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  “No, Carol. Absolutely not. I will not have her in my house.”

  Carol Perry frowned at her husband. “Frank, she’s my sister. How can I tell her no?”

  “That girl,” he said, “is nothing but trouble.”

  “And are you talking about Moira? Or Morgan?”

  “Moira,” he growled.

  His wife shook her head, though she tried to hide a smile. “You’ve never liked her. I don’t get it.”

  “Don’t get it? Carol, she nearly ruined our marriage!”

  “Oh, don’t be so dramatic,” she said. “It was an honest mistake. She apologized a dozen times. Besides,” she said. “Nothing happened anyway. You made sure of that.”

  “Right,” he scoffed. “Your sister just happened to go into the wrong bedroom and climb into bed with me. To say nothing of what she tried to do once she got there.”

  Carol sighed. She loved her husband to death. But Frank’s conservative upbringing colored every facet of his personality. Usually, that wasn’t a bad thing. Unlike many of her married friends, she had never worried about another woman tempting him away. When he took his marriage vows, he had meant them.

  But when it came to her wild-spirited sister, Frank could become more than a little…unreasonable. He didn’t approve of her religion, her lifestyle, her choice of friends, or really much of anything that Moira did. He never had. And the fact that she had mistakenly slipped into their bedroom in the ski lodge on a family vacation a few years back had only cemented his low opinion of her.

  “Hell,” her husband went on, his lips pinched tight in disapproval, “we don’t even know who Morgan’s father is. And that crazy religion of hers – it’s ridiculous. Half voodoo and half bullcrap, if you ask me.”

  “Not everyone can be a Methodist, Frank,” she smiled.

  Everyone should, his expression said.

  “Her daughter,” he said disapprovingly, “was born out of wedlock.”

  Which was, unfortunately, nothing more than the truth. Carol sighed. Moira Bertram, despite top-notch grades, had sneered at the idea of wasting four years of her life away at college, unlike her older sister, choosing instead to travel the country. After nearly a year, during which contact with her had been sporadic at best, she had returned home to Wisconsin, visibly pregnant, and declared to her stunned family that she had converted from her parents’ relaxed Lutheran religion to Wicca.

  And all inquiries into her child’s parentage were rebuffed. If Moira was in a good mood, she would make up outrageous lies about who the father was, each one more unlikely than the last – from Elvis to Benedict Cumberbatch to a hobo she met outside a truck stop in Joplin, Missouri. But if she was in a bad mood, any prying got nothing more than a curt, “none of your damn business.”

  The closest Carol thought she had ever come to getting the truth out of her headstrong sister was on the night Morgan had been born. Moira was lying in her bed at the hospital, nursing her baby, and Frank had gone out to get some water for the two women.

  “Maybe my car was broken down late one night,” Moira said in response to her question, running a gentle finger over the fringe of strawberry-blond fuzz that peeked out from under the knit cap that rested on her daughter’s head. Her voice was soft. “And I made a deal with the devil at the crossroads. One night with him for a ride to town and enough cash to repair the car.”

  A chill crept up Carol’s spine, and she crossed her arms over her belly, where her unborn twins were quietly sleeping, still a good three months away from term. “Really?”

  Moira looked up, and a madcap twinkle entered her little sister’s eyes. “Well, if I did, it was the best bargain I ever made. I got a beautiful baby girl out of it, and he was the best lay I ever had.”

  Carol had laughed, and the moment passed.

  And now, nearly twenty years later, she crossed her arms across her chest and let a hint of steel, rarely used with her husband, enter her voice. “You listen to me, Franklin Jay Perry. I know you have issues with Moira. But I am not going to tell my only sister that my husband won’t allow my only niece to stay with us while she’s out of the country. Do you hear me?”

  Frank took a deep breath, as if he were going to argue, but then obviously thought better of it. When he spoke, the peevish tone in his voice was much reduced. “How long?”

  “It’s only for a few weeks.” She walked over to her husband, giving him a hug. She loved him, she truly did, and she breathed in his scent as he wrapped his arms around her. Even after two decades of marriage, the feel of his body against hers still made her feel warm and tingly inside. “It’s summer vacation. Morgan and John and Jasmine can spend some time together, and I would like to get to know my niece a little better. We don’t see her and Moira often enough.” She tactfully neglected to mention that it was Frank’s stiff-necked refusal to give her little sister the benefit of the doubt which had caused the rupture in their family to begin with, a rupture that was further exacerbated any time the two of them got within spitting distance of each other. Her husband could be counted on to rant on about sin, and her sister, to be perfectly honest about things, egged him on with her gleeful mockery of many of the more hypocritical facets of organized religion. The two got on like oil and water. Or, to be even more blunt, like gasoline and matches.

  “All right.” His grudging acquiescence stirred the hair on her head as he took a deep breath. “Who knows? Maybe living around a pair of civilized teenagers will teach Morgan a thing or two. If,” he went on, “she doesn’t corrupt them with her godless ways.”

  “I’m sure John and Jasmine will be fine,” she said firmly, though she was smiling like a squirrel with an acorn in each cheek.

  Her niece was coming for a visit!

  * * *

  A few days later, Moira and Morgan arrived, driving up from Chicago, where they lived in an expensive home in one of the more well-to-do suburbs north of the city.

  “John!” Jasmine said, bursting into her brother’s room. “They’re almost…” She looked around. “Hey. Where are you?”

  “In here,” came her brother’s voice from the bathroom they grudgingly shared. In a few seconds, her brother emerged, wiping his hands dry on a towel. “Knock on the door next time, will you? I could have been doing anything in here.”

  She rolled her eyes at her twin. “Eww, John. That’s just…gross. In the daytime?”

  “What’s going on?” he asked, ignoring her scrunched-up face.

  “Didn’t you hear me?” She bounced on her toes eagerly. “Morgan just called Mom. They just got off the highway. They should be here in a few minutes.” She grabbed his hand, tugging, for all the world as if they were seven years old again, and racing for the rides at the state fair. “Come on!”

  “She’s going to be here for weeks,” John commented as he followed her down the front stairs. “What’s your hurry?”

  Jasmine blew her breath out between her lips, making a rude noise. “Come on, John. When was the last time we saw Aunt Moira or Morgan?”

  “Thanksgiving, two years ago, wasn’t it?”

  “Exactly.” She pushed open the front door, her eyes scanning the street. “It’s been a year and a half.” She lowered her voice. “Just because Dad gets bent out of shape whenever Aunt Moira and Morgan are mentioned is no reason for the three of us to never see each other. Or talk. Good Lord, John, Moira and Morgan are almost the only family we have!”

  “I suppose,” her brother said noncommittally. He leaned against one of the white-painted wooden columns that held up the roof over the front porch, his hands in the pockets of his shorts. He seemed nervous, his foot tapping in a staccato rhythm.

  Jasmine squinted at her twin suspiciously. “You’re not coming around to his way of thinking, are you? That the worst problem with Aunt Moira and Morgan is that they haven’t accepted Jesus Christ as their Lord and Savior?” Her voice took on a mocking, sing-song cadence.

  “Me? No!” But he glanced over his shoulder, just in case his father should be lurking around nearby. He lowered his voice. “But I’m not saying it’s all wrong, either, Sis. I like a lot of what the church says about helping people out. But Dad is so obsessed with sex and sin. And it seems that the one is the same as the other. Sometimes I wonder how the two of us were ever conceived.”

  “Ugh.” Her nose wrinkled. “Not a mental image I want right now.”

  “Yeah. What is his problem?”

  “If you ever figure it out, tell me. Then we’ll both know.” She frowned at her sibling as he fidgeted. “You okay? You’re twitching like a one-armed Albanian with poison ivy.”

  “It’s nothing.” But his face turned red, and he avoided her eyes.

  Jasmine was about to call him out on the obvious deception when a car turned a corner at the end of the block. “I think that’s them.” She ducked her head back inside the door. “Mom! Dad! They’re here!”

  Her parents joined them on the porch, her father still dressed in the button-down shirt and tie he wore every day to his job at the accounting firm, as the ruby-red Tesla glided noiselessly up the driveway which he had re-sealed every fall, the tires whispering on the blacktop. The driver’s side door was flung open, and her Aunt Moira darted around the front of the car, bounced up the front steps, and caught up her older sister in a rib-cracking hug. “Carol! Look at you!” She held her sister at arm’s length. “Have you lost weight? And I love what you’ve done with your hair! I’m so glad you let it grow out again!”

  “That’s the way Frank likes it,” her mother replied with a sly smile, fingering her chestnut hair, which had indeed lengthened past her shoulders in the past few months. “But you can give Jasmine credit for the fact that I’ve dropped a few dress sizes.” She heaved a mock sigh. “She bullied me into taking a long walk with her every day after she got back from school, come hell or high water. Rotten little girl. Even when it was ten below last winter, she still made me go.”

  “Jasmine!” Her aunt turned to her, a fierce frown on her face, though her eyes bore a betraying twinkle of amusement. “For shame! Don’t you know to treat your mother with the proper respect?”

  “Sorry, Aunt Moira,” she said contritely. A smile tugged at her lips. “Mom was complaining about her diet not working, and how she wanted to look good at her high school reunion, so we made a deal. I can tell you one thing. Walking two miles every day, even if there’s six inches of snow on the ground, melts off the flab in a hurry.”

  “I can tell.” Her aunt eyed her, a look of frank admiration in her gaze. “You look great. And I could bounce a quarter off that ass.” A cleared throat from behind them made her shake her head. “And I bet you’re chasing the boys off with a stick.”

  “Oh,” she said, trying to disguise the bitterness in her voice, “I let Dad do that.”

  “Hello, Moira.” Her father stepped forward, his face carefully neutral.

  “Frank,” her aunt replied with a polite nod. Jasmine sighed. It didn’t take a genius to see that the two stepped very carefully around each other, like bomb techs with a suspicious package.

  “And where’s John?” Moira said, looking around with an expression of vapid confusion on her attractive face.

  “I’m right here, Aunt Moira.” Her brother stepped forward.

  “You!” She poked a finger into her brother’s chest. “You’re not John! John is a lot shorter than you are!” She looked him up and down. “And he certainly doesn’t have hair on his legs or need a shave! John is a boy. You’re a man!” A wicked twinkle entered her eye. “Come here, you big ox, and give your aunt a hug.”

  John smiled and embraced his aunt, though Jasmine noted that he stepped back quickly. Her brother was still nervous and twitchy, almost jittering with suppressed motion, and she made a note to ask him about it later.

  “Where’s Morgan?” her mother asked.

  In response, the passenger door of the car swung open, and a figure emerged.

  Jasmine imagined that, in her cousin’s mind, soft music was playing, the better to make a dramatic entrance. Long, tan legs unfolded, then Morgan stood up, basking in the evening sun like some Hindu goddess. The sunlight gleamed off her dark skin, and Jasmine felt her stomach sink into a pit of envy.

  Jesus Christ. Someone grew up.

