nightgown, her hair unbound and billowing in a mass of ebony curls. She seemed to glow, her pale skin almost ethereally translucent in the pale golden light bathing her, almost as if the dawn light and moonbeams had conspired together to make the perfect woman, the personification of morning beauty and grace and show her to me. All I could do was stare and wonder at her beauty, and thank whatever listens to our prayers that she chose me at all.
"Will, is it over now, baby? I heard noises...gunshots, and there was a helicopter, what happened? Did they come here? Who were they?"
Andy nodded, so I handed my packing to him and gathered her in.
"Yes Georgy, they did come here; it was that same lot that from back before we got married. One of them committed suicide in prison and they blamed us, so they came looking for revenge. The people Rex and Andy work for sent in the cavalry, they bailed us out, and the short version is: they rounded them up and took them away; they're gone for good. They won't ever be coming back."
I would give her the full story when there was no chance of the kids overhearing us, those same kids I could see watching us through the dining room windows. I didn't want them to know what I'd done, and maybe glorifying it, or worse, hating me for it; the full story would come for them when they were old enough to know the why's and wherefore's, and understand the choices we'd had to make this night.
*****
The three of us were allowed to sleep undisturbed through the day while Megan and Aunt Kay kept the kids occupied. For the first time in a long, long time I slept deeply and well, no dreams of what we'd done, none of the nightmares and no revived bad memories of what had happened in the sandbox that I'd been plagued with when I'd first returned from that place. Georgy stayed with me, she'd been up all night distracting the children from what she was sure was happening and making the whole 'camping in the cellar' an adventure for them, and for the first time since this whole odyssey had begun, she'd slept completely peacefully, her mind finally at rest. When I woke, refreshed and fully at ease, it was to Georgy's quizzical stare.
"What really happened last night, Will?" she murmured, "It's just you and me here, and you've never lied to me before, don't start now, please."
I sighed resignedly; I'd expected this moment to come soon, just not this soon. I'd had every intention of sharing with Georgy, I kept nothing from her, ever, and this was too big to try and sugar-coat and let time diminish, I'd just needed to do it in my own time, in my own way. She was right though; even lying by omission was still lying, and I loved her far too much to ever do that to her.
"Before I say anything, Georgy, please understand I never wanted any of this, I never went looking for this, and none of what happened was any of my doing. Can you understand that, baby?"
She looked deeply into my eyes, holding my eyes as she searched for any hint of holding back or deception and after a few seconds of her very own probing 'Georgy-stare' nodded her head.
"I understand, Will; you know you can tell me everything and I won't judge you. You said it had to do with those three men who broke into the house back then, what did they want now, why did they come after us? Just tell me, Will, I'm ready."
I took a deep breath and began.
"They were brothers, one of them couldn't cut it in prison and he killed himself. The other two blamed me, and they came back with some friends to kill me, and probably you and the kids too. Andy and Rex work for the government, one of the security agencies, and when they shot the house up, because they were there at the time, it was seen as an attack on the agency. The guys wanted us out of the firing line, somewhere safe that they could see any intruders coming from a long way away, and I brought us here. You know how we prepared for any eventuality, how the guys got me back in shape, well it paid-off last night."
Georgy cupped my face in her soft little hands, her face calm but shock and fear in her eyes at learning she and the kids were being targeted too.
"Go on, please baby, finish it..." she murmured.
"They came last night, five of them, armed. We were ready for them, all that night-patrol stuff we've been doing finally paid off. Andy had some kit, stuff I've used before way back in the day, and we got into it with them out in the dark. Andy and Rex had night-scopes and they were able to talk me right up to them, just like we'd done back when we'd been brewed-up out in Helmand and had to dodge the Taliban find our way back to MOB Lashkar Gah. We captured three of them, Rex put two of them down, injured, and there was one trapped in their overturned jeep. The other two..." I paused, not knowing how to say it.
"Go on, baby, it's alright..." murmured Georgy.
"That gunfire you heard, that was me. I killed them, two of them, Georgy; they came to kill my family and I killed them, I'm so sorry, I didn't want to, they gave me no choice, it was so quick, if I could have..." but she put her finger on my lip, silencing me.
"Stop it, Will, just stop it. Those men came to kill us; you were a soldier once, and you stopped them the only way you knew how. Don't ever apologise for keeping your family safe any way you could. Listen to yourself, baby; what you did is what any father would do to protect his children, it's what your father would have done for you, and what daddy would have done for me. We're safe because of you, remember that. Remember what daddy used to say? "He who lives by the sword shall die by the sword"? They got what they deserved for trying to harm my children. You did the right thing, my Soldier-Man, and I'm proud of you."
I looked directly into her eyes and saw nothing but truth and love there, no drawing away from me, no blaming me for the blood on my hands, just trust, and faith in me, and love. I had truly struck the jackpot with this girl. Georgy smiled at me, and kissed me just once, a feather-light peck on the lips.
"Anyway, as I was trying to say before you got all facey-grabby on me, the people Rex and Andy work for, that helicopter you heard last night, they came in and cleaned-up, took the... them away, and the three who survived are in for a tough time a long way from anywhere, but they asked for it. We're officially off the hook, baby; it's over for good."
"So now the baddies have been dealt with, and we're not in any more danger, can I ask one question?"
I smiled and nodded, pretty certain I knew what she was going to ask.
"Can we go home now, Ty? We've been here all summer long, the kids have had the best summer-holiday they could ever have had, but the new school term starts week after next week, only ten days away, and the kids need to go back, well not so much Jerry, he's still pre-Reception, but definitely Edie and Jamie. I miss work, too; we should have all the Land Registry title-search and conveyancing on the two new project houses completed by now and the houses ready for us to get stuck into, and I was thinking I might get a small pony for Edie, maybe a Shetland, she keeps asking and I think she's ready. I miss my horses, too, Willie; I need a good, long horseback ramble, my thigh-muscles need some work. Let's go home, please?"
From what I could tell, her thighs felt just fine to me, just as sleek and firm and satiny as ever, and a little exploration soon uncovered other things that felt just as firm and juicy.
"Stop it Ty, not unless you mean it!" she play-scolded me, so I ignored her; I had my hands on a delectably naked Georgy-Girl all of my own and I wasn't letting go...
"Quit it, Will, let me just go and lock the door at least..." she giggled, squirming delightfully, so I reluctantly let go of her, and she slid out of bed in a luscious whirl of long, pale limbs and wild black hair, darting over to the door and flicking the catch before bounding back into bed with me. I caught her mid-air, rolling over with her so I could smother her with kisses and gentle tickles, making her giggle even as she kissed me back just as wildly.
"Are trying to do things to me, you naughty soldier-boy?" she teased, pouting in a way I found totally irresistible, before once again tempting me with her silvery, tinkling giggle. I responded by slipping my hands down from her waist to hold, squeeze, and then pull apart, her tight little bottom-cheeks, something I know she likes.
"Oooohhh you bad man, Tyler Wilmot, naughty, naughty... do it again!" she giggled, so I did, enjoying hearing her sigh as she ground against me.
"Eat me, Will; taste me and eat me..." she murmured, urging me to do what I'd already had every intention of doing, so I kissed and licked my way down her body, enjoying the clean, sexy smell of her skin unmasked by soap or deodorant, just the fresh scent of clean skin. Georgy sighed and relaxed, quivering slightly as I worked my way down her body, swirling my tongue-tip in her sexy little navel before exploring further. Georgy trims but she doesn't denude, and the feel of my tongue-tip brushing through her soft curls is one of my greatest pleasures. Georgy stirred and murmured, soft, liquid sounds, as I swirled my tongue through the silky, lush forest of her Mons, before delving between the rich-tasting folds of her labia, making her start and gasp with pleasure.



