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CHAPTER 1: Katie the Geek

I used the red marker, applying the last bit of shading to my picture. I stared at it hunched over the table and smiled: the heroine looked super-cool and her sidekick even better. It was definitely one of my better drawings.

“So, what do you think?” I asked, brushing strands of long brunette hair behind my ears as I held it up for Scarlett to see. My hazel eyes sparkled as I awaited her verdict.

Scarlett was my best friend. She was ridiculously pretty with long blonde hair, blue eyes and the perfect figure. She spent most of her time hanging out with me in the basement. I turned it into my own geek den: super hero posters on the wall, comic books everywhere, and of course loads of art supplies. I had two couches and a table in the center of the room. The lighting was pretty bad so I bought a desk lamp for when I did my art. The floors were plain cement but I liked the industrial feel. I tossed a few rugs here and there to make it a littlecozier.

“Wow, that looks awesome, Katie!” she exclaimed as she took the page from me and marveled at the picture. “I love the short skirts and knee-high socks – very sexy. I can’t wait until you publish your first comic book. These drawings are brilliant.”

“Publish a comic book? You’re joking, right?” I said. 

“Not at all. Katie, these drawings are so good you need to make your own comic. Look at all your comic books and graphic novels: many aren’t even half as good as this. People seriously need to see this,” Scarlett said.

“I don’t even have names for them yet,” I said.
“They’re based on us, though, right?” she said.
I nodded my head.

“Just make it slightly different to our own names. Maybe something like… Super Kate and her trusty sidekick, Red!” Scarlett said.

“That sounds a little lame,” I giggled.
“Well I’m not the creative one, am I?” Scarlett said with mock indignation as she gave me a playful punch on the arm. “I’ll think of a name,” I said. “But that’s it. No publishing or any of that nonsense right now.”
“Yeah, yeah,” Scarlett said. 

I knew she wouldn’t drop it. After I had the name, she would push for me to create my first comic book and try get it out there. Sometimes all I needed was a little push and Scarlett was always there to have the honors.

“How was school today?” Scarlett asked.
“Same old. Can’t wait to leave. I’m so glad it’s my last year,” I said. 

Scarlett didn’t go to the same school as me. She was homeschooled. It was a pity - I really needed somebody like her at school. She was my only true friend. High school was just the worst time of my life.

I missed my mom. She always knew what to say to make me feel better about everything. 

“Scarlett, I’m not calling you again! Come eat your supper so you can go to work!” a voice shouted from the top of the basement stairs.

The door slammed shut.
“Your stepmom is a bit of a bitch,” Scarlett remarked. THE DEFLOWERING OF KATIE
“Don’t remind me,” I said, rolling my eyes. 

Anna was my stepmom. She married my dad eight years ago.My mom died when I was eight and it took a huge toll on our lives. Dad seemed lost for two years, struggling to cope with life without Mom. When he met Anna, it all changed. He seemed happy again. Even though I absolutely despised her, I tolerated her for his sake.

“You leaving now?” Scarlett asked.
“Yeah, I better go upstairs before Anna has a heart attack. I don’t have the energy for her right now,” I said.
“I’ll see you tomorrow after school?” Scarlett asked. “Yeah, of course. I’ll think about our super hero names,” I smiled as we hugged.
I grabbed my backpack and ran upstairs. Scarlett left without a word.
“Here I am,” I said, tossing my bag onto the kitchen table. “Get your bag off the table, it’s filthy,” Anna scolded as she placed my plate of food on the table. 

I applauded her for her effort: an entire two minutes spent watching my noodles spinning around in the microwave. Mom of the year.

“You’ll have to take the bus, I can’t drop you at the diner. I have to go meet a client,” Anna said.
“A client at night?” I quipped.
“Yes, smart ass, financial advisors like me don’t just work nineto-five.”
I sighed, scoffing my bland noodles down so I could leave sooner. It was chicken flavor, apparently.
“I’m going to myoffice, see you later,” Anna said. 

Our relationship would probably have been more bearable if she didn’t work from home. Anna having a home office meant we spent quite a bit of time seeing each other in the afternoon and during holidays, regularly getting into arguments about frivolous things. As family members we were just totally incompatible.

“Bye,” I mumbled as she walked to her study and closed the door.
Scarlett was right: Anna was a total bitch.
I tossed the remaining noodles in the bin and headed to the bus stop. 

CHAPTER 2: Dad’s Diner

I hated the bus. It was as if every freak in the neighborhood decided to take the bus as soon as I stepped on it.
“I would like fries with that!” a group of guys in the back of the bus laughed and shouted as I walked to an open seat. 

I looked down at my pink uniform and white apron. To be fair, I was probably just encouraging the comments going to work in my extremely noticeable uniform. It probably made sense to get dressed at work.

I looked up as one of the guys approached me. He looked at my name tag.
“Um, Katie, can I have a strawberry milkshake?” he asked mockingly.
I decided to ignore him. 

“So I can soak my cock in it and stuff it in your mouth!” he said as his friends burst out with laughter, clapping and cheering him on like a bunch of hooligans.

“Settle down now!” the bus driver boomed. 

I smiled at him. My only ally in the outside world. The obnoxious guy showed the bus driver his middle finger before he headed back to his seat.

“Here’s your stop, Katie,” the driver said.
“Thank you,” I smiled as I jumped off.

It stopped right in front: Dad’s Diner. The name was corny but it was a hit with families. The sun had disappeared already and I noticed only a handful of people inside. The diner was quite large and decorated to resemble diners from the 60s: black and white checkered floors, red and chrome seats and an old jukebox in the corner.

“Hey,” I said as I walked in.
“Hey, girl! Looking good!” Megan said, giving me a hug.

I loved Megan. She was one of the waitresses, probably the oldest one of the group. She was in her late twenties and she had beautiful long red hair.

“Been busy?” I asked.
“Actually very quiet tonight,” she said.
“Hey, honey.”
It was my dad. I hugged him.
“How’s Anna?” he asked.

“Busy, I think. She said she’s seeing a client sometime tonight,” I responded. 

“Oh, did you take the bus?” he asked surprised.
“Yeah, it wasn’t too bad,” I lied.

“Do you want me to pack up one half of the diner?” Megan asked. “It doesn’t look like we’ll have many more people dropping by tonight.”

“Thanks, Megan. That would be great. Better check the jukebox too, I think it stopped,” Phil said.
“Where are the other girls?” I asked.
“I sent all of them home except Lacey.No use standing around the whole night doing nothing,” he said.
The diner door opened with the ring of a bell.
“Finally, some more customers,” he whispered.
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I walked over to the table. It was a couple with two young kids. “Good evening, I hope you’re doing well tonight?” I said, taking my small notepad and pen from my apron pocket. “Do you have any specials?” the father asked.
He stared up at me smiling. Suddenly I felt his hand on the back of my leg.
“Um,” I stuttered. “We have family style waffles and milkshakes?”
I could feel him moving his hand up under my skirt from behind. His wife didn’t even have a clue.
“I’ll give you a few minutes to decide,” I said as I walked away hurriedly. 

“Argh!” I said as I stepped into the kitchen.
“What’s wrong?” Lacey asked.

“That pervert just tried to stick his hand up my dress. I mean, his wife and kids are right there!” I exclaimed.
“I get that often. You just have to roll with it. It usually results in really good tips.” 

I could see why guys liked Lacey. She had long, black hair and a really good body. Plus her uniform was probably two sizes too small, making the skirt part incredibly short.

“It’s just… gross. This isn’t a strip club,” I said. 

“I’m used to it. I need the extra cash,” Lacey said as she grabbed four plates of food at once. “I’ll handle his table if you want? He looks my type.”

“Thanks, that would be great,” I said. 

I walked to the storeroom to clear my head when I noticed a small brown bag. I peeked in and pulled out a pair of white lacy panties.
“I see you found my shopping,” Megan whispered.

I jumped with fright as I stuffed it back into the bag.
“Sorry, I didn’t know!” I said, my face going red.

“Don’t worry about it, it’s for me, in case you’re wondering,” she said, unable to contain her smile.
“Did you meet somebody?” I asked.
“Yes!” she exclaimed. “He’s so wonderful and every day I wake up I can’t wait to see him!” 

Megan was smitten. I was happy for her. She always had horrific experiences with douchebag guys. This one seemed different. She actually seemed ecstatic about him. Megan always dreamed about meeting prince charming and living in a nice house with him and a few kids running around. Every year it felt like her dream was slipping away further.

“I bought some lingerie with my entire paycheck. I want to treat him one night. I know how guys like sexy underwear,” Megan said.