  * * *

  When Morgan got out of the car, it was all John could do to keep his mouth from falling open in astonishment. Pictures on Facebook didn’t do justice to the incredible transformation that had come over his cousin’s body in the last eighteen months. She had been a tall, long-limbed teenager, all arms and legs, with small, high breasts. Now, her figure was astonishingly lush.

  Her legs were long and tan, dark-skinned like the rest of her. John knew his father was always trying to get some hint about his cousin’s parentage, dropping clumsy inquiries into the conversation until Aunt Moria was boiling and his mother had to change the subject, but he had always seen Morgan as a study in contradictions. Nothing about her body really made sense. Her red hair, dark as campfire embers on a winter night, and her bright green eyes spoke to an Irish or Scottish heritage. But that was belied by skin dark enough to be Latina or even Indian. And her eyes were slightly tilted, like a cat’s, and seemed to tell a tale of oriental blood in her family tree.

  Jesus, he thought, watching her approach. Dad’s going to have a stroke.

  She wore shorts that were so brief they could almost be mistaken for bikini bottoms, white strands of thread clinging to her tan thighs. Her feet were in sandals, and above, she wore a t-shirt, blindingly white against her dark skin, and so tight that it looked as if it had been painted on. It came to a stop just below her ribcage, and allowed a careful observer to see her navel was pierced, a glittering green emerald hovering above the dimple in her skin. Her nose was pierced too, with a tiny diamond stud just above one nostril. Small black letters were stenciled on her shirt, and John leaned close to read them.

  ‘If you’re close enough to read this, you better have bought me dinner.’

  He laughed. One thing that hadn’t changed was his cousin’s sense of humor. As risqué as her mother’s, and as certain to drive his father nuts. A large part of him looked forward to the upcoming clash of wills.

  “John!” He was caught in a crushing hug, and he guiltily enjoyed the press of his cousin’s firm breasts against his chest. But only for a moment. The maddening itch in his crotch intensified, and he quickly backed away, not wanting to embarrass himself.

  His cousin gave him an odd look from beneath her lids, but released him. Turning, she smiled happily at the rest of the family. Jasmine, he noted with some amusement, was standing warily, her arms crossed over her chest, which was noticeably smaller than Morgan’s.

  “Hello, Morgan,” his mother said weakly. “You look…good.”

  His cousin laughed, her white teeth shining. “Hi, Aunt Carol. Yup. The Boobie Fairy came and paid me a visit.” She looked down at her chest proudly. “And now I have to lug these melons around. But the boys seem to like them.”

  His sister gave an unwilling snicker. “Looks like he came twice. One for each boob.”

  “Jasmine!” Their father’s voice was scandalized, but Morgan and Moira just laughed.

  “Hi, Uncle Frank!” She bounced over and gave him a hug. When she let go, his father’s face had softened considerably. It was hard to really get mad with Morgan. She sailed through life with a sunny, cheerful outlook that was nearly impossible to resist. He didn’t think he had ever seen her angry, or even raise her voice. And people flocked to her, drawn to her blithe good cheer.

  “You look well, child,” his father said, and John caught the way his aunt’s teeth ground at his father’s condescending tone. “But don’t you think you should change into something more…appropriate?”

  “Appropriate?” Her brow wrinkled in adorable confusion.

  “Your uncle is talking about your tits, dear,” his aunt put in helpfully, ignoring his father. The sight of the old man barely holding in his outrage made John bit his lip to keep from breaking into laughter. “If we’re going out to eat for dinner, your body might draw…unwanted attention.”

  “Oh.” Morgan looked down at her considerable cleavage. “I guess,” she said doubtfully. “But you said…”

  “I said that you are going to be a guest here, in your aunt and uncle’s house,” Moira put in smoothly. “And we should abide by their wishes when it comes to how you behave yourself. Though I hope,” she said, glancing at her sister and brother-in-law, “that everyone will do their best to keep things…reasonable.”

  His father held up her hands. “We’re not going to insist she dress like a nun, Moira. And I’m sure Jasmine has some clothes that Morgan can wear if her own things aren’t…suitable.”

  “Doubt it,” his sister muttered. “More likely, they’d only make the problem worse. My shirts would fit her like Rush Limbaugh in a thong.” Morgan made a face, and he laughed. “Good grief, Morgan, you look like a damn supermodel! When did you get…all of that?”

  His cousin smiled and shrugged, which made her chest bounce in a distracting fashion. “Just one of those things, I guess. I woke up one morning and…there they were.”

  “Right. I wish I could wake up to a surprise like that.” The drawl was disbelieving. Jasmine shot him a glance. “Come on. Let’s get your clothes and things. And you can tell us all about living in Chicago.”

  * * *

  “Here we are,” John said, pushing open the door to the guest bedroom with his shoulder. He carried a suitcase in each hand. Jasmine and Morgan followed, hauling the rest of her luggage “Mom and Dad have their own bathroom, and you can only get to it through their room. But the one Jasmine and I share has a door out to the hall. You’re welcome to use it. Or you can use the one downstairs.”

  “Thanks, John,” his gorgeous cousin answered. She bent, lifting a rolling suitcase onto the bed, and unzipped it, giving him a spectacular view of her long legs and shapely rear. A cell phone was stuck in the back pocket of her denim shorts. “The bed’s a little…small…isn’t it?”

  He shrugged. “It’s a queen-size, I think.” He looked for confirmation to Jasmine, who nodded. “Why?”

  Morgan looked disappointed. “I have a king at home. It’s really big. And comfortable.”

  “A king-size? For just you?” Jasmine asked.

  A grin touched the corners of his cousin’s lips. Her teeth were white and looked very sharp, and her canines were just a bit longer than most people’s. “I’m not always alone.”

  Jasmine snorted. “With a body like yours, that’s easy to believe.” She rested one hip on the side of the old desk that took up a corner of the room. “Boyfriend?”

  “No.” A flicker of her eyes to John. “Not right now, at least.”

  “Well, let’s get you unpacked.” His sister, to John’s relief, seemed to be over her spate of envy. But he could understand it. Jasmine was darn attractive in her own right, on the cheerleading squad for two years before they graduated high school. But Morgan was so breathtakingly gorgeous it was almost unreal.

  And she’ll be here for two weeks. Maybe more. The thought slithered like a snake through his mind.

  Stop it. She’s your cousin.

  Well, yeah. But if we go out, maybe I’ll get lucky. Everyone likes her. She’ll draw a crowd, and I might meet someone. I got to get laid soon.

  At the thought, his cock began to itch again. Damn it. But maybe that meant his purchase, hidden from everyone in his family, was working?

  Morgan spun around, looking ready to sit on the bed. “Watch it,” he warned. “You’ll break your cell.”

  “Oh, right!” A hand went guiltily to her back pocket. She pulled the offending object out and flipped it onto the bed. She grinned over her shoulder at him. “Were you looking at my butt, John?”

  “You wish.”

  A light touched her eyes. “Maybe I do.”

  “If Dad hears you,” Jasmine said mildly, “he’ll raise holy hell. Watch it.”

  “Dad,” John sighed, setting a batch of cosmetics neatly on the bureau. “He needs to lighten up.”

  “Oh, your Dad’s fine,” Morgan said. She unzipped a suitcase and began to pull out clothes, which she and Jasmine hung up in the closet. “He’s just…set in his ways. Mom tells me he needs something to yank him out of his rut. Some people get so used to everything being the same they can’t imagine how a change would be better.”

  “Well, in two months me and John are out of here,” Jasmine said. “That’ll be a change. And I can’t wait.” She sighed gustily. “The University of Wisconsin at Madison.” Each word dropped from her lips reverently. She cocked her head at her cousin. “How about you, Morgan? College?”

  “Maybe. I put in a lot of applications, and got accepted almost everywhere I really wanted to go. Wisconsin was one of them, so we might even be at the same school.” John lifted his brows at that nugget of information. “But I might take a break year, like Mom did.”

  “Aunt Moira never actually went back to school, did she?”

  “No.” Morgan shook her head. “But she’s done all right for herself. She does a little freelance art work. You know, businesses who want a new corporate logo, stuff like that. She’s great at advertising. Somehow she just knows what people want to see.” She hung up a last pair of jeans. “I hope I can do as well as she has.”

  “Well, if college doesn’t work for you, with a body like yours, you can always find yourself modeling work. Or a sugar daddy,” Jasmine remarked.

  Her cousin laughed, tilting her head back. The sun caught the fiery fall of her hair, gleaming redly. “As if! I don’t want some horny old goat pawing over me! I want a man. One that knows what he’s doing and doesn’t need to take a pill to get his pecker up!”

  “Kids!” The voice floated up from downstairs. “We’re leaving in a few minutes. Get dressed!”

  “Crap.” Morgan looked down at herself. “Your dad will really blow a gasket if I go out to eat like this, won’t he?”

  “Nah.” His sister smiled. “He’ll just sit and stew and make nasty little remarks about how Chicago is obviously a pit of iniquity if that’s what passes for ‘appropriate’ clothing.”

  “And then Mom will get pissed at Uncle Frank, and you and your mom will get caught in the middle.” She shook her head. “Oh, screw it.” She pulled her t-shirt off. John gaped as her large, full breasts sprang free, unencumbered by a bra. He wasn’t an expert, but he was fairly sure they were d-cups.

  At least.

  “Christ, Morgan!” His sister’s face was just as shocked as his. “Give us some warning, won’t you?”

  “About what?” She looked down at her chest. “They’re just my boobs.”

  “I’ve got to change,” John said. His voice sounded choked in his ears, and his skin ready to catch fire. Slipping out of the bedroom and down the hall, he went into his own room, closing the door firmly behind him. After a second, he locked it for good measure. It was obvious that his sexy cousin had very little in the way of body shyness, and even less of a sense of boundaries, and he didn’t her walking in on him while he was changing.

  Knowing his father’s views on what was deemed proper clothing for a dinner out with family, he shaved quickly and changed into dark slacks and a button-down shirt, but decided against a tie. Pausing in the act of zipping up his pants, he pulled down the waistband of his boxers and examined his cock.

  It did look a little bigger. He touched his shaft gingerly, holding back a flinch. The itching had subsided slightly, but even in the loose confines of his boxers, he was wretchedly uncomfortable.

  Two pairs of clattering feet outside told him that Morgan and Jasmine were already on their way downstairs, and if he didn’t want to be the one who held everyone else up, he better get a move on. Wincing, he zipped up his slacks, put on a belt, and hurried downstairs.

  * * *

  After a nice meal at a steakhouse, during which both her uncle and her mother were both careful to be on their best behavior, Morgan changed into a long t-shirt and a pair of flannel sleep shorts that were modest enough that even her fuddy-duddy uncle couldn’t possibly object. She spent some time downstairs with her mother and aunt, talking around the kitchen table, but when her mother slanted her a look, she took the hint and excused herself to her borrowed bedroom. Skinning out of her clothes, she slid between the cool cotton sheets with a sigh, naked as the day she was born.