"Oh God yes, Will..." she murmured, twining her fingers in my hair, holding me against her as I feasted on her damp succulence, the taste and scent of her driving me mad with desire for her, until I pressed my tongue flat against the hard nub of her clitoris and sucked. Georgy thrust her mons hard against my probing mouth as she came, a spray of her sweet, tangy juices filling my mouth and coating my lips as she convulsed, her scream muffled by the pillow she held over her face. She shuddered again and again as her climax ripped through her, wracking her body and wrenching sobbing moans from her again and again.
She dropped back, her chest heaving and her face, neck, and shoulders flushed in the aftermath of her gigantic orgasm. I slid up next to her, and her arms snaked around me, pulling me close so she could kiss me some more.
"I taste nice, Soldier-man!" she smiled, her eyes big and sparkling with unshed tears, and blurry in the haze of post-orgasmic languor, "you just know I'll be wanting some more of that, Will! You do me so good, Mister Wilmot; Mrs. Wilmot requests the pleasure of a return bout, if you're up to it, hot-shot Soldier-Man!"
I fondled her taut little bottom and grinned as she sighed happily.
"But of course, milady; didn't I promise you every day and three times on Saturdays? I'm a Wilmot, we always keep our word!"
As we kissed she fondled me, getting me ready, like I needed it; just being around her had me ready, and the scent of her hair, the scent of her skin combined with the sweet tang of her fresh summer sweat, the musk of her arousal, the taste of her lingering in my mouth, all these things were doing serious things to me. I wanted her so badly, and she knew what she wanted too, and so she slid on top of me, her knees parting so she sat astride me, before lifting up and fumbling me into position, and sinking down on me with a long, tremulous, satisfied sigh.
I knew what I wanted to do with her, we'd done this dance so many times before but still, each time felt like a new experience; there was nothing jaded or same old-same old for me when it came to making love to my Georgy-Girl, and so it was then; as she sank down on me, so my hands slid around her tiny waist, before slipping down to hold and squeeze her delightfully taut cheeks, holding her against me as I made love to the love of my life. Her head sank down, her lustrous black hair forming a net around us as we kissed, our lips and tongues connecting even as our bodies did.
I don't know how long we moved together, but even perfect pleasure has its limits, and so our movements grew faster, more frantic as our mutual arousal ramped ever higher, until:
"Oh God, I can't...I can't...again, oh God...again...yesss, yess, yesss, YESSS! YESS! GOOODDD, YEESSS!!" she yelled as she climaxed again, taking me with her, milking me as I came in what felt like endless spurts, jet after hot jet of spunk, filling her to overflowing, on and on, as she quivered atop me, her pussy clenching and squeezing me dry.
Georgy collapsed bonelessly on top of me, her heart thudding against mine, which was going like a trip-hammer in perfect counterpoint to hers. We lay together, muscles quivering and twitching until the last surging echoes of our mutual climaxes ebbed and died away in us, our heartbeats slowed, and our breathing normalised.
Georgy finally raised her head to smile blearily at me.
"And that's just one reason I keep you around, Soldier-Man!" she murmured, before laying her head back on my chest and dozing off literally before she'd finished speaking.
I grinned, slowly slid her off me so as not to wake her, gathered her in, and tucked the bedclothes around her before I too fell asleep, secure in the knowledge our troubles, at least those involving revenge-fuelled, shaven-headed psycho's, were finally over.
*****
Breakfast next morning was interesting; the kids, after their usual 'jump on daddy's groin, it's time to wake him up' morning exercise sat in a quiet semi-circle, watching me carefully; obviously Jamie had worked out that it was about time to go home and prepped the other two, so they all sat there watching me like three little owls, unblinking and suspicious.
"Children, we've had a lovely summer, haven't we?" prompted Georgy, getting nothing back but mistrustful looks and doubtful glances, "but summer holidays are over now, and you have to go back to school...I know, I know..." at the howls of protest.
"No, don' wanna school, like it here, there's fishies and wabbitses and moo-cows and sheeps!" sobbed Edie, starting Jerry off too, while Jamie looked grim, but resigned, like he'd known what was coming but he still didn't have to like it. They stared imploringly at me, knowing I usually caved-in when they started on me, but this time I stuck to my guns; summer was over, and school was drawing near, and Georgy had me pinned with that eyebrow...
"Come on, guys, don't you miss being at home?" I cajoled them, "Edie, all your toys are there, and Jerry, your bike is there too, and don't you want to see your friends again? And Jamie, don't you want to see Ronnie, and Mikey, and Brian? I thought you guys wanted to explore the secret passages in the house?" (Jamie was convinced a house as old as ours was riddled with secret passages; there weren't any, but he never stopped trying to find them anyway, and I didn't have the heart to tell him...)
I could see the light of adventure kindle in his eyes as I reminded him of his quest, and I knew he was back on my side. Edie and Jerry would follow his lead, and we'd hopefully have an easy transition back to our real lives and our jobs and business.
With that settled and out of the way, Georgy packed the kids off to get all their clothes together so she could do a final wash and pack, and search under the beds and dressers for lost socks, Lego, toy cars, and storybooks, empty out all the closets and dressers, and tally up what food we had in the pantry and freezers, and what we were going to do with it. In the midst of this outbreak of domesticity I attempted to quietly sneak off to have a chin-wag with Andy and Rex before we got split up for the drive home, but she had other ideas entirely.
"Just you wait there, Wilmot, you and I have things to talk about!" she grinned, pointing at the overstuffed armchair, "Sit, Will, and stay there!"
With that she bustled off into the kitchen, returning with a pair of steaming coffee mugs.
"Right, Will, we need to sort some things out, things to do with the house, the business, family, you know, fun stuff!"
I nodded, intrigued as to where she was going. She lounged back and looked at me over the top of her mug.
"First off, babe, the business is going to have to take a back-seat for me for a while, so when we get home, when we gear up to get those two houses moving, you'll have to get the best team you can put together and manage them by yourself because I'm not going to be available on-site at all; pretty soon I'll have something much, much more important to take care of, and you'll have to manage the kids, or at least help me, Aunt Kay, and Megan more..."
I cocked an eyebrow at her.
"What's more important than getting the kids settled back in and the business back on track?" I asked, and she gave me her trademark 'Georgy' smile.
"Well I'm not sure yet if it's a boy or a girl, but it's definitely a lot more important than any old restoration business right now!"
My head stopped dead right then as what she said slowly sank in and started to come together, until suddenly it all went off with a bang.
"What...when...are you...when...how..." I stammered while she watched me floundering with her Georgy/mummy/grown-up smile, an indulgent expression that was coming to be more common these days when she spoke to me now that I thought about it...
"When is probably around Easter next year, I make it April fifteenth but the clinic back home will work it out better, 'when' is almost any time in July, you randy beast, and don't worry, I'm fine, three kids already so another one should be a doddle. I always wanted four children, I told you once, a long time ago, and I hope it's a girl so she can have Jerry as her big brother to look out for her, just like Edie's got Jamie. We'll work it out nearer the day, Will, but for now let's just get back home and get our lives back."
Epilogue:
Settling back into our lives and way of life was pretty much a bump-free doddle; SRG had kept the School Board and the local Education Committee firmly off our backs by invoking the Official Secrets Act, which effectively killed any interest in our sudden departure and any curiosity regarding the reasons behind it, and our business interests, left as they were in the hands of our legal team, had been humming along quite happily without us, so we were able to slot back in almost seamlessly.
The only one of the kids who had more than an inkling was Jamie, and I trusted him to be smart enough to keep his lip zipped. By the time Christmas rolled around, the smaller ones had completely forgotten what a tumultuous summer we'd had, the bullet damage to the sitting room Renaissance stained-glass windows and priceless Elizabethan walnut panelling had been invisibly patched and repaired, and no signs remained to show the house had recently been the target of an armed assault.
Andy and Rex dropped by occasionally, as time and projects allowed, to visit with Georgy and me and spoil the kids outrageously, and Andy and Megan low-key rekindled their romance, but other than that, no visible memories of our traumatic summer remained to haunt us.
Georgy and I put together a trustworth, mind-reading team of craftsmen and specialist restorers and kept going our usual way, with me on-site with the team, and Georgy remaining at home watching the designs, costs, finishes, and standards; it was a model that worked through three pregnancies and had kept us in the black for years.
As before, we'd relied heavily on Mid-Georgian and High-Regency style and influences to dress and present the houses, with Georgy's own special eye for period detail picking out the things that stopped the houses being 'good enough' pastiches and instead elevated them to the authentic, 'Wow!' category. We accepted offers well in excess of 65% over asking price by bidders who were determined to live in the kind of style, elegance, and presence the houses projected, all because of Georgy's impeccable taste and flawless sense of period and presentation.
The baby was born Easter Sunday, the same week both houses were dressed and photographed for sale. Georgy presented me with a beautiful daughter, 7lbs of red-faced, screaming wonderfulness. Even just a few minutes old I could see her eerie resemblance to Georgy, her puff of glossy sable hair and those distinctive Lassiter grey eyes; my new baby girl was exactly what I'd always wanted, a miniature replica of Georgy to grace and bless the next generation, and I wouldn't have changed it for the world. Georgy smiled tiredly and brushed her lips across our newest child's pink little forehead.
"You make beautiful babies, Georgy-Girl!" I grinned, thinking that, tired and wrung out as she was after nine hours of labour, she was still the most beautiful thing I'd ever seen.
"Her name's Eloise, Will," smiled Georgy sleepily, "I want her to have a French name, for mummy, she can be 'Ellie'; can you hear it now? Both our girls, Edie and Ellie; I think mummy would like that."
I gently swabbed her flushed, sweaty face with a cool Wet-Wipe and brushed a few errant strands of hair back from her face so I could study her all over again, my favourite pastime.
"You're right; I think mum would like it very much indeed. Go to sleep now Georgy-Girl, don't you worry about a thing, and when you wake up I'll still be here."
And I was.
*****
FINIS.



        Sisterfest Ch. 05: Carys & Mike

        Long before Finn and Lara there were Carys and Mike.

        
Url: https://www.literotica.com/s/sisterfest-ch-05-carys-and-mike

Title: Sisterfest Ch. 05: Carys & Mike

Author: beachbum1958

Category: Incest/Taboo

Description: Long before Finn and Lara there were Carys and Mike.

Tags: mike and carys, romance, sisterfest prequel, incest romance, romantic, brother and sister

