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Finishing in my Lesbifriend

(a look inside)

“Are you okay?” She pressed the backs of her fingers against my cheek. You look like you’re having a coronary.”

“I’m okay,” I lied, trying to steady my breathing. “It’s just… not what I expected.”

“It’s not exactly what I expected, either.” She stroked her hand along the shaft, balls to tip. “What is it, nine inches?”

“I haven’t measured.”

“If it’s not nine, it’s bloody ten.”

My nearly naked sestra was arguing with me while her small, soft hand was wrapped around my dick. It was surreal. I was more than just hard; I was aroused. God help me, my slim, flat-chested best friend with her long, caramel hair pinned back using my wife’s pink comb wasn’t just pretty; she was smoking hot. And gazing up into her face, I noticed she was wearing make-up. Not a lot—just a natural look. Kendra had probably done it, but Abi had let her.

It occurred to me that despite all the protests, despite the arguing, Abi had wanted to look hot for me. She’d wanted to make my dick hard, and goddammit, it had worked. I was hard as stone. As my cockhead touched her wetness for the first time, and she stroked it through her molten crease, I realized something horrific.

She wanted it. She maybe wasn’t ready to admit it, but she wanted to slide down onto her big barta’s dick and have him dump a giant load of ju-ju juice in her belly.

“Abs, wait!”

“What?” She paused with my cockhead slotted in her opening. “Don’t you dare say anything to make this weird.”

I almost held my tongue, but I couldn’t not say it. “I love you, little sis.”

Her misanthropic frown softened, then melted into a smile. “I love you too.” She bent down with my knob still lodged in her entrance and gave me a kiss—not a sexy one, just a sisterly peck on the lips—then sat back up. “And if you tell a soul I said that with your cock inside me…” She wriggled her hips, sliding me into the narrowest part of her channel, sucking her teeth as she stretched down there. “Damn, it feels even bigger going in.”

I didn’t know what I expected it to feel like—maybe cold or shameful—but in fact Abi was warm and wet and tight, just like she ought to be. And when she moved her hips, swirling her bridal negligee and stirring my first few inches inside her, any lingering reservations melted away.


♋

──────




Prologue

I lay on the bed wearing only a pair of satin boxers while Kendra fussed about, straightening up the dresser, closing the wash hamper, kicking loose shoes under the bed.

“You’re all ready?” she asked.

“As I’ll ever be.” I wasn’t at all, but that was the answer the question demanded. Especially when posed by your wife.

“Got everything? Lube, soft music? Do you want me to lower the lights a little more?”

“It’s not a romance novel,” I said, a little put off by the image. “It’s in and out. Literally, in fact.” My job description couldn’t be clearer. Kendra understood as well as I did—I was there to get Abi pregnant. And no, she would not like fries with that.

“But you’re ready to go again, right? You don’t need a break?”

It had been thirty minutes since I’d finished with Ryleigh, and man had I emptied a load in her. It had been fast though—not my finest hour (or even my finest quarter-hour). I had plenty left in the tank. “Kend, I’m good. But I’m not going to do it with my wife standing there.”

She gazed at the closed door of the ensuite bathroom, beyond which Abi waited. “I just want everything to be perfect.”

“It’s as perfect as it can be,” I said, which was a roundabout way of saying it was an unmitigated clusterfuck, but it couldn’t be helped. How had I let it get this far?

She walked backwards to the door. “So I’ll just…”

“Kend, if you don’t want me to—”

“I do.” She wrung her hands and did a little thing with her hips that made it look like she wanted to pee. “I want to make sure you’re okay, though.”

She was giving me an out, and the angel on my shoulder pleaded with me to grab it with both hands. Instead, I nodded and told her, “I’m okay.” Whatever happened next, whatever taboo boundaries I crossed, my shoulder-devil would be my guide.

“Do you want me to fluff you?” She stepped away from the door, reaching for my boxers. “I could—”

“I’ll manage.” Then, seeing the hurt on her face and realising I’d just spurned my wife, I added, “I mean, it won’t be any trouble. It’s just biology, right?”

I hoped to God I was right. If I could avoid a repeat of what had happened with Ryleigh… When my cock saw a wet, ready pussy, though, even though I know in my heart I mustn’t want it, I trusted that nature would take over. I’d never had any problem in that regard, and when it came down to it, I did get the job done with Ryleigh.

I was probably worrying about nothing. Maybe this was my calling. Gil Andrews—Lesbian Inseminator.

I think you mean lesbian TWIN-seminator, the shoulder-devil whispered, making me shudder.

Kendra returned to the door and looked back over her shoulder with a come-hither expression. “Leave some for me, won’t you?” She slipped through the door, then poked her head back inside. “Swear to God,” she said with a wicked smile, “when they leave, I’m going to fuck you so hard your eyes cross.”

“I love you, honey.”

“I love you too.” She did an excited little victory dance. “I can’t believe I’m going to be an auntie.”

And with that, she eased the door closed.

I returned my attention to the ensuite door, right as the handle began to turn.

Jesus, Gil, how did you get yourself into this mess?

───Ξ───
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Give Her a Clark Gable

7 days earlier.

As far as superpowers go, mine would never get me into a Marvel movie. Arranging the perfect cheese platter is a gift, whether people respect it or not. Balancing the sweet and savory, the crunch and the bite—I always throw in a piquant zing, chilli cocktail onions on this occasion. Behold, I am Zinger-man… no, wait, The Scarlet Canape!

Abi pushed open the sliding door, letting in peals of laughter from our respective wives out on the back deck. “Get more champers out there, pronto,” she said, breezing straight through the kitchen without stopping. “If we keep those two liquored up, we’re both getting lucky tonight.”

“Fridge isn’t locked, Abs,” I called after her.

“Taking a piss, Gil!” she shouted back, adding the final exclamation point with the closing bathroom door.

“Charming,” I muttered. Abi isn’t overly frank with others, but we grew up together on Darling Estate, and eighteen years of living in your best mate’s pocket tends to break down inhibitions. Technically, we’d never actually lived together; Abi’s mum was estate manager, so they lived in the south wing of the mansion, while Dad was head groundkeeper, so our family lived in the gatehouse. We were born just a couple of days apart and are more like twins than best friends. We shared nannies, tutors, piano teachers. We learned to walk by holding onto each other, learned to ride a bike and drive a car together; we were even each other’s first kiss at twelve. She still maintains that’s how she found out she was a lesbian.

It was half a lifetime ago we moved out of the privileged wonderland of the estate and went our separate ways at uni—me into Law and her into Education—but whenever we get together, it’s like nothing has changed.

After washing my good Shun knife, I collected the cheese platter—paused to re-fan the water crackers—then ventured out through the living room onto the deck.

“How’s the bubbly, ladies?” I said, laying the plate between Ryleigh and Kendra. “Anyone need a top-up?”

“Ooh, waiter service,” Ryleigh cooed, flashing her dark eyes at my wife. “He’s a keeper.”

Kendra drained the last mouthful from her flute and held it out to me, blowing a kiss. “He’d better be. I would have ditched him before the second kid otherwise.”

I just smiled without injecting myself into their joke. Ryleigh was Kendra’s high-school BFF, and they shared the same kind of sibling bond that I do with Abi. Kend and I introduced Abi and Ryleigh eighteen months ago at a dinner party and they hooked up pretty much straight away, moving in two streets over from us. Most nights they’re either with us or playing aunties to our daughters at their place, so we’ve become a kind of half-queer, matriarchal nuclear family—with me the only Y-chromosome in the mix.

I’d love to try for a son and so would Kendra, but we know how God frowns on that kind of hubris. I can guarantee she would keep popping out daughters until we learned our lesson.

I fetched the open bottle from the outside fridge and filled Kendra’s glass, then took Ryleigh’s and did the same. Waiting for the bubbles to settle so I could finish off the bottle, I felt Ryleigh’s eyes on me. It wasn’t overt or anything, just a little more focussed than ‘I’m waiting to get my glass back.’ Tall and darkly exotic with Italian heritage, she was a finalist in Australia’s Next Top Model in her early twenties and still did paid shoots as a side hustle. She’s one of those overtly sensual women that always make me nervous. The knowledge she’s a lesbian who is definitely not directing that sensuality at me is no help whatsoever.

“Kend,” she said, still watching me, “remind me again how you guys met.”

“Oh please. Not this.” I topped off the glass and handed it back.

“What, it’s not embarrassing, is it?”

“It’s not,” I began. “It’s just—”

“He groomed me,” Kendra crowed, sitting back and recrossing her legs.

“And here we go.” I returned to the fridge for a beer, resigned to endure yet another retelling of a story that would be far more amusing if it were about anyone but me.

Ryleigh followed my progress back to the two-seater beside Kendra with one eyebrow cocked. “That sounds…”

“Stalkerish?” Kendra offered.

“Completely innocent,” I countered. “We were both adults…”

“I was a student.”

“A uni student. On your second degree, no less…”

Kendra laughed at my half-assed attempt at self-defence. “And Gil was a thirty-year-old sugar daddy on the prowl for fresh meat.”

“I was a volunteer mentor at Macquarie Business School,” I said, ignoring the obvious bait. “I was in a big firm of solicitors, Senior Associate shooting for Partner, and this was a points-scoring exercise to impress my boss who was in the same program.”

“What,” Ryleigh said, sharing a wink with Kendra, “the Royal Society for sullying young maidens?”

Kendra sipped her wine and murmured, “I wasn’t exactly a maiden.”

“I was paying it forward,” I said, ignoring her. “Working for a great mentor accelerated my career, and I wanted someone to share my good fortune with somebody else.”

Ryleigh turned to Kendra. “Good fortune’s right. Now you have his house.”

“And his kids.”

I leaned over to the cheese platter for some walnuts and apple. “I see the kids as a kind of shared culpability.”

Kendra gave me a smile and a nudge with her hip. “Says the man with no stretch marks.”

I raised both hands in surrender. “Okay, I admit it, your honour. Guilty as charged. All I say in my defence is that I kept it in my pants for the entire six-month program, which, darling wife”—I gave her a respectful kiss on the cheek—“is longer than most men could endure your beauty.”

Ryleigh laughed. “They say the sweetest things.”

“I know, right?” Kendra said, rubbing her knee against mine. “He didn’t try to screw me on the first date, so obviously I owed him sex.”

“That’s not f—”

“No, it’s not.” Kendra touched my hand, acknowledging she’d gone too far. She turned back to Ryleigh, smiling. “He was attractive, gentlemanly, encouraging—”

“Wealthy?”

She flashed me a cheeky grin. “I already said attractive.”

“An almost perfect man,” Ryleigh sang, batting her long, dark eyelashes.

“Almost?” I asked, mustering some false bravado to hide how those lashes made my heart skip. “What does a guy need to hit perfect?”

Ryleigh sipped her champagne and gave Kendra another wink. “A vagina.”

“And a ten-inch tongue,” Kendra trilled.

Abi stepped back through the sliding door. “You guys talking about me again?”

“We’re deciding whether Gil’s allowed to be an honorary lesbian,” Kendra said. This was a private joke in our group; Kendra’s honorary status dated back to a drunken kiss with Ryleigh before we’d ever met.

“I do like women,” I said. “Surely that counts.”

“It’s the dick that’s holding you back,” Abi said, helping herself to some brie and crackers.

“And the beard,” my wife added, wrinkling her nose. “Us lesbians don’t like beards.”

Abi brayed a laugh. “Half the lesbians I know have beards.”

“I like the beard,” Ryleigh said, regarding me with that perpetual, sensual smile. “I get shivers whenever you kiss my cheek.”

“Um…” I had no response. If a straight woman told me that in front of her husband, I’d expect a smack in the face. Maybe two if my wife heard it. I glanced over at Abi to see whether she’d react, but she just gave me a mocking smile.

“Gil thinks you’ve got the hots for him, babe.”

“That’s not—”

“What she meant, dear brother, is your face reminds her of a bull-dyke pussy with a lush winter coat.”

Kendra and Ryleigh collapsed into laughter at my expense. The heat radiating from my ears probably didn’t help.

“You’re just jealous, Abi,” Kendra said, belatedly coming to my defence. “Give me a big, strong guy to pick me up, nuzzle me with his manly beard, whisper in my ear with that deep voice…”

“From him?” Abi said. “I’ll pass. I can’t afford the therapy.”

“I’m game,” Ryleigh said.

There was silence for a three-count while we all turned to look at her.

To her credit, Ryleigh read the room pretty quickly. “I’m sorry, that was weird.” She turned to Kendra. “I didn’t mean… You know I’d never…”

Kendra put away her look of surprise. “I know you wouldn’t. I just got flashbacks to that chump I was going out with before Gil who wanted to hook up with you for a threesome.”

“Eww, Trip? What was his real name?”

“I think that was it,” Kendra said. “First name, Bad.”

“Did Trip have any redeeming qualities?” Abi asked. “Other than misogyny, obviously.”

Kendra wrinkled her nose. “He was tall.”

“And he had a beard,” Ryleigh offered.

Abi gave me a smile. “Mate, you’re just Kendra-Kryptonite, aren’t you?”

It felt reductive, but it wasn’t a lie. I’m tall and I do have a beard. If that got me past the first gate with Kendra, I’ll wear it. Six years of marriage and two kids—even if the first one was a surprise—hopefully speaks to some more enduring qualities.

Kendra sipped her champagne and gave me one of her signature rabbit-twitches with her nose. “Go on,” she said, “give Rye a Clark Gable.”

Ryleigh’s dark eyes widened. “What’s a Clark Gable?”

“Bit like an Errol Flynn,” quipped Abi, “except you get to keep your clothes on.”

“It’s not,” I said, beseeching Ryleigh with my eyes to drop it, because I knew Kendra wouldn’t. “It’s… private.”

“Oh, look Kend,” Ryleigh said, regarding me with a mock sad face, “you made his ears go all red.”

I touched my ears. They were burning. “Swear to God, I’m putting you three on zero-alcohol wine for a month.”