  She settled on her back and closed her eyes. Her aunt’s family was so strange. But, her mother had assured her, no more so that the vast majority of people in the world. Her brow wrinkled. They had so many rules, silly and arbitrary. And when you broke them, they got all weird on you. She smiled sleepily to herself as she recalled John’s face when she had taken off her shirt earlier in the evening. He had been so cute when he blushed! If she hadn’t known that her mother would disapprove, she would have given him a great big kiss. And maybe more! Her pussy moistened at the thought, and she sighed regretfully. She could tell he liked her tits. A lot. Most boys did. And Jasmine, too. Oh, she pretended that she was envious and wasn’t interested. But Morgan’s nose had caught her scent. And she knew what an aroused woman smelt like.

  She hoped that things would change soon. She didn’t like wearing clothes. Things were a lot more sensible back home, where she and her mother walked around naked most of the time, unless they had to go out. Sure, tight t-shirts and jeans showed off how great her tits and butt were, but the shirts chafed her sensitive nipples and the shorts restricted her ability to touch herself whenever she wanted, which was a pain.

  Her hand found a breast, and she squeezed it, moaning softly as her imagination began to spin out secret fantasies. Her aunt’s family was all so delectable. Her handsome uncle, with his hair going silver at the temples and the wire-rimmed glasses, like the world’s sexiest professor. Her aunt, so like her mother that they might be twins, who reined in her passion for her husband’s sake. Her cousin John, who pretended he couldn’t feel the heat between them. Even Jasmine, small-chested and bitter, so desperate to win her father’s approval.

  Thinking on her family, she drifted off to sleep, but woke in the still hours of the night. The house was silent around her. A stealthy movement, barely sensed, caught her eye, and she smiled happily.

  “Mom?”

  “Shhh.” Under the blankets, a hand moved, and she sighed softly as her mother’s hand glided across her belly, travelling upward until it cupped one of her breasts. A second hand caressed her thigh, and she spread her legs open eagerly. “I couldn’t leave tomorrow without saying goodbye to you properly, my child.”

  ~I will care for her,~ murmured a voice in their minds. ~You have nothing to fear, my love.~

  ~Daddy!~ Morgan’s mind-voice was an excited squeal.

  Morgan had never known a time when her father had not been able to speak with her. For as long as she could remember, his loving, patient voice had been a part of her life.

  When she was a little girl, her mother had explained that she was special, and though her father was unable to visit her, he would always be able to talk to her in her head. She had warned her to keep it a secret, but Morgan had gotten into so much trouble in school insisting that her father could talk to her, even though no one ever saw him, that Moira had eventually pulled her out of school entirely and had home-schooled her.

  Those had been good years. And then, Morgan recalled with a happy shiver, had come the day when Moira had sat her down and explained just who, and what, her father really was.

  “It was on my break year,” her mother said, sitting on the couch beside her. “I knew I wasn’t like my sister, didn’t want to be the good little girl who went to college, got a degree, married, and bought a house in the suburbs with a white picket fence and two-point-three kids and a dog named Fred.

  “I wanted to see America, all of it, just once. So I packed up my Honda and drove around the country. I’d stop for a while, make a few dollars working odd jobs, and then move on again. I worked as a waitress in Alabama, sold flowers in New Mexico, was a lifeguard in Maine, and a strawberry picker in the Imperial Valley in California.

  “Well, it was October, and I’d seen about all I wanted of the west coast, so I picked up my paycheck and headed back east. I was thinking about the Smoky Mountains in Kentucky, or maybe heading up to New England to take in the fall colors.

  “And then my car broke down late one night in Kansas, about halfway between Sharon Springs and Grinnell.” She shook her head with a wry smile. “I tell you, Morgan, you ain’t ever seen desolate until you’ve seen western Kansas. Flat as a griddle and hardly a person to be seen, even in the daytime. And when the sun beats down on you, you think that hell’s about five miles away and getting closer every second. And at night, with nothing but the moon and stars and a coyote howling off in the distance, it can be damn spooky.

  “Well, I knew there was no hope of fixing the car myself, alone on the highway with no light, no tools and no parts. I was pretty sure I’d busted a belt. It was a clear night, and not cold, so I figured I’d sleep in the car and hitch a ride into town the next day. And if I didn’t have enough money, I’d ask your grandfather or your Aunt Carol to wire me some.

  “And then I heard it. Heard him.”

  “Heard who, Mom?”

  “I heard your father. A set of bootheels, coming down the road from behind me, walking slow.”

  “Well, I was scared. I was only nineteen, after all, and Mom and Dad had both warned me about hitch-hikers. So I got the tire-iron out of the trunk, ready to take his head off if he tried any funny business.”

  An amused snort sounded in their heads. ~I was well aware of that, my love.~

  Her mother smiled. “Well, he came up, nice and polite. Not like some men can be. Or some boys. You know the type. The ones who think with their cocks. We got to talking, and after a while, I forgot to be scared. I will say he was the best-looking man I had ever seen in my life. Not too tall. But his face and his eyes, even in the dark, were so handsome, and he had a really good body. I’m not ashamed to say it, Morgan. He made me wet. Horny. Hornier than I’d ever been. I wasn’t a prude, not even back then, but after talking to him for a bit I couldn’t think of anything but how much I wanted a nice thick cock in my pussy, and how long it had been since I’d had a man inside me.

  “And after a while, he mentioned how he thought I looked pretty good, too, and since I had a blanket in the trunk, why didn’t we spread it out in this nice little patch of grass by the side of the road and fuck? And if we did, he’d give a ride into town and enough money to get the car fixed.”

  “Really?” she asked excitedly.

  ~I don’t think I was quite so crude about it,~ her father complained.

  “You hush. This is my story. When you tell it to Morgan, you can tell it any way you like.” Her mother’s lips curled in a smile.

  “Well, we made love all night. And it was incredible.” Morgan watched, fascinated, as her mother’s nipples drew up into hard points atop her breasts. “I had never felt that way before. I mean, I wasn’t an innocent about sex. I’d been with a man before. Several. And I liked it. A lot. But when he touched me, I turned into an animal. I couldn’t get enough of him. As soon as I’d made him cum, I was trying to get him hard again. Or he was playing with my pussy, or eating me out, making me so damn wet I was like a dripping faucet. For that one night, Morgan, I was made for sex.”

  ~It was good.~ Her father’s voice was sadly reminiscent.

  “Better than good,” she said firmly. “It was great.

  “The next morning, he gave me enough money so I didn’t have to go begging to Mom and Dad to get the car fixed, and gave me a lift into town so I could get a guy from the service station out there to do the repairs. I didn’t want to take the money. It made me feel…dirty. Like a whore. But he insisted that a crossroads bargain had to be honored.

  “And then I didn’t think of it for a few weeks, until I missed my period. And a few days after that, I started hearing voices.”

  ~Just one voice, surely.~

  “Well, yes. But it was scary enough, my love. I was sure I was going crazy. I was in Vermont by then, and by the time your father convinced me I wasn’t insane, I was about ready to drive home and check myself into a mental hospital. Normal people don’t hear stuff like that.

  “It took some quick explaining. And then a lot of convincing. But eventually I accepted it. Your father…” she took a deep breath. “Your father is an incubus, Morgan. His name is Taranthir.”

  “A what?”

  ~I am an incubus, my child. The ignorant call us demons. Or devils. But we are not. We are merely one of dozens of species humans would rather pretend do not exist, or have forgotten, confident in the belief that science and reason has conquered all. Like the fae – elves and dwarves and trolls and goblins and the like. And the mermaids. And the selkies. And werewolves and vampires and naiads and dryads and too many others to count.

  ~And that doesn’t even take into account all the humans who have more power than their mortal kinfolk. The wizards and the witches, the shifters and the berserkers, the warlocks and the psychics and the ones who can see the spirits of the dead.

  ~There are few of the incubi, in these days. Our numbers have never been great, and we breed rarely. We roam the earth, driven by desire for female flesh, much as our sisters the succubi hunger for men.

  ~And once in a very great while,” his voice grew tender, ~we sire an offspring.~

  “Me?”

  ~You.~ A whisper in her ear, a touch of an invisible hand on the skin of her arm. ~My child. My first child.~

  “Oh.” It seemed too big to take in. She shivered with the wonder of it all. “Will I ever be able to see you?”

  ~Soon, I hope. It is my fondest wish. To see my daughter in the flesh.~

  “But Mom!” She turned to her mother. “Do you mean…” she stuttered to a halt. “You had an immortal sex-demon as a lover for one night? And you had to give him up? That’s terrible!”

  Her mother smiled at her fondly, a dimple forming in one cheek. “I thought so too, at first, once I got over my shock. Taranthir explained that he could speak to me through his bond with you, his offspring. But…” she shook her head. “Life is not easy for an incubus, Morgan. They are insatiable. And as I found out, well-nigh irresistible.”

  “So?”

  ~So if I attempted to take your mother as my mate, to live as humans do, it would be doomed to failure.~ A sigh. ~I have tried it before. I have failed. Other women would surround me. And I, I would not be able to resist them.

  ~So we pleasure ourselves in other ways.~

  “What?”

  “An incubus has many powers, my daughter.” An invisible finger trailed down her arm, raising goosebumps.

  “Would you like to experience one?”

  * * *

  That day she had taken her father as her lover. Even though, she remembered with a small frown, her father hadn’t been in the same room as her, or even, as far as she knew, the same continent. But his demonic powers had enabled him to touch her with invisible fingers, to stroke her skin, to touch her in the most amazing ways. Somehow, she and her mother had wound up in her bedroom, she kissing her mother’s beautiful breasts while she murmured words of love.

  And all the while, her father’s hands and fingers had been on her, driving her crazy. On her legs, her ass, her belly, her tits, and then, when she spread her legs, shivering at the wicked wonder of it all, deep inside her virgin pussy, stroking her, filling her, rubbing her until she came, screaming in pleasure.

  And when she woke the next day, her body had…changed.

  Oh, she had been attractive before. She knew it without asking. And even if she hadn’t, the reactions she got, both from boys her own age, and from grown men, would have shown her the truth.

  But as she stood, slack-jawed and speechless in front of the bedroom mirror that sunny spring morning, it was to see someone completely different. Her skin was the same golden-brown, her eyes still their jade-green, tilting at the corners. Hair still spilled from her head in reddish-gold waves.

  But her tits had grown by at least a cup! Maybe more! She had resigned herself to a perfectly adequate thirty-four B months ago. But now? She lifted them in her palms, sighing as her nipples crinkled tightly under her fingers. How big were they? Thirty-six C? thirty-six D?

  Everything was just a little bit…better. She was taller. Just an inch or two, but it made her proportions fit better. Her hips were sleeker. Her thighs stronger. Her belly flatter. Her ass more delightfully curved. Even her nether-lips felt plumper and more sensitive. And when she slid her hand down her belly, past her pierced belly button and to the gentle rise of her pubis, it was to find her pussy amazingly responsive, her lips opening under her gentle touch, her sheath glistening with nectar, mute evidence of her simmering arousal.

  “Mmmmm.” She started violently as a pair of loving arms came around her, and her mother’s lips touched the back of her neck. “I see that your father’s gift has arrived.

  “Happy birthday, my daughter.”

  She turned, then stared. “Mom?”

  “Yes?”