Series: Sisterfest


All persons participating in sexual activities are over eighteen. This story contains scenes of a sexual, incestuous nature.
Please vote or comment as you see fit, and remember, things happen here because I need them to, and not necessarily how they would in the real world, because this is just a story, in a made-up time and place that sometimes looks like reality but mostly isn't. Read and enjoy,
BB1958
_______________________
Carys & Mike: A Sisterfest Romance
Carys Kershaw:
All through my most formative years, through the storms of childhood and the turbulence of my teenage years there was only one constant, one anchor in a world I felt increasingly adrift in; my sweet big brother, my Mikey. Of all the people I knew, of all my (admittedly sparse) family I might have turned to, I only ever really trusted Mikey; he's the one who fixed the things I couldn't, played with me when I needed a friend, never judged me when I pulled a stupid, and always, always had time for me, my problems, my wishes, my hopes, and my dreams. Mum and Dad were good, but they didn't think kids had problems, life was easy for them, so they never really drilled down into what was going on with me; they were happy, so they assumed I was too.
From earliest years Mikey was who I needed most; he was my favourite playmate, my staunchest defender, my rock who never judged me, and the one thing I knew, with rock-solid certainty, would be forever in my life to defend, protect, shield, and shelter me. I'd never seriously felt the need to copy-cat my friends and go trolling after boys as soon as they realised they had the bait to stir a boy's interest; all the boys I knew were scrawny no-hopers compared to Mikey, none of them were sweet enough, nice enough, tall enough, or had hair black enough or eyes the right shade of blue; it puzzled me that my lovely big brother was literally the best, most attractive boy I knew.
These feelings persisted all the way through primary school, where I just took it for granted that Mikey was just better at everything than anyone I knew, and then came secondary school. When my friends were trying their best to attract boys, I stayed clear of that stuff; none of them were Mike, so none of them were worth my time. I think by the time I hit sixteen my mother was starting to be concerned; I'd never been on a date, even the innocent Saturday night 'take me to the cinema and try and slide his arm around my shoulders' type of date that all my friends were raving about in school. The truth was, I just didn't find any of the boys in my school attractive or intriguing enough to even want to go there in the first place.
I had no plans to go to university, I really didn't want to leave my family and friends behind, and let's be honest here; my A-level exam scores were nothing to trumpet from the rooftops, unlike Mikey, who just seemed to be breezing through his architecture course at the University of Bath, which had caused no slight friction when he'd been accepted; I needed him near me, although I couldn't really give a hard and fast reason why he should be, not down at the other end of the country doing who knows what with God knows who. I was seriously conflicted; I wanted him to be the best he could, doing what he obviously loved, but he needed to be doing it where I could see, feel, and hear him anytime I needed him.
That whole raft of loose and barely understood, let alone clearly defined, feelings over Mikey made me very, very unhappy, and I really couldn't tell anyone, especially the parents.
I couldn't really get a job, what with having no real qualifications and zero experience, and university was out of the question with my less than spectacular A-Level results, so I took mum's suggestion to heart and went back to school, to the local technical college to do a 3-year BTEC in office management and Business Administration; dad promised me if I managed to pass each year with a minimum of a Distinction there would be a guaranteed place for me at his firm when I qualified, he'd see to it.
So I did; dad's company was part of a huge international conglomerate of a dozen or so huge manufacturing divisions that made everything from televisions to toilet paper, fridges, washing machines, car parts, motorcycles, and aerospace components, and working in any of the divisions was pretty much a guaranteed job for life. Also, it meant I got to go home at night and spend the weekends with my friends, unlike poor Mikey; architecture is an exacting, unforgiving discipline, and Mikey was burning the candle at both ends to keep up with his study, projects, and work-placements. He never complained, though; when I spoke with him all I got was his passion for his chosen field, no hint of regret, of wrong choices made, of feelings that he wasn't going to make the cut; he loved the pressure, the things he had to do to be creative and not be labelled derivative or a plagiarist, the creative processes he was going through to be different, original, and credible.
Mike Kershaw:
From earliest days, my favorite person was my cute, happy little sister, Carys, Rys for short. No matter how busy I was, or how lazy I was feeling, I couldn't not play with her, sit with her, read to her, or just listen to her while she babbled and chattered about her dolls, her favourite kid's TV shows, any and everything. Rys was going to be a gorgeous young woman, I could see that even then; her clear, translucent complexion, her jet-black curly hair so black it was almost blue, her stunning bright blue-violet eyes, huge and appealing, and her sweet, rosy little Cupid's bow mouth added up to just the prettiest, most beautiful little girl I'd ever seen. Add to that the fact she was so bubbly and good-natured and what I had was the perfect little sister, sweet, good-natured, and fun to be around. Oh yes, I adored my baby sister from the day mum brought her home from the hospital; she owned me, and I didn't care who knew it.
Carys was happiest when I helped mum tuck her in at night. She wouldn't let me go until I'd checked under her bed and in her closet that there were no monsters or goblins hiding there, then I'd read one of her simple fairytales to her, and then do a sweep one more time so she could sleep undisturbed. Mum always said I was such a sweet boy for playing up to her, but I wasn't playing; my little sister trusted me to keep her safe at night and I wasn't going to let her down. Being four years older than her meant that I was the token grown-up in her world; mum and dad came and went, and did parent things, and we loved them dearly, but if Rys really wanted something done, or needed something, or just needed to be believed or understood, she came to me and I'd do what I could, because I loved my adorable baby sister.
As we grew, our relationship never really changed in any significant way; Carys did her thing, and I watched over her. As she hit her teens the local boys started taking an interest in her, for a very good reason; she was probably the prettiest girl in town. I doubt she knew, or even cared, that the town saw her that way. One thing about her was her total lack of interest in attracting any kind male attention, and she never showed the slightest interest in any of the boys in her school or the youth clubs and activities she joined. This meant she spent most of her time either doing girly things with her girlfriends, or in my orbit, which suited me fine; I didn't like the idea of other boys liking her, and I never really worked out why; all I knew was I didn't want any of those scrawny, pimply, posturing loudmouth losers anywhere near her.
One boy made the mistake of attempting to grope her while his jackass friends held her and hee-hawed like a herd of donkeys at how much fun it was, then thought they'd gotten away with it. Foolish, foolish morons, did they really think she wasn't going to tell me? The boys who'd held her got the kind of beating that makes Christian believers out of us, but the boy, man, really, he was over eighteen, who'd tried to grope her lost all his front teeth one dark night and had both his hands slammed by an unknown assailant in a car door as an object lesson in how precious one's hands are, and how one should keep them to oneself; I understand these days if he wants to pick his nose, wank, or scratch his balls he has to ask someone to help out, but he certainly learned a powerful lesson; don't touch my little sister.
Being away from home, even if it was at university to study the one thing I'd always wanted to learn nevertheless still hurt in deep down, unique ways; I missed Carys, I missed her bringing each least little thing to me to show me, ask me about, ask if I'd like it, or if it suited her. I'd start awake at night in my digs absolutely sure Rys was sitting on my bed because she needed me, or I'd hear her voice as I was falling asleep and jerk awake again. Nights that happened, I literally had to get out of bed and search every single nook and cranny in my poky little student apartment just to assure myself she wasn't there, that I hadn't really heard her, that I was alone all the way down in Bath, and she was alone all the way up in Leominster, in Herefordshire.
Carys was fourteen when I left for university and the lost, scared, heartbroken look on her face the day I packed my car with my final bits and pieces almost convinced me to just call it off and find a university or technical college closer to home just so I could be near her. Cary's hugged me, and I could feel the desperation and loss, and that nearly decided me there and then.
"I don't have to go, Doll-Eyes, I can find someplace else closer to study, it's okay, if you need me I'd rather be with you than leave you alone, baby, honest!" I murmured.
Carys stepped back to stare into my eyes in shocked surprise.
"Don't you dare, Michael Kershaw! You've worked so hard, you wanted this so much, don't you dare chuck it all over for me! You have to go, Mikey, this is what you really, honestly want, if you don't go I'll never forgive myself. Please don't say you'll give it up, Mikey, I don't want you to not go and then ten years from now blame me because I took it away from you! Go, Mikey, please, don't give it all up, I'll be okay, I'll always be here, and you can come home anytime, this is still our home. Please go, Mikey, for me? Please?"
So I left with a heavy heart and a ton of misgivings, my mind filled with images of my beautiful baby sister smiling me away with crystal tears trapped in her long, sooty lashes; I knew she was right, although I'd never blame her for anything, ever; leaving now to follow my dream was the right thing for me. So why did my heart feel like it was wrapped in lead weights?
Carys Kershaw:
Watching my Mikey leave was like filling my heart with sharp, heavy rocks; my entire life he'd been my one constant, the one thing I knew would always be there for me. I knew he had to go, I knew this was his chance to make something of himself, the chance he wanted more than anything else in the world, but it didn't matter one whit to my heart. No matter how many times I told myself it was what he was supposed to do, no matter how hard I rationalised his need to do this, as I lay in my bed in the dead of night, in the core of my heart, deep down where my real feelings lived, I knew it was a lie and I was only fooling myself. Mikey was the most important thing in my life, he always had been since Day One, a piece of my heart I didn't dare share with mum and dad, a part of me that I didn't even vaguely understand at all, but that didn't matter, because it still broke in a million pieces as he drove away and left me alone. Watching him drive away I finally, truly understood what it was to be lost and heartbroken.
*
I didn't see Mike for two years; his coursework, his need to prove he was capable of being everything an architect should be meant he had almost no free time; when he wasn't in class he was on assignments with different architectural practices, laying the groundwork for entry into the professional network he hoped to be a part of. He studied long hours, day in, day out, picked away at possible opportunities to find and be worthy of the professional experience he desperately needed to qualify, and he did. I was more than shocked when I received a card from him from Milan, from a placement he'd earned with a leading European architectural practice, for the entirety of the four-year course's third year. He was abroad for a year! It was bad enough I couldn't have him in Leominster with me, but for him to be on the other side of the world? It was so unfair, he was so far away, and I'd never stopped needing him!
I was eighteen the year he finished his RIBA Part 1 requirement, four long years and only phone calls and a couple of flying visits. He'd looked dragged-out and worn down, but I never said anything, I was just so happy I could see him at all and be with him, if only for a few fleeting hours, but that was just the start. Next came RIBA Part 2, a Masters in Architecture. Just when other conventional students were packing away their mortar boards and ploughing head-first into the job market he had to go back, another two years full-time study. Six years, I was never going to see him again at this rate! As if that wasn't bad enough, when he'd gotten his Masters he was going straight into yet another placement, a whole year, before he could take his finals. I was sick at heart, eight years, only doctors had it worse, but eight years out of my life with no Mikey, I didn't know if I could survive it. Life wasn't just unfair, it was bloody harsh!
Dad had made one rule: no dating until I was sixteen, and no hanky-panky; we lived in a very small town, and reputations could be destroyed or gained by just one misheard comment or malicious gossip; it was all too easy to "get a name", so mum and dad went out of their way to ensure I didn't. They needn't have worried; to me the local boys looked like genetic mistakes, none of them was anything like my Mikey; ergo none of them was ever going to be good enough, and I was quite happy to keep to the status quo; I stayed away from them, and they avoided me because they knew, whoever dad didn't decimate, Mikey would finish off, and that kept them at bay and their mouths shut.
College wasn't the fulfilling experience I'd built it up in my mind was going to be, but really, it was my only option, the only escape-hatch open to me; it was either get qualified, find a job, and move away, or be stuck here, married to some big-mouthed boozer-loser, buried under a mound of squalling children, condemned to a life of back-fence gossip and TV soaps. There was more to life than that, and I promised myself I'd find it, because the thought of turning into one of the pregnant, overweight drudges most of my school friends had already become scared the life out of me. But I leaned into it; anything that promised me a way out of Leominster was a good thing, yes?
I was 20 when my life changed dramatically; one of the assistant lecturers in the Commercial Computing and Accounting class announced she was having a party, she was going to have a baby, and we were all invited. By this time the class had thinned down quite significantly as the slackers and disillusioned dropped out or were washed out, so there were only nine of us left who'd stuck it out and looked to be finishing with a good grade. I usually made it a policy to avoid parties, alcohol, or boys, and all three were going to be there, my three red flags, but I thought 'What the Hell? Got to go to at least one college party in my life!' so I went, and that was where I met Max Elliot, and the slow downward spiral of my life began, although obviously I never clocked it at the time.
Max was gorgeous, there's no denying that; as soon as I walked into party and our eyes met all my senses stood up and screamed; I actually felt weak-kneed in his presence, he was so everything I could want in a man; tall, curly black hair that looked like he combed it with his fingers, pale, interesting complexion, brilliant blue eyes a shade lighter than mine, a firm, square jaw and a wide, generous mouth, just about everything a girl could want, and when he smiled at me I melted; if he wasn't Mikey, well, Mikey wasn't him, either!
We kind of made a beeline for each other, I think I might have trampled over a couple of people to get to him, but I can't be sure, and then suddenly he was there, holding me spellbound. I don't remember what we talked about I was just mesmerised by his voice, his eyes, his smile. We must have talked and gazed at each other all night, but I didn't realise it, I was only aware of him, and when he told me he had to go I was crushed, but then he saved me because he asked for my number, and gave me his, and said he'd call me next day and perhaps we could sort something out.
I floated home, and arrived just in time for mum to look around with the phone to her ear and smile "Never mind, here she is now! Very nice talking with you Max; here's Carys!"
And that's how it started; the innocent, blushing conversations, the chaste kisses, the totally blameless, pressure-free dates, the parties, the college dances, and, eventually, dancing at some of the nightclubs in Hereford, Telford, and Shrewsbury. I was starting to feel that I needed to have a more adult relationship, a relationship that took note of the fact he was a man and I was a woman, not a young girl. Max never pressured me, never tried to entice me into something much more intense than kissing and holding hands, but I could tell he wanted to, and eventually so did I.
Going all the way with Max was fine, but I'd always thought the first time was the special one, moonbeams and fireworks and fairy glitter and it wasn't, it felt weird, and uncomfortable, and not at all what I wanted. Max seemed to have twigged that it wasn't exactly the earth-shattering, rainbows and unicorns experience he was hoping to give me, and to give him his due, he'd tried, but there was something missing, that deep-down spark I'd secretly been hoping for.
Still, he'd proved in my mind he was the one, even though our further experiments in that area still didn't exactly light a fire in me; I knew he loved me, he'd told me enough times, and I didn't know what I was feeling for him, but I told myself it was love and I even convinced myself it was so. When he asked me to marry him I put all my misgivings aside and said I would wear his ring and be his wife. Now I had to tell Mikey, something I was feeling weirdly ambiguous about for no good reason I could fathom; just that there was something deep in my brain that said he wasn't going to be happy about it at all.
Mikey came home specifically to meet Max; I needed the two most important men in my life to be, if not friends, then at least not at swords point. I could see Mikey liking Max, even though I could tell he was trying to hate him, but Mikey, if he's anything, he's honest with himself, and I could see he liked Max, even if he could only grudgingly admit it to himself. I knew, though, that he wasn't happy about me marrying Max, I could feel it coming off him in waves. They both looked amazingly alike, almost like brothers; tall, fair-skinned, black curly hair, glittering blue eyes, wry, seductive smiles, and a sudden chill struck me; was I marrying Max because I loved him, something I was still wondering about if I'm honest, or was I marrying him because he was as close to Mikey as I could get? I didn't even want to think about that, it was a weird, and uncomfortable thought that implied...things, things I knew were wrong to even consider.
No, Max had sworn he loved me, I was sure I loved him, I was going to marry him, and my life was going to be perfect.