“I wouldn’t know anything about that,” I chuckled. “Is he a good guy?”
“He’s the best, Katie. This time I know for sure. He’s charming, sensitive…” she swooned, closing her eyes.
At that moment the diner bell rang.
“We better get out there,” I said, watching Megan still bouncing with excitement.
I giggled as she skipped out the storeroom like an excited child on a playground. 

CHAPTER 3: The High School Showers

I panted heavily as I jogged the final stretch. My heart was racing and the sharp stitch in the side of my abdomen was getting worse. My shirt clung to my sweaty body as I collapsed onto the grass, closing my eyes and breathing heavily. I could feel the pain fading away, feeling the vibrations of footsteps as a group of girls walked past me, also panting with exhaustion.

"You're so pathetic, that was barely a mile," I heard one girl say to the other. 

Or maybe it was to me? I didn't even bother looking up. I was used to the insults. The nerdy girls were always prime targets when it came to anything physical at school.

"Hit the showers, girls!" the teacher shouted.
I hated PE. It was one of the worst parts of high school.

"Can I skip it today?" I asked as I sat up straight, still hardly able to speak. I knew it was a long shot.
"Not a chance, Katie.Don't want you girls stinking up the school," she responded. 

The only thing worse than PE was the shower afterwards. Mostly because it was an open area. Most girls had no problem getting naked in front of each other. I hated it. It was the kind of place that created eating disorders and life-long low self-esteem.

I walked into the changing rooms. Most of the girls were already naked and in the shower.
“Come on nerd-girl, aren’t you having a shower?” 

It was Rebecca: the ruler of the school. Captain of the cheerleading team and all round queen bee of the popular group. She stood under the water alongside her sidekicks. She had long, blonde hair and a body to die for. And a pair of A-cup boobs, much smaller than those of her clique buddies.

“Yeah,” I muttered. 

I peeled my wet shirt off my body and pulled my shorts to my feet. I’d never felt so self-conscious before. They were all watching me. I unclipped my sports bra allowing my busty chest to spill out.

“Aren’t you going to take your panties off?” Rebecca asked. I ignored her.

“You have quite a big pair of tits,” she remarked with a look of disgust. 

She was right: my chest was larger than average. By the time I was sixteen I was already wearing a D-cup bra. I always tried to hide it by wearing tight sports bras or loose shirts. I hated the attention it brought, mostly from envious girls – or so Scarlett had me believe. It just gave them reason to insult me more: the nerd girl with abnormal tits.

“This is why I like my small boobs. By the time you’re in your twenties yours will be hanging by your knees,” Rebecca sniggered. Her minions chuckled along with her.

“They’re quite firm, I doubt that’ll happen,” I said.
I immediately regretted my brave response. The repulsion in her face was clearly evident.
“Get in the shower, geek,” one of Rebecca’s friends said. “And take your panties off, or we’ll do it for you,” Rebecca threatened.
I knew she wasn’t joking. They did exactly the same thing to a girl who was in our class earlier in the year. Her name was Amy. THE DEFLOWERING OF KATIE 

After the incident she transferred to another school. I have no idea how Rebecca got away with it, but I suspected her rich parents had a hand in it. Their wealth allowed her to get away with murder. No wonder all the teachers were afraid of her.

I slipped my hands into the sides of my cotton panties and pulled them to my feet. I stepped into the shower, feeling some relief as the water hit my burning body.

“At least she shaves her pussy, unlike that hairy slut Amy,” Rebecca said. 

I don’t think I could have been any more self-conscious. I tried to cover myself while I showered as quickly as I could. I glanced over at Rebecca’s legs and noticed black and red lines drawn on it.

“You looking at my legs? Like what you see?” she asked tauntingly.
“Just wondering what those lines are,” I said.
“We mark how many guys we’ve fucked in the last week,” Rebecca said. 

I noticed the other girls also had lines on their upper legs. Rebecca had the most, probably close to fifteen. Most of her lines were black.

“Why are some red and some black?” I asked.
“Red is normal sex. Black is anal.”

“Anal?” I asked. Not because I didn’t know what it meant, but because I was surprised she had so much anal sex. Most girls don’t really enjoy the thought of a dick up their ass.

“Less chance of pregnancy,” she said.
“Aren’t you on the pill?” I asked.

“No ways, that shit messes with your hormones. My body is staying natural. Sex is either up my ass or I ask the guy to pull out before… and leave his jizz on my chest,” she smiled, winking. I turned my shower off and grabbed my towel.

“Don’t worry nerd girl, you won’t ever have these concerns. You’ll be a virgin until you die one day. You’re just too ugly for any guy to even consider sleeping with you.”

I felt tears welling up. Why did she always have to be so mean? 

“You might stand a chance if you lose some of the weight around your hips. Guys only want girls with thigh gaps, didn’t you know that?” Rebecca continued.

I nodded my head. I just wanted to leave.
“Hey, nerd girl, check this,” Rebecca said.

I watched as she grabbed one of her friends’ boobs and slipped her tongue into her mouth. A few seconds later she pulled away. 

“Did that make you wet and horny?” she asked.
“Um, no,” I responded.

“You’re clearly a lesbian. How many guys have you fucked?” she asked.
“None,” I said, blushing.
“Just as I though. You like pussy,” Rebecca said. “How about you taste mine?”
I didn’t know what to respond. I just wanted to leave as soon as I could.
“Girls, hold her down. She’s going to taste some Rebecca cunt in her mouth today,” Rebecca said.
As the girls came towards me the teacher came in.
“Come on, what’s taking so long! Hurry it up and get back to class!”
I grabbed my stuff and left without glancing their way. I knew that wasn’t the end of Rebecca’s bullying. 

CHAPTER 4: The Prodigal Son

“I need you to be home tomorrow night, Phil,” Anna said as she put the plate of food in front of my dad.
I took my fork and played with the noodles. Anna sure did like making noodles for meals.
“I’m not sure, Anna, I have to take stock tomorrow night,” he responded before he took a bite.
“Make a plan, I need you at home. Ask the waitresses to take care of it for you,” Anna said. 

I hated how she dominated Dad. In the beginning she was so nice. A few weeks after they got married I noticed a change. She basically treats him like shit now. And he always goes along with it. He hates confrontation and would rather compromise than cause an argument.

“Sure, I’ll sort the stock out tonight instead,” he said. “I thought you weren’t planning on going in? Wasn’t Megan going to run the diner tonight?” I asked.
“Megan? The redhead waitress? What does she know,” Anna scoffed.
I could see in my dad’s eyes he wasn’t in the mood for a fight. “I was going to stay but I need to get the stock sorted tonight,” he responded. “Megan is quite capable, she’ll manage.” “Just keep an eye, I don’t trust any of them,” Anna said. “What’s happening tomorrow night anyway?” I asked as I shoveled a forkful of noodle into my mouth.
“Brett is finally coming home!” she exclaimed, her face beaming. I didn’t even know she was capable of getting excited. 

Brett was my older stepbrother. We were really close growing up. He really helped me get through some issues after Mom died. When he left high school he went to university across the country for four years. We only saw him every year on Thanksgiving.

“Yeah, Brett is moving back,” Dad said.
“Oh, is he done studying?” I asked.

“Don’t you live in the same house as us? Of course he’s done. Best in his class, of course,” Anna boasted.
“What’s he going to do here?” I asked. 

“He’s going to live here, darling. He’ll be joining my business here at home. Together we’re going to grow it as much as we can. He built up some contacts at university so we already have some new potential clients.”

“That’s great news, Anna,” Phil said. 

Anna was clearly overjoyed. The prodigal son was returning. Brett was probably the only person she ever cared about. But I didn’t hold it against her. I loved Brett. He was the best, most caring stepbrother I could ever ask for. At least when he’s at home things are more bearable. Anna can focus her attention on him instead of looking for faults in me. Plus, Brett always sticks up for me. Probably one of the many reasons she hates me as much as I despise her.

Half an hour later I cleared the table.
“Well I better be off,” my dad said as he got up.

He looked exhausted. It was supposed to be his night off. Long hours at the diner were starting to take its toll.
“See you later,” Anna said as she headed to her office without as much as a kiss or hug.
“I don’t know why you put up with it, Dad,” I mumbled. “Things aren’t always as bad as they seem,” he said, giving me a faint smile. “Are you seeing Scarlett tonight?”
I nodded my head.
“Bye, honey, I’ll see you tomorrow,” he said, giving me a kiss on the forehead before he left for the diner. 

CHAPTER 5: Awakening

“I really hate my stepmom,” I said to Scarlett as I lay back on one of my sofas in the basement. We were both in our pajamas. “She’s always dominating my dad and he just allows her to walk all over him.”

“Your dad can look after himself, Katie. He’s a grown man. He knows what he’s doing,” she responded.
“I still need to think of names,” I said absentmindedly as I fidgeted with the drawing I finished the night before.
“What’s up? You seem so distant tonight?” Scarlett said. 