  “You look…” she raised a hand to her mother’s cheek. “Incredible. But why…”

  “Why didn’t you see me like this before?” asked the naked, raven-haired goddess in front of her, so incredibly beautiful her eyes teared. “It is your father’s gift. To grant beauty to those he deems worthy. And to hide it from eyes that would not understand.

  “Your father gave me beauty. But he also knew that my family, my friends, would not understand why I had changed. So he cloaked my body in illusion. And I was satisfied. I had beauty, and his loving touch from afar, and after a time, I had you.” Her eyes smoldered as she took in her new body. “You are gorgeous, Morgan.”

  She had felt her pussy flood with desire. “So are you, Mom.”

  And then she kissed her, her mouth opening sweetly, succumbing to the glorious wave of passion

  * * *

  She blinked her way back to the present. For months, she and her mother had been lovers, reveling in the beauty of their bodies. And, more often than not, her father had joined them, whispering in their minds while invisible fingers brought them to climax.

  And then, a few days ago, they had told Morgan of their plan. How they could all be together. Her, and her mother, and her aunt and uncle, and her cousins. And her father, too.

  The audacity took her breath away. But she had agreed eagerly.

  “What have you found out?” her mother now asked, nibbling at her lower lip with sharp little teeth. Her hands found her breasts, thumbs grazing the tips of her nipples.

  “Oh, Mom. It’s going to be so easy,” she sighed, spreading her legs invitingly. She moaned wantonly as her father stroked the insides of her thighs with incorporeal hands. “They all…they all want so badly. I can feel them. They are like prisoners, trapped in their own minds. With Daddy’s help, I can give them what they desire.”

  A finger slipped into her cunt, and she whimpered. She squeezed down on it as it stroked her, feeling her climax approaching.

  “And then they’ll be ours.”

  * * *

  The next day dawned clear and bright, though John wasn’t awake to see it. He slept in until late in the morning, and would have slept longer, except that the neighbor’s dog was apparently gearing up for a full-scale attack on the mailman. When he finally stumbled downstairs, and into the kitchen, it was nearly eleven.

  “There he is!” Morgan jumped up from the table, where she and Jasmine had been talking, and hugged him tightly. “We thought you were going to stay in bed all day, sleepyhead!”

  John hugged his cousin back. There was, he thought, something to be said for getting a hug from a sexy young woman first thing in the morning, even though his cock still itched abominably. “It’s summer vacation,” he said. “I’m enjoying it.”

  “By sleeping until noon?” Jasmine snickered. She was dressed in a light blouse and a calf-length floral skirt. “Come on, Johnny. Who knows the next time we’ll all be able to hang out together, without worrying about school or jobs or bills or all of that crap, like Mom and Dad have to. This is our last summer as a family. We should go out and have some fun together.”

  “Sounds good to me,” he said, turning around and rooting in the fridge for something to eat. “Where do you want to go?”

  “Jasmine thinks we should go to the beach!” Morgan said excitedly, and John wondered if she was naturally this perky in the morning, or if she had drunk seven or eight espressos. “I haven’t been to the beach in forever. The ones in Chicago are always too crowded.”

  “That sounds like fun.” He looked around. “Did Aunt Moira already leave?”

  His cousin nodded. “Yeah, she took off early. She has a flight out of O’Hare.”

  “What does she actually do, anyway?” He sliced a bagel and put it in the toaster. “I don’t think I’ve ever got a straight answer out of Mom, and every time I ask Dad, he just grunts and changes the subject.”

  “Well…” Morgan trailed off uneasily, her green eyes flicking from side to side. “Promise you won’t tell?”

  “Cross my heart,” Jasmine said, drawing her index finger in an ‘x’ shape over her chest for good measure. John nodded and sat down, his bagel and a glass of juice in front of him.

  “Well, she does artwork for people. You know, marketing. But mostly, she’s a witch.”

  “A what?”

  “But a good one!” Morgan said, so earnestly John was tempted to laugh. “She doesn’t, you know, put evil spells on people or anything like that. She worships the Goddess, and helps people out.”

  “Worships who?”

  Morgan frowned at him, as if he were unimaginably dense. “You know, John. The Goddess.”

  He blinked, feeling stupid. “I don’t think I do.”

  She sighed. Across from him, Jasmine leaned forward, her chin in one hand, her expression one of intense interest. “In Wicca, there are many ways to worship.” A dimple appeared in one cheek. “Almost as many ways to worship as there are worshippers, my mom says. It’s not a very…organized…religion.

  “My mother and I worship in one of the oldest ways.” Her fingers wove together, forming a symbol, and her voice deepened and slowed, as if she were a professor giving a lecture. “We worship the Goddess. She is the Great Mother, and the Enchantress, and the Eternal Virgin. Three in one. Somewhat like the Christian god, though we don’t bother with all of that crap about a virgin birth and crucifiction and resurrection.” She snorted. “Why would a god want to be a man? Seems like it would be one hell of a demotion. Especially if you have a bunch of sexy angels flying around.”

  John laughed, and Jasmine snickered evilly. “So which aspect do you worship? And your mom?”

  “Well, it all depends on the circumstance.” Morgan leaned forward intently, and John blinked, surprised that his cousin, who could seem like a silly airhead, was so serious. “There are times when the Great Mother is the one to whom we should send our prayers. A potion for fertility, for instance. Or a charm to guard a child from harm.

  “But if a woman is looking to lure a man to her bed, then it would be the Enchantress. And if a mother wishes for her young daughter to be protected against her own silly whims and against those who would violate her chastity, then the Eternal Virgin would be the correct choice.”

  “The Enchantress? For a…love potion?”

  “Oh, no,” Morgan quickly corrected Jasmine. “Not a love potion. Those take away free will. And that is a crime in our Lady’s eyes. Just the…ability to make herself seem more desirable. We do not compel a man into our beds. But we can make sure the man takes a second look at us. After all,” she dimpled charmingly, “enchantment takes many forms.

  “Mom usually worships the Great Mother. Though I have seen her pray to the other two at our altar back home. I…” A blush turned her golden-brown skin even darker. “It’s mostly the Eternal Virgin, for me.”

  John blinked, as did Jasmine. He couldn’t speak for his sister, but he was surprised by the hint that his drop-dead-gorgeous cousin might be a virgin. “Okay.”

  A smile touched Morgan’s lips. “But I love her so much. The Goddess is warm and caring and loving. And also fierce when she has to protect her own.” She made a face. “Not like your horrible god, obsessed with sex and sin and punishment.”

  John wanted to protest that Christianity wasn’t that bad, but long talks with his sister had already brought home to him just how shaky his belief in all-powerful, benevolent God actually was. He changed the subject instead.

  “Well, that’s interesting. I guess I know why Dad always looked like he’d bit into a lemon when I asked what Aunt Moira did for a living.”

  He finished his juice and got up. “But if we want to go to the beach, we should get a move on. Did either of you tell Mom?”

  “I called her at work,” said Jasmine. “She said it was fine, as long as we were home in time for supper.”

  “All right then. Let’s get packing.”

  * * *

  Less than an hour later they were on their way to the beach, driving in the car that he and Jasmine shared. John drove, with Morgan riding shotgun, and Jasmine in the back, critiquing his driving skills and her cousin’s choice of music on the radio with cheery disregard for their muttered pleas for relief. The trunk was packed with towels, sunscreen, snacks, and folding chairs.

  On a Tuesday, traffic was light, and they found the beach happily uncrowded. While John performed his masculine duty in getting the collapsible umbrella set up over their chosen site, the girls hauled the chairs, food, and drinks from the car to the beach below the sandstone bluff where they had parked.

  “Ah.” Morgan stepped out of the loose, ankle-length skirt she had worn to the beach. In the car, it had blown around her shapely legs like multi-colored fog. With it lying on the sand, she was left with only a blindingly white bikini. The lower half was cut high on her hips, emphasizing her long, tan legs, and narrow, shapely waist, while the top was little more than a pair of white triangles which were barely able to contain her large, teardrop-shaped breasts.

  John took a deep breath, trying to keep from staring at his cousin. During the ride to the beach, every bump in the road had made Morgan’s tits bounce in an incredibly distracting way. The itch in his groin had mounted to a frenzy, until all he wanted to do was pull over to the side of the road, shove his hands down the front of his shorts, and scratch.

  “This feels good.” She sat down in one of the chairs and tipped her head back, basking in the sun.

  Beside her, Jasmine uncapped a bottle of suntan lotion. “You better put this on. You’ll burn.”

  Morgan wrinkled her nose adorably as John sat down, opening a bottle of water. “I don’t burn. I tan. And I’m not putting that stuff on me. It’s all sticky and slimy and it washes off as soon as you get in the water, and then you have to put the dang stuff on again.”

  She jumped up in one of her mercurial changes of mood. “I know what we should do! Let’s go swimming!”

  “We just got here,” John protested.

  She took his hand, tugging. “But if we swim now, we’ll have all afternoon to sit in the sun and hang out. But if we wait, we’ll decide that we don’t really want to swim, and we’ll miss our chance!” She pouted adorably, the childish expression completely at odds with her lush, adult body. “Come on!”

  He looked at his sister. “Jaz?”

  Jasmine smiled. “Why not?” She got to her feet, then with a roguish grin, bolted for the water, about fifty yards away. “Last one in is a rotten egg!” The words floated in the breeze as her long legs carried her towards the lake.

  Morgan and John shared a swift glance, then raced after her. John was taller by a few inches, and thought he would rapidly leave his cousin behind. But Morgan matched him stride for stride, her legs pumping, her feet kicking up sand, and her gorgeous breasts bouncing with every step.

  Jesus. How do they not fall right out of that bikini? It’s so thin I think I could floss with it!

  In seconds, they were at the water’s edge. John splashed into the shallows, his feet kicking up water in high, glittering arcs. Morgan, for her part, gathered her legs under her and entered the water in a long, shallow dive, emerging a dozen yards away.

  “Fuck. That’s cold!” she shouted, her hair sheeting water over her brown shoulders.

  “It’s still winter as far as Lake Michigan is concerned,” John said, moving a little deeper into the frigid water. Luckily for him, it had a numbing effect on his cock, since his cousin’s nipples were pressing firmly against the sheer cloth of her bikini. He didn’t want to get hard. Not where his sister and cousin could see him. They probably wouldn’t notice, or would at least pretend not to, but the very thought was mortifying.

  “Hey.” He glanced around. “Where’s Jasmine?”

  But at that moment, he found his ankles taken in a firm grip. With a yank, his feet were pulled out from under him, and he pitched onto his back, hitting the water with a tremendous splash.

  He got up, wiping water away from his streaming face, to find his sister and cousin laughing at him. “I’ll get you,” he growled, stalking after his sister, who backed away.

  “No, John!” She held up her hands, trying to fend him off. “Don’t!”

  He ignored her pleas, chasing her through the waist-deep water. When he caught up, he jumped on her back. She was able to stay up for a few tottering steps, then fell face-first into the lake.

  “You jerk,” she cried when he let her up. Pushing her hair out of her eyes, she glared at him, though her lips were curled in a grin. “Wait until I tell Mom!”