Mike:
The first time I met Max Elliot I wasn't that impressed; I suppose I was biased; Rys had always been the little princess in my life, my adored and adorable baby sister, and suddenly she was a grown woman, attracting grown men and dating them, and I didn't like it, I didn't like it at all, and that puzzled me. Carys was supposed to go out in to the world, it was what growing up was all about, she wasn't breaking any rules, and yet I still hated the idea. Watching them sitting at the table with mum and dad chit-chatting, watching them sharing private little inside jokes and meaningful glances and expressions seriously put my back up.
I bit my tongue, sometimes literally, because this was who she'd chosen to be with, and from the tenor of the conversation I gradually gleaned the information that they were engaged; Max had asked her to marry him, and she'd said yes. And yet I didn't get any strong feeling of joyfulness from her; it almost seemed like she was working off some kind of internal tick-list: qualify, find a man, marry him, have his children, be a standard family with 2.5 kids and a 3-bedroom suburban semi-detached house, grow old together, and eventually be buried side-by-side in the local churchyard. Max seemed to be in a haze whenever his eyes alighted on her, I was in no doubt that he was absolutely smitten with her but strangely, I didn't get that from her at all, and that worried me deeply; was he forcing her, somehow?
She seemed perfectly spontaneous with him, she didn't shy away from his touch, she looked him levelly in the eyes when she spoke to him; was I seeing pressure and coercion where none existed; was she, in fact, exactly as she seemed, a fully willing partner in this and was I letting my suspicions and unease do my thinking for me? I seemed more and more that I was just unwilling to accept my Rys needed someone more than she needed me and that sent a very peculiar pang of loss and hurt through me.
That night I had a weird, sexy, and very disturbing dream; in the dream, I was talking to Carys about something and as we chatted she walked around the room disrobing as we talked, looking hotter and sexier with every item of clothing she took off, until suddenly she was naked, her perfect body on display for me. I realised I was naked too, and as we chatted she started kissing me, just little nibbles, but God, so sexy! I started responding in kind, and then we were kissing for real, our tongues exploring each other's mouths as we kissed like long-parted lovers. All at once we were in her bed, our bodies entwined as we writhed and groped, and then she looked into my eyes, her own eyes burning with lust and she whispered "Fuck me, Mikey, please, make this real!" and I did, jamming myself into her even as she thrust back at me, meeting me thrust for thrust. My heart and soul seemed to be exploding as I made love to Rys, my Carys, and when I came, it was with the heat of a thousand stars, blasting myself deep into her again and again.
I woke with a jolt, my head ringing, totally disoriented for a few seconds, unable to remember why I was here, and all that was clear in my mind was the memory of bedding my sister, of making love to Carys, and her enthusiastically receiving me, and more. I knew it was a dream, but my body's response had been real enough, and I pondered what was wrong with me as I shamefacedly cleaned up the evidence of my shameful, impossible dream, sick at the thought I could think of my baby sister in that way, beautiful young woman though she now was. Thoughts and feelings like that were more than shameful, they hinted at wrong, illegal things, things no normal person could ever indulge in, or even allow one to even contemplate.
I had to get away from her, as far as possible, until I could look at her and not see in my mind's eye what I'd dreamed so graphically.
I went back down to Bath in the morning; in truth I ran down to bath, bugging out with almost unseemly haste; my coursework and qualification requirements gave me an iron-clad excuse to run from there as quickly as possible and get away from Carys, because now, of course, every time I looked at her I saw those outrageous images in my mind. I had a one-year placement with a large architectural practice in London, and I needed to get my portfolio in proper presentation order and signed-off by my course tutor. Max shook my hand and told me he'd see me at the wedding (how I didn't crush his hand I don't know; instead I forced a happy smile and told him I was going to be there to see my baby sister married), Carys hugged and kissed me goodbye, hurt and loss flashing in her eyes as she clung to me for just a second, then stepped back and smiled widely, but the smile didn't touch her eyes, and once again I saw in my mind's eye that unspeakable image of her from my dream, her eyes wide and lambent with lust for me.
What was going on here, what was wrong with me, and just as troubling, what was I missing in the whole Carys/Max dynamic? The whole thing seemed 'off', and I couldn't work out why (or perhaps I could and I really couldn't risk going there...)
I couldn't get to Bath quickly enough, there was just too much at home for me to deal with, and somehow I knew I had to be a long way away from Carys before I could even begin to unravel it all, I was certain of that.
*
Mum kept me apprised of the wedding preparations as I worked, and Carys kept in close touch too, and all through this whole thing I kept getting this odd vibe, like she was doing this because she thought she was supposed to, not because she really wanted to. Not once did I ever tell her to cut and run, or slow things down until she was sure; I may have been her big brother, but she was an adult, presumably old and wise enough to know what she was doing, and if I'd misread the signals I stood a good chance of permanently alienating the one person in the world I loved more than anything; I could never hurt her so, so I trusted that she was sure of what she wanted and what she was doing.
The wedding itself was probably what every girl secretly wanted: the white dress like a cloud of satin and chiffon, two bridesmaids in matching pink dresses and floral chaplets holding her long veil, a page-boy to carry the rings on a white satin pillow with gold tassels, and a cute little flower-girl in a crinoline and sunbonnet strewing rose petals in front of Carys as she approached the altar on dad's arm. I watched with mixed feelings; I was happy for Carys, honestly; she'd found and married the man she wanted, in the place she'd always wanted to be married in, in the dress she'd wanted since she was a little girl. To my shame, though, I was also nursing an acid brew of jealousy in the pit of my stomach; who was this man to come into our lives and take my beloved baby-girl away from me? I still feel ashamed at the memory of those feelings on my best and closest friend's special day.
I was also feeling a jagged edge of loss and sorrow; she wasn't my baby sister anymore, she was another man's wife now, and now she had a life that really didn't include me at all anymore, except as the brother she'd maybe see occasionally. That hurt the most, that empty space in my heart and my life was getting bigger by the minute, and I could do nothing to heal it.
Carys Elliot: Married Life
Mike leaving so abruptly hurt me; if ever I needed him, it was now, before my wedding; he should be there to reassure me, to keep me believing I was doing the right thing, that this was what I really wanted. The problem was I wasn't sure at all. Oh yes, I like Max well enough, I even loved him, I think, or I thought I did, and that was the problem; I needed Mike to talk to me, to tell me I really was doing the right thing, that Max and I were meant to be together, because I really wasn't feeling that at all, and I was starting to panic.
There was another thing as well, something I couldn't possibly bring up with Mike, with mum, even my closest friends; I didn't know how, or how to cope with their incredulity, even disgust if I shared with them my deepest innermost secret. Since as long as I could remember, and especially just lately, when I'd had dark, erotic, sexy dreams, my partner was always Max, but then he'd somehow morph seamlessly into Mikey, and we'd thrash and pound each other unceasingly all night long, to wake in a pool of sweat, exhausted and aroused, and then the self-loathing and disgust would kick-in; how could I possibly see my wonderful, sweet, caring Mikey that way, doing those things to me, and why should such a forbidden, electric thrill rush through me at just the thought of it?
He was my big brother, for God's sake, the rational side of me was truly repelled and disgusted by those thoughts, those dream-memories, but another side of me wasn't at all, and I was starting to listen more and more to that side. When Mikey had come home to celebrate my engagement, those feelings and fantasies actually crested at fever-pitch, I almost felt I was losing my mind, and when he left so abruptly, a small part of me actually celebrated his departure, because the almost unbearable temptation to hold him, tell him, take him was finally thwarted and I was safe again. Of course, the rest of me felt like I'd lost my one true love; I was seriously fucked in the head. I didn't know what to do, where to turn to, except Max.
Max was my safety, the one I supposedly wanted, the one the real world said I wanted, and part of me really did feel that way, but a large part of me wondered what the hell I was doing playing it safe with a man I wasn't even sure I loved. Don't get me wrong, though; all the above sounds like I was using Max and that wasn't the case; I did love him, I just wasn't sure I loved him the right way, and was that enough, or even fair on him? In the end I convinced myself I was actually in love with him, and everything else was just me vaporing and being a fraidy-cat, everything was going to fall into place eventually, when I grew-up enough to accept it, and so I went through with it, because I loved him...didn't I?
*
Married life was...good; Max was a loving and attentive husband, and almost without thinking about it I fell into his life fantasy of him and me and baby makes three, because sure enough, I caught one. I was in two minds about the whole thing; did I really want to start a family so young? I mean, I wasn't yet twenty-two, I hadn't really done anything, been anywhere, and suddenly this little thing inside me was where I was supposed to go and what I was supposed to be; is that really what I wanted? And yet, when I thought about what I was trying my hardest to see as a little interloper in my life and my body, all I felt was a shockingly fierce protectiveness toward the child inside me.
As my pregnancy progressed, Max seemed to be pulling away from me. At first it was small, subtle things; he was working longer hours, he was dealing with more, and bigger projects, and it was true, he was; all I heard from his co-workers was what kind of a workload he and his team were taking on, because with his firm the price of being able to dig the best holes was that they got to dig more, and bigger ones.
Max came home hours after he was supposed to, dog-tired and worn-out after a long day out on the factory floor, making sure his latest baby was coming along to his satisfaction and the way he designed it; all I got from him was a cuddle before he literally dropped off his feet and went out like a light. I left him on the couch most nights, which a throw pulled up over him, because with the best will in the world I couldn't shift his weight and walk him to bed, not in his exhausted state. So I slept alone most nights, after spending the long day alone, day after day and night after night. The only time I really got any attention from him was at the weekends, and even that was broken up by emergency calls from the fabrication teams on the factory floor because they couldn't understand something, or they couldn't make something work, and he'd be off, and I'd be alone again.
This went on, my new normal, until the baby, a boy we named 'Finn', was born. He was the apple of Max's eye, his son, but even then Max had managed to miss his birth, an emergency in Kuwait had him haring off the day before I went into labour, and Finn was born with my mum in attendance, and dad and Mikey pacing around and worrying, not my husband, not the father of my baby. I know now that I would never forgive him for that, and that really was where the end of us began. When he came back he was full of apologies, he really tried, but the fact was, when work called, it was more important than the birth of our first child, and I couldn't forgive him for that.
The combination of my resentment and his cavalier attitude to what was supposed to be our crowning achievement is where I think the slippery slope began. Max made all the right noises (when he was around, when he could tear himself away from his precious job for the very occasional evening with his family) but I could clearly see, and feel in my heart, that his heart wasn't in it. Gradually, fighting it all the way, I came to realise I was falling out of love with him, if I was ever really in-love with him in the first place, and that my baby and I just weren't that important to him, no matter how much he professed otherwise if I pressed him on it. The feeling I'd made a catastrophic cock-up of my life grew stronger with every passing day.
And so we stumbled along, both of us knowing it had all gone so wrong and not knowing how to fix it; we tried to reconnect, but to be honest, half the time I felt like Max was just phoning it in, that whatever interest he'd ever had in me had fizzled out, and now we were just going through the motions. We even tried to reconnect using sex and seduction, but that essential something was missing, and it felt false and 'play-actey' and uninvolving. One of our periodic bouts of sexual connection ended up ringing the bell again, because sure enough, I caught. Max tried being happy and thrilled by it, and for a while I really thought this baby would be the catalyst that put us back together, but then we started pulling away again, and I realised this new baby wasn't going to be the band-aid that papered-over the yawning crack in our marriage, that we were on life-support and there was nowhere to go.
Mikey was a constant source of support and encouragement; there was nothing he could or would do to intervene, he really didn't want to be the one to come between Max and me; for better or worse this was my marriage to salvage or let sink without trace, and nothing he could say or do could make Max love me again anyway, but I knew that whoever pulled the trigger, Mikey would be there for me, because he truly did love me, and I loved him right back.
I was almost six months along when Max finally decided to have that 'we have to talk' moment with me, and it was about as bad as it got; he'd been offered a senior post in the company operations group ...in Kuwait, and he'd told them he was taking it; he explained that it was him, not me, that he couldn't make our marriage work, that he loved me, but he wasn't in-love with me, but he'd never forget or neglect his children. Big of him. Whatever.
I made the token plea for him to at least stick around long enough to hold his daughter, but he was on a tight deadline (or so he said; I personally thought he was just looking to bug-out ASAP...) but he would set up trusts for my little boy, Finn, who already looked so much like his daddy (and, strangely, like Mikey too) it was scary, and his unborn daughter, Lara; if he couldn't be there for them, he was at least going to ensure they'd never want for anything; like that made it better...
With that out of the way and his conscience salved there came a whirlwind of packing and then suddenly I was a single mother alone in Ledbury with a toddler and a baby on the way.
Mikey came to my rescue, as I always knew he would; everything Max had neglected or seemed reluctant to do Mikey did without comment; when I needed time to myself with my back pain and aching joints and swollen feet he'd spirit Finn away to playgroup, or the toddler play-park, or just go for a ramble around town in his stroller, never mind he had a business to run; at least Mikey let me know who and what his priorities were. When I was too depressed or tired to cook a meal, Mikey would be there, whipping up something tasty and nutritious, dividing his time between feeding Finn and spoon-feeding and pampering me. Every day I gave thanks for him, and pondered, usually with a startling rush of jealousy, that someday he was going to make some lucky woman the perfect husband.
Mikey was my Lamaze partner when I went into labour, and when Lara was born, he was the first to hold her, not her absentee father; Max had mailed in a divorce application, I'd signed it without hesitation, and received the Decree Nisi from the court, now the Decree Absolute was in the pipeline, I only had to wait six weeks and a day and there was no going back. Not that I wanted to; Max had abandoned us, he'd demonstrated how little his family meant to him, so I felt no pangs of loss when the Decree Nisi came through the door.
I didn't even shed a tear, I was that unconcerned, I just sent off the application for the Decree Absolute and voila, I was no longer legally married to Max Elliot and he had no more say in my life, or those of my children. I had full and undisputed custody of the children, Max had even very kindly relinquished all parental rights over the children, which gave a big fat clue as to what he was really like; we were a mistake, and now he'd erased us.
With Max now finally and fully departed from our lives I had to give a thought as to what I did next. Max was living abroad, no court in the UK could force him to provide me with spousal support, and I had to hope he didn't decide one day to stop paying into the trusts he'd set up for the children, because if he did, again, I had no way to penalise him, he was out of reach of the UK Family Court.
Mikey came to my rescue. He grabbed all my bills, utilities, TV license, water, even the mortgage and just set them up for payment from an account he created just for that purpose; he even gave me a debit card so I could shop and not feel threatened when it came to feeding myself or the kids; the trusts Max created were educational only, so they'd only get the money if they went to university, and that would be paid directly to the university, not them; otherwise the money reverted to him, just one more reason Mikey had to kick his arse if he ever showed his face in England again; Max had never really taken care of his children at all. Without Mikey and mum and dad my kids and I would be living in a hostel on benefits; that was the legacy my husband with his six-figure tax-free salary on the other side of the world had left for his children.
Mike:
Max really did a number on my beautiful sister; he dumped her pregnant with a child in arms and never supported his children at all; he ran away to the other side of the world, scuttling like a lizard, tail-high and elbows pumping and abandoned his family in poverty; at least, they would have been except for one thing; I would never let my Rys go without, not like that cowardly bastard who ran the first chance he got. Still, Rys seemed remarkably well-balanced about the whole thing; my take is that she was just glad it was over and he was gone, and she'd bring up her kids according to her lights; from where I stood, that seemed like a good way to be.
We kind of bumbled along, and sometimes it seemed more like a marriage than a big-brother/little sister dynamic; Rys would call me at work to pick up stuff she'd forgotten, or wanted the kids try, and I'd spend the evenings chatting with Rys as she cooked while Lara slept on my chest and Finn clambered around on me. Going home to my lonely bachelor flat over the office after the noise and rumpus of an evening with Rys and the kids was sometimes hard to take, and left a peculiar, hollow ache inside me.