“Hey,” Abi cried, “don’t lump me in with these two lightweights. I rejected the beardy cuddle on the first offer.”

Kendra stood up. “Come on, honey,” she said, beckoning me with both hands to do the same, “be a sport and give us a Clark Gable. It’ll be fun.”

I rolled my eyes, making a show of giving in. Part of it was the knowledge that caving was my easiest way out, but Kend goes all breathy and weak at the knees when I do the Clark Gable thing, and I’d be a damn liar if I didn’t say it was sexy as hell.

“Fine.” I let her pull me up.

“Rye,” she said, reaching out. “You too.”

“Nooo, no-no-no,” I said, trying to back away. “I signed up for the wife version, not the sestra-in-law edition.” Sestra-in-law is a re-imagining of an ancient running gag between me and Abi. When we were ten, our Czech piano teacher used to say we were like sestra and bratr (although we always mis-pronounced it barta), and since neither of us had any real siblings, the titles stuck.

Ryleigh was already on her feet, beaming in a way that only extroverts can when volunteering for a game that makes them the centre of attention.

“Stop being a baby,” Kendra said, pulling me back towards Ryleigh. “It’ll take five seconds, then you can sit back down and brood over your beer.”

I turned to my last chance at salvation. “Abs, save me. Forbid it.”

“I gotta say, I’m swinging between curious and jealous. I’ve seen her brush off a lot of hopeful club bros like dirt, though. I say let it play out, and let’s watch Clark Gable crash and burn.”

I let Kendra turn me back around, resigned now to my fate of being humiliated in front of my wife, my best friend, and my not-so-secret crush.

Ryleigh was right there. It was the closest we’d stood other than for hello and goodbye kisses. We hadn’t even danced at her wedding; I was too self-conscious. She’d been wearing a backless Dolce and Gabbana gown (an engagement gift from us) that none of the straight guys, including me, could tear their eyes from.

“What do I do?” Ryleigh asked. “Am I Vivien Leigh?”

“You’re Marilyn, and you don’t do anything,” Kendra said, pushing us together. “You just get a free cuddle, and unlike me, you don’t even have to stand on a box.”

Ryleigh is tall—a good six feet—but still six inches shorter than me. Kendra is nearly a foot shorter than that, and I just pick her up for anything more intimate than a quick squeeze.

Ryleigh stepped in, and before I could even prepare myself, our bodies were touching and her hands were clasped loosely behind my neck. Those man-eating lashes were about four inches away from my lips.

“This is stupid,” I said, conscious I’d been drinking beer and trying not to breathe in her face.

“It’s fun,” Ryleigh said, holding my gaze. “Pretend I’m straight and make Abs super jealous.”

“Jealous, moi?” Abi said. “You do realise every time you see each other from now on, I’ll be reminding you about the time you made his dick hard.”

“Right, that’s it. I’m out.” I tried to step back but was already up against my chair. Ryleigh moved with me. Our groins weren’t touching, but it was a near thing. I definitely felt the press of her breasts.

“Please, Gil,” Ryleigh said, her voice soft and low. “I won’t make fun. I’m curious.”

I expected Abi to pipe up with some bi-curious quip, and for a wonder she managed to hold it in. When it didn’t come, it became obvious that everyone was waiting for me.

Sigh. “Okay, fine.”

“Goody!” Kendra jumped and clapped. “This is more fun than watching the movie.”

“Gone With the Wind?” Ryleigh asked, shimmying even closer so our stomachs touched. If I got a hard-on now, I was done for.

“The Misfits,” Kendra said. “We saw it at a Marilyn Monroe retrospective when we started dating. It was the first time we held hands.”

Abi laughed. “Whoa back there, Casanova.”

I huffed. “Not everyone rips their clothes off on the first date.”

“I ripped my own clothes off on the second date,” Kendra said.

“Lies! Our second date was at Luna Park. In the daytime, no less.”

Ryleigh cast her eyes upwards towards mine. “So I’m in the hands of a true gentleman, is what you’re saying.”

“You wish,” Kendra laughed. “The third date—the one I was thinking of—was when he pulled the Clark Gable. Panties go whoosh!”

That made Ryleigh laugh. Everything—and I mean everything—jiggled all soft and womanly against my body. Sheer terror was the only thing stopping my dick getting hard. I was not going to be that guy who fantasised about giving a lesbian her first dick.

“Put us out of our misery,” Abi said. “I know I’m going to regret it, but I need to see this panty-whooshing move that made me an honorary auntie.”

I pinkened again. Jenna, our little condom-defeating Houdini-baby, might not have been conceived that night, but it was either then or the following morning.

This had gone on way too long. I was beginning to feel stirrings down below, and Ryleigh would too in a few moments. “It’s nothing,” I said, leaning down and touching cheeks. “It’s just a cuddle and a nuzzle.” I brushed her ear with my moustache and lowered my voice, “Then I do the voice.”

Ryleigh shivered in my arms and giggled. “It’s kinda sexy. I guess.”

“Ouch,” said Abi. “Want some aloe vera on that burn, Romeo?”

“Do the line,” Kendra said, poking my ribs. “You didn’t do the line.”

Ryleigh lifted her head. Our lips were inches apart.

Don’t look at her! Dear God, I was getting hard.

I had to finish this. Now. And to my wife’s satisfaction lest she make me do it again. I pulled Ryleigh tight, arms almost doubling around her narrow waist, and lowered my lips again. This time they touched her ear.

“Honey, when you smile,” I murmured, giving her the full double-barrel baritone, “it’s like the sun coming up.”

Nobody moved. The only thing I could hear was Ryleigh’s breathing in my ear, then Kendra’s voice right beside us—just a whisper.

“Whoosh.”

I was still holding Ryleigh when I felt a change in the press of her breasts. It was her nipples getting hard, and they weren’t the only thing. I released her before I could make a bigger arse of myself.

Kendra put her arm around me and gave me a sideways hug, smiling smugly up at Ryleigh. “Pretty good, huh?”

“Uh-huh.” Ryleigh looked pensively at Abi, her lips pressed tightly like she was holding back some enormous secret by force of will. “I’ve decided,” she whispered, sitting down and taking Abi’s hand. “I want to ask them.”

“Ask her,” Abi said, nodding sideways at Kendra. “I know him, and by the way he’s standing, I’d say he’s already sold.

“She already did,” Kendra said with unmistakeable excitement in her voice. “Yesterday. I said yes.”

I sat down before my arousal became any more obvious. “Ask what?”

Abi leaned forward, elbows on her knees and for maybe the first time since she was a teenager, she had a vulnerable, cautious expression on her face. “We weren’t going to do this tonight, but… We want your help.”

Kendra took the seat beside me and clasped my hand. “You don’t have to decide straight away. Keep an open mind.”

It seemed everyone knew what was going on except me. Situation normal. I turned to Ryleigh, who looked every bit as serious as Abi. “Do you mean… financial? Because you know that anything—”

“We want to have a baby,” Ryleigh blurted. “A little playmate for Jenna and Indi.”

A weight lifted. “IVF?” Good God, they wanted help paying for assisted reproduction. The looks on their faces, I thought they must’ve run up a mob gambling debt. “Of course. How much do you need? Jeez, I can’t believe Kend didn’t just deposit from the joint account.”

Kendra squeezed my hand. “Different kind of deposit,” she said, lifting it to her lips to kiss. She looked from Abi to Ryleigh, meeting their eyes before coming back to mine. “Honey, they want you to be the donor.”

───Ξ───


2

───Ξ───

Going All-in

I like to think of myself as reasonably intelligent, but God help me when Kendra said ‘donor’, I still thought she was talking about money. Like putting money towards their assisted reproduction was a donation instead of a loan—which was what I’d intended in the first place. Hell, I’d rather have a little niece or nephew than money I’ll probably never spend.

I opened my mouth to say as much, then the gods of narrowly avoided humiliation smiled upon me and I shut it again.

Sperm donor.

“Oh.”

Abi nibbled her lip. She desperately wanted to say something clever but held her tongue, giving me my strongest sense yet of how important this was to her. My answer wouldn’t be a categorical ‘no’, but I wasn’t at ‘yes’ yet, and I needed to understand why. I had a basic idea of the process—waltz into a clinic, go to a little room and jerk off into a cup, then hand it in and waltz out. It was confronting, but not exactly onerous. The bigger question for any man in this position was what role he would play in the baby’s life. After a lifetime of knowing Abi, I already knew the answer. Uncle. Or honorary uncle to borrow Abi’s qualification. No more, no less. Maybe favourite uncle, but definitely not foster dad, stepdad, or any other kind of dad. Which would be… I want to say fine, but what if it was a boy? Could I be happy with just uncle status to my only ‘son’?

“Gil,” Abi said. “What are you thinking?”

“Just… processing.” I didn’t want to admit to thinking about a son. Kendra and I had already agreed that two kids were enough, and I wasn’t going to give her the impression I resented it.

“We want you to be part of the baby’s life,” Ryleigh said. “Like a godfather.”

Abi smiled at that and leaned close, rasping in the worst Brando impression of all time, “We’re makin’ you an offer you can’t refuse.”

Seeing my best mate back to her normal, irreverent self was what sold me. They would be amazing parents. And Abi—who was the more boyish of the two—would be a better dad than most. My mentor gave me a tip for making difficult decisions; ask yourself, ‘How might I regret this?’ In this case, I didn’t think I would. At all. I knew I couldn’t have a son of my own, but maybe I could have a nephew who looked a bit like me.

I knew if I said yes immediately, I’d be sidelined for the rest of the evening while they all pretended I wasn’t there and planned the entire thing around me. This was my last and best chance to learn more while I was the focus of their attention.

“Why me?” I asked, hoping it sounded cautiously positive yet not fully committed.

“Well, you’re the closest thing I have left to family,” Abi said.

“It would be better if you were her real brother, of course,” Ryleigh said. “And, you know”—she cast her gaze down at her red slingback sandals—“I’m not sure I could do it with someone I didn’t know.”

“I don’t think fertility clinics work like that,” I said. “They might let Abs sit with you, but I imagine they’d send me out the door as soon as I hand over the cup.”

Abi and Ryleigh looked at each other with obvious distress. I was a little shocked they seemed to know less about it than I did.

Kendra squeezed my hand. “Ryleigh doesn’t want a doctor, honey.”

I turned to Ryleigh, genuinely surprised. “You want to go the turkey-baster option? Wow, okay. That’s courageous. If it’s about the money—”

“It’s not the money,” Abi said. “And we’re not talking about a turkey baster… unless you mean euphemistically.”

“We were thinking,” Ryleigh said, edging forward on her seat and tugging her dress back down her thighs, “we could do it the old-fashioned way.”

Once again, the deck went quiet. Was my mouth hanging open? I consciously touched my teeth together to make sure it wasn’t. I knew what she’d just said, but underneath, I believed there must be some second meaning—a more obvious one—that I’d missed.

“The old-fashioned way,” I repeated, hoping it would make more sense coming out of my own mouth. It didn’t.

“In a bed,” Ryleigh said, dispelling any lingering doubt.

“Or over a table,” Abi said with a shrug. “Whatever gets it done.”

“We could do it here,” Ryleigh added. “Or at our place.”

“Or at a hotel,” my wife interjected.

A perverse image popped into my head of the famous children’s book, Green Eggs and Ham, with the two main characters fucking furiously.

And I will bang you in the rain,

and in the dark and on a train.

They all wanted me and Ryleigh to fuck. If only they knew how many times I’d had to suppress that thought in the last couple of years. Not that I obsessed about her or would ever act on—

Gil, it’s a trap!

Alarm bells were ringing. I was being set up. Kendra had gotten wind of my crush (not so implausible) and was testing me. Why, though? Was it a joke to humiliate me? Or did she want a better deal on a divorce? Neither made sense. We both think practical jokes are tasteless, and our shared take on infidelity—we’d talked about this before my bachelor’s party—is look all you like, touch if you must satisfy your curiosity, but don’t fall in love.

I looked from Abi to Ryleigh, then to my wife, searching for the tell that would give away their plan. I’m a passable poker player and a better than average barrister; reading people is a lot about taking your time and letting them reveal themselves. From these three, though, I was getting nothing.

“You’re not as funny as you think,” I said, figuring the practical joke angle would scorch the least earth if I was wrong. “I suspected something was up with the Clark Gable thing.” Then, addressing Ryleigh, “You were good. The full-body cuddle was perfect. The ‘curious’ bit was over the top, but everything else—seamless.”

“Honey.” Kendra put her hand over mine on my knee—a signal we’d used before in company to say it was time to shut up. “This wasn’t the way they meant to ask you. Ryleigh wasn’t even sure she could go through with it. Then the Clark Gable thing came up and—”

“It’s my fault,” Abi said. “I should have talked her down before she—”

“I shouldn’t have blurted it out,” Ryleigh said, eyes lowered and starting to mist. “Can we just pretend I didn’t and start over?”

Kendra wove her fingers through mine. “Let them explain. Can you do that?”

At some point, the TV host was going to leap out of the bushes and yell, ‘Surprise, you’re on Candid Camera!’ If this wasn’t a joke, and it wasn’t a trap…

“I don’t want to just have a baby,” Ryleigh said. “I want to make a baby.”

The semantics took a few moments to sink in. “I don’t… Actually, I do get it. The bit I don’t get is why?”

Ryleigh sighed. “So many reasons, and all of them silly. Part of it is Catholic guilt, even though I don’t think I’ve been to mass since my confirmation. Part of it is I want our child to be an act of love, not an act of science.”

“But… we’re not in love.”

“I do love you, though,” Ryleigh said, tears now beginning to form. “And even if you don’t love me, you love us”—she cast a look over at Abi—“and you’d be doing it out of love for us.”

“We both love you, Rye,” Kendra said, squeezing my hand. “Don’t we, honey?”