“Just something that happened in the showers today,” I said, telling her everything that happened. I could see in her eyes she was fuming. “I really wish you were in the same school as me.”

“I know, me too,” Scarlett sighed. “Do you want me to sort those girls out? We are super heroes after all!”
“Nah,” I chuckled. “I mean – will I ever have sex? Will a guy ever find my attractive?” 

“Katie, of course they will. You’re so beautiful and so hot. Guys are probably fantasizing about you every day and you don’t even know about it. Maybe they’re too nervous to approach you?” Scarlett said.

“I don’t know. Maybe I’m not giving out the right vibes. I don’t even think I’ve ever had an orgasm…” I said, trailing off. “Are you sure? But what do you do if you… you know, you become aroused?” Scarlett said.
“Nothing really. I try get my mind off it. I either draw or take a shower or something,” I said. 

“Don’t you ever touch yourself?” she asked.
“No, I want to… but it just seems weird.”
Scarlett moved over to the couch next to me.

“You need to experience an orgasm, Katie. Listen to your body when it feels aroused. Release some tension – you don’t need a guy to do that… although I’m sure they make it a little easier!” she giggled.

“But what, like, fingering myself or something?” I asked. “Close your eyes and lay back on the couch,” she said. “What are you going to do?” I asked nervously.
“Just do it,” she said.

I obeyed and closed my eyes. I felt her hand one my one breast and immediately opened my eyes in shock.
“What –“ I said.
“Shhh, just close your eyes. Listen to me and go with it,” she said softly. 

I closed my eyes again. Scarlett placed her hand on my breasts, squeezing them gently. I wasn’t wearing a bra. I was sure she could feel my nipples hardening through the t-shirt. She continued massaging my boobs, focusing on my nipples that were now completely erect.

“Scar –“ I started.
“Shhh,” she said.

She moved her hand down to my stomach and slipped it under my shirt. I bit down on my bottom lip as I felt her warm palms over my aching nipples. She caressed my breasts, stimulating my nipples with her fingers. My head was spinning. My heart was beating in my chest and I could feel a slight tingling between my legs. I let out a soft involuntary moan. I immediately felt my face redden with embarrassment.

Scarlett didn’t breathe a word. She pinched my puffy nipples softly, feeling the bumpy parts of my areolas as she continued playing with them.

A few seconds later she moved her hand down over my stomach. I immediately felt self-conscious. I knew I didn’t have the kind of stomach girls like Rebecca had. I sucked it in immediately.

“Relax you sexy stomach,” Scarlett whispered, placing her hand on it. 

I let out a loud sigh. She swirled her finger around my belly button, sending shivers up my spine. I was so aroused I could explode. What was she doing to me?

She moved her hand down between my legs, softly rubbing over the top of my pajama shorts. I parted my legs a little so she could move her hand between my inner thighs.

“Uhhh,” I said, biting down on my lip again. 

Scarlett moved her hand up and slipped it into the top of my shorts. I could feel her fingers sliding across my swollen lips over my cotton panties. I felt absolutely soaked down there, making me even more embarrassed.

“Don’t feel embarrassed,” she said, almost as if she were reading my mind. “Your wetness is a big turn-on.” 

I parted my legs further as she rubbed my lips through my moist underwear. I clenched my teeth, trying to stifle a cry. My nipples were painfully erect. I gripped the couch as my breathing quickened.

Scarlett moved her hand up slowly and slipped it into my panties. I cried out loudly as soon as her fingers touched my moist, sensitive lips.

“Shit…” I whispered, feeling my body trembling. 

Scarlett slipped her finger between my folds and I almost exploded. I bucked my hips slowly, consumed by insatiable arousal. She rubbed her finger in circular movements, grazing my clitoris as it grew more erect. My lips contracted hard around her drenched finger. I could hear a soft liquid sound as she continued rubbing my soaked lips more vigorously.

“Stop…” I whispered.
I had never felt this aroused on my life. The feeling was incredible. My entire body was on fire.
“Go with it…” Scarlett whispered. 

She moved her finger down and slowly inserted it into my tight wetness. I could feel myself contracting hard around her finger. It was the first time I’d ever had something up there…

“You’re so nice and tight,” Scarlett whispered. 

She pulled her finger out slowly and inserted it again, using her thumb to rub my sensitive nub at the same time. I could feel my shorts moving back and forth as she increased her pace inside my panties.

A few seconds later I couldn’t take it anymore. My mind went white and my head started spinning uncontrollably. My entire body started shaking uncontrollably as I convulsed into what felt like the first orgasm I had ever experienced. My muscles stiffened throughout my body and I clenched my legs around Scarlett’s hand. I shouted out loudly, writhing in ecstasy as wave after wave of intense orgasm flooded throughout my body sending tingling sensations all over my body.

I whimpered and squealed as my body kept convulsing in lustful spasms. My heart raced, beating hard in my chest as my powerful orgasm finally subsided.

A minute later I opened my eyes. I felt so embarrassed. I was totally exhausted. It was as if I ran a marathon. Twice.
“How was that?” Scarlett smiled.
I could see her hand glistening with my moisture. The couch where I was sitting was soaked with my wetness.
“That was… amazing,” I stuttered.
“That’s what you’ve been missing out on, Katie. Next time you feel aroused… just to that,” Scarlett said.
It didn’t even feel weird with her afterwards. Our personalities were so in tune it was as if we were one. 

“I better get home before my mom moans,” Scarlett said. “I’ll see you soon. And thanks,” I said as I gave her a hug.

After she left I ran my hands over my breasts. They felt tender. My body was still trembling slightly from the intense orgasm earlier.

Scarlett unlocked a new world for me. One where I didn’t shy away from my feelings.
My body finally felt free. 

CHAPTER 6: Brett

I couldn’t get the previous night out of my mind. What Scarlett did just felt so natural. I was suddenly acutely aware of all my feelings towards guys. Their build, personality, attractiveness, even finding myself thinking about the size of their dicks… It’s been quite a strange experience. Scarlett helped me awaken sexually, and I was nervous where these new-found feelings would lead.

The day went by quite uneventfully. Before I knew it I was back home.
“Where is Anna?” I asked my dad.
“She’ll be back from the airport any minute now,” he said as he sipped his coffee. “Are you coming in to the diner tonight?” “No, I think I’ll just hang out with Scarlett if that’s okay,” I responded.
“That’s not a problem at all, I’ll probably close early and do the last of the stock-taking tonight,” he said. 

I could hear the car outside.
“I think they’re here,” I said.

My dad walked to the door and opened it as Anna and Brett walked up. 

“Get the rest of the bags out the back,” Anna commanded. “Hey, Brett,” Phil said as he shook his hand and hugged him.

“Wow, good to be back home,” Brett said as he stepped into the house, saddled with a large suitcase.
Dad went out to the car to fetch the rest of his things. “Hey sis,” Brett said as he put the suitcase down and hugged me. 

He felt so strong and smelt so good.
“Glad you’re back,” I said.

I felt my face heating up and I had no idea why. I never really noticed how good-looking he was. It made me uneasy thinking of my brother that way but I couldn’t help it. He was very athletic with sandy blonde hair and the deepest blue eyes. He looked like one of those models on the posters inside the clothing stores at the mall.

“I prepared your room, let’s take your bags upstairs,” Anna said as my dad stumbled in through the front door with another two large suitcases.

“Bring those up please, Phil.”
I followed them upstairs, helping my dad carry one of the large suitcases.
“Are you glad to be back?” Phil asked.
“Yeah, I’ll miss the guys at university but we’ll see each other every now and then,” Brett responded.
“Do you have a girlfriend yet?” Phil asked jokingly. “I did, but we broke up. I didn’t really bother too much with girlfriends.” 

“That’s right, focusing on studies was always the number one priority. That’s why you came out top of your class!” Anna said as she hugged him again.

“I think I’m going to jump in the shower, the flight was pretty tiring,” Brett said.
“You do that, baby. I’ll get your supper ready so long,” Anna said. 

“Noodles?” I asked sarcastically.
Anna ignored me as she headed downstairs.

"I better head off to the diner, see you later," my dad said before he left. He gave me a hug. He didn't even bother with Anna. She was nowhere to be found.

"Take these towels upstairs for Brett, I forgot to put it in his bathroom," Anna instructed as she handed me two folded towels, emerging from the linen cupboard downstairs.

"Sure. Dad's left by the way," I said sulkily as I jogged back upstairs again. 

"I know," I heard her mumbling somewhere in the background. "Brett?" I said as I stepped into his room.

"Hey," he said with surprise as he stuck something into his bag and spun around.
"Anna asked me to bring these towels," I said as I handed him the towels. "Sorry, I didn't mean to startle you."
"No problem," he said as he took it from me trying to hide his flushed face.
"I'm going to the basement now. I think Scarlett is waiting for me," I said.
"Cool, I might pop down there a little later," he responded nervously. 