Eventually I admitted that Rys and the kids meant more to me than just family; they were my lifeline to reality, a way out of the world of design and intense mathematical calculation I lived in. I was lonely, and Rys was my only outlet. The more time I spent with her family, the more I wanted; eventually I came to realise that it was her that made my life complete; with her I was 'Mikey, best friend, guardian, shoulder to cry on and hand to hold'; without her I was a solitary, lonely man with nothing in his life except someone else's family to take the loneliness away; literally, all I had was her. At the time I was too knotted-up inside to understand what was happening to us. With hindsight now it's all so clear, but back then, all I knew was I needed Rys to keep the dark away, and I couldn't work out why that should be so.
Rys was the catalyst for everything that happened, and it was so innocent, but it was going to make our lives so very complicated, in so many ways. It was a simple conversation, about Rys finding a job, of all things. She had money, her family benefits, plus what I secretly slipped into her bank account meant she had enough money to live reasonably well, especially as she didn't have to worry about bills, because I was taking care of those, but she wanted to feel independent; she didn't feel right taking my money, even though I would have gladly given her everything I had, she was my baby sister, and I loved her to death, but she felt a divorced mother of two should be more independent and self-reliant, so of course, she turned to her big brother for advice.
I felt a certain amount of kismet here; she needed a job, she needed money, but she didn't like taking my money, so I arranged it so she had no choice but to take money from me, as my employee. That's right, I hired her, but it wasn't a token job; Carys was a qualified business administrator, I needed a good office manager, one who knew what they were doing, and whom I could trust; it was the perfect storm, I needed her, she needed me. Kismet.
My office was, frankly, a complete mess, my interns were a bunch of scruffs who didn't know how to log drawings or file applications properly, they wrote their schedules on scraps of paper and tacked them to my drawing board with Post-It notes, my accountant only had a vague notion of my receivables, because invoices went out, issued by interns, and no-one followed them up, and so the people who owed me money waited until I rattled their cages before they coughed-up. As I didn't know which cages to rattle, none got rattled; I was owed hundreds of thousands on signed-off and preliminary projects, my accountants were miracle workers but they were fighting a losing battle trying to claw back what they thought we were owed, if I ever needed an office admin, it was now, and Rys fit the bill perfectly.
I offered her top-dollar, and day-care because no-way was I going to separate Rys from the kids, so we turned a spare office into a crèche and I gave Rys carte-blanche to make it as accessible and child-safe as she felt was needful, and every morning I collected her and the kids, brought them to work with me, and let Rys have her head to organise my life so I could get some order out of the general chaos.
My hunch was correct; within three months my office looked like a professional workspace, the interns were wearing ties and shaving, brushing their hair, and looking like junior architects, not a mob of scruffy vagrants, due mainly to Rys and her raised eyebrow; once seen never forgotten, and the boys just needed to be pinned to the wall once by that eyebrow to straighten up and fly right the way she wanted. My accounts receivable ledger started unclogging once she talked to the people hanging on to my money; Rys can be very persuasive, and occasionally downright intimidating when she wants to be, her standard response to excuses why payment hadn't been received was:
"You've had five months to set the money aside for an invoice you had contracted to pay, right now you owe us the value of the invoice plus 5 months compound interest accrued at 2% per week, all in accordance with the contract you signed, I suggest you read the payment terms closely where this is all explicitly laid out. This means your invoice debt of £5,000 has accrued £2,576.21 in delinquent interest, making your total due, today, £7,576.21, and the clock's ticking; however, I would be willing to write down £576.21 as a gesture of good faith and call the debt £7,000 if you remit payment today. I can send a courier to collect payment, no personal cheques, a notarized cashier's cheque only, or a direct transfer to the company bank details listed on the invoice will also be acceptable. I shall expect either by close of business today, or any agreed discount will be cancelled and you will immediately owe the full invoice amount plus any accrued interest, while will escalate on a daily basis thereafter."
Boy she was scary, but it worked, and the delinquent payments started rolling in. I was so delighted I gave her a 20% pay rise, strictly not-kosher and contra government guidelines but whafuck; I can pay my baby sister anything I like, so I upped her pay and threw in private medical as well for her and the kids as an added safety net.
I think the best day though was the day, about a year after I brought her in; I sat Rys down and went over the value she had brought to the company. Given the revenue she had generated by ceaselessly hounding delinquent accounts, and occasionally suing them through the courts, and winning, she had easily doubled the cash-value of the business, so I thought it only fair that she be a full partner, so the practice was now 'Kershaw-Elliot Associates' with my RIBA registration prominently displayed so no-one was in any doubt what we did.
Making Rys my partner ensured a lifetime free of worry and debt, and left the futures of her children in no doubt; so what if Max Elliot decided to weasel out of his family obligations, Carys no longer had to worry about that, the company coffers were stuffed to overflowing with more coming in every day as more and more commissions hit our desks, and fully half of it was hers; she'd earned it, and her future was assured.
The icing on the cake was a RIBA dinner we'd been invited to; the practice was up for an innovation award and several design awards, and the partners were expected to attend, so I handed Rys the company credit card and told her to get a top to toe spa treatment, and get a suitable ball gown, and don't forget dancing shoes, because I felt like celebrating with my new business partner.
The dinner-dance was being held at the Dorchester; the Royal Institute of British Architects is a prestigious club to be a part of, and their awards dinners were glam, glitzy affairs. We splurged and hired a limo, to take us from Oswestry, on the Welsh border, where my office was, to Park Lane, London because I didn't want to drive for four hours and arrive tired and rumpled, so we pushed the boat out a little. When I showed up to collect Carys I was stunned; she'd kept her dress a secret, and when I saw it I understood why; Royal Blue, but the exact same shade as her eyes, with a plunging but discreet strapless neckline, what mum always called a willpower dress, but she had the curves to fill it most enticingly, and a slit up the side to display her creamy thigh decorated with a sheer, lace-topped hold-up stocking.
The dress contrasted stunningly with her jet-black hair piled high and coiffed to perfection, and reflected her startlingly blue eyes, a more brilliant shade of blue than mine. She was hearing mum's diamond bracelet, and my grandmother's sapphire and diamond necklace and matching earrings, once more highlighting and perfectly accentuating her beautiful blue-violet eyes. She was almost too beautiful to look at; I'd always known my sister was a real looker, but that night she left me speechless. I was going to have to watch the wolves, they'd be around her like bees to honey. With that thought came once again that long forgotten pang of jealousy whenever I had thought of Rys dating or getting married, but now it was almost physical in its intensity. It was then I realised I wanted her, all those dreams and unresolved feelings gelled and I knew, finally, what I had been feeling all along.
Carys obviously felt something too, to judge by her startled expression when I took her hand, even through her matching elbow-length Opera gloves. I made a fuss about getting our overnight bags stowed, basically covering my confusion and blazing moment of epiphany, but there was still that look of puzzlement when we climbed into the limousine. I tried to pass it off with a lame joke about her being wolf bait, and she patted my arm, once again sending that electric thrill through me.
"Don't worry about that, Mikey; tonight, I'm your date, and I'm only going to dance with you!"
Now what did she mean by that, I wondered, but at her words a little piece of me deep inside uncoiled and relaxed. All the way to London Carys sat with her arm threaded through mine, even dozing a little as we sped down the motorway, and I spent my time studying and memorising her sleeping features and wondering if she was feeling what I was feeling. That and my persistent erection conspired to keep me awake through all the monotony of that long drive!
The dinner was as glitzy as I'd heard they were, celebrity guests and table hosts circulated around the tables, paying more attention than I liked to Carys, but then she'd caused quite a stir when we'd entered with her on my arm; all eyes swivelled to the tall, beautiful girl with the amazing blue eyes and the mass of tumbled and artfully coiffed black curls and ringlets. One of those chancers, some mid-level TV game show host even tried slipping Rys his number, but she giggled in his face and tore it up in front of him, telling him "if you want my number ask my partner, I'm sure he'd like to take you outside and discuss it with you somewhere private...where no-one can hear a thing! Bye-Bye now, Mikey darling, I want to dance, you will excuse us won't you, I only like to dance with my boyfriend!"