I nodded uncertainly. Years of upper-middle-class conditioning for not acting like an asshole around women forbade me from telling anyone but my wife I loved them.

“The biggest part,” Ryleigh went on, “and this is just plain old lesbian jealousy, is I want to feel what it’s like when you… you know.”

“Much like it does with her,” I exclaimed, nodding at Abi, “providing she’s got the right equipment strapped on.” This was getting surreal. The bi-curious lesbian archetype was supposed to be an urban legend invented by guys.

“She knows what a dick feels like,” Abi said. “She’s talking about going all-in.”

I’d been pretty good with the euphemisms to this point, but that one had gotten past me. I turned to Kendra. She was my translator for any new slang Jenna brought home from school.

“When you’re a woman having sex with a man,” she said, “the stakes are higher. When we were trying for Isla—”

“We didn’t have to try very hard,” I muttered. Kendra had gotten pregnant on pretty much the first go, same as with Jenna.

“I went off the pill, and you weren’t wearing a condom…”

I remembered. It was the hardest she’d ever come—before or since. I thought the neighbours were going to call the cops.

“You know you’re all-in.” I think I understood. I hadn’t at the time—the only consequence of unprotected sex for me was I didn’t have to tie a knot in a condom. Then I forgot about it until a few weeks later when Kendra showed me the little plus sign on the stick. The consequences for her had been more profound—knowing she was ovulating, knowing we were unprotected, anticipating the months of hormones and swollen boobs and life growing inside her.

What they were trying to tell me was when you were ‘all-in’, making love to a guy and feeling him finish inside was a profound experience.

To be honest, it made me feel pretty basic for having missed it. And worse, I knew I was being a dick for having reduced this in my mind to an opportunity to fuck my best mate’s hot wife.

I was back to ‘yes’, and for what I hoped were the right reasons. It would be awkward. At the end of the day, Ryleigh was still a lesbian; her experience would be very different to mine, but it was something that would change their lives forever.

“Honey?” Kendra said, squeezing my knee. “Do you need longer to think about it?”

“No.”

Abi’s and Ryleigh’s faces fell.

“I mean, I don’t need more time. I’ll do it… If you’re okay with that.”

Kendra beamed. “For the chance to be Auntie Kend? Hell, it’s one time, and I’m going to reward you so hard, you’ll be all ‘Ryleigh who?’ by the end.”

I glanced back at Ryleigh and Abi. “It is one time, isn’t it? What if it doesn’t work?”

Kendra laughed. “If Jenna and Isla are anything to go by, that won’t be a problem.”

“I’ve had tests,” Ryleigh said.

“We both have,” Abi said with a huff. “Pro tip—not a good date night activity, but we’re both fertile.”

“Oh.” I had to mentally rebalance to imagine Abi pregnant. “Were you thinking about doing it if Ryleigh couldn’t?”

“Not with you,” Abi cried, screwing up her face. “Geez, Gil.”

“Not… I didn’t mean…” Some of the same images that had probably crossed her mind fleeted across mine, sending me reeling. “I meant with another donor.” Good God, this was going to be hard to forget.

“Yes, I’m doing it too,” Abi said. “With another guy. If they’re born close together, it’ll be…” She shrugged.

—like us. I’d never told her so, but growing up like twins was the best goddam thing in the world. I suspect she felt the same.

“I just need to find another victim,” she said.

Ryleigh took her hand. “We made a pact. If I have to do the deed, so does she.” Then with a smile at Abi, “And you know how she hates missing out.”

I knew exactly what she meant. As kids, anything I tried—scouts, guitar, smoking—Abi had to try too.

Abi shrugged. “I do want to try it—see what the fuss is all about. Except the only guy we both like is gay, does too much coke, and is riddled with HPV and herpes. Honestly”—she gave a wry laugh in my direction—“it’d be easier if we never had hydrangea-gate.” Which was her pet name for our apocalyptic first and only kiss behind the hydrangea bushes. She still couldn’t look at those flowers without shivering. “If you could get it up, I might just take one for the team.”

Kendra laughed, almost spilling her champagne. “That might be the most lesbian thing I’ve ever heard.”

Abi gave me an apologetic smile. “No disrespect, big barta. I’m sure you’d give me the good old college try.” Then she affected a silly hillbilly accent we used together as kids. “But dere be no baby born if’n you cain’t get da horn.”

“What makes you think he couldn’t get the horn?” Kendra said, raising an incredulous eyebrow. She probably had the best of intentions to defend me and wasn’t trying to make me die of embarrassment.

“You weren’t behind the hydrangeas,” Abi said, raising a lecturing finger. “I almost spewed. And him…” She cocked her head in my direction. “If you’d seen the look on his face…”

“It wasn’t that bad,” I said for what felt like the hundredth time reliving that story. In truth, I’m not sure what I’d felt at the time. Shock at first, I think—it certainly hadn’t been anything like I’d expected. But then Abi had reeled and said ‘Hell, no,’ or words to that effect, and the moment had been lost. We kind of mutually agreed that it had been a mistake, but that had mostly been on the strength of her conviction, not mine.

“No, you’re right,” Abi said. “It wasn’t that bad. It was worse. You wouldn’t even look at me for a week.”

I’d been too mortified for having provoked that reaction. Hell, no. I never experienced the disgust she thinks I felt—I’d been more hurt than anything else—but we agreed wholeheartedly on one point.

We would never subject each other to that again.

Abi turned back to Kendra. “And what do you mean, ‘the most lesbian thing you’ve ever heard’?”

Kendra raised her hands disarmingly. “I’m just saying, if you’d spent any time in bed with a guy—”

“Fat chance.”

“—then you’d appreciate just how little it takes to get them hard.”

She had a point, but she was also biased as all fuck. Any guy who couldn’t get hard for my wife was either gay or dead.

Abi gave her an eye roll and shook her head slowly before turning to me. “You’re being very quiet, barta. Care to defend the male of the species vis-a-vis perma-woodies and sexual obsession?”

“Well, I mean some guys, you know, ‘they’ll fuck a chook on a chain,’” I said, quoting my dad who I’m sure had repeated that little gem at least once in Abi’s presence.

Abi smiled. “Are you calling me a chicken?”

I chose to side-step that one; no amount of courtroom training would help me out-argue Abi on a roll. “I’m just saying,” I went on, not entirely sure whether I was making Kendra’s case or defending my own, “that anatomy and emotion in guys are not necessarily related.”

Abi turned to Kendra with a confused look.

“In other words,” Kendra translated, “guys don’t get to choose what makes them hard.”

“So…” Ryleigh edged forward on her seat. I’d almost forgotten she was there. “If you had to—not saying you want to—but if you had to, you could get Abi pregnant.”

“Babe,” Abi said, taking her hand and looking sternly into her eyes, “I smell hydrangeas. Do not even go there.”

───Ξ───
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She’s Going to Ask You

That night.

Kendra slid into bed beside me and cuddled up close, using my arm as a pillow and resting one pointed knee on my hip. It was dark, but I knew she was naked. The press of her bare breasts against my ribs was one giveaway, but more so it was her demeanour—snuggling her head beneath my chin, running her fingers through my chest hair.

She’s not subtle, my wife.

I stroked a hand down her side, confirming what I already knew—that it was deliciously bare. “All your nighties in the wash, are they?”

“I could get some flannelette jammies from the winter drawer if you like.”

I kissed her hair. “I like you just the way you are.”

“And I like you”—she ran her hand down over my stomach to my boxers, fingering the waistband—“a little… more”—she snapped the elastic—“nekkid.”

I lifted my butt and let her whip them off, demonstrating the kind of intimate dexterity that would probably shock anyone who didn’t know her well. She was stylish, socially conservative (though politically progressive), and grew up more privileged than most, though not quite in the same circles as Sir Keith and Lady Harrington. Marrying somebody who worked for a living—even a barrister—was a step down. If any of her parents’ friends knew what a powder-keg she was in bed, they’d pop a monocle in their brandy.

Not to put too fine a point on it, Kendra loved to fuck. Energetically, lovingly, gymnastically—even at 29 and after two kids, she could still bend her body in ways that defied imagination. Her only stipulation was that she directed the action, which was fine by me. She never got boring. The last time I thought she’d exhausted her repertoire, she asked me to hold her down and screw her while she struggled to get free. I will never admit to a soul how hot that was. She knew, though.

She wrapped her hand around my cock (I’d been hard from the moment she stripped me). “Mmm, this muscle feels tight. Does it need a massage?”

“It might.” I cupped her ass in one hand—she’s that petite—and a breast in the other. “What kind of massage did you have in mind?”

She swung herself on top of me and wriggled up my chest until we were face to face. “I don’t remember what it’s called,” she said, kissing my lips. “Shiatsu… Swedish?” She wriggled her hips, snuggling my cock between her open legs and grinding until her juices began to flow. “It’s the one where you put it somewhere warm”—she kissed me—“and wet…” She kissed me again.

“And tight?”

She kissed me more deeply, offering her tongue and accepting mine when I offered it back. “Am I still tight?”

“Like a glove.”

“Even after two kids?”

I cuddled her close, delighting in her womanly shape. “You feel like you’re still twenty-two.”

She laughed and nuzzled my beard. “If I was, you’d be a dirty old man.”

“I am a dirty old man,” I said, closing both hands around her ass and rubbing her sodden pussy all over my cock. “Didn’t you know I’ve been banging a hot twenty-nine-year-old?”

“Scandalous,” she murmured into my lips.

“I’m going to fuck her again tonight.”

“You sound pretty confident,” she said, sliding up and down my length.

“She’s pretty easy.”

“She likes to fuck?”

“A lot,” I said. “She’s good at it, too.”

“Better wear a condom. She sounds like a slut.”

“I don’t think she’d let me,” I said. “The only thing she likes more than cock is getting a hot load in her pussy.”

That made her laugh. She reached down and held my cock, positioning the tip at her entrance. “Wow, she is a total slut. Better watch out, she’s probably just after your money.” She wriggled her hips again and coaxed me inside, sucking a breath through her teeth at the first stretch as I breached her.

“I’m okay with that,” I said. “She’s that hot, I’d gladly pay for it.”

She paused with my cockhead inside her. I wanted to shove it all the way in but knew it would be better if I let her take her time. “You won’t fall in love with Ryleigh, will you?”

Oh shit, we were back on that.

“I don’t think I could,” I said truthfully. I would definitely enjoy the sex, but there would always be a distance knowing she’d rather be with Abi. “I don’t think she’s going to get the connection she’s looking for.”

“Don’t sell yourself short,” she said, sliding the first inch in and out of her pussy, stretching and contracting her entrance around the tip. “You’ve got a very persuasive connector.”

“I hope so. I don’t want her telling everyone I’m a dud in bed.”

Kendra laughed again, and that made her tighten around me. “Have you thought any more about Abi?”

The breath froze in my chest. I had thought about it, albeit briefly, and I clenched so hard I almost strained my sphincter. It wasn’t the sort of thing that rewarded a lot of introspection. It was a little like our non-con roleplaying; I’d enjoyed that night, but it made the wall between me and rape feel paper thin. I didn’t want to have sex with Abi, but she was a woman—slim, tall and far from unattractive—and I understood that I could if circumstances called for it. I didn’t want to think about what that made me.

“I don’t think I need to,” I said finally. “She seemed adamant enough for both of us.”

“But like Rye said, if you did need to…” She eased me in and out of her now-stretched opening.

“Kend,” I said, wanting to focus on the wonderful things she was doing to my dick, “can we talk about this later?”

“She’s going to ask you.”

“I don’t think she will.”

“I don’t think you realise how badly she wants a baby.” She rose and sat up straight, taking me a little deeper, and as usual in this position, my hands went straight to her breasts. Perfect small handfuls. “You might discover you like it,” she said, stirring my cock inside her.

That’s what I was afraid of.

“I like the idea of a guy who can get the job done.”

Whatever that was supposed to mean.

She rode me slowly, turning her hips in circles as she stretched her opening. “I think it’s sexy.”

“Screwing my sister?”

“She’s not your sister.”

“You know what I mean.”

“Screwing her. Coming inside her,” she said, running her hands across my chest. “Especially when you know you’re not supposed to.”

Not supposed to. Like when she got me to rape her. I was getting some fresh insight into what made my wife tick. She had more than just the one taboo fantasy, it seemed. I don’t even know why that surprised me, because when the subject had first come up and those unbidden images swirled through my consciousness—Abi lying back and inviting me to lie between her legs, nodding her assent when I went to push inside—it was the final one that stuck with me, finishing and not pulling out.

“If it helps,” she whispered, “you could turn out the lights and pretend she was me.”

“If we stopped talking about this,” I said, pushing slowly up into her warmth, “I wouldn’t need to pretend because it would be you.”

“Or,” she purred, “we could do it the other way around.” She took my hands and glided them over her curves, ebbing and flowing on my cock like a ship on the ocean. “Play with me,” she urged, passion rising in her tone. “Pretend I’m her.”

“Kend—”

“Abi.”

God help me, there was only so much a man could take with a woman like Kendra on his dick. She was so relentlessly sexy.

“Close your eyes,” she urged, brushing a hand lightly across them to force the issue. “Now say my name.”

“Abi…”

She rewarded that with a faster stroke, riding me like a pony, breathing harder. I knew what that meant; I was getting close too and I just hoped I outlasted her.

“I’ve never had a guy inside me,” she said, her voice erotic and low. “Am I doing it right?”

I abandoned myself to the roleplay. “Yes.” Time unwound like a ball of twine down a hill, depositing me back over twenty-five years to Darling Estate behind the hydrangeas, Abi’s nose touching mine, both of us giggling and prolonging the inevitable moment. It was Abi who’d suggested it, but I was a willing subject—I’d had more contact with girls than most of the boys at school but for the life of me couldn’t figure out what the fuss was about. Then the electricity hit me as our lips met and just for a second before Abi pulled away, my senses had lit up like a Christmas tree. It was like waking from a dream and realising nothing you remember is real. Abi was more than just my best friend, she was also a girl—a mysterious, unfathomable, desirable enigma. All the crazy shit I’d heard around school snapped sharply into focus.