I left his room and pulled the door closed. I couldn't believe he was back for good. I missed Brett so much since he went away to university. What was he hiding away in his bag?

"Is Scarlett here?" I asked Anna as I came down the stairs. "What do you think?" she asked sarcastically.
I sighed as I walked downstairs and closed the door behind me. "Sorry to keeping you waiting," I said.
Scarlett was looking at some of my latest drawings.
"Have you thought of a name yet?" she asked.
"Not yet, no," I said.

"Don't even think of worming yourself out of the publishing idea," she said. 

"I have other things on my mind right now..." I said, trailing off. "Oh?" she responded.

"After last night... I feel like I can actually have a boyfriend now. I know I'm still a geek and all, but somehow that experience has given me a little more confidence," I said.

“You’re not a geek… but even if you are, you’re a damn sexy one!” Scarlett smiled. 

“Yeah, yeah,” I said blushing.
"You should try then," she said smiling mischievously. "Try what?"

"Be sexy. See how the guys at school respond. I'll go with you to the mall the weekend. We can look for some short skirts, sexy underwear and maybe a swimsuit. You guys have a pool, might as well make use of it and maybe have a pool party!" Scarlett said.

What she was proposing sounded ludicrous. But what if she were right? What if I finally did have a chance at getting a guy? I know the whole world doesn’t revolve around getting a guy, but to me it would be nice to have what other girls have had for years.

"You will definitely give Rebecca a run for her money." I stared into space for a few seconds.

"I think I'll go to the diner after all. Help Dad with some stocktaking to get some extra money. I should have enough by the weekend. Then we can go to the mall."

"Sounds like a good plan," Scarlett smiled. We hugged for a long time. 

"Thank you," I whispered.
“You’re my best friend, Katie. I just want the best for you.” I jogged upstairs a few minutes later and Scarlett left. "Brett?" I called.
"Yeah?" He said as he emerged from Anna's office.

"Would you mind taking me to the diner? I've decided to help Dad after all."
"Brett and I are a little busy at the moment. Can't you take the bus again?" Anna said. She seemed annoyed
"It's not a problem, I'll be back now, Mom," he said. Anna glared at me as he grabbed his keys. "Let's go." 

CHAPTER 7: Caught

"I'm sorry about Mom," Brett said once we were on the road. "Don't worry about it, I'm used to her hating me," I said.

"She doesn't hate you... she just gets caught up with work and the stress makes her a little difficult to live with."
Was he really convinced of that? We drove in silence for a few minutes. I caught him looking down at my legs.
"What's wrong?" I asked him.
"Oh nothing," he said as he turned his head back to the road. It felt a little weird. I pulled my dress down a little.
My mind drifted back to what Rebecca said to me in the shower.
“You’ll be a virgin until you die one day. You’re just too ugly for any guy to even consider sleeping with you.” 

Was she right? Would I ever actually get a boyfriend? "Do you think I'm pretty?" I asked out of the blue.
"Why do you mean?" Brett said.

"Do you think I'm beautiful? Would any guy ever go for me?" I asked. 

"Yeah definitely, why are you asking?" Brett asked. "Just the girls at school. They're quite mean," I said.

"Seriously, don't worry about them. High school is such a cocoon. When you get out in the real world things are very different. You have nothing to worry about when it comes to good looks."

I smiled. At least one person thought I stood a chance. "Here we are," Brett said a few minutes later. "Must I pick you up later?"
"I'll come home with Dad," I said. "Thanks for the ride." 

I jumped out and waved as I walked to the diner. It was closed just as Dad said it would be. I used my key, unlocked the door and went in.

"Hello?" I called. 

No answer. I could hear some commotion in the store room. He was probably finishing up. As I walked closer I realized the sounds weren't him sorting stock. It sounded like there was somebody else inside.

"Deeper, ah yes, deeper..." a female voice panted. 

I noticed a pair of panties in the passage leading to the storeroom and recognized it immediately. The grunting and moaning continued. I sneaked closer and peered around the corner. My suspicions were confirmed: it was Megan. She was sitting on a table, legs wrapped around Dad's waist as he rammed her hard. It was almost painful to watch.

"Yes, yes, yes..." 

I noticed a condom wrapper on the floor: at least they were being safe. To be honest, I wasn't mad at all. In fact, I actually felt relieved. The guy Megan was referring to earlier was obviously my dad. He treated her well and for once in his life his respect was returned. It was probably a refreshing change from things at home with Anna.

"I'm going to cum!" Megan shouted. 

I heard a few packets and tins crash to the floor as Megan moaned loudly. It certainly sounded like she was having fun. I had to leave, hearing my father grunting as he rammed another woman was the last thing I ever wanted to hear. The thought of it sent a shiver down my spine.

I snuck back out and called Brett. 

"Hey, could you come fetch me again? Sorry for messing you around. Dad's finished with the stock already and just doing some financial stuff so there's nothing for me to do."

"No problem, I'm on my way." 

Anna must have been fuming. I didn't care. It looked like Dad was really happy with Megan... at least the sex seemed good. Anna never even kissed him, I doubt she ever spread her legs for him. Combined with an absolute lack of respect, who could really blame him for looking elsewhere?

CHAPTER 8: Shopping for Panties

"This is going to be really awkward,” I whispered to Scarlett as we walked into the underwear section of the department store. “Why? Don’t you ever buy your own underwear?” she asked. “I don’t really bother. Anna just buys it when she buys for herself,” I whispered back.
“Well, you’re not a little girl any more. Time to buy your own panties… sexy ones,” Scarlett said as she winked at me. 

I could feel people staring at me as I walked down the aisle. What were they thinking? Wondering why a curvy girl was looking at sexy thongs? Or maybe I was just being paranoid.

“Look at these,” Scarlett said as she pointed to a lacy set. “The bra looks sturdy enough to hold your D-cup boobs!”
She was right: it was quite a nice bra with lacy edges. The paired thong was quite small but lacy and sexy too.
“I’ll look like an idiot wearing something like this,” I said as I picked up the set.
“No ways, get a few more. And a bikini for the pool. And maybe a short skirt or two…” Scarlet said.
She seemed even more excited than me! I grabbed a few underwear sets and headed to the skirts.
“These seem really short…” I mumbled. 

“Come on, stop being a prude. Get a mini-skirt and a pair of knee-high socks. Then you can look like your super hero,” Scarlett said encouragingly. “Which, by the way, still doesn’t have a name!”

“Okay, okay. I’ll get some of these skirts. I’m going to look like such a slut…” I said.
“Last stop: bikinis!” Scarlett said.
“I might go for a one-piece rather. I want to hide my stomach and keep my boobs in check,” I said. 

“No ways! You need a sexy bikini. I’ll grab some and you can try them on,” Scarlett said as she handed me a few she grabbed off the railings. “No go fit them on!”

I stepped into the small cubicle. It had been a while since I’d been in one. Buying clothes was always the furthest thing from my mind. I usually just wore whatever Anna decided to buy me.

I unbuttoned my jeans and pulled it down before pulling my tshirt over my head. I unclipped my bra and hung it on the hook before pulling my panties down. Were you even supposed to try it on with no panties? I looked around nervously as I slipped into the bikini bottoms. The back barely covered my two cheeks. I tied the top around my body and looked in the mirror.

“I look disgusting,” I complained.
“Let me see,” Scarlett said as she ripped the curtain open and stepped into the dressing cubicle. 

“Scarlett!” I shouted as I tried to cover myself.
“Wow, you look so damn hot!” she exclaimed.
“But this bottom barely covers my butt,” I said.

“That’s how it’s supposed to be. Give them something to look at. Let me fix the top,” she said as she pulled my boobs up further and tied the costume top behind my neck. “Perfect!”

“I’ll take it, let’s go,” I said.
THE DEFLOWERING OF KATIE
I felt so vulnerable I just wanted to leave. She smiled as I got dressed and headed for the counters to pay.
***** 

An hour later I was back home. Scarlett went back to her house as I jogged upstairs with my shopping bags. I slipped into my knee-high socks and short skirt. I chuckled to myself as I saw the white shirt Scarlett tossed in for me. I slipped my arms into it and buttoned it up. It was quite tight around my chest. Probably her intention!

I went downstairs into the basement, grabbed my sketch pad and sat on the couch with my knees pulled up. My clothing made me feel sexy, I almost felt like the heroine I was drawing. I did feel quite self-conscience, naked even.

“Are you down here, Katie?” Anna called.
“Yeah, here,” I said.
She came downstairs slowly.

“You really need to clean up a little. There are papers everywhere,” she complained.
“Wow, looking good, sis!” Brett exclaimed as he came down too and looked around the room, marveling at my posters. 