Casanova gulped when I stood up and towered over him, and he beat a hasty retreat, Carys' giggle following him as he dodged away to chance his arm with someone else's date.
I love dancing with Rys, I've been dancing with her since she was seven years old and wanted to learn how to waltz, so mum made us both learn on the basis that everyone needs to know at least one proper, coordinated ballroom dance, and because we'd been dancing together forever I couldn't surprise her; any off move I made she had a counter, she made it look like it was one of the dance moves, and so we danced and had fun on the dance floor with me trying to catch her out and her returning the favour.
This time was different, though; our whole dancing dynamic had changed; I wasn't dancing with my sister anymore; now I was dancing with one of the most desirable women in that whole ballroom, and it both unnerved and excited me. Rys could feel something, too, I could tell; the way she moved against me, the slinky way she danced, none of this was anything like our usual turn on the dance floor. When the number finished I made to lead her back to our table but she stopped me.
"No, Mikey; let's stay here, I want to keep dancing, please?"
Of course I wasn't going to argue; turn down a chance to dance with such a beautiful girl? I'd need my head examined if I walked away from that, so I took her in my arms again, and surrendered to the music, the moment, and the girl.
Carys pressed herself against me, which was really not what I wanted, seeing as I'd been nursing a stubborn erection, but she just looked up and smiled at me.
"Michael Kershaw you're a bad man! Good thing you're so sexy!"
What?
Carys giggled.
"Mikey, I know what this dress is doing to you; you can't even guess what it's doing for me, though! I think we'll leave after the awards ceremony, I think we need to discus something. In the meantime-"
With that she kissed me and not a peck on the cheek either, a full-blown, lip-locked, guy-girl kiss. A white light went off in my head at that kiss; no girl I'd ever kissed before had done that for me, only Carys, only my sister. The couple dancing next to us leaned over and the woman said to me:
"It took you long enough, young man! She's been waiting for that all night, so go on, kiss her back!"
I was happy to take orders like that, and so, for the next 30 seconds, or three hours, I'm not sure which, Carys and I snogged like teenagers in the middle of the crowd of dancers. Rys ground against me as we kissed, feeling what I had, knowing she was doing that to me, and her smile was cat-like, a little smug, and ready to take it where it wanted to go.
We won one of the innovation awards, for a play-centre and early-learning centre using modular designs in a mix and match format, and one of the design awards, for a single-span river footbridge in Bangkok. I took care to share the credit with my crop of interns, big guns were here and they were always on the lookout for new talent. Our practice had developed quite a name as a training ground for newcomers, so I was pleased, we'd received the recognition I felt we'd earned, and we finally had some awards to go in the bare-looking trophy case I'd bought in a fit of optimism. I put that squarely at the feet of Carys; with her running the business I'd had time to actually follow my profession. Really speaking, the awards were in recognition of her keeping us afloat.
After the flurry of congratulations, and more leers at Rys from some of the more inebriated seniors, we took our leave. I'd booked two rooms at the Cumberland, we still didn't make enough by an order of magnitude to book a suite at the Dorchester, but when our car collected us, Carys grinned and snuggled against me.
"Mikey, I hope you don't mind, but I...I sort of changed our booking."
I looked suspiciously at her.
"What do you mean, Rys, why?"
Carys tapped me on my nose with her fingertip.
"All this...this dress, all the kissing, I...I sort of planned it; Mikey, I can't do this any longer, I can't just sit back and pretend nothing's happening; we're not just brother and sister, and we're a damned sight more than best friends, and I've been waiting for this opportunity forever! Tonight, you're staying with me, and every night from now on! Let's just call this what it is, I love you Mike Kershaw, I always have, marrying Max was me settling for not you, and look what a mess I made of that; finally, now, I get to put it right. You belong to me, Mikey, fuck the 'brother' thing, I don't care, I never have!"
My head was spinning; here was the girl of my dreams telling me everything I'd ever wanted to hear, my heart was bouncing on cloud nine just listening to the passion in her voice, in the truth ringing in every sentence. At last, thank God, at last!
To underline what she'd said, Rys grabbed me and planted her lips smack on mine, and I kissed her back at least as fervently, no holding back, no brotherly reluctance; she was the girl I loved, the one girl I'd always loved, and she was mine, the truth falling from her own lips as she told me everything I'd ever needed to hear. I was literally dancing on air, no girl had ever reached me the way just had, and I knew, no matter what, we were never letting each other go.
We checked into the Cumberland at the top of Park Lane, right opposite the Marble Arch, a lovely, 'olde-worlde' Edwardian fantasy, all glowing teak panelling and figured Cararra marble, highly polished brass fitments, and glittering, romantic chandeliers. Carys was entranced by the room, and especially the view of Park Lane and Marble Arch, but we weren't there to admire the view, at least she wasn't; from where I was standing the view was all I could wish it to be.
Rys picked up on my attention and smiled seductively, before reaching behind her to unzip. I would have gladly done it, but she had a little show in mind. Carys unzipped and held the front of her dress in her cupped hands while my cock strained at the furiously sexy picture she made.
"Why Mikey, you naughty man, are you watching me take my clothes off?" she purred, and I grinned and nodded happily.
"Oh yeah, definitely!" I croaked.
"We shall have to see about that won't we?" she smiled, and lifted her hands away. Her dress slithered to the floor revealing her in all her naked glory save for a pair of sheer nude hold-up stockings.
"Oops, silly me!" she purred, "all my clothes fell off!" while I was left to ponder the fact I'd been dancing with her 'commando' all night long!
"Well come on, Mikey, don't you want to say something?" she smiled, but all I could do was husk wordlessly at her perfection; her body was perfect, not a stretch-mark or wrinkle marred her perfect skin, you'd never know she'd given birth to two children, her breasts were perfect, no hint of droop or sag, rather they were the jewels that poets rave about. She looked young, nulliparous, and completely delicious.
"Your turn, Mikey," she grinned, "don't leave me stranded here like this!"
I was out of my dinner jacket so fast you'd have thought I was training for the Olympics, but when I was down to my shorts she stopped me.
"No, let me..." she murmured, and when she tugged down my shorts she gave a happy sigh.
"I knew I could feel something interesting when we were dancing!" she chuckled, taking hold of me. I couldn't help it, but my cock gave a muscular twitch when she held me. Carys smiled naughtily.
"Ooh, Mister Hair-trigger, can't have you going off all half cocked can we? Let Nurse Carys take the edge off there, that's a good boy!"
She dropped to her knees and grinned up at me.
"First time Mikey, so we can have more later."
With that she took me in her mouth, really not the way I had seen this evening ending when I got in the limo this afternoon! Carys sucked me gently, irresistibly, her soft fingers stroking my balls as she brought me on. I was having real difficulty holding back; the girl of my dreams naked as a jaybird on her knees, my cock in her mouth, while she gave me the most exquisite blowjob known to man.
"Uh Rys...please...I'm going to...Rys, please..." I gabbled and instead of backing off she grinned, squeezed my balls, and sucked one last time and that's all she wrote; I went off like a busted hydrant, coming so hard I nearly flipped inside out. Rys swallowed as fast as I filled her mouth, as I shot what felt like a pint of spunk down her throat. I'd never ejaculated so hard in my life, it actually burned as it forced its way through my cock, the biggest wad of spunk in my life.
I sank to my knees, no strength left in my legs as I slumped down. Rys followed me down and polished me off, licking up the last traces of the torrent of spunk I'd unleashed.
"You taste lovely, Mikey!" she giggled, "It must be all those fruit cocktails I feed you, but now I need you to do the same for me, so when you're ready...stud...?"
The thought of holding her, exploring that body I'd dreamed from afar for so many years had me stiffening up again almost immediately, something Carys saw immediately.
"Whoa, that was quick, Mister Energizer Bunny, take it easy, we've got all night!" She winked lewdly, a broad smile on her face as she blew me a kiss.
"Now love me, Mikey, show me what that sweet-talking mouth of yours can do!"
I could hardly believe I was leading my dream-girl to the bed to make love to her, but I managed it; this was the pinnacle of my life and I hoped to God I didn't blow it, but Rys seemed confident and on board. Before she slid into the luxurious linen sheets she kissed me, and my head went straight to 'MAX OVERLOAD!!' at the sheer power of her kiss. I laid her down and began kissing her, starting with her succulent lips and working my way down to her marvellous breasts. Her nipples were like little thumbs, stiff and sensitive; just the flick of my tongue over one made her groan and shudder, but I wasn't heading there. Carys had waxed all but the neatest landing-strip of silky hairs, and the feel of them, lush and crisp against my tongue was turning me on like nothing before ever had. As I slipped between her thighs and dabbed at her with my tongue-tip she flowered open, her labia swelling and darkening with her arousal, and her scent, sweet and spicy, like cinnamon and caramel washed over me.