Kendra was speeding up, driving herself closer to climax. “Are you glad I asked you?” she asked, placing my hands back on her breasts.

“I am now.”

“Me too.”

As with Abi’s kiss, Kedra’s roleplay had awakened me. I hadn’t understood at the time what I’d felt with that first kiss, but I did now.

Kendra rode me hard, moaning and gasping, dropping onto my cock and ramming it deep inside her.

“Gil?” Her voice was a lustful croak.

“Yes?”

She gasped, tripping over the edge of climax. “Put a baby inside me.”

It was Kendra. I knew it was Kendra. But just for a moment, the moment my balls released, it was Abi. Fire burned through me. The soft breasts in my hands and the heavenly warmth gripping my shaft became Abi’s. My cock heaved, and with my resistance broken, I spilled my seed deep inside my moaning, coming, fertile sestra.

Good God, Kendra, what have you done to me?

───Ξ───
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I Almost Fucked My Sister

Monday, 11:50 am

My assistant poked his head inside my door. “Gil, your twelve o’clock is out here. Ms Sandhurst.”

“Send her in,” I said, knowing I wasn’t going to get anywhere with the case history on my screen when somebody was waiting for me.

I didn’t even hear the footsteps, so when I finished straightening my desk and looked up to find Abi in the doorway, I was doubly shocked.

“Abs… Um?” I leaned to the left to look around her, expecting to see my twelve o’clock trying to squeeze past.

“I prefer Ms Sandhurst,” she said, completely straight faced.

I was so accustomed to my wise-cracking, irreverent best friend, I suffered a moment of doubt about a mistaken identity. This woman in her tailored pants-suit and hair pulled into a bun could have been a stranger.

“Ms Sandhurst it is,” I said, playing along. Adopting the part of the consulting legal representative wasn’t exactly a stretch for me, and whatever it was on her mind, I knew she’d share it with me in good time. “How can I help you?”

“I’d like to avail myself of your expertise,” she said, fixing me with a glare promising death if I broke character, “on the matter of sperm donation.”

“I see.” The weird scenario clicked. This was how she’d chosen to ask me. I was surprised—welcomely so. “Reproductive law isn’t exactly my—”

“Even so,” she said, stepping inside and taking my guest chair on the other side of the desk. “I’d value your honest opinion, even if you don’t choose to take the case.”

“Of course.” We shared a silent moment of eye contact as I contemplated what ‘taking the case’ entailed. The roleplay with Kendra had forced me to confront my feelings about having sex with Abi. On an intellectual level, it made perfect sense. We weren’t actually related; it just felt that way. No blood relationship, therefore, no risk. And it was such a small gesture on my part that would mean the world to her. That on its own would be a good enough reason, but deep down on an animal level, there was another. Every time I thought about the act itself—Abi lying back and opening her legs, inviting me to slide my cock into her warmth—the scale that balanced reticence against taboo fascination leaned a little further to the right.

I didn’t want to torture her with a maybe when I’d already thought it through. “If you feel confident I can represent you,” I said, stressing the ‘if’, “then I’m inclined to accept.”

“That’s the thing,” Abi said, looking down at her shoes. “I don’t feel confident.”

Oh! That was unexpected. “About…” How to say this? “My credentials?”

“About anything.”

I was confused. If she wasn’t sure about asking me, what was she doing in my chambers?

“Are they… matters I can reassure you on?”

Abi let out a shaky breath and muttered something to herself that might have been ‘I can’t believe I’m doing this.’ She swallowed hard and met my gaze. “The thing is, I’ve never worked with a barrister before.”

She stopped and let that sink in. It wasn’t difficult to decode—she’d never been with a man. I knew that already. She was nervous about her first time.

“You’ve worked with solicitors, I take it?”

“Many times.” Of course I have slept with women, you smooth-brain.

“Barristers aren’t so different. It’s our job to put you at ease.” I waited until she looked up and met my eyes. “I hope I can do that.”

She nodded and swallowed again. “I’m more concerned,” she said, annunciating every word like she was reading them off a too-slow teleprompter, “about the courtroom.”

The bedroom.

“What if we get in there,” she said, “and you discover you don’t want my case any longer.” She cast her eyes down at her body, leaving no doubt as to what case she was talking about. “It’s not as… favourable as what you’re perhaps used to.”

“Ms Sandhurst,” I said, waiting again until she looked up. I gave her what I hoped was a reassuring smile and said, “I don’t think that’s going to happen.”

Abi had long been self-conscious about her shape, which had never fit the textbook definition of womanly. She had a flat chest and straight hips, but she combined those with long limbs, a narrow waist, and (not that I’d studied it closely) a backside that would never allow her to be mistaken for a guy. She was objectively pretty, and if she didn’t get hit on by many guys, it was because they were all tripping over their tongues for Ryleigh.

She was asking whether I could get hard for her. If she could feel what was happening in my trunks just from thinking about her naked…

I reached across the desk and took her hand. “You do not need to worry about me losing interest.”

She gave me a narrow smile, as though she was thankful for the reassurance without actually being reassured.

“I want the case,” I said, rubbing her fingers with my thumb. “Do you still want me to take it?” I couldn’t believe the words coming out of my own mouth, even if they were in code. I was asking my best friend if she wanted to fuck me.

It took a moment before she nodded. “I do…”

“But?”

“There might be a legal problem.”

“A legal problem?” In the context of our make-believe word game, I was lost.

“Regarding the donor’s… eligibility.” She wasn’t talking about my ability to get it up for her anymore. “We might be related.”

I thought we’d gotten past this. “And…”

“It might not be legal.”

“That would only be a concern if the donor were blood related—” I began.

“He is… I mean, he might be.”

“I…” He what? I could see from the look on her face that she wasn’t speaking in riddles any longer. She knew something that I didn’t.

Abi took an old, leather-bound notebook from her purse and plucked a yellowed Polaroid photograph from inside the cover. “You need to see this.”

I took the photo from her. It looked like a party—all women dressed to the nines, most of them with champagne glasses and big happy smiles. The wood panelling in the background looked like the ballroom at Darling Estate. They looked like they were cheering or celebrating something—all had one hand raised, brandishing something shiny that I couldn’t make out.

I moved to the faces, expecting to see some familiar ones. Indeed, the one in the middle was Lady Hetherington, the lady of the house. The others were doubtless her country club friends and wives of Sir Keith’s associates—

—except the one on the end.

“Is that your mum,” I said. “She looks so young.”

“Look what she’s holding.”

“I can’t tell…” But then suddenly I could. It was an over-sized VW keyring. The resolution wasn’t great, but I recognised it. I’d carried my own keys on that ring for nearly ten years, and before he’d passed, Dad had done the same for as far back as I could remember.

“Your Dad had a Beetle when we were little.”

I looked down at the photograph again. All the women were brandishing keyrings. Mercedes. Bentleigh. Jaguar.

“It’s a key party,” Abi said quietly. “From the year before we were born.”

I connected the dots in her thinking—it wasn’t difficult. Her mum—her single mum—had slept with my dad around the time she’d gotten pregnant with Abi. “Abs,” I said, “you’re reading a lot into this.”

She held out her palm in a ‘stop’ gesture—not to silence me, I realised, but to show me her fingers. “E.T. phone home.” She was referring to her long index finger—a trait we shared (as did Dad) which we’d thought commonplace when we were little but later discovered the other kids at school had stubby index fingers that barely reached the nail bed of their middle finger.

I held my own hand out and touched palms with her—a gesture we’d performed a million times, but not in the last twenty years.

“Beeeeeee good,” we both said in comical E.T voices.

I took my hand back. “This isn’t exactly conclusive, you know.”

“I know. But I didn’t want you to find out later.”

“How long have you—?”

“Since Mum died. I had to go through all her things and…”

It was hard to believe, but it wasn’t implausible. Abi’s mother was single and hot, and mine had been an international flight attendant before I was born; she’d probably been in Europe or somewhere at the time of this party. Lady Harrington could have used them to fill a late no-show at the dinner table. She and Sir Keith were pretty progressive as far as wealthy snobs went; socialising with the help wasn’t the taboo it might have been fifty years earlier. It probably hadn’t been sold to them as a key party, but it was 1982—the coke had come out, things had gotten a bit crazy. Abi’s mum lived and breathed that job. It wouldn’t surprise me if she’d picked out the VW keyring to save the potential embarrassment of some rich bitch fucking the groundskeeper.

Fucking the…

My head felt suddenly light. Good God, I’d almost fucked my sister. And worse, I’d just reassured her I still wanted to.

I handed Abi her photograph. “I see.”

“You do?”

Well, I didn’t see why she hadn’t led with that, but I saw what was obvious to both of us—we couldn’t go through with it.

“And what’s your legal opinion?”

“My legal opinion?”

She nodded.

She still wanted to do it. Was she crazy? “Abs, forget about legality. What about”—I didn’t want to say ‘birth defects’—“complications?”

She began typing on her phone—“I have statistics on that”—and showed me an article on inbreeding. She gave me a few minutes to read it through and learn how the risk of birth defects was only significant across a population. For a single birth, it ranked somewhere between shark attack and being hit by space junk.

“Abs—”

“Ms Sandhurst.”

“Ms Sandhurst …” I had to pause to swallow. “Do you… want to proceed with the donation?”

“Very much so.”

My head was spinning. Was she saying what I thought she was saying? “The… old fashioned way?”

She took a breath before answering this time. “If my donor is still willing, yes. I want to experience what it’s like to make a baby.”

My heart sped up. I want to feel my brother’s dick inside me. That wasn’t what she meant, but it was what I heard. Or it was what my dick heard. Learning a moment ago that we could be blood-related had been like a bucket of ice-water to the face, but now just like that, I was thrown back into a cauldron of forbidden emotions.

Abi snapped me out of my sinful contemplations. “A minute ago, you said you still wanted the case.”

“I do— I mean, I did.”

“And now?”

Had anything changed? Really? All the good reasons for helping her get pregnant remained the same. Time and shared experience bonded us, not a DNA match. Really, nothing had changed. The same taboo allure was still there, except now it might be even stronger.

“I still do.”

“Is that your legal opinion, or—?”

“Legally,” I said, “incest is a crime that’s rarely prosecuted, and never unless there’s a case of abuse. Even so, if you had grounds to believe you and the donor aren’t related—”

“I do.”

“—then…” Then the only things standing in the way of giving my little sestra her first deep creampie was a time and a place. “I guess we just need to pick a court date.”

“I have an opening free this weekend.” She smiled, daring me to ignore the double entendre.”

“I shall endeavour to fill it, then.”

Abi stood and came around my side of the desk, arms out for a hug.

I rose and gave it to her, contemplating the likelihood that the next time I held her in my arms, we’d both be naked and I’d be sliding my dick into her fertile core.

“Thank you, Gil. I owe you.”

“Not at all,” I said. “It’s my pleasure.”

───Ξ───
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I’m Gonna Bang Australia’s Next Top Model

The following weekend.

I was in the kitchen, staring blankly into the fridge and wondering what I had to put on a cheese platter—at least, I would have been wondering that if my mind were not completely blank. I’d been like that all week, but tonight Abi and Ryleigh were over again, sitting out on the deck, very obviously not drinking alcohol.

As a barrister, I’m trained not to get distracted, but I had two lesbians who wanted to fuck me. These were mitigating circumstances.

“Kids are asleep,” Kendra said, entering from the hallway and easing the door closed. “What are you doing?”

“Looking for cheese.”

“I wouldn’t bother,” she said, embracing me and craning up for a kiss, which I accepted. “I don’t think they’re here for the hors d'oeuvres tonight.”

“They’ve got their eyes set on main course?” I regretted it the moment I said it.

“Your words, not mine.”

I hadn’t heard from either of them since Abi visited me in chambers and was worried they’d changed their minds. I’d told Kendra about what happened on Monday and presented the case for prosecution—a grainy photograph of a keyring and a confined cluster of unusually long index fingers in the vicinity of Darling Estate. She’d been surprisingly blasé about the prospect we might actually be related. To be honest, it sounded far less convincing expressed in words—to the point I was beginning to doubt it myself.

“You really think it’s going to happen?” I asked.

“I know it is. Have you ever seen Abi refuse a drink?”

I looked back out at them through the glass doors. Abi was wearing a dress. And stockings. “I don’t know what do I say. Are they waiting for me to make the first move?”

“You’ll figure it out.” She tiptoed up for another kiss. “I know it feels awkward, but I’m willing to subject you to as much discomfort as necessary for a niece and nephew.”

“Nice to know.” She had zero hangups about forbidden sex—extra-marital or incestual—and she was signing me up for both. “I see you’ve already picked out the genders.”

“You still need to do your part,” she said, giving my groin a playful squeeze. “Make sure you do Abi doggystyle.”

“Kendra!”

That got Abi’s and Ryleigh’s attention out on the deck, but only for a moment. They soon went back to their own conversation.

“Boy sperm have no stamina,” she said, “so you have to give it to her nice and deep.”

“I am not asking my best friend if I can do her doggystyle.” I hoped that sounded convincing, because intrusive thoughts had been getting the better of me and doggystyle was only one of the very many ways I’d imagined banging my sestra.

She looked up at me and put both hands on my cheeks, combing the whiskers. “Do you want me to?”

“Hell no. I’m half hoping they call the whole thing off because it’s too damn awkward.”

“No you don’t,” she said, pinching my beard and giving it a playful shag to make me shake my head. “You’re about to bang two hot lesbians. You’re living the dream.”

I looked into her eyes for any signs of jealousy. There were none. “You’re a very unusual wife, you know that?”

“You’re a good husband and friend,” she said. “I love you for doing this.” She took my hand and walked me to the door. “And to show you how much, I’ll break the ice for you.”

“Just…”

“What?”