“What are you wearing?” Anna asked.
“Bought some things with Scarlett this morning,” I said. Anna sighed. “You can’t sit like that in a skirt.”

She was right: I was probably giving them a good view of my panties. Before I put my feet on the floor Brett darted his eyes to my legs. Was he trying to get a glimpse under my skirt?

“Clean up a little and come upstairs. I’m serving supper around the pool tonight. It’s really warm outside and your dad said he wanted to light the BBQ and have a swim when he gets back.” “Sure,” I said.

It seemed I would be able to try out my new bikini sooner than expected. 

CHAPTER 9: The Pool Incident

I twirled around, looking at my body in my new bikini: Scarlett convinced me to get it against my better judgement. I hated bikinis and would have been much more comfortable in a one piece swimsuit. The bottoms were really skimpy, barely covering my two cheeks completely. It was "the fashion" Scarlett said. I remained unconvinced. The top struggled to keep my busty chest in as part of my boobs stuck out underneath. Underboob they called it. Apparently guys went crazy for it.

I wrapped a towel around my body and headed for the patio outside.
"Where is Dad?" I asked.
Brett was sitting at the table, his shirt off. The late afternoon sun glistened on his smooth, bronze back.
"He said he's stuck at work for the rest of the night. Looks like it's just us," Anna said. 

I took my towel off and tossed it over one of the chairs. I grabbed one of the deck chairs and pulled it closer to the pool before I lay down with a pair of sunglasses over my eyes. I was never really one for tanning but Scarlett always joked about how pale I looked.

"That costume barely covers your chest," Anna remarked snidely.
"Scarlett says it's the fashion," I chirped back.
"You shouldn't even be wearing a bikini with those hips," she said.
"Scarlett said –“
"I don't give a shit what Scarlett said!" Anna shouted. "Forget it I don't have the energy for your attitude tonight." 

Anna stormed into the house and slammed the office door. "See what I have to deal with," I said.

Brett nodded his head. I could see he was eyeing my body. Ogling it even. It made me feel a little uncomfortable.
"I think I'm going to have a swim," I said. I had to get up. His eyes were burning holes in my tiny bikini.
"Good idea," he said. 

I dived into the pool, feeling the cool water all over my burning body as I swam underwater. When I finally surfaced, Brett was right there waiting for me.

"Do you remember when I used to shoot you into the air as high as I could?" he asked. 

I remembered it like it was yesterday. It was shortly after we moved in. I thought having a pool was the best thing in the world. That summer we spent every day in the pool. It allowed me to keep my mind off Mom.

"How can I forget," I said smiling.
"Want to try again?" he asked.
"Um, I think I'm too heavy for that right now," I laughed.

"Come on, let's try," he said before he disappeared under water and swam over to where I was standing, surfacing a few seconds later. "Turn around."

I turned around. I could feel his strong hands on my waist. I immediately felt self-conscious.
"Go down. I'll launch you on three," he said.
Brett tightened his grip on my waist. I felt a stirring inside me... 

Unexplained.
"One, two..."
We both went under.

"Three!" he shouted as he pushed me up, launching me into the air with all his strength. Even though I was no longer eight years old, he managed to lift me surprisingly high.

I dove underwater and came back up again.
"Wow, impressive!" I said, wiping my wet hair behind my ears.

I swam to the edge of the pool and placed my arms on the side, holding my body steady. I stared at the house: there were so many memories here.

The next moment Brett came up behind me. He pressed his body against me from behind. 

"Hi," he said close to my ear.
"Um, personal space?" I asked teasingly.

He didn't joke back. Instead, he wrapped his arms around my waist. "I've missed you."
I felt that stirring again. 

"I missed you too Brett..." I said, feeling a little awkward. I could have sworn I felt a poking against the back of my bikini bottoms.

He moved his one hand up, grabbing one of my breasts. I immediately tried to wriggle free.
"Brett, what are you doing?" I whispered. 

He didn’t respond. I could feel my nipples harden, pressing through the wet material. He felt it too, teasing them as they grew puffier.

“Brett!” I whispered through clenched teeth as I pushed his hand down off my boob. 

“Oh, is that where you want me to go,” he whispered as he moved his hand over my stomach down to the front of my bikini bottoms.

I bit down on my bottom lip. I wanted him to stop… but I also really wanted him to continue. I parted my legs as I felt him move his hand between my inner thighs. He used his fingers to rub my lips through the costume.

“Ah…” I moaned softly, closing my eyes. 

I felt shivers up my spine as he breathed heavily down my neck. I could sense his intense arousal as the intensity of his rubbing grew stronger.

“I want to fuck you,” he whispered. 

He grabbed the sides of my bikini and pulled it down to my knees. I could feel the cold water seeping between my folds as Brett parted my cheeks.

“What are you two up to?” Anna said, appearing out of nowhere.
I wriggled free from Brett, grasping desperately to pull my bikini back up. Did she notice anything?
“What is this?” Anna asked, holding a bunch of my new thongs in the air.
“I bought it today when I went out with Scarlett,” I responded, embarrassed that she was parading my underwear in front of Brett. “You’re a whore, you know that?” Anna said.
“What the hell, Anna? What are you doing in my drawers anyway, it’s private!” I shouted.
“You walk around with these short skirts flashing your slutty panties for the world to see!”
I jumped out the pool and grabbed my towel.
“For crying out loud, that bikini barely covers your tits!” she shouted as I grabbed the underwear from her hand.
I didn’t want to get into it with her but I couldn’t help myself. I stood right in front of her. “Fuck you, Anna!” 

I then rushed off to my bedroom.
“Get your ass back here, Katie! Don’t speak to me like that!” “Mom…” Brett said, shaking his head.
“Stay out of it, Brett,” she scolded.

I slammed my bedroom door and spent the next hour sobbing uncontrollably. 

CHAPTER 10: The Disappearance of Scarlett

I ended up falling asleep, awaking a few hours later when Dad finally arrived back home. I could hear him having a heated argument with Anna in the room next door shortly afterwards. I slipped out of my bed and walked quietly towards my bedroom door. I opened it without making a sound.

"...and her attitude was just appalling!" Anna complained. 

"Let her wear what she wants to. She needs to feel like she can control at least one thing in her life. She felt so helpless, if it weren't for Scarlett –“

"Here we go again," Anna sighed. "I wish everybody would tiptoeing around Scarlett. Katie is eighteen years old already, when is everybody going to stop pretending Scarlett exists!"

"Will you keep your voice down!" he said angrily. "You know Doctor Timo said it was the only way she would cope and that she would let go when the time was right. We all need to continue supporting her."

"I'm tired of it, Phil. She needs to get over it, it's been ten years!"
"She can take as long as she needs, Anna!" Phil shouted back. 

I don't know where my father found the courage to talk back to her so vehemently. Perhaps the relationship with Megan was allowing him to get back some of the masculinity Anna eroded over the years.

"I'm going to bed," Anna said.
"Where is Brett?" Phil asked.
"Went to the movies with a friend from university," Anna said.

"No wonder you weren't bothered to keep your voice down," he snapped. 

I heard the bedroom and bathroom doors slam shut. Dad went for a shower and Anna probably went to bed. Now was my chance...

I pulled my bedroom door open further and snuck into the hallway. I walked to Brett's room and pushed the door closed. Using my phone as a torch, I rifled through his things, looking for the bag he had on his bed. I had to find out what he was hiding. A few minutes later I found it. I pulled it out from under his bed and unzipped it slowly. I stuck my hand inside and pulled something out. I shone my torch on it and gasped: it was a pair of panties. Mine. It was the pair I wore the last Thanksgiving he was down from university. I distinctly remembered the lacy edges and how annoyed I was when I lost it because it was such a comfortable pair.

"What the..." I mumbled to myself. Why would Brett have a pair of my panties? Surely he wasn't sexually attracted to me that badly? I thought the experience earlier in the pool was a moment of madness brought on by the provocative clothing I was wearing. But this discovery proved otherwise. It seemed to indicate he had feelings for me for quite some time...

I shoved it back into his bag before sneaking back to my room. The house was draped in darkness. I climbed into my bed and lay there staring at the ceiling. I simply couldn't fall asleep. The events of the day kept swirling around in my head. I jumped with fright as I heard the front door open and close. Brett was home. I could hear his footsteps as he jogged upstairs. To my surprise he came straight into my room.

"Katie?" he whispered as he walked towards my bed. “Yes?” I answered.
“Can I lie with you for a little while?” he asked.
“Um, why?” I whispered back.
“Just for a little while,” he insisted.
I pulled my nightie to my knees and pulled the covers open.

“This is really weird but okay, just a little while. All I need is for Anna to walk in here, you know she has an active imagination,” I finally agreed.