Rys pushed my head into her swollen pussy, and I obliged, boring in and lapping at her, tasting and savouring her essence as I worked her up. When I flicked her stiff little button she almost bucked me off, a spray of her sweet juices drenching my tongue as she came in an incoherent, gabbling frenzy, the pulses of orgasm convulsing her pussy again and again, until she finally slumped back, flushed and sated.
"Oh my God, Mikey, I never...it was never...oh God that was wonderful!" she breathed, tangling her fingers in my hair and combing my hair with her fingers, "Now come here, it's your turn, baby!"
I hovered over her, my cock harder than it had ever been, my head full of the knowledge I was finally going to fuck the girl I'd always loved. Carys aimed me and slowly guided me in; God, she was tight! I slowly moved into her, taking my time and not rushing her, while she stretched to accommodate me; I don't have a giganto-dick, but she'd not had sex in several years, so I didn't want to hurry her, rather I let her take it at her own pace, but eventually I was fully embedded in her. We made love slowly, but with lots of kissing and words of love, she was the girl I loved and I wasn't going to fuck her, no, I would only ever make love to her, she was far too precious to me for anything else.
She loved the slow pace, I could feel her coming again and again, until I couldn't hold back any longer so I started to withdraw, but she stopped me.
"It's okay, Mikey, I'm protected, come inside me, I want to feel you inside me!"
That opened the floodgates and once again I came like a fire-hose, endless spurts of spunk hosing into her, filling her the way she wanted, feeling her coming at the feel of me coming inside her.
I slumped down, almost too tired for words, but not so tired that I couldn't pull her to me, run my hands over her sleek back, her firm, plush buttocks, her slim , sexy thighs, and kiss her as I fondled her delectable breasts. We dozed off in each other's arms, but that didn't end the night for us; three more times during the night we woke and made love again, sealing that bond we'd always had with the gift to each other of our bodies. When we finally fell asleep in the grey pre-dawn, we were fully sated, and finally, permanently connected in an unbreakable bond.
Carys:
Making love to Mikey finally brought my life into focus; setting him up and surprising him at the awards dinner had been fun, but it wasn't until I actually kissed him that I realised just how fully committed I was to making this work. Mikey made sense to me in a way Max never had, he'd loved me unconditionally my entire life; he was really who I married, not Max Elliot, and my marriage had failed because I'd never committed to Max the way I had always been committed to Mikey, I saw that now.
The one constant in my life, the one permanent fixture in my entire existence, was Mikey, always fixing things, making it better, and making it work. In every way that mattered, Mikey was my husband, he always had been, and that was why Max had never really stood a chance; I married him because I couldn't marry Mikey, I saw that now, and then I tried to fit him into a Mikey-shaped mould in my head. Of course it hadn't worked, because with the best will in the world Max couldn't be Mikey, he'd never measure up in my mind, so I'd let him go; the failure of my marriage was my fault, because Mikey was always top of mind, not Max.
And so this night, the awards dinner, that was when I chose to finally reveal to Mikey what I could feel coming back off him in waves; he wanted me as much as I wanted him, I could see it, bloody Hell I could taste it, and the dinner was the turning point, the end of all the pretence and procrastination, all the dithering around because no-one knew how to take that first step...
Making love all night with Mike, my Mikey, was perfection personified; Mike is a gentle, generous lover, and he coaxed responses out of my body that Max had never managed; it must be true; making love where true love is involved makes all the difference in the world. All I know is, Mikey took me to places I'd never been before, and he kept doing it. When I finally slept, it was secure in the knowledge that my own true love had taken my heart and kept it next to his. Now of course came the hard bit: keeping it from mum and dad until we could come up with a way to make it work. Finn and Lara were still far too young to care, as far as they knew Mikey was just another part of their family, but I knew for certain damned sure mum and dad were not going to be so blasé and easily accepting.
We had a day and another night in London, so Mikey took me and showed me around our capital city, from lunch in Chinatown to a flight on the London Eye to riding on the tube-trains to snacking at 'Yo! Sushi' and rummaging around Camden Market. That night he unveiled another surprise: tickets to see 'Jersey Boys' at a dinner-theatre in the West End of London, so we got to eat and sing along with all the classic 60's songs of Franki Valli.
By the time we got back to the hotel I was feeling very mellow and amorous, and sure enough, Mikey didn't disappoint; there's only so much a girl can take, but when it came to Mikey I was nowhere near that limit, and so we made love, and, not to put too fine a point on it, fucked like a pair of sex-starved baboons all night long! Mikey brings out the worst (best!) in me, and making love all night with my man was the pinnacle of my weekend. I was feeling quite wistful when the car came by the hotel to pick us up. Spending time with Mikey with no real purpose in mind, just enjoying each other was, I knew, going to be a rare and exciting opportunity; once the daily rounds of life kicked back in times like these were going to be few and far between, so all the more reason to savour them while we could. Mikey and I held each other close, made out, even snoozed a little in each other's arms on that long drive home, squeezing the last drops of pleasure out of what had been our biggest adventure so far.
Back home, and life slipped back into our work-life routine, but with a twist; Mikey had converted the top floor of his office loft complex into a large, self contained three-bedroom apartment, which meant I didn't have to rush the kids home at the end of day and get into their routine of tea, bath, jammies, bed, rather, we converted one of the bedrooms into a nursery-playroom, so if it got late for any reason, we had a home away from home. What that meant practically was that, to all intents and purposes, Mikey and I were shacked-up and the kids were living with us. Of course, we went home on a regular basis, we didn't want mum and dad getting suspicious, but they were just gratified that Mikey was so solicitous of my own work-life balance with the children that he'd made his home available to us.
We might have continued to float along with this arrangement indefinitely but then daddy got some bad news; he had a pronounced heart murmur, and he was forced to retire. Three weeks to the day after he retired he was out shopping in Telford with mummy when he started complaining of terrible heartburn, mummy made him sit down and called for help, but it was too late; daddy passed away from a massive heart attack in the seating area in the middle of the Telford Centre.
We were devastated; daddy had been the centre of our world since forever, when Mikey needed advice he went to daddy, never mind that he was a well-known and well-respected architect in his own right, daddy always had a fresh viewpoint and some sharp, insightful questions to make him think. My loss was just as immediate; mummy and daddy babysat Finn and Lara regularly, I saw them at least two or three times a week, to have him torn away from me was almost more than I could bear. Mummy was devastated; she and daddy had known each other since they were thirteen years old, they started dating in secondary school, they got married when they left school, but finished university and got their careers on track, daddy in manufacturing and mummy in local government before they started trying to have children, so they were in their late twenties when Mikey came along, then me four years later.
Mummy and daddy had been together nearly thirty-five years, they were their first loves, and now daddy was gone; poor mummy was broken-hearted, she'd lost her first and only love, her greatest and best friend in the world, and she was inconsolable.
I moved back to Leominster to be with mummy; it didn't seem right to be doing what I was doing with Mikey while mummy stayed alone with her grief. Mikey completely understood, he'd been about to suggest the same thing; mummy needed me and the children more than he did, his own happiness meant nothing while our mum was suffering alone. I loved him even more for that, but he was right; right then and there, mummy needed me more than he did, so I left.
The funeral was as bad as I thought it would be; both mummy and daddy came from small families, and they'd both been only-children, so there were no uncles, aunts, or cousins to fill the pews, just family friends and work colleagues, and Mikey and me to mourn daddy's passing. Mummy collapsed at the graveside, her emotions finally got the better of her, and she had to be admitted to one of the Spire psychiatric units because of her extreme depression. Mikey and me stayed away from each other by mutual agreement during this sad, dark time; life was complicated enough for mummy without risking her recovery by jeopardising it with our relationship; it sucked, we both felt it deeply, but we had to do what was best for mummy, even if it meant I was literally climbing the walls and going out of my mind with need for my Mikey.
Mummy's recovery and ascent out of depression was slow and tortuous, two steps forward and one step back was the pace of change, but we stuck to our guns; nothing was more important to both of us than that that we got mummy back in one piece; no sacrifice seemed too great if that was the payoff. What we didn't count on was just how unbalanced mummy had become; on the surface she was if not calm, at least accepting, but underneath it was a different story. The clinics and the psychiatrists never really drilled down too deeply into what was really going on with her, nor did they pick up any hint of just how much turmoil she really was in under the surface; daddy was her world, and losing him had destroyed her world and sent her spiralling downwards. She became quieter, even more withdrawn, retreating into her head every chance she got; I would listen outside her room as she chatted, laughed, and chuckled with daddy, told him about her day. I tried to get her doctors to take more notice of what was happening to her, but all they could suggest was even more zombie drugs, and God knew she was on enough of them. Thankfully Mikey had installed a locking drug cabinet in the house and only he and I had the keys, because I didn't like to even contemplate what would happen if she decided one night to go for broke and swilled a cocktail of some of those high-tension pills.
In the end, it wasn't the drugs, it was the loss and sorrow that took her. I'd checked on her before I went to bed, hugged and kissed her and brushed her hair while she clung to me and told me stories about how she and daddy were so proud of their little girl, and how much daddy doted on me. I kissed her goodnight, and went to bed. As I always did, I woke in the middle of the night to check on her, to find her unresponsive. I panicked and called 999, an ambulance came and bundled her in the back while I called Mikey and told him to meet me at Hereford County Hospital. The nanny Mikey had engaged to help me with the kids while I looked after mummy seemed to be on top of things so I climbed in the ambulance to be with mummy.
By the time Mikey arrived, and it took a while, it's a long way from Oswestry to Hereford, she was gone; her heart had just stopped, according to the A&E attending, and she didn't know why, but the post mortem would be more revealing. I was in shock, as was Mikey; she wasn't that kind of sick, she had depression, that was all, how could she just lie down and die for no reason? Well, apparently she did; to all intents and purposes that's exactly what she did. The coroner recorded a verdict of 'natural causes', adding the rider that it was heart-failure, and that was it. Now there was just Mikey and I left of our family, my kids would never grow up in the presence of their grandparents, we were all that was left of the Kershaw family.
The funeral was small, just us and a few of her friends and colleagues, and she was laid to rest next to daddy. Probate quickly sorted out her legacy, mummy and daddy's bank accounts, insurances, and the house, which had been in daddy's family for two hundred years. I didn't want to live there, too many ghosts, I'd be bumping into mummy and daddy's memory wherever I turned, I had the house Max and I had bought in Ledbury, and Mikey lived in his beautifully restored and renovated eighteenth-century Georgian townhouse in Oswestry, the architectural project that earned him his RIBA certification, so we sold daddy's house and put the money away for Finn and Lara for when they really needed it.
Now that we had no need to sneak around, our relationship swiftly escalated. I couldn't bring myself to openly move in with Mikey, Finn was at the inquisitive age and he knew Mikey was his uncle, the wrong word from him in the wrong place could bring it all down around our ears, so Mikey and I worked out a living arrangement that allowed me maximum time with him, yet kept the fingers of suspicion from finding us. On Monday, Wednesday, and Friday I'd be up at Oswestry all day, and if it got late, and I usually made sure it did, I'd stay the night, secure in the knowledge that the kids' nanny was there with them, and Tuesday, Thursday, Saturday and Sunday I'd be home with the kids. Finn knew I worked for Uncle Mikey, Uncle Mikey was his favourite person in the whole world, so he didn't ever think to ask why I had to stay over sometimes; Uncle Mikey was mummy's big brother, just like he was Lara's big brother, so nothing seemed amiss to him.
When i stayed with Mikey he went out of his way to romance me; I loved him, and he made sure to remind me in dozens of little ways that he loved me right back.; everything from little chocolate surprises on my desk to romantic dinners out of the blue, to roses and chocolates, to romantic picnics instead of spending the morning in the office, antiquing in Hay-On-Wye, or just an afternoon in bed with the interns conveniently scheduled to be somewhere distant so he could lock up, close down, and chase me around a little.
We experimented with different positions, something Max had never attempted; he was just a straightforward missionary-man, but with Mikey I got to ride him, to kneel while he took me from behind, his hands and fingers doing indescribable things to me, and all the different ways it's possible to have oral sex, the things he could do with his tongue and fingers to leave me a gasping, orgasmic wreck. Mikey truly taught me what sex between a man and his woman should be like, and I lapped up his lessons and demanded more.
I'll never forget the first time he fucked me outdoors, in a park of all places; it was early one Tuesday morning, before I was due to set off for home, we'd gone out for a walk and a last snogging session, I was backed up against a tree and I could feel him hard against me. He looked into my eyes and I knew what I wanted, so I unzipped him even as he tugged my panties down, a quick adjustment, a little feeling our way, and then he was inside me, feeling bigger and thicker than he ever had, and I realised he was as into this risk as I was; after all, any early morning dog-walker or jogger could have caught us!
Mikey fucked me long and hard until I was a moaning wreck, and when I came I had to bite down on his shoulder to muffle my piercing scream. Mikey groaned and pulsed deep inside me, filling me with his spunk in long, hot bursts; it was one of the best ever, especially as I had to walk back to his place with his deposit trickling down my inner thighs!
After that it was adventures in the park on a groundsheet under some bushes, against trees, against alley walls, proper dirty knee-tremblers that made me so hot for him, deserted shop doorways, any place we could think of, and of course, the memory of our dirty adventures and how anyone could catch us only inspired us to new heights in the bedroom!
Our life was good, and getting better; having Mikey three nights a week every week was a Hell of a lot better than no Mikey at all, and I suspect we were getting more out of life than the average married couple because it was always the anticipation, the sexiness of it, it never got old, and it never palled. We debated telling the kids when Lara was eighteen; I think they would have understood, I brought them up to be free-spirited, free-thinking individuals, not drones, but I always chickened out at the last second.
Mikey, like the sweetheart he is, never pushed the issue with me; they were my children, it was my right to tell them in my time and in my own way. Understand this, though; I wasn't in the least bit ashamed of my relationship with Mikey, I just didn't want to disturb the children's lives with a flat-out declaration of what I'd been doing and for how long; they were my world, but so was Mikey, he always had been, and I loved him more now than I had when I first declared my love to him.
Finn was a strong and fair-minded young man, but he was also, rare among his generation, beautifully innocent and not really that worldly, and somehow I didn't think coming out just then was a good idea, so I procrastinated and deferred, and dodged the issue until Lara was nearly nineteen, when it all suddenly became moot.
Carys and Mike: Found Out
Early Sunday morning, Carys was at home, packing her overnight bag, laptop, phone and charger, heading for Mike's place early, seeing as Finn and Lara had gone away for the weekend and weren't expected back until late. A discreet knock at the door caught her attention, and when she opened the door a large man in a black suit was waiting, with a shiny black limousine parked on the drive with the motor running.
"Mrs. Elliot? My name is Paul, and I've been sent to collect you, if you don't mind..."
He indicated the car, and Cary's grinned. Trust Mikey to lay on an extravagant surprise for her.
She followed him to the car, before remembering her overnight bag.
"Just let me..." she began, but Paul shook his head.
"That won't be necessary, please get in. The door swung open and to her shock she locked eyes with Mike Kershaw.
"Rys? What are you..?" he managed before the heavy door swung shut and the lock thudded.
"Hey, what is this, who are you, what do you want with us?" demanded Mike, and a monitor set over the privacy shield flicked on to show the impassive face of Paul.
"Please relax, you are in no danger, I'm to take you to a meeting where you will learn things to your mutual advantage.. You will know some of the people you meet there, and I repeat, you are in no danger and will come to no harm. There is a console in front of you containing cold drinks and sandwiches, please help yourselves if you feel the need, it's rather a long drive."
The monitor flicked off and the silence in the cabin told them the car was soundproof, so there was no point in shouting. Carys huddled against Mike, her eyes terrified.
"Mikey, we've been kidnapped! What do they want, we've done nothing wrong?"
Mike cuddled her, holding her close.
"That man said we're in no danger, but so far we've been locked in a car and abducted-" he opened the locker and stared "-and fed with smoked salmon and champagne! What the hell's going on here?"