I considered the myriad things that might go wrong with my wife brokering sex between me and my childhood BFF. “Be tasteful.” I looked out onto the deck at Abi and Ryleigh. By the end of the night, all going to plan, I’d be sending them both home with a belly full of cum. If there was a tasteful way of making that happen, Kendra would find it.

“Ladies,” my wife said, sliding the door open and leading me out onto the deck. “Gil’s horny and you two, I’m betting, are ovulating. Who wants to go first?”

My heart stopped.

Ryleigh and Abi made giant surprised eyes at each other.

They’d changed their minds. Oh, Kendra, why can’t you just—?

“I will,” Ryleigh said, jumping to her feet and smoothing down her dress.

Abi looked from me to Kendra, frowning. “Are you sure he’s ready?”

“He’s ready,” Kendra said, poking my ribs with her elbow. “Aren’t you, Gil?”

I nodded, unable to take my eyes off the tall, dark and gorgeous Ryleigh, who was wringing her hands and all but bursting with anticipation to get my dick inside her. In all the flap about would I or wouldn’t I fuck Abi, I’d almost forgotten that I’d get to ream the delicious Ryleigh first. Now I was being presented with the opportunity, however, the reality of sinking my dick into Ryleigh’s warm centre was very much back in the forefront of my thoughts.

Abi shrugged. “Then I guess I’m going second.” She touched Ryleigh’s hip. “Don’t wear him out.”

Ryleigh took my hand in both of hers. “This is so exciting,” she said, bouncing on her toes. “I’m gonna be a mamma.”

“I’m…” gonna bang a supermodel.

──────

I took Ryleigh to the spare bedroom. It was opposite the master and the furthest from the kids’ bedroom at the other end of the house. Closing the door behind us, I turned to face her, heart racing.

“Are you looking forward to this?” she asked, eyes sparkling.

“I…” How to answer that? Was I looking forward to fucking my best friend’s hot wife? I was like a teenager whose girlfriend had just promised him his first handjob.

“It’s okay if you are.”

“It is?” Answering with a question is a lawyer trick for situations where you’re not ready to show your hand. In truth, I was feeling the pressure. I was to be her first and probably last guy, and she would forever judge hetero sex on how I performed in the next thirty minutes or so.

“I know how men think,” she said, slipping the straps of her contour dress off her shoulders as she stepped towards me. “Half of them say it to my face. It doesn’t bother me.”

She took my hands and put them on the loosened shoulder straps, inviting me to undress her. I accepted and peeled the dress down her body, revealing first a lacy red bra, then as I got it past her curvy hips, a teeny-tiny pair of matching panties.

“I might be looking forward to it a bit,” I admitted.

“Good,” she said, putting my hands on her breasts. “I’d die from shame before I admitted to Abi I couldn’t get you hard.”

“I don’t think that’s going to be a problem.” I didn’t dare squeeze, but God they felt good—even through the padded bra. Who was the last woman I’d been with who was more than a handful? I didn’t remember. I loved my wife’s petite bust, but any boob you were allowed to touch was a good one, and I’d literally forgotten the rush of holding big, soft, womanly breasts.

“You’re allowed to feel,” she said, placing her hands over mine and encouraging me to squeeze. “I want the whole cis-het package. Otherwise I would have gone with the turkey baster.”

I complied and gave them a squeeze. Firm, creamy flesh bulged out the top of the cups. I felt my confidence returning. I was good at sex (if I do say so myself), which Ryleigh would already know because Kendra would have told her. I just had to do my usual thing, and everything was going to be fine. “Do you want to kiss?”

She looked up into my eyes and nodded, moistening her lips. “No tongues, though.”

“Of course not. That’d be weird.”

Her laughter broke the tension, and the ensuing kiss was relaxed, sensual, and open mouthed—just like they were supposed to be. She wrestled momentarily with my belt buckle before I abandoned her breasts to help, and leaving me to my own devices, she reached behind and unhooked her bra.

“Oh, wow,” I said, kicking off my shoes and fighting my way out of my jeans. Her breasts were stunning—full and round, they sat naturally apart with big, dark areolae, and large upturned nipples.

“Eyes up here,” she chided, lifting my chin.

Record scratch. My confidence vanished in a puff of male guilt. “I’m sorry. I—”

“I’m kidding, Gil.” She took my hands and placed them back on her breasts. “I get the fascination with boobs. I think they’re fun, too.”

I had no words. I was holding heaven in my hands. It was like I’d forgotten the meaning of soft and Ryleigh was re-educating me, but it was more than that; it was the weight. I was used to Kendra whose body was petite and firm all over. Not that Ryleigh’s wasn’t firm and slender too, but her breasts defied the pattern.

“Gil?”

“Um, yeah?”

She gave a giggle. “Good. I thought we’d lost you there for a second.”

Things had gone a little fuzzy. “I’m okay.” And to prove it, I resumed playing with her tits, squeezing, cupping, running my thumbs over the nipples and feeling them spring back beneath my touch. I had come untethered though; I’d wandered off script in this pantomime and was ad-libbing until I received a cue to help regain my place.

“Say something dirty,” she said. “Something only a guy would say.”

I had my pants down and my hands on a nearly naked model. It was fair to say she’d been chipping away at my natural abundance of caution. Against my better judgement, I played along. “You’ve got amazing tits.”

She rolled her eyes. “That’s what Abi says.”

“I want to suck them,” I said, feeling braver. “I want to press my face between them and suffocate.”

“That too. Geez, you’d never guess you two were related.” She took my wrists and held my hands away, displaying her gorgeous, bounteous breasts as though I might have forgotten what they looked like. “Tell me what you want. Something Abi wouldn’t say.”

There was a lump in my throat the size of an orange. I didn’t know what to say or how to get back in control. I could think of nothing beyond sliding my dick between her gorgeous, plump tits. Incapable of swallowing, I licked my lips.

“Tell me,” she whispered. “If you make it really dirty, I might let you do it.”

Common sense abandoned me and flew straight out the door after my restraint. “I want to tit-fuck you,” I said, my eyes not moving from the deep cleft down the middle. “When I’m done, I want to come on your face.”

Her eyes went wide.

Record scratch again. “Jesus, Ryleigh, I’m so—”

She put a finger to my lips. “It’s okay. I asked for it.” She lifted my t-shirt over my head and took it off, then drew me back in to kiss, pressing our bare chests together. “You can’t come on my face,” she said. “I have somewhere more important for that. The rest”—she ran her fingers through my beard and cupped my cheeks—“I can make happen.”

My brain melted. I really was a teenager again, except instead of my girlfriend’s promised backseat handjob, she was going to let me fuck her tits. My hands were all over her, luxuriating in her sumptuous curves. I was greedy for her and heedless of addressing her pleasure. Before I knew it, her hands were down the back of my shorts, dragging them off, and she was going down on her knees in front of me.

“Damn,” she said. “Kendra wasn’t kidding.”

“What?” I gazed down to find her staring at the underside of my rampant, eager cock.

“It’s… bigger than I expected.”

That didn’t come as a complete surprise. Other women had said the same. It always felt like ego-stroking, though. I don’t go around comparing dicks in locker rooms, and most of those I do see, which are in porn, are about my size. Some are bigger.

“Is it okay?” I asked, praying that it was. “If you changed your mind—”

“It’s okay,” she said, nodding, but not in a confident way. “We’ve got a big one at home. Not as long, though… and you know, not as thick.” She made a tentative ring of her thumb and forefinger and squeezed it over the top of the crown. The tip squeezed through, but her hand wasn’t big enough to take the shaft. “We’ll just take it slow.”

“Slow is fine.” Slow was more than fine. It would help me centre myself—which I desperately needed if I wanted to avoid doing something stupid like prematurely blowing a load on her face.

She sat on her heels, slowly stroking my cock as she contemplated it less than a foot from her mouth.

“If you don’t want to do the other thing…” I began.

“I do,” she said hurriedly. “It’ll be fun, and I’ve never done it before.” She rose up on her knees, arching her breasts towards my cock but falling short. “Except you’re too tall.” Holding my hips, she rose to a squat, bringing herself to the right height. “Ah ha!” she said, leaning into me, positioning my dick in her cleavage.

I pressed her breasts together, locking my cock in their silky embrace. Oh, God, how to describe the exquisite squeeze of luscious, supermodel tits enveloping your cock? Words haven’t been invented, but ‘divine’ came close.

“Is that okay?” she asked.

I nodded, not daring to speak lest I woke up from the dream.

Ryleigh shimmied her chest, mushing my dick around in that heavenly channel. She must have heard my breath catch because she looked up and drew her brows together. “You’re not about to come, are you?”

I shook my head—no—hoping it was the truth. “I just didn’t expect… this.”

“I can bounce if you like.” She gave a few experimental bounces on her toes, gliding my dick through her cleavage and even bumping it once under her chin. Hearing me suck air through my teeth, she paused again.

“I’m okay,” I said, mashing her boobs together, giving myself a titty massage. “It’s easier if I drive, though.”

She frowned. “If you what?”

“Like this…” I held her tits in place and rocked into her, pushing my cock through that silken channel. “Damn that feels good.”

“Oh…” She tucked her chin and watched me slowly thrust, hips grinding, cockhead reaching almost to her red, painted lips. “You… really are fucking them.”

Those were her words, but what I heard was, ‘Guys will fuck literally anything.’ The look of patient tolerance on her face confirmed it. I heard that mental record-scratch for the third time and paused mid stroke. “I don’t have to,” I said. “A lukewarm partner is not a great turn-on for me.

“Keep going,” she urged, using her hands on my hips to take over the thrusting. “The web sites say foreplay builds up a bigger load.”

That brought me crashing back to reality. I wasn’t a lover or a fling or a sexy experiment. I wasn’t even a faceless one-night stand being exploited for sexual relief. I was a delivery system for cum. Ryleigh wasn’t letting me fuck her tits for fun; she was playing the impregnation odds so she’d never have to do this again.

There was probably some truth in the bigger-load thing. I’d had some explosive orgasms after edging for thirty minutes or more—not that I was likely to last more than ten with Ryleigh. My self-control wasn’t a worthy match for a supermodel tit-fuck. Even a lukewarm one.

“If you’re not into it,” I said, releasing the divine titty-vice around my dick, “we could do… something else.” I meant that we could fuck—like we were supposed to be doing—but my traitorous gaze drifted to her glossy red lips.

She wrinkled her nose. “I told Abi I wouldn’t suck it.”

“I didn’t mean—”

“I know you didn’t,” she blurted, ramping the awkwardness to fresh new levels, but also taking what seemed like hungry glances at my dick.

Maybe she did want to—

“I mean, I am curious to try, you know, just to say I’ve done it.”

Good God! She does!

She took my cock in her fist and held it like a microphone, inches from her mouth, staring at the weeping tip. “Just… not tonight.”

My cock bucked in her fist. She was going to suck my fucking dick! I just prayed I didn’t come on her face before she got it in her mouth.

She touched the head to her lips, smearing them with pre-cum before licking it off. “Guys taste better than girls,” she said, dropping from her squatting position onto her knees.

“Is that so?” The words echoed in my head, sounding like they came from somebody else.

She licked all around the head and pumped with her hand to milk more precum onto her tongue.

“If you want to keep your promise,” I said, combing my fingers through her hair, “you don’t have to suck.”

She made a questioning noise without letting up on the dick-laving.

God help me, she was ready; she just needed a little help. “You could just… see what it feels like.” Cupping the back of her head in one hand, I touched her chin with my thumb, coaxing her mouth open, then with a gentle push and a startled mewl from Ryleigh, I slid slowly inside. “See?” I said, smoothing back her hair. “Not even sucking.” I was back—confident and in control. And thank God because I’d almost screwed it up a minute earlier.

Her tongue had been dancing over her mouthful, and she chose that moment to swallow what was probably a little stream of precum trickling down her throat. The action made her close tight around the head, working it from all sides with tongue, cheeks and palate.

She looked up at me, eyes wide like she’d been caught misbehaving.

“That wasn’t a suck, was it, Ryleigh?”

She shook her head—“Mm-mmm”—a picture of innocence apart from the big dick in her mouth.

“It was an accident, right? Like those stories women tell in the ER about preparing dinner naked and accidentally sitting on a zucchini.”

She giggled, sending vibrations of delight through my shaft.

“In my case,” I said, pressing my cock gently deeper, “I’ll tell Abi I tripped getting undressed, and my dick fell in your mouth.”

That made her laugh and swallow again, working my shaft between her beautiful, painted lips. God, she was gorgeous. And so trusting, letting go of the shaft and just gazing up at me through doe eyes while I fucked her face. In and out, in and out, one hand on the back of her head.

Every few thrusts, she swallowed, timing it to the end of my stroke and drawing my cockhead into the tight entrance to her throat. The invitation was too delicious to pass up, and the next time she did it, I went with her, holding her head still and squeezing my dick down her throat.

Gurk!

Suddenly her hands were on my thighs, shoving me back, and she pulled away so fast, I dragged a handful of hair over her face.

“What the fuck was that?” she croaked, simultaneously coughing and gasping, wiping a runner of spit from her chin.

Guilt clutched my heart and I came crashing back to earth from cloud nine. What was I thinking trying to throat-fuck a lesbian? “I’m so sorry.” I went down on my knees to be at her level and lifted her eyes to mine with a finger beneath her chin. “That was my fault completely. I thought you were offering—”

“I wasn’t.”

“I realise that now. I should have asked.”

“And I would have said no.”

“Well,” I said, offering her a smile and a wink, “you probably would have said something more like, ‘Gahk.’”

She returned the smile, breaking the tension.

“It’s cocksucker for no.”

She glanced down at my cock, which was in no way cowed by the break in proceedings. “Are you calling me a cocksucker?”

“Never.” I leaned in and gave her a light kiss on the lips. “But you’re a very convincing actor.”

She giggled and kissed me back. “I am NIDA-trained, you know. I still get offers.”