I watched as he pulled his shirt off and unbuttoned his jeans. “What the hell are you doing?” I whispered in shock.

“Taking my uncomfortable clothes off. Don’t worry, I won’t be naked,” he chuckled. 

I felt a little uneasy. The moonlight streaming through my window cast shadows over his perfect, muscular body. I wasn’t sure if it was a good idea him climbing into my bed half naked. But it was too late: he slipped in right next to me and pulled the covers over himself. I could feel his hot body next to me, exuding heat along with that delicious fragrance he always used.

“This is a little weird, don’t you think?” I asked.
I felt butterflies as he touched my stomach with his strong hand.

“Do you really think so?” he whispered, moving his hands up to my big mounds.
“Brett…” I said, as he squeezed my one breast. I could feel my nipples growing hard, pushing through the thin material. 

“You’re so fucking sexy,” he said.
“Brett I don’t think –“ I started.

He interrupted me by planting his lips on mine. We kissed passionately, our tongues wrestling furiously as he squeezed my breasts harder, pinching my puffy nipples with his fingers. I pulled away a few seconds later.

“This is wrong,” I said. “We’re already making a noise, what if Anna comes in? Or my dad?” 

“They won’t hear us,” he said confidently.
“It’s still wrong, you’re here groping your sister...”

“Stepsister,” he whispered back. He leaned down and kissed my neck, sending shivers down my spine.
I moaned softly as he pulled my nightie up and slipped his hand under it so he could touch my boobs properly.
“You have such amazing tits,” he panted. 

He pulled my nightie all the way up and lowered his face over my breast, wrapping his warm, moist lips around my dark areolae. He teased the bumpy bits of my areolae with his tongue before he sucked hard, causing my nipples to grow even longer in his mouth. I ran my fingers through his hair and moaned again, trying to keep my noise level down.

Every fiber of my being told me to pull him off and send him away… but we had a connection. One that ran far deeper than the superficial lust that sparked this tryst.

“I want to try something,” he said as he pushed my legs apart and placed his muscular body between them.
“Brett, what the hell, I thought we were just fooling around?!” I whispered with urgency.
“Don’t worry, just relax,” he said. 

I could see his bulging erection pressing hard against his underwear. He was clearly very aroused. He lowered her face between my thighs and I could immediately feel him pressing his tongue against the front of my cotton panties.

“What are you doing, that’s disgusting!” I whispered. He ignored me completely. I gasped as he pulled my moist panties to the side, exposing my wet, shaven lips.
“Brett, get out of there!” I demanded. 

The next moment he lowered his face further down and started running his tongue over my swollen folds. Even though the thought of it repulsed me, his tongue between my legs felt incredible. I bit down on my lips as he slipped his tongue between my lips.

“Shit,” I panted, grabbing onto the bed. 

I could feel his tongue exploring me, pushing its way between my pussy lips, his warm breath causing a tingling between my legs. I moaned softly as I felt the tip of his tongue pressing against my clitoris. I felt it growing harder as he continued stimulating it. I groaned again, louder this time as he wrapped his lips around my nub and sucked on it gently. It felt like I was about to explode. Suddenly I heard a voice coming from my door.

“Katie?”
It was my dad.
“Y… ye… yes,” I stuttered, still trembling with arousal.

Brett kept very still, hidden under my covers. My heart was beating so loud it felt like it could wake up the whole neighborhood. I tried to calm my breathing so I could speak properly. If he found Brett in my bed between my legs…

“Are you okay?” he asked, walking closer to the bed. Shit… please just go!

“Ye… yeah, just a nightmare,” I said, trying to keep my voice steady. 

“Do you need me to turn the light –“
“No!” Iexclaimed, almost a little too eagerly.

“All right then, see you in the morning,” he said, leaning down to give me a kiss on the forehead. 

“You’re sweating, are you okay?” he asked.
“I’ll be fine, go!” I said.

My heart was beating in my throat. A few seconds later he went back to bed.
“That was close,” I whispered. 

Without a word, Brett continued, sucking hard on my nub. My head was spinning with lust. It felt even more intense than that night Scarlett… I mean I... masturbated.

A minute later he lifted his head from between my legs. I could see my moisture glistening all over his face. He moved his body onto mine and started kissing me. I could feel his bulging erection pressing against my exposed lips. My panties were still pulled to one side.

Brett started kissing me more vigorously. He reached down to his waist and jerked his underwear down. I could immediately feel his cock against my pussy.

“Brett, I don’t think we should do this, let’s just fool around –“ I said. 

He ignored me as he ground me hard, his thick cock sliding between my lips. I moaned louder, feeling his tip hitting my sensitive nub.

“Put a condom on,” I panted.
“No,” he said.
“But I’m a virgin, I might bleed…” I responded.
“Don’t worry about it,” he said panting heavily.

“Ah, shit!” I whispered as I felt his tip breaching my tight, wet opening.
There was no turning back now. I felt him thrust his hips back and forth. He groaned, trying to get himself into me.
“You’re so tight, sis,” he panted. 

My stomach turned as he said those words. Brett continued struggling to get his thick, hard cock into my tight hole. Finally he slipped right in, hard and deep.

“Ahhhh!” I shouted, unable to contain myself. 

I could feel his hard cock deep inside me as he ripped my virginity away from me. It was the most arousing feeling in the world. He started fucking me hard and deep, increasing his pace with each passing second. My lips were so sensitive I could feel every vein around his bulging shaft as it slipped in and out of me.

“This feels so good,” I panted, still gripping onto the bed. 

Brett pounded me hard and fast. I grabbed onto my boobs as they started bouncing up and down vigorously, matching Brett’s powerful thrusting. He rammed me harder and harder, pumping his massive erection into my tight pussy over and over and over.

He continued drilling me for another minute when I finally felt my body lose control. I started shaking uncontrollably as my body convulsed into an intense orgasm. My lips contracted hard around his cock as the first wave of my orgasm swept over me, causing me to tremble and writhe in glee as my nipples grew painfully erect. I squealed and continued shaking in ecstasy and bucking my hips as Brett rammed me hard.

The next moment I heard him grunting loudly. He rammed himself into me as deep as he could before exploding, filling me with streams of hot cum. I could feel a warm sensation inside as he unloaded every last drop of his semen inside me.

Brett lay on me for a few minutes as we both breathed heavily. He was still inside me. For some reason this made it even more erotic. He rested his head between my mounds, listening to my heavy breathing.

Finally he pulled himself out of me with a liquid squelch. “You better get back to bed,” I whispered.
“Yeah, I know,” he said.

He looked at me and smiled. He leaned down and kissed me again. It felt so passionate. Brett took his clothes and sneaked back to his bedroom. I moved my fingers between my legs, feeling his semen overflow running from my ravaged hole onto the sheet. I felt a tingling throughout my body as I touched my sensitive nub. I would need to change the bedding in the morning.

I pulled my panties straight and rolled onto my side. I didn’t even want to wash him off, I wanted to sleep with him inside me all night.

As much as I hated to admit it, it was clear: I was in love. 

CHAPTER 11: A Pregnancy… and a Confession

I sat on the grass at school with my sketchbook, staring at the comics I’d drawn. The previous night was still fresh in my mind. I knew Scarlett was gone for good. I had to keep my promise and name the comic. I decided on something really simple: ‘Katie & Scarlett’. Not the most original name, but I liked how personal it felt. It would allow me to always remember her… that part of me. Students walked past, chatting and laughing. I would miss Scarlett’s company.

“Did you hear?!” I heard a girl say to her friend.
“Yeah, it’s so bad, don’t you think?” her friend responded. “What a whore, it was going to happen sooner or later anyway.”

I decided to see what the fuss was about. They were both in my history class. 

“Hey, what’s happening?” I asked them.
“Holy shit, Katie. You know Rebecca?” Caroline said. “You know, the slut,” Haley added.
I nodded my head.
“She got fucking knocked up!” Caroline exclaimed. “What a cum whore!” Haley laughed.

“Wow,” I said, immediately thinking back to the shower incident. Who would have known she was pregnant already? 

“See you in history, Katie. Come Haley, we need to go tell the rest of the school,” Caroline said with overflowing excitement as they both jogged off.

For some reason I felt a little envious. I ran my hand over my stomach. What did it feel like? Would I ever be able to have one with Brett?

“Hey, Katie!” I heard a voice calling from behind me in the parking lot.
I turned around and noticed Brett in his car. My mood was immediately lifted.
“Do you want to go for a ride?”
“I have school,” I said as I walked over to his car. “Aren’t you supposed to be working with Anna anyway?” 

“She’s out of town for the day, probably only back later tonight. Thought I’d see how my beautiful, hot, sexy sister was doing,” he smiled.