They snacked as best they could on the admittedly delicious food, and dozed in each other's arms, only waking when the car shuddered as it drove over some kind of grating. The car slowed to a halt and the doors swung open, where Paul and another big, burly man in a black suit and dark glasses waited for them.
"What is this place, why have you brought us here?" demanded Mike, but the large men just indicated they follow them. What followed was a long route-march through opulent corridors, up and down sweeping, elegant flights of stairs, and past huge paintings of fanciful shepherdesses and hunting scenes and women in elaborate gowns and wigs, to finally pass through a set of double doors into an airy sitting room bathed in sunlight. A tall young man with gold-streaked red hair stood up to greet them.
"Mrs. Elliot, Mister Kershaw, please, take a seat, we've brought you here to meet some people;" Mike bridled even as Evan said "don't worry, you know them well in fact-" Evan stood up, his face wreathed in smiles.
"Finn, Lara, good morning, and for once, it really is morning!"
At the mention of their names the Mike and Carys' heads snapped around, looking directly into the eyes of her son and daughter. Lara gasped, instinctively drawing closer to Finn as his arm went around her.
"Mum, what are you doing here?" exclaimed Lara, hugging her as her mother was suddenly holding her.
Carys shook her head in confusion.
"Finn, Lara...I don't know, I was getting ready to go to Uncle Mike's place, this man with a car turned up and said we had to come with them!" She looked away guiltily for a moment, then continued.
"They wouldn't take no for an answer, baby, they practically forced us into this blacked-out car and drove us for hours...what's going on, baby, who are these people, what do they want with us, what have you done?"
Mike was also looking confused, and more than a little angry, but he made no move toward the pair of them, possibly because they were flanked by a pair of large, black-suited men with sunglasses who'd suddenly appeared from nowhere.
Finn was still reeling with the shock of seeing his mother here, the last person he expected to see. Evan stepped between them, once again the urbane host.
"Please, Mrs. Elliot, Mr. Kershaw, have a seat, everything will be explained, I promise you."
Carys looked like she was about to object, loudly, but her brother touched her elbow.
"Carys, please, it's alright, let's hear them out..." he whispered, his touch seeming to calm his sister, and they both took their seats again.
Mike cocked his head at Evan.
"OK, now we're seated, perhaps you'd care to explain why my sister and I were virtually kidnapped and brought here, just who the hell you people are and what makes you think you can do that, and what the blazes do Finn and Lara have to do with all this!"
Evan leaned back in his chair, Robyn sitting on the arm next to him.
"Mrs. Elliot, Finn and Lara have been our guests over the weekend; they've been enjoying themselves along with our other guests, but we also invited them for a reason; to offer them a business proposal of sorts; they haven't rejected it out of hand, and we hope they'll say yes."
Carys snorted angrily.
"This is preposterous! My children are going to finish university, not go haring-off on some wild 'get-rich-quick' business proposal on your say-so, whoever you are!"
Evan frowned slightly.
"I rather think that's for them to say; they're both over eighteen, they have minds and free-will, and any decision about their future has to include them, wouldn't you say?"
Carys reared back at his confident tone, her face reddening as her anger rose. She opened her mouth to speak, but was cut off by Finn.
"Mum, enough, please! Evan and his sisters made us an offer, an offer too good to pass up, and we're not going to. Lara and me, this is what we want, and we're going to accept. We'll both finish university, I promise, but this is what we want. Sissy?"
Lara took Finn's hand, Carys' eyes narrowing as comprehension dawned as Finn squeezed her hand in a more than big-brotherly way.
"Mum, Finny and me, this is what we want, truly. It's a fantastic offer, it will bring us all we've ever wanted, and we're taking it. I'm sorry mum, I wish we'd been able to tell you another way, but Finny and me, we're...together now, we're staying together, and this is the way to make our future happen!"
Carys' eyes widened as she took in what her daughter had just said. Her face suddenly paled as she exchanged a furtive glance with Mike before speaking.
"Are you telling me that you two...together...like that...no, you can't, you mustn't, it's wrong..."
Evan interjected before she said something she'd regret.
"Mrs. Elliot, because of the nature of the weekends we host here, we vet our guests rather carefully. Finn and Lara were vetted as a matter of course, and while we were checking them out, this came into our possession."
So saying, he slotted a USB pen drive into a port on the side of the huge TV screen behind him and clicked a remote. A video began playing, Finn, Lara and Carys all gasping as the scene unfolded.
There, on screen, were Carys and Mike standing in the doorway of a closed-up shop in Whitchurch market, locked in a passionate kiss, hands roaming over each other, Mike's hands openly squeezing and fondling her bottom as they kissed.
Another scene clicked on, this time Mike and Carys leaning against a tree in a park somewhere, kissing again, and this time Carys' hands were quite obviously fondling and squeezing Mike's cock, his own hands cupping her breasts as they kissed
The scene jumped, and now Finn recognised Mike's house in Oswestry. Someone had taken the movie with a long-range lens, the interior of the master bedroom visible through the feature picture window, and they could quite clearly see Carys on all fours on the bed, Mike kneeling behind her, their features clear and unmistakeable, her brother holding her by the hips as he pounded into her.
Carys had gone white, as had Mike, the blood draining from their faces as their secret was laid bare in front of her children, her expression aghast as Evan clicked off the television.
"So now you're going to...to blackmail me, blackmail us, you'd do that to me? Why? Finn, Lara, don't...I'm..." she whispered, tears of shame in her eyes.
Lara longed to hug her, to tell her that she would never do that, but Evan spoke first, his voice soft and calming
"No-one's blackmailing anyone, Mrs. Elliot; I merely showed you that to underline that everyone here has secrets, so please, no more judging. There's only one copy of this drive, so here, it's yours, we have no use for it, keep it, wipe it do whatever you want with it. Would you like something to drink, some tea, perhaps, something to calm you down?"
Carys nodded gratefully, burying her face in Mikey's shoulder as one of the black-suited men nodded and turned away, leaving as silently as he'd arrived.
Mike cleared his throat nervously, drawing their attention to him.
"So if you had that...thing...of us...what next? Lara says she and Finn are together, why do they need to be here, what kind of proposition have you made them? They're still my niece and nephew, still my only family, I think I have a right to know!"
"Shall I answer that?" came a girl's voice from the doorway, and a tall, slender girl with long, gold-shot red hair swayed into the room, and sat gracefully on the other arm of Evan's chair.
"Mrs. Elliot, Mr. Kershaw, may I call you Carys and Mike?" Both nodded, so she continued.
"Cary's, Mike, My name is Sylvie, together with Evan and my baby sister Robyn we run a...a club here, a very special, very discreet club, but now we feel it's time for us to go, so we looked for people we thought could trust to take it away from us and do things properly. We found Lara and Finn, and so now all this you see around you, this house, this whole complex, the staff, the fleet of cars, everything here, now belongs to them."
She smiled at their thunderstruck expressions before continuing.
"They are the new owners, and all the privileges and responsibilities that go with carrying on our work falls on them. But they can't do it alone; they need their family to be there for them as well. This is where you come in, and the reason we brought you here."
She paused to smile at them both.
"The care and upkeep of this place is taken care of. Finny and Lara will each be paid a very generous allowance, several millions, and this place is theirs to do with as they please, however they see fit; they're the owners now. Their allowances will make them very wealthy, we've seen to that; their futures in that respect are taken care of. What they'll need from you is to know that you support them, that you'll be happy for them. In return, I have a proposition for you, for both of you."
Carys and Mike looked at each other, then warily at Sylvie.
"Go on..." murmured Carys, her expression softening as Sylvie smiled sympathetically at her.
"When Finny and Lara elected to throw-in with us, they became part of our family, a very special part. That also includes you and Mike, if you let it happen; we have it in our power to ensure that Kershaw-Elliot Associates becomes one of the most sought-after and successful architectural practices in the world; we have enough commissions spread among the 600 or so companies we own or control to keep you both busy and in demand for the rest of your lives."
"If we keep our mouths shut and stay away from them, I suppose...!" gritted Mike, to be brought up short by Sylvie.
"Not in the slightest; this is not an attempt to shut you up, or some kind of bribe; you're Finn and Lara's family, we couldn't very well give them everything they wanted and leave you to one side; no, this is a gift from them, not 'hush-money' from us, I promise you. We know you and Carys would like to be together. This is your chance; we have properties in Nice, Cannes, San Marino, Saint Tropez, a dozen other places, and we have no use for any of them, pick one, remodel it to suit you, live there and be together, that's really what you want, isn't it? "
Carys looked at Mike, her eyes huge as all her dreams were handed to her on a platter.
"Mike...please?" she said, almost too soft to be heard. Mike picked up at once the longing in his sister's eyes, and his face, so much like Finn's from certain angles, broke into a happy smile.
"Well, when you put it like that...!" she laughed, picking her up and spinning her around, before turning once more to Sylvie and Evan.
"Yes, we accept, yes, yes, yes!"
Carys held his face in both her hands and kissed him once, long and hard.
"Thank you, thank you all, this is the best. day. ever!"
Epilogue:
Carys hurried home to the villa in St. Raphael, she'd just left the office in Fréjus with Mikey babysitting Morwen after sharing her news with him, she'd had to make him stay, her being pregnant always made him horny and she had a busy morning ahead of her. She clicked on the Skype connection and Hayley, Lara's best friend and self-appointed housekeeper answered.
"Hi Missus K, how's the baby? I saw the vids, you need to bring her home soon, I know just the most darling toyshop, as soon as Paul gets off the pot and knocks me up I'm raiding that place, you should bring Morwen, we need to do some damage!"
Cary's laughed out loud; Hayley had always made her laugh, so was so irreverent, and she adored Finn and Lara.
"Hales, are Lara and Finn around? I need to talk to them, be a darling and grab them for me!"
"I'll do one better, Mrs. K, I'll transfer you down there, they're still in bed, hold on..."
Suddenly the rumpled, sleepy-looking image of her children filled the big screen.
"Hi mum, what's cooking?" grinned Finn and Carys smiled and held up the doctor's reports.
"I am; tests confirmed today: one bun in the oven! I'm pregnant again, looks like you'll have another sibling to deal with, Finny, I hope it's a another girl, I really want another one, but if it's brother for you you'll have to teach him all the good stuff!"
Lara made the 'love heart' hand sign and Carys broke the connection.
"I have such wonderful kids!" she mused, and wondered what treats she'd whip up for Mikey when he brought their toddler Morwen home from the baby paddling-beach at Fréjus.
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