  “Tell her ooof!” he grunted as Morgan hit him with a shoulder block, sending him tumbling into the water again. When he got up, he caught Jasmine’s eyes, and they moved on their cousin in tandem. When John faked a charge, making Morgan spin and throw up her hands, trying to push him away, Jasmine caught her from behind, wrapping her arms around her and pulling her into the water.

  They swam and splashed and played for over an hour, until they were worn out, and hunger drove them back to their site. For a while they simply sat and talked, eating the food they had raided from the fridge before they left – leftover chicken, potato salad, mixed veggies, and cold soda.

  At last, Jasmine groaned and flopped down on her towel. “If I eat any more, I’ll pop like a balloon.” She laced her hands behind her head, wriggling contentedly. “I’m just going to lay here and bake.”

  “If you’re not careful,” John said, “you’re going to fry, not bake. You’re already turning a little red.”

  “Shit.”

  “I’ll help,” Morgan said. She took up the discarded bottle of lotion, squeezing a generous dollop onto her palm. “Just hold still.”

  His sister cracked her eye open. “I’m not a baby.” She levered herself up on one elbow and held out her hand. “I can do it myself.”

  “Can you dislocate your own shoulders so you can reach the middle of your back?” Morgan asked innocently. She eyed her cousin’s swimsuit. While more modest than her own, it still showed quite a lot of her skin. “Because unless you can, you’re going to need some help,” she smiled.

  “Fine.” Jasmine sat back. “Bully.”

  “I know.” Morgan began to rub the lotion into his sister’s skin as he watched. “Mom says the same thing when I make her do something she doesn’t want to do.”

  “Like what?” he asked.

  “Oh, you know. Eat right. Get enough sleep. Not take the hot guy in line at the movie theater into the broom closet for a quickie.”

  Jasmine snorted laughter. “No way!”

  Morgan smiled, her hands rubbing lotion into her cousin’s belly, then moving up to her chest. “Well, I might be exaggerating. Some.” She squirted out more lotion, delicately dabbing it over her nose, cheeks, chin, and ears. “All right. That side’s done. Turn over.

  “Damn.” She sat back on her heels. “Girl, that is a fine ass you have there.” One hand slapped down on her cheek. “And no jiggle at all. That’s all muscle.” She whistled admiringly. “I’m jealous.”

  “Right.” His sister drawled out the world sarcastically. “When you look like some pin-up girl from the fifties. You’re the one who’s jealous.”

  “No one thinks they’re perfect,” Morgan said, lotion-slick hands gliding up her calves. “Though I have been blessed. And I give thanks to the Goddess and good fortune every day.”

  Jasmine sighed. Her cousin’s hands felt wonderful on her skin. It was as if all the heat of the sun was gathered in those few square inches, soaking through her flesh and into the bones beneath.

  On her towel, she shifted, flexing her rear, pushing her groin slowly down. Pleasure sparkled through her body, turning her core molten, as her womanly mound ground down on the warm sand beneath her pubis. Her cousin’s throaty chuckle above told her that she guessed what she was doing, and she smiled to herself. She wasn’t a lesbian, but the feel of her cousin’s stroking hands made her body feel hot and liquid, fantasizing of unimaginable pleasures.

  “You have wonderful skin,” Morgan murmured, as she massaged lotion into her back. “I wish mine was as soft.”

  “Me?” She smirked, resting her head on her folded hands. “I look like Casper the Friendly Ghost. I wish I had your coloring.”

  “You will be a bit darker when we come home tonight. But we are each of us lovely in our own way,” her cousin replied enigmatically. She got up, and Jasmine hid a pang of disappointment as her hands left her body. “There. You’re done.”

  “What about me?”

  Both girls looked at John. Morgan’s face, Jasmine was pleased to see, was decidedly amused by the eager tone in her brother’s voice.

  God, men are pigs. He can’t even pretend that he doesn’t want Morgan to touch him.

  “What about you?” She tossed the lotion to John, who caught it neatly. “Last time I looked, your arms weren’t broken.”

  “What about my back?” It was hard not to call the tone in his voice a whine. “I can’t reach it.”

  “Have Jasmine do it,” Morgan said pitilessly. She lay down on her own towel, her golden body gleaming in the afternoon sunshine, while Jasmine snickered. John shot her an evil look, but she just stuck her tongue out at him.

  As the afternoon wore on, the beach gradually filled with more people, mothers with small children enjoying a day out, or teenagers escaping for an afternoon where the only worry was whether the clouds approaching from the west would deliver rain. A dozen or so yards away, a group of high-school kids set up their own site, complete with volleyball net. Music, a deep, pumping bass, emerged from wireless speakers, and three boys began to pass a volleyball back and forth. Their eyes frequently strayed to Morgan, lying on her towel like some sea goddess, tossed up on the shore to bless sad, wicked humanity. When one approached, Jasmine suppressed a smile.

  “Excuse me?”

  Jasmine rolled her eyes. Look at him. His tongue is practically hanging out of his mouth. And would it kill him to look at me, too?

  Morgan slid her sunglasses down her nose. “Yes?”

  Her tone was polite but not enthusiastic, a cue that the boy, perhaps not completely clueless, picked up on. He flushed, trying valiantly to keep his eyes on her face rather than her chest. Jasmine pegged his age at sixteen, maybe seventeen. Smart enough to realize that Morgan was way out of his league, but still dumb enough to try.

  “Um. My name’s Tim. We were going to play a game of volleyball. But. Um. We’re one short. So I was wondering, if, you know, you’d want to play with us.”

  Morgan sat up, a blinding smile crossing her face. “Of course!” But then she proceeded to crush Tim’s hopes. She looked towards the net, where two other acne-spotted teens waited hopefully. “Me and my cousins against you and your friends! Come on, John! Come on, Jaz! Let’s go!”

  “I…I didn’t…” the boy stuttered.

  Jasmine grinned evilly. Obviously, Tim had thought he could cut Morgan out of the herd. From the hard looks he was getting from a pair of girls sitting disgruntledly to one side, it seemed that Tim had come to the beach without a date and looked at Morgan the same way a stray dog would look at a carelessly dropped sandwich.

  Morgan didn’t give him a chance to finish. By the time he collected himself, she had hauled John to his feet and the three had taken positions on one side of the net.

  “Two girls?” one of the boys sneered. He looked at John. “Sure you don’t want to trade?”

  John merely grinned. “I’ll stick with these, thanks.”

  “Wish I could,” the third boy muttered.

  It was clear that they thought they would wipe the floor with Jasmine, Morgan, and John. That assumption lasted approximately ten seconds. After John fielded the first looping serve, Morgan set up Jasmine, who spiked the ball over the net with a blistering overhand that kicked up a cloud of sand.

  She grinned at Tim and his friends. “Game on.”

  * * *

  It was a slaughter. Tim and his buddies didn’t stand a chance. By the time the game was half over, Jasmine was almost tempted to feel sorry for the trio of pasty-faced dweebs. John seemed to be content to set up Morgan and herself, letting them have the glory of scoring the points. After a while, the two girls who were watching were actively cheering for them, much to the chagrin of the boys who had brought them to the beach. She was half-inclined to sympathize. They had thought they were going to impress their dates. Instead they were getting humiliated.

  “Twenty-one,” she said, as Morgan’s last serve touched down, inbounds by a solid foot, out of the reach of a last, desperate dive. She smiled cheerfully at the three panting boys. “Want to go again?”

  “Christ, no,” said Tim. He forced a smile to his face. “Good game.” He stuck his hand under the net. “Serves me right, I guess.”

  Bemused, Jasmine shook his hand. The other boys had wandered off to lick their wounds, although their girlfriends seemed remarkably unsympathetic. When she got back to their umbrella, Morgan was rooting in her purse. “Johnny, I think I saw a guy selling ice cream.” She batted her eyes at him as she handed him some cash. “Go and get us some, will you?”

  “Sure. What kind?”

  “Fudgesicle for me,” Jasmine said, while Morgan asked for a cone.

   “Doesn’t it bother you?” she asked, falling into the chair beside her as John walked off.

  “Not until you tell me what I should be bothered about,” her cousin replied.

  “You know.” She waved a hand. “The way all the boys look at you like you’re nothing more than a walking pair of tits and a great ass. You do know that’s the only reason they asked you to play, right?”

  Morgan shrugged. “Of course I do. But it doesn’t bother me. Not really. They can’t help it. At their age, all they can think about is sex.”

  She laughed. “At their age? Christ, Morgan, you’re two years older than them at the most!”

  Her cousin looked at her keenly. “Does it bother you?”

  “What?”

  “Does it bother you that they asked me, and not you?”

  She looked down at her chest. “Yes. Some.”

  She knew she shouldn’t be envious of her cousin’s beauty, but there it was, out in the open. “Yeah. A bit. I mean, I know I’m decent-looking…”

  “You’re more than that.” A warm hand fell across her wrist. “You’re beautiful.”

  “Well, yeah. Maybe. But, fuck, Morgan! The last time I saw you, you didn’t look…look like this! You had decent boobs, but now they’re…”

  “They’re real,” Morgan assured her, with an impish grin.

  “And they’re spectacular,” Jasmine finished. “Yeah, I can tell there isn’t any silicone in your funbags. But shit. It’s hard to try to compete with you, you know? Especially when you have a chest like mine.”

  “This isn’t a competition, you know. And you’re hardly flat-chested. Thirty-four B?”

  “Well, yeah.”

  “And they fit your body, right?”

  “True,” she sighed. “But I can’t help thinking that a C or D cup would fit my body just a little better.”

  Morgan cocked her head on one side. “Yeah. A little bigger, maybe. But anything bigger than a c-cup, and you’d look ridiculous. your shirt. You’re not like me, Jaz. You’re smaller and your bone structure is different. Do you really want to look like you’re hauling a pair of cantaloupes around inside your shirt?”

  She giggled. “Some boys like that.”

  “Most women don’t.” She lifted her shoulders, which caused her breasts to rise and fall. “Sometimes even I get tired of the girls here. I mean, I used to like sleeping on my stomach. Now I can’t.”

  “How awful.” Her voice dripped insincerity. “I feel bad for you. Really. Especially since you don’t even have to wear a bra.”

  “So,” Morgan said, changing the subject. Her eyes scanned the beach. “Lots of good-looking guys around today. Anyone here you fancy? What kind of guy do you like?”

  “Oh, I don’t know.” She crossed her ankles, looking at the sparse crowd. To be honest, there weren’t many men out. Just skinny teenagers who were still in high school. Over the last year she had dated, but she had gotten tired of most of her would-be boyfriends very quickly. It hadn’t been just her father who had scared them off. She had helped. Either they were full of testosterone, bragging to her about things she could care less about, or they were desperately horny to get into her pants.

  And very, very bad at it once they got there.

  “Brains,” she said eventually, answering Morgan’s question. “And a good body. You know, decent legs, a nice ass, good shoulders, and a face that doesn’t make me want to run off screaming. A sense of humor. And someone who…I don’t know. Someone who is interested in something besides sports and sex. Someone I can talk to, you know? I’m not talking about discussing philosophy until two in the morning, but, you know, a little variety would help.”