“Keep it down!” I scolded him as I jumped into his car. “I just really wanted to see you,” he said.
“I found the panties, the ones you stole from me,” I blurted out.

I noticed his face going red almost instantly. I needed it to be out in the open. I needed him to give me some sort of explanation. “Yeah, that…” he mumbled.
“What is that about, Brett? Why would you even do that? Don’t you think it’s really weird?” I asked. 

“Weirder than last night?” he responded.
I felt a fluttering in my stomach again.

“Brett, I’m not sure if this will ever work…” I said. Even right after saying the words it felt wrong. 

“It will, Katie. Because…” Brett started.
I looked at him. I’d never seen him this way before.
“Because I love you,” he said.

My head started spinning again. It felt like I was suddenly in a dream. Love me? Was he serious? 

“I fell in love with you a number of years ago. We grew so close after Anna and your dad met. I knew it would never work and that it was wrong. To keep any temptations at bay I decided to apply to the furthest universities I could. It’s the only way I would have been able to suppress my feelings. But every time I came back home for Thanksgiving, the feelings started all over again.”

“I didn’t know…” I said, unable to think of anything to say. I was speechless. 

“I had a girlfriend… a few actually. But it just never felt right. I kept thinking about you the entire time. I must admit, stealing your panties was a little desperate… and probably a little perverse.”

“Yeah, a little creepy,” I smiled. “I’ve fallen in love with you too, Brett. I know it’s wrong but you can’t help what you feel. Last night was simply amazing.”

We hugged. The connection I’d always felt was genuine. Brett confirmed it.
“Do you want me to do something naughty before I head back to class?” I asked with a mischievous grin.
“Like what?” he asked.
I licked my lips and ran my hand over the front of his jeans. His face lit up. “Right here?”
I nodded my head as I pulled his zipper down. I could already feel him bulging from inside. 

“Are you horny for me?” I asked him, using my left hand to squeeze my breast. The whole seduction thing was new territory for me, but I did recall some gestures I always saw Rebecca doing when she was trying to land some new guy…
“Hell yeah,” he said.

I pulled his underwear down and pulled his cock out. He was long and hard, veins bulging around his meaty shaft as his purple mushroom-shaped tip head looked ready to explode. I gently ran my hand up and down his shaft as I jerked him off slowly. His cock felt rock-hard between my fingers. I felt a tingling feeling between my legs just thinking about having this inside me again.

“Oh man,” he said, closing his eyes and leaning back in his seat. 

If you told me a week ago I’d be jerking my stepbrother off in his car I would never have believed you. Yet here I was, deflowered the night before by my ridiculously handsome stepbrother.

I swept my hair behind my shoulder as I leaned down and wrapped by bright-red, moist lips around the tip of his cock. It was the first time I’d ever given a blowjob and I wasn’t sure if I was doing it right but I decided to try anyway. I sucked on his tip, tasting him as I lowered my face, taking more of his length into my mouth.

Brett groaned again, placing his hand on my head as I started bobbing it up and down, sucking hard the entire time.
“It feels so damn good,” he whispered. 

Seems like I was doing something right. I continued sucking him off, trying to get as much of him in as I could. I gagged as I felt his tip hit the back of my throat. I coughed and sputtered for a few seconds.

“Are you okay?” he asked. 

I nodded my head and continued, avoiding gagging as best I could. After another minute I could feel my jaw starting to hurt. Sucking cock was hard work!

“Shit, I’m going to cum,” Brett panted. “Quickly, pull back so I can catch it!” 

I ignored him and sucked him off even more vigorously. I wanted to taste him. Strengthen the bond. Rebecca always said she never swallows, always spit it out. To me it just seems… disrespectful and insulting.

“Ahhh!” he grunted as he exploded in my mouth. 

I could taste his salty semen as it spurted down my throat, his cock throbbing and contracting inside my mouth. I continued sucking hard, swallowing every last drop of his warm cum while he continued unloading into my mouth.

A few seconds later I pulled my lips off his dripping cock. I rubbed my numb jaw as I wiped some saliva off my chin. I was flushed and extremely aroused. At that moment the bell went.

“Damn, I better get to class,” I said.
Brett was still catching his breath. “I’ll see you a little later.” He gave me a kiss before I headed back to class.

“Hey, is that your brother?” Haley asked as I jogged past her to class.
I immediately felt embarrassed. Did she notice what we were doing?
“Yeah,” I answered, stopping in front of her and Caroline. “Why?” 

“He’s so cute. How old is he?” she asked.
“22 I think,” I responded.

“Will you introduce us some time? He looks like the guy who needs my special tender loving…” she said winking. 

“Uh, yeah, sure,” I said.
Not a chance.
“Awesome, see you in class, Katie!”

***** 

The day went by really quickly. I couldn’t wait to get home to Brett. With Anna out of town it meant we might be able to spend some time together alone. I decided to swing by the diner to check up on Dad… my motives were selfish though. I just wanted to see if he was going to be there for the rest of the afternoon. That way I would be sure we can fool around at home without somebody walking in on us.

“Hey, Megan,” I said as I walked into the diner and tossed my bag onto the floor.
“Hey, Katie, your father is in the back,” she said after giving me a hug. “I think he wants to speak to you.”
“Dad?” I called as I walked to the back. He was sitting in his office. 

“Katie,” he said. It looked like something was up.
Megan came into the office and closed the door.
“What’s going on?” I asked.

“Katie, sit down. There’s something I need to discuss with you…” 

CHAPTER 12: Caught

I walked into the house two hours later.
“Brett?” I called as I walked to the lounge.
No response.

“Is anybody home?” I called again as I tossed my back onto the floor.
The house was very quiet. Suddenly I heard a splashing outside. I walked towards the patio doors that were standing open. “Here you are,” I smiled as I noticed Brett in the pool. “Decided to have a swim, it’s been so hot today,” he said. “Join me.” 

“Hold on, I need to go grab my bikini,” I said.
“Don’t bother with that, just swim in your panties,” he said.

Brett and my panties. It certainly looked like he had a fetish for it.
“What if Anna comes back? Or Dad?” I asked.
“Isn’t your Dad at the diner for the afternoon?” Brett asked as he swam to the edge of the pool and placed his arms on the side. The way his bronze body glistened in the later afternoon sun… I could already feel my panties getting wet. 

“Yeah,” I said.
“Well Anna is out of town, she’ll probably only be back later tonight. Come on, we can get out in an hour so you can get dressed before any of them come home,” he said.

“Okay, okay,” I said, finally giving in.
I pulled my skirt down and removed my white shirt, tossing it onto one of the chairs.
“Ooh, nice, a thong,” he noted. 

“Do you like it?” I asked mischievously as I turned around and slapped my bare cheek. It was one of the pairs I bought with Scarlett. Wearing it made me feel sexy.

“Come here you sex kitten,” he said.
I jumped into the pool with a splash. When I surfaced Brett was right there in front of me.
“Be honest,” I said. “When you were tossing me up into the air the other day were you getting aroused at all?”
“Of course I was… I mean come on. Look at your body – you’re so hot it’s illegal!” he exclaimed.
Classic Brett with his lame sayings.
“You’re such a pervert, you know that!” I exclaimed with mock disgust, punching him on the arm. 

“But I like it when you’re all wet… with pool water,” he said. “Come on, stop with the lame sayings already!” I laughed.

“Why don’t we finish what we started last time in the pool?” Brett said. 

“You mean… sex, in the pool?” I asked.
He nodded his head.

“Were you actually going to have sex with me that day before Anna walked in?” I asked. 

“Well, I had your bikini bottom by your knees… so yeah, I was so horny I thought I was going to go mad. Do you know how I battled to get rid of that erection before climbing out the pool?” he said.

I reached behind and unclipped my bra, tossing it onto the side of the pool.
“That’s better,” I smiled, squeezing my big mounds with my hands.
“Are you trying to seduce me, Miss Katie?” Brett asked as he swam over towards me.
“Why would you assume that, Mister Brett?” I asked mockingly.
“Come here, you,” he said, pulling me close. 

My chest pressed against his as we kissed passionately. I reached down and grabbed his erect cock through his shorts. We continued kissing, our tongues moving back and forth from his mouth to mine. I could feel my nipples growing more erect as the intensity of our kiss increased.

“You’re hard already,” I smiled as I pulled back a minute later. “That’s what you do to me,” Brett said.
I swam to the edge of the pool and placed my arms on the side.

“This seems familiar,” he said as he came up behind me and whispered in my ear. “You’re so sexy…” 

“Do you think what we’re doing is wrong?” I asked. “We love each other, there’s nothing wrong with that,” he said. He wrapped his arms around my waist.
“I know, but people will never understand,” I said.

Brett moved his hands over my stomach and up to my breasts. He squeezed them, playing with my nipples as he did.
“I don’t care what people say or think, what we have is real,” he said. 