“Let me guess,” I said, helping her to her feet. “Sleazy producers who want to give you your first big part?”

She grinned and took my cock in a loose, underhand grip. “I’m always tempted to play along and ask what’s my motivation, but I don’t want to encourage them.”

“Ask me,” I said.

She wrinkled her nose—an expression she’d either picked up from Kendra or passed down to her years ago. “What’s my motivation?”

I laid her back on the bed and then lay down beside her. “I could kiss you,” I said, kissing her chin, her shoulder, her collarbone.

“Mmm, keep talking.” She arched, lifting her breasts toward me.

“I could kiss you all over.” I kissed her breasts, nibbling the nipples one at a time.

“All over?” She undulated again, lifting her hips this time.

I kissed between her breasts, then lower, over her midriff to her flat tummy. “Or just, you know… in a place of your choosing.”

“I choose right here,” she said, taking my head and guiding it lower as she opened her legs.

I closed them again long enough to strip off her panties, then climbed between them, unsurprised to see she was waxed bare.

“I hope you don’t mind the whiskers,” I said, brushing my moustache across her glistening lips.

She shuddered and tightened her grip on my skull. “Abi doesn’t do that.”

“This?” I did it again, this time nosing her clit.

Her breath came out in a rush. “Jesus, Gil, don’t tease.”

I rolled out my tongue, filling her crease and tickling her opening with the tip. And just like that, I was back in business.

“Mmm, that bit she does.”

“I didn’t realise it was a competition,” I said, pausing the kiss to nuzzle her clit.

“Well it is,” she said, guiding me back down to her opening. “Her record is three orgasms, but I’ll let you stop at two.”

I went down and lapped her sweet musk, then slid my tongue deep into her hole, making her moan.

Challenge accepted.

───Ξ───
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She Faked It

We’d gotten off to a rocky start with the tit fucking and cock sucking. I accepted the blame completely. Getting a lesbian to service your cock was a dick move in anyone’s book. I was in my element now, though.

I enjoy eating pussy, and Ryleigh’s had a fresh, sexy flavour. Lapping up her juices was almost as much my pleasure as it was hers. I worked her clit, her lips, her entrance, tonguing her hole and delighting in the thought that I was the first guy to do so. I was searching for a rhythm that would get her off because thus far I hadn’t elicited much of a reaction.

Winding her fingers into my hair, she guided me back up to her clit, which I sucked between my lips and flicked with my tongue.

Ryleigh moaned. It was the first time she’d done so, and I was encouraged that I was finally doing something right. She wasn’t as demonstrative as Kendra, which made it difficult to know exactly what she liked, but I figured she had put me where she wanted me and kept up the assault on her clit.

God, the taste! She was ambrosial. I lifted her legs over my shoulders, hoping she’d wrap them around me and drown me in her nectar. When that didn’t work, I reached up with both hands and cupped her breasts, kneading the soft flesh and thumbing her hardened nipples.

That got more of a reaction. She moaned again and arched her back, her fingers winding deeper into my hair as she whispered encouragement.

I couldn’t hear the words, but I understood the tone. First orgasm, coming up! I doubled down, sucking harder, flicking her bead with my tongue.

It was working! She gripped me tighter between her thighs, fingernails digging into my scalp.

Hearing her peak, I pulled her clit between my lips and maintained the suction in silence while she held her breath… two, three… finally exhaling with a satisfied sigh. It wasn’t a demonstrative orgasm like Kendra’s were, but it was better than her choking on my dick.

I went back to work on her opening, expecting her clit to be too sensitive for a continuation, but she opened her thighs and touched a finger to my forehead, directing me to pull away.

“I can keep going,” I said, moving back down to kiss between her legs. “I need three more for the record.”

“One is plenty,” she said, pushing me away again.

Ouch. I sat up to see her face. “It was okay, wasn’t it?” I wiped pussy juice from my moustache. “Is it the beard…?”

“No,” she said, her face falling. “It was… nice. I just… don’t want to wear myself out for the main event.” She glanced down at my still hard cock and offered a happier smile.

She faked it.

It had taken me a minute to realise, but I wasn’t unsure about it. She’d faked an orgasm to get me to stop.

I wanted to die.

She guided me back up to lie on top of her, and I did so, taking my weight on my elbows with my cock resting on her bare mound.

“Let’s just do the other thing,” she said, pecking me on the lips. She wriggled her hips, settling my hard shaft between her pussy lips. “Don’t you want to put a baby in me?”

God help me, yes I did, notwithstanding the humiliation of being unable to get her off. My rearing cock shared none of those misgivings and ached to be inside her. I slid through her cleft until my balls were pressed over her opening, basking in its warmth. Remembering that I would be her first guy, my dick heaved, and I mashed the shaft into her open slit.

She slithered a hand down between us and wrapped her fingers around me. “I think it needs to be inside me.”

It was happening. After the fiasco to date, I had no godly right to be lying naked between the legs of a supermodel, but there I was. I pulled back and let her guide the tip to her opening, where it socketed in for a perfect, airtight fit. All I needed to do was push.

“You won’t just shove it in, will you?”

I shook my head. Honestly, I wasn’t one hundred percent sure I could control myself. “Do you want to go on top?”

She seemed to consider it for a moment. “I want to feel what it’s like to get fucked,” she said, grinning impishly. “See what all the fuss is about.”

It was all the invitation I needed. I pressed in firmly, then backed off straight away when I saw her wince. I told myself it wasn’t another strike; I always had to take it slow with Kendra as well. I pressed more gently this time, not hard enough to breach her, then eased off. I did it again, then again, slowly stretching her tight opening until I felt the whole cockhead slip into her warmth.

“How’s that?” I asked.

“Not as thick as I thought it was going to be,” she whispered, sounding almost out of breath.

It occurred to me that the kind of dicks she was used to probably didn’t have soft knobs. Did she realise the thick bit was still to come?

Taking my weight on one elbow, I got my other hand beneath her backside and lifted, angling her for a straight run.

“How do you do that?” she asked.

“Do what?”

She wriggled her butt in my hand. “Lift me up with one hand.”

“You’re not exactly an elephant.” Adjusting my weight, I slid the other hand between her shoulder blades and, bracing my knuckles in the firm mattress, I really did lift her off the bed.

Her eyes fluttered closed. “Oh, God,” she murmured.

“Are you okay?”

She bit her lip and nodded. Her eyes didn’t open.

“Are you sure?”

She gave another little nod and a sensual shimmy. “Don’t put me down.”

I was finally doing something right. Thank you, Lord. Lots of women enjoyed being held and lifted by a strong guy. Ryleigh had just never had the pleasure.

“Do you want me to…?” Rather than pushing into her with my hips, I guided her whole body, floating it on my fingertips.

Ryleigh moaned. “Yes, please.”

I eased her lower, building pressure on her opening as it pressed onto my cockhead. Her pussy slowly stretched, then with a desperate whimper—“Oh, Gil”—she yielded, and I slid inside.

I was inside her, and it was heaven.

I rocked in and out, still guiding her whole body, piercing her anew with each movement. “Is that good?”

“Uh-huh.” Her lips were parted, but she was scarcely breathing.

“Do you want some more?”

Ryleigh didn’t answer, unless you count the desperate, arching whimpers each time I pressed into the constricting warmth beyond her entrance.

I was the all-powerful dispenser of cock, and man was I feeling generous. I eased deeper, making her gasp.

“Not yet,” she said, wincing and angling her hips back to keep me out.

“You tell me when you’re ready.” I held still until she relaxed, allowing me to guide her body once again. I glided my cockhead just deep enough to elicit a gasp before sliding out again. “Do you just want it like that?”

Eyes closed, biting her lip, Ryleigh nodded.

“Fine by me.” Which wasn’t a lie, exactly. She was stunning, lying beneath me, legs spread and heavy breasts lolling; I longed to sink fully into her warmth, but the last thing I wanted was to hurt her.

I fucked her as best I knew how using just the first inch, varying the pace and angle of attack, pulling out to glide my knob over her swollen clit. And didn’t that elicit a reaction. Every time I bowed her bead, she’d moan and buck, making it ever more difficult to guide her back down onto the shaft.

I had to give up gliding her an inch above the bedsheets and pressed down on top of her, mashing her chest with mine and thrusting from the hips, still only fucking her with the tip. My weight bearing down on her drove her to an even higher level.

She crossed her wrists behind her head.  “Pin me.”

I did, grabbing both wrists in one hand while I kept the other beneath her, angling her hips for optimal penetration when the time came, which hopefully would be soon.

I put my lips to her ear. “Are you ready?”

“Not yet,” she whispered urgently, pushing her hips up to meet me. “Make me come.”

That would be a lot easier if I could fuck you!

As unlikely as it seemed, though, she was getting herself off. The shallow breathing, the crinkled, closed eyes—this was a woman on the cusp of—

“Oh God! I’m…”

Dear Lord, she was. Ryleigh was never anything less than gorgeous, and naked, she was exquisitely so. Naked and coming, though, she was rapturous—cheeks flushed, eyes pinched shut, sensuous lips pursed into a surprised ‘oh’ as the climax came upon her.

My cock throbbed and my balls surged. No! Not yet! I squeezed down on the urge, but that made it worse. Pressure built in my groin, threatening to explode. “Rye,” I said, jaw clenched, cockhead lodged tight in her channel. “It has to be now.”

“Wait,” she moaned, bucking her hips, threatening to dislodge me.

“I… can’t.” It was true; I couldn’t. I’d lost the battle to hold it back. The first involuntary contraction of my balls was only a half-shot, but it fired straight down the neck of her deliciously tight channel. I’d like to think what happened next was a fulfilment of her wishes—to paint her cervix white and hopefully seed her womb—but in truth I just needed to bury myself in her warmth.

So that’s what I did. Thrusting from the hips, I drove through her narrows, eliciting a fresh squeal as she rode out her own climax. Then I sank balls-deep in her clenching, molten depths.

Ryleigh arched beneath me, bucking and moaning, coming with her very first dick buried inside her. “Come now!” she urged.

“I am.” My balls were on fire, squeezing themselves inside out, injecting endless shots of seed into her fertile, ovulating womb. My fingers and toes tingled. My body spasmed, thrusting instinctually between her open legs even though I was as deep as I could possibly be—so much so, I could feel the warmth of her open lips against my balls.

Finally, those last electric pulses waned, and so did Ryleigh. I held still inside her though, massaging her innermost gateway with my softening cockhead as the last of my spunk seeped from the tip, hopefully finding its way through and into her womb.

“Oh man,” she gasped. “If that didn’t get me knocked up, nothing will.”

“If it didn’t,” I said, “I’d be happy to back up the performance.” I was gratified to have made her come, but I would love to have given her more than just a single thrust.

Ryleigh smiled and wriggled beneath me, ejecting my softening cock. “You’re already on the hook to back it up.”

“Yeah?” Even with post-cum clarity and the shame of a lacklustre performance, my balls still twitched at the prospect.

“And you’d better deliver, too. Not to put too fine a point on it, Abi’s gotten herself into a bit of a lather, so make sure you do her hard and get it out of her system.”

Oh God. I’d forgotten I still had to fuck my sestra.

───Ξ───
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Give it a Chance to Soak In

The ensuite doorhandle turned, but the door didn’t open immediately.

Abi called through the crack. “Are you decent?”

I sat up in bed and looked down at my boxers. “I guess.” I wasn’t even hard. What if I couldn’t get it up?

The door opened, and Abi was silhouetted by the bright bathroom light behind her. All I noticed at first was that she had her hair down—something I hadn’t seen since we were teenagers—then she flicked off the bathroom light and stepped into the bedroom.

My breath ran out in a rush. “Jesus Christ,” I whispered. “Abi?”

Her face fell. “It’s too much,” she said, freezing at the foot of the bed.

“It’s—”

“I told Kendra it was too much.” She took a step back, retreating to the ensuite. “God, I’m so embarrassed.”

“Abi, stop.” I stood up and went to her, reaching out, but then stopping when I didn’t know where it would be okay to touch. There was so much bare skin. “It’s not too much. It’s perfect.”

She wore a bridal-style negligee—white satin and lace with a sheer panel around the waist that showed off her bellybutton and made it look like a two-piece bra and petticoat.

“That’s Kendra’s,” I said, mentally noting that what went to mid-thigh on my wife barely covered Abi’s backside. “It’s a different fit on you, though.” I moved to touch the racy hemline.

“Don’t,” she said, batting my hand away. Then lowering her eyes, “I’m not wearing anything underneath.”

“Oh.” There was maybe an inch of white satin blocking a direct line of sight to my best friend’s bare pussy. If she swished her hips just a little…

“And neither are you, apparently.”

Her gaze had fallen on my boxers, which were now failing dismally to conceal a rapidly firming hard-on.

“I guess I should be flattered.”

We were off to a bad start, but Abi and I take the piss out of each other constantly, so this was barely a blip above baseline.

“Actually, you’re supposed to reciprocate,” I said, hoping to turn it into a joke. “Maybe you should show me your tits, just so things don’t get awkward.”

She pulled down the bodice of the negligee, baring her breasts. She was flatter than Kendra but with bigger areolae. It was sexy—strangely so, considering the circumstances.

“Nice,” I said when she covered them again. My cock was still growing—a fact Abi looked to be desperately trying not to notice. I put my thumbs in the waistband. “I guess it’s my turn…”

She shrugged. “Not my first preference, but considering where you’re gonna stick it, it’s probably unavoidable.”

“Hey, Abs. Don’t.” I went to her and took her gently by the upper arms. It was no more than any other fraternal touch or hug we’d shared, but it felt weirdly intimate because of how she looked.

She looked smoking hot.

“It’s not too late to call it off,” I said. “If Ryleigh’s anything like Kendra, she’s pregnant already. Maybe having just the one makes more sense.”

“Not a chance,” she said. “You’ve seen me in this thing already.” She tugged the hem of the negligee, stretching the satin over her hard nipples. “If I back out now, I still have to live with that and won’t have a baby to make it worthwhile.”