  “I don’t care much about sports,” her cousin said. A smirk made a dimple appear in her cheek. “But I don’t mind talking about sex.”

  She shook her head. “You’re impossible.”

  “What about John?” she replied. She nodded at her brother, walking back up the beach, their ice cream in his hands. “Someone like him?”

  “John?” She gave her brother a long look. “Yeah. He could do. If, you know, he wasn’t my twin.” She bit her lip, not wanting to reveal John’s hair-trigger sensitivity where his own male ego was concerned. Something she had found out years ago, but had promised herself never to reveal to anyone else.

  Especially their parents.

  “Yeah,” Morgan said dreamily. “Especially once he fills out a bit. Put a few more pounds of muscle on his shoulders and his chest…” She made a low, purring noise. “Yum.”

  Yum? But as John walked up the beach, she took a longer look. Her brother wasn’t terribly tall. But that was all right, since she was on the small side herself. Morgan had been right. She was petite – a deer, not a dairy cow. But her brother had nice legs, only lightly dusted with hair. His belly was flat, his shoulders square, and his face undeniably handsome, with wavy hair that fell over his forehead, a straight, chiseled nose, and a firm chin with the slightest hint of a cleft.

  And she knew from experience that he was a good person as well. It had been John who had helped her out when she felt she was drowning in her trig class last fall, imaginary numbers and arcane theorems making her so frustrated she wanted to throw her book across the room and scream. John who had encouraged her to go out for the volleyball team when she was a freshman, when she had been convinced that doing well in middle school didn’t mean a damn thing now that she was in high school. John who had shrugged his shoulders and said he didn’t think God gave a single, solitary damn if she decided to have sex before she was married, no matter what their father said, and then had promised that he would kick the ever-loving hell out of any guy who mistreated her, and made sure the entire school knew it.

  “Here you go.” She blinked. The object of her thoughts was standing in front of her, waving a paper-wrapped fudgesicle in his hand.

  “Thanks.” Unaccountably, she felt shy, and refused to meet his eyes as she took the ice cream.

  “Morgan.” He gave her cone to her, and sat down in his chair, unwrapping his own treat.

  “Thank you, John,” her cousin purred. As Jasmine watched, she unwrapped her cone, then took a long lick, her tongue snaking around the top, scooping up long rivulets of melting ice cream. All the while, her eyes never left John’s, and he blushed furiously, his ears and cheeks turning bright red in an expression of embarrassment which would have been hilarious if the woman teasing him hadn’t been her own cousin.

  Jesus Christ! She has to know what she’s doing, right? What she’s doing to him? It’s turning me on, and I don’t even like women. Not really.

  She tore her mind away from the thought, though it still lingered, unwelcome, like a guest who stayed way past the time when he should have left. Either her cousin was so completely clueless that she didn’t know how suggestive her actions were, or she did know, and thought it fun to tease her brother this way.

  John obviously noticed. His fair skin, so like hers, was beaded with sweat, and he looked away. His hand, she saw with some concern, twitched toward his groin, as if to adjust himself, then twitched back away, as if aware that the two women were nearby.

  “All right,” he said, crumpling up his wrapper and shoving it into a pocket of his shorts. He took a bite of his ice cream bar, then looked at the sun, which was beginning to slide down the afternoon sky. “We better start getting ready to leave. If we’re not home by six, Mom will add us to the FBI’s Most Wanted list.”

  * * *

  Late that night, unable to sleep, John got out of bed and headed for the bathroom.

  The afternoon at the beach had been fun. But it had also been so full of cross-currents, of things half-spoken or hinted at, that his head was spinning by the time he got home.

  Morgan was incredibly gorgeous, and to the unobservant, little more than a happy, cheerful bimbo, ready to start college and enter the party life. But there were hints that she was more than she seemed. Even more so, there were indications that she was looking at John not with the eyes of a cousin, but with the eyes of a female predator who liked what she saw. All day at the beach, whenever he looked up, she was there, a mysterious half-smile on her lips. During the volleyball game, her body, coated in a dusting of fine-grained sand, was always in view. And when she took her position, her fingers had always seemed to be adjusting her bikini bottoms, her fingers lingering on the straps. First pulling them away from her rear, letting him see more and more of the curves of her ass, then pulling the material tight. Bending over, so he could see the way the sheer white cloth pressed into her womanly cleft. With her incredible, lush body, her honey-gold, sweat-speckled skin, he had found himself sinking into a pit of physical desire.

  She’s your cousin. And you’re disgusting.

  Squinting his eyes closed against the glare of the light, he pulled down his boxers, glaring at his cock.

  Some guys, he knew, were proud of their dicks. But he could barely look at his without becoming furious.

  Wenis. That was had been his nickname among the clique of teenagers at high school who didn’t like him. His teeth clenched at the memory. Showering with the other kids after the first day of gym class back in middle school, he had suddenly found himself the object of a group of laughing, mocking boys, as they pointed at his undeniably tiny pecker.

  Less than two inches long, then. And not much more than that now, even when he was fully hard. Now, thanks to the product he had bought, it was red and mottled, and agonizingly tender and itchy. For the dozenth time in the last week, he cursed the idiotic urge which had led him to enter his credit card number into the shady online store, which had guaranteed incredible results, or his money back, no questions asked.

  His lips thinned. Two more days. After that, if nothing changes, I’m chucking this shit in the trash.

  He pulled the lotion out of the cabinet under the sink, where he had hidden it behind a package of toilet paper. He was just squirting some into his hand when the door banged open, and his cousin, clad only in a knee-length shirt, barged into the room.

  “John!” Her hand went to her mouth. “Oh, Goddess, I’m sorry. I didn’t think anyone was in here!”

  Then her gaze fell to his groin, and her brows pinched down in a frown. “What the fuck are you doing to yourself?”

  He stared at her as he covered his crotch with his hands. If he didn’t know better, he would almost think that his happy, cheerful, bouncy cousin was actually angry. “It’s none of your business,” he snapped. “Get out.”

  She ignored him, taking two quick steps to grab at the bottle of lotion. Unwilling to fight for it and to expose himself in the process, he released it without much of a struggle.

  “Oh, Johnny,” she sighed as she read the label. Her eyes, when they lifted, were full of sympathy. “Extendz Male Enhancement Lotion? Really?”

  He flushed furiously. “Get. Out.”

  She put her hands on her hips. “And what if I don’t?”

  He opened his mouth, then closed it. What, really, could he do? Yell at her and wake up the entire house? If one person seeing him like this was bad, four would be catastrophic. He couldn’t bear to think of his sister’s mockery, his mother’s gentle disappointment, or his father’s disgust.

  His cousin put her head on one side. “John.” Her voice was incredibly gentle. “You don’t need this…this shit.”

  “Easy for you to say.” His voice was quiet, but full of years of bitter frustration. One hand made an abortive motion towards her body, then returned to his crotch. “I’m not the one who looks like a fucking supermodel.”

  “No. But you are lovely.” Morgan took a step closer. “And I could help, if you wanted.”

  “Help?” His voice rose, and he throttled his anger with an effort. “How can you possibly help? You don’t need to tell me this stuff is shit. I know it’s shit. If there was an ingredient that magically made a guy’s schlong bigger, everyone would know about it. But…but I hoped, Morgan. I hoped it wasn’t a lie.

  “You don’t know what it’s like, Morgan. Looking the way you do, you can’t possibly know. You go out with a girl. And you have dinner, and go out on a few dates, and you fool around a little, and then you both decide that hey, it’s still early and no one’s home, so let’s go to bed and screw. And you take your clothes off and she looks at you and you know, Morgan, you know she’s disappointed. And that if you do go through with it, it’s just a sympathy fuck. And that you have no chance of ever going to bed with her a second time, because there’s no way a woman is going to sleep with a guy who has a dick that looks like this.”

  Frustrated beyond words, he took his hands away from his groin, his tiny, limp penis hanging uselessly between his legs.

  “The last three girlfriends I’ve had all broke up with me after I went to bed with them. Would a woman who looks like you go to bed with me, Morgan? No. You wouldn’t. Because every straight guy with a pulse wants you. And no one wants me.”

  “I might,” she said steadily. “But if I did, you’d think it was just another sympathy fuck.” He flinched as she used his own words against him.

  “But what if I told you there was some way I could give you what you wanted? Give you a nice, healthy, normal-sized wang?”

  He scowled at her. “How? With a magic spell, like your mom?”

  “Maybe.” She drifted another step closer. One hand rose to lie on his bare chest. Even at that slight contact, his heart began to beat faster. “But you would owe me a favor.”

  “Stop it.” He pushed her hand away roughly. “You can’t do it. No one can. It’s impossible.”

  “But what if I could?” she insisted. Her glorious green eyes caught his, and he found himself unable to look away. Now they were only inches apart, and he shuddered, feeling her female heat, smelling her warm, earthy scent. The hairs rose on his arms, feeling the presence of some immense, unearthly power, roused to wakefulness by his cousin’s voice. “You know who my mother worships. Who I worship. She’s a witch. And so am I. If I could help you with your little…problem, wouldn’t it be worth it?

  “And if I’m wrong?” she asked lightly, breaking the spell. One shoulder rose in a shrug, ignoring his glare as the word ‘little’ crossed her lips. “What have you lost? Your cock was small yesterday. It is small today. And if I can’t do anything, it’ll still be small tomorrow. It’s not as if I can make things worse.”

  Stung, he snarled at her. “Fine.” He crossed his arms across his chest, feeling vaguely ridiculous, dressed in only a t-shirt and boxers, with the latter item dangling uselessly around his knees. “What are you going to do? Brew up a potion in the kitchen?”

  “Just this.”

  And then she sank to her knees and took his cock into her mouth.

  The feeling was indescribable. He stood, legs shaking, eyes wide as saucers, as Morgan laved his phallus with her tongue, her nose pressed up against his stomach. It took only seconds before he was fully hard, blood thundering in his groin. And when she began to bob on his shaft, her mouth and tongue making love to his cock, it was all he could do to keep from melting to the floor in a puddle of sheer physical pleasure.

  She was good. So good. One or two of his would-be girlfriends had sucked his cock. But, as he had told Morgan, there had always been the lingering suspicion that they had done it out of pity. And also that his tiny penis, incapable of causing them any physical discomfort, made sucking him off an easier task than actually attempting to make love, especially since it was doubtful he could make them cum with his pathetic micro-dick.

  But Morgan was different. She didn’t jerk at his shaft with her lips or squeeze his balls in a transparent attempt to get him to cum as quickly as possible, to just get the damned thing over with. Unlike every other girl he had ever been with, she seemed to be…enjoying herself. Her hands rose, her fingertips gliding along the back of his calves, his knees, his thighs, before settling firmly on his ass, squeezing him lovingly. And her tongue, as it caressed his throbbing shaft, was languid and unhurried, coating his cock with her saliva, not breaking contact until every last portion of his skin was warm and wet. She knelt there on the floor, her shirt puddled around her knees, as if it were the most natural thing in the world, and her face was rapt, the face of a woman who was completely certain in who she was an what she was doing. There was no doubt, no self-conflict, no hint that giving her cousin a blow job might be in any way unusual or morally shaky.