He moved his hands down to my hips again. I could feel him slipping his fingers into the sides of my panties. He jerked it down roughly to my knees.

“Do you like these,” I said as I reached down and pulled my panties out the water.
“I love your panties… even though that makes me a massive pervert,” he said. 

I parted my legs, feeling the cold water between my folds. Brett ran his fingers over my swollen lips. I moaned softly. I was already burning with arousal. He slipped his fingers into my slit and started rubbing the inside of my lips in circular motions, grazing my nub softly.

“That feels so good,” I stuttered, closing my eyes.
Brett pulled his shorts down and tossed it to the side of the pool.

“How about this,” he said, moving his fingers further up between my ass cheeks.
I moaned a little more. Suddenly I felt his fingers outside my ass.
“Brett, what are you doing,” I mumbled.
I could feel his finger circling over the wrinkles around my tight opening.
“Tell me what it’s like,” he said.
He placed more pressure on my ass. I could feel the tip of his finger slipping in. I moaned louder.
“Brett, get your finger out there, that’s disgusting,” I stuttered unconvincingly.
He ignored me as he pushed his finger further into my ass. “My sister has a tight ass… sounds like a good hentai movie name,” Brett chuckled.
I would have laughed too… if I wasn’t so damn aroused! 

“Ah, harder,” I begged. I was horrified at how aroused I was getting with Brett’s finger up my ass. I never even considered anything anal until now.

Brett pulled his finger out and shoved it back in. I whimpered in lust.
“Brett, please, I want you inside me,” I whispered.
It felt like I was going to explode. I’ve never felt this horny before.
“And I want to be inside you,” he whispered. 

I could feel him behind me. He parted my cheeks and pressed the tip of his cock against my ass. He grabbed my hips and pushed forward slowly. I gasped as his tip breached my tight ass. I could feel his erection stretching me wide.

I yelped in pain as he continued drilling his cock slowly into my ass. 

“Are you okay?” he whispered.
I nodded my head.

He dug his fingers into my hips and thrust himself forward roughly. I shouted out loudly as pain gave way to intense pleasure. Brett was completely inside me and it felt magical. He pulled himself out slowly and shoved himself back in, causing me to cry out again. It felt really uncomfortable but also aroused me beyond belief.

“Harder,” I panted, stretching my legs as far apart as I could. 

Brett started ramming me hard and fast, ploughing his rock-hard erection deep into my ass. I closed my eyes and moaned with each powerful pounding he gave me from behind. I could feel his fingernails jabbing into my soft thighs as he tried to fuck the daylights out of me.

“I’m going to cum,” I stuttered. 

Suddenly everything started spinning as my body exploded into waves of electric lust. I trembled and shook uncontrollably as my first intense orgasm swept over my body. I squealed and whimpered as Brett continued fucking me hard. Another orgasmic wave tore through my body. I could feel my ass contracting hard around Brett’s cock as his breathing quickened.

A third orgasm pulsed through my burning body, almost causing me to faint with unimaginable pleasure.
“Ah!” Brett groaned. 

He pumped himself in and out as he exploded deep inside my ass, filling me with streams of hot cum. Brett continued drilling me frantically as he expelled every last drop of semen deep inside me. The warm feeling inside tipped me over the edge as my fourth orgasm ripped through my body. I continued writhing in glee for at least another minute before Brett finally pulled his erection from my ravaged ass. The cool water felt soothing against my ass.

We both breathed heavily, holding onto the side of the pool as we regained out breath.
“That was amazing… you made me orgasm like four times,” I finally stuttered a few minutes later. 

He seems very pleased with himself.
“I told you it would be fun,” he smiled.

“What the fuck is going on here?!” a voice shouted from the patio door.
I looked up in shock: it was Anna! I thought she was out of town?!
She stepped outside and noticed my underwear strewn across the patio along with Brett’s.
“Hi,” was all that Brett could muster.
“What the hell are you two doing? Are you swimming naked?” she fumed.
“Yeah, just a little skinny dipping,” Brett said. 

“With your sister? Are you out of your mind?” Anna asked, picking my panties up and looking at it with disgust. “Did she talk you into it by flashing these slutty panties?”

“No, mom, we’re just having fun, it’s not the end of the world,” Brett said.
“Get out the pool, both of you,” Anna demanded.
It was the worst thing she could have asked for. If she thought skinny dipping was bad…
“But we’re still swimming,” Brett said.
I decided not to speak. A mere word from me would probably have caused Anna to lose her mind.
“I don’t give a shit, I want you to get out!” she shouted. She sounded like a mad woman. If tall trees didn’t surround our back yard we would have had all the neighbors staring in. 

“Just calm down –“
“Get out!” she shouted again.

Brett stared at me. I climbed out first, trying to cover my breasts. I stood in front of her. 

“Why are you such a whore?” Anna shouted.
I stood there without saying a word.
“You too, Brett,” Anna said.

Brett climbed out hesitantly. Unfortunately he was unable to hide his erection.
“What the –“ Anna said, staring at him in disbelief.
She then stared at my legs. Brett’s semen was running down my inner thighs. I thought she was going to have a heart attack. “Unbelievable. What would your father say, Katie? Why are you fucking your brother?!”
“Stepbrother,” Brett piped up.
“Brett, did she seduce you? Is she blackmailing you?” Anna asked.
Her blood was boiling.
“No, Mom. I love Katie. We’re in love,” he said as he stepped behind me and wrapped his arms around my waist.
“This is disgusting, I can’t even deal with this right now,” Anna said as she stumbled to sit down on one of the pool chairs. “It’s love,” I finally said.
“How long has this been going on? Please tell me I imagined it and you didn’t have sex?” she asked. She seemed desperate. “We had sex, Mom. Twice already,” Brett said. 

“I never want to see you again. You are both dead to me. Disgusting, filthy human beings,” she said as she got up and walked back into the house.

We stood there awkwardly for a few minutes. 

“I’m going to call your father, Katie. I want you and Brett out of my house,” Anna said when we walked into the house half an hour later.

“Go ahead,” I said. I knew what he was going to say. I already had a long conversation with him about everything earlier that day. 

CHAPTER 13: The Wedding

“The bride and groom, everybody!” the guy shouted over the microphone as everybody stood up and started clapping. “I love these starters,” Brett whispered as he bent down to grab another amuse-bouche from the table. 

I giggled as we all continued clapping for a few more seconds and finally sat down. It was six months after our confrontation with Anna by the pool.

“You look beautiful!” I exclaimed as Megan and Dad walked over to our table.
“Thank you, baby!” Megan beamed, spinning around in her exquisite white gown.
“Congratulations again,” Brett said as he stood up and shook Dad’s hand. 

Anna did end up phoning Dad to come home that night. To her surprise, he rocked up with Megan. He admitted to her that he’d been seeing Megan for a while and that she made him happy. When Anna tried to toss in catching me and Brett, Dad responded that he knew about us already.

Anna was fuming with the news. In a fit of rage she blurted out that she had been having sex with some of her clients. None of this was news to Dad who knew about it for years but never said a thing. He wanted to keep the home as stable as he could while I tried to get over Mom’s death. She kicked us all out the house the same day still. I never heard from her again.

It all came out that day when I dropped by the diner… ***** 

“To be honest, Katie, I’ve seen it coming for a long time. I brought it up once with Anna but she thought I was out of my mind,” Dad said.

He took it much better than I expected.
“Nobody will accept it,” I said.

“Love is love, Katie. You cannot chose who you love. It just happens. Naturally. Plus, when I’m split from Anna it won’t be as ‘weird’ anymore anyway. You’ll go from being stepsister and stepbrother to simply two people in love.”

“I still can’t believe Anna has been cheating on you…” I said. 

“It doesn’t bother me, Katie. All that mattered was that you healed. And if it took Brett’s love to accelerate this healing, I’m always be all for it!”

I was still disgusted with Anna. The fact that she had been cheating on Dad all this time and still treated him like dirt was beyond belief.

“And I’m really sorry you had to find out about us that way…” Megan said as she hugged me.
They were horrified when I told them I found them having sex that day.
“So what now?” I asked.
“We’ll see how things play out,” Dad said. “We’ll know when the right moment is here to tell Anna…” 

*****
And the rest, as they say, is history.
“When are you two having your house-warming?” I asked. “I could ask you the same thing!” Megan laughed.

Dad bought a nice place for him and Megan. Brett moved out of Anna’s house and started his own financial advisory firm. A few
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months after that we finally moved into our own place. I helped him from time to time and spent every other day studying at the local university. I was pursuing my dream of comics. I wanted ‘Katie & Scarlett’ to be my first published comic.

I wanted to keep that promised I made to myself so long ago. THE END 
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