I gave her an understanding smile; a nephew would be a great way to remind myself I hadn’t gotten into this just to bang my best friend. “You know,” I said, fingering the negligee’s spaghetti shoulder strap, “Kendra wore that the night we made Jenna.”

“And Isla, according to her. It’s blessed by the fertility gods, she reckons, but I can’t help feeling like I’m wearing someone’s lucky undies.”

I laughed. “It was flung over the back of a chair for Isla. If you don’t want to wear it, I’m pretty sure the magic still works at a distance.”

“It’s staying on.” She smoothed it down over her sides, stretching the satin once again across her nipples. “You’ve seen everything you’re going to.”

She wasn’t looking forward to it as much as I was, which was understandable. It wasn’t anything to do with the fact we might be related; she just didn’t like dicks.

I glanced over at the bed then back at her. “So, how do we…?” I made a switcheroo gesture, pointing at me with one hand and her with the other, then swapping over.

Abi regarded the bed like a cowboy might a rodeo bull. “What position, you mean?”

“You can face away if you want.”

“Doggy? Eww.” She made a face to match the sentiment. “I might as well get banged in some alley behind a nightclub.”

“Lady’s choice,” I said, trying to keep things light. “Missionary it is.” I took a step back, giving her room to lie down.

“I’ll go on top,” she said. “I don’t want to be…” She wrinkled her nose. “Underneath.”

“Okay.” I approached the bed and sat on the edge. “So I’ll just lie back…?” I lifted my feet onto the covers and did exactly that.

“And think of England.” She waved a finger at my tented boxers. “Take those off, too, cos I’ll be fucked if I’m going to do it.”

“Well, ironically…” I hooked my thumbs in the waistband and pulled them down while she overtly averted her eyes.

“Don’t be a smartarse,” she said, still gazing at the corner.

I tossed my shorts over there, right in her line of sight. “There’s lube on the bedside table if—”

“Don’t need it,” she said, quickly climbing on and straddling my thighs, covering my now rigid cock with flowing white satin. “I was fluffing in the bathroom.”

“Mmm, sexy.”

“Practical,” she said. “And I hate lube.”

“Good to know.”

She hovered an inch above me, not even resting her weight on my thighs, and certainly not touching me with her pussy. “When you’re ready,” she said.

“Are you ready?” I asked. She seemed the furthest thing from it. This was not going the way I’d imagined it.

“You don’t expect me to touch it, do you?”

I gave her an eyeroll. “Crazy of me.” I reached beneath the negligee and palmed my cock. This was going to be a worse train wreck than the sex with Ryleigh, and I was getting to the point where I just wanted it to be over. The whole key-party Polaroid and index finger nonsense was circumstantial and we both knew it. This wasn’t some taboo porno; it was transactional, and I’d been wrong to think of it any other way. “Is it okay if I touch you?” I asked, sliding a hand up her thigh. “It helps if I can map the terrain before we—”

“Map your own fucking terrain.” She rose up on her knees, pushing my hand away. Then with an exaggerated sigh, she reached beneath her skirts and— “Fuck a duck, Gil! Is that your dick or your freaking leg?”

The earth stood still.  A hundred thousand ancestors screamed in their ghostly voices, Nooooooo! Nothing in the countless mental fantasies I’d played out out during the week could have prepared me for the shock—the otherness—of feeling her small hand close around my cock! The Polaroid, the fingers—yes, they were circumstantial, but the electricity of that touch wasn’t, and in that moment, I knew.

Despite the shock over what I’d allowed to happen, it was still a hand on my cock—a warm, feminine hand with soft skin and a firm grip. The knowledge whose hand it was might have sucked the heat out of the moment like an Eskimo blowjob, but if anything, it was the opposite. That forbidden contact cranked the temperature up to the point I thought I might spontaneously combust.

“Are you okay?” She pressed the backs of her fingers against my cheek. You look like you’re having a coronary.”

“I’m okay,” I lied, trying to steady my breathing. “It’s just… not what I expected.”

“It’s not exactly what I expected, either.” She stroked her hand along the shaft, balls to tip. “What is it, nine inches?”

“I haven’t measured.”

“If it’s not nine, it’s bloody ten.”

My nearly naked sestra was arguing with me while her small, soft hand was wrapped around my dick. It was surreal. I was more than just hard; I was aroused. God help me, my slim, flat-chested best friend with her long, caramel hair pinned back using my wife’s pink comb wasn’t just pretty; she was smoking hot. And gazing up into her face, I noticed she was wearing make-up. Not a lot—just a natural look. Kendra had probably done it, but Abi had let her.

It occurred to me that despite all the protests, despite the arguing, Abi had wanted to look hot for me. She’d wanted to make my dick hard, and goddammit, it had worked. I was hard as stone. As my cockhead touched her wetness for the first time, and she stroked it through her molten crease, I realized something horrific.

She wanted it. She maybe wasn’t ready to admit it, but she wanted to slide down onto her big barta’s dick and have him dump a giant load of ju-ju juice in her belly.

“Abs, wait!”

“What?” She paused with my cockhead slotted in her opening. “Don’t you dare say anything to make this weird.”

I almost held my tongue, but I couldn’t not say it. “I love you, little sis.”

Her misanthropic frown softened, then melted into a smile. “I love you too.” She bent down with my knob still lodged in her entrance and gave me a kiss—not a sexy one, just a sisterly peck on the lips—then sat back up. “And if you tell a soul I said that with your cock inside me…” She wriggled her hips, sliding me into the narrowest part of her channel, sucking her teeth as she stretched down there. “Damn, it feels even bigger going in.”

I didn’t know what I expected it to feel like—maybe cold or shameful—but in fact Abi was warm and wet and tight, just like she ought to be. And when she moved her hips, swirling her bridal negligee and stirring my first few inches inside her, any lingering reservations melted away.

“Don’t come yet,” she whispered, biting her lip. “I can’t get it all the way—” She hitched a breath and froze where she was, half on and half off my dick.

“Are you okay?” I asked, reaching for her hips. “I can—”

“Don’t…” She stiffened, brushing my hands away as she pushed out her chest, satin stretched taut over her nipples.

“Abs, if it hurts—”

“Shh!”

I shushed and just watched.

She was quiet for half a minute, then she swallowed heavily and opened her eyes.

“Okay to keep going?”

She nodded. “I came a little bit.”

“Really?” Jesus, I was barely inside her.

“A fair bit, actually.” She worked me deeper. “I’m preheating my dildos from now on. You’ve got no idea how different it feels.”

“You’re not switching sides, are you?”

“Typical guy. Lesbians are just cis-het chicks who haven’t had the right cock, am I right?”

“Hey, I’m not the one who just came.”

“Yeah, well it’s about time you did.” She rolled her hips again, working me deeper than Kendra had ever managed on the first stroke. “When you’re ready, Romeo.”

I wasn’t all the way in but wished I was. It’s so much easier to trigger an orgasm, and at that moment, I wanted nothing more than to plough balls-deep and paint a few fresh coats of high-gloss across her cervix.

“I’m gonna need to…” I writhed beneath her, taking micro-strokes in and out, sliding against the taboo friction of her never-been-fucked channel.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“Trying to come,” I said, extending my stroke to half an inch or so, gently probing her innermost reaches.

“Good, because it feels like you’re trying to fuck me.”

“I thought that’s why we were here.”

She put her hands on my chest and lifted her weight off my cock. “You’re here to put a baby in me. Get your jollies with Kendra when we’re done.”

I stopped moving. “Abs…” Had I gotten it wrong? I’d sensed that she wanted it—to be held down and given a long, hard fucking—but maybe she really was all about the baby.

Her expression softened. “Sorry. I just…” She gave me an apologetic smile that told me she was maybe ready to meet halfway.

“Can I touch you?” I asked, hovering my palms over her thighs, then touching them down when I got a half-nod of consent. I stroked up her taut, outer thighs, sliding my fingertips beneath the negligee, watching her eyes all the way for signs of withdrawn consent. “You’ve got soft skin,” I said, sliding my hands over her ass, never lingering longer than seemed decent in one place.

She began to relax, sinking back down onto my dick and taking more of me than ever into her warm, sisterly sheath. “I moisturise.”

“It’s working.”

She cast her eyes down to the place beneath her skirts where our bodies coupled, and I realised she’d misunderstood, thinking ‘It’s working’ meant I was close to coming.

“It helps if you move with me,” I said, encouraging her to rise with my hands on her ass, then guiding her back down to that point where I touched down deep inside.

After a few strokes, she was doing it on her own without my guidance, fucking me with a slow, sensual rhythm. “Like this?” The little shimmy of her hips at the bottom of each stroke told me it wasn’t the worst torture she’d endured.

“Exactly like that.” I met each of her strokes with a push upwards. Kendra once called it a ‘punch in the guts’, and when I told her I’d stop, she said ‘Don’t you dare.’ Hopefully Abi felt the same way. Even if she was just in this for the baby, there was no reason she couldn’t at least enjoy herself.

We fucked like that for a minute or more, long enough to realise we were good together. I was watching her tummy muscles contract through the translucent panel in the negligee and could see the effort she was making—not just riding me but grinding me, squeezing me. God, she felt good. Maybe it was the taboo reluctance amplifying the messages in my brain, or maybe sister-pussy—if that’s what this was—was a little warmer than normal pussy. A little tighter.

“Do you like that?” I asked, cupping her ass as I guided her up and down on my rampant dick.

She gave a nervous nod and a little feminine whimper of pleasure as she bottomed out once again. “Is it okay for you?”

“Abs, it feels amazing.” I ran my hands from her ass around to her thighs, lifting the negligee so I could see the point of our coupling. She was shaved bare—or maybe waxed; I’m no expert—and stretched so taut around my shaft her clit was unsheathed. And wet? Jesus Christ, watching my dick, glistening with her juices, sliding into her with such frictionless ease… God help me, I love my wife for all manner of reasons, but at that moment, nothing compared to the rhapsody of fucking the girl I grew up with.

“I like it when you pull me down,” she whispered, trying to guide my hands back on her ass.

“I want to watch.”

She took the hem from me, holding it up beneath her breasts like a can-can dancer. “You’re such a guy.”

I took her ass in both hands again, squeezing and kneading, drawing her down while I watched my dick slide effortlessly into her warmth. “Like that?” I asked.

Abi didn’t answer aloud, but she gave a quick nod and pushed down hard on my dick, squeezing a little more inside.

I fucked her slow and steady, replicating the pace I already knew she enjoyed, adjusting my stroke and thrust till I found a rhythm that made her whimper.

One shoulder strap had fallen down her arm, exposing most of her right breast including a sliver of areola.

I wanted to touch her there—squeeze her breasts and pinch her nipples until they tingled—but was she ready for that?

She saw me looking and took a glance down, noticing the errant strap. In the regular, non-bizarro universe (where friends don’t let you put your dick in them), she would have rolled her eyes and made some withering line about cis-het men. I did get the eye roll, but with it came an indulgent smile and a shimmy of her shoulder, causing the right cup to fall away and expose not just the nipple but the entire underswell. She was still holding the hem up so I could see her pussy, but my eyes were glued to that breast. “You want to see the other one, don’t you?”

I nodded, still pushing up from the bed and into her body with increasing tempo.

“Go on, then,” she said, eyeing the still-covered left breast and offering me a devious smile. “What are you waiting for?”

It was an invitation, but for what? To touch, or just to look? There was only one way to find out. I would have to let go of her ass with one hand. The potential reward, however, seemed worth it.

I reached for the shoulder strap and slid my fingers beneath it, ever watchful on her eyes for that dreaded withdrawn consent.

“It’s okay, Gil,” she said. “Free pass.”

Free pass? My heart skipped. Did that mean what I think it meant?

I slid the strap loose, but the bodice stubbornly stayed put, held in place by some mischievous angel of thwarted desires. I had to peel it away, brushing my fingers over soft, sisterly breast-flesh as I did so.

It didn’t take much, just that one touch and the entire bodice fell away, puddling at her waist. And suddenly there she was, like an apparition I hadn’t truly noticed until that moment. My little sestra was sitting topless on my lap, nipples erect and breasts bobbing as I thrust up from below, driving ever more brotherly cock into her warm, unprotected pussy.

I didn’t consciously decide to do it, but somehow my hands found her breasts—cupping, stroking, brushing the nipples with my palms.

“Lean forward,” I said, knowing the angle would lend them some pendulous weight. I wanted to watch them bob and sway to the rhythm of my thrusts.

She did lean towards me—further than I’d intended, though, sliding far enough forward that I had to hunch to stay inside her. Suddenly a breast was at my lips. The offer demanded acquiescence, and I never hesitated. I kissed it. I licked it, sucked it; I nuzzled the tender softness.

“Bite it,” she pleaded.

I complied, taking the stony tip between my teeth and adding pressure till I heard her gasp.

“Fuck me, Gil! Come inside me!”

I wanted to. God help me, I wanted to. With her tit in my mouth and her ass in my hands, I ploughed her harder than I think I’ve ever pounded Kendra in that position, getting my feet underneath me and driving up into her cunt, though not quite balls deep. God, how I longed to feel her taut, clinging entrance wrapped around my root.

She was coming again, and unlike the silent, reluctant orgasm when I first entered her, this time she was bucking heedlessly, hair everywhere, moaning indulgently as she used me to drive the climax from her body.

As her intensity waned, I eased the pressure on her nipple between my teeth and resumed sucking and licking, slowing my thrusts to match her ebbing passion until finally it was gone and she collapsed on my chest, head turned to one side beneath my chin.

“Wow,” she whispered after a while.

“That was actually about a six for hetero sex. Six and a half, maybe.”

She laughed and nuzzled my neck. “You’re a shitty liar.”

“Yes I am.” I smiled and kissed the top of her head.

“Put your arms around me,” she whispered, wriggling her body and snuggling somehow deeper into my chest.