  There was only her, and her desire.

  Then he gasped, his mouth hanging open in disbelief, as she stopped laving him with her tongue, and began to bob her head on his shaft.

  Impossible, his reeling mind insisted.

  But the evidence of his eyes said otherwise. At every motion of Morgan’s head, some of his cock escaped the warm circle of her lips. But the…length…of what came out, clean pink skin emerging rather than the angry, inflamed rod which he had stared at so resentfully only moments before, swollen with an allergic reaction rather than lust or desire, was much longer than he had any right to expect. And with every stroke, it grew longer. Thicker. One inch. Two inches. Three. Four. Five. Six?

  “What?” It was scarcely more than a breath. As if speaking his wonder aloud would shatter the spell.

  With a faint pop, Morgan let his head escape her lips. A long, erect penis slapped against his belly. Seven inches, from root to tip. Maybe more. And thicker around as well. He stared at it, then reached down, circling his new-made girth with his fingers.

  God, it felt wonderful. Before he could stop himself, he gave his cock an experimental tug, then went on for several more strokes, reveling in the fact that now he could actually grip his cock in his fist, rather than using only a couple of fingers. He was only stopped by Morgan, who put her hand on his wrist, halting him mid-stroke. 

  “What do you have to say about magic now?” his cousin asked, her voice undeniably smug, like a woman who had performed a feat which she had found only somewhat difficult, but everyone else had assumed she couldn’t do. Her tongue emerged, running up the impossibly long underside of his shaft, making him draw in an unsteady breath. Her eyes glittered wickedly. “Is it still bullshit?”

  “That’s…” He shook his head. “That’s not possible.”

  “Oh?” Morgan cocked her head to one side inquiringly. “Do you want me to stop? Be warned, cousin.” Her eyes turned serious. “There is a price. Refuse to pay…” she shrugged eloquently. “And what was given could be taken away.”

  “Keep doing what you’re doing,” he gasped, his hands finding the back of her head, pulling her back towards his aching, needy shaft, “and I’ll fucking believe anything you say.”

  His cousin smiled up at him. His cousin, he repeated to himself, still refusing to believe it. Somehow, she had lost her t-shirt, and was now naked, her amazing body open to his greedy eyes. Her plump lips kissed him, her tongue doing wonderful, depraved things, making his manhood twitch with want. One hand cupped his balls, as if weighing them. The other began to slowly jack him, even as her tongue, surely too young and innocent to know how to pleasure him so thoroughly, swirled around his cock-head. “There is a price,” she repeated. “Nothing comes for free.” Her green eyes seemed to glow as they caught his, their gaze impossible to break. “Do you accept my bargain, John Alan Perry?”

  “Anything,” he groaned. It was beginning. He could feel it. In his cock. His balls. His body. His mind. Somehow, he knew, that this was the first step that would lead…where? He closed his eyes, his body beyond his control. Cum was barreling up the length of his magically transformed shaft. “Anything, Morgan.”

  “Sealed and witnessed.” Even in the confines of the bathroom, kneeling on the linoleum, his cousin’s voice tolled out high, clear and true, like the peal of a bell, and John feared that his parents or twin might hear. “I want you to cum, Johnny. I want to feel your jizz on my body.” Her hand began to move more rapidly. “Do it. Do it for me!”

  He stiffened, his entire body arching like a bow. The muscles in his cock tensed and released, and a sudden eruption of semen flew from the head of his prick, painting his cousin’s face and chest in ropy white globs of his cum. Shudders wracked his body, spasm after spasm of exquisite pleasure racing through him as his climax crashed over and through him, emptying his swollen, aching balls onto Morgan’s body.

  “Wow.” He opened his eyes. Morgan was smiling. As he watched, her tongue reached out, the pointed tip delicately licking up a pearl of his cum which had gathered in the corner of her mouth. Her smile widened as she tasted it. “You taste good.”

  “Um. Thanks?” he hazarded. He looked down at his cock, which was slowly wilting, though not, thank Christ, to its previous pathetically unimpressive dimensions. “Sorry about the mess.”

  “Don’t be.” Her smile was dark and wicked. “I love it.” As he watched, rivulets of his semen gathered, dripping down into her cleavage. Her hands rose, and she massaged the cloudy white liquid into her breasts, almost as if it was the suntan lotion she had disdained earlier in the day. Her large, tanned mounds gleamed in the overhead light. “It is a sign of our bond. The seed of a virile young man.” She shivered happily. “So good.”

  “Our…bond?” he asked weakly.

  “Oh, yes.” The stream dripped down between her breasts, then dribbled past her stomach. It was, he realized dazedly, homing in on her cleft with a sort of magnetic accuracy. Even as he watched, it oozed past her pubic mound, then was sucked into her pussy as if her sheath was exerting some sort of force on it. She shuddered happily in reaction, her eyes closing briefly. “You and I, John, are now bound to one another.” Her eyes looked up, bright and hard as emeralds, and he shivered suddenly under the intensity of that gaze. “You made a bargain with me, John. And I kept it. And one day soon, I will ask for the debt to be repaid.

  “But for now,” she continued, rising gracefully to her feet and kissing him on the mouth, “let’s fuck!”

  He goggled at her. “What?”

  She moved forward, her motions slow and feline, forcing him back. In seconds, she had him pressed up against the wall. Her breasts pressed into his chest, large and firm and wonderfully warm, her hot little nipples digging into his skin. In response, his depleted cock twitched against her thigh. “I’m a virgin, Johnny,” she whispered into his ear. “And I’ve waited. Waited so long for the right man.” Her hand fell to his groin, massaging him. “Waited for you.”

  “Me?”

  “Yes.”

  “Why?”

  She kissed him again, her tongue prying his mouth open. The taste of himself on her lips was, strangely, not terribly repugnant, and he felt himself beginning to respond, to return the wonderfully hot urgency of her transparent need. Her hands found his rear, her nails pricking his skin, and her found his hands rising, wanting to hold his cousin’s incredibly lush, ripe body in his, to ravish her in ways that he could barely imagine.

  ~Ready for breeding,~ a voice seemed to whisper in his ear, and Morgan whimpered into his mouth as he cupped her breasts. “Why not?

  “I’ve wanted you, Johnny. For years. Since we were kids.” Her fingers drew up his side, gently teasing him. “I thought you were handsome, and so sweet. But the time wasn’t right. Your dad would have flipped right the fuck out if he suspected anything. And Mom…” she sighed, though her lips curled in a fond smile. “She didn’t think I was ready for a man. I swear, what with the home schooling and everything else, she might as well have kept me wrapped in tissue paper, stuck in the back of a closet.

  “But now I have you. Have this.” She cradled his manhood. To his shock, he felt himself hardening again almost immediately as her gingers gently massaged him. “You and I are going to have so much fun together,” she whispered hotly into his ear. “You have no idea.”

  He swallowed. This was insane. He knew it. But trying to stand against the lust rampaging through his body would be as useless as trying to hold back a flood with a sand castle.

  “The bedroom,” he whispered. God only knew how they had gotten away with it for so long. But Jasmine was only a few feet away, sleeping with only a thin door between them. Eventually, she would hear them. “We have to go to my bedroom.”

  * * *

  While Morgan walked out, her sexy hips swinging saucily, John cleaned the room, making sure there was no betraying sign of what had occurred. He entered his bedroom, his hands full of discarded clothes, to find Morgan lying on his bed.

  “How do you want me?” she purred, her lips curling. “On my back?” She lay down, her hands hooked behind her knees, her legs spread wide, exposing the pink lips of her pussy with wanton abandon. Deep in their depths, John could see the glimmer of her womanly dew, making her inner channel wet and slick. “Or like this?” She flipped over, her rear canted upward.

  “Or maybe I can be on top? Or we can spoon, or you can eat my pussy.” A strange expression crossed her face. “I’ve always wondered what it would feel like, to have a real tongue down there.”

  “Shhh.” John locked his door, and Morgan smiled lovingly, touched by the way he tried to protect them. Protect her. It was a feeble gesture, she knew. If his parents heard what was going on, no lock could possibly protect the two of them. And she went cold thinking about what would happen if her uncle caught the slightest hint about what had happened.

  Or what was about to happen.

  “Someone might hear,” her cousin whispered.

  Morgan extended a hand. He took it with cold fingers. “No one will hear, Johnny. The Goddess herself holds us in her palm tonight. Relax. This was meant to be.

  “Now come here, and fuck me.”

  Oh, Father. Oh, Goddess. She was soaking. With every heartbeat, her pussy pulsed, sending more and more fluid deep into her depths. As much as she loved what she and her mother did together, gentle hands and kisses sending her into sweet climaxes, or the invisible hands of her incubus father, capable of coaxing her body to shaking orgasm no matter how far away he was, she knew, deep in her secret heart, that she had been born for this.

  Born to fuck.

  But as John approached her, his newly embiggened cock, she observed with no small amount of artistic pride, bobbing in front of his lean belly, she found herself suffused with a tidal wave of primal lust which made every other sexual act in her entire life else seem small and insignificant. It wasn’t just the changes she had made to his body, pleasant as they were. She wanted him. All of him. And she would tear the earth loose from its foundations if someone tried to keep them apart.

  ~Yes, Daughter. Now you begin to understand.~

  ~Shut up, Daddy.~ she snarled. ~This isn’t a game. Not anymore. Not to me. This is John. This is family. This is important. So stop trying to control things and let me do what I need to do. I don’t need you jiggling my elbow right now. I have to concentrate.~

  A startled silence was her only answer, and then his presence withdrew from her mind, giving her some faint sense of privacy.

  “Morgan,” her cousin was saying. Despite his obvious - indeed, one might say, his overwhelmingly obvious – desire for her, he still restrained himself. “Are you sure?”

  “This is just the beginning,” she breathed, the presence of the Goddess lending her voice surety. “Yes.”

  He climbed onto the bed. And then he joined her, kissed her, and her world erupted.

  Everything…everything was so, so right. Every touch of his skin, every caress, filled her with want, with desire. He lay beside her, and when he cupped her breast in his hand, she arched up, filling his palm with her tit, whimpering as his fingers stroked the hard bud of her nipple.

  Oh, Goddess, it was good. She loved her mother with the soft, sweet love every child has for her parent. And when they made love, it was soft and warm and sweet. And her father never ceased to amaze her, touching her with invisible fingers which were incredibly skilled, no matter how immaterial they were, the impossibility of what was occurring only serving to make their sessions of lovemaking even hotter. Between the two of them, they had brought her to climax dozens, no, hundreds, of times.

  But John…

  It wasn’t that he was more skilled than her mother. He wasn’t. And his caresses, compared to what her father could do, were almost laughably clumsy. Her cousin was not an incubus at the height of his powers, confident of his ability to bring any woman he chose to shuddering climax. No. John was only a man, if a good one, and the last few years had left a wound on his soul which no blow-job could fully heal. Until he was made whole, there would always be the nagging suspicion that he was inferior. It would take a long time, along with a bigger dick, before he could match her father’s casual surety.