I wrapped her up in my arms and got a satisfied “Mmm” for my efforts. I was still inside her—a fact made more obvious when she started grinding, slowly stirring my dick in her luscious depths.

I stroked my hands down her body till they found their now familiar position cupping her shapely ass. “Are you ready to go again?”

She gave a small shake of her head against my chest. “We shouldn’t,” she murmured. “Leave it inside a bit longer, though. Give it a chance to soak in.”

I didn’t immediately get the reference, but then—

She thinks I came.

“Um, Abs…”

“Mmm?”

“I… um, haven’t come yet.”

───Ξ───
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I Don’t Hate Your Dick

Silence. Then she lifted her head, frowning at me through tousled hair. “But I felt it.”

“I think that was you.” I’d been pretty focussed on the clenching grip of her pussy as she came, but in retrospect, she may well have ejaculated. There was more wetness down there than could be reasonably explained by natural lubrication.

“Oh God,” she said, her brows drawing together in grief. “You hated it! This is so humiliating.”

“Abs, stop,” I said, kissing the tip of her nose. “I didn’t hate it.”

“I knew I shouldn’t have let Ryleigh go first. You blew your load in a model, and I’m so ugly you can’t get it up.”

“That’s not true. See?” I stirred my still-rock-hard cock in her hole. The truth was, coming with Ryleigh had taken the edge off, and to finish a second time, I needed more stimulation than cowgirl was going to provide. “I just need…”

She sat up, leaving my dick inside her. “What?”

“Can I go on top?”

“Are you serious right now?”

“Abs, I’m trying to help. I wasn’t the one who suggested this.”

“I know.” She huffed again and slid off my cock before rolling over and lying beside me. “Ryleigh’s got a lot to answer for.”

I propped up on one elbow. “Does that mean…?” It was really going to happen. I was going to get to fuck my little sestra into the bed. Not that having her ride me hadn’t been fun, but…

“Just make sure you’re all the way in when you do it,” she said with a sigh.

No problems there. I was going to be so deep, she’d be able to taste me.

“And no more dawdling. Get on and do it, already.”

“Abi,” I said, slipping an arm beneath her neck and snuggling up to her side. “Shut your eyes.”

She rolled them first but complied.

I kissed her neck. “You liked it earlier. Don’t lie to me.”

“I liked it a bit.”

I traced my fingers down her body, circling one breast, then the other. “You came twice.”

“Imagine how I go off with someone I’m into.” She was smiling while she said it.

“You play up this lesbian thing,” I said, tracing my fingers lower, past the bunched-up negligee to her legs, which opened after some encouragement from my fingers and some kisses to her breasts. “But I saw how you went off. I know now how much you crave cock.”

She snorted laughter. “Busted. I’m a closet straight.”

I leaned across her body and kissed the other breast. Then, being very obvious with my intentions, I slid my hand up beneath her negligee. “Abs, it’s me,” I whispered. “It’s okay to enjoy it. We don’t have to tell anyone.”

There was a moment of hesitation, then she opened her legs to me, bending at the knees and peeling them wide. She wanted me to touch her there. Far be it from me to disappoint a lady, I complied, quickly mapping her folds, up to the apex for a quick twirl around her clit, then down to her entrance, sliding two fingers inside as she pushed up with her heels to welcome me.

“Mmm,” she purred. “Your fingers are thicker than Rye’s.”

I pushed deeper and diddled her clit with my thumb. “You like it thick, do you?”

“Mm-hmm.”

“And you like it deep?” I asked, pushing them in to the webbing.

“Not usually,” she said, holding my face to her breast, encouraging me with her movements to bite her nipples again, moaning wantonly when I complied. “I’m developing a taste for it, though. Hint-hint.”

“Kiss me first.”

“We shouldn’t,” she whispered, eyes closed.

“We shouldn’t, but we want to.” I fucked my fingers in and out of her hole. “Don’t we?”

She found my lips and we kissed again—not like brother and sister, this time, but like lovers. Hungry. Passionate. Her tongue found mine and entered my mouth, swirling, wrestling, while beneath me her body writhed like an electric wire, pulsing with the same dangerous energy.

Everything was wrong about this—wanting her so badly, needing to be back inside her—but it felt so right. I took my cock in hand and guided it back to her opening where it belonged—where I think it’s always belonged, except neither of us had known it.

“Now,” she murmured urgently into my lips. “Do it now.”

I’d never denied my sestra something she truly wanted, and with a long, low moan from her, I lowered my weight onto her—missionary position, just like newlyweds—and sank once again into her welcoming warmth.

“Oh, God,” she murmured. “I hate you so much.” Her breathless sigh did nothing to sell the lie.

I stroked firmly into her heat. “You hate me?”

“I hate how good that feels.”

I got a hand beneath her ass so I could push in hard without her sinking into the bed. “Do you hate this?” I asked, pumping her with long, firm thrusts.

“So much.”

I brought my lips down to hers, offering another kiss. Her eyes were shut, and she didn’t see me, but she opened them when I brushed noses with her and met me in a deep kiss. We fucked like that, kissing like brother and sister never should, bodies pressed close for maximum skin-on-skin. After a while, she lifted her legs and wrapped them around my middle. She consumed me completely, her arms and legs pulling me into her body. With her lips on mine, and with the sublime, silken grip of her pussy accommodating its very first cock, she trembled and kissed me through another orgasm.

“Do you still hate me?”

She smiled dreamily, rocking her hips up to meet mine. “I don’t hate your dick.”

“I’ll take that.”

“I’ve been taking it for the last half hour. Not that I’m complaining.”

Had we really been going that long? It didn’t feel like it. Time flies when you’re having fun. As much fun as I was having though, my balls felt the size of coconuts and I was ready to empty them.

“I’m ready to go for it,” I said. “If you are?”

“You mean you’ve been holding back?”

“Not deliberately. I just need to… you know, push a bit…”

She frowned. “Push a bit?”

“To finish.”

The look on her face told me that didn’t compute, so by way of illustration, I gave her a few firm thrusts, bracing my hand beneath her ass and really pushing home.

“Oh God! …unh… unh!” She bucked in time to my strokes, body stiff, cords standing out on her neck. When I paused, she opened her eyes, fixing me with a feral glare and growled, “Don’t you dare stop.”

No, Ma’am.

And so I fucked her. Hard, deep and fast—so hard, I drove her up into the bedhead and had to drag her back down. Never in my life had I imagined getting a golden ticket to the silken fun park between my best friend’s legs, let alone accepting it, but damn, this was going to take some forgetting. She was more than just wet and warm. And she was more than just responsive, gripping me with her muscles, thrusting back up with her hips. She was my twin, the Yin to my Yang, and with my dick buried in her hungry, sisterly pussy, we were finally one. She came twice more with my heavy, laden balls slapping her ass, kissing me as she did so.

We’d enjoyed every conceivable experience in our lifetime together, and now that she’d opened her legs to me, sharing the delicious warmth of her most intimate opening, the line that separated us as sestra and barta had vanished like smoke. Yet there was one line we hadn’t crossed, one forbidden act I longed to indulge, to inject a hot load of brotherly semen straight into her unprotected core.

“Roll over,” I said, pulling out and lifting my weight off her body. God help me, if I finished in missionary position and gave Kendra a niece, she’d never let me live it down.

Abi flopped over on her tummy without hesitation, and we danced a lovers’ two-step to get her legs spread and me back between them. “Put it back in,” she urged, tilting her hips to an inviting angle.

My pleasure.

I slid back in, gliding so deep she almost gobbled up my balls. I mashed around in her silken sheath, rubbing her clit with the root of my cock and making her moan.

My balls swelled. I was about to come inside my little sestra for the first time—perhaps the only time. We were going to make a baby, and while that wouldn’t come as new to her, I wanted to know so we could share the moment completely. “I can’t hold on much longer,” I said. “I can still pull out if you changed your mind.”

She turned her head on the pillow and reached back with both arms to pull me in by the hips. “Don’t you dare,” she panted.

“What about the photograph?” I withdrew all the way to the tip. “What if it’s true?”

“I don’t care,” she said, pushing back onto my dick. “Put it back in. I want to feel you come inside me.”

I slid back in to her warm, welcoming hole. I didn’t have a hand beneath her to brace as I thrusted, and after a few trampolining bounces, I had to pull her up to her knees and have her brace against the bedhead.

Much better. I drove in hard, finishing each thrust with a thwack against her butt. Grabbing her slender hips, I packed her full of meat, plunging into her squelching warmth, slapping my balls against her bare mound. Her small breasts swung free, wobbling and quaking every time I pounded home. I took one and cupped it while I fucked her, pinching the nipple, weighing the tender mass in my fingers.

Soon they would swell and fill with milk. Soon her tummy would bulge with new life, all because of what I was about to do inside her—a crazy, unfathomable, unthinkable taboo. She was all-in—fertile and ovulating and completely unprotected—her brother’s unsheathed cock ready to pump her full of hot, loving cream.

I was all-in too—figuratively as well as literally. With my balls straining and my dick buried to the hilt, I understood what Kend and Ryleigh had been trying to tell me last week.

My balls swelled. Pressure built. I stood on the precipice, pounding my best friend’s tight pussy, counting the moments before I committed the final, ultimate act. Right now, we were merely social sinners, still redeemable, but in ten seconds or so, the first domino would topple, triggering an unstoppable chain reaction that would put a baby in my best friend’s womb.

“Abi,” I groaned, “I love you.”

“Shut up and come with me.” Her words came out in a breathless rush. She was coming again. I hadn’t needed further encouragement to do what I was about to, but that knowledge tripped me over the edge of pleasure into ecstasy.

I touched her cheek then pulled back her hair so I could see her face. My balls lifted and the engine of life down there roared into overdrive, pumping a first time, just a primer that readied the floodgates. “Here it comes.” I’d plugged my dick as deep as it would go in her hole, and on those final words, I let go and the first shot of brotherly love exploded inside her.

Did she feel the bloom of illicit heat? I hoped so. I held still so she could feel it happening—my heaving balls snugged against her opening, my dick swelling in her tight channel. Shots two and three burst in her core like grenades. It was happening; the dominos were toppling. Life flooded from barta to sestra—thick gobs of hot jizz straight to her fertile core. The explosions seemed endless. Not that I would stop even if I could, but she drained me dry, leaving my swollen dick spent but still heaving in her flooded, ravaged cunt.

She rolled beneath me, scissoring one leg over my head to return to missionary position without ejecting me from her pussy. She wanted to keep me inside while I softened, and I understood why. I was her plug.

“Enquiring minds need to know,” she said with a smile. “Who’s a better lay?”

“What, between you and Ryleigh?” If she’d seen the train-wreck of me trying to fuck her wife…

“Actually, don’t tell me. Plausible deniability when I tell Rye it’s her.” She wriggled her hips beneath me, smooshing my dick around in her flooded box. “Don’t you dare tell her how many times I came.”

“How many times did you come?”

“I forget.”

We were silent for a minute, then she broke it by kissing my lips. “It’s probably my imagination,” she said, tucking her chin and gazing between our bodies to the place where we were still intimately joined, “but I can feel it working.” She pressed her fingers to her abdomen. “It’s warm.”

It was almost certainly her imagination. Pregnant on the first try, however, was my modus operandi. “So you don’t feel like you’ll need a repeat performance?”

“I don’t know about that.” A big smile lit up her face and she kissed my lips. “I might let you slip me one now and again as a little reward.”

“A reward for you or for me?”

“That’s the problem with guys,” she said, arching her hips and finally easing my swollen cock out of her pussy, “always wanting to put a label on things. Sometimes a reward is just a reward.”

───Ξ───
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“Don't come in. I’m not wearing anything.”

Deke lowered the camera and looked at Kaylee in the flesh rather than on the digital display. Your color is up, Deke. Do you see something you like? He wasn’t the only one; Kaylee’s own breath was heavy in her chest and she felt flushed from all of his compliments.

“Depending on how, um, sexy you want it to be—” he began.

“Very sexy,” Kaylee confirmed, interrupting him.

“You could, ah, you know …” He swallowed heavily and gestured towards her knees. “You could open your legs a bit and, ah, show me… I mean, show the camera your, ah, I mean…”

“My hoo-hah?” Kaylee asked, trying not to giggle. Oh my god! He does want to see my pussy.

“No! Oh! Ah, God no!” he said, blushing furiously. “I mean your, um, your panties. Not your, what you said.” Deke looked like he wanted to crawl under a rock.

“How’s this?” Kaylee asked with a teasing lilt, parting her thighs a few inches. “Can you see enough?”

Deke looked back down at the digital display.

Click.

“Maybe a little wider.”

Kaylee heard him gulp as she slowly opened wider.

──────

As man of the house, Deke has been Kaylee’s go-to guy since before she can remember. Life advice, money for college, Deke is always there for her, so she doesn't think twice when needs some sexy photos taken.

Their age difference and relative positions in the household should have kept things chill. Sure, Kaylee has indulged some taboo fantasies, like what would happen if one day she was undressed and he forgot to knock before coming in. Small stuff. Deke would never think of her that way, though. Perhaps she should have thought it through a little longer, because when her bra comes off and the camera stops clicking, she realizes too late that he does indeed harbor fantasies—ones much more penetrating than her own.

Far from chill, things have gotten decidedly steamy. Not to mention hard. It turns out they both want the same thing—something far too taboo for polite society to ever let them indulge. Which is crazy, because wanting him to be her first makes perfect sense. Who loves her more than anybody else could? Who understands her unsafe desires? Who's the one man she can trust to be gentle with her as she navigates her nervous and unprotected first time?

It simply has to be Deke. And the convenient part is that he's just down the hall.

Kaylee Gets Room-mated (previous published as Totally Coached and under other imprints as Naughtier) is Belinda LaPage’s first ultimate-taboo novel. It's a deliciously slow burn that peels away the layers one by one, driving Kaylee and Deke to the inevitable act of wife-replacement.
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