  But what he was, at this time, and in this place, was male. And here. Her mother, no matter how sweetly she kissed her, no matter how well she fingered her pussy or tongued her clit, did not have what John had, jutting from his groin, hard and urgent and ready to pleasure her. And her father, for all his otherworldly skill, lacked one advantage her cousin had. The hands, no matter how clumsy, were warm and tangible, were here in this room, in this bed, moving over her skin with a halting, tentative wonder which was almost enough to make her weep.

  She rose on her knees, facing him, her fingers dancing along the taut, swollen skin of his cock. It jittered under her touch, and she wrapped her fingers around his hard, steely length, basking in his newborn joy at his improved body, filled with happiness that with her father’s power she could make him so incredibly happy. Her hand reached around his back, pulling him close, and she kissed him, hard, her tongue licking along the seam of his lips. With a gasp of sweet breath, they opened under her questing touch, and her breasts flattened against his chest as his hand found her ass.

  “There,” she whispered, shifting her legs. His fingers probed, and she smiled against his lips as they drifted lower. Past the puckered rose of her anus, down farther, until they grazed her labia.

  “Shit!” Goddess, he was good! So gentle, so loving. Even his hesitations were wonderful, because they told her that he cared, wanted to make sure that he was making her feel good. John was better, she thought dazedly, than her father had ever been. Her father’s touch was incredible, of course. But there was something to be said for warm, living flesh she could see and guide, not ghostly hands that she could never see or touch in return. She opened her legs, waiting, wanting to see what he would do next.

  What happened next was a hard arm wrapped around her head, pulling her close, and a kiss that was almost savage in its intensity. “You want this,” he breathed, rubbing his hard cock against her vulnerable belly, while his fingers continued their magic with her pussy. The tip of one breached her gates, and she keened softly, while another danced across the throbbing, pulsing bud of her clit. “Don’t you? You’ve been teasing me since the second you got here.

  “Why?”

  She swallowed. Dare she expose her mother’s secret? Tell John how this night was the first step in plan that had been years, maybe decades, in the making?

  No. It’s too much. And he doesn’t really want an answer. Not now. Not yet.

  “Why?” Her hand curled around his cock, jacking him, while she twisted, bringing her breasts within reach of his mouth. Like a baby, he latched onto a nipple, and she groaned as his lips captured a turgid bud. His tongue wrapped around it, over and over, making her belly quake. Spikes of pleasure hammered from her tit down to her pussy, and she could feel the slow, molten flood of arousal trickling down her thighs. “Because,” she said, comforting her conscience with a half-truth, “You are the sexiest man I have ever seen. And the second I saw you there on the porch, I knew I wasn’t going to leave this house until we had gone to bed together.”

  She fell back on the bed, pulling him with her. “God, you’re beautiful,” she breathed, taking in his wonderful male nudity. Perhaps it was her father’s doing, molding her in ways she could not even see, even now, when she knew his plan, but every inch of her cousin was a wonder and a delight. Her hand brushed back the lock of dark hair which was always falling over his forehead, her fingertips lingering. From the crown of his head to the soles of his feet, he was gorgeous in her eyes.

  Especially, it had to be said, that singular piece of male equipment which she’d had no small part in creating. Or, at the least, improving. It jutted from its nest of black pubic curls, the mushroom-shaped tip leaking a clear fluid, aimed unerringly at her cleft. Her pussy moistened as she lifted her breasts to his mouth, sighing as he nursed at her, each lick of his tongue at her nipples sending a bolt of pleasure down to her hot, boiling center. She arched her back, wanting her entire tit stuffed into his mouth, if she could manage it, wanting nothing more than his hot male heat to be inside her, remaking her, changing her…

  She had to have it. She whimpered, overcome by frantic lust, and she reached out, her fingers closing over his rod. She had been made for this, she knew. Created with this day in mind, when she took her cousin as her lover, setting in motion a chain of events even she could not see the ending of.

  “John,” she whimpered. She hooked her legs around his, pulling him even closer, using the leverage to rub her lips against the underside of his cock. Even now, with her body one taut spring of need, she felt an inner burst of pride as his eyes rolled up in his head, and he moved his mouth from her breasts to her lips, groaning as he pushed back against her, his shaft rubbing her furrow in long, urgent strokes. Every movement brought his cock into contact with her clit, and her arms and legs began to shake, her body helpless to do anything but to prepare itself for lovemaking. “Inside. Now.”

  For once he didn’t hesitate, didn’t ask, didn’t doubt. He looked into her eyes, and saw the answer there.

  And John, her cousin, her lover, her friend, lined his cock up with her aching, empty pussy, and filled it in one long slow push, that had her screaming his name in a silent gasp, her mouth stretched wide as pleasure beyond count or reckoning filled her body.

  Oh.

  Goddess!

  “Maybe,” she slurred dazedly, “I made you just a teensy bit too big.” She giggled. “Oops.”

  John froze, his eyes so wide she could see the rims of his pupils. “Shit. I’m not…not hurting you, am I?”

  She closed her eyes. “Just…wait.” She breathed deeply, trying to grow used to her cousin’s prodigious manhood. He filled her, stretched her, claimed her as his own. And every heartbeat caused his cock to touch her aching, swollen clit in the most maddening way. Part of her wanted to scream at John to fuck her. The other part wanted to make him hold absolutely still while she rubbed one out, using him like a dildo.

  Hot. His cock was so hot. Hot like her father, when he used his ghost-hands to finger-bang her. But even he had never done this to her. Not even when she had asked, writhing on her bed, desperate for a man’s penis inside her.

  “It’s…good.” Her voice sounded soft and wondering in her ears.

  “Oh. Good.” She opened her eyes to see John looking slightly more relaxed. Well, except for one bit, which was still pleasantly rigid. She could tell that without even looking, sheathed to the hilt inside her as he was. His hardness pulsed pleasantly, every heartbeat causing her inner walls to expand and contract in the most amazing way. “I was worried.”

  “So was I. Just for a second.” She stroked his back, reveling in the feel of his long, hard muscles under her fingers. “So,” she smiled, kissing him with casual thoroughness, the tips of her breasts digging into the skin of his chest. “Are you going to do something with it? Or just stay still? Because I think what you are doing would feel a whole lot better if you were, you know, moving.”

  That hint was all John needed. Slowly he pulled out of her, until only his tip remained inside, then thrust strongly inside. The motion made the bed squeak, and she giggled as he found his rhythm, the bed shaking in time to his movements.

  And it felt so good! Better, she thought dazedly, than anything. Her parents had been right. Sex was awesome! Despite everything, despite her mother’s assurances and her father’s whispered words, she had never really been sure that she would enjoy sex with a man. But now she knew. She pulled John down, kissing him passionately, her tongue invading his mouth with lusty abandon. As he fucked her, her loins boiled, every stroke making her pussy tingle. And his hands were on her breasts, stroking and pinching her nipples, every caress sending another bolt of pleasure into her core.

  This isn’t going to be a climax. This is going to be a cumquake. The first tremors were already being felt, her burning pussy aching as John’s cock sawed back and forth across her clitoris.

  “John?” she breathed.

  He looked down at her, pausing. “No, don’t stop.” She looked down her chest, past her belly, to where his gorgeous cock was buried deep inside her. God, he feels so good. Just the thought that she was fucking her cousin made her canal clench around him., and she groaned, a deep, guttural moan forcing its way past her clenched teeth.

  “Things…” she panted. “Things are going to change. When we’re done. But I want. I want. I want you to be brave.” Oh, Goddess, it’s starting. “No matter what. Never forget. This was meant to be.” She raised her thighs, hooking her ankles around John’s rear, pulling him in harder with every stroke. “I love you. I love you. We all love you.” The warm air of the room hit her exposed cleft, and now oh Goddess, now it was starting, and she buried her head in John’s shoulder, muffling her scream in his skin, biting and clawing as her climax hit, and even through the bolts of exquisite pleasure, she felt her cousin’s cum burst inside her, coating the walls of her sheath with his hot male seed.

  On and on their paired climaxes went, until John’s frantic strokes finally slowed, her shudders ceasing, their bodies stopping like a pair of wind-up toys with their springs run down.

  Morgan wrapped her arms around John, hugging him to her. Closing her eyes, she pushed up one last time, basking in the feel as her mound pressed into his pubic bone. A faint aftershock of pleasure rippled through her. “Whoa.”

  John lifted his face, kissing her on the lips. His expression was undeniably smug. “Good?”

  She stretched underneath him, skin against hot, sweaty, wonderful skin. “Idiot,” she smiled fondly. “Are you fishing for compliments? You know it was.”

  He smiled in shy pride, and she ran her fingers across his cheek. He was so…decent. She almost regretted what she and her parents were going to do to him and his family.

  ~Don’t. He will enjoy it. They all will. Indeed, after a while, John and Jasmine and Frank and Carol will wonder that they ever wanted anything else. Yu and your mother and I are going to be giving them a great gift.~

  I thought I told you to go away, Daddy.

  ~All I did was watch.~ A deep, wicked chuckle echoed in the vaults of her mind. ~I and your mother both. Who would have thought that Moira was such a voyeur? But with you and John to…inspire us, with your example, we just finished a very pleasant session of lovemaking, my daughter.~

  Wait. Mindful of John on top of her, she suppressed an urge to sit up in shock. Mom’s…with you? The real you?

  ~Indeed. Do your job well, Morgan. Bring your family into your bed. And one day soon, I will join you there.~

  She sank back, stunned. Her father! And she might meet him? See the incubus who had impregnated her mother and given her life? Have those wonderful, skilled hands on her own body? Feel his demonlike power as he filled her?

  She was unaware she was moaning, her nipples hot, hard spikes atop her breasts, her fingers drifting down to rub her clit, until John spoke, shattering the spell her father’s voice had wrapped around her. “Morgan?”

  She looked up, and forced herself to relax. “Yes, Johnny?”

  “You said…” he swallowed. “You said there would be a price. For this.” He rolled off her, to her relief, even as her eyes eagerly took in the evidence of her own powers, half-succubi that she was. Her cousin’s cock, even flaccid, was very impressive. Gleaming in the light with the evidence of their love, she was tempted to move down and clean it with her tongue.

  “What’s the price?”

  Well, no one ever said John was stupid. Though for once she was tempted to curse his quick wits and keen memory, rather than praise them.

  “Morgan?” A finger under her chin forced her to meet his gray eyes. “What’s the price? What you did to me was like a genie granting a wish. And I’ve read enough fairy tales to know that in those stories, nothing comes for free.”

  She nodded. This moment was always going to happen, one way or another. When she had to reveal the truth.

  “All right.” She snuggled close beside him, throwing one leg over his, so her pussy lips rubbed against the hard muscle of his thigh.

  “When my mom was a teenager, she took a long road trip…”

  The End

  The story of Morgan, John, Jasmine, and their parents will continue. Keep your eyes peeled for “The Devil’s Daughter – Seduction